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PRAISE THE LORD

and as a result of that little
talk with God a strange Power
came into my life. For | discov-
ered that when a man finds the
dynamic, invisible Power which
is God, that man possesses a
priceless heritage. Failure, fear,
confusion go out of the life, and
in the place of these things,
there comes a sweet assurance DR.
that the Power which created
the universe is at the disposal
of all. And life takes on a brighter hue when

the fact is fully known that at any hour of the
day or night the amazing Power of Almighty

God can be thrown against any and all unde-

sirable circumstances—and they disappear.

Before | talked with God, | was perhaps the
world’s No. 1 failure. And then, when the
future seemed hopeless indeed, | TALKED
WITH GOD. And now?—well, | am president
of the corporation which publishes the largest
circulating afternoon newspaper in North
Idaho. | own the largest office building in my

FRANK B. ROBINSON
Founder "Psychlana”
Moscow,

TALKED WITH GOD™

home town—Moscow, ldaho. |
have a wonderful home which
has a beautiful pipe-organ in it,
and | have several other hold-
ings too. Now something very
definite happened in my life,
and it is this very definite thing
I want you to know about. It
can happen to you too.

If you will send me your
name and address now, I'll
send yon two FREE booklets
which tell you what happened to me when |
talked with God. You will learn from these
two booklets where | talked with God, and
what | said to God. As | say, these booklets
arc quite free and there is no obligation what-
soever incurred by sending for them.

BUT SEND NOW-—while you are thinking
about it. The address is “ PSYCIIIANA,” Inc.,
Dept. 121, Moscow, Idaho. This may easily be
the turning-point in your whole life. Here is
the address again: “PSYCIIIANA,” Ine,
Dept. 121, Moscow, Idaho. The prophecy men-
tioned below is also FREE.

Idaho

AN ASTOUNDING PROPHECY *

Ten years ago Dr. Robinson predicted this war. He told what nations would be lined up against other
nations. He predicted the Japanese attack on Pea-1 Harbor. The prophecy came true in a remarkable
manner NOW-—he makes anoLlier astounding prophecy. How long will the war last? Which side will
he victorious? How will Hitler and Hirohito meet their doom? Will Tokyo go up in flames? A FREE
COPY of this amazing prophecy will he included If you mail your request—NOW. We cannot promise
to repeat this offer. SO SEND NOW. You might just as well begin to use the invisible superhuman
Power of God right tonight—right in your own home. The address again is “Psyehiana/' Inc., Dept. 121,
Moscow, lIdaho.

Copyright 1942 “Psyehiana” Inc.Moseow, Idaho.
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$200 a Month In

n  Business
“ For several
years | have
been in business
for myself mak-
ing around $200
a month. Busi-
ness has steadily
I have N. It

to thank for my start in this

field.*

ARLIE J.
NER> 300 W. Texas

FROEH-
Ave.,

Goose Creek. Texas.

Lieutenant in
Signal Corps
"l cannot di-
vulge any infor-
mation as to my
type of work but

I" can

say that

N. R. 1 training .
19 certainly corning in mighty

handy these days."

(Name

and address omitted for mili-
tary reasons.)

$ to $10 Week
In Spare Time
"l am engaged
in spare time
Radio work. |
average from $5
to i10 a week

that | had en-

rolled sooner because all this
extra money sure does come

in handy.”

THEODORE K.

DyBREE. Horsham. Pa.

Extra Pay m
in Army,
Navy.Too:

Men likely to go into
military service, soldiers,
sailors, marines, should
mail tbe coupon now!

Learning Radio helps men

(tJ.Et extra rank, extra
I more interestin
MUCH HIGHER PAY.
prepares d

tlgg,’
Also

Yo

for goo

* I5.D

be a RADIO

Mail the Coupon for a FREE lesson
from my Radio Course. It shows you how
N. R. I. trains you for Radio at home in
spare time. And with this sample lesson
I'lll send my 64-page illustrated book,
RICH REWARDS in RADIO. It describes
the many fascinating jobs Radio offers.
Explains how N. R. l. teaches you with
interesting, illustrated lessons and SIX
BIG KITS OF RADIO PARTS1

Act Now! Many Radio Technicians

Make 530, 540, 550 a Week

Right now, in net'ly every neighborhood,
there’'s room_for more spare and full time
Radio Technicians. Many Radio Technicians
are stepping into FUEL time Radio jobs, or
starting their own shops, and making $30, $40.
$50 a week1 . . R

Others are taking good-pay jobs with Broad-
casting Stations. Hundreds more are needed for
Government jobs as Civilian Radio Operators,
Technicians. = Radio Manufacturers, rushing to
fill Government orders, need trained men. Avia-
tion, Police. Commercial Radio and Loudspeaker
Systems are live, growing fields. And think of
the NEW jobs Television an<J other Radio devel-
opments will open after the wart | give you
the Radio knowledge required for these fields.

My “50-50 Method” Helps Many
Make 55,$10 a Week Extra While Learning

Many N. R. I. Students make $5 $10 a
week extra money fixing Radios in spare time
while learning. 1 send” EXTRA MONEY JOB
SHEETS that tell how to do it!

My "50-50 Method"— half building and test-
ing Radio circuits with the six kits of Radio
arts | send, half learning from illustrated
essons—makes you “old friends” with Radio
before you know it. You run ?/our own_spare
time shop, get practice fixing friends’ Radios,
get_paid while training 1
Find out What N. R. I. Can do for You

MAIL COUPON NOW for FREE sample Les-
son and 64-page illustrated book. You'll see
the many fascinating jobs Radio offers and how
you can’ train at home. If you want to jump
our Fﬁ)ay—Mail Coupon AT ONCE. J. E.

MITH. "President, Dept. 3BS9. National Radio
Institute, Washington, D.

TRAINING MEN FOR VITAL RADIO JOBS

& f t O

s%ﬁ .
Yehnician

M

BROADCASTING STATIONS (top Illustration)
employ Radio Technicians as operators, installa-
tion, maintenance men and in other fascinating,

steadP/, well-paying technical Jobs. FIXING
RADIO SETS, ‘(bottom Illustration) a booming
field today, many Radio Technicians $30,

ays
$40, $50 a wgez. Others hold their regular jobs
and make $5 to $10 a week extra, fixing Radios
in spare time.

W

Mail me FREE, without obligation, your Sample Lesson and 64-page book, “Rich Reward®

in Radio.” (No Salesman will call.

Name

Address .

Please write plainly.)

Age....iii
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A MAGIC CARPET
MADE OF PAPER!

Yes, thousands of ambitious men transformed I. C. S. coupons into “magic
carpets,” on which they rode to success and prosperity. The coupons they
mailed brought them information, and when they learned how little it
costs to enrolllor 1. C. S. training, and how clearly and understandably
I. C. S. presents the most involved subjects, they jumped at the chance to

get a solid foundation for success—modern training!

Today, when your country needs trained men to man the vital
industrial front, I. C. S. offers you away to acquire sound, practical train-

ing in a few months’ time. Act now! Mail this coupon for information;;

INTERNATIONAL CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOLS

HELPING TO TRAIN [ERICANS FOR

BOX 3278-L, SCRANTON, PENNA.

Without cost or obligation, please send me booklet and full particulars about
the course before which I have marked X:

TECHNICAL AND INDUSTRIAL COURSES

O Ail StsSss O Costrsetiat anil Buildins P Management of Invention* D Sanitary Engineering
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0 Blyeprint Reading Heat Treatment of Metals O Pulp and Paper M alting D Surveying and Mapping
O Boilermaking D Highway Engineering O Radio, General O Telegraphy 0O Telephony
D Bridge Engineering O House Planning s D Radio Operating D Textile Designin 3
O Chemistry O_Coal Mining O Industrial Metallurgy, D Radio Servicin D Toolmaking " O Tool Design
P Civil Engineering O Locomotive Engineer O R. Il. Section Foreman _ Q Welding, Gas and Electrio
O Concrete Engineering D Machinist O Inspector O R. R. Signalman O Refrigeraboa Q Woolen Manufacturing
BUSINESS COURSES o Rail Postal Clerk
O Accountin O Advertisin O College Preparatory O First Year College ailway Postal Cler!
Bcokkeepi%g 9 D Commerc_ia? . D Foremanahip 0O French O Baleamanship .
usiness Correspondence O Commercial Illustrating O Good English O Secretarial . D Spanish
Business Management Q Cost Accounting D High School -—, O Showcard and Sign Lettering
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CONTACT!

Where Readers and Editors Meet

With Sideslip Jones

ODAY 1 am as happy as a U. S.

pilot with a Jap Zero in his gun-

sights! I'm in the middle of a cy-
clone, with a dash of hurricane. In fact,
there was so much mail unloaded on the
tarmac that it completely buried a w'hole
squadron of P-40's! Everybody is hating
everybody so violently by mail that | had
to have my goggles lined with asbestos
before | could read the letters.

But listen, gang—gather round, every-
body on my side—we’ve been threatened!
Not that I'm scared or anything, but just
how big are you fellows on my team?

Dear Balloonbrain:

The forces of justice are closing in
on you! Your time is almost at hand.
We are now thoroughly organized—
and that is the purpose of this epistle.
You must have feared this coming or-
ganization, for you never do print Haw-
kins’ address. | need it, so you had
better come across!

I have communicated with Bridges,
and have written Outlaw— and now all
I need are a few pointers on the tech-
nique of mayhem from Hawkins.

Don’t try to put me off. We are not
to be dallied with.

Your doom is coming!

Hubert F. Smales, of
Hawkins-Outlaw-Bridges and
Smales, Inc.

Hinton, West Virginia

No, that sound isn't my teeth chatter-

ing—it's me polishing up my brass
knuckles! But if you think you're going
to get Hawkins’ address from me, snakes,
I'd appreciate your holding your breath
until it arrives.

Now listen, though, I don’t mind you
fellows picking on me—or preferably each
other—but when you start jabbing at
a lady . . . well, the knighthood of Side-
slip rises up in clanking armor. So I'm
number one thousand and ten on her hit
parade—so, it isn't often 1 get letters
from a girl—and that counts for some-
thing. You’'ll see what | mean when you
read this from James Aikens.

Dear Sideslip:

I have been reading your mag for
some time and have enjoyed your sec-
tion, | never wrote before, because |
thought you could take care of those
mutton-heads like Smales, Bridges and
Hawkins. But when a girl joins in, you
need help— but fast!

Who does Ethel McGovney think she
is, anyway? She talks as if Dracula
would have her— he’'d have to go blind
first. Then she called Smales and his
mob intelligent! Those drips haven't
a thimbleful of gray matter among
them— and she hasn’t any at all.

She wishes those heroes were real.
Doesn’t she realize we have real, greater
heroes fighting all over the world? Why
doesn’'t she wake up and die?

(Continued on page 8)



1C Minutesa Day!

Give me | just this 4mk
and Vllprove | can

ANEW MAN!

“trading-in” old bodies for new!

I'm taking men who know that the
condition of their arms, shoulders,
Ichests and legs—their strength, “wind,”
land endurance—is not 100%. And I'm
making NEW MEN of them. Right now
I'm even training hundreds of soldiers
and sailors who KNOW they've got to
get into shape FAST!

How do YOU measure up for the defense
of your country? Have YOU the strong
shoulders and back that can haul for miles
Uncle Sam’s standard 61 pounds of Army
man’s equipment? Or if home defense presses
you into service, have you the he-man
strength and tireless energy that double-
shifts of working and watching may call for?

Now as Never Before You Need a
Body That’s Ready for ANY Job in
National Emergency!

Are you ALL MAN-—tough-muscled, on
your toes every minute, with all the up-and-
at-'em that can lick your weight in wildcats?
Or do you want the help I can give you—the

*help that has already worked such wonders
“for other fellows, everywhere?

All the world knows I was ONCE a skinny,
97-Ib. weakling. And NOW it knows | won
the title, "The World’'s Most Perfectly Devel-
oped Man." Against all comers| Eow did |
do it? How do I work miracles in the bodies
of other men in such quick time? The answer
is "Dynamic Tension"!

Charles Atlas-Amecica't
Greatest “Builder of Mon”

Among all the physical Intrue-
tors and “conditioners of men
ONLY ONE NAME STANDS

OUT—Charles Atlas!

THAT is the name Immediately
thought of by men who WANT to
attain a physique that will with-
stand hards! ig and strain, ready
for any possible emergency, per-
sonal or national.

In every part of the country
Charles Atlas is recognized as
“America’'s Greatest Builder of
Men.I Almost two million men
have written to him. Thousands
upon thousands have put their
physical ~development into his
capable hands!

men

In just 15 minutes a day, right in the privacy ment
y

of your own home. I'm’ rea to prove that
“ Dynamic Tension" can lay a new outfit of solid
muscle over every inch of 'your body. Let me put
new, smashing power into your arms and shoul-
ders—give you an armor-shield of stomach muscle
that laughs at punches—strengthen your legs into
real columns of surging stamina. If lack of exer-
cise or wrong living has weakened you inside, I'U
?et after that condition, too, and show you how it
eels to LIVEI

FREE

Almost two million men have sent for and read my book, “Ever-

MAIL THIS

This Famous Book That Toils You How to Get COUPON NOW!

a Body That Men Respect and Women Admire | CHARLES ATLAS, pept. 832,

I US East 23rd St., New York, N. Y

lasting Health and Strength." It tells you exactly what " Dynamic | want the proof that your . . _
o e ) ) I Tension will help make a ‘New Man of me— give me

Tension” can do. And it's packed with pictures that SHOW you a healthy, husky body and big_muscular development.
R N en me, your~ free ~ book, Everlasting Healtl and

what it does. RESULTS it has produced for other men. RESULTS Strength.”

I want to prove it can get for YOU! If you are satisfied to take a

back seat and be p_ushed around t_)y other fellows week-in, week-out, (Please print or write plainly)

you don’'t want this book. But if you wa”t to learn how you can

actually become a NEW MAN, right in the privacy of your own

home and in only 15 minutes a day, then man l—get this coupon

i i I City....... State

into the mail to me as fast aa your legs can get to the letterbox 1 y 5 Sheic Tare for Bookisi A et .o

CHARLES ATLAS, Dept. 832, 115 East 23rd St.,, New York, N. Y.



same lines.
on yourself, 1 say.

FIGHTING ACES

(Continued from page 6)

I'm so disgusted I'll sign off now.
James “Hank” Aikens
Cambridge, Mass.
P. S. Doesn’t this letter rate a Makes*
lee? Even if it doesn’'t, my contempt
for those drips doesn’t decrease at all!

You bet, James, you'll get a Blakeslee!
The biggest, blackest and whitest | can
find. For myself, I'm hoping Ethel Mc-
Govney sends me a lock of her hair—then
I can make one of those voodoo dolls and
stick pins in it!
And here’s another sizzler along the
Well, Ethel, you brought it

Dear Sideslip:

I just finished reading the so-called
letter of Ethel McGovney of San Diego,
California. It simply screams for the
ashcan. P. U. And the things she said
are very unladylike.

Contact is one of my favorite col-
umns— and 1 hate to see anyone run
it down, even a girl. However, | agree
100% with Calvin “Lucky” McClain of
Florence, Alabama. Now there's a boy
right after my own heart!

Please print this letter for the benefit
of that no-good Hubert Smales. If he
doesn’t like you— or Fighting Aces— he
should quit reading the magazine.

I consider it a privilege to be able
to say what 1 think— and | think you
are swell!

Nick (Curly) Petkas
Atlanta, Georgia

other guys flying those Spads besides
Texas Tim, Montana Mike and Arizona
Art? Jumping Jennies— don't your
writers think there were some guys
from other states piloting those planes?

Another thing that gets my nanny is
the way “Brad Superman”, outnum-
bered twenty to one, and flying a dam-
aged Spitfire, knocks down nineteen
Nazis. Wow!

Now, look, Slip, I'm pleading with
you— feature more stories about World
War 1. Why waste valuable printer’s
ink on those preposterous yarns that
drip from the pens of Goodis and
Rigoni? The fellows that flicked the
gun trips in those Spads really had to
use their brain cells to dodge death-
dealing Spandau sings.

Jerry Festerling
Berwyn, Illinois

Don’t look now, but isn't that a Blakes-
lee flying your way, Jerry? I'll try to
make it a World War | original.

Which brings me to this World War
I vs. World War Il story question. The
mailman is in bed with a sprained back
from carrying all the letters from you
who want more World War | yarns. It
did old Jonesy’s heart good to hear from
you, and though | can't answer all your
letters individually, 1 want to point out
that there’'s a super-special World War |
story by Arthur J. Burks in this issue!
Nor is that the only W. W. | yam. That
ought to make you happy.

I was happy too, until just now, when

I looked at this letter from Bill Perdue—
and got to thinking again about that in-
famous corporation. Oh, well, as long as
there are guys like Bill, 1 should care!

Well, Nick, you're pretty nice yourself,
and to prove | mean it, there’'s one of our
very best Blakeslees on its way to you!

Ah me, everybody keeps sounding off,
using up my space to talk about their Dear Jonesy:
little troubles—when I've got so many You have been heckled so much
woes a transport couldn’t carry them. By kl)%’ C_ﬁ“atth';ta"l"kmfﬁ”ggn"'%Li;ﬁtesgsmﬁ:?tsé
the way, you ought to see the pretty new them a letter and tell them where to
bullet-proof wvest | bought myself for

get off. Confidentially, 1 think they
) . - should get off at 15,000 feet without
Christmas. It already has a nice hole in

a parachute. Those guys are always

it—moths, | guess.

Dear Slip:

This hunk of correspondence is pure-
ly for the purpose of a long pent-up
beef— and | don’t mean the kind you
fix with corn and cabbage.

Your magazine ain’t bad— nope, not
bad at all. But— weren’t there some

shooting off their faces— | wish they’d
do a good job with a gun!

Let me tell them something— with-
out the Contact column, the whole
magazine wouldn’t be any good at all.
They know it too. If that column were
gone, they'd probably quit reading the
mag. Not that the stories aren’t swell,
but they just want to insult somebody.

(Continued on page 10)



How Do
The Most Important

The most important—and they can be the
most profitable, too. Men—ordinary men in
ordinary circumstances—have had returns of
as high as $5, $10, $25, even in exceptional
cases $50 per hour for these hours.

They are the hours of your leisure time—
usually spent in recreation or odds and ends.

These can be your growth hours, the time
when through training you can prepare for
more efficient service-on the job or for the job
ahead. During your working hours, you are
usually buried in routine details, growing slowly
if at all. But in these spare hours, your mind
can reach out to absorb the experience of others,
to learn the principles and methods behind
your job and behind your field. The next day
on the job, you will
find yourself using
something of what
you learned the
night before to the
benefit of your job
and the pleasure of
your boss.

Interestingly
enough, this spare
time study can be
fascinating recrea-
tion, not drudgery.
And the few minutes
spent this way tone
up the remaining
hours of your leisure

DEPT. 2334-R

field I have checked below.

O Modern Foremanship

O Accounting

O Traffic Management

O Executive Management
O Salesmanship

O Business Correspondence

Name

Position

Address

LaSalle Extension University
A Correspondence Institution

| am interested in knowing how | can USe my spare time
to advance myself. Please Send your free booklet CM the

You Use
Hours of Your Day?

—make them more interesting.

WHAT CAN THEY MEAN TO YOU?

We can’t say exactly. But we can tell you what
they have meant to thousands of others. They
have brought to these men and women pro-
motions, new jobs, more money and prestige,
greater success and happiness, security for the
future. If these are the things you want, we
invite your investigation of LaSalle home
study training.

For, from our 34 years training, over a
million men and women, we have learned what
you need and how to give it to you. Our training
is geared to the busy individual who is ambi-
tious and earnest for better things. Check on
thecoupon below the
field in which you
are interested. We'll
send you—without
obligation our free
48-page booklet, dis-
cussing the oppor-
tunities and require-
ments in that field
and telling about
our training for it
If not entirely sure
which field to check,
write us rather fully
about your problem
and let us counsel
you.

CHICAGO, ILL.

D Industrial Management
O Expert Bookkeeping

O Law: LL.B. Degree

O Business Law

O Business English

0O Stenotypy

Age



10% FIGHTING ACES

(Continued from page 8)

And that Ethel McGovney! She says
that she flips right through the pages
of Contact, If she does do that— how
does she know that there are such
humans as Hawkins and the rest? (Oh,
my mistake, they are definitely not
humans.)

How about more World War |1
stories— and don’'t forget to tell
Ilawkins-Outlaw-Bridges-Smales, Inc.—
along with junior partner McGovney
— where to get off at!

Bill Perdue
San Francisco, California

Now you got me thinking. While I'm
doing that I'll wrap you up one of our
Blakeslee originals, bub. 1 should write
them jerks a letter, shouldn’'t 1? One that
for all time will cut them down to their
right sizes.

I think I will . .. when | get that new
bodyguard the police have promised me.
But now, here is a missive from a muchly

thing real; something that pays tribute
to the United Nations airmen— instead
of putting them in the roles of super-
hero, spy-catcher and one-man land
army. Will yon try, for once, to portray
the action seen by the men of the
bomber crews— and switch the hack-
kneed fighters off to something else?
In short— keep the airmen in the air,
off the ground and out of German spy
organizations.

Thanks!

So, Sideslip, | leave you with the
fondest wishes for you and yours, and
with the hope you finished this before
it ended up in the well-worn and much-
scarred wastebasket sitting by your
desk.

Your friend,
Hub Mason, Jr.
San Antonio, Texas

Did | finish it, Hub? | gobbled it up
right down to the final, ego-inflating syl-
lable! Now here’s a squib from another
guy | like.

Dear Sideslip:

maligned Mason. | blush.

Dear Jonesy:

So! | have been classified as one of
your enemies. That is the first straw.
(The last is probably yet to come.)
I here and now challenge any dim-wit
that is foolish enough to defy me, you
or the mag to pistols at dawn— or
typewriters at sundown. Earnestly, |
have tried to bring to light a few things
that | thought would improve the mag
-—and what do | get? Correct! | get
thrown into the garbage, along with
another poor, benighted soul, by a guy
who seeks to ignore us.

Of course | buy your mag every
month; of course | read the stories;
of course | know that all cannot be

perfect— but 1 do think that they are
as good as the authors can make them.
No, I won't be daunted by guys who do
not appreciate the wonderful changes
that can be brought about by the im-
provement of yams in many ways. The
stories are good— but, Jonesy, they can
be better! That's what I am aiming at.

What is the matter with Sam Car-
son? In Free France Never Surrenders,
he wandered along for several pages not
being able to make up his mind on
whether the Blenheim has one motor or
two. (It has two.) Aside from putting
the long ago obsolete tail stripes on the
P-38 on page 11, Blakeslee is just as
fine as ever. The departments are swell,
too.

I will close with the following request
for your authors: Will you please base
your plots on something feasible; some-

1 have been reading your column in
Fighting Aces for a year now, and all
I seem to read are insults addressed to
you. For myself I think your mag is
swell, but |1 guess some of the guys
don’'t like you. Maybe it's because
they’ve seen your face—I1 don’t know.
But I am enclosing a drawing of what
I think you look like.

I hope you send me one of those
Blakeslee originals 1've been hearing
about.

Your friend and sticker-upper,
Jim LeMontree
San Diego, California

If for nothing else, Jim, that beautiful
drawing of me you sent would earn you
a Blakeslee, Of course, I'm a bit more
on the Clark Gable type than Robert
Taylor (as you pictured me) but it's a
good likeness.

Gosh, guys, sometimes | think there
should be a law against my being so hand-
some. You know | don't want to do
anything but hang around the tarmac,
figuring out new combat maneuvers—
and all the time Hollywood is sending me
rush telegrams, begging me to go into
pictures.

I had a nice picture taken once—only

the numbers across my chest spoiled it
(Continued on page 109)
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“Remember me?

I’'m the guy who got away from you in Spain

the guy that’s been fighting you all up and down Europe for the past
four years. Well, this is our last argument, Rittmann. Only one of
us comes out alive!”’

CHAPTER ONE

The Man Who Came Back

SLOWLY they came into the

room that was adorned with

fabric and metal strips torn

from Heinkels and Messer-

schmitts, the lounge of the flying officers’
mess. It was the main source of recre-
ation for the lads of Fighter Squadron 23,
situated a few miles east of Southampton.

12

It was the place where the lads of 23 could
flock after a vicious session in Channel
skies, where they could forget the sound
of Madsen guns, the sickening whine of a
doomed English ship.

They came into the room and headed
for the bar. There were two white-uni-
formed men on duty behind the bar, and
mechanically they reached for bottles and
glasses. The room was filled with the
sounds of pouring and clinking glasses,
without much talk.



The flyers of 23 were rather exhausted.
A short while previous they had been
tackling twenty-odd Heinkels in a white-
hot encounter 16,000 feet above the Chan-
nel. It had lasted longer than usual, and
it was fought purely on a basis of hate.
The Heinkels carried the insignia of Unit
79, one of the highest-ranking outfits in
the Luftwaffe, and between Fighter 23
and Unit 79 there was a feud that at
times reached devilish intensity. Since the
first days of the war the two opposing
groups had matched wits and guns and
guts in the skies, and they flaunted their
battle insignia with a wild combat lust.
When they met, slugs and props churned
the air to a froth and flames swirled.

They carried their feud into the sky—»
and fought it with blazingf cannon!

A NOVEL BY
tycwid(joodis

But the bitterness that existed between
Fighter Squadron 23 and Unit 79 was
secondary to the hostility of the two flight
leaders.

The Luftwaffe outfit was led by a man
known throughout the fighting skies of
Europe as one of the most dangerous
aerial performers of the war— Major Fritz
Rittmann, a veteran from the very begin-
nings of the Nazi attempt to conquer a
planet.

And to command the English group
there was Flight Lieutenant Bailey, an
American.

Frank Bailey had left the States dur-
ing the Spanish Civil War to fly for the
Loyalists, and later for Poland. He es-
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caped from a German concentration camp
to inch his way downward along the
slopes of Europe and cast his lot in with
Greece. When the R.A.F. came down to
help the skirted warriors of the valiant
little nation, Bailey was already known as
the greatest individual combat flyer of the
Greek Air Force. He was invited to join
the winged warriors of Great Britain—
and he accepted.

But there was a condition. Bailey, while
he hated all Nazis and what they stood
for, was particularly vindictive toward the
German flyer who headed a certain Luft-
waffe unit. Bailey wanted to be attached
to any fighter squadron that happened
to be dealing with Unit 79, commanded
by Major Rittmann.

The R.A.F. was only too eager to grant
Bailey’s request. Pilots of Bailey’s caliber
did not come along every day in the week.

They sent Bailey to Fighter Squadron
23.

T3AILEY was a capable flight leader and
a magnificent combat pilot. He had
personally accounted for nineteen mem-
bers of Rittmann’s outfit. Although he
had failed to conquer the German ace in a
private duel, he had engaged Rittmann
personally on a few occasions.

When that happened, the sky was a
madhouse. The Rittmann-Bailey encoun-
ters were definitely extraordinary. Smash-
ing, tearing, lunging and counter-lunging
—and no let-up. But so evenly matched
were the two combatants that it seemed
as though there could be no decision.
Rittmann had been forced to jump from
a burning plane; twice Bailey had been
hospitalized after taking Madsen slugs in
his chest and shoulders. It seemed as
though the two antagonists were living
only for the day when one of them would
watch the other die.

The lads of 23 were talking about it as
they placed themselves at the bar and ges-
tured for drinks. They were talking

FIGHTING ACES

about Bailey’s latest joust with the Nazi
ace, less than ten minutes previously. It
had ended with Bailey taking Madsen
slugs in the engine of his Spitfire and go-
ing down to a forced landing somewhere
west of Brighton.

“Tough,” someone said. “Bloody
tough. For a minute there 1 jolly well
thought he had the Nazi running. Then
Rittmann got fancy with a wingover and
Bailey’s Merlin had a nervous break-
down. But it was gorgeous the way the
Yank got out of that trouble spot.”

“Gorgeous or not,” someone else said,
“Bailey's none too happy about it, |
imagine.”

A third flyer put in, “ Well, |1 have a bit
of news that might cheer him up. A flock
of Yank pilots are coming in today.”

“You mean they're joining this outfit?”

“Well—for the time being, anyway.
The U. S. Army Air Corps has not yet
fixed itself as an independent operating
arm in this particular theater of war. And
until the dromes can be built, and sup-
plies brought in, Yank pilots will have
to serve as members of our outfits. It
ought to be good news for Bailey.”

“1 wonder,” another flyer said.

And the remark brought silence. Some-
what confusedly the Britishers were look-
ing at each other, and then quickly they
were turning their attention to the Scotch
and soda and ice that tinkled in tall
glasses.

"W7ALKING across the field, Bailey was
** remembering the sky duel with Ritt-
mann. He remembered every detail—
certain mistakes he had made; mistakes
that Rittmann had made. Imperfections
in spacing and timing and anticipation of
the other pilot’s maneuvers. It was un-
canny, the way his mistakes balanced
Rittmann’s. Everything was too madden-
ingly even.

Bailey’s thoughts on the subject were
shoved far back in cold storage as he ap-
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proached the squadron office. His eyes
were widening. He blinked a few times,
looking at men who wore the uniform of
the U. S. Army Air Corps.

They were grouped at the doorway of
the squadron office, listening as Squadron
Leader Hedgebrooke gave them routine
directions. Hedgebrooke was a stocky,
russet-headed and mustached veteran of
Channel and North Sea aerial warfare,
well liked by his command.

He was saying, “We’ll get along, gen-
tlemen. 1 know this fight means as much
to you as to Britishers. We're all in this
together.” For a moment his eyes left
the group and he was looking at Bailey
as he said, “ 1'd like to be able to tell you
that you're the first Americans to honor
this squadron by fighting at our side, but
another Yank has beaten you to the
punch. Maybe you've heard of him. |
won't tell you of his accomplishments, or
what he’s capable of doing in the sky.
You’'ll see that for yourself when you go
up there with him. But right now I'd
like you to meet—Flight Lieutenant
Bailey.”

“Hi-ya, fellas,” Bailey said, as he came
up and stood at Hedgebrooke's side. He
grinned at the Americans and they
grinned back. There were eleven of them.
Eleven experienced and seasoned pilots—
men who had been flying for the U.S.
Army for many years. They knew what it
was all about.

Bailey’'s eyes went down along the line
of faces. Good, strong, hard-jawed faces.
A broken nose here and there. A front
tooth missing, maybe the result of a crack-
up years ago. Not a pretty boy in the
lineTip. Bailey looked at eight men, and
when he looked at the ninth, he gasped.
When he looked at the tenth, he gasped
again; and as he stared at the face of the
last man in line his own face was white,
and within himself he was trembling.

In the same moment that it had reached
Bailey, recognition struck hard at the

three U. S. flyers. They were staring at
each other and again at Bailey. Astonish-
ment was giving way to a cold and bitter
hardness that came into their eyes and
on lips.

PT'HE by-play was not lost upon Squad-
ron Leader Hedgebrooke or the eight
other Americans. It was as if they were
all spectators, baffled at a performance
that was as strange as it was silent.

Bailey managed to say, “You'll like it
here, fellas.” He had taken his gaze from
the last three men in line and was auto-
matically bringing words to his lips. “1
know you're hungry for action and | can
promise you that this area will provide a
big feed. Jerry keeps walking across the
Channel and we hump into him all the
time. When he doesn’t come over, we go
out and look for him. So there’s some-
thing doing almost every day. |I—1 guess
that's about all for now. See you at din-
ner.”

He turned away and quickly -walked
toward barracks.

Hedgebrooke hastily said, “ You can go
to the quarters that I've assigned you,
gentlemen, and catch a couple hours rest
before dinner. But keep your flying gear
handy and ready. If there's an emergency
call, you'll be in on it along with the
others.”

As they started to turn away, the squad-
ron leader gestured them to wait. He
added, “Uh—there’s one more thing,
gentlemen. | hope you’'ll excuse Flight
Lieutenant Bailey. | know he seemed
somewhat—vague. Fact is, he just re-
turned from a bit of business over the
Channel. Was forced down. Needs a
drink or two. | know you’ll understand.”

But Hedgebrooke himself did not un-
derstand. Bailey’'s puzzling behavior had
certainly not been induced by the Chan-
nel fight. Nor could it be explained by
the fact that he had come out second best
in this latest meeting with Rittmann.
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There had been other times when the
German had taken the lead in the
stretched-out sky debate, but Bailey had
not lost his smile, his friendly manner.
And if he had taken a drink, it was cer-
tainly not because he needed alcohol as a
stimulant. Bailey was definitely no drink-
er. When he did gulp a Scotch and soda
it was for purposes of sociability, and for
no other reason.

Hedgebrobke’'s frown was accented as
he walked into the squadron office. He
knew that for some reason the last three
men in line had caused Bailey to lose his
usual balance and calm. The squadron
leader was wondering about the three
men, and then it was as if he could hear
Bailey’s voice.

Bailey, offering an explanation that was
a puzzle in itself—Bailey, smiling quietly,
saying, “ It begins in a flying field in the
States—U. S. Army flying field—in-
volves a few guys who at one time were

my friends. Guys named Rick— Clint—
Robbie—and Steve.”
For a few seconds Hedgebrookes

memory lost potency, and he was slam-
ming a fist on a desk top, trying to recall
the rest of Bailey’'s statement. And slow-
ly it came back to him.

Bailey had said, “ Steve died in Spain—
died screaming. - Fie wasn't the kind of
guy who screamed easily. That's about
all, gentlemen. If | try to tell you any
more, | might begin screaming myself.”

Hedgebrooke lit a cigarette and sat
down at the desk and watched the smoke
crawl toward the ceiling.

IN ROOM 9 of the barracks, three
Americans sat on the edges of their cots.
They were all in their late twenties. They
were all hard-eyed captains, all sun burn-
ished and wind reddened.

And the similarity stopped there.

Rick Robertson came from Texas. At
Rice Institute he had been a record-break-
ing shotputter. He was short.

Clint Hadley was tall and wiry and at
Oregon State he had been quite a hurdler.
Also quite a student.

Robbie Caldwell had been born and
raised on a farm in Illinois. At eighteen
he had joined the Army and worked him-
self up to a chance at the Air Corps. He
made good on the chance. He had aver-
age height and weight and black hair and
eyes, and a fast temper.

He stood up and said, “ I'm not taking
it, see? I'm not—"

“Aw, sit down,” Clint said.

Robbie sat down.

Rick muttered, “1 just can’'t get myself
to believe it. After all these years—run-
ning into Bailey again. And from the
way Fledgebrooke spoke, he's quite a big
man around here.”

Robbie stood up again. “Oh, is he?
Well, that doesn’t crack any ice with me.
Bailey is one guy that I've got figured out
from A to Z. A one-hundred-per-cent
tried-and-true rat.” He held up his right
fist. "™ You see this? I've been saving it
up for a long time. Now that I've run
into Bailey again—"

“ Aw, sit down,” Clint said.

Robbie sat down. ,

Rick was shaking his head and looking
at the floor.

“1 guess Steve's around here, too,” he
muttered.

“ Steve's a sap,” Robbie said. “The
guy never had a mind of his own, and
where Bailey was concerned he was al-
ways a shadow. When every guy in the
squadron knew that Bailey was a sneak
and a crook, Steve stayed with him. When
he was kicked out of the Air Corps, Steve
quit too.”

“Loyalty— " Rick began.

“Aw, don’'t give me that loyalty stuff,”
Robbie crisped. “ Steve was nothing more
or less than a stooge. He worshiped
Bailey the same way kids look up to big-
time gangsters. Bailey was fast and
smooth and sharp.”



ONLY THE BRAVE RETURN 17

“And he could fly like a streak,” Clint
said.

Robbie yelled, “What's the matter with
you guys? You taking up for Bailey all
of a sudden?”

“Not at all,” Rick murmured.

“We're just making a few observa-
tions,” Clint said.

Robbie’s eyes narrowed and he said,
“There's a saying— time heals all wounds.
But as far as I'm concerned, that saying
is a lot of prunes. It was six years ago
that Bailey stole a few thousand dollars’
worth of precision instruments from a
supply shed and disgraced the entire
Corps. I've never forgotten about that,
and never will. 1've never forgotten the
dirty method he used—taking a little at a
time, selling the stuff to a mob of crooks
who took out the jewels and the platinum
and threw the rest away. Throwing him
out of the corps wasn’'t enough. They
should have put him in prison.”

Rick shook his head sadly and said,
“Funny how things happen to break up a
team. The five of us—we used to click,
didn't we? Remember the time we all
went—"

“Listen to this guy!” Robbie shouted.
“He’s ready to shed tears. He’'s all set
to forget what a louse Bailey is.”

m “Aw, lay off,” Rick grumbled.

“Yeah, take it easy, Robbie,” Clint
said. “ After all, things are different from
the way they used to be. I'll admit Bailey
pulled a low stunt, but that was a long
time—"

“You don't have to say any more,”
Robbie muttered. “ 1 can see the way the
wind’'s blowing. You guys are soft. After
six years you see Bailey again and right
away you're all set to have a good cry
together. Well, I'm—"

He stopped and looked at the door that
was slowly opening.

Bailey came into the room.

Easy Way To. Get Even
More -Shaves With
Every Gillette Blade
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rpHERE was quiet for a few seconds.

Then Robbie stepped toward the
flight lieutenant and said, “Is this visit
official?”

“Not in the least,” Bailey said, wearing
a smile.

“Then you better get out,” Robbie said.
His fists were clenched.

“ Aw, sit down, Robbie,” Clint said.

“l won't sit down,” Robbie fumed.
“And | won't stay in the same room with
a dirty crook!” He waited for a response
from Bailey. There was none. Robbie
walked out of the room.

Bailey shrugged.

Again there was a stretch of quiet.

Then Rick said, “Where's Steve?”

“Dead,” Bailey said.

Clint said, “When did it happen? How
did it happen?”

Bailey’s lips tightened. “ I'd rather not
talk about it right now,” he said. He
took a deep breath, as if he was bracing
himself for a great effort, and then he said,
“Maybe it's asking a lot from you, fellas,
but I want you to play ball with me. 1
want you to keep quiet about that little
deal back in the States. See if you can
persuade Robbie to do the same. If any-
thing leaked out, 1'd probably get the boot
from the R.A.F. And | don’t want that

to happen—for a good reason. One of
these days I'll give out with that reason,
and I'll tell you about Steve. But right

now | can’'t say anything. All I can do is
ask you for a break."

Rick and Clint looked at each other.

Clint said, “What happened in the
States doesn’t have anything to do with
this setup. I'm mum, Bailey.”

“ Same here,” Rick said.

Bailey grinned dimly. “ Thanks, fellas.”

“But we can't make any guarantees as
far as Robbie is concerned,” Clint mut-
tered. “He isn't ready to forgive and
forget—not by a long shot. He has it in
for you, Bailey. You can see that your-
self.”

Something cold and hard came into
Bailey’s eyes. He said, “ If that's the way
matters are, I'll meet Robbie on his own
ground. Tell him that if he wants a fight
I'll give it to him. I'll—"

He was interrupted by the sound of a
siren screeching across the field. And
then, beyond the window, a voice shouted,
“It's a scramble!”

“What gives out?” Rick said.

“Plenty,” Bailey crisped. He had a
hand on the doorknob. He said, “ Grab
your flying gear and get out on the field—
fast! That siren isn’'t kidding. When it
hits the pitch you're hearing now, there’s
big things doing.”

He dashed out of the room, Clint and
Rick were throwing themselves into fly-
ing suits and pulling helmets over their
heads and leaping through the opened
doorway.

CHAPTER TWO

Flame over the Channel

NINETEEN pilots faced

Squadron Leader Hedgebrooke,

who was saying, “ It isn’'t the

usual thing, gentlemen. That's
why I'm taking extra time to tell you
about it. Twelve miles south of here, at
Portsmouth, the Navy has a lot of war-
ships. They’'re big boats, gentlemen. Im-
portant boats. And Dornier bombers, es-
corted by a couple dozen Heinkels, are on
the way over. Not one of those Dorniers
are to get through, so you've got to ignore
the Heinkels. Stay away from them.
That's all, gentlemen. Go up there and
get rid of bullets!”

The flyers ran toward Spitfires that
were already throbbing eagerly. Bailey
was climbing into the cockpit of his plane,
when he felt a tug at his bootstrap. He
looked down and saw Robbie. The black-
haired guy was wearing hate on his face.

He shouted, above the roar of Rolls-
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Royce engines, “Why did you pick Clint
and Rick and myself for this job?”

“1'll tell you later!” Bailey yelled.
“Get in your plane!”

“You're not kidding me, Bailey! |

know your game—you want to get rid of
us, fast!”
' Bailey did not wait to hear any more.
He was in the cockpit, closing the green-
house over his head. He fed juice to the
Merlin and sent the Spitfire across velvety
green fields.

The nineteen planes twanged and
boomed as variable-pitch propellers forced
a fast climb. Bailey moved out in front and
called for a stepped-down echelon forma-
tion. He looked into his rear-view mirror.
Toward the back of the lineup he could
see Rick’s plane, and Clint's and Robbie’s.
It wouldn’'t make much difference whether
they were in the rear or up in front. But
when he assigned them to their positions,
he figured they might be safer back there.

His mind was drilling back through six
years, and he was thinking of the friend-
ship that had existed among them all. He
was thinking of America, and things that
had happened—little things. Like the
time Robbie had gulped too much beer,
and they had to fight their way out of a
taproom and get back to the field at three
in the morning. The time Clint had been
forced down on a meadow in Ohio, and
a bull went after him, and four planes
whizzed down on the bull and nearly
frightened the animal to death. And Rick,
overboard about a debutante from New
York, and punching a certain well-known
playboy in the jaw. And Steve— Steve—
But he didn’'t want to think about Steve.

The thought persisted. Again he could
see the blood-streaked fields of Spain,
the thin line of Loyalists marching out
of Madrid to make their grim stand
against the trucks and tanks of Franco’s
legions. He could see the Junkers bomb-
ers, the Fiat fighters that Germany and
Italy had sent over. In pitiful contrast

he could see the crazy assortment of out-
moded wrecks that the Loyalists were
sending into the air. He could see the
grin on Steve’'s lips. A grin that was
forced, as if Steve knew that he was go-
ing to die. Steve—waving and grinning
on the day they took off to make recon-
naissance over Guadalajara. The terrible
day of blood and pain and screaming.
Steve— screaming.

Again he could hear it shattering against
his eardrums, jabbing into his brain.

Bailey fought to rid himself of the
memory, to concentrate his entire atten-
tion on another level of space and time.

Then suddenly he saw blue-gray sky,
and clouds high in the sky. And beyond
the clouds was a conglomeration of
shapes—winged shapes.

AUTOMATICALLY he wused the

R.T., shouted, “It looks like Jerry
a few miles away. Bombers and escort
fighters. Let's go upstairs!”

Nineteen Spitfires pointed noses up-
ward and roared in speedy climb.

At 21,000 feet Bailey was able to diag-
nose the battle situation. The Nazi squad-
ron had already sighted the British
group and the escort planes going up. In
order to get to the Dorniers they'd have
to break through a wall of Madsen fire.

He issued instructions. “The Heinkels
are coming up to play with us, but we
won't play. The idea is to break through
and smash up the Dorniers. Leave the
Heinkels alone.”

The British formation was working
level at 23,000 feet. The Heinkels,
though considerably short of that altitude,
were climbing fast. And far below, nine
big Dornier bombers lumbered confident-
ly on toward the naval base at Ports-
mouth.

Bailey said, “We dive in closed-in
arrowhead formation at the Heinkels. But
it turns out to be a feint, and we do a
frog-jump over their heads and then con-
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tinue down' on the Dorniers. If we get
past those Nazi fighters on the first jump,
it might not take long to finish this job.
Okay— Close in and ready and—tally-
ho!”

The English group went down. The
echelon had closed to a narrow arrow-
head, and Bailey’'s Spitfire was the frontal
point. And they went down screeching
and whining.

Twenty-four Heinkels formed a line of
challenge—twenty-four Heinkels, carry-
ing a boastful, glaring designation on both
sides of each fuselage. “ Unit 79.”

In the same moment that he recognized
the Nazis as members of Rittmann’s fly-
ing group, Bailey was commanding him-
self to temporarily forget his personal
hostility toward the German ace and the
orange-painted buzzards of 79. And his
action followed through on the thought
as he ripped out of the feinting dive,
leaped high and wide of the Heinkel bar-
rier and then continued down again.

The other Spitfires were following. And
the maneuver was accomplished with neat-
ness and terrific speed. The Heinkels
were completely fooled. They had ex-
pected the English planes to take advan-
tage of an altitude lead and momentum,
and they were willing to concede this as a
balancing factor to their own numerical
superiority.

But as the Spitfires whizzed out, ran
into the clear and then dived again, the
German flight leader shrieked a curse.
And into his radio telephone he hissed,
“ After them—full throttle. We can still
destroy them before they reach the Dor-
niers!”

The Heinkels moved back in a roaring
outside loop. Twenty-four exhaust lines
described hazy smoke circles in the blue-
gray as the German planes went down
after the British squadron. The German
flight leader was grinding his teeth as he
strained to get a sight on the nearest Spit-
fire. And gradually a silver-blue fuselage

was coming into range. A British rudder
was entering the Madsen sight-ring. The
German’s thumb moved toward a dull
black button.

"DAILEY did not know that one of his
m*-' planes was being readied as a target
for flaming Madsens. He was conscious
only of the fact that the Dorniers were
coming into range. Automatically obey-
ing Hedgebrooke’s directions to the full,
he was completely ignoring the Heinkels.

Into the R. T. Bailey clipped, “ Break
out and come down on them like a rain-
fall! Slip down underneath and come up
at their bellies!”

The rest of what he was about to say
became a gasp. His eyes had swerved to
the rear-view mirror. And be could see
flame far back there. Far back there in
the arrowhead formation. Flame, issuing
from a Spitfire; and behind the Spitfire a
bullet-spurting Heinkel. There were more
Heinkels—a lot of them—too many of
them.

Bailey begged himself to forget about
the Heinkels, to forget about the flaming
British plane. He had to think only of the
big Dornier bombers that were capable of
destroying battleships and heavy cruisers
and carriers. In order to destroy them,
the Spitfires must be sacrificed. With the
flight-line retained, the Heinkels would be
able to nip the English planes one by one,
with the Spitfires in rear position getting
the worst part of the deal. The lads at the
tail end of the arrowhead had only the
shadow of a chance. Bailey thought of
the flyers who were back there—Rick and
Clint and Robbie—and he was biting his
lip until blood dripped down over his chin.

The guys in rear position might have a
decent chance if he gave them the word
to fight back. But Hedgebrooke had said,
“lIgnore direct contact with the Heinkels.”

An oath left Bailey’'s lips. Again he
glanced at the rear-view mirror. Another
Spitfire was ignited—and still another!
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A fourth English plane was breaking
out of formation. In glaring defiance of
the battle order it was looping back, lung-
ing toward the oncoming Heinkels.
Whether the pilot was trying to save his
own skin, or whether he was bent on a
wild ride of revenge, Bailey could not de-
termine. But he knew that if other Spit-
fires followed suit, the formation would be
wrecked. Instead of smashing at the
Dorniers, the English group would be en-
gaging with the Heinkels.

Bailey’'s mind was made up. He shouted,
“Stay in line! Keep your mind on the
Dorniers. England can't afford to lose
any more big boats!”

He did not have time to say any more,
because the Dorniers had come into range
and he was sighting the rear turret of a
big German bomber over on the left.

The gunner was blasting at him and
Bailey’s Spitfire took bullets in the right
side of its fuselage before Bailey thumbed
the button and eight lines of Browning
heat went sizzling down. The rear turret
was smashed.

Bailey closed in and poured another
burst into the front of the Dornier. The
big bomber was staggering in the sky. It
went over on its side and placed itself on
an angle that was convenient for a third
burst. Bailey offered a single second of
flame. The line of bullets pierced the right
engine and the Dornier was”burning.

/"VTHER Dorniers were burning. They
~  were falling into the Channel and the
Spitfires were whizzing down in their
wake, then darting up to pour fire at the
bombers that were still able to fly. The
Heinkels ripped down after the English
planes, sent Madsen lead into the vitals
of Rolls-Royce motors, into the vitals of
Englishmen. At 11,500 feet, above the
southeastern area of the English Channel,
the sky was a mass of fire and smoke and
twisted metal and ripped flesh. Like mad-
dened birds trying to destroy each other

in the glowing depths of the inferno, the
planes threw lead and took it.

Bailey was working on his second
Dornier. A front gunner was giving him
trouble and he eased down and rolled over
and came in again, nose edging upward.
He sent an underside burst into the belly
of the Dornier. The big bomber shud-
dered, and then three Heinkels came run-
ning at Bailey and he was forced to dive.

The Heinkels chased him. At slightly
less than 8,000 feet he pulled out and
zoomed and broke away. The German
planes tried to initiate another line of pur-
suit and he crossed them up by breaking
his defensive sprint and coming in at them
head-on. He sliced through and lunged
at another Dornier. He pressed the gun-
button and grinned as the big Nazi bomb-
er broke out in flames.

His grin widened as he saw that the
other Spitfires were following his example.
Although it was necessary for the British-
ers to send an occasional burst into a
Heinkel in order to get rid of a direct ob-
stacle, they were concentrating on the big
bombers.

And the Dorniers were being annihi-
lated. They were burning, cracking up in
the sky. The crews of doomed bombers
were leaping out and tugging at ripcords.
Parachutes were blooming, and far below,
against the silvery expanse of the Chan-
nel, Nazi rescue boats were already at
work, pulling survivors from cold, vicious
water.

Three Dorniers remained in the sky.

Bailey rushed in. His guns spoke for
three seconds. One of the Dorniers was
fountaining flame. The other two bombers
were getting the concerted wrath and
power of four Spitfires. And on the outer
fringe of the battle area other Spitfires
were trying to ward off the furious attack
of the orange Heinkels.

Gun-chatter reached Bailey's ears,
echoed by the sound of crackling Plexi-
glas. Bullets were smashing through his
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greenhouse and trying to tag his skull. He
ducked, threw the plane into a roll-out.
As he faded from the bullet line he was
grinning.

And the reason for his grin was not
merely that he had escaped death. There
were no more Dorniers in the sky!

‘OUT there were plenty of Heinkels.
«** And they were winged demons,
gnashing a melody of revenge as they
lunged at the Spitfires. Four Nazi planes,
piloted by sky veterans who were well
acquainted with Bailey, came roaring in
with Madsens yelping. They came in a
horizontal formation that Curved in to
form a forceps.

Bullets clunked
and he dived.

He dived hard, prop pointing toward
the Channel. He veered out of the dive,
eased into a wingover and started up and
went down again and broke the second
dive by initiating an outside loop. And
when he was at the crest of the loop he
forgot about the Heinkels that were try-
ing to chew him up and concentrated on
the troubles of a Spitfire that had a Nazi
on its tail less than a hundred yards away.

Bailey got a close look at the orange
Heinkel, saw the insignia on the side of
the fuselage—a black devil with wi#gs.
Rittmann!

As always when he sighted the German
killer, Bailey let go with a softly whis-
pered string of curses, expressionless ex-
cept for a strange light in his eyes.

The American ace came tearing in from
the side. Although Rittmann’s fuselage
was in his sights, Bailey did not thumb
the button. He was following his usual
practice of making his presence known to
the Nazi flight leader— flaunting his wings
and his guns before the eyes of the man
he hated; flinging down the challenge and
then zooming up and taking position for
the duel.

Rittmann had never failed to accept the

into Bailey’'s wings

challenge. As Bailey's ship braced, the
German responded by swerving away
from the Spitfire he had been tailing. He
climbed fast, making a hairpin turn and
then streaking toward Bailey head-on.

The Spitfire swished back in the start
of a loop. Rittmann followed, Bailey cut
the loop and went down in a vertical left
turn. Rittmann faded out and followed.
Again Bailey was breaking the maneuver
and coming up again and crossing the
German’s attack line with a single-second
burst. Disconcerted for a moment, Ritt-
mann zoomed and grabbed for wider fight-
ing area.

Bailey refused to let him have space or
time. At an even 7,000 feet, Bailey faked a
frontal lunge, then slipped under, cut-
ting the shallow dive and bringing his
plane up in an underside attack. He poured
a three-second burst and Rittmann was
working a neat break-out by easing the
Heinkel into a left wingover. Bailey threw
his Spitfire over the peak of an invisible
hill in the sky and chased the German.
And Rittmann again jumped away from
the bullet line by working into a barrel
roll. Bailey continued to press the issue.
Rittmann straightened and feinted a clirnb
and then went down again. At 4,500 feet
Bailey was using a capacity throttle, edg-
ing in from the side and then banking
hard and straightening.  Although his
features remained expressionless, the light
in his eyes seemed to glow with fury and
j°y=

And there was good reason.
on Rittmann’s tail.

He was

TTE WAS sighting the Heinkel’s cock-
pit, and then his thumb was moving
toward the button. And he was about to
release eight Brownings when he noticed
that the Heinkel’s greenhouse was opened.
Rittmann’s arms were raised, signaling.
Bailey continued to close in, puzzled.
Then the German’'s gestures were more
distinct; he was pointing toward his wings
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and moving his arms in a hopeless ges-
ture.

Bailey understood. The Nazi had run
out of ammunition.

For several seconds Bailey retained his
position behind the Heinkel. When it was
evident that Rittmann was not attempt-
ing a trick, the Spitfire edged away. It
ran in on the side, so that it was flying
parallel with the German plane. Bailey
gestured to indicate that he was discon-
tinuing the fight. He could see the pale
smile on Rittmann’s face. The German
was indicating his appreciation of an ene-
my’s chivalry—and he was using the radio
telephone.

Bailey wondered as to the message that
the Nazi was crisping into the mike. With-
in a short space of seconds the American’s
guestion was answered. The other orange
Heinkels that were swirling and diving
and exchanging fire with silver-blue Spit-
fires, were gradually edging their way out
of the combat area. They were moving
toward Rittmann’s plane, which was aim-
ing at the coast of France.

The flight leader of Unit 79 had con-
ceded the fight to the English squadron.

Bailey made a quick count of the Spit-
fires that remained in the sky. Including
his own plane, there were eleven. Nine-
teen had gone out. Fighter Squadron 23
had lost eight planes and eight men, but
all that mattered was that Fighter Squad-
ron 23 had stopped a Dornier raid on
Portsmouth.

Bailey used the R. T. He said, “The
party’s over, fellas. Let's go home. Fol-
low me in on a stepped-up string.”

Eleven Spitfires whizzed toward Eng-
land. Eleven Spitfires—and there was not
one that did not have Madsen bullet holes
in wings and fuselage. A few were slight-
ly wobbly. A few lurched now and then.
Two planes were forced to leave the for-
mation, because they could not keep up
with the speed of the others. And several
planes carried Englishmen whose arms

and shoulders had been nicked by Nazi
slugg. They were returning to England,
the sky knights of Fighter 23. They ewere
battered and they were reeling, but they
had won a battle. They carried their
colors high.

CHAPTER THREE
“You Killed Your Buddies!”

Kk FLIGHT LIEUTENANT

BAILEY walked into the

squadron office and handed a

* hastily written report to the
squadron leader.

Hedgebrooke already knew what had
happened in the skies above the south-
eastern Channel area. Crisp praise from
Headquarters had been followed by mes-
sages of congratulation from other battle
units in the Southampton and Ports-
mouth vicinity.

Nevertheless, Hedgebrooke read the re-
port carefully. When he was done, he
placed the paper in the top drawer of the
desk.

He avoided Bailey’'s eyes as he mut-
tered, “ 1 imagine you feel the same way
about this as | do.”

“I'm not sure that | know what you
mean, sir,” Bailey said.

“1 mean those eight men. It's not
easy, losing them. It's all very well to
know that Fighter Squadron 23 has done
another excellent piece of work. And it
makes us feel downright proud to realize
that those big boats at Portsmouth have
been saved from German bombs. But
we’'ve lost eight good men.”

Bailey’s lips barely moved as he mut-
tered, “It's all in the game, sir.”

A thin smile formed on Hedgebrooke’s
lips and he said, “ That’'s the logical thing
to say, Bailey, but it's not what you're
really thinking. | know what's in your
mind. | know what you're going
through.”
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Bailey said, “ You might as well know,
sir. Two of those men were my friends.
I'd known them back in the States. 1—”

He choked and lowered his head.

The squadron leader tightened his lips.
For an instant he wanted to ask the
American a flock of questions, the answers
to which would clear up the swirling
puzzle surrounding Bailey’'s icy hatred of
Unit 79 and Major Rittmann. But it was
a poor time for that.

He said, “I'm sorry, Bailey. | know
it's tough to take your flight out on a
sacrifice mission, and particularly when
two of the men are—"

“1 didn't realize the way things would
shape up,” Bailey said, and his tone
carried condemnation. “If 1'd been able
to anticipate the battle situation, I'd have
never let the new men go up. Don’t yon
see, sir? I—1 wanted them to get experi-
ence. | knew for a fact that they were
keen pilots with plenty of guts. But they
didn’'t have a chance.”

“I1f you hadn’'t done what, you did, the
Dorniers would have reached Ports-
mouth,” Hedgebrooke said. “That's all
you need remember, Bailey. The Dorniers
would have reached Portsmouth.”

Bailey forced a smile. He said,
that all, sir?”

“Just about,” Hedgebrooke said. He
stood up and grinned broadly and ex-
tended his hand. As Bailey took it, the
squadron leader said, “1 want to extend
congratulations for a magnificent vic-
tory.”

Leaving the squadron office, Bailey
headed toward barracks. He was weary.
Two white-hot aerial battles in fast suc-
cession had taken a lot of the jump and go
out of him. He was gratefully looking
forward to a stretch of sleep as he opened
the door of his room.

“ s

TTE ENTERED the room and stepped
toward the bed. Then he stopped
short and stared. He was facing Robbie.

Robbie was leaning against a window-
sill at the other side of the room. His
shoulders were hunched and his arms
were folded. A cigarette slanted from his

lips. Slowly he took the cigarette from
his mouth and said, “ I've been waiting
for you.”

Bailey was ridding himself of flying
gear. He asked, “What's on your mind?”
Pie was turning his back to Robbie, plac-
ing the heavy leather jacket on a hanger.

Robbie said, “You know what's on my
mind.”

“Not exactly,” Bailey said. Fie was sit-
ting on the edge of the bed and taking off
his thick-soled boots. “You've got a few
ideas that are slightly off-center. For in-
stance, that brilliant statement you made
just before we took off.”

“That statement was true—” Robbie
began.

Bailey’s voice was low as he said,
“Wait a minute, Robbie. Before you say
anything else | want you to clear a lot of
mist from your mind. Forget everything

that happened six years ago. I'm a flight
leader with a job to do.”
“You did a job, all right,” Robbie

gritted. “ A dirty, sneaking, murderous
job. But you didn't quite finish it. You
killed Rick and Clint—but I'm still alive.”
His voice was rising to an almost hysteri-
cal pitch. He screeched, “You hear me?
I'm still alive!”

“Robbie—snap out of it!”

“1 know what I'm saying,” Robbie
hissed. “You had murder in your heart
when you assigned Rick and Clint and
myself to a job that had suicide written
all over it. You were afraid we'd talk—
afraid we’d tell all about your dirty deal-
ings back in the States. So you put us
back there in the death-spot of an arrow-
head formation, and the Heinkels came
running down and showered us. You
could have given us an even break—a
chance to fight back. But you wouldn’t
give the order.”
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“Listen, Robbie. Listen to me. Let
me—"

“Let you talk your way out of it? Let
you build up a case for yourself? Who
do you think you're selling ideas to—a
poor, brainless sap like Steve? | know
you, Bailey. | know what you're made of.
I know the way you operate. For all |
know, this flight lieutenancy in the R.A.F.
may be a cover-up for some new kind of
dirty racket—"

“You're talking too much, Robbie.
You're getting on my nerves.” Bailey's
voice was slightly louder than a whisper
now.

Robbie did not seem to hear. Rage had
brought blood into his eyes. His features
were strangely purplish. His lips were
quivering and then his hands were quiver-
ing and when he spoke there was a tinge
of madness in his voice. He said, “You
killed Rick and Clint. Clever—too clever
for a military court. But you deserve to
die.” And then he was ripping off his
tunic and rolling up his sleeves and grit-
ting, “Come on, Bailey. You're gding to
fight for your life!”

Slowly Bailey was unbuttoning his
tunic, measuring Robbie with his eyes.
Physically, it was an even match. But
Robbie had worked himself up to a throb-
bing rage that was multiplying his
strength and speed. Bailey threw his
tunic onto the bed, looked at his fists and
shrugged.

He moved forward.

"OOBBIE growled, rushed forward,

threw a wild right. Bailey ducked
and planted a left to the ribs. Robbie
went back, rushed again and once more
was missing with a right. He took a right
to the jaw and a left to the ribs again and
fell against the wall. Bailey moved in,
thinking that it might not be as difficult
as he had expected—and he was careless
for part of a second.

In that time Robbie was up. He threw
the rule book away and butted Bailey in
the belly. Bailey tripped backward and
the black-haired guy let out a crazy laugh
and smashed a right to the jaw and a left
to the jaw and another right, and Bailey
was hurtling backward and landing on his
shoulders. Robbie lunged at him.

Bailey brought his knees back toward
his chest and then let go with both legs.
Robbie wheezed as the air was blasted
out of his lungs and he catapulted across
the room. He landed against the wall and
gathered himself up slowly. Then he let
out a curse and leaped at Bailey with fin-
gers clawing for a throat hold.

Bailey dodged and slammed a left to
Robbie’s belly. Robbie doubled up, took
a sizzling uppercut that lifted him from
the floor. Bailey brought back a right fist.
His lips were tightly clamped as he threw
the fist with all the strength in his body.

The fist landed on Robbie’s chin; the
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black-haired guy flew backward and
crashed against the bed. And the bed
moved.

Robbie was on the floor and only his
madness was keeping him conscious. And
he was looking at a revolver hanging in a
belt looped over a chair. He was grabbing
at the revolver, lifting it, pointing it at
Bailey’s head.

Footsteps thudded in the outside corri-
dor. The door opened. A mob of flyers
barged into the room, looking at Bailey,
who was torn and ripped and bleeding
and heaving; looking at Robbie, who was
trying to keep the revolver pointed at
Bailey’s head.

“1 say, chaps. This won’t do!
have such things going on.”

Can't

“Beastly business— ought to save it all
for the Nazis.”

“Doesn’t look right, chaps. Doesn't fit,
y’know.”

Robbie let out a laugh that was partly
a sob. And the revolver fell from his limp
fingers and he rolled over on the floor. His
arms were spread wide, and he was un-
conscious.

Bailey came forward and leaned weak-
ly against a bedpost.

He said, “ Better take him to the in-
firmary. And 1'd be grateful if you fellas
would forget about it.”

“Sorry, sir,” a flying officer said. “ I'm
afraid it's our duty to report this. After
all, he was pointing a revolver at you.
That takes it away from the category of
an ordinary fight.”

Bailey was about to say something, but
he was looking at the grim faces of the
Britishers. And he knew that it would be
useless to put up an argument. He
watched them as they carried Robbie out
of the room. When the door was closed
he sagged onto the bed. And he was
thinking of five guys who had once been
real friends. A feeling of loss and sorrow
pervaded him and a sigh left his lips.
Gloom came into his eyes.

TN EARLY morning of the following

day, Flight Lieutenant Bailey walked
into the squadron office, stepped up to the
desk, saluted and said, “You wanted to
see me, sir?”

Hedgebrooke nodded. “1 heard about
that difficulty in barracks. 1 wanted to
get your version of it before | start any
action against Caldwell. But I'm afraid
the investigation must wait. Headquar-
ters expects another try at Portsmouth.
Although they haven't any specific in-
formation, they don’'t want to take any
chances. They're calling for a close-packed
Channel patrol. That means we’ll be busy
as bees for the next few days. As soon
as things quiet down, we'll go ahead
with this Caldwell matter.”

“Does he—does he feel any better, sir?”

“Well, he's causing plenty of excitement
in the infirmary. We had to tie him down
to the bed last night. He seemed slightly
improved this morning. But | don’t want
you to worry about it, Bailey. Keep your
mind on the skies above the Channel.
That's the most important matter right
now. In fact, I'm sending you up this
morning. You'll lead six other planes in
a two-hour patrol. That is—” he smiled
slightly as he looked at Bailey’s bruised
features— “ unless you don’t feel up to it.”

Bailey did not return the smile. He
said, “I'm ready, sir.”

“Good,” Hedgebrooke said. “The men
who will make up your flight have already
been notified. By this time they're prob-
ably out on the field. You'll use patrol
course R-G-784. That's all. Cheerio.”

Bailey saluted and left the office. He
hurried to his room and stepped into
flying gear.

A cold, gray wind was blowing across
the field as Bailey approached the six
pilots who were grouped to one side of
their roaring Spitfires. The flyers had
turned up their coat collars to protect
their faces from the raw, biting air that
was knifing in from the Channel, and
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Bailey was unable to recognize their par-
tially covered features.

He was not interested in recognizing
them. He did not care who was going
along on the patrol; did not particularly
care about the patrol itself. For the first
time in his career as a war pilot he was
finding it impossible to concentrate on
battle.

And instead of the usual cheery greet-
ing, he was saying stiffly, “We’ll use R-
G-784— two hours. Follow me up to ten
thousand and then we’ll go into a stepped-
down echelon. Keep it wide until I call for
a change of formation. All right—let's
get going.”

As he climbed into the cockpit he felt
the need of a drink. He wanted something
to sizzle and burn out the dull, dreary
ache that throbbed within him. For a
moment he was tempted to climb out of
the cockpit and head for the lounge of the
Flying Officers’ Mess. He wanted to
throw a double Scotch down his throat.

But he closed the greenhouse over his
head, juiced the Rolls-Royce and watched
the grass running backward and away
from his wings.

The seven Spitfires hit 10,000 and
moved out across the Channel. They
were aiming in a southeast direction, cut-
ting through a sky that was bright blue
and clear. But when the squadron was
scarcely thirty miles out from the Eng-
lish coastline, Bailey saw trouble.

TALEVEN

fast-flying Nazi buzzards,
working at slightly less than 15,000
feet, coming on aggressively and confi-
dently and without a semblance of a sur-
prise attempt. The sun bounced away
from their wings and fuselage and caused
orange paint to glimmer.

And Bailey knew that he was walking
into another debate with Unit 79.

Major Rittmann was leading a hunting
pack across the sky, leading winged
bloodhounds on a mission that was spiked

with revenge. Unit 79 was raging as a
result of the defeat suffered on the previ-
ous day. And they were anxious again to
meet up with warhawks of Fighter
Squadron 23.

Bailey gauged the Nazis' position, and
then into the R. T. he said, “We're going
upstairs. Spread out in a straight hori-
zontal formation.”

The British group swished up through
the blue. Swished up past 15024 and
17,000 and 19,000, But the Germans
were making the most of their initial al-
titude advantage, and the orange Heinkels
hit 23,000 feet and then leaped from the
high platform and came down screeching.

Bailey saw that the Nazi group was
using an echelon, a convenient attack de-
sign in view of the fact that the English
squadron was outnumbered. It meant that
the Heinkels would be able to encircle the
British contingent and close in with dead-
ly streams of Madsen flame. The Ger-
man flight leader was assuming that the
Spitfires would try to break through the
initial attack by retaining their defense
line and meeting bullet with bullet.

Playing chess, figuring three and four
moves ahead, Bailey snatched at a plan.
When the Heinkels were scarcely four
hundred yards away, he radioed, “Break
formation and kick out wide! Zoom up
and back and fake a getaway. And if you
get through—come back at them and
chew them up!”

The Spitfires broke out of the straight
horizontal. Like a rocket splashing blue
flame in all directions, the seven English
planes were radiating with terrific speed.
And their wild sky-scribbling made queer
contrast to the precise attack pattern of
the oncoming Nazi planes.

Following the flight lieutenant’'s direc-
tions, Allied pilots were riding up and
back and away from the first burst of
Madsen guns. Immediately the German
flight leader sensed the British strategy,
and ordered a direct attack.
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But Bailey's timing and perception
were getting fast results. As seconds tum-
bled from the vaults of time, the Spitfires
came back booming and hacking, and they
had grabbed the initiative and were carry-
ing the fight to the enemy. Browning
guns ripped flame across the sky, and the
English planes were slicing through the
wall of orange Heinkels. They were offer-
ing bursts of one and two seconds and
they were turning and swerving and loop-
ing like mad hornets as they increased
their combat intensity.

Bailey juiced the Merlin and rammed
up at the belly of a Heinkel. Two other
Nazis were after his Spitfire, but he was
more than williing to take the fire so that
he could land an effective counter-blow.
Madsen slugs thunked into the Spitfire’s
fuselage, but in the same instant Brown-
ing lead was ripping into the belly of an-
other German plane. The Heinkel, carry-
ing a corpse in its cockpit, went spinning
down toward a maw of deep and mean
water.

Bailey zoomed away from the two
Heinkels that were biting at him from
the side, and he sizzled up toward another
orange plane that seemed to be offering
itself as a target for Browning lead.

But as the Spitfire closed in, the Ger-
man went into a neat wingover, and rolled
and then dived. And for an instant Bailey
was able to see the insignia on the side
of the orange fuselage.

A black devil with wings!

And Bailey was expressionless— except
for the light in his eyes, the light of hate
and revenge.

He leaped after the plane that carried
Major Rittmann.

rnHE German pulled out of the dive and

faked a zoom and dived again. Bailey
followed. Rittmann rolled out and Bailey
measured it closely and danced away and
came in again when the orange Heinkel
was level. Rittmann crept out of the de-
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fensive position by looping tightly and
streaking back on an inverted basis and
then jumping into a right vertical. As
Bailey tried to regain attacking position,
the German zoomed again and then broke
out of the climb and came down with
Madsens clicking a rhythm of fury.

Bailey tried a right wingover.

The lieinke”~veered hard and Rittmann
was stretching the burst. He yelped with
glee as he saw his Madsen tracers striking
the engine cowling of the English plane.
The Spitfire shuddered and threw green
flame-from the glycol tank.

Bailey sent the Spitfire into a dive.
Rittmann followed. Relentlessly he con-
tinued to stab fire into the crippled Brit-
ish plane. And Bailey, although his fea-
tures remained expressionless, was forced
to tell himself that the German was win-
ning the round. More than that—if Mad-
sen slugs continued to tag the Spitfire, if
a single slug made its way into the cock-
pit and hit a certain spot, the entire fight
would be terminated on the instant.

Bailey was working hard to eliminate
the threat. Although he realized that his
plane was doomed, he continued his bat-
tle with Rittmann. And he was maneuver--
ing for a fast descent, hoping that he
could edge into a position that would pull
him away from the Madsen fire and give
him an opportunity -to jump out of the
ignited ship.

The Spitfire fell into another wingover.
Bailey repeated it, and then he was open-
ing the greenhouse. The plane was roll-
ing again, and Bailey was releasing the
safety belt. The Spitfire was burning
brightly, and flames were crawling into
the cockpit, and then the plane was mo-
mentarily free from Rittmann’'s bullet-
bursts. At the same time it was inverted.
Gravity beckoned to Bailey and he went
out of the cockpit and plummeted head-
first toward the Channel.

At 9,000 feet the chute opened. Bailey
looked up and could see the dogfight con-
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tinuing high above. He looked down and
saw the metallic expanse of the Channel,
And he was thinking that the lifebelt
would give him a break. He was sufficient-
ly near to the coast of England to have a
chance of being picked up by a British
patrol.

But as the chute pulled him down to-
ward water, he noticed that the wind was
carrying him southward toward France.

He cursed.

The wind was getting the best of the
argument. With increasing speed Bailey
was carried southward. And although he
was making a descent, his downward
progress was maddeningly slow. It seemed
to him that he was being given a free if
undesired sky trip to France. It seemed
that he was passing over miles of water.

He cursed again, looked down and saw
that he was only a few hundred feet above
the Channel. Then he could see something
else that forced away the cursing and
brought a grin to his lips.

A boat. A patrol boat, moving south-
ward, Bailey was telling himself that it
was preparing to pick him up.

He splashed into water. It was icy,
dragging him down. He freed himself of
the chute before the lifebelt pulled him up
to the surface. Then he shivered and
shook the wetness from his eyes and
turned and looked at the boat.

It was scarcely fifty yards away. It
was moving fast, cutting the water sharp-
ly. And as it came closer, Bailey could
see the marking on the side—a large black
swastika.

CHAPTER FOUR

“One of Us Must Die!”

HIGH waves were breaking on
the rocky coast of France. A
guttural voice was trying to be
polite while saying,—"“ Sorry,
but we must blindfold you from here on.

Too many escape attempts have been
made lately.”

A thick black bandage across Bailey's
eyes, and steel on his wrists, and then
a bumpy motor ride across a road of sun-
hardened mud. There was the sound of
an approaching train. Thick fingers held
his arms, helping him to board the train.

Bailey said, “ At least tell me where I'm
being taken.”

The guttural voice that tried to be po-
lite was saying, “ In a geographical sense,
you must be kept in complete ignorance.
But I can tell you that you are bound for
the aerodrome of Luftwaffe Unit 79, com-
manded by Major Rittmann, one of Ger-
many’s greatest aces. Doubtless you have
heard about him.”

“ Sort of,” Bailey said.

There was a pause, and then the gut-
tural voice was saying, “ You might be in-
terested to know that the boat that picked
you up is part of a small fleet that operates
under Major Rittmann’s command. The
boats move out from the French coast
each time that Unit 79 is on a Channel
sky patrol. Whenever a flyer is forced to
leave his plane, to parachute toward the
water, he is picked up. It makes no dif-
ference whether he is Allied or German—
he is.saved from death in the Channel.”

“That seems like a fair way of doing
things,” Bailey said.

“Major Rittmann is an extremely fair-
minded officer,” the polite voice said.
“Naturally he expects an expression of
gratitude from those Allied flyers whose
lives he has spared.”

Bailey nodded slowly and a thin smile
came to his lips and he murmured, “1
get it.”

The voice lost its politeness. It was
cold and bladelike as it said, “You can
take my suggestion or you can ignore it,
as you prefer. But if | were you I would
cooperate with Major Rittmann. He is
extremely displeased when an Allied pilot
refuses to express his gratitude.”
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“You don’t have to tell me about Ritt-
mami,” Bailey said. “l've been ac-
quainted with him for quite a while. In
fact, you might say that 1've followed his
career with persevering interest. | know
exactly what he’s made of.”

“Indeed? Perhaps you'd like to tell me
—what is Major Rittmann made of?”

“Scum.”

Knuckles cracked against Bailey's
mouth, and he fell back. And the voice
that had been polite was hissing, “ The
major will be informed of that insult. |
can assure you he will not treat the mat-
ter lightly.”

“Is that so?” Bailey said, and although
blood was dripping from his lips, he was
grinning. He said, “Well, as long as
Rittmann is going to make things miser-
able for me you can tell him a few more
things. You can tell him | said that he
has the eyes of a snake, and the lips of a
sewer rat. In general, his features resem-
ble those of a hyena, and his soul is
that of a fiend. Tell him | said it.”

He waited for the Nazi to hit him again.
But the owner of the guttural voice made
no move toward the prisoner. Nor did he
venture a reply. There was silence in the
compartment, and beyond the silence there
was the steady chugging noise of the loco-
motive, and the clanking and thudding of
wheels against steel rails.

Later on there was another automobile,
and the mixture of guttural voices. Then
a long walk across a field. And through a
doorway, down a stone stairway. Then
the handcuffs were taken off.

Q LOWLY he reached up and took the
N black bandage from his eyes. He
blinked a few times and then he was look-
ing at the vcalls and the ceiling of a large
stone chamber.

He was looking at the men in the
chamber. Twelve men, ragged and bearded
and dirty-skinned. Most of them wore
the remnants of R.A.F. uniforms. Others

were attired in the tunic and trousers of
the Free French air units. Bailey was
able to recognize several former members
from his own squadron. He smiled at
them and they smiled back.

Someone said, with good-natured sar-
casm, “It can't be Bailey. That's one
chap they couldn’t pull out of the sky.”

“They couldn't—but they did,” Bailey
said.

“Who did ?” someone else said.

“LTit 79,” Bailey muttered.

And a third Englishman said, “Can
you be more specific?”

Bailey looked at the stone floor and he
said, “Yes—1 can be more specific. It
was Rittmann.”

And the men who knew of Bailey's
struggle with the German ace were look-
ing at each other and then looking at the
American flyer and there was a blend of
disappointment and sympathy on their
faces.

Bailey’s eyes dragged it in. And his lips
let it out again as he said, “You fellas are
acting as if it's all over. Ain’t. Rittmann’s
still alive and so am 1.”

And at the far end of the room, where
the faces were hidden by wall shadow, a
voice flicked, “You tell 'em, keed.”

Bailey stiffened. He knew the voice.
He knew it well. It had Oregon stamped
all over it.

And before he could make a reply, be-
fore he could say anything, he heard an-
other voice saying, “ Sho’ nuff!”

Bailey moved quickly across the room.
And then he was looking at them—Ilook-
ing at Clint Hadley and Rick Robert-
son. They were leaning back against the
stone wall, looking him up and down and
grinning.

“Hi-ya,” Bailey said.

“Howdy,” Rick said.

“Hello,” Clint said.

Bailey looked around and murmured,
“What say we move over to the other side
of the room? More or less private over
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there.
over,”

“Good idea,” Clint said.

They walked over to the other side of
the room, Bailey uncapped a waterproof
cigarette case, and flicked a lighter at-
tachment beneath the lid. The three flyers
lit up.

Bailey said, “Well?”

“1 guess we had the same kind of deal
as you,” Clint said. “We had to get out
of our planes for the very good reason
that neither of us cared for the idea of be-
ing cooked alive. We used a very famous
invention known as the parachute, and a
patrol boat with a big black swastika on
it fished us out of the Channel and with
black bandage across our eyes we were
taken on a sight-seeing tour of pictur-
esque France. Finally they dumped us
here. It looks as if we're here to stay.”

Dryly, Bailey said, “Well, if the food’s
good—"

“We-all wouldn't know about that,”
Rick said. “We haven't tasted it yet.”

Bailey exhaled cigarette smoke and
blew tobacco from the tip of his tongue
and said, “ Thanks, fellas.”

“For what?” Clint said.

“For being white about it. For under-
standing—or at least pretending that you
understand. If | hadn't used that arrow-
head formation— "

Rick said, “ Mister, if you hadn't used
it, 1'd have punched you in the snoot.”

“Likewise,” Clint said. “When we
were in the Nazi patrol boat, we couldn’t
have had a better consolation than watch-
ing those Dorniers fall out of the sky.
And by the way—how did Robbie make
out?”

Bailey glanced to the side and kept his
voice level and casual as he said, “ Oh, he
did okay, | guess.”

I think we've got things to talk

T7,0R almost a full minute there was
silence, Bailey was gazing at the wall
and then he was turning slowly and he

was looking at the faces of the other Allied
prisoners, grouped at the other side of
the room.

Rick said, “Any ideas?”

“A few—none of them much good,”
Bailey muttered.

Then his attention was caught by the
sound of footsteps in the outer corridor.
Guttural curses, and something that re-
sembled scuffling. The big iron door was
opened. Someone was being thrown into
the cell. Someone who wore an R.A.F.
uniform. Someone who was taking a
black bandage from his eyes and showing
black hair, black eyes and a line of blood
running from forehead to chin.

Clint gasped, “Well I'll be—"
Rick said, “ Can’t believe it. It must
be a ghost.”

Bailey was unable to say anything. He
was paralyzed as he stared at Robbie
Caldwell.

The black-haired guy took a red-
smeared handkerchief from a tunic pocket
and wiped the blood from his face. There
was a dim grin on his lips as he said,
“ Maybe it was in the books for us guys
to stick together.”

mBailey said, “ How— ?”

“1'll tell you how,” Robbie murmured.
“When I was in the infirmary, tied to that
bed so that 1 could hardly move a muscle,
I had a good opportunity to think things
over. Yeah, Bailey, | was thinking of
that arrowhead formation and it didn't
take me long to realize what a fast-tem-
pered fool 1'd been. | wanted to make up
for it in some way—but | couldn’t hit
upon anything except getting out of the
infirmary and facing you and offering an
apology. And while I was making my
getaway a guy in full flying gear hap-
pened to grab me. 1 clipped him in the
teeth and then | saw seven Spitfires pre-
paring to take off. | saw six guys in a
huddle. And | told myself that | would
be the seventh. | changed outfits with the
English guy and | took his place in the
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flight lineup. Later on, when we were
playing games with those orange Heinkels
over the Channel, my motor developed a
headache due to a few Madsen injections.
The Spitfire took a dive and hit water and
I climbed out and a Nazi patrol boat
picked me up. And a black bandage was
placed over my eyes and | went for a ride
and here | am.”

“Want a smoke?” Bailey said.
the only thing he could think of.

Robbie grinned and accepted the ciga-
rette. He inhaled tobacco fragrance and
then his grin sobered somewhat and he
extended a hand toward Bailey.

Bailey shook his head. “ Not just now,”
he said. “We haven't reached that mark
yet, Robbie. Before we shake hands we
ought to have a clear slate. We'll have it
as soon as you and Rick and Clint hear
the truth about what happened back in
the States.”

“ Okay—let's have it,” Robbie said.

It was

"DAILEY took a deep breath, and then
he began, “ | wasn’t the guy who stole
those precision instruments. It was Steve.
He’'d managed to get himself in debt and
he needed money fast. | krew about it and
| was remembering times when Steve had
gone to bat for me. So | took the rap for
it. Steve didn't want that. He was all for
making a full confession, and yet | knew
that it was a closed matter and nothing
further could be done about it. Anyway,
Steve figured that the least he could do
was to stick with me. When | went to
Spain, he tagged along.”
“What happened in Spain?” Clint said.
Bailey’s lips tightened. He said, “A
dogfight over Guadalajara. Steve was
forced down in enemy territory. | thought
I could pick him up. | made a landing
and before | could do anything we were
both captured. The enemy wanted cer-
tain information and Steve said nix. They
tortured him. They used fire. | saw it;
they made me see it. They made me

stand there and watch his suffering and
listen to his screaming. But he wouldn’t
talk. Just before he died he looked at me
and his eyes were asking me if the black
mark was taken off his record. And I
managed to smile at him. And | nodded.
Then—well, | sort of went crazy,”

“You got away?” Clint said.

“Smashed somebody in the jaw and
ran a few hundred yards and swam a
river and climbed a big hill,” Bailey said.
“1 reached the Loyalist lines and grabbed
a plane and went out to settle matters
with the guy who Kkilled Steve, the Ger-
man air officer who supervised the tor-

ture. Quite a famous name in Nazi
aviation.”
“Who was it?” Rick said.
“Rittmann,” Bailey replied. He

watched the amazement grow on the
faces of the other three flyers and then
he added, “ It's been a long fight. A hard
fight. It seems to me that I've traded
bullets with him across the length and
breadth of Europe. And now—"

“It looks as if the German has high
score,” Clint.said.

“Yeah, but hold your bets,” Bailey mut-
tered. “ 1 get another turn at bat.”

“What's the angle?” Robbie said.

Bailey pointed to the door.

And then he said, “If it works, every
guy in this room has a chance to escape.
If not, we die. But | think it's worth the
chance. Whaddya say?”

The four Americans were grinning at
each other. And their arms were ex-
tended, and their hands were clasped.

It took Bailey less than a half-minute
to explain his scheme, and then he hur-
ried across the room to let the other Al-
lied prisoners in on it. And the faces of
Englishmen and Free Frenchmen were
lighting up with hope. And there was bat-
tle in their eyes.

Bailey stepped backward. He stood in
the center of- the room and he said, “It's
going to mean black eyes and bloody noses
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and skinned knuckles. And a lot of curs-
ing and name-calling. And the sooner we
get started, the better. So—go to it, fellas,
and don’t pull your punches!”
Somebody hauled off and punched
somebody else in the mouth.
And that started it.

TI/TAJOR RITTMANN, a tall, some-
what stout man with narrow eyes
and thick lips, was studying a flight re-
port when a subordinate officer rushed
into the office and shrieked, “Herr Major
—they’re escaping!”
Rittmann whirled in his swivel chair
and said, “What are you talking about?”
“The prisoners, Herr Major. The Al-
lied flyers!” The subordinate officer
paused to catch his breath and then he
blurted, “They seemed to be fighting
among themselves, as if they were trying
to Kill one another. The guards came in
and tried to stop it. And the prisoners
overpowered the guards—swarmed out of
the cell. They Killed the orderly who was
trying to set off the alarm. | saw it hap-
pen from a far end of the corridor. 1—"

The subordinate officer did not have to
explain further. The sound of a commo-
tion on the airfield dominated Rittmann’s
attention. Staring through the window,
he saw men in Allied uniforms waging a
hand-to-hand fight against Nazi pilots
and mechanics. For dangling seconds
Rittmann was motionless, rigid. He was
too astonished to say anything or to do
anything. And he saw the Allied flyers
gaining a quick triumph. Already several
of the escaping prisoners had taken pos-
session of rifles and revolvers. Unarmed
Nazis were running frantically and try-
ing to seek cover. Three men in R.A.F.
uniform were manning a machine-gun em-
placement.

Protected by a wall of bullets, Allied
aviators were leaping into German planes.
Motors were roaring. Wings were quiv-
ering. It was as if the orange Heinkels
were weary of serving the cause of Naz-
ism and seemed eager to aid the fighting
birdmen of Democracy.

Rittmann gritted a curse. He grabbed
at a telephone and rifled orders into the
mouthpiece. Then he leaped away from
the desk and tore out of the office.

And he was running down a corridor.
And down a flight of steps. And he was
screeching orders. Nazi pilots and me-
chanics and armorers and orderlies were
grabbing rifles and revolvers and running
out on the field. Bullets zinged and a few
Germans fell. Rittmann dashed out on
the field and a bullet missed his head by
inches. He dashed back to the protection
of a stone-bordered doorway.

Rage blended with frustration kept the
major speechless as he watched the Allied
prisoners completing their escape. One by
one the orange Heinkels were whizzing
across the field. And several pilots had
each revved-up two and three planes, for
the benefit of the men who were keeping
the Nazis back. With a merger of speed
and caution, the Allied flyers were jump-
ing into the remaining Heinkels. Many
of the fugitives continued to use rifles and
revolvers after they were settled in the
cockpits of the German fighter planes.

Finally twelve Heinkels were in the
air, streaking westward.

Rittmann watched the orange planes
slicing through the sky. He knew that a
chase would be useless, because the es-
caping flyers had grabbed sufficient lead to
assure a safe run-back across the Channel.

The major was grinding his teeth. His
eyes narrowed and to a flyer who stood
at his side he murmured, “ 1 may be mis-
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taken, but it seems that one of those
planes is having trouble.”
“It certainly looks that way, Herr

Major,” the flyer said. “The plane is
losing speed, losing altitude— "

Rittmann hissed, “ At least I'll bring
one of them back here. And when | get
him back— "

His voice rose to a crazy pitch as he
shrieked, “ Ready my Heinkel! 1'm going
out after the Allied swine! I'm going out
alone. I'll force him down to earth. He'll
be squealing and kicking when 1 bring
him back here—and after that it won't be
long before he’s screaming!”

Mechanics and armorers raced toward
the orange Heinkel that carried a black
devil with wings on the side of its fusel-
age.

And an orderly ran back to the squad-
ron office, and returned with black leather
flying gear. Rittmann grabbed the helmet,
ignored the knee-length jacket. His eyes
were soldered to the orange Heinkel that
seemed to be waiting for him at 2,500
feet.

Rittmann’'s lips curved Zin a fiendish
grin.

A propeller twirled, a motor boomed,
and Major Rittmann ran toward his
plane.

TTSING an alh-out throttle, Rittmann

laughed elatedly as he watched the
gap quickly closing between the nose of
his ship and the rudder of the fugitive
plane. He snatched at altitude as he ap-
proached bullet range, and he was plan-
ning to use a gradual come-down, sup-
plemented by casual bullet-bursts, to force
the other Heinkel to earth.

Then a frown was forming on the Ger-
man’s brow, because it seemed that the
other plane was gaining balance, stabiliz-
ing its flight line. Its speed was increasing
and yet it was not trying to resume the
getaway. Instead, it was turning, as-
suming a fighting stance!

Rittmann’s surprise was replaced by a
haughty, jeering laugh. He was hunching
in the cockpit, preparing for the kill. And
then there was a buzzing in his earphones,
and it was causing his eyes to widen.
Then he realized that during the take-off
he had catered to instinct, and had at-
tached the wires of his helmet earphones
to the radio apparatus.

The voice came into the earphones, say-
ing, “If 1 remember correctly, Rittmann,
you understand English, You spoke it
fairly well in Spain, about six years ago.
Remember Spam, Rittmann? Remember
the taste of Amontillado sherry ? And the
rows of olive trees in the northern hills?
Yes—and do you remember the women
and children in the streets of Madrid—
trying to run away from the bombs? |
think you remember that, Rittmann. Sure,
| think you take pleasure in remembering
it. And also you’'ll probably be able to
recall the day when you captured two
Americans who were flying for the Loyal-
ist Army. And how one of them died—
died screaming. The other guy got away.
Well, I'm the other guy. Yes, I'm Flight
Lieutenant Bailey, the guy who's been
fighting you up and down and across
Europe ever since the war began. The
guy who usually uses a Spitfire marked
‘23-F-I'. But | guess this Heinkel will
fill the bill. At least it will give me an
even break. That's all | want, Rittmann,
an even break. This is our last argument.
Only one of us comes out alive!”

A flood of curses left Rittmann’s lips,
and he ripped a raging reply into the
mike. Then, remembering that the Allied
pilot did not have earphones, the German
took action instead of words. He sent
the Heinkel into a head-on lunge, apd
thumbed the button that forced streams
of fire across the sky.

"DAILEY went into a roll, veered hard
on the come-down and zoomed. For
an instant he had the enemy in his sights,
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but before he could edge a burst, Ritt-
mann was swerving away from the target
position. The German screeched down,
came up in a turning zoom, fell over on a
left wing and tried another burst.

The American’s plane took bullets in its
wings. But Bailey leaped out of the
trouble spot at slightly less than 2,000 feet.
He walked upstairs and Rittmann raced
him for the high galleries and then Bailey
crossed up the Nazi by ducking under and
trying a belly attack. It forced Rittmann
to grab at another roll-out.

Bailey followed him down. At 1200
feet it seemed that the German was run-
ning away. Then he was executing a
neat and graceful Immelman, He inverted
and rushed Bailey with his Madsens
flaming.

Again Bailey’s plane was taking bullets.

A wide and screaming loop dragged
the American from the fire area. On the
come-down Bailey started another loop,
then cut it short, and rolled again. He
faked a dive, and then he was running
wild in the sky and sizzling up, so that he
was in front of Rittmann’s guns. But he
was away before the German could flip
fire. And he was diving again. Then
Rittmann was going after him and for a
few moments it looked as if the German
was going to leap into the Killer spot on
Bailey’s tail.

.But the American used another loop,
fast and high. He measured it well, and
at the top of the circle he broke out and
came down with guns blazing.

Fire lanced the cockpit of Rittmann’s
plane. Fire sliced the German’s shoulder.
He screamed. A slug took flesh away
from his ribs. He screamed again. He
squirmed and sagged and then he was
rigid. He died screaming.

Bailey was riding uphill as he watched
the orange Heinkel go down. A dim smile
came to his lips as he watched it crash
against green flatland. The Nazi's plane
was burning brightly.

The American muttered, “ Get used to it,
Rittmann. Get used to the fire. You'll
be having a lot of it from now on.”

And then the orange Heinkel was mov-
ing at capacity throttle, aiming at the
coastline of France. There was the Chan-
nel, and beyond the water— England.

TJICK and Clint and Robbie were in the

lounge of the Flying Officers’ Mess,
talking about the glowing blend of strate-
gy and luck that had enabled twelve
orange Heinkels to negotiate safe landings
on the Channel shores of England. In-
stead of coming in together, the escaped
prisoners had spread wide. They had
wiggled wings and had utilized every pos-
sible form of surrendering signal as they
lost altitude. British anti-aircraft and in-
terceptor squadrons had been curious
enough to withhold fire, and along a five-
mile strip of beach the orange Heinkels
had rolled landing gear across sand.

“Yeah, we did a smart thing by wait-
ing for Bailey,” Clint said. *“It takes a
real flight leader to give signals the way
he did— without benefit of an R. T. set.”

Robbie glanced at his wrist watch and
said, “He’s sure been in the squadron of-
fice a long while. | bet Hedgebrooke is
making him repeat the details for the hun-
dredth time.”

There was quiet for a few moments
and then Rick placed fingers around a
glass that contained Scotch and soda. And
he said, “Well, guys, it's hard to believe.
But here we are—back again with Fighter
23—all set to have another shot at the
swastika.”

“Let's drink to it,” Clint said. “It's
the kind of break that doesn’t happen
often.”

And there was a smile on Robbie’s lips
—a quiet smile, with a lot of thought be-
hind it.

And he said, “No—Ilet's drink to
Bailey. Because—he’s the kind of guy
who doesn’t happen often.”



“It's a Jap carrier, pal, and we’ve
got enough gas to make it— even
if there isn't enough to come
back. So hang on tight— and look
out belotv. Here comes the Navy!”

j& ANGRY cloud masses spewed
upward with alarming speed,
obscuring the stretch of south-
western Pacific waters north of

New Ireland. The five Douglas SBD-3
dive-bombers were thirty minutes from
the Champlain’s flight deck, and beyond
the uprising thunderheads was a Japanese
fleet. A PBY patrol had flashed the alert
before lapsing into an ominous silence.
“Just over the horizon,” Lieutenant
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“Hold your hat! Here we go—
to deliver a bundle of death!”

Breck Sheridan said over the interphone
to his radioman. “If the PBY knew his
stuff.”

They were holding radio silence, of
course. Sheridan was riding the top level,
behind formation. “Allee samee mean
cloud,” he added maliciously. “You
savvy?”

Captain Wang Koo, former Big Ten
backfield star and observer for the Chinese
Air Command, chuckled. “Yeah, chum,”
he retorted. “Taking that thunder squall
high or kissing the waves?”

“We're down to three thousand. And
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if Mac Worley holds the whole formation
at three, so be it.”

Captain Wang, who had begged for
such a trip since coming aboard the Cham-
plain a week before, offered one more
word. “Mac could be fooled. These sud-
den squalls have a terrible lift in them.”

“Been thinking that myself,” Sheridan
admitted. “By the way, you can get off
if you don't like my brand of piloting.”

“I’'m sticking around,” Wang laughed.
“Thick clouds, eh?”

They were thick, those clouds.
swallowed Mac Worley's division
Scout-bomber Five.

Breck Sheridan’s thoughts went back
to the bad news Lieutenant Commander
Friele had given him. Sheridan was up
for a physical re-examination.

That was Friele’'s work. The skipper of
SB Five had just come to the Champlain,
and he was going to ride Sheridan all the
way. Sheridan had expected rough riding,
but not a call for the physical. Still, he
reflected, Friele had turned in an adverse
report while Sheridan was still a fledgling
pilot at Pensacola, and when the skipper
was prejudiced, he stuck to his guns.
Friele had held that Sheridan wasn't up
to Navy standards.

Now Friele was the new skipper, and
Sheridan knew, after washing out his
plane three days before, that he was in
for trouble—but not this.

That was why Wang had asked for the
trip today, serving as rear man. Wang
and Sheridan were old friends, had played
football against each other in the old days.
Now Wang had turned up as observer for
the Chinese Nationals.

Sheridan sighed. This sweep and others
—provided he made the physical test again
—had better be perfect. He'd have to con-
vince Lieutenant Commander Friele.

Sheridan transferred his attention to
the present abruptly as they emerged from
the first cloud, to find a blacker area ahead
and to both sides.

They
of
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And in that clear patch a flight of Zero
fighters attacked.

“1 think we are going to be very busy,”
Wang said over the phone. “Where is the
rest of the division?”

T OOKING for Mac Worley and the
-~others, and preparing for the dive of
a flight of Zero fighters was a job Breck
Sheridan had to do, and quickly. He
banked, streaked for the nearer cloud wall,
which happened to be to the west.

As the Douglas slanted over, W'ang’s
gun let go. The leading Zero had come
in very close and with speed. It crossed
the path of tracers Wang had sent out
and the Japanese plane fell to pieces.

“ Beginner’s luck,” Sheridan jeered. He
was aware of Wang's record of twelve
Japanese planes.

Wang made no retort. He was mixing
his bursts among three enemy craft seek-
ing to flank him with two planes while
the third zoomed, then reversed and head-
ed for the dive-bomber’s tail.

Wang was firing short bursts, Sheri-
dan was concentrating on the business of
reaching the thunder squall. When they
were within yards of the fleecy mass, one
of the Zeros bracketed the Douglas. Plas-
tic went to bits. The instrument board
seemed to explode. Sheridan’s head was
slapped. And then they struck the cloud
mass.

At once the dive-bomber was on its
own. It whipped into a stall, fell off on a
wing, entirely out of control. Sheridan
was thrown first one way, then the other,
all the time feeling that he was being
forced upward. It grew suddenly cold.
Lightning flashed continuously and was
followed by a black darker than night.
Rain sluiced through holes, which were a
souvenir from the Zero. But the motor
roared on jerkily, as if inclined to call it
a day.

They were fairly hurled from the cloud
into too thin air. Sheridan cut the motor
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as he saw they were nosing down, and
with more than enough speed for safety.

As he pulled out of his involuntary dive
Sheridan let the motcm take hold, but he
kept dropping.

“Wang,” he called over the phone,
“have you joined your honorable an-
cestors ?”

“Not yet, you lug. But push her down
for air. We're halfway to the moon. Hit?”

“That last Jap took a slice out of my
helmet. Busted the greenhouse and made
it leak to beat hell. My instrument board’s
a mess.”

“And Mac’s flight has departed to other
fields,” Wang said quietly. “How about
a radio check?”'

“ Good idea,” Sheridan told him. “ But,
unfortunately, | have about five per cent
of a working radio aboard. Shot to bits.”

“ Compass bearing then?”

“1 wish you could see where it was.
We're on our own, Wang.”

“Compass smashed, eh? We—hey,
don’t spin on your wing like that.”

“Look—Jap carrier and three destroy-
ers, at eleven o'clock.”

Sheridan was thinking, as he started
upstairs, that if he could drop his big
bomb on the carrier, it would help him
with Friele. But he wondered too, as he
saw destroyers start smoke screens, where
the cruisers and transport were that the
PBY had reported. Maybe Mac and the
others would find the cruiser.

“Fourteen thousand,” he told Wang.
“1'm going to dive flat till I'm a mile up.
Then I'm going in. See any Jap fighters?”

“No. Her decks look clear.”

“Yeah. Be funny if they were hunting
the Champlain. Here comes the flak. Hold
your hat. Here | go.”

Brownish blobs of smoke materialized
ahead and below.

“Bomb armed?” came from Wang.

“Bomb arming releases off,” Sheridan
replied. That meant the bomb’s arming
wires were freed, that the bomb was pre-

pared to explode at the slightest impact.

“Don’'t miss,” Wang admonished. “ I've
got butterflies in my stomach.”

“Nerts. My tummy just freezes solid.”

Sheridan felt the ship lift as anti-air-
craft shells, a quartet of them, burst un-
derneath and close. The carrier was mak-
ing a perfect S. The destroyers were fir-
ing all guns and making huge circles,
stacks belching greasy black smoke. It
struck Sheridan as odd that those white
wakes in the jade green sea tipped off the
course so well. He adjusted his course
for interception. The carrier had pom-
poms, machine guns, big sky guns going.

As tracers converged upon the lone
dive-bomber, Wang let out a whoop.
“ China, for ten thousand years!” he cried.

Sheridan saw men about the spouting
guns. They were trying desperately to
blast him from the air. The altimeter told
him he was at the bottom of his dive; his
vision told him the same.

He yanked the bomb-release handle. As
the Douglas lightened, Sheridan un-
braked, pulled up and fairly leapfrogged
the enemy carrier. A destroyer was close
in, and the dive-bomber was raked by
machine-gun fire.

Wang let out a yell. “Right at the wa-
ter line,” he exulted, “and amidships. You
got that flat-top!”

Sheridan had the Douglas climbing.
But he was turning too. He saw a column
of smoke rise from the heeling carrier’s
stacks. He still felt cold at the stomach.
This was his first carrier. He reached
mechanically to switch on the radio, then
remembered there was not even a dial or
switch left.

fT'THEY were miles away, and still climb-
ing when a break in the clouds gave
them fair visibility.

“She steers in a circle,” Wang observed
over the phone. “But she's not on fire,
Breck.”

“Well, you can write her off for an at-
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tack on the Solomons. Now if we could
only get wbrd back.”

“The overcast is closing in,” Wang ob-
served. “How about gas?”

“Enough to reach the Champlain—if
I knew where she was. We'll climb out
and try for a squint at the sun.”

“Without a sextant that won’t help so
much. Listen, Breck, maybe if we could
examine the damage, we might repair the
compass or radio.”

“And where, 'my friend of many
ideas?”
“An atoll. It should be inside fifty

miles, if I am not wrong. | can't place
our carrier, at its speed and with no radio
to correct interception. But | feel we can
reach this point of land. 1 do happen to
know this corner of the world fairly well.”

“ Okay, feller,” Sheridan decided. *“If
these clouds thin out, and you're right,
we'll try for the atoll and check up. Oth-
erwise, we swim.”

“Not I. Swimming was never one of
my accomplishments.”

“Fine time to bring that up,” Sheridan
retorted.

They pulled away from the thunder
squalls. Into the sun they forged. Sheri-
dan saw a line of white, with a dark area
in the center. Inside minutes he recog-
nized it for Wang'’s atoll and a fringe of
coral reef.

The lonely point of land was approxi-
mately two miles long and a half mile
wide. A few palms decked the sandy, flat
surface. Sheridan circled the atoll, study-
ing it. He chose a sandy spit, rode in
toward the west and the wind.

The Douglas made it and Sheridan
grunted in disgust. “What a place.”

They climbed out and examined the
ship. It showed signs of battle. Wang
laughed. “At that, it's better here than
using our Mae Wests to dodge sharks.”

Sheridan had a package of cigarettes.
“Have a smoke, pal.” He stared at an
oncoming storm. “Going to be dark in-
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side an hour—and damned little shelter.
Wang, you think we got that Jap car-
rier ?”

The Chinese nodded. *“Plenty.
more concerned about the others. My
opinion is that Mac and his crowd
slammed right into the middle of the car-
rier's planes.” He pinched off the end of
his cigarette, thrust it into his jacket pock-
et. .“We’d better ride this storm out in-
side the plane, Breck. And spend the
night, maybe. | know these pinpoints of
land very well. Very few of them are
without a cache of supplies. The Japs had
years to look after that.”

“You mean they might have gas tins
hid around somewhere?”

“We can always hope. And it's a good
bet. Better than trusting to our life jack-
ets by using the rest of our gas.”

Sheridan nodded. “Maybe you're right.
Rut if you're wrong, we’ll have to pray
for a PBY to be on the prowl, and that's
a damned faint hope.”

I'm

TAHE radio was beyond hope of repair.
1 With surprising speed the rain squall
came, bringing darkness which gradually
merged into night. The two men stayed
in their cramped quarters until dawn.

Sheridan awoke, sore and barely able to
make his muscles perform. Captain Wang
was gone. He was back, however, at the
American’s first hail.

“How much gas did you find?” Sheri-
dan wanted to know.

Wang shook his head. “1 hate to ad-
mit the truth, Breck. | can find no evi-
dence of an emergency cache on the atoll.”

Sheridan took that in thoughtfully. He
met Wang’s eyes. “We could stay here
for quite a time,” he said slowly.

“A Japanese patrol will find us— event-
ually,” Wang said. “Not that | intended
to comfort you with that suggestion.”

“Let's hunt for gas again,” Sheridan
told him.

They were a quarter of a mile from the
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plane when Wang turned, listening in-
tently,

“Plane,” he said. “Coming in from the
west.”

“1 hope it's our gang looking for us.”
Sheridan saw a speck on the horizon. It
was approaching.

It was Wang who started toward their
Douglas on the run. “Jap,” he shouted
over his shoulder. “That’s none of your
type flying boats.”

Sheridan caught the tiny silhouette also.
“Wait,” he cried. “Fall down, and stay
there.”

Wang went to the sand. Sheridan
sprawled, face upturned. The plane came
on, motors wide open. He saw the ship
bank. That meant the crew wanted a
closer look. They wouldn’t land, Not
with that surf, and the jagged reef peri-
meter so close to land. The boat was a
Jap four-motored seaplane job.

Big as the PBY'’s, Sheridan thought.

The one danger was that the Japs would
choose to blast the Douglas where it sat.
And when the flying boat came on in, just
above the palms, Sheridan figured it was
all over. Through half closed eyes he saw
faces aboard. The rush of air made the
Douglas rock. Then the flying boat was
gone. It made a wide circle, heading into
the northwest.

Slowly the two men rose. Sheridan
joined Wang, who was frowning.

“We're about to get behind some more
eight balls, Breck.”

“Yeah. Meaning they'll come for the
ship, eh? They think we kicked off from
thirst and exposure. So before long a
land plane will drop around.”

“With extra gas,” Wang said quietly.

Sheridan’s jaw sagged. Then he let out
a bellow and clapped Wang's back.
“Yeah, they’ll bring some extra juice for
the Douglas. And they'll fix us up, if we're
not dead.”

Wang nodded.
us, Breck.”

“ So that puts it up to

“How?”

Wang laughed. “I1 think we'll have to
shed our clothing first and arrange a cou-
ple of dummies. Then we dismount the
rear guns.”

“And fix a trap. Yeah. We’ll use palm
leaves and bury ourselves in the sand.
It's a chance, you gem of the far east—
it's a chance!”

Eight hours later two men waited, their
bare bodies covered with sand, palm
leaves above their heads. They were dry,
tired and Sheridan prayed for darkness
again. He was dozing when the drone of
a plane reached his ears. Wang was call-
ing. A seaplane was coming in, skipping
the waves.

Sheridan identified it as a three-mo-
tored Aichi Al, a navy plane used exten-
sively for bombing and reconnaissance
among smaller islands and tight landing
coves. It skipped the surf, turned into the
wind and its floats took hold near the
beach.

Sheridan’s heart was thumping. He and
Wang had planted themselves in a V.
commanding the Douglas. Each had a gun
off the plane. There could be no time for
the Japs to examine the Douglas at close
range and discover the missing guns.
Their strategy was simple. Either they
had to surprise the Japanese crew, or get
blasted themselves.

Now a hatch slid back and a man slid
off a wing into shallow water. He dragged
the seaplane in with the help of a second
man. That meant at least three men were
aboard, probably four.

A RMED with sub-machine guns, the

the Japanese hurried ashore. They
approached the Douglas. One, evidently
in command, spoke to the first man to
alight. He trotted over toward the dum-
mies. Sheridan drew in a big breath. He
felt relaxed. Very carefully he shifted the
machine gun on its buried stand. He let
out a yell, picking the nearer Japanese.
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As he let go with a blast, Wang joined
him.

Sheridan traversed his gun, caught the
figure near the dummies. He whirled, saw
two prone figures.

But Wang was shouting, jerking to get
his gun support free. “There’s one still
aboard,” he cried.

The seaplane motor was wide open.
The nose of the vessel cleared from behind
the Douglas and Wang turned loose a
burst. Sheridan aimed at the plastic hatch
of the pilot’s compartment. The seaplane
swung around. As it did the pilot lifted
his body, bringing his gun down. As he
opened fire, sand spurted about Wang.
Sheridan took advantage of that. He fired.
The pilot slid down and the seaplarie came
toward them till it beached.

Sheridan was on his feet. “We got him,
Wang. Come on.”

Wang didn't move. He lifted his head,
shook it. He pointed to his right leg.
“ Busted,” he said. “1 think you set them
afire.”

Smoke was welling up from the Aichi
Al. Sheridan thought of the gas. He
dashed into the surf behind the steps,
clambered to a wing. Sheridan went up,
the Jap pilot suddenly appeared, aiming
a pistol. He fired within a yard of Sheri-
dan. The latter was too amazed to react.
He felt a hot wave, but no slug. The
Japanese pilot slowly slid back down, this
time to stay.

Sheridan saw the fire was back in the
tail of the seaplane. But first he looked
for a reserve gas supply which he and
Wang had hoped the Jap would bring.

There was no reserve gas.

Nor was there time to consider this un-
expected state of affairs. From the beach
a patter of slugs bit into the seaplane.
There was a second burst and all was
quiet ashore. Sheridan saw Wang on one
knee, saw a Japanese, also on his knees,
pitch forward.

But, though Wang had attended to the

second foe, damage to the seaplane was
complete. The wing toward the beach was
aflame, and as fire welled from two direc-
tions, Sheridan went over the side ahead
of the inevitable explosion.

He got to Wang, dragged him to safety.

As the seaplane disintegrated, Wang
found a cigarette, lighted it. “I hope,” he
said wryly, “your instruction in first aid
covers smashed ankles. Mine is rather
bad.” And then Wang passed out com-
pletely.

QOME twenty minutes later Wang was

reclining more comfortably, thanks to
Sheridan. The seaplane was still burning
merrily. And it had been proven now that
the Japanese on the beach were most thor-
oughly dead. But there was no gas for
the Douglas.

“Damned funny,” Sheridan said.
“Damned funny they brought along no
gas. That fourth man was a pilot too.”

Wang raised himself on an elbow.
“Breck, you big idiot, you're as dumb as
I am. If the Nip didn’t bring gas, he knew
there were emergency tins on this place.
Don’'t you see? They flew in a pilot and
regular crew. The extra pilot was to take
the Douglas out.”

“All of which adds up.” Sheridan'be-
came excited. “ Sit tight, big boy. It's got
to be here—and if it is I'll find it.”

“Then you'd better hurry,” Wang told
him. “They’ll be looking for the seaplane
next—and they know where to look.”

The sun was low when Sheridan came
back. He was haggard. Wang had the re-
maining water container. Sheridan took
a meager swallow.

“Lord, how I'll just sit by Niagara and
gloat at the water going over, if | ever
get back,” he sighed.

“No dice?” Wang asked.

“No dice. I've divided the place in three
sections and walked it. It will take hours,
maybe half tomorrow, to cover the entire
beach.”
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Wang nodded. “Listen, Breck, those
tins are buried shallow as a rule. They're
usually close to a landmark. Maybe if
there is an unusual cluster of palms--"

Sheridan smote his leg. “There's a
stump of a big baby between two smaller
trees. To the south—see?” He jumped
to his feet and trotted away.

Even then it was by accident that Sheri-
dan found the gas. He stubbed his toe
against metal, went sprawling. But he
didn’t curse his luck. Instead, he let out
a whoop.

The tins held approximately ten gallons
each. There was plenty of gas. Wang
read the stamped inscription on the first
tin Sheridan lugged toward the stranded
dive-bomber.

“High octane,” he said. “Help me into
the ship, Breck. That way | can help.”

Perspiring, straining to lift the big tins, .

Sheridan labored. Wang, showing the
effects of his wound, insisted upon doing
his part. Night caught them half through
their task of refueling, and they voted
postponement till daybreak.

Then Sheridan made Wang easier, with
a better job of bandaging and the applica-
tion of sulfa powder into the wound.

“Butcher,” Wang managed to say.

“ Getting even with you for a tooth-
jarring tackle 1 got in that State game,”
Sheridan told him.

But Wang was grave. “Breck, | can
give you a flight course to Guadalcanal.
But as a machine-gunner I'm a bust now.
Can you shoot a course, considering the
compass is shot?”

Sheridan laughed. “Brother, 1 took
navigation. You show me our location on
the chart. We've got enough gas to make
it.”

That night Wang ran a temperature.
He was worse than Sheridan had thought.

Just before dawn Wang called Sheri-
dan from the rear cockpit.

“Planes,” he said. “Can’'t you hear
them?”

Sheridan could. By the sound there
were several. They were coming in from
the north, and swiftly.

“We've got to pull out,” Sheridan said.

“With the gas we took on. Sorry,
Wang—"
“One can't always have luck. 1 think

I can man the gun, Breck. My temper-
ature is down.”

“Well, hang on.
started.”

As Sheridan spoke, the foremost plane
dropped a flare. Palms and monotonous
sandy wastes materialized. A whistling
sound was audible, just before Sheridan
got the Douglas’ motor going. He would
have to risk the engine cold, for the first
bomb struck at the water’'s edge, near the
wreck of a seaplane. The concussion
rocked the dive-bomber.

Sheridan felt the motor catch. It was
solid, unwavering, as he made the fin
catch the airstream. The run was short.
It had to be. Twin shrieks began their
dreary duet in the sky.

From a lower altitude a gun was spit-
ting tracers.

“Hold your
“Here we go!”

I'm getting this baby

hat,” Sheridan cried.

nPHE Douglas bit into the crisp air,
1 clearing the reluctant sand. From be-
hind, two geysers of flame erupted. A
vague wraith, but with prodigious sound,
whisked by, well above the fugitive dive-
bomber, to vanish into the tropical black-
ness of pre-dawn.

Sheridan lifted his ship, lifted it with
a prayer and none too steeply.

The rear gun crashed into his con-
sciousness. A sharp series of bursts came,
and then Wang subsided as Sheridan
eased the throttle back and went on a mad
hunt for the dawn upstairs. A dark shape
crossed his path. But Sheridan was not
hunting trouble now.

Just as he admitted that fact, Wang let
go again and there was a streak of flame
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to starboard. Sheridan sighted a two-
motored ship ahead. It was banking when
the pilot tried out a burst from his guns.
The Japanese went by, taking a row of
tracers.

“No time to check on a hit,” Sheridan
granted. “ Save gas—that's my motto.”

The Japanese were gone. So were the
stars. Sheridan saw they were in the
soup, and he called Wang. “We've got to
get cleared of this mess,” he said over
the phone. “It’s cloudy.”

“My guess too,” Wang came back. “In
simple words, we're getting lost, and
quickly. 1 think this cloud formation must
be low. Perhaps a thousand feet.”

Minutes later Sheridan saw stars again.
A gray light was in the east. Dawn was
coming, but Sheridan had no cause for
relief. There were clouds tin all sides.
Some were high enough to reach the belt
of light just ahead of the sun.

“We’'ll wait for the sun,” Sheridan said.
“But we'll never make Guadalcanal.”

“Then why not our island again?”
Wang suggested. “The Nips won't stay
there long now that we're gone.”

“Okay,” Sheridan agreed. He figured
he had been heading toward the south.
Now he banked, and at 10,000 feet Sheri-
dan backtracked. The clouds grew thick-
er and he met a succession of rain squalls.

Wang spoke presently. “Breck, while
I'm no pessimist, I am sure we should
be near the island.”
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“I'm just guessing, Wang. To be per-
fectly frank, I'm diving through the soup.
What's below, | don't know.”

The overcast was lowering. Sheridan
broke through at no more than five hun-
dred feet. The jade sea was purple be-
neath the dark clouds and visibility was
not more than two miles. True, the sun
was lighting the higher clouds, but there
was no island. There was no white circle
of coral reef.

“And so they blew up their yellow Mae
Wests and floated with the sharks,” Wang
said. “Breck, you have your automatic?”

“Have. Why?”

“We may have to use it. But let's for-
get that for the present. We've missed

the island?”

“I'm circling. | think— Look! Do you
see what | see on the horizon? A fiat-
top I”

“So it is. It seems to be still. And

there is no smudge from her stacks.”

“Funny. It's not the Champlain, or any
of our carriers. It's a Jap.”

As Sheridan threw the plane over
Wang cut in. “Don’t! Head for the car-
rier.”

“Nuts! After what we went through to
survive? What's eating you?”

“1 tell you, something’s screwy about
that carrier, Breck. She looks like a de-
serted ship.”

“Yeah. And how does a deserted ship
look?”
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“1 couldn’'t explain. If I'm wrong—"

“You won't live to apologize, nor | to
accept. Okay, feller, here we- go.”

Nearer, and as the morning light grew
swiftly, Sheridan noted an oddness about
the carrier. “Why, she’s too low in the
water,” he exclaimed. “Like she—like
she’s aground.”’

Now he saw the boil of surf in odd
spots. There was a reef. “ She is aground,”
he said.

“Check,” came back from Wang. “ But
watch. If she is aground and abandoned,
there’'ll be a party aboard.”

There was a break in the clouds. The
sun was streaking through, to tip the top-
most layers.

Breck Sheridan, as he circled the carrier
at a mile, swore fervently. “There's a
hole amidships. And—great jumping
grasshoppers! As | live and breathe, it's
our carrier, the one we socked with our-
bomb yesterday!”

HTHERE were figures on the flight deck,
A a tiny group.

From a gun near the island of the
carrier came flashes.

“So you don't like us,” Sheridan mut-
tered.

He tilted the Douglas down to strafe
the deck. The firing ceased as the little
knot dissolved. Sheridan raked the deck.
And as the Douglas leaped onward, Wang
reported that figures were on the deck.

Sheridan made his bank and came back.
This time nobody challenged. The Jap-
anese had vanished from the flight deck.
Wang could be heard grumbling because
he had no chance at a burst. But Sheridan
paid no attention. He was doing some
rapid thinking.

“We've got no more than an hour’s
flying left,” he reflected. “There isn’'t but
a handful of the slant-eyes on that baby.
Wang and I—hold on, Wang. I'm going
aboard.”

“You dumb ox,

Wang protested. “ 1

came out here to observe, not to commit
suicide.”

“You should have picked another guy
to go out with,” Sheridan retorted. “ Boy,
what a break! She’s right in line with
the wind. Or almost,” he added. “Ever
land on a ship when they didn't use a
hook?” he asked.

“My imagination is far ahead of you,”
Wang observed. “So what?”

Sheridan was nursing the Douglas in.
His brake flaps were down and, as the
deck came up level with his vision, Sheri-
dan fishtailed the ship. “So well soon find
out if it can be done,” Sheridan told him.
“Here we go.”

The carrier was a small one. The Doug-
las had too much speed. Sheridan had
weighed both these factors as he took the
risk. He struck, bounced once and felt
the deck. He kicked over, right, to the
left and back. One wing struck, lifted, and
the other scraped the deck. The Douglas
skidded, but Sheridan saw the plane
would straighten toward the center. Not
till that happened did he use his brakes.

Ten seconds—or was it hours— later
Sheridan found himself facing back down
the deck, commanding the elevator and
carrier island. The plane’s motor was still
ticking. Both wings were mere stubs. The
plane itself careened to Sheridan’s right,

“You alive?” he called to Wang.

“No thanks to you. Watch sharp.”

“I'm watching. With my wheels jammed
down I'm low enough in the nose to sweep
the deck. Let 'em come.”

TAHEY waited. Sheridan was consider-

ing how to help Wang to the island.
He forgot that problem when two men
popped up from the elevator and let go
with a machine gun. It was Wang, with
sufficient angle to use his gun, who at-
tended to this unexpected defense. The
Japs vanished.

“Listen,” Sheridan said, “there can't be
many of 'em. Probably a detail waiting
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for a salvage vessel. I'm going to look
around.”

But that commendable resolve wasn’t
carried out. Out of the sky came planes.
They were light bombers arid looked fa-
miliar. And over the horizon came a PBY.

Sheridan’s first reaction was to yell to
Wang.

“QOur bunch,” he shouted. “Hooray!”

Wang slid back the hatch. He was
grave. “Look!” he called. “ They’re fixing
to bomb us.”

It was true. The bombers most ob-
viously were on course. They were com-
ing in line, and a whistling sound grew
in the sky. Sheridan shouted, as if that
would help. He waved, then ducked.

The first bomb struck astern, lifting the
carrier. The second was fifty feet away.
But the third crashed into the flight deck
and in seconds .flame and smoke funneled
upward.

As the bombers circled, Wang let out
a yip. The Japanese survivors boiled out
of the open elevator, their hands upraised.
Wang fired a burst over their heads. Two
of the yellow men ran to the side, went
overboard. The other three didn't move.
And now the bombers were chasing each
other’s tails, crew members staring in
amazement while the- PBY, on the more
practical and urgent need for getting the
men off the blazing carrier, came around
smartly for a landing.

“1 think,” Sheridan said, as the PBY
plowed a furrow through the sea, motors
holding it against the wind, “ that the skip-
per is going to find this hard to believe.”

Wang grinned. “1'm more interested in
your getting me over the side so the flying
boat crew can salvage me. After all, I'm
a casualty and | think I'm going to feel
bad, as soon as this is over.”

SPHERE was explaining to do, after the
1 rescue, and the Japanese aboard were
exhibits of a complete victory over the
troublesome carrier. The PBY was in the

air again, the bombers already vanishing
to the southward, when the radioman no-
tified Sheridan that Lieutenant Comman-
der Friele wanted to speak to him.

“Why can’'t he break his bad news to
me after |1 get back ?” Sheridan protested.
But he took over the mike.

Mac Worley spoke instead of the skip-
per. There was a sound of celebration.
“Breck,” Mac cried, “how did you do it?
How did you take over their damned car-
rier after bombing it?”

“It's a long story, Mac. Wang's got a
bad foot. We ran out of gas. Compass
and radio shot up. So we landed. They
didn’t have much use for a grounded car-
rier, it seems. She’'s burning now. But
listen, is Friele sore because | missed my
physical today ? And | washed out another
dive-bomber.”

“Sure.” Mac’s voice was doleful. “Too
bad. By the way, the skipper wants to
talk with you. Come on home, boy, with-
out any more stops en route.”

“Breck.” That was the skipper’s voice,
and it wasn't bleak, impersonal as it had
been before. “We got a report from the
bombers and the PBY commander. May-
be you can’t land 'em right side up every
day. But anybody as persistent as you,
who gets a carrier for keeps, is okay in
the second. Just wanted to tell you.”

"But the physical, sir—"”

“Forget it.” Friele actually chuckled.
“And tell Wang we all hope that wound
won't keep him out of the game very long.
You two will have to go back to the base
and unload Wang. After that, come on
back. W e've got some dates. Maybe some
more carriers north of the Solomons.”

“Be seeing you,” Breck said happily,
forgetful of the fact Friele was his skipper.
He went back to Wang, handed him a cig-
arette. “Already got a new dressing, eh?
Well listen, you lug, I've got to see you're
put in a hospital.”

Wang smiled and closed an eye. “Okay,
toots,” he said.
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IT was a gleaming black Fok-

ker, with a serpent’s head insig-

Its twin Spandaus were

pitching fire as the Boche plane

whizzed out of a cloud, 6,000 feet above
the American communication lines at
Vigneuilles. Three Spads tried desperately

“He may be a good man, if he

lives long enough. But in the

meanwhile — somebody stop

that crazy kiwi from tack-

ling the whole German Air
Forcer

It was the kid’s first and last
dogfight! The black Hun
killer had struck home.
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to leap away from the deadly chatter of
Spandau fury.

In the cockpit of the Fokker a lean-
faced pilot smiled thinly. A Spad cockpit
was in his sights. He could see the leather
helmet in the center of the cockpit. He
pushed the trigger button and watched
the line of tracers streak across the sky,
crash into the target. The leather helmet
sagged and the Spad faded into a spin.

The two other Yanks were turning away
from their highways of retreat and lung-
ing at the Fokker. Vickers guns chattered
a vicious promise of revenge.

But the German flyer had put in a
busy afternoon and, in addition to his own
fatigue, his plane was running short of
gas. Despite the fact that his gunsights
showed empty sky, he sent a final-burst
from white-hot Spandau muzzles and then
manipulated into a hairpin turn, heading
back toward Germany.

The two Spads gave chase. For several
miles they trailed the black Fokker. Grad-
ually they were inching up, moving toward
attack position. But when they were al-
most within range, a Swarm of Boche sky-
hawks came sweeping down, and the
Yanks were forced to concentrate on their
own necks. They were veteran cloud
sluggers, and they handled the situation
with speed and precision. They dived,
rolled, zoomed away from the bullet offer-
ing of seven Fokkers. As they broke the
climb, they feinted at a straight-line run
homeward.

As the Fokkers reassembled in forma-
tion, and the flight leader signaled them
not to take up the chase, the two Spads
screeched into smooth and flashing Immel-
man turns. They had a slight altitude ad-
vantage and they were making the most of
it as they speared at the Boche planes and
hurled Vickers heat.

They were able to make three of their
shots go home.

The remaining Fokkers were jumping
wildly in all directions, and the two Spads

buzzed in and out of the chaotic area, de-
livering a succession of effective bursts.
Two more Boche went down, and the sur-
viving Germans decided they’d had enough
for one day.

Hissos booming a desire for further
combat, the two Spads remained in the
vicinity. Their pilots were searching the
skies for another flock of Fokkers, but
there were no further bids for battle. Fi-
nally the Yank flyers decided to give up.
The fact that between them they had
knocked down five Germans seemed un-
important. They knew only that they had
failed once more in their effort to rid the
skies of a certain gleaming black Fokker
that carried a serpent’s-head insignia.

"OUT as the two Spads came to a land-
A ing at the 96th Pursuit, located seven-
teen miles southwest of Vigneuilles, the
pilots were not thinking of the black Fok-
ker. Their thoughts were centered on the
kid who had gone up with them less than
an hour before. The eager-eyed, tow-
headed kid from Kansas, the novice flyer
who had arrived at the 96th less than two
days previously. He'd been a happy kid—
happy because his first big patrol job
placed him in between two of the finest
Yank flyers on the Western Front. It
was something he had dreamed of, but
never hoped to experience—to fly side by
side with Mulloy and Hildebrand.

He would never fly with them again.

Mulloy was trying to push the kid out
of his mind as he climbed from the cock-
pit. He was a stocky, flat-nosed guy who
had been a third-rater in the ring during
the wild and foolish days of his youth. He
was still young, a few years under thirty,
but war had shaken him and hardened him.

It was the same with Hildebrand. He
came from a blue-blood family that had a
mansion on Park Avenue and another in
Florida and a third somewhere in New
England. He had been a classy football
carrier at Princeton, and after that he had
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been a famous highball carrier in Man-
hattan, At the age of twenty-six he had
dunked himself in enohgh hot water to
be heaved out in the snow by his dear old
dad. He was going down the ladder at
full speed ahead when the United States
entered the war. Not long after that he
was in France, flying a Spad. He was a
lean guy of medium height and at first
glance he didn't look like much trouble.
But closer inspection showed that Hilde-
brand was all steel and fire. His features
marked by the lines of a hard, perilous ex-
istence. It was hard to believe he was
only twenty-six.

He and Mulloy headed silently for the
squadron office to make their report. They
mnere inside for a few minutes and when
they came out they were silent again. On
the way to the canteen bar they had noth-
ing to say. In response to greetings from
mechanics and other flyers they nodded
curtly while looking straight ahead.

In the canteen bar they took a small
table, away from the noisy crowd com-
posed mainly of guys who were slated for
late noon patrol in a red-hot sector. The
men were blowing off steam in a healthy
manner, and ordinarily Mulloy and Hilde-
brand would have been in there making
as much noise as anyone else.

But as they seated themselves at the
splintered, rickety table, they glanced
darkly at the loud-talking mob and then
at each other. They remained quiet as
they waited for bottle and glasses, and
through the first few shots.

Then Mulloy said, “A college boy.
That's all he was, just a college boy—"”

“Shut up,” Hildebrand said.

“1 tell you he was just a college kid. He
shoulda been back in the States, on the
track team, goin’ to fraternity parties.
Just a—"

Hildebrand grabbed the neck of the
bottle and gritted, “ If you don’t shut up
I'm gonna break this over your head.”

Mulloy did not seem to hear. He

poured another drink and said, “Four
times we've walked into Von Brechner.
Four times we've come out second best.
And every man who's been on the job with
us has gone west. Von Brechner hides
up there in the clouds and rips down
and--"

Hildebrand had forgotten his threats.
He was thudding bent fingers against the
table and muttering, “The Boche is
clever—and he’s lightning. He's every-
thing that the serpent’s-head insignia im-
plies. He’s mean and he’s poison. Al-
ready he’s accounted for three of the best
flyers in this squadron—Jenkins and Fil-
chok and Barber.”

“Don’'t forget the fourth -casualty,”
Mulloy said. “Don’t forget Wisner, the
kid who went down today—the laughing
bright-eyed youngster who thought he
was getting into the big time.”

Hildebrand looked up; again his eyes
held a fierce gleam as he said, “1 told you
to stop talking about the kid.”

“1 can't stop talking about him,” Mul-
loy said. “ 1 can’t stop thinking about him.
Those other three guys who went down—
at least they had an even chance. They
were experienced. But this kid was new,
untried.”

Once more Hildebrand grabbed the
neck of the bottle, but even as he lifted
it he frowned puzzledly, wondering why
Mulloy was not even looking at him.

Hildebrand let go of the bottle and
turned slowly, following the focus of Mul-
loy’s widening eyes.

TTIS own eyes began to bulge. He
1.1 gabbed hold of the table edge, and
he gasped, “ | only had three drinks. Three
drinks can’t do this to me. But I'm seeing
a dead man in the doorway. He can't be
dead because he’s walking toward me.
Maybe it isn't Wisner. Maybe it's an-
other kid who looks like him—"
Mulloy’s voice was faint as he said, “ It’'s
Wisner. It's the kid from Kansas. It's
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the kid who was laughing and eager—and
so proud to fly with us. It's the college
boy—"

“Right now he doesn’t look like a col-
lege boy,” Hildebrand said.

Wisner was 'expressionless as he ap-
proached the table. Without saying a word
he pulled over a chair and sat down. He
gestured to the barman and a few mo-
ments later there was a third glass on the
table. Wisner downed his drink, then
looked at Mulloy and Hildebrand. “When
do we try again?” he asked finally.

Mulloy gaped at Hildebrand and
blurted, “Maybe you better hit me on the
head with that bottle, after all. Maybe it'll
drag me out of the fog.”

Wisner repeated, “When do we try
again ?”

Hildebrand was pulling himself to-
gether and saying, “We saw you get hit,
Wisner. We saw you go down in a spin.
We figured—"

“You figured it ended in a crash,” Wis-
ner said. “But | pulled out at five hun-
dred feet. | had to make a forced land-
ing, because oil was spurting all over the
place and | could hardly see. The Boche
had sent slugs into the cockpit and the hot
stuff missed my head by something less
than an inch. It was so close that | actu-
ally figured I was hit, and | went out cold
for a few' seconds. When | came to, the
Spad was spinning, and there was oil in
my eyes—"

“Yeah, that's the way it is,” Mulloy
said. “ It happened to me—when | was a
beginner.”

“I'm not a beginner any more.” Wis-
ner said. He poured another drink. “When
do we try again?” he asked again.

The two veteran flyers were looking at
each other; they were reaching silent un-
derstanding and agreement.

Hildebrand turned to the kid from Kan-
sas and said, “Look, Wisner, you had
luck—a lot of luck. But it doesn’'t come in
double portions. Particularly when you're

stacking up against an operator such as
this Von Brechner. The C. O. made a
mistake w'hen he assigned you to the pa-
trol. But you can rest assured he won't
put you in a spot like that again. You
need a lot more training and experience
before you can—"

“1 never liked the taste of soft soap,”
Wisner said, staring at the center of the
table.

Mulloy leaned toward the kid from Kan-
sas and earnestly exclaimed, “Don’'t get
us wrong, Wisner. We're all for you. But
this combat flying is just like the fight
game. If you're brought along too fast, if
you step up into the main event before
you're really ready—it's just too bad.
That's why it just don’'t balance for you
to mix with someone like Von Brechner.”

Wisner reached for the bottle, started
to pour a drink and then changed his
mind. He slumped in the chair and his
head was low. For several moments he
had nothing to say.

Then a slow, sheepish grin came to his
lips and he murmured, “Maybe you're
right. Maybe | better take it slow and
easy for awhile.”

“Sure,” Hildebrand said.
only way to look at it.”

Mulloy said, “You're showin’ good
common sense. And it'll pay off in the
long run.”

Wisner smiled and nodded. Then he
stood up and he was saying, “Well,
thanks, fellas. Thanks for showing me
what's on the dial. | guess | was just a
bit too anxious. | had a lot of crust, think-
ing | was good enough to box Von Brech-
ner.”

The kid from Kansas turned and
walked out of the canteen bar.

“That's the

TTOR several seconds Mulloy and Hilde-
<~ brand did not look at each other or
say anything.

Finally Mulloy nodded
said, “ Good kid—sensible.”

slowly and
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“Yeah,” Hildebrand said.

“You don't find many youngsters like
that,” Mulloy went on. “ Most of them are
stubborn and cocky and general nuisances.
But this Wisner, he’s okay, you can rea-
son with him. He reminds me of a wel-
terweight | used to know. It was back
in—"

“Why don’'t you shut up?” Hildebrand
said. His voice carried weariness and dis-
gust.

“What's eating you?” Mulloy said.

“The same thing that's eating you,”
Hildebrand shot back. “The only differ-
ence is that you're trying to hide it. We're
both disappointed that Wisner didn't put
up more of an argument. We're sorry
that we were actually able to sell him the
idea. For awhile we figured that he was
high-grade. Even though we wouldn’'t
admit it to ourselves, we thought that
he had the stuff that makes an ace. But
now—well, he’'s just average material,
maybe not even that.”

Mulloy nodded. “We played it wrong.
We took all the spark out of him.” The
stocky guy banged the glass against the
table and stood up and said, “ It’s not too
late. I'm gonna have a talk with the kid.”

“There’s nothing you can say,” Hilde-
brand muttered. “You'll only make
things worse.”

But Mulloy was already walking toward
the doorway.

Hildebrand shrugged and poured an-
other drink. But when the glass was half-
way to his lips, he wasn't thirsty sud-
denly. He was thinking of his first days
in the clouds above the Western Front.
He was thinking of the fear and the strug-
gle to push fear aside. He was thinking
of the uncertainty, the heaviness in throat
and muscles and mind. He was remem-
bering the day when he had gotten rid
of all that, the three Fokkers that had
jumped out of the clouds above the Ar-
gonne. Again he could sense the sur-
prise, the terror. But the terror had given

way to the bite of a Spandau bullet, rip-
ping into his shoulder. After that there
had been nothing but rage, cold rage that
sharpened his speed, skill, daring. He
had knocked out two of the Fokkers. He
had forced the third to run home.

He could see the factors that added up
to mold ordinary guys into fighting men
now. He could see playboys and bank
clerks and college kids and stumblebums,
all -walking into a chaos of fire and blood.
Out of that group there were a few who
were destined to become great warriors.
It was because they were motivated by
something that stretched beyond the
bounds of duty. They were seized by a
flaming fury.

It had almost happened to Wisner. For
a time the kid from Kansas had known
the white-hot rage brought on by enemy
bullets.

But the kid had not been given a chance
to put in action that rage.

Hildebrand was blaming himself, when
suddenly a voice smashed at his senses—
Mulloy’s voice. Mulloy was shouting that
Wisner had pulled a fast one.

“ A grease monkey told me,” the ex-pug
gasped. “He said that Wisner climbed
into an idling Spad, and without saying a
word to anyone— "

“The Kkid's crazy,” Hildebrand mut-
tered. He was forgetting his thoughts of
a few moments previous. “ The kid doesn’t
know what he’'s doing. He’'ll get himself
killed. We gotta get out there, Mulloy.
W e gotta get out there and try to stop him
from tackling the entire German Air
Force!”

_W o Spads were moving at all-out

throttle, at 7,000 feet. They were
passing above the communication lines at
Vigneuilles, clearing the ribbon of blood
and fire that was No Man’'s Land. They
were deep into the German lines when
Hildebrand moved out in front. He sig-
naled to gain Mulloy’s attention, then
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pointed at a winged shape about two miles
away.

There were clouds above the winged
shape, a thick collection of whipped cream.
Even as Hildebrand and Mulloy aimed
their Spads at the other plane, something
came out from behind the clouds.

It was a gleaming black Fokker, with
a serpent’s-head insignia. It carried twin
Spandaus that were pitching fire, and
a Boche Killer whose lips were twisted
in a fiendish grin.

Spandau slugs streamed down toward
the kid from Kansas!

Von Brechner was sustaining the
burst; he could see the string of bullet
holes curving around the spine of the
Spad, moving up toward the cockpit,
into the cockpit. The Boche showed his
teeth in eerie pleasure as he rejoiced in
claiming another Allied victim.

But Wisner was not finished. He had
a bullet in the fleshy part of his left arm,
but with his other arm the young Kansan
was working the stick. He started a roll,
increasing throttle; then he was twisting
out, zooming and coming in for an under-
side attack.

The Boche was astonished. A few
seconds later he was uncomfortable.
Vickers lead was thunking into the belly
of his plane; he made fast plans for
avoiding further heat. The gleaming
black Fokker was screeching back in a
stall.

Wisner followed. He was muttering
curses; his eyes were wild torches; he
was forgetting pain. He had both hands
on the trigger handles and he was hurl-
ing another burst of fire at the Boche
plane. Von Brechner was sliding out of
the stall, initiating a roll and breaking
out of it.

Wisner followed.

The black Fokker went into a Vickers

slugs thunked into gleaming crosses
on gleaming wings. The German ace
was frantically pulling out of the dive,
trying an acute turn. He climbed, broke
away, turned, dove again.

Wisner followed.

The German plane was pulling out
of the dive. It was starting another
climb. Von Brechner was congratulating
himself on a neat and delicate maneuver.
He was figuring that he had shaken the
Spad from offensive position. In the
following instant his self-assurance was
all gone. A stream of fire demons danced
around the Fokker's exhaust pipes. He
glanced over his shoulder and he could
see the Spad, glued to his tail. He could
see the jets of flame emanating from the
muzzles of vengeful Vickers.

Von Brechner screamed again. But
the scream terminated in a gurgling
sound as bullets smashed into the Ger-
man.

TTHE Spads whizzed westward, aim-

ing at the drome of the 96th Pursuit.
The plane in the middle of the echelon
design was piloted by an elated young
sky warrior—elated despite the pain in
his left arm and the weakness resulting
from considerable loss of blood. Mixed
with Wisner's joy was his throbbing and
eager anticipation of future cloud com-
bat. The emotion was somewhat puzzling
to him, because it was something that
he had never before experienced.

He did not realize he had become a
first-class sky warrior.

But Hildebrand knew, and so did Mul-
loy. The two veterans were grinning,
waving to each other, pointing to Wisner
and then nodding. It was a brief gesture,
but it carried significance. It meant that
the kid from Kansas was right up there
with them in the “big time.”

WAR BONDS ARE WAR WEAPONS— TOP THAT 10%



THIS SHIP IS AN
ENEMY

DIRECTLY OVERHEAD

DEAD AHEAD

N2 8 a



AIRCRAFT SPOTTERS'CUIDE

FOCKE-WULF 190

THIS SHIP IS WHAT THE GERMANS THOUGHT WOULD BE THE
ANSWER TO THE HURRICANE, SPITFIRE AND THE FLYING FORTRESS.
IT PROVED TO BE ONLY PART ANSWER. IT COULD FLY FASTER AND
HIGHER THAN EITHER THE HURRICANE OR SPITFIRE, BUT IT LACKED
THE FIRE POWER.. NEVERTHELESS, IT GAVE THE R.A.F. QUITE A RUN
FOR ITS MONEY.

THE AIR-COOLED ENGINE IS A NEW DEPARTURE FOR THE NAZIS
IN THEIR FICHTERS AND IS MODELED ON OUR OWN PRATT &
WHITNEY. IT DEVELOPS 1460 H.P., WHICH GIVES IT A SPEED OF 370
M.P.H. AT 18,500 FEET.

IF YOU WANT TO KEEP IT OUT OF AMERICAN SKIES, BUY WAR
BONDS NOW!

IF YOU SEE THIS SHIP-

GET TO COVER!

N28b

g G



GfithuA, d. '6&/i&d

CHAPTER ONE

Wings for a Coward

CAPTAIN Jared Roth sat in
his hutment and stared at the
wall. It seemed to him that he
had been all his life at the front
—and always within hailing distance of
Masmunster. What was the good of two
great armies fighting, destroying one an-
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“They tell me you're no part
of a fighting man, Hurd. |
wouldn’t know. / only know
one thing. This is war, and
you’'ll have to stand on your
own feet— even though they’re
shot out from under you!”

other by thousands, if neither gained an
inch of ground—or any inch they gained
was worth exactly nothing?

It was a hellish thing, war. Thank
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heaven Hurd Roth, his younger brother,
was out of it. When he thought of Hurd
he closed his mind against possibilities,
refused to remember. He'd understood
Hurd, when they had been kids together.
Nobody else had, and that was why, to-
night, he wondered what would happen
if—

He refused to think further about Hurd
and what this war would mean to him if
he were here. Instead, he sat and stared
at the wall, and thought, I'm leader of A
Flight, Seventh Pursuit Group. It seems
impossible, even after so many weeks, to
believe that. I almost have to pinch my-
self. And why have | survived? There
isn't a man left of those who were here
when | came up. I'm an old man to my
wingmates—and I'm all of twenty-three!

He pinched himself, following his
whim. His ears were so attuned to the
chattering of machine guns, the blatting of
Mills grenades and potato-mashers, that
he scarcely noticed them. They were nor-
mal things, like eating and breathing and
—he had almost said sleeping, until he
remembered that he seldom slept. This
front was too hot. Something was always
happening. It seemed impossible that
men could go so long without sleep. Their
eyes got bright and feverish, and their
cheeks sunken. They staggered a little
when they walked, like men who have
taken a glass too much. But when they
straightened, and stepped into their
Spads, they never looked sleepy. And
they never slept aloft, for whoever slept,
or dozed, or even napped with his eyes
open for a second or two, died in the next
instant. The Germans were out for
aerial supremacy—and they sacrificed
men like flies to attain it.

He shifted a little, uncomfortably. It
should be such a vast relief to be sitting
here, doing nothing. But his bones ached.
His stomach ached, too, because every
muscle in it was stretched as tightly as a
bowstring. He couldn’t remember when
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every nerve hadn’'t been on edge. He
didn't know how his nerves were in ac-
tual combat, because when the shooting
started he became a part of his plane and
his Vickers. He went through without
thinking— taking whatever came.

He lifted his head a little as a new
sound came through the night. Few men
would have heard it. It was, he was sure,
the uneven barking of a night-flying
Gotha, drifting across the lines,to drop
hellish eggs upon ammo dumps, concen-
tration camps and maybe a hospital or
two. He held his breath for a moment,
waiting for an orderly to knock on his
door, bringing word from the Old Man to
turn out and go after that Gotha. Mean-
while its uneven motor drone hammered
against his eardrums, and the command
did not come. Wing must have sent word
to some other squadron. Jared Roth sat
back with a sigh of relief. Then he sat
bolt upright. He’'d almost rather tackle
one of those Gothas than sit here, doing
nothing. It was inactivity that got you—
when you were accustomed to going for-
ever without rest.

Through the walls between his hut-
ment and the camouflaged hangars he
could in imagination see the Spad that
was his own special property. There were
tiny black crosses all over it, with plenty
of them on the fuselage. They indicated
where German bullets had come close to
taking his life. That Spad was friend,
buddy— wife even. It was closer to him
than any human being could be— except
Hurd, and Hurd was not here. Hurd,
whose battles he had fought when they
were in grade school together. Hurd, who
hadn’t thought it necessary to fight for
himself when he had a big brother who
was willing to fight for them both. Now,
looking back, it seemed even a little funny.

But he did not smile. At that moment,
as though it probed for the field, an H.E.
fell in the woods to the north. It ex-
ploded with terrific impact. It shook the
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earth all around. In the eye of his mind
Jared Roth could see a great column of
dirt and trees catapult toward the sky,
settle back again. - Probably there was
more than dirt in that column, because
the dead of both sides had been hastily
interred through all this sector.

Why did his thoughts have to be so
unpleasant? But had he had any pleasant
ones since coming here? He couldn’t re-
member any, but he could remember, even
when he tried not to, the wingmates who
had gone, been shot apart in the air, sent
down in flames.

With a wrench he refused to think of
that, and his mind veered to the broken
glasses on a shelf in the mess shack. A
score of them, even more—he had never
had the heart to count them. Each one
represented a wingmate gone West, to
whom a final toast had been drunk by
them all. Once, for a week, empty chairs
had been left at the table, to indicate the
fallen, but the survivors hadn't been able
to stand that. They could avoid looking
at the glasses on the shelf, but they faced
or sat beside the empty chairs... .

GAIN a big one came over with a

shriek like an express train approach-
ing. It landed, a hit closer this time, and
it shocked Jared Roth until his brown
hair crawled on his scalp.

For when the air vibrated to that second
explosion, it seemed to him he could see
the youngsters who had faced that shelf
when it had been empty, and sang a toast
to the first to go, “Drink a toast to the
dead already—arid here’s to the next one
to die!”

The first broken glass had gone onto
the shelf. That had been for Jon Reade,
nineteen years of age, who fell before the
Spandaus of Von Hartweg without a
chance to speed a shot in return. The kid
had never known what hit him. It was
just as well, perhaps, that Hartweg had
shifted and sent a burst into the motor

section, burning Reade as he fell. He'd
never felt the burning—had been dead be-
fore his Spad erupted in flame,

Jared Roth had got Hartweg right
after that, he remembered. Then, the
next glass. Strange that it should have
been devil-may-care Roscoe Burns, who
thought he'd never die, and expected to
be lynched at the age of a hundred and
fifteen—so he said—lor marrying a girl
young enough to be his great-great-grand-
child.

Burns it had been who had tried to lend
a mocking note to the proceedings: "Did
you ever stop to think, as the hearse
rolls by, that sooner or later, both you
and 1—"

He shook his head. He couldn’t think
of the rest of that one without getting a
bit sick—especially since he remembered
that Burns had got it next day, far closer
to his fifteenth birthday than even his
thirtieth.

A third big one came over. Jared Roth
rose to his feet, stepped to the door of his
hutment. He doused his candle, lest a
gleam of light get out and make a signal
for some high-flying Fokker which would
lead strafers to the field, Jared Roth
was six feet tall, but he felt, tonight, as
though he were three feet tall one second,
seven feet the next. It was a strange
feeling.

Something was going to happen, some-
thing out of the ordinary. He sometimes
had strange hunches, and he had one to-
night. But what did it concern? He
couldn’'t for the life of him make out.
But the thought persisted that something
was due to happen.

Fatigue tugged at him, pulling him
down. He was a fool to stand or walk
when he had such few opportunities to
merely sit—except in the pit of his Spad.
And what good did it do to sit or lie
down, when his mind was so active—al-
most madly so—that he couldn’'t sleep,
or even rest?
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There was a knock on the door, just as
he relighted his candle.

“Come in,” he said. This was it, all
right. Rather belated, but here came the
command to get out after that Gotha. The
Gotha would be behind its own lines be-
fore they could reach it.

“Well?” he snapped, without looking
up.

Then he heard someone enter, and the
door dose.

“Hello, Jary,” said a soft voice.

It brought him around, snapped him to
his feet as though a giant hand had jerked
him erect. For a moment he stared at
the man, only a fraction of an inch short-
er than himself, who had just come in.
Then, without speaking, he lighted two
more candles, the better to see the man’s
face.

“Weil, Jary,” asked the other, “aren’t
you glad to see me?”

Jared Roth tried his best to keep any
friendliness out of his voice as he replied,
“Anywhere else, yes. Here, no.”

TYHE other looked hurt for a split sec-
< ond. Then a white mask, the mask
of the soldier who never shows his feel-
ings, came over the face of Hurd Roth.
Jared studied him. How trim and straight
and just right his younger brother looked
in uniform. A second lieutenant. Two
in the family had commissions. Then he
noted the wings on the tunic, and his
heart sank. Why had he never been told
that Hurd had entered the air service?

“What are you doing here?” he asked
hoarsely.

Hurd misunderstood, or pretended to.
“Oh, | forgot, Captain Roth! A second
lieutenant should never get fresh with a
captain, or even a first lieutenant, or even
a second who rates him. [I'll leave at
once.”

Hurd Roth had set the tone of the
strange meeting. Jared took it up from
there.

“You'll wait until you're dismissed,
sir,” Jared snapped. “1 asked you what
you were doing here?”

“1f you mean with the Seventh Pur-
suit, I was assigned here. If you mean
here, in this hutment, | came because we
used to be brothers, and | thought we
might be glad to see each other after a
year. But it seems | was wrong— about
both of us. Now, have | the captain’s
permission to leave?”

“Not just yet. Did you ask for as-
signment to this squadron?”

“No, sir. | took what came my way.
But if 1 had been asked, I wouldn’t have
chosen to come here. Maybe you know
the reason; maybe you remember things.
And at risk of court-martial for such lan-
guage to a superior, let me say this—if
the same thing happens here | shall knock
your teeth down your throat!”

“Save that for the Germans!” said
Jared, a queer pride stirring in him at
Hurd’'s vehemence. “1 gather, then, that
neither of us has anything to do with your
assignment to the Seventh Pursuit. 1 did
not ask for you, because | did not even
know you were in the air service.”

“1 asked Mother not to say anything
when she wrote. She is, though you
haven't asked, quite well.”

“And you didn't ask to be assigned to
me. Therefore, we've both to make the
best of a bad bargain—"”

“Should it be so bad, Jary? Beg par-
don— Captain Roth?”

“Every man, up here, runs his own
show—as long as it does not interfere
with the show of the team. What you do
is up to you. Don’t expect me to—"

“Go to bat for me? That's what |
meant when | said 1'd sock you. Here, |
fight my own battles, Captain. Now may
i

“Yes, beat it!”

How grand and straight and proud his
brother looked when he about-faced
smartly, walked to the door, vanished
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into the night that covered the tarmac.
Jared's eyes shone as he watched him
go. But afterward he sat down and his
thoughts fell into the same dismal chan-
nels.

He saw, back in the past, a small boy
being beaten by a larger one. The small-
er one was Hurd, screaming, begging for
mercy, trying to escape the bigger one—
not even trying to fight back. He saw
another boy, himself, dash in and pull the
bigger one off; then start fighting while
Hurd rose and scuttled away, not even
looking back—crying as he ran.

How much had Hurd changed, if any?
Right up to the last time Jared had seen
him, he had been like that. Hurd Roth,
he knew, was a physical coward. The
thought of violence against his person
turned him into a sniveling—

No! thought Jared. No!
think it!

Then he heard the sound of many mo-
tors, flying high and fast. He recognized
them instantly. Benz, Mercedes— Fok-
kers, moving through the night, straight
out of German-held skies, into the skies
about the tarmac of the Seventh Pursuit.
He dashed out onto the tarmac. It was
filling with pilots, greaseballs, cooks, med-
ical men.

Some of the crates were being dragged
out swiftly. Jared saw at once they
would not all be dollied to safety—even
with all hands helping.

For almost at once the first Fokker shot
down toward the field, and the sharp com-
mand came from Major Drago, command-
ing the squadron, to take cover.

A light flared somewhere, and Jared
saw a face for a split second in its glare.
The face was a sickly-white. The eyes
were wide with horror as they stared at
the black speck in the sky.

Then the light was smothered. Brack-
etted Lewises, among the hangars, began
to chatter on their tripods as the strafe
began.

I won't even

Jared’s fists clenched until the nails cut
into his palms.

The white face he had seen had been
that of Hurd Roth—his brother!

CHAPTER TWO

Strafe of Doom

ALL members of the Seventh

Pursuit moved deeper into
jliig”™jljg the woods as the first Fokker

dived over the field—a night
bird on swift wings. Incendiary bullets,
streaking the sky with pencils of flame,
probed for the hearts of the camouflaged
buildings. Jared’s heart sank. Most of
their plartes would probably go up in
flame.

He heard the Lewises chatter as bul-
lets whined at the diving German hawk.
The gunners were firing at the belly of
the German—and the German was prob-
ing for the men behind the gun. Jared,
staring through the weird light, forgot
Hurd for the second, and knew at what
exact moment the gunners jumped aside
to escape those Spandau slugs.

Then the first crate was over, and the
gunners were back, playing a lethal guess-
ing game with the next rocketing Fokker,
The Spandaus yammered sickeningly. A
hangar took fire, exploding like tinder.
It seemed to go all at once, and the Spads
inside it at the same time. Almost in-
stantly their wings burst into flame and
showed red ribs through the orange glare.
The fire reached tongues toward the sky,
licking up as though to catch those who
had fired the hangar.

The gunners were fully exposed in the
glare of that burning hangar. Through
the chattering of guns, the racketing of
motors, came the hoarse cry of the Old
Man.

“Get some of the planes out—at what-
ever cost!”

Then all members of the Seventh Pur-
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suit entered into the guessing game—with
Death as the referee. The gunners be-
hind the Lewises were already in it, and
stayed there—imps out of hell behind
their guns.

Planes were hard to come by; men
could be brought in for every one that
died. The OIld Man was remembering
that now. Jared, racing for the hangar
that housed his own crate, saw one of the
gunners fall limply over the Lewis mount,
rendering the gun for a moment useless.
He saw two other men jump in, drag that
one aside, out of the way, and drop him
without a second glance—he was past
help.

But in the next moment another crate
dipped close above the Lewis—and the
two who had moved the dead were dead
themselves. As though they refused to
repeat the error their buddy had made,
they flung themselves aside as they died,
leaving the gun free to be operated—but
there were none to operate it. The ma-
jor bawled hoarsely again. The major
himself was on the Lewis by the time an-
other officer and an enlisted man—a
greaseball—jumped to his assistance.
Jared went on, flung the doors of the
hangar back. Men were coming in with
him, officers or greaseballs, he did not
stop to see which.

And while all hell held possession of
the skies, they joined hands to get what
crates they could to safety. Such bed-
lam Jared Roth had never thought pos-
sible. Even in the thick of the toughest,
longest dogfight, he had never listened to
such clattering, such noise. Men fell on
either side of him, moaning—dying in the
next second.

But his own Spad was dragged to com-
parative safety under the shell-blasted
trees.

Not that it would matter greatly, he
thought, for when the Fokkers had ceased
their strafing, the long-distance guns
yrould start dropping their Gargantuan

cargoes on the tarmac. That they would
miss any of the grounded planes seemed
an impossibility. He heard, time after
time, the hoarse voice of the major yell-
ing to the gunners. He was telling them
when to hurl themselves to safety, when
to serve the Lewises.

Jared had forgotten about Hurd until
he had helped drag out a dozen planes—
enough, if they lasted until morning, to
give point to American retaliation for the
night strafe. Then he remembered, with
a quick stab of emotion. But he must not
allow himself to he stampeded. This was
war. His brother had no more right to
his consideration than the least grease-
ball left alive. He’'d have to look out for
himself. Always, long ago, he had gone
to help. Now he must not. He gritted
his teeth and tried not to think of him.
Was Hurd already among the dead ?

If he were, it might be merciful. But
Jared himself would rather die. He knew
what it would do to their mother when
she got the word. He had always known
Hurd was her favorite.

How long the strafe would have con-
tinued there was no way of knowing. But
Wing must have seen the flames against
the skies, and issued commands. The Sev-
enth didn't get a single plane off the
ground; there had been no time. But all
at once the sky was crowded with planes.
Jared heard Spads swing in above the
Germans. He caught the sound of Nieu-
port motors.

And shortly thereafter the Germans
were fighting for their lives, and being
hazed home by twice their number of Al-
lied flyers.

As they went, Jared thought, Leave
some of them for us to handle tomorrow!

It never occurred to him that he might
be dead tomorrow.

OOMEHOW the men got the fire under
~  control, saved a few of the hangars,
most of the administration buildings. But
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Jared knew, by the intensity of the Ger-
man strafe, that not one building had es-
caped being sieved by Spandau lead.

As though the far gunners, deep in Ger-
many, had seen everything, knew exactly
when the German flyers started home,
and were in no danger on the tarmac
from German H.E.'s—the big ones start-
ed dropping on or near the tarmac.

By the light of the fires, and the hor-
rid glare of the explosions themselves,
Jared could see much that was transpir-
ing.

He saw a great column of earth geyser
skyward from the very heart of the tar-
mac. He saw a man, running from the
woods beyond, knocked flat on his face
by the concussion. There was something
about the man’s build, the way he ran,
that struck a chord in his memory. Just
so, long ago, had little Hurd Roth gone
running home to his mother!

He saw his brother rise, continue liis
run, but staggering. And Jared knew
with what methodical care Germans laid
down such fire. Hurd Roth was running
right into the path of the next one to
come!

Jared listened for a second, his heart
stopping to help him listen, for the tell-
tale, express-train shriek of the H.E. But
he did not hear it until he was halfway
across the tarmac, running to knock Hurd
Roth down. He thought of nothing else.
He did not think of all the implications
of what he was doing. All he thought
of was that little Hurd was about to take
another beating from a bully he couldn’t
whip if he tried—and that he must help
him.

He tackled Hurd about the middle.
Even as he did so he heard that shriek
for which he had waited with dread. He
picked up Hurd like a sack and ran with
him over his shoulder until the shriek
reached its crescendo. Then he plunged
to the ground, almost breaking Hurd’s
back, but bringing him out of danger.

The thing that stood out the most clear-
ly, however, was that white face he had
seen in the glare of the first tongue of
flame—the white face of Hurd Roth.
Hurd had not changed. He was still a
coward.

His very cowardice had almost been his
undoing. Safe in the woods—when he
should have been helping the others to
save crates, and man that Lewis—the
strafing and artillery fire had unnerved
him and he had started running. Watch-
ing the big ones land, he had-run straight
in the direction he was facing—and he
had almost run to his death.

Jared had saved him from that.

But now he was conscious of something
else. Under him, Hurd was cursing,
deeply, from his very soul. He must be
out of his mind with terror. Jared gath-
ered him up, carried him into the woods,
propped him against a tree. He stared
at his face, so strangely twisted. Then,
disgusted, he turned and left him sitting
there.

Over his shoulder, in a voice he did not
recognize as his own, he said, “ The others
might need help, Lieutenant!”

He didn’'t wait to hear Hurd’s answer.
As he walked back to what he considered
his own duty, he realized that half the
men of the Seventh who remained alive,
must have seen what he had done. What
would they think of it? Would they know
the truth? Would they know that Hurd
was yellow ? Sooner or later, he thought,
they must know—and he couldn’t stand
it if they did.

A FTER a time the firing of H.E.'s

ceased. The Germans were always
methodical, routine. They figured they
had done enough damage for now. To-
morrow they would strike again, at this
same hour and minute, perhaps. But by
this time tomorrow the tarmac would have
been moved just enough that it would not
matter.
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There was a second tarmac, a little to
the south, which could be used. It had
been cleared for this very purpose. There
would be weeds on it, but they could be
cleaned up.

As though in answer tolhis thought he
heard the hoarse shout of the major, bid-
ding the field move, en masse, to the sec-
ond location.

“A Flight will turn in at once,” came
the shouted command. “ They will make
a raid tomorrow. Move their bedding to
the trees near the second tarmac.”

There were twelve flyers in A Flight.
Seven would fly at the same time. Jared
Roth would lead the flight. His heart
jumped, hammered. He, Jared Roth,
would have the honor of repaying the Ger-
mans for what they had done here to-
night, for the men and officers they had
killed. It was a never-ending, hellish
exchange of vengeance that went on day
and night.

He yelled to the greaseballs and order-
lies who served the pilots of A Flight,
telling them where to take their bedding
—enough of it to provide them with a
place to rest, if not to sleep.

When he saw his pilots—whom he did
not at the moment pause to count—gather
at the spot he had mentioned, he went
back to the old field. He wanted to find
Major Drago and ask if there were any
special orders.

He was angling through the almost
leafless trees, toward the east end of what
had been a row of hangars, when he saw
a group of shadows to his left.

He halted, his heart pounding, when he
heard a hoarse, harsh voice say, “Do you
expect special treatment because you're
the flight leader’s kid brother?”

He started to turn away, but he could
do nothing, not even breathe. He saw
Hurd standing in the midst of a group
of a dozen or so men. And facing him,
saying the insulting words, was Lieuten-
ant Miles Purdy. Purdy had been a prize-

fighter before he had joined the air service.
He had never lost a fight in his life. He
could whip Hurd Roth with one hand
tied behind his back.

But Jared, moving up closer—though
inside he was numb—almost prayed to-his
brother, “Hit him, Hurd! Break his nose,
just this once, though he mops up the
ground with you!”

“1 expect nothing from my brother!”
he heard Hurd Roth say.

“No? You didn't ask to be sent here,
so he could look out for you, by any
chance?”

Again Jared Roth whispered, “ Hit him,
Hurd. You can't let him say things like
that!”

But Hurd Roth said, “1 did nothing of
the sort. | did not ask for the assign-
ment. | did not want it. | can take care
of myself.”

“Sure, of course you can! We all saw
that tonight! You must be the baby of
the family—from the way he carried
you!”

Hurd stood very straight. He even
clicked his heels as he said, his words
stiff wdth formality, “You are quite
wrong, sirl Naturally, there is nothing I
can say, if you insist on believing what
you wash. In the circumstances, we'd bet-
ter let the matter drop!”

God! thought Jared. He’s trying to act
as though he’s not hitting Purdy only be-
cause Purdy is a first lieutenant! How
jar does he think he will get with that?

Jared could have stepped into the
group, pretended he had heard or seen
nothing, ordered them to go about their
duties or turn in. They would think noth-
ing of it—or would they? But Hurd
would realize that now, as always, he
could depend on Jared to get him out of
jams.

Hurd made a sharp right face and
strode away. Bitter, sarcastic laughter
followed him. That laughter was like a
cat-o'-nine-tails laid across his heart.
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CHAPTER THREE

Fight or Die!

THE dawn was cold and gray
—as cold as the heart of Cap-
U n jarecj Roth. He had had
no sleep. He had sprawled face
downward on his bed and thought the
night through, trying to find a way out
for Hurd. What Hurd must be suffering
he could guess. And there was nothing
Hurd could do about himself.

Seven Spads were ticking over at the
deadline, his own black-crossed plane—
the little black crosses over old bullet
holes—on the right of the line, when Ma-
jor Drago came to him later. That was
before the other pilots showed.

“I'm sorry it's working out like this,
Captain!” he said stiffly. “But five of
your pilots were Killed in the strafe last
night—and 1I've no alternative.”

He didn't explain what he meant. The
major’s face was cold, as though he hated
Jared. Jared wondered how' much he
knew', how much he surmised. Then the
pilots were coming out—and his heart
turned over. Now he knew what the ma-
jor meant, at least in part.

Hurd Roth was among the pilots of A
Flight! Jared Roth whirled to stare at
the greaseballs busy with his plane, try-
ing to make up his mind what to do. He
didn’t miss the sneering grin of Purdy who
stood back of the line watching prepara-
tions for the dawn flight. Purdy was
second in command of B Flight. Jared
had never liked him; the dislike had been
mutual.

That grin of Purdy’s said a great deal.

Purdy had a black eye, not bad, but
still a black eye, Jared noticed with sur-
prise. He wondered where he got it
There was no one in the Seventh Pursuit
—enlisted man or officer—who could
hand him a mouser like that. Maybe he
had bumped into something.

-g90jBg™
er cjf»

Last night, when Purdy had been bait-
ing Hurd, he had seen two members of
A Flight in the group that listened. He
looked along the line to those two: flyers:
Lieutenants Carlie and Jacobs. Neither
of them had a mark on him. Could it be
possible then, that— ?

But no, there came Hurd now, his face
white, his mouth set and grim, his eyes
blazing straight toward Jared Roth.
There was no mark on Hurd, and no one
man could possibly fight Purdy and come
through the scrap unmarked.

Hurd now faced his brother. * Just
what did you have to do with this, Cap-
tain?” he demanded, his voice low and
terrible. “1 told you last night I would
not be coddled and that if you tried it, |
would smash your face in!”

“Go ahead and smash, Lieutenant!”
said Jared, his jaw muscles knotting.
“And I'll send you to your quarters un-
der arrest, pending trial by court-mar-
tial.”

“1 won’'t give you the satisfaction,”
Hurd snapped, "or maybe that's another
way of looking out for me? If | don’t
go with you, I'm safe—Is that it?”

“You haven't changed,” said Jared
abruptly. “1 heard what Purdy said to
you last night. You quit cold, as you did
when we were kids. You turned and
walked away—but | could see you run-
ning and crying, just as you used to do.”

How white went the face of Hurd Roth
then. His right fist, clenched at his side,
lifted almost imperceptibly. Jared’s eyes
narrowed. Over the stiff shoulders of
Hurd he could see Purdy’s grinning face.

“Go ahead,” said Jared. “You know I
won't hit back!”

Hurd did not even look around to see
whether anyone was watching. He
swung with his left for Jared’s jaw. Jared
parried the blow, and drove his right,
with all the power he possessed, straight
at the jaw of Hurd Roth.

Even as the blow traveled he thought,
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If 1 hit him hard enough he can't go—at
least not on this flight.

The thought added power to his blow.
He saw a look of amazement take the
place of the sneering grin on the face of
Miles Purdy. At the same time, Purdy
deliberately turned his back; he didn't
want to be a witness.

Hurd sprawled out, limp as a rag, his
face dead white, his lower jaw twisted to
the right. Jared raised his eyes, looked
along the line. Every other pilot was in
his plane, each one staring fixedly at his
instrument panel. If any had seen, he
could not know. Maybe all had, but none
would say so.

NnPHEN Jared was in his crate. With
but a cursory checking of instru-
ments, he waved for the chocks to be
kicked free. Then he looked along the
line to his left. Now every pilot was star-
ing at him. He did not look again at
Hurd Roth. He raised his hand, brought
it down in a chopping gesture, giving his
Hisso the gun as he did so.
Six crates shot down the tarmac. The
seventh, at the far end of the line—be-
cause Hurd was the junior member of the
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their mark, for instantly he saw the pilot
of that Fokker slump into his pit—going
limp even as Hurd had gone limp before
the smashing blow of Jared’s fist.

Jared did not take time to speed bullets
into the motor section, to destroy the
plane beyond repair. There were too
many Germans to take time out for that.
He was still diving. Now he performed
a swift, bulletlike double-thrust. He
jumped the first crate, sent bullets into
the next one beyond. He had got two
Fokkers in as many seconds.

Surprise, and altitude, were in favor of
the Americans for the time being. They
made the most of it.

Jared pulled out. He saw three more
Fokkers, over a wide area, going down.
Then he saw a Spad go, flaming. That
would be Carlie.

The loss of one Spad, to the Ameri-
cans, was a greater loss than all the Fok-
kers that had gone down, to the Germans
—when figured in material loss. The
lives did not matter; in war they never
did.

The remaining
toward one another.
fighting like demons.
never still. The Spads looped, dived,
spun. Each American had one chance
of coming out whole. He took desper-
ate, impossible means to give himself that
chance. He was never hovering, but al-
ways the swiftest moving target in the sky,
snap-shooting at the Germans. Their
only out—

And right in the midst of the savage,
blazing dogfight, another Spad dropped
like a bullet out of that treacherous white
cloud. It came down with guns flaming
viciously. It came down almost straight
at Jared Roth. He didn't see that its
Vickers lead worked any execution—but
as the plane shot past him, he saw and
recognized the pilot. Hurd Roth!-

Jared thought desperately, Major
Drago sent him on. He could, not refuse

five Spads worked
Their pilots were
Their Vickers were

to obey commands. But he’s got the wind
up so badly he doesn’'t even know what
he’s doing!

The Germans never missed the main
chance—especially when there were
enough of them to make it possible for
them to take advantage of them all. Hurd
had dived too far. He was below the dog-
fight.

Three Fokkers tilted their noses down,
went after Hurd Roth—just as he
brought his nose up, and was for a mo-
ment pinned against the horizon like a
fly against a windowpane.

CHAPTER FOUR

"Get That Fokker!”

'‘JARED ROTH almost forgot

own danger and the dan-
fer t0 his wingmates, as he
looked down and away at
Hurd. Hurd was going to be boxed in.
Jared, watching the same thing happen
to any other of his men, would already
have been diving down to take out one
or two of the Germans. But Hurd had
made this mistake, and by going to his
aid, Jared would be taking too much fire
volume away from his wingmates. Still,
he'd do it for anyone else—

lIfeibP

He almost tilted his nose down -when
he remembered what Hurd had said—
that he must not try to coddle him.

But it wasn’'t necessary, not right then.
For Hurd did something, by accident, or
in sheer terror, which eased him out of the
spot. He came on over, and while on top
of a loop flew for a hundred yards upside
down. The Germans had expected him
to go on over.

By an accident, he saved himself.
Whether he realized what he was doing,
or was in too great a panic to know that
he was looking up at the earth, there was
no way of knowing. But Hurd must have
realized, at the last, for he half-rolled out.
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Then, before the Germans could maneu-
ver him into another box, he had nosed
up, given his crate full gun, and was
clawing for altitude, for the middle of the
dogfight.

And then Jared lost sight of his broth-
er. Hurd swept into the thick of Ger-
man planes that hemmed in the Spads
like wolves hemming in a herd of elk.
Jared tried to forget him for the moment.
He knew how a coward fought when he
was forced to. Hurd would fight like
a madman to save his own life—that much
he could be sure of.

Thought of what Hurd was going
through, spiritually, made him sick—and
coldly angry. He set himself the task of
blasting down all the Germans he could
before he himself went down. Bullets
hammered across his shoulders, smashed
his dash, filled the cockpit with flying
glass splinters. Something hot and wet
spilled down his cheeks past his goggles.
He touched it with his gauntleted hand.
Blood!

But he felt no pain, his hands and feet
worked. He was rolling out of line of
sights without even looking back. His
Vickers never ceased their yammering—
for every time he looked into his ring-
sight there was a Fokker within range.
He held the stick with his knees, kept the
Vickers going. And.he saw no more
Spads go down. Coldly furious, and sick
at heart, he no longer cared— and because
he did not, he fought like a man inspired.

His wingmates, taking their cue from
him, fought like three combat pilots. They
were everywhere, in and out of the Ger-
man formation. They scattered it, hazed
it back together again.

The air was filled with the smell of hot
oil, of burning petrol. The stench of
powder was in his nostrils. His belts fed
smoothly through his guns.

A Spad dived past him on the tail of a
falling German. He heard the snapping
of Vickers, very close. The wings of the

diving Spad almost touched his, forcing
him to veer off. He jerked a glance at the
Yankee pilot. A queer feeling gripped
him, left him breathless.

That diving pilot was Hurd Roth, and
there was a bloody mask on his face!

' He saw Hurd slamming bullets into
the motor section of the Fokker. Its
pilot was already dead.

“Pull  up, Hurd,
screamed. “Pull out.
He can’'t hurt you now!”

But Hurd could not hear. His face
was set; he was leaning over his stick.
Smoke curled about his spinner-cap, was
erased on the instant, proof that his guns
were working perfectly.

The Fokker burst into flames just as
a trio of German planes shot down from
upstairs, on the trail of Hurd Roth.

Now, there was no escaping his re-
sponsibility, brother or no brother.

Those three Fokkers were too much
for any Yank to get off his tail. Jared
Roth spun out of his own particular part
of the dogfight, dived after the trio of
Fokkers. As he slanted down he yawed
from side to side to get as many bullets
into all three as he could—taking care at
the same time that Hurd himself was out
of line of fire.

One of the Fokkers slanted away.
Jared dropped his left wing and speared
after the crate to the left. He saw Hurd
pulling swiftly out to come up and over
and down on the crate that still rode his
tail. It was sending bullets the length of
his fuselage and dotting his wings with
tiny holes.

Jared Roth had his hands full with that
third German. The man was a good
fighter, a clever flyer. He knew all the
tricks there were—and used them. It
was almost as though this whole thing
had been planned. Make Hurd dive; fol-
low him. Bring the leader down; keep
him away from his men—while the rest
of the Germans annihilate them.

you fool!” he
He's done for.
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But that was foolish. How could they
know Hurd was his brother? They
couldn't—it was all guesswork. He was
imagining things. Still, he had his hands
full. He jerked a glance at Hurd, and
saw Hurd’s adversary hammering at his
jammed Spandaus, holding up his left
hand to show his enemy that he could
not figth back.

Hurd Roth let the man go!

Jared screamed at him, “ Get him, you
fool! There's no place in this war for
knighthood of that kind!”

But the German went on down in flat
spirals toward the field below. Hurd
Roth, apparently not even looking at
Jared, jumped into the sky. He dived
straight across Jared’s upper wing, tak-
ing Jared neatly out—and taking over his
fight with the third German.

Hurd now had a single adversary. No
one could ask for help in such a match,
good as the German was.

Jared nosed up, hurtled back into the
dogfight.

Maybe there was a signal from the
ground. Maybe the Germans felt that
their losses were too heavy in return for
getting so few of the Americans. What-
ever the reason, they were diving for the
field under full power and drawing out of
the fight. Maybe they realized that their
very numerical superiority was against
them.

Jared, on the point of signaling his men
to follow, decided against it. Fate was
with them for a moment. Let it be like
that. They had lost two flyers— that was
enough.

He signaled for formation, and the
flight back to the tarmac of the Seventh
Pursuit.

The flight drew together. Nobody
looked at anybody else. Jared checked
his men, saw that five badly battered
crates, all riddled with bullets, rode with
him into the west. Hurd Roth flew in his
proper place, to the left rear.

The five landed, somehow. Jared got
out of his crate, leaned against it, wonder-
ing why he felt so sick, so done in. No-
body came to speak to him. Pilots left
their crates, headed for the major’s office
to make out their combat reports. Hurd
Roth did not even look at him.

Jared saw Purdy standing at the edge
of the tarmac, near squadron headquar-
ters. He saw Hurd veer in his stride,
head straight for Purdy. No blows were
struck—they just stood for the moment,
talking.

What had happened to everybody ?
Nothing, at the moment, seemed as it
should seem.

He wished he did not have to go into
headquarters to report while Hurd was
inside. He didn't want to see Hurd’s
shaking hands as he wrote out his own
combat report.

rPHAT business of making out combat
reports, under Drago, was a merci-
less thing—like facing a police lineup.

The flyers came in, fresh from combat,
with grease and blood on their faces.
Their eyes, deep-sunken and wild, met
those of the squadron commander. He
didn't have to ask questions to know
whether things had gone well or ill—all
he had to do was read the signs. Oh, not
the expressions on the faces of the fight-
ing pilots! Those faces were almost al-
ways military masks when juniors faced a
senior. They could almost keep their lips
from twitching, so strong was drilled-in
habit. But the major, who had been in
the service when these men had been
swinging on gates, could read even the
signs his men sought to hide as they
picked up the blanks to make their re-
ports.

Jared Roth no longer dreaded that
lineup. He had become accustomed to it.
Major Drago knew what kind of a flyer he
was. If his hands shook, or his face was
haunted, it didn't matter—he had already
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proven himself. But he could never ac-
custom himself to the brave, pitiful show
fledglings made when they came in to
write out their first reports under the
probing eyes of Major Rush Drago,

It was like that now, as Jared Roth
stepped through the door, last of his flight
to report. He looked swiftly about the
room at the hunched bodies of his wing-
mates. They were busy with their work.
Jacobs5 hand was shaking until he could
scarcely shape the necessary letters. How
could he even spell words—feeling as he
so obviously did about the passing of
Carlie? They had been closer than broth-
ers. They had come into the service to-
gether. They had spent wild vacations
in Paris together. Now Carlie was gone,
and Jacobs couldn’t have suffered more
if both his own legs had been taken off
at the hips.

And this was only the beginning. To-
morrow Jacobs would feel worse.

Eventually one of two things would
happen—Jacobs would throw his life
away in a wild plunge into the middle of
some German flight, or lose his nerve
entirely. Maybe he would escape the
first alternative, and become a great
American ace with a stone for a heart,
and no mercy in him. Every adversary
would be seen through his hate-filled eyes
as the one who had shot down Carlie.'

There was Gaylord, Hotnik, Geyer,
Hurd Roth, Jared Roth.

The hands of all of them were shaking
—except those of Hurd Roth! Jared
stared in amazement at his brother. The
youngster didn't seem in the least con-

fused. He was writing freely, easily,
steadily, without looking up from his
paper. Jared Roth wondered what he

could have to say—when all he had done
was fly like a madman, risking the lives
of his wingmates who had to get out
of his way in the midst of the dogfight.

Jared snapped a quick glance at the
major. The ghost of a smile touched the

major’s lips. He glanced at Hurd, then
back at Jared. But Jared, not wanting
to read something in the eyes of Drago
that would indicate knowledge, did not
meet his eyes. Instead he held out his
hand for the report.

He bent over the end of the major’s
desk, on which he placed the paper to
write. He crossed his ankles, hunched
his shoulders, got it over with as fast
as he could.

He heard a muttered, strangled curse
behind him. That would be Jacobs. He
heard a pen or pencil flung to the floor
with the curse. He heard a paper savage-
ly crumpled—and knew from the sounds
what it had cost Jacobs to report the
death of Carlie. Then he heard Jacobs
go out, almost running. He didn't turn.
He heard a little sigh erupt from Rush
Drago.

One after the other, while Jared wrote,
his wingmates finished their work, rose,
muttered something to the major, went
out. The adjutant was standing by, wait-
ing for the reports. Jared could hear
them rustle in his hands. Could see him,
without looking, pick up the crumpled
report of Jacobs, smooth it out. That
paper, whatever the words written on it,
was the most eloquent of all the reports
on this latest flight.

Soon they were all gone. Jared knew
that Hurd had gone out without even
looking at him. It was just as well.

But he had finished his report, stood
up now, handed it to the major. The
paper rattled like chattering teeth. The
major raised his eyes to Jared’s. Jared
could not read them, but he saw that
Drago was going to say something he
preferred not to hear.

“ Pretty good, this brother of yours,
Roth, on his first time over. Usually they
manage to get themselves killed without
firing a shot.”

“Someone has to live through,” mut-
tered Jared, “ me, for instance.”
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"This is a concise, excellent report,
Roth,” continued the major. "Since he's
your brother, perhaps you'd care to
glance over it? My word, shoots a triple
his first time across!”

RED was suddenly free of the

shakes, like a man turned to stone.
He extended his hand for Hurd's re-
port, and the arm that pushed it forward
felt as heavy as lead. He took the report,
glanced through it.

Jared forced his eyes to focus on the
words.

Hurd Roth had shot a triple! An al-
most unheard of thing! Three enemy
planes in one dogfight. Even with as
many Germans around as there had been,
it wasn't possible—not for a newcomer
who was fighting his first battle. No
flyer like that could expect to knock down
three crack German flyers.

Yet there it was, in Hurd’'s hand-
writing, claim for three Fokkers! And
the writing was even, uniform—almost
like an etching. Hurd was an expert pen-

man. He would have made an excellent
forger. That thought made Jared Roth
wince.

A forger was a man or woman who
lied in writing—made it say something
that was not true. Hurd Roth, trusting
that in the heat of battle none of his
wingmates had seen enough of him to
know whether or not he wrote the truth,
had deliberately made a false combat re-
port!

And he had written it without trem-
bling, almost as though he himself were
convinced of its truth. He had damned
his eternal soul with a hellish lie.

Jared Roth managed somehow to grin
at the major as he handed the paper
back. He tried to show pride in his
brother as the major said, “ Efficiency in
air fighting seems to run in the Roth
family, eh? 1 hope now that I'm for-
given for assigning him to your flight?”

Not a word about the fight which had
preceded the take-off; not a word about
ordering Hurd to get into his crate, fol-
low A Flight into German-held skies.
If Drago knew, he was going to say
nothing. Here, in Drago’'s hands, was
the reason. He couldn’t seem to notice
ordinary infringements of military dis-
cipline by two men who were such hellers
aloft.

Jared Roth straightened, nodded brief-
ly to the major, walked out of the build-
ing. He wanted just one thing: to get
Hurd deep in the woods somewhere, and
hammer the living daylights out of him.
Three Fokkers, shooting a triple, bn his
first flight across the lines! Hurd Roth
had had the incomparable nerve to write
such a thing into his report. And what
of the reports of the others?

Drago would check the total planes
sent down by A Flight. Jared himself
had set them down in his report, sure that
he had accounted for every last one. The
total had been impressive. He himself
had claimed two, for certain. He thought
he had got three—which gave him a feel-
ing of hope. The one he hadn’'t been
sure about might fit into Hurd’'s claim.
But when the major counted the crates
claimed by the rest of Jared’s, flight, and
found that they did not agree with Jared’s
total, he would know Hurd had lied.

Drago would believe the rest of A
Flight, for all had been tested. They
were all aces, each had got his traditional
five.

Hurd Roth would be caught in his lie,
without a shadow of doubt.

There was just one thing to do. Know-
ing how Hurd felt, he did it officially.
He sent an orderly to bring Hurd to
him, at the east side of the tarmac. Hurd
came at once. He was obedient, anyhow.

Jared had followed the forms in ad-
dressing the orderly, “Present my com-
pliments to Lieutenant Roth and tell him
I wish to see him at once!”
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TfTHEN Hurd came, straight as a sap-

" ling, he halted at the prescribed
distance, saluted—though no salutes were
necessary so close to the front. His voice
was cold as ice.

“The captain sent for me, sir?”

“Yes. Follow me.”

Jared turned and strode into the woods.
Behind him he heard the firm footfalls
of Hurd Roth. They were marching to-
ward the lines. In Jared’'s ears should
have sounded the endless chattering of
machine guns, the rattling of musketry,
the cracking of hand grenades—the cries
of charging infantrymen. But he heard
none of that. He heard only the foot-
falls of his brother behind him.

And when he was deep enough in the
woods he whirled on Hurd, came straight
to the point.

“You claimed three Fokkers!” he
snapped. “ 1 want an explanation.”

“Are you addressing me as Lieutenant
Roth, or as—"

“As your brother, who refuses to be
disgraced by you if it can be avoided!
When you claimed three Fokkers you
lied. You tried to make a hero of your-
self—because you knew you were a cow-
ard! There’s just one thing to do now,
go back to Major Drago and say that
now Yyou've thought it over, perhaps
your first report was in error; perhaps
someone else should deserve credit for
that triple!”

“You, perhaps, Captain? Aren’'t you
satisfied with your own list of victories?
You're an ace, a couple of times over.
Are you jealous because your kid brother,
without your help, almost becomes an
ace the first day?”

“1f 1 were sure you'd done it 1'd be the
proudest flight leader in all France to-
day. But you didn't. You lied--”

How it happened Jared could not be
sure. He noticed that Hurd looked back
over his shoulder, as though to make
sure what he did was not witnessed.

His right fist shot out—though not
until minutes later did Jared know it.
The fist connected, flush, with the jaw
of Jared Roth. He went down, and out
like a light. He did not even feel the
blow land.

He simply regained consciousness lying
on his back in the woods, to find himself
alone. Hurd Roth, his kid brother, had
knocked him cold!

“But he knew | wasn't expecting the
punch!” Jared told himself.

He rose to his feet, a bit dizzy. He
wondered how long he had been out.
By this time, surely, Drago had cheeked
the combat reports, one against the other,
and ferreted out the lie Hurd had set
down.

He walked out of the woods, stood for
a moment at the edge of the tarmac,
stared toward headquarters building. A
line of pilots was filing into that ,office!
Hurd Roth was among them, and they
were all that remained of A Flight!

“Rush Drago has caught it! He's call-
ing the flight in to put the lie squarely
up to Hurd!” Jared muttered.

Jared Roth had never expected to be
afraid of anything or anybody—unless
Hurd were somehow involved. He should
be over there with the rest of the flight,
listening to Drago, making explanations.
Yes, he should be going. He could save
his brother again—by correcting his own
combat report. For Hurd he could do
that, would do it

But Hurd had told him he wanted to
stand on his own feet. Well, let him!
If they were feet of clay, he still must
stand on them—if he could.

Jared Roth turned back into the woods.
Questioned later by Drago, he could say
he had gone for a walk and wandered
farther into the forest than he had ex-
pected to.

His wingmates had confessed to legal
murder of Germans, because this was
war. That was bad enough. But Hurd
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had confessed three murders of which he
was guiltless—and by the strange cir-
cumstances of a great war, Hurd was
the one who was guilty of the greatest
crime!

CHAPTER FIVE

Destination— Eternity!

JARED ROTH came back to

the tarmac half an hour later,

went to his hutment without

looking at ony one. B Flight
was taking off, but he did not even glance
at the deadline. He wished he could for-
get all about flying and fighting, killing
and being Kkilled.

Jared Roth dropped on his cot and
wished he might never have to go out
through the door again. But it was not
to be like that. There came a knock. It
was a hesitant one. Not Hurd, but an
orderly came in. His face was wooden.

“The major's compliments, sir, and
the captain will report to headquarters
immediately!”

“How did he look?” asked Jared.

“Rather grim, sir,” said the orderly,
ducking out.

Jared wasted no time. Now he would
have to do something, tell some lies on
his own. He stepped through the door
he had just been wishing he would never
have to pass again, started across the
tarmac. He felt as he had felt the first
time he had flown into actual combat—
as though he were marching to face the
executioner.

He knocked on the door of headquar-
ters. He did not usually do that. He
bit his lip, hoping the major would not
notice, and read something into his
hesitancy.

“Come in!” barked Drago’s voice. It
sounded ominous.

Jared looked swiftly back as he opened
the door. Officers and men were scat-

tered about the tarmac. He was won-
dering why they, too, were behaving
strangely. Not an officer had seemed to
notice him on the march across the field.
Most unusual. Someone always called
out to him—but not this time.

Rush Drago looked up, pushed a re-
port toward Jared Roth.

“1 suppose you've heard,” he began,
his voice cold as ice, “and perhaps would
care to change your report? There is one
plane unaccounted for.”

“1 don’'t understand, sir,” said Jared,
knowing he lied as he spoke, because he
understood all too well. “Is something
wrong?”

“Yes, and the sooner you straighten
it out, Captain, the better everybody will
feel toward you!”

“Toward me, sir?”

“Yes, you. You'll find out soon
enough. | believe you deliberately falsi-
fied your report to put someone in a bad
light, because of jealousy—"”

Jared straightened, his own face going
hard. His eyes glared into those of the
major,

“The total victories claimed by your
flight were more, by two, than you re-
ported, Captain! Two of your men
changed their reports at once, admitting
that in the excitement of battle they
could have been mistaken. That | can
accept and understand. They reported
that someone else may have fired as they
did, and so claimed the same crates they
did. There is still one crate unaccounted
for—and | find it strange that you were
absent when | sent for you and your
flight. I'm almost moved to suspect you
knew you would be found out, and were
putting off the reckoning—though 1 find
it almost impossible to believe such a
thing of the elder brother of a gallant
officer like Hurd Roth!”

Then, in a flash, it came to Jared what
had happened. His own men, realizing
the truth, knowing all about Hurd, had
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done some lying on their own—not to
protect Hurd, whom they must despise—
but to protect Jared himself. But they
hated to lie for him, and that was why,
out on the tarmac, they had chosen not
to call out to him,

“1 don't understand all this, sir,” said
Jared grimly, "but | intend to find out.
If Hurd Roth—"

"Never mind Lieutenant Roth!”
snapped Drago. “But for the fact that
I refuse to allow personalities to inter-
fere with the work of my squadron, |
would transfer Hurd Roth to another
flight—to that of Miles Purdy, who asked
for him! But I can't allow this adolescent
jealousy of yours, of your own brother,
to break up what was an excellent flight.
I may say, too, that if he were not the
junior officer in the Seventh, 1 would
give your brother command of a flight!”

Jared'’s brain whirled. He could make
nothing of all this.

"Keep that clearly in your mind, Cap-
tain!” Drago went on. “Your brother
is just the same as any other flyer in the
squadron. He gets what he merits, what-
ever you may think of it. And my ad-
vise to you is to play the game as you
always have. I've never known you to
be envious of any other member of your
flight.”

Jared had to take it. He could not deny
jealousy without giving an explanation.

“Very good, sir,” he said. “However,
there is just one thing— 1 am not chang-
ing my combat report, sir. To the best
of my knowledge and belief it is cor-
rect.”

The major’'s lips twisted in an ex-
pression of contempt. His voice was low,
almost savage, as he said, “Dismissed,
Captain! Get out!”

TTHE sky was as dark as the shadows

over Jared’'s heart as he stepped back
onto the tarmac. He stared aloft, with
the airman’s habit, to see what sort of

weather promised. He knew, before even
the first few' drops fell on the tarmac,
that a deluge of rain, guaranteed to keep
all crates on the ground, would be start-
ing shortly.

But the weather had changed no more
ill those few minutes than had the spirit
of Jared Roth. Something was terribly
wrong somewhere. Enlisted men gave
him the right of way as he marched to-
ward his hutment. They did not look at
him. Officers, pilots of his own flight,
elaborately contrived not to see him.

By heaven! Impossible as it seemed,
Captain Jared Roth was being placed in
Coventry—that aura of silence which the
sendee sometimes used, calculated to eat
the heart out of the victim.

He rolled and tossed on his bunk, both
glad and sorry of the rain that kept all
aircraft grounded on either side of the
lines. Any other time he would have
blessed this interlude. Now he didn't
know; it might be almost impossible to
stand it, piling up grisly anticipation
against the day when everybody would
know the truth, know about Hurd.

Restlessly he got up, stepped to the
door, looked out. His eyes flashed over
the now rain-drenched tarmac. He saw
two figures at the north end of the field,
walking with their heads down, deep in
conversation. He could not believe what
he saw. Those two were obviously friends.
There was no strain in their bodies as
they walked. And the two were Miles
Purdy, who had issued a challenge Hurd
had refused to accept—and Hurd Roth!

“Well, he’'s certainly doing the best he
can for himself,” Jared murmured. “He’'s
rousing everybody against me, selling
even his enemies on his worthiness. |
may have expected plenty, but never
this!”

Still, it was a relief that Hurd had got
away with it. Jared did not mind for
himself. He hated Coventry—but he could
take it.
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Then he slept, for the first time in
many hours. He slept so soundly that
the orderly must have pounded for all
of a minute on the door of his hutment.
At Jared’'s command he came in, tendered
a slip of paper.

“Major’'s compliments, sir. The cap*
tain is to study this, make his plans—to
be carried out as soon as the weather
permits.”

“I'm to report to headquarters?” asked
Jared.

“No, sir,” answered the orderly un-
comfortably. “It's all there in the paper,
sir.”

So Drago wasn't even sending for him
now! Didn’'t want to see him even in line
of duty. It seemed childish, this writing
of orders instead of verbal transmission
of commands. But he shrugged, dis-
missed the orderly, sat down to read the
order.

It listed everything the major had in
mind. It was so formal it crackled. But
in its essence it carried a terrific impact.
The Germans, according to Intelligence,
were already making use of inclement
weather to bring a huge ammunition
dump closer to the lines. It was behind
a sector—opposite Seventh Pursuit—
where for a week they had been concen-
trating the crack shock troops of the
Crown Prince.

It was imperative, since Germany had
taken care to protect the dump from ar-
tillery fire, that the dump be blown up
as soon as the rain finished—whenever
that might be. It would be the most
dangerous mission ever attempted by any
squadron. Major Drago had refused the
help of other squadrons—wishing to have
the honor of pulling off this show alone.
Therefore, the honor of the squadron was
in the hands of A Flight, which would
lead off the raid.

It would be dangerous because of many
things. The Germans would expect just
such an attack and would be lying in

wait everywhere. At the first tinkling of
a telephone bell, sending word back from
the German front lines that Spads were
a-wing, the Germans, in great numbers,
would leap aloft to guard their precious
ammunition concentration. If they did
not, and the dump were blown up, the
forces concentrated in the lines, in prepa-
ration for a terrific push, would be
starved, literally—but for bullets instead
of food. They could live without food
for their bodies, but not without food for
their guns.

Jared had a qualm of doubt before his
excitement began to rise. He could see
A Flight arrowing through great tiers
of Fokkers, Aviatiks, Albatross. It
wouldn’t take much, a light bomb dropped
in the midst of the dump, to do the job.
The problem was to get there!

But there would be those light bombs
in each crate. They could be set off at
any instant by a single bullet from a
German Spandau, or even from a Mauser
fired from the ground. One bomb thus
exploded, in the midst of a formation,
would destroy it all.

Which gave rise to the obvious plan.
The flight would penetrate the German
squadrons singly.

But then, what about Hurd ? He would
be entirely, utterly on his own. What
he did, everybody would be sure to know.
No possibility of camouflage in such a
case.

Hurd must not go, he thought, but how
can | keep himmfrom it now? I'm in the
wrong. He's put me there, 1—

His lips went tight. His orders were
plain. He stepped to the door of the hut-
ment, called for an orderly.

He said, “ If the east-end hangar is not
in use—it wasn’'t this morning—take my
compliments to the members of A Flight,
and tell them to report there immediately
to receive orders.”

“Very good, sir.”

Captain Jared Roth walked to the east-
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end hangar, let himself in, and awaited
the coming of his wingmates.

TTURD ROTH was the first to arrive.
He did not speak. It was enough
that he was there, reporting in silence.
Jared looked once, merely to identify him.
One by one the men came in. They
exchanged jokes among themselves, but
not one said a word to Captain Jared
Roth. Once Jared accidently caught the
eye of Hurd, and thought he saw in his
face—surprisingly—a look of bitter dis-
appointment. For what?

Jared checked the flight. All were pres-
ent. Calmly, he read the order, offering
no additional explanation.

When he had finished, he spoke to
them, "I am open to suggestions.”

Yesterday, and the day.before that,
they would have been bursting with sug-
gestions — more than he could possibly
use. Every flyer, of course, felt that he
could lead a flight better than his flight
leader. But not today. No one spoke.

“1 suppose, however, if you do not ap-
prove of the plan I am about to suggest,
you will offer objections?”

Still no one answered. But their at-
titude was plain. It said, “You're the
flight leader. Your job is to make plans,
ours to follow them. Don’'t expect us to
do your work for you.”

“Then,” said Jared, “ since we wall of
necessity carry small bombs, your first
step will be to equip your planes for
carrying them. This done, you will make
your own individual plans. The dump
mentioned here will be—"

He gave them grid coordinates they
would understand, could find on their
maps, and ended with, “We won’'t go
over in formation. We'll leave here to-
gether, but we’ll separate, each man for

himself, as we cross the lines. Each man
must try his best to reach the dump by
whatever way he chooses—avoiding com-
bat if humanly possible. He will retain
his bombs at all costs—until he has
reached the area indicated. He will drop
them then—unless he is shot down be-
fore. That is all, gentlemen!”

CHAPTER SIX

The Brave Die But Once!

IT WAS three days and

nights before the rain ended.

Jared had held school on his

plans. There hadn't been a
single word addressed to him in friendli-
ness. Hurd had avoided him outside of
duty.

The day came, finally, when it must
be done. The rain slacked during the
night, and men were busy working at
the tarmac to make it possible for the
wheels of Spads. Tiny bomb racks, and
triggers, had been placed on each plane.
Extra belts of ammo for Vickers were
placed in the pits.

Cold dawn again, and the first flight
in three days—also the most dangerous
to date. Seven members of A Flight,
standing beside their crates with Hissos
ticking over.

Miles Purdy was there, too.
not smiling now—just watching.

When Jared caught Purdy’s eyes,
Purdy strode forward. He held a white
paper in his hand. He gave it to Jared.
It was a sealed envelope.

“Not now,” said Purdy softly. “Read
it later. It's a bit private, you know.”

Jared stared at him, then shrugged and
stepped into the pit of his Spad.

He glanced along the line as motors

He was
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were let full out, then throttled to idle.
All A Flight was watching him. He
raised his right hand slowly, chopped it
down. From this moment on every man
of the flight was on his own. Five min-
utes later B Flight would follow, then
C Flight. He did not know their plans.
His own were enough to keep in his
head.

Approaching the lines, he looked
around for his wingmates. One of them
was heading straight east into Germany,
at five thousand. His line of flight would
take him south of the dump. Another
man was heading the same way, but once
past the archies he had dropped down
until his wheels were almost in the tree-
tops. He was traveling at top speed.
Jared studied that crate.

It was flown by Jacobs, who might go
out in a blaze of glory but would be glad
to go no matter how he went.

Jared looked around for Hurd’s crate,
but could not see it. He felt a familiar
sinking sensation. Had Hurd already
ducked out, afraid to face death even in
line of duty?

Then Jared swore, savagely, and
brought his nose up. He had his own
plan. It had a chance to succeed, even if
he were killed. He would fly up to the
ceiling of the crate, get over the dump,
and dive straight down. Let his wings
come off, let anything happen, so long as
his Spad fell straight. It would be suicide,
perhaps, but he did not give that a
thought. Moreover, he'd reach the dump
ahead of anybody else—and maybe give
his wingmates a chance to get back.

He went up swiftly until his motor
began to labor. Then he leveled off until
it hummed again sweetly, and at top
speed, nosed up once more. He was
climbing as fast as the Hisso would lift
his crate.

Nine thousand, ten, twelve. He couldn’t
go much higher. Fokkers could fly
higher—and faster—but they would be

clustered about the dump to fight off at-
tacks from the sides. Germans would not
expect any man to Kkill himself in a
straight dive.

TTE LOOKED down, when he was al-
*-1 most over the dump, and spotted
one plane fighting like a fury against half
a dozen Fokkers. It was too far away for
him to recognize the Spad. But even as
he knew it for an American plane, some-
thing happened to it.

Where it had been was a great splash
of fire. Then, falling debris, not only of
the Spad itself, but of two of the German
crates. The A Flight pilot, then, in dying,
had taken two with him on his last
journey. But he hadn’t reached the ammo
dump—or even come close.

One man gone. Had it been Hurd? No
—Jacobs, perhaps.

And then the Fokkers came for Jared,
but he did not pause to fight them off.
He was in line above the dump. He knew
it by the ferocity of the Fokker attack.
He nosed over, without hesitation, and
gave his Hisso full gun. Having planned
this, he had reinforced his wings to stand
a sustained dive—though never such a
one as he was now starting.

He looked back as he got really going,
and saw that he had left the Fokkers
standing still. He was safe from them,
anyhow.

They began shooting, but with little
hope. Diving straight down as he was,
he offered about as much target as a
falling knife would have done. Faster
and faster. His Hisso raged and screamed.
His wings danced. His flying wires—all
the extra ones he had added— shrieked
like a thousand banshees in conclave.

The earth was a black smear, far be-
low. There were wisps of white clouds
in between. They were gone the second
he saw them. Even now, he knew, if
he tried to pull out, however slowly and
carefully, he had an excellent chance of
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losing his wings. He was a goner. But
far below, winged things were beginning
to take shape—and he knew that he was
aiming his propeller truly for the dump.

When he crashed in—well, there would
be a cataclysmic flash he might see, an
explosion he would never hear. He liked
for it to be like that.

He peered through his windshield.
There was a great deal of activity down
there. A squadron of Fokkers shot across
his line of dive, straight below. Their
pilots saw him just in time, veered off.
His wingtips almost touched two of their
ships. He looked back along his fuselage,
and the Fokkers were already dots in the
sky behind him. He knew, then, that
he was falling faster—and remaining
conscious, alive—than any human being
ever had to date. What' his speed was
he could not tell. The air speed indicator
told him nothing. It had reached the
limit.

And his wings still held.

He gave his full attention to the busi-
ness at hand, directly below. Three Spads
had reached the area of the dump, but
scores of Fokkers were keeping them
away.

He saw dirt geyser aloft, below one of
the crates, and cursed. Someone had
dropped his bombs far from the proper
objectives. Dollars to doughnuts that had
been Hurd! But it didn't matter. Even
if he had got that far, he had done more
than Jared had ever expected of him.

A thought flashed through his mind.
The note Purdy had given him. He
ought to know what it contained, before
he finished his job and died. Grinning
as he thought of the impossibility of the
situation—reading a note from a man
who hated him—while diving at suicidal
speed toward an ammo dump, he flicked
open the note with his thumbnail. He
snapped a glance at the first line.

“You've got the kid all wrong.
aces—"”

He’'s

There was more of it. But, coming
from Purdy, who had made the kid back
down, his leading statement had to be
believed. Jared gasped. Maybe, after all,
this was not a brilliant, brave way to
exit from the world—and the war. Why
did he have to kill himself, without ever
reading all that note, or knowing just
what had happened to put him in Coven-
try ?

But how, at this terrific speed, could
he pull out? He tried it. His controls
seemed to be locked. But he kept at it.

He glanced to right and left, at his
wings. They were bowed back with the
terrific speed of his plunge. When he
brought the wind of his own passage—
hard now as a brick wall—against his
airfoils, the wings would never stand it

But he had to keep trying. Sweat
beaded his forehead as he fought the
stick. Had he gained another inch ? When
the air finally caught his foils, he would
be turned over on his back—if he did
not lose his wings.

Gradually he nosed up—and a miracle
happened as he lengthened his glide. The
air smashed under his wings, but did not
fold them up around his neck. For the
first time in the war a Spad had out-
dived not one Folcker but many—and
kept its wings.

But by now the dump was behind
him, and no more than a thousand feet
below. Blood was trickling down his lips
from his nose.

He looked back—just as hell broke
loose over the ammo dump! It seemed to
erupt at the sky, all at once. And out
of the mushrooming earth and trees, came
tumbling a Spad that flopped all over
the sky like a leaf.

That much Jared saw, before the out-
ward force of the hellish explosion
reached him and turned his Spad into a
jackstraw—as it was turning into jack-
straws every Fokker aloft.

Jared, trying to discover which direc-
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tion was which, while his crate spun
about, utterly out of control, whispered
a command to his wingmates, wherever
they might be.

“It's done. Get home. It's your
chance. Get home!”
And then, somehow, he leveled off

and watched the mighty explosion’s debris
settle back to earth. Fokkers were fight-
ing themselves, too. And fully a score of
them were heading straight for the Spad
that had come dancing out of the midst
of the geysered dump.

That Spad, so close to the explosion—
and left whole by a miracle—was still
rolling around, out of control. The pilot
hadn't a chance against those Fokkers.
Jared, grinning, dropped his bombs. It
made him feel better when he didn’t have
them.

Then he was moving, at tojx speed,
motor full out, to the assistance of the
Spad pilot. As he went, the Spad re-
gained control, the pilot saw his danger.
There was no way of escape. Jared knew
that not all the dump could have gone,
that there would be fire and explosions
for days. Thus the other pilot was sur-
rounded—with the erupting dump at his
back.

RED shot through the first of the
\]Acordon of Fokkers, his Vickers flam-
ing. And as he did so, the other Spad
banked. He recognized it. Hurd Roth!

A great shout of joy burst from the
throat of Jared, to be broken off sharply
when Hurd did a strange thing—he
banked and flung himself straight back
through the middle of that falling mass,
where it would be almost impossible for
anything to live! As he went he nosed up.
Then, at about fifteen hundred altitude,
he dropped his left wing and shot into
the black pall like a thrown sword. He
had, by so much, lessened the target of
the exploding dump.

Jared grinned tightly. *“If that brat
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can do it,” he told himself, “so can 11”

And with Spandaus letting go all
around him, there was nothing else to
do. He dropped his left wing down,
when he had his maximum of speed, and
shot into the maelstrom.

He looked down as he sped, hunting
for Hurd, but could see nothing— not
even the ground.

And then, he broke through. The Ger-
mans had been taken by surprise by
these two suicidal moves on the part of
mad Americans—and far ahead of him,
traveling like the wind, sped a single
Spad. It was Hurd’s.

He was a mile away from the dump
before the first Germans saw him and
gave chase. He did not even look back
after that. His eyes were glued to the
crate ahead. It flew steadily, at top
speed, homeward.

Then, nearing the lines, he remembered
again the note Purdy had given him. He
got it out, read it as he deadheaded on.

“l have the whole story, Roth, from the
kid himself. And I've something to say on
the subject. | understand you heard me ap-
parently bluff him down that night But you
didn't find out later that he came to me,
asked me to go into the woods with him,
without witnesses. He punched me in the
eye with a left. | didn't even see the right
start. | woke up later to see him sitting
with his back to a tree, regarding me
thoughtfully.

He really did get three planes his first
time over, Roth. Not only that, as soon as
he got over that sock you gave him, he got
into his crate and high-tailed it after you. If
he is yellow, then | don't know what to
make of the rest of us. As for that school-
boy stuff, are you sure he was a coward,
that he didn’'t use you because it was a
smart thing to do—in a kid's mind—to let
somebody else take the busted noses, if that
someone else were not only willing but
eager?

But this coventry business. | can see it
puzzles you. Maybe, now that you're
straight about the kid—wmo has told me

everything—YO0OU cCan find a way out your-
self.”

Jared Roth raised his eyes, tucked the
note into his flying tunic. He stared
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ahead toward Hurd's Spad with eyes
that were solemn and yet shining. . . .

He landed at the home field, waited for
his flight to return. The blowing up of
the dump, he soon knew, had cost the
lives of two men.

Jared gathered the rest about him for a
few words before they all went to Drago
to report. He looked them over.

They were grinning, strangely, as
though they had forgotten all about Cow

entry. Jared made a clean breast of
everything. He'd been mistaken about
his brother. A Flight had a right to the

truth—so he told them all. They could
take him out of Coventry or not, as they
liked.

“l didn't get wise how mistaken |
was,” he said, “until 1 knew that the
kid had been first to reach the dump,
drop his bombs—"

“Take it easy, Captain,” said one of
his newest men. “It's all right to make
a mistake, but not to hand anything to
your brother on a silver platter. He did
reach the dump, yes, but he wasn't the
first to bomb it. Perhaps you remember
pulling out—after the longest dive in
history—directly over the dump? Well,
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old man, you lost a couple of bombs that
simply couldn't hold on, gravity being
what it is! Give the kid all the credit
you care to, and he’ll deserve it, but don’t
give him any of your own! And what you
keep, my friend, will take care of Cov-
entry, unhappy suspicions, everything—
including some decoration for the
brothers Roth!”

Jared could think of nothing to say.
He looked at Hurd, who had nothing to

say, either.
“That will do,” said Jared hoarsely.
“ Dismissed. Report to headquarters to

make out your reports! Lieutenant Roth,
one moment!”

Hurd stayed behind while the others
turned away.

“Yes, Captain?” he asked softly.

“Nothing! Nothing, after all. Carry
on!”

But even though the brothers said no
more about it, ever, that day they walked
to headquarters side by side.

Jared entered first, snapped a sharp
glance at the major. The major’s lips
twitched, but being a major he wouldn’t
have smiled for all the ammo dumps in
Germany—dropped right into his lap!
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iiYou shot down my pal in
cold blood. Maybe you’ll

get me, too. But— here I

come. This is my last dog-

fight, Nippon. But it's goin’

to be my best one!”

I HAD always been accused of
getting what | wanted, even at
Pensacola, and some guys held
it against me. Like Harry
Vance, for instance. He and | had run
neck and neck in our preliminary training
right up to the Grumman Wildcats, but
when it came to the 11 G’s he couldn't
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Val was in a spot—and
I couldn’t fire at the Jap
without hitting my own
flying mate!

gl
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take it. He had a black spot in the wrong
place and his pull-outs were dynamite to
anybody within a mile of him. He almost
broke his neck twice before they gave him
the red light. | came through with flying
colors, and he seemed to resent it.

Of course there were other things, like
the way | worked myself into an assign-
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ment on the aircraft carrier, Granger,
the greatest floating tarmac in the world,
through an idea | had about operating
routine patrols. It wasn’t that | was
smart— 1 just went on the theory that
ideas don't grow unless you cultivate
them in the right places. And maybe the
way | took Harry’s girl away from him
while at the training station might have
had something to do with his distrust of
me.

“Coopy Lemons,” Harry said to me,
“some day I'm going to get even with
you.” That was before he had washed
out on Wildcats.

I thought, after that, | was rid of him,
but when | landed on the Granger, there
was Harry’s square, red head glaring at
me. He was holding down the rear bucket
of a Douglas TBD torpedo bomber.

“Hello, blight,” he greeted me as though
I was some kind of a termite. But a ter-
mite six feet tall and weighing a hundred
and seventy could be a dangerous bug.

“So they're using you for ballast,” |
quipped back, not meaning it. | remem-
bered that Harry Vance had always been
good at coordination and hell on the
camera guns.

“You pigeons do more squawking than

magpies,” Val Roberts grinned, “Save
your yaps for the Japs.”
| forgot to mention Roberts. He was a

young kid, who looked younger because
of his blue eyes. But sometimes those eyes
could turn to ice, especially across the
sights of a gun. He didn't look strong,
but he had pulled me out of the drink, off
Number Four Ramp at Pensy, when my
trainer had ducked into the brine and
knocked me cold. Since then I felt | owed
him something and always kept a close
eye on him. We got pretty close, Val and
I, like brothers.

I had no trouble with Harry for days
after that. We were all busy as hell try-
ing to find Japs and still not have them
find us. We heard about the Saratoga go-
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ing down and it made our necks burn.
We heard about the Marines landing on
the Solomons and demanded to know
what the Marines had that we didn’t have.

Commander Friesen, called “ Icicle” by
the crew, put it this way. “A carrier is a
weapon composed of a hundred kinds of
hell and can do stupendous damage to the
enemy if it strikes at the right place and
time. But it's vulnerable and must be
kept out of reach of enemy torpedoes.”

Things became grimmer as the days
went by and more long, gray cruisers and
destroyers joined our unit. We knew we
were heading close to danger. Then
Icicle called us fighter pilots into the ready
room for a conference.

He brought the orders from “airplot”
with him and talked to us earnestly for a
few minutes.

“We're going to send out you fighters
as preliminary patrols. You’'ll fly in pairs,
each taking the direction assigned to them.
We believe there is a Jap carrier and some
protecting cruisers within striking dis-
tance of our TBD's but we've got to make
sure. You must try to keep your presence
in the air unknown and if you spot any
Jap ships return at once with your report.
Don't use the radio unless it's absolutely
necessary.”

TTHERE were some more details and a

few minutes later we climbed to the
flight deck where the Wildcats were al-
ready growling deep in their throats. Val
Roberts was paired off with me and he
boomed down the chalkline first and
clawed his way up off the bow of the ship.
| scrambled after him, and we hoiked our
planes for the green sky which blended
with the water all about us.

We wound up to ten thousand and
choked down the 1200 Wasps to cut down
on the noise. We flew about a quarter of
a mile apart, from which distance we
could still signal with our wings or hands
but our exhausts didn't blend into one
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loud blast. We had to keep from being
.spotted by any ships lurking below. After
about an hour of flying S.S.W. | took
one last look at the gray water below us
preparatory to heading back for the
Granger,

Val and | were both so intent upon find-
ing something to report that we forgot the
sky above us until there was a shrill whine
and the vicious rattle of machine guns!

| felt my throat constrict and waited
for the bullets to beat into my back. | was
conscious of gripping the stick too hard,
but for a moment | couldn’t pull it toward
me. | was paralyzed, It wasn't exactly
fear; it was a sort of dismay at the sud-
denness of the attack.

But the bullets didn't come at me. |
jerked a look across the sky and felt my
chest crawl as Val's Grumman wallowed
under the beating of the Zero fighter
which was snarling across his back.

I whipped my controls across against
my knee and kicked the rudder hard. My
Wildcat did a wingstand as it verticaled
around against top rudder. 1 saw Val
slumped forward in the cockpit of his
Grumman and it looked like he was try-
ing to fix something. Then | knew he
had been hit and a choking fury swept
over me.

The Jap bellied out of his dive and
zoomed on the far side of Val Roberts,
making it impossible for me to get in a
long shot. But Val wasn’t entirely done
with fighting. He gamely pulled his Wild-
cat up, flopped over and came down with
his guns spurting flame.

Then suddenly Val's guns stopped
spouting and | knew they had been

shorted.
“Kick out, buddy. For God's sake
clear the way!” | yelled. 1 still couldn’t

get a clear shot, and the Jap was making
it harder for me.

That Jap fighter was no ordinary pilot.
He seemed to know every buzzard trick
there was. As Val's guns choked off,

the Jap did a whip-stall, walked off the
top and nosed down with his guns going
like hell.

Val's engine exploded in a sheet of
flame and | saw the kid claw his way out
of the cockpit and hit the silk. That should
have been his exit, his final bow, but the
Jap didn't think so. With fiendish skill
he whipped about and hosed cupro into
Val’'s helpless form dangling on the chute!

It might sound as though 1| hadn't
been doing anything during all this, but
I was doing all | could. The action lasted
only a fraction of a minute and the Jap
had been clever enough to keep himself in
such a position that my bullets would hit
Val if | fired my guns.

With Val gone, the Jap waggled his
wings as though in salute and gunned his
Zero toward the northeast—the direction
from which Val and | had come. | saw
that Val was dead and | could do nothing
for him. My next thought was of revenge.
I kicked my Wildcat around and poured
go-grease to the Wasp,

T JABBED out one long burst, but the
range was too far for a direct hit. |
cursed and figured out how the Jap hap-
pened to be there. Like Val and I, he must
have been sent out to scout around for
American ships. The Japs must have
suspected the proximity of the Granger
and had hoped to sneak up on it. | rea-
lized that this Jap must be knocked down
before he sighted the Granger and could
radio the news back to his own carrier.

Gradually | gained on the slower Zero.
Soon | was close enough to attack. |
nosed down a little, caught the turtle-back
of the Zero in my sights and gave out with
the Brownings.

The results were satisfactory, though
not too devastating at first. | wanted to
play around with that Nip and kill him
off slow. It's a hell of a thing to say, but
that's how | felt— 1 was so damned upset
over the death of Val Roberts.
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The first burst caused the Zero to turn
in a slow circle, but the Jap rectified about
the time | came even with him. He turned
and smashed one burstat me. | heard the
bullets ping through my cowling, smelled
the acrid odor of the tracers. | jerked
around and cut a hole through the belly
of his ship but somehow | failed to hit
him.

He turned and tried to run away again,
toward the Granger. He was game
enough, and he gained some speed by los-
ing altitude. | gritted my teeth and went
after him again, hate still boiling in me. |
smashed out my next burst too soon, but
it damaged his elevators and the next
moment he was diving sharply for the
water.

I followed him down, suspecting a trick.
Far ahead | caught the smoke of a de-
stroyer—one of ours. If the Nip had seen
it, he would be radioing back the informa-
tion this minute. |1 must stop him.

But as | zoomed down on him | saw
that he had his hands full trying to steady
his Mitsubushi Zero. He managed to
flatten a little and | noticed he had the
greenhouse open. At the shock of hit-
ting the water, he seemed to catapult from
the cockpit. For a moment he was lost
in a volcano of water and foam, but as |
swung back over him | saw that his rub-
ber raft had already popped out and he
was clinging to it.

It was then | had to battle with myself.
Every fiber of my being cried out for me
to kill him, every surge of my pulse
shouted the word, “ Kill—kill—kill. .. .”
My thumb settled against the gun button
as | craved revenge for the way he had
killed Val.

But my better judgment prevented the
mistake. A live Jap prisoner from a car-
rier lurking in these waters would be
worth ten thousang dead ones. If he could
be made to talk, he might save us the loss
of a thousand men, the carrier and some of
the supporting cruisers and destroyers.
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I told myself too that there would be
little satisfaction in killing a rat lying help-
less in the sea. If | did that | would put
myself down to his level and be what I
hated him for being—a murderer. But
far back in my brain lurked the sly hope
that 1 might somehow contrive to kill him
later in a fair fight.

Then | headed my plane for the plume
of smoke on the horizon and, wheeling in
for the wind, | settled toward the stern
of the Granger. | caught the signal offi-
cer's paddles against the white spot and
nosed in blind for the deck. | cut my
motor at the signal and saw the hot-pap-
pas standing by with their fire squashers,
but I made a normal landing and felt the
arresting cable snag the hook.

Icicle happened to be on the bridge.
When | reported to my squadron leader
that | had knocked down a prisoner and
gave the location, a talker relayed the
information to the bridge. Icicle was so
tickled he congratulated me there and
then.

“1 never hoped for such luck, Lemons,”
Icicle said over the speaker. “I'll have
him picked up at once. Thank God you
didn’t kill him—"”

“Not that | didn’'t want to, sir,” | said
grimly, thinking of how Val Roberts had
died.

“1 understand,” Icicle said, pulling his
long nose.

T ATER | was sitting under the pro-

peUer rack on the hangar deck to the
right of the plane elevator, enjoying a fag.
There were some other men lounging on
the steel deck while some plane handlers
were hoisting a TBD topside.

Suddenly Harry Vance legged up to me,
his face as flushed as his red hair, and his
big fists balled. | never knew, until then,
how much Harry had thought of Val
Roberts.

“Damn you, Coopy,” Harry snarled at
me, “you’re still a sly weasel!”
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The hair stiffened on my neck and |
rose slowly to my feet. | was taller than
Harry, but not as heavy.

“What do you mean by that?” | asked,
a little puzzled.

“1 mean you let Val Roberts die just
so you could capture the Nip alive. You
knew it would be a feather in your hat,
so you didn’t try to kill him. You let him
live long enough to kill Val—"

I saw red then. “You're a damned
liar!” 1 bellowed.

The hangar deck seemed to come alive
as the men rose and edged toward us. |
ducked a little too slow and Harry’s first
blow got me on the side of the head,
knocking my teeth loose. That made me
all the madder. 1 lunged in, threw my fist
at the red splotch of his face and felt my
knuckles explode against his mouth.

Harry lost his balance and fell back
against the slanting bulkhead, ending up
in a cubbyhole cut back into the steel wall.
He looked sort of funny and the rest of
the men haw-hawed him, which didn't
help his disposition any.

Before Harry could get back into ac-
tion a crew chief lunged in between us
and cried: “You crazy galoots, you can't
fight here. Do you want to be caged for
the duration ? Bust it up!”

That was good common sense and |
walked off, leaving Harry behind to glare
at me.

HTHE NIP prisoner was brought aboard
from a destroyer after dark. They
had found him serenely smoking in the
rubber raft. How he had kept his tobacco
dry is a mystery. He proved to be a
graduate of an American university and
spoke English better than most of us.
Commander Icicle Friesen called me up
to his quarters later, when he was ques-
tioning the Jap pilot, wishing to check up
on some of the Nip’s statements. The Nip
refused to admit that he had murdered
Val in cold blood.

As | sat across from him in the small
room my fingers itched to tear into his
short, brown throat. There he was, a prod-
uct of our American education, flying
planes the design of which had been stolen
from our own planes and using guns either
bought in America or designed after such
guns—and he was smiling at us disdain-
fully.

| realized, as | looked at him, that we
Americans had been fools long enough.
We had showered Tokyo and Yokohama
with food and money after their disastrous
earthquakes, and ail for this—that they
might spit on us and tell us we were fools.

"You deserve no mercy, Kobioko,” 1
told him grimly. “You shot a man who
couldn’t defend himself.”

“You are fools, you Americans,”
Kobioko said with a lift of his flat eyes.
“This is war, and a dead pilot cannot
rise up to fight again. If you think I will
tell you the truth, you might as well Kill
me.”

“We don't fight like that,” Icicle said
calmly. “You know th?" Americans don’t
kill for pleasure so yc.. can afford to be
brave. However, we might borrow some
of your countrymen’s ‘civilized’ methods
of getting information.”

Kobioko grinned his foolish grin and
shrugged. “As my countrymen say,
shigata ga ttai—it can’t be helped.”

Icicle went on patiently, “1 could have
you shot for Killing a prisoner of war. A
pilot who has bailed out of his doomed
ship unarmed must he considered as
such.”

“1'd love to do the shooting,” | put in
fiercely, and Kobioko gave me a venomous
look.

“What do you wish to know?” the Jap
said flatly.

“lIs there a carrier out there to the
southeast of us?”

“Do you think I came from a planet?”
Kobioko replied. “ Of course there's a
carrier.”
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“Where is its general location?”

“They move continually. How can |
tell where it is?”

“How many naval vessels are in the
unit?”

“Enough to send all of your pitiful task
force to the bottom,” Kobioko said arro-
gantly.

More questioning drew the same mean-
ingless answers, and finally Icicle gave up
in disgust. He ordered the Jap stripped
of all his personal effects, including
tobacco, and put on a bread-and-water
diet.

As | left the room, Icicle muttered,
“ It would be worth ten years of my life to
surprise that carrier and sink her.”

I remembered the words and the way
he had said them, and my mind began to
function.

GPHE NEXT morning we failed to sight

A the Jap carrier on our early patrol,
and though it seemed logical that the
Japs would send out planes to search for
the missing pilot, they must have been
afraid such action would endanger their
position.

After patrol 1 went up to talk to Icicle
personally and beg permission to visit
Kobioko and batter the truth out of him.
All the night before | had dreamed about
Val and how helpless he had looked dang-
ling on the chute with Jap bullets punctur-
ing him. | wasn't sure just what | would
do if I got with Kobioko alone.
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Icicle seemed to think the same thing,
and at first refused to grant my request.

“We haven't got time to fool with him,”
| insisted. “If we're going to contact his
carrier we've got to do it soon. I've got
a hunch they’'re about to rendezvous with
some Jap warships somewhere ahead of
us.”

“ Suppose you can't make him talk?”

“1 can try.”

“And kill him maybe.” Icicle looked at
me shrewdly as he said this.

Finally he gave me some confidential
advice and finished by giving me the green
light on the conference with the Nip. It
wasn’'t going to be any ordinary conversa-
tion, | made sure of that. | still had a
score to settle with the yellow dog and |
wanted to do it my way, alone and with-
out interference.

I wore my sidearm—a Colt automatic
—as | prepared for the visit. Thinking |
might be called for patrol while in the cell
with Kobioko I dressed in my full flying
togs, including my Mae West and goggles
—everything but my chute. Then | in-
tercepted the galley slave who was bring-
ing the bread and water to Kobioko and
offered to take it in myself.

The cell in which Kobioko was kept
was a small storeroom at one end of the
hangar deck. There was no regular guard
before the door because it was locked;
besides, a man could hardly escape from a
ship manned with two thousand crew
members.
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I let myself into the storeroom and
didn't bother to lock the door behind me.
Kobioko looked up quickly and the hate
in his eyes turned to surprise at finding
me there. He looked me over quickly,
careful not to let his eyes dwell too long
on my automatic.

“So. You have come to kill me,” he
said angrily.
“1 wish | could. But we Americans

like to give a man a chance. I'm giving
you one. Where is the approximate loca-
tion of your carrier now?”

“1 told you before; I don't know.”

“That's a lie, Kobi,” | said. “This is
the way we cure liars.” | stepped for-
ward and struck him-across the mouth
with the back of my hand.

His breath hissed in and if ever hate
crawled in a man’s eyes and flesh, it
crawled over the Jap. The insult to his
pride was much worse than the pain of the
blow. 1 knew how the Nips dreadqd los-
ing face. They must always appear to be
heroes, even if they are cowards under-
neath,

m “You shall regret this,” he snarled.

I laughed at him and his anger in-
creased. “I'll take my chances on that,” |
said. “Tell me where your carrier was
heading and how many ships were in
the force.”

“You're wasting your breath.”

I struck'him harder this time and he fell
back against a box, but quickly regained
his feet. | lit a cigarette with maddening
deliberation and blew smoke into his face.
I saw the hunger for tobacco grip his
throat, but he was too desperately angered
to admit of such trivial things.

“That's just a sample,” 1 warned him,
“Next time I'll knock your teeth out.”

T JEERED him, goaded him. | wanted
A to break his neck, but | didn't, for |
remembered Icicle’s advice. | lost one
smoke and in trying to light another the
match flipped out of my hand and fell'on

the deck. | stepped past Kobioko and bent
down. | felt something tug at my hip
and when he whipped around there was
the Jap crouching like an animal near the
door, my automatic bulging angrily from
his fist.

“1 told you you are a fool,” he said
slowly.

| stiffened and forced a smile. “You
wouldn’t dare shoot me,” | told him. “At
the sound of the shot the whole crew
would come running.”

“You insult my intelligence. I'll not
shoot you unless you force me to. Get out
of your clothes!”

| undressed, trying to appear awkward
so that he would think | was afraid. He
managed to squirm into my rig by chang-
ing the gun from one hand to the other,
but to make sure | didn't attack him, he
made me turn my back and hang by my
hands from a beam at the back of the
room.

I got a glimpse of him as he slipped
through the door. For a Jap he was taller
than average and though my clothes were
too long for him, the ankle straps held
the legs in place and the Mae West held
the rest of it close about him. | noticed
that he held the automatic hidden under
the Mae West and, with the goggles down,
he was quite effectively disguised.

I gave him time enough to make the
ladder to the main deck before I dropped
to my feet and hurried through the door.
From here on | couldn’t afford to lose a
minute. There was no chance for donning
another flying suit. 1| rushed out in my
dungarees and undershirt and lunged for
the ladder.

As | piled topside | heard Harry Vance
screaming behind me, “ Coopy turned the
Nip loose! Stop him—"

| didn’'t hear any more. As | reached
the flight deck | saw an old Grumman
shooting off the tune-up line. 1 fought
my way through the confused mechanics
who had been driven back by Kobioko’s
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gun. There was one more Grumman idling
over and | scrambled aboard just as |
was.

I boomed off without waiting for clear-
ance. | heard the chief mechanic yelling
something at me, but I couldn’t make out
just what it was,

I wound up fast and took out after the
Jap. He was making a bee-line toward
the southeast, never looking back, and |
felt a glow of relief when | realized |1 had
guessed right. The Nip’s bravery had left
him, and he was so thankful at being free
that he would head directly for his car-
rier and report the location of the Gran-
ger.

I chuckled softly to myself and lifted up
another thousand. Kobioko’s Wildcat was
without radio— 1 Had checked that. It
was an old ship ready for the scrap heap,
but still able to fly and fight so long as
nothing failed because of the action of
the salt water.

| reached for my own radio plug and
then a cold chill gripped me. My ship
had no radio! It must have been taken out
for checking. Or could it be that | had
the wrong ship? Did Kobioko have the
ship with the radio? If he had he would
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broadcast the position of the Granger as
soon as he could contact his carrier.

For a moment 1 felt whipped. | gunned
the Wasp determined to stop the Jap at all
costs. | had two reasons for wanting to
kill him now, and | had to kill him fast
if at all.

It took me some time to reach a spot
over him and make the attack. | held my
eyes on the sights as | felt the Wildcat
pick up speed. The Jap’s plane grew in
the sights, and | could see with it the
bloody face of Val Roberts cheering me
on.

| had deliberately planned for this mo-
ment— this chance to kill Val's murderer
on equal terms. But the Jap didn't want
to be killed. 1 got in one burst which hit
a wing but failed to slow him up. Before
I could turn and get into position for an-
other shot, he was out ahead of me again,
steadily forging in the same direction.

| screamed after him, thumbs tight, eyes
steady. My tracer crept along the back of
the Wildcat below me and then the Jap
slipped off the groove and kept on going.
Cursing, I made the mistake of trying to
bluff him into turning and zoomed across
his nose.
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I ran right into a burst of bullets which
clawed through my pit like hailstones
fresh from hell. 1 felt my right arm go
numb. Pain raked across my back. | had
a hard time- trying to keep my right foot
in the rudder boot.

“Damn you to hell, here’s one for Vall!”
| -screamed, and wheeling tightly | bored
in with a deflection shot.

At first | thought the hit he had scored
on my cockpit had given him courage, for
he slipped around to charge me, but soon
I saw he had other reasons for feeling
cocky. Three Zero fighters were buzzing
up from the surface mists, and far below
| saw the dim outlines of the Jap carrier.

I began to suspect that my plan had
gone haywire. | was in a spot from which
escape seemed impossible. By now
Kobioko had certainly radioed the posi-
tion of the Granger to the Japs. For one
moment of revenge | had jeopardized
thousands of lives. . <.

But all this was swept from my mind
as | saw Kobioko’s plane heading straight
for me. | saw his monkeylike face behind
the windscreen. | didn’t think of dodging.
I pumped out death and saw his prop
splinter, saw holes punch through his
windscreen. Then | caught a glimpse of
his ugly smile being blotted out by blood.

I lifted my Wildcat over his doomed
plane and felt a sensation akin to drunk-
enness over having killed him. Squaring
off for the attack of the other Zeros, |
was stunned to see them diving in a vain
attempt to stop ten Yank torpedo bombers
which were roaring down upon the
trapped carrier.

NPHE NEXT half hour was one of heil-
® ish confusion, and though my guns
were empty | hung around to see the
show and follow the TBD’s home. Some
of the fighters managed to get into the air,
but four of our torpedoes made direct hits
upon the Nip carrier, leaving the fighters
with no place to land.

Back on the Granger>Harry Vance did
a lot of crowing. “ 1 saw the Nip escape
and got the TBD's into action,” he kept
saying. Everyone was too thrilled with
the victory to dispute him at the time.
Harry even seemed to find some affection
for me, declaring that if it hadn’t been for
me he would never have had the chance to
become a hero.

But later, after having had my flesh
wounds taken care of, | was alone with
Icicle in his quarters and smoking one of
his finest cigars.

He grinned across at me and said: “ Do
you think I'll be suspected of having a
hand in the business, Lemons? It cer-
tainly wasn't very conventional naval
strategy— "

“1'll take the rap for it, sir,” | offered.
I was guilty.

“Rap, hell!” he exploded. “It was a
fine piece of figuring on your part. You
had to be able to understand the Jap’s

psychology.”

“l1 was scared for a minute when |
found my radio missing,” | admitted rue-
fully.

“We decided to take the radios out of
both ships at the last moment, fearing the
Jap might take the wrong one. He had to
believe he was making a legitimate escape
or he wouldn’'t have headed straight for
his carrier,” Icicle explained.

“1 wasn't expecting the TBD's so soon,
either.”

“Had 'em keep you in sight, Lemons,
It meant faster action and greater sur-
prise. I'll have to report this whole action
as stemming from your negligence while
visiting the prisoner, but in view of the
circumstances I'll recommend your offense
be overlooked and you be given a decora-
tion instead.”

“Never mind the medal,” | protested.
“Give it to Harry Vance. All I wanted
was the hide of that Jap jackal—and I've
salted it down in Davey Jones’ smoke-
house !”



If you have an aero query that has been puzzling yon, fire away and we’ll try to answer

it here.

I would like to become an Army Flying
Cadet, bnt since | wear glasses | understand
that my chances are pretty slim. 1 use
glasses only for reading purposes, though.
Is there any way | can become a military
flyer? Earl Just, Bronx, N. Y.

Unfortunately, the Army Air Force is
not accepting for flight training candi-
dates who wear glasses, unless their vision
is 20/20 without corrective lenses. You
can, however, become a glider pilot. Your
vision must still be good, of course, but
applicants wearing glasses are accepted.
After completing the course, there’s a
good chance of being commissioned.

From all the pictures of the Republic
P-47 1've seen, it appears that six wing
machine guns are fitted. And yet I've read
that the ship is the most heavily armed
fighter in the world. 1 would like to know
if it carries any synchronized guns, and
whether or not it is fitted with a super-
charger. William Yerkow, Keyport, N. J.

I havE had opportunity to inspect the
P-47 quite thoroughly and can tell you
that it mounts more than six guns. The
blast tubes of only six are apparent, but
there are others set in the leading edge
of the wing outer panels. Because of
military restrictions, however, it would
probably be unwise to state here the
exact number and caliber of guns. | can

All questions will be answered in the order in which they are received.

tell you, though, that one pilot on landing
had neglected to cut out the gun relay
and that by mistake he squeezed the
stick-top trip. Bullets from the plane
ripped into the garage and almost tore
it to shreds before the pilot realized what
was happening! There is also a super-
charger, a huge one, of the turbo type,
driven by exhaust fumes, but | cannot tell
you its location—also because of secrecy.

In magazine articles I've noticed that ref-
erence is often made to mock-ups. Can you
tell me what a mock-up is and and how it
is used? Joel Horowitz, Brooklyn, N. Y.

Roughly speaking, there are two types
of mock-ups used in aircraft manufacture,
one for making plaster-casting molds and
the other for placement purposes on a
new plane—though any model or dummy
structure can be called a mock-up. As
a general rule, however, when a writer
mentions a mock-up he is referring to a
dummy airplane. Before a plane is built,
the experimental section makes one full-
size model of the ship in wood. By
utilizing this, engineers can place various
installations and be sure that their calcu-
lations are correct. Also, production men
can make various breakdowns, so that
necessary parts can be built for construc-
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tion purposes. All this might sound con-
fusing, but, simply, a mock-up is actually
nothing but a full-size model used to
make the whole job a little easier and to
check up on the calculations of engineers.

The Wright Brothers made the first air-
plane flight in history, but | wonder if you
eould tell me who made the absolute first
flight? Leonard Gordon, Chicago, 111

The very first successful venture into
the air was in 1783, and the man who
made the ascent was Francois Pilatre des
Roziers. Stephen and Joseph Montgolfier
made the balloon, which was constructed
of paper with linen lining. It was 74
feet high and 48 feet in diameter. The
bottom opening was 15 feet across, sur-
rounded by a wickerwork gallery three
feet broad. Des Roziers made several
“captive” flights, and on November 21,
17S'3, he and the Marquis d'Arlandes
undertook the first “free” flight. The
balloon rose to a height of about 3,000
feet and flew for approximately one and
three-quarter miles before finally coming
down.

I would like to know why dive-bombers
are fitted with diving brakes. If you put
brakes on a plane it makes it slower, and
I always thought that dive-bombers were
supposed to dive at a very high speed.
Hollis Mawson, Rochester, N. Y.

Dive-bombers are supposed to plunge
at a high rate of speed, yes; but if they
go too fast the pilot has no control and
cannot aim with accuracy. That's the
reason for diving brakes. The main ad-
vantage of dive-bombers is not necessarily
the speed attained in the dive, but that
the ship can be used with greater ac-
curacy, as a rule, than high-level bombers.
Too, they are used for demoralizing ef-
fects, as by/the Germans during the

Battles of Poland and France. Both the
U. S. Army and Navy have dive-
bombers—and have used them well

against the Japs—but the British are still

not “sold” on the idea and have no true
dive-bombers in service.

I've seen various figures on the number
of guns installed in the Defiant, but these
figures differ greatly. Could you tell me
exactly how many guns are mounted and
where they are? Joe Micals, St. Albans, N. Y.

There has probably been more prop-
wash written about the number of guns
on the Defiant than on any other job.
Some say that it has a total of 21, and
others say that there are up to six turret
guns and from four to eight wing guns.
But none of these are accurate. The
machine has only four guns—and they
are mounted in the rear power-operated
turret. There are no guns provided for
the pilot, and the gunner is usually a
commissioned officer and in command of
the ship. The Defiant was developed as
a night fighter and it saw its first combat
action during the Battle of Norway. Be-
cause of this rear armament, the Ger-
mans had to evolve new tactics in order
to fight against it.

What happened to all those Curtiss P-
36A Mohawks that were shipped from this
country right before France was defeated—
and what about those that were in active
service when the French eventually gave in
to the Nazis? Also, | would like to know if
our Army is using the P-36A for fighting
purposes. Samuel Bucher, Philmont, N. Y.

Scores of Mohawks are still down in
Martinique, according to all reports.
They were shipped that far before the
fall of France, and then it was useless to
try to take them any farther. It is also
reported that the Nazis were using some
of these craft, which were turned over
to them by the French, for operations'
against the British. No, the P-36A is no
longer being used by the Army for fight-
ing purposes. As far as | have been able
to determine, they have not been used
at all by our forces, but it's possible that
there were a few in the Philippine Islands.
The Filipino Air Force used old Boeing
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P-26A’s against the Japs, and there's a
possibility that they also had a few P-
36A’s. The P-40 series craft are merely
more refined versions of the P-36A, how-
ever, and they are very definitely in serv-
ice.

Can yon tell me anything about the de
Havilland Mosquito bomber? This is one
British plane about which 1 haven’'t been
able to dig up any information. Leo Strieby,
Sheboygan, Wis.

You haven't been able to find out any-
thing about the Mosquito because it's
an entirely new ship; as a matter of fact,
data came through on it only recently. It
has a span of 54 feet 2 inches, a length of
40 feet 9y2 inches, a height of 15 feet
3 inches, Armanent consists of four
20mm. cannon and four .303 caliber ma-
chine guns. Classed as a reconnaissance-
bomber, it is built entirely of wood and
appears somewhat similar to the Beau-
fighter. The top speed of the Mosquito
is still a military secret, but their pilots
while raiding have outrun Focke-Wulf
Fw. 190 fighters which have a top speed
of 375 m.p.h.

I would like to have the records of the
highest aces of the first World War. These
are for a school composition, and 1 would
appreciate it if you could dig them up for
me. Douglas Pearson, Pontiac, Mich.

Highest-ranking First World War aces
were: Richthofen, 80 victories; Fonck,
75 victories; Mannock, 73 victories;
Bishop, 72 victories; Collishaw, 68 vic-
tories ; Udet, 62 victories; McCudden, 58
victories; Lowenhardt, 56 victories;
Barker, 53 victories; Fulland, 53 victo-
ries ; Guynemer, 53 victories; Proctor, 52
victories. Captain Eddie Rickenbacker, of
course, was the greatest American ace,
with 25 confirmed victories.

What's the difference between the PBY-5
and the PBY-SA? They are both called
Catalina, and | don’'t quite get it. Ernie
Aaron, Chattanooga, Tenn.

The PBY-5A is merely an amphibian
version of the PBY-5 dying boat. They
have the same dimensions, use the same
engines, and have the same performance,
so there is really no reason to have two
names. Of course, they are both built by
Consolidated. They are also used by the
British, and the Russians have a similar
machine.

Can you tell me if our manufacturers ever
reached that 60,000 plane quota for 1942,
and whether they will be able to turn out
123,000 in 1943? That's an awfully large
order. I've never seen aetnal production
figures, Ben Johnson, Birmingham, Ala.

And you probably won’t see production
figures, either. Our Army doesn’'t want
the Axis to know how many planes we've
turned out, for understandable reasons,
but a few months ago, according to re-
ports, we were well ahead of the schedule.
That 60,000 figure, you know, included
all types and not only combat models.
Cargo planes, liaison ships, personnel
transports, and all others were included.
As to this year, that is also something
that cannot be discussed.

A short time ago | saw pictures of the
Japanese Zero in the newsreel, and | was
amazed at the striking similarity to the
Focke-Wulf Fw. 190. Do you think that
it's a copy of that German type? Robert
Salmon, San Francisco, Calif.

Yes, there is a very definite similarity,
but from comparing detailed drawings
and photographs of the two planes it is
easy to see that they are not identical.
As far as copying is concerned, the Fw.
190 itself appears to be a cross between
the Curtiss P-36A and the Vultee Van-
guard !

INVEST IN FREEDOM—-BUY WAR BONDS!
TOP THAT 10%



BABIES CAN

The giant of death

which can outblits

anything Nazi-made

— the Flying Fort-
ress!

FROM the blood-soaked soil of
Hunan Province of the scarred
ruins of industrial France and
the Rhineland, American air-
men are blasting the Nipponazis to hell.
In a cold-blooded, methodical way they
are forcing the totalitarian pirates to give
ground in the air, to sacrifice their best
equipment, to withdraw desperately
needed first-line sky forces from other
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fronts in the fruitless task of defense.
The Gilbert and Marshal Island deeds
will always demand a page in history
books, because of the havoc that was
wrought there by Yank airmen; the Coral
Sea and Midway will demand chapters
for the defensive actions which proved in
reality to be offensive blows; the Solomon
Islands campaign will demand a section
to explain fully the dynamic first planned
offensive carried out against the Japs.
But the initial days of battle in the
Philippine Islands will always stand fore-
most in the annals of American courage,
side by side with Bunker Hill, Valley
Forge and the Second Battle of the
Marne. For there, with the barest of for-
midable equipment and the smallest num-
ber of troops, American air and land
forces held the enemy at bay for weeks,
utterly destroying his timetable of blood
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lust. And one of the outstanding flights
of that outstanding campaign was that in
which the Army Air Forces captain,
Hewett T. Wheless, acted as pilot of a
Boeing B-17 Flying Fortress heavy
bomber.

Operating from the island of Min-
danao on a Sunday, five Flying Fortresses
winged toward Legaspi Gulf on the lower
tip of Luzon to attack Japanese trans-
ports which were landing troops on the
Philippines. The enemy had a compara-
tively large fleet in the Gulf, and it was
up to the bombers to destroy as many
of the vessels as possible.

After covering only approximately 100
miles of their 400-mile route to the Gulf,
the flight ran into very bad weather and
the pilots were forced to fly on instru-
ments. Then, at 14,000 feet altitude, Cap-
tain Wheless’ number two engine over-
heated to such an extent that it stopped
running completely. He dropped out of
the formation and descended to a lower
altitude, but the crew got the ailing power
plant working again and they were able
to proceed toward their destination.

In commenting on the flight, Captain
Wheless said, after the defective engine
had started running again, “We lost the
others and so | figured that I might get
there first. Qf course, the Japs had pur-
suit ships on the ground and | knew that
I'd have to get in and out before they got
me. | was also figuring on protection of
the clouds to dodge the pursuits after-
ward, me with a bum number two en-
gine.”

The Fortress continued on toward Le-
gaspi, keeping about 50 miles out to sea.
They were on top of a cloud layer and
were trying desperately to find an open
spot. And .even though the ground was
still blanked out by the low-hanging
clouds, Wheless ordered the bomb-bay
doors opened and the bombsight set up
for use. They were at 9,500 feet and
approximately five miles from the ob-
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jective, according to the captain’s calcula-
tions.

Then they received still one more lucky
break, for immediately over the target
there was a hole in the clouds and Wheless
was able to observe the objective— six Jap
transports lined up near the shore.

The other Fortresses had already paid
their visit and Wheless knew that this
time the Japs would be ready and would
not be caught by surprise, as they prob-
ably had been by the four-plane initial
attack. At 2:25 p.m . he ordered his bom-
bardier to line up the transports according
to orders and regardless of opposition.

In describing what happened, Captain
Wheless said, “There the target was,
waiting for us to go in, when the rear
gunner told me: ‘Two squadrons of pur-
suits are coming along. One’'s on the
right and one’s on the left,’

“l said: ‘Open fire as soon as you
think they're in range. We're going in
now.’

“1 could have turned around, of course,
and dived back into the clouds. But I
was in position for the run and | figured
I might just as well get rid of the bombs.
Meanwhile, the first two of the Japs—
pursuits, with the red ball of the Rising
Sun on them—came in from the sides.
A gunner on each side got them. The
gunners were holding their fire until the
Japs were close; then they let go. The
Japs came right into the fire and prob-
ably we delayed too long because a third
Jap was coming in directly into our tail.

“They were flying in for us fast and
bullets were striking the fuselage. Our
bottom guns—the tunnel guns—were
going and bullets were coming past me,
so | had no doubt that there was some-
body behind them who didn’t like us. But
I was going in; it took, | guess, about
thirty seconds when the bombardier called
up: ‘Bombs away! Bomb-bay doors
closed! Kick them in the behind!

“1 made for the cloud cover then.”
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\ FTER the bombardier had dropped
his bombs, anti-aircraft fire caught
the Fortress and shot out the number two
engine. The plane slipped off in that
direction and dropped to 3,500 feet.

As the machine turned back on its
homeward journey, a running fight be-
tween the bomber and 18 Japanese Zeros
and fighters that looked like Messer-
schmitts continued for 75 miles.

During the first minutes of the fight,
the radio operator was Kkilled, the en-
gineer’'s right hand was shot off and one
gunner was crippled. Also, one engine was
shot out, one gas tank was hit, the radio
was shot off and the oxygen system was
entirely destroyed. Out of 11 control
cables, all but four were shot away. The
rear landing wheel was blown off com-
pletely, and the two main landing wheels
were shot flat.

The Fortress moved away from the
base fairly fast, considering all that it
had suffered.

Williams, one of the gunners, had
his thigh split from the knee to the hip
by an explosive bullet. He had been
operating the top gun, and when he was
hit he was knocked to the floor and
couldn’t stand up, although he continued
to try to get up to the gun. A tourni-
quet was put on his leg after they finally
escaped the enemy. The other gunner—
Sgt. Russell Brown, now nicknamed “All
Guns”—although slightly wounded in the
wrist, manned all of the rear guns. He
jumped back and forth like a madman
and personally accounted for four Japs for
certain, and possibly more. The engineer,
whose hand had been shot off, also
operated a gun, steadying it as well as
possible with one hand.

Members of the crew said that bullets
were everywhere, like swarms of red-hot
bees. They flowed up from the rear of the
ship and shot past Wheless and his co-
pilot. But due to the strength of the armor
plate at their backs neither was scratched,

although the dashboard was *“ pretty well
tinkered up.”

The fight continued until the remaining
Japanese pursuit ships had exhausted
their ammunition and were forced to turn
back. The number four gas tank was
leaking badly and had lost about 200 gal-
lons of fuel, Wheless also had to cut out
his number one engine, because of the
damage it had suffered. And to make it
worse, the number three engine was smok-
ing badly. That left only one good en-
gine and one damaged engine to pull a
plane that normally used four!

T1ECAUSE of the damage to the con-

trol cables, Wheless was able to fly
only straight, w'ithout turning or banking.
And by the time he had reached the
home base back in Mindanao, one of the
two remaining engines had run out of
gas. There they were, without fuel or
daylight, to circle around until the ground
crew had time to remove the barricades
which had been set up to keep Jap planes
from landing unexpectedly!

Even though the captain felt certain that
the landing gear was next to useless, he
let the wheels down. He said that he
couldn’t risk a belly landing, because there
was no way of strapping the wounded
down.

It had to be a crash landing.

It was too dark to see anything but
a dim outline of the field, but because
of lack of gas the Fortress had to come
in anyway. They broke off the top of
a palm tree in making the approach, and
then the wheels touched. The ship skid-
ded along on its flat tires, which the
captain had locked, and then suddenly
stopped and went up on its nose.

“When we got back the plane looked
like a sieve,” Wheless said, “but the
holes just gave us more fresh air inside.
These babies— Boeing B-17 Flying Fort-
resses—can take it, and they certainly
live up to their reputation!”



AT 8,500 feet above the

scorched sands of Libya, Flight

Lieutenant Ainslee’s hands

suddenly tightened on his

plane’s controls. Four Messerschmitts

were running down on him in a neatly
executed surprise attack!

It had never happened to him before,

and Ainslee thought dryly that it would

“Have a good time, Heinie.

Yuh got me where you want me.

never happen again. For as surely as he
was alive now, he would be a dead pigeon
within the next few minutes.

The lads back at Fighter 12 had always
looked up to him as a flyer who at all
times demonstrated the perfect blend of
caution and daring. He planned care-
fully before going into action. Always he
made sure that the various factors added

But

remember— some day my bullets will be chasin’ you down from the
sky~-an’ then it’ll be my turn to laugh!”
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up and fitted together—and always the
lads of B Flight had come out on top.

There was only a single individual who
refused to look at Ainslee’s method and
record from the positive side. The chap’s
name was Redworth, and he was leader
of D Flight—which until Ainslee’s pro-
motion, had held the high bracket in the
combat record of Fighter 12. Redworth
had been openly critical of Ainslee’s bat-
tle tactics. On more than one occasion
his words had carried the bitterness of
malice.

Ainslee had tried to ignore Redworth’s
insinuations and criticisms, but as the
Messerschmitts leaped down on him he
was thinking of the other flight lieutenant.
He remembered an incident that had
happened a few nights before.

' The flyers had finished dinner, and
they were gathered in the steel and can-
vas lounge that adjoined the mess tent.
Redworth was monopolizing the conver-
sation, giving forth his views on the
proper mental approach to sky combat.

“It's purely a matter of courage,” he
was saying. “Either a man has it, or
he lacks it. There’s no in-between mark.”

Another flyer said, “But don’t you feel
that a proper amount of caution is neces-
sary? Don’t you agree that there are
such considerations as adequate planning
and strategy?”

“ Nonsense,” Redworth answered.
“Sky combat is waged on open battle-
ground. There’s no such thing as cover
and geographical handicap. There's only
the factor of individual bravery. The
toughest pilot wins out—always.”

“And caution is out of the picture?”
the other flyer prodded.

“ Precisely,” Redworth said. He sipped
at a Scotch and soda and went on, “ Of
course | know what all this will lead to.
You chaps will jolly well gang up on me
and bring up the subject of Flight Lieu-
tenant Ainslee—and the phenomenal suc-
cess he’s currently enjoying. You'll tell

me that Ainslee is an enthusiastic expo-
nent of the wary-and-careful school of
fighting. You’'ll challenge me to explain
the fine record his flight has marked
up;”

“You're a good prophet,” the other
flyer told him. * Suppose you meet the
challenge.”

Redworth took a long gulp of his drink,
then placed the empty glass upon a nearby
table.

“1'll be glad to. And the explanation is
S0 easy, SO obvious, that it's almost ab-
surd. The only reason for the success of
Ainslee’s flight is that his pilots are in-
dividually brave. Let's consider them for
a moment. There's Gannon, from South
Africa—transferred ,to this sector only
three months ago after a magnificent
showing in Channel warfare. And Lun-
ning, formerly of the famous Fighter
91 in northern Scotland. Also Drayton,
with his record of thirty-seven victories.
And Hummond, Neddington and Price.
Aces, all of them. Hard and fierce and
gallant. It stands to reason that the
flight as a whole is going to enjoy a long
list of triumphs.”

The other flyer frowned slightly and
asked, “But don’'t you think that Ains-
lee’s leadership has something to do
with it?”

“Emphatically not,” Redworth replied.
“In fact, I'd say that his flight would do
even better if it were not for his—cau-
tion. I'll go even farther than that. I'll
say that B Flight is not successful because
of their leader—but in spite of him.”

TTHE remark was followed by silence

—a chill silence. It was plain that
Redworth suddenly realized the impli-
cation of his statement. He seemed to
understand that he had taken a step out of
bounds but while he was trying to find
words that would ease the situation, the
other flyers walked away.

Redworth shrugged.
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Ainslee did not shrug. He was seated
at a small table near the other end of the
bar. He had been there, unnoticed,
throughout the conversation. He had
heard everything, and his fingers were
wound tightly around a glass. It was al-
most as if the glass were Redworth’s
throat.

He wanted to get up and smash his
fists into the other man’'s face.

But caution held him back. And it was
not the type of caution inspired by a fear
of receiving a beating. It was merely an
acknowledgment of the criticism that
had been made. It conld not be erased
by a fight.

Redworth had implied that he lacked
courage in leading his flight into sky com-
bat. There was a possibility that the
other flyers, despite their cold refusal to
accept Redworth’s views, might ultimately
change their minds,

Ainslee stared at the empty glass.
Could it be possible that there was a
suggestion of truth in Redworth’s claims ?
Could it be possible that all the prepara-
tion and planning and strategy was mere-
ly a cover-up for a vague but significant
streak of yellow?

He tried to laugh at the idea—but it
was difficult. The worry persisted—was
he really a coward?

But he couldn’'t be! He reminded him-
self of all the danger he had leaped into
—the skies of fire above the North Sea,
and later, tire blistering cloud battles
against Italian aces in the Sudan, in
Ethiopia and Somaliland, He thought
of odds he had faced and hurdled. It
had been due to proper approach and
careful timing.

Superior officers had praised him.
Aerial strategists had stated that he was
one of the foremost sky warriors in the
entire vast theater of the War. Even
captured enemy flyers had shrugged and
grudgingly muttered that they had been
completely outwitted by Ainslee.

Upon being promoted to a flight lieu-
tenancy, he had automatically impressed
his individual style of air battle into the
minds of the men under his command.
And he had done so with only one
thought uppermost—to increase the fight-
ing effectiveness of B Flight—and at the
same time enhance the safety of his
flyers.

The result was a string of brilliant vic-
tories for B Flight—a glowing record
for the seven silver-blue Hurricanes that
sliced through desert skies and exchanged
flame with Axis hawks of war.

It was therefore utterly ridiculous—
this business of allowing himself to be
annoyed by what Redworth had said.
Once more he tried to laugh at it.

And once more he failed.

He had another drink, then threw a
few coins on the table and quickly rose
and left through a side door. He went
into his tent—but he could not sleep.

And on the following day he found it
difficult to concentrate. He trad to plan
an escort job which was to lead three
Hampden medium bombers deep into
Libya. In late afternoon of that day the
seven Hurricanes and three Hampdens
met up with a flight of Heinkels. Ainslee
played it careful and called for a defen-
sive set-up. B Flight disposed of four
Heinkels and the others fled for home.

The Hampdens released their bombs on
a vital Axis supply line—and the British
group made their way back to Egypt
without the loss of a ship or a man.

It should have made Ainslee feel bet-
ter—but it didn't. He couldn’'t forget
Redworth’s insult. He was thinking that
if he "had not been so careful about the
situation, B Flight might have downed
six or eight Heinkels instead of four.

For the remainder of that day he avoid-
ed the other flyers. At dinner he gazed
at his plate glumly. He had no desire
to eat—and for the second successive
night he was unable to sleep.
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A T DAWN he was forcing black coffee

down his throat as he bent over maps
and charts. He was making plans for
a patrol over the North Egyptian battle
line. But his preparations were interrupt-
ed when an orderly came in to state that
the squadron leader wanted everyone out
on the field immediately. It sounded
like an emergency order and Ainslee
found himself growing excited. That
puzzled him.

Out on the landing field the squadron
leader was facing the assembled per-
sonnel of Fighter 12. For a moment he
studied the faces of the men and then
began to speak in low, almost casual
tones.

He spoke of the need for a volunteer—a
single volunteer to undertake a mission of
the utmost danger. British Intelligence
was concerned about certain aspects of
the Axis strategy. With uncanny per-
sistence the enemy was concentrating
troops and supplies in the exact sectors
where the English were preparing to at-
tack. Intelligence had asked for an aerial
check-up on the newest instance of Axis
cunning. They wanted someone to spear
deep into hostile territory and make a
close investigation of a certain terrain
known as Area J-67.

“1 had the choice of assigning some-
one to this job—or asking for a volun-
teer,” the squadron leader said. “And
I'm taking the latter step because | feel
that it amounts practically to a suicide
job. If the enemy is making special
plans in Area J-67, it stands to reason
that they’ll be on guard—heavy guard.
And death will be quick for whoever they
capture, to eliminate all possibility of a
detailed radio message. That's about the
size of it, gentlemen. Who wants to

onm

Before the final word left the squad-
ron leader’s lips, Ainslee stepped forward.
He knew that the eyes of all the flyers
were upon him. He thought grimly that

they were surprised; they had not expect-
ed him to volunteer. He glanced to the
side, and his eyes met those of Flight
Lieutenant Redworth. There was mock-
ery in Redworth’s expression.

It was as though the other flight lead-
er were saying, “You're doing this for
show, Ainslee. You're doing this be-
cause you're afraid. Yes—afraid that
some day soon the other flyers will agree
with me when 1 tell them that your cau-
tion is actually a form of veiled cowardice.
So you're trying to prove that you have
courage. You think that this is sufficient
impression—but it won't work. This is
the kind of job that calls for something
else besides caution. You’'ll be out there
—alone. And you'll be afraid. You'll come
back uninjured, but also—you’ll come back
without any information— "

Ainslee dragged his eyes away from
Redworth’s face, and looked again at the
squadron leader. Without the use of
words he was mutely begging the squad-
ron leader to give him the chance—to
allow him to make the lone reconnaissance
flight. He did not stop to realize that
under ordinary circumstances he would
have volunteered anyway.

The squadron leader said, “It looks
as if Flight Lieutenant Ainslee has beat-
en everyone to the punch.”

Ainslee’s lips curved slightly in a tight
grin. Again he glanced to the side, at
Redworth.

His eyes said, “ 1'm going out there to
prove that I'm not afraid. Then I'm com-
ing back and either I'll listen to your
apology or you'll listen to a doctor telling
you your jaw is broken—"

Mechanics were moving toward a Hur-
ricane. Ainslee stepped closer to the
squadron leader, ready to receive flight
instructions,

TAHESE were the thoughts that flashed
across Ainslee’s mind as the four
Messerschmitts moved in upon him.
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Silently he called himself a fool. Proper
caution could have prevented a situation
,such as this. With proper caution, he
would have made certain the skies were
clear before coming down so low for a
look at the desert.

But regret was anything but an aid
to matters, and in the same instant that
Madsen guns began to rattle Ainslee went
into action. He feinted the start of a
climbing turn, then broke out of it and
banked on the acute—trying to cut his
way through the Messerschmitts’ line
of fire.

Axis slugs thunked against the wings
of the English plane, and Ainslee expected
they'd soon find the cockpit. But even as
he hunched low, his plane was sliding
out of the danger area. The four Nazi
ships were forced to break their attack
formation, and make other plans.

Taking full advantage of the change
in the picture, Ainslee moved out wide,
faked a breakaway and lured the Messer-
schmitts into a thrust. He waited until
they were within 300 yards and then he
pulled up into the starting rim of an out-
side loop.

The Rolls-Royce engine was roaring
as the Hurricane twisted away and came
down with its left wing at right angles to
the earth.

Then Ainslee caught a Messerschmitt
in his gunsights. He thumbed a quick
burst at the enemy plane. The Messer-
schmitt shuddered and lurched—then it
was a sickening mass of wreckage and
fire, falling out of the sky and carrying
a trapped pilot to his doom.

Ainslee stayed in the dive, and his rear-
view mirror showed him that the three
Messerschmitts were roaring down upon
him. Their guns yammered in a frenzied
attempt to cut him from the sky before
he could work into another maneuver.

Ainslee’s reaction was mechanical. He
sent the Hurricane into a vertical left
turn. At 5,500 feet he was cutting down
again, but before the Messerschmitts
could close in, the English plane was
tearing back in a stall.

The Germans tried to recover the offen-
sive. They were working back, turning
on the acute. But Ainslee was not idle.
He twisted away, and moved smoothly
into the start of another climb.

He had a Messerschmitt in his sights
at a range of less than 200 yards. His
Brownings sent a stream of death that
smashed through the Messerschmitt’'s
cockpit.

The Nazi plane shuddered, then went
screaming down in a spin.

Ainslee retained his climb and watched
the two remaining Messerschmitts nar-
rowly. The Germans were not on a pure-
ly defensive basis, however—they were
trying to trap the Hurricane between
them.

The Englishman anticipated the move
and met it with a swiftly executed vertical
left turn. The Germans had nothing to
fire at.

Then Ainslee rushed in fast. The Nazis
turned, climbed, turned again. For an
instant Ainslee saw a swastika-marked
rudder in his sights. His Brownings
chattered and the tail assembly of the
Nazi plane became a blotch of fire and
streaking splinters. The Britisher knew
that the enemy ship was completely out of
control. Only one more to go!

But the single surviving German was
flying like a madman. Veering away, the
Messerschmitt took advantage of slight-
ly better altitude and lunged at Ainslee
from the side. Madsen slugs smashed
into the fuselage of the Hurricane.

Ainslee saw flame blossom. Great green-
orange tongues licked around the glycol

MAKE EVERY DAY WAR BOND DAY— TOP THAT 10% I
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tank. He cut the motor and edged the
Hurricane into a steep downward glide-
hoping that the air current would sweep
smoke and heat away from the cockpit.

But the wind would not work with him.
At 4,000 feet he realized that he would
have to jump or die! The flames were
stabbing into the cockpit and black smoke
was choking him. Gasping, he opened
the greenhouse and climbed out of the
cockpit.

Braced on the wing, he looked up and
saw the lone Messerschmitt, circling slow-
ly above him.

Ainslee was angry, but defiant. A para-
chute exit did not necessarily mean com-
plete failure. The desert was vast, but
he had a compass in his pocket and a
small canteen strapped under his chamois
jacket. He might still be able to do the
job he had started.

He took a deep breath, shrugged slight-
ly and leaped away from the burning
wing.

TT'OUR seconds later the chute opened
and Ainslee was swinging slowly from
side to side. He fumbled in his pocket
and brought out a small map and navi-
gational chart. He saw that he was com-
ing down in Area J-67! But in the next
instant, a roaring, vicious sound filled
his ear. He looked up, saw that the
Messerschmitt was moving toward him!
He remembered hearing of instances
where Nazi aviators had relentlessly
poured machine-gun bullets into para-
chuting Englishmen. He could see the
gleaming snouts of Madsens in the wings
of the oncoming Messerschmitt. But there
was nothing that he could do about it
Nothing but to look at the face of Death
and try to take it without cringing.
The German plane was slightly more
than a hundred yards away. It was aim-
ing at the bloom of white silk above
Ainslee’s head. For a moment the Eng-
lishman wanted to shut his eyes. He

wanted to offer a gesture of surrender.
But something strong and fierce and
stubborn surged through him.

He grinned at the approaching Nazi.

Streaks of flame flashed from the Mad-
sen guns.

Ainslee looked up at the circle of white
silk, expecting to see bullet holes, expect-
ing to see the lines of fire spreading across
the silk, causing it to shrivel and fold
up.

But the German had missed the burst.

It failed to give Ainslee any hope. He
knew that the Nazi would try again. He
knew that even if another burst failed to
hit the mark—the enemy flyer would not
give up.

The waiting was torture. And yet
Ainslee kept a grin on his lips. He
wanted the Nazi to see the grin; he
wanted to show the enemy flyer how an
Englishman accepted death.

The Messerschmitt swooped again. It
was about seventy yards away, then fifty
—and Ainslee knew the Madsens could
not possibly miss from that distance. He
thought of the mistake that had led to
this. It had been a lack of caution—he
had allowed Redworth’s criticism to sway
him.

But this was a fine time to take inven-
tory of his mistakes. He remembered
a phrase that Americans had for this
sort of thing—something about closing
the barn door after the horse had been
stolen.

But before the moment had passed,
Ainslee knew that the horse had not
yet been stolen. It was difficult to be-
lieve, but it was there before his eyes.
Fifty yards away the blades of death
were turning away from him. The Mes-
serschmitt was zooming!

The Englishman was puzzled. Every-
thing being equal, he should be dead
by now. He watched the German climb,
then aim westward. Perhaps the Nazi
had suddenly become merciful. It didn't
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seem likely, but Ainslee wanted to vyell
with relief.

He looked down at the desert, saw that
he was rapidly approaching its sun-baked
sand. He braced himself for the land-
ing.

Over to the left, he saw a dune. That
would be the best place to land. He
tugged at the guide lines, steering the
chute toward it. But suddenly some in-
stinct warned him—and he jerked his
head around.

The figures of men were outlined
against the sand! Crouching there, wait-
ing for him.

Nazi infantrymen!

That explained why the Messerschmitt
had turned away. The German pilot had
seen the figures against the beige blank-
et of desert, had decided that the Brit-
isher might be more valuable as a prisoner
than as a corpse.

Ainslee’s right hand crept beneath his
chamois jacket. As he took the automatic
from his hip holster, he looked down at
the Nazis and he could see that they
were waiting for him. The men had
spread out in a wide circle, moving in ra-
tio with the speed and course of the
descending chute. They had their rifles
raised, ready for the -slightest sign of
resistance on the part of the English-
man when he came down in the center of
the circle.

Ainslee shrugged. He dropped the re-
volver, watched it fall toward the sand.

It did not matter that he was going to
be captured. Of sole importance was the
necessity of getting on with the job—
and he would find some way!

FIFTY-FIVE German infantrymen
marched their prisoner across two
miles of desert. They reached some trucks,
and after eleven more miles of lumbering
across sand—they arrived at a German
base -camp.

Ainslee was making a thorough obser-

vation of the emplacement. Seated in the
front seat of the first truck—with a burly
Bavarian on his left, and a crisp but
polite English-speaking Prussian officer
on his right—he was looking at long
lines of tanks, trucks, mobile artillery.
Over to the left was a wide column of
infantrymen.

There were planes lined up behind the
infantry.  Messerschmitts and Dornier
DO 215's—about sixty altogether. It
was a huge set-up, and it gave every
evidence of power.

The Prussian, a captain, was saying,
“You seem rather interested, but not very
surprised.”

“1 expected to find something here,”
Ainslee replied. “However, | didn’t think
you were making preparations on such a
large scale. I must admit I'm sort of
puzzled as to why you keep a unit of this
size so far behind the battle area. It
doesn’'t seem logical-—particularly when
you have no means of knowing when
and where Allied forces will attack.”

The Prussian smiled and murmured,
“You are mistaken. We most certainly
have means of knowing. And the infor-
mation has been reaching us at well-timed
intervals during the past three weeks. As
soon as we receive word of a coming
Allied attack, we move up this unit as an
auxiliary force. If you will think of our
successes during the past twenty days,
you will be forced to acknowledge the
complete failure of Allied strategy.”

“1 wouldn't call it that,” Ainslee said.
“The show isn’'t over yet.”

“But it soon will be. This unit is only
a small beginning. Very shortly it will be
supplemented by large forces from the
European front. When that time comes,
the Axis armies will counter-attack. And
they will smash at the weakest points in
the Allied line.”

“How will they know where the weak
points are?”

“Through the same channel by which
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they are receiving the current informa-
tion,” the Prussian said. He studied
Ainslee’s face and then he added, “You
hide your feelings well—but it is useless
to pretend that you aren’t intensely in-
terested.”

. Alnslee shrugged. “It can't affect me
personally,” he answered. “The war is
over as far as | am concerned.” ,

“Not quite,” the Prussian told him.
“Despite the fact that we've been re-
ceiving valuable information—we can al-
ways use more. You will be questioned
by General Bernberg, who is in command
of this unit. | heartily recommend that
you cooperate with the general. He is
—shall | say—temperamental.”

“Thanks for the tip-off,” Ainslee mur-
mured dryly. “I've always been rather
adept at dealing with temperamental in-
dividuals. There’'s an art to it, you know.”

The Prussian did not reply. He sat
stiffly, hands clasped onto knees, and
stared directly ahead.

PF'HE big truck came to a stop before a

large tent. The Prussian officer
leaped onto the sand, ordered Ainslee to
follow. They entered the tent, walked
past a row of desks at which staff offi-
cers were bent busily over maps and re-
ports.

At the far end of the tent a short,
stout German was seated at an ornately
carved table. The German wore a glit-
tering collection of decorations. He
scowled as he snapped orders at subordi-
nate officers who surrounded the table.

As they received the orders, the officers
stiffened, snapped to rigid salute and
turned in mechanical stiffness.

The Prussian officer leaned toward
Ainslee. There was a mixture of fear
and worship in his tone as he whispered,
“You are looking at General Bernberg.”

Ainslee nodded in pretended respect.
Then he followed the Prussian officer.
They stopped exactly five feet away from
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the edge of the table and stood waiting.

Bernberg was shrieking at two order-
lies and an adjutant. The two orderlies
subsequently marched off to the right, the
adjutant clicked heels and walked toward
the left. Then General Bernberg turned
his attention to the two men who stood
in front of the table.

He looked at the Prussian, then pointed
at Ainslee and demanded, “What do we
have here?”

“An English pilot, Herr General. He
was shot down thirteen miles to the
south. | thought you might want to ques-
tion him.”

From pure habit, Bernberg was ready
to shout at the Prussian officer, and say
that he was concerned with more im-
portant matters than the questioning of
captured flyers. But even as the general
opened his mouth, he stopped. A gleam
came to his tiny eyes.

He leaned forward and asked craftily,
“What were you doing in this area?”

“ Reconnaissance,” Ainslee told him.

The stout Nazi folded his hands across
his paunchy middle, leaned back and said,
“That is a vague answer, | require a
complete, detailed description of your
flight instructions. | want to know the
course you took. | want to know the
specific reasons for the flight. | want to
know—"

“You want to know too much,” Ainslee
said.

Bemberg’'s features became a dark,
mottled red. He half rose to his feet. His
fists were clenched as he shouted, “ 1 will
warn you once, Englishman—only once—
answer all my questions and show me the
proper respect or you will suffer!”

Ainsley shook his head slowly. He
smiled, saying, “You're not dealing with
a fool. If you're trying to scare me into
betraying -my country, you've picked the
wrong customer. 1—"

The Nazi stood up. And in the big
tent all activity ceased. There was silence
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—frigid silence. It was as if everyone
knew what Bernberg was going to do.
As if they had seen him do it many times
before. And the general seemed to be
well aware that he was the target of all
eyes. Despite his show of temper, it was
evident that he was enjoying the situa-
tion.

Ainslee realized that he -was probably
in for considerable pain. The thought
brought fear—an objective sort of fear.
He was thinking that a merciless beating
might result in his senses being fogged.
Above all else, it was necessary for him
to retain mental clarity, to know exactly
what was taking place about him. He
made a quick decision.

In the same moment that the Nazi
raised a huge fist, he stated clearly and
calmly, “1 am sorry, General Bernberg.
| apologize for my arrogance. | will an-
swer your questions to the best of my
ability.”

TTHE Nazi was astonished. In a way,

he looked slightly disappointed. But
everyone in the tent had heard the Eng-
lishman’'s statement—and brutality now
was out of the question.

Bernberg went back to his seat behind
the table. He opened a notebook, picked
up a pencil and said, “We wall proceed
slowly and methodically. First, 1 want
your name and squadron number.”

“Flight Lieutenant Ainslee—Fighter
12”7

The Nazi stared. “ Did | hear you say
— Fighter 12?7~

Ainslee nodded.

Bernberg began to laugh. He had diffi-
culty bringing out the words. “He says
he comes from Fighter 12! Never have
I heard anything so funny—" he finally
managed.

The Englishman’s eyes were puzzled,
He said, “ Maybe my sense of humor is
lagging, but I certainly fail to see—"

His words were drowned by increased
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laughter from Bernberg. It had a con-
tagious effect on the other Nazis. Soon
everyone was laughing. Even the officer
beside Ainslee lost his rigidity.

Anger flushed the Englishman's face,
but he forced himself to remain silent.

The general’s laughter slowly subsided
—and his subordinates reduced their
chuckles accordingly.

All of Benberg's rage, of a short time
before, was gone now. His smile was
genial as he said, “ It will not be necessary
to question you further. Since you were
willing to cooperate, | must give con-
crete proof of my appreciation. Although
I usually offer no special comforts or ac-
commodations to prisoners of war— 1 am
making an exception in your case.”

Curiosity filled the Englishman, but his
expression did not change. “Thank you,
General,” he murmured.

Bernberg crisped an order to the Prus-
sian officer—who was again stern and
rigid. The officer spoke a word of com-
mand to three orderlies who were lined up
behind the table. They moved forward
and formed a triangular wall around Ain-
slee, then marched him out of the tent.

A T THE end of twenty hours Ainslee

was a tired man. Hard as he tried,
he could not figure it out. There had been
plenty of fairly good food; plenty of beer
that was passable despite the fact that it
was rather warm. He’d had a few cigars
that might have come from Bernberg's
private supply.

The guarded tent was large and the
mattress was comfortable. Under ordi-
nary conditions he would have considered
himself somewhat fortunate, despite cap-
tivity. He would have taken full ad-
vantage of the comforts provided and used
the time in planning various schemes for
escape.

But as matters stood, he could only
walk back and forth, staring at the sand
floor of the tent, remembering the way



102

Bernberg had
hind it all?

The footsteps of a guard, pacing in front
of the tent were a constant reminder that
he was a prisoner.

It was just as he closed his eyes to try
and get some sleep that a voice said,
“You have a visitor.”

Ainslee sat up and looked at the hel-
meted head of the guard that was framed
in the partially opened tent flap. The
guard had been rather pleasant, consider-
ing that all during the early noon hours
he had been marching up and down be-
neath broiling Libya skies. Periodically
he had inserted his head through the flap
and had smiled as he asked if there was
anything he could do for the comfort of
the prisoner.

But the guard was not smiling now—
and his expression was anything but
pleasant. His eyes were troubled and
annoyed.

“What seems to be the difficulty?”
Ainslee asked.

The question was ignored. The guard
growled, “1 said—you have a visitor.”

“Send him in,” Ainslee replied. He
rose from the cot, stood at the far side
of the tent.

The tent flap opened wide. The visitor
walked in. The man was wearing flying
gear. His smile widened as he watched
amazement spread across Ainslee's fea-
tures. He seated himself on the edge
of the cot and took a pack of cigarettes
from the side pocket of his flying coat.
He extended the pack, but Ainslee ig-
nored the jutting cigarette. The visitor
shrugged and lit a match.

He murmured, “If 1 had a flask with
me, 1'd offer you a drink. You look as
though you could use one.”

Ainslee swallowed and tried to keep
his face expressionless. But it was almost
impossible.

He was looking at Flight Lieutenant
Kedworth.

laughed. What was be-
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A FTER a few moments of dazed si-
lence, he demanded, “How did you
know | was here?”

“Radio,” Redworth said. “A special
type of radio, that receives and sends
messages across a somewhat private
wave-length. When you failed to come
back to Fighter 12, |1 was somewhat curi-
ous. | wanted to know what had hap-
pened to you. And so | used the radio.
I've been using it for quite a while, as |
find it rather convenient. Besides it makes
a lovely little ornament for my hutment—
since when it isn't in use it looks like a
clock.”

Ainslee’s voice was strangely quiet as
he asked, “How long have you been, in
this business?”

“Since the start of the war,” Red-
worth said. “But up until now my work
has been relatively unimportant. The
present set-up is giving me my first great
opportunity.”

“1 imagine your family is partly Ger-
man.”

“Not in the least. As a matter of fact,
the line goes back to the very beginning
of England. So if you think I'm mixed up
in this game because -of a personal faith
in the Nazi scheme—you're wrong.”

“There’s only one other possibility, and
its—"”

“Money,” Redworth said. “All the
money | can lay my hands on. Before
the war 1, shall we say, borrowed some
diamonds that were not mine by legal
right. | was about to enter the extremely
lucrative field of swindling when a certain
German agent made an offer. When the
war started | was already in the R.A.F.
and | was sending information to Ger-
many on a commission basis. The strange
part of it was that | liked flying and I
particularly enjoyed knocking Messer-
schmitts out of the sky. The Nazi Intel-
ligence didn’'t mind—as long as | contin-
ued to use the little radio and send certain

(Continued on page 104)
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(Continued from page 102)
facts concerning British plans. | was also
doing a bit of fifth column work. Destroy-
ing morale—in a subtle and discreet way,
of course,”

“Is that why you tried to drag me
down in the eyes of the other flyers in the
squadron?”

“ Certainly. For some time you and
the other chaps in B Flight have been a
source of great annoyance to the Luft-
waffe. As a sideline task, | was ordered
to plant a bit of discontent at Fighter
12, with yourself as the initial target. It
was the tried and true policy of boring
from within.” \

Ainslee nodded slowly, and said, “No
doubt you're receiving good pay for this
job.”

“A fortune,” Redworth grinned. “ And
the Nazis are just as happy to pay as |
am to pocket the cash. Fighter 12 hap-
pens to be in a position wherein it's neces-
sary for all pilots to know of the more
significant Allied troop movements. When
I get the information | walk into my hut-
ment, unscrew the bottom of a pretty
little clock and—"

“How long do you think you’'re going
to get away with your double-crossing?”
Ainslee said.

“As long as | can keep from making a
mistake,” Redworth replied. “It's all a
matter of fitting various factors together
and taking advantage of every opening.
For instance, when | learned by radio
that you had been captured | saw a per-
fect opportunity to come over here and
have a chat with General Bernberg. So
I volunteered to go out and look for you.
Just before taking off, | radioed Bern-
berg. He ordered his flyers to ignore
a single Hurricane carrying a certain
number. Now I'm going to have lunch
with the general and we will discuss var-
ious matters such as services rendered
and payment due.”
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Ainslee shook his head slowly and
smiled wryly at the tent floor. He said,
“And | always believed that it paid to
be honest—"

Redworth stood up and said, “Don’t
take it so hard, old chap. I'll put in a
good word for you when | see Bern-
berg, and—"

“ Maybe you won't be seeing Bern-
berg,” Ainslee answered, his gaze still
fixed on the sandy floor,

“What do you mean?”

“This is what I mean!” Ainslee said—
and lunged.

His fist was a piston, smashing into
Redworth’s jaw.

TH E traitor sagged, but before he

reached the floor, his right hand
flashed toward the lapel of the leather
flying coat, and his fingers snatched at
the handle of a knife.

Ainslee rushed and Redworth lunged
up from the floor, thrusting the knife at
the prisoner’s chest. But the path of the
blade was deflected as Ainslee grabbed
and twisted the traitor's wrist. Redworth
made, a frenzied effort to pull away—but
he lost his balance as he stepped backward.
He tripped, taking Ainslee back with him.
And as they went to the floor, Redworth’s
wrist was bent so that the knife pointed
at his own chest. His eyes were panic-
stricken, and he opened his mouth to
yell.

But the knife was faster.

The blade ripped into Redworth'’s heart.
He was dead before he could utter a
sound.

Rising, Ainslee heard a movement at
the tent flap.

He looked up.

And he was facing the guard. The
Nazi’'s rifle was pointed at his head.
All hope died in the Englishman. Fie

reasoned that either the guard would pull
the trigger—or that he would be before*}
firing squad on the following morning.
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The guard’s eyes were expressionless.
He gazed stolidly at the corpse on the
tent floor. Then he was looking at Ainslee
and said, “You are brave. You are fast
and clever. You don’t deserve to die.”

Ainslee pointed to the dead traitor
and said, “ He did.”

The guard nodded. Again his lips
were twisted; his eyes were troubled.
“Yes—all parasites deserve death. | have
long been familiar with Redworth and
his work. Despite the fact that his services
have been valuable to the Nazi armies,
he felt no loyalty toward the cause. He
was faithful only to his own desire for
money, Ultimately he would have be-
trayed Germany—just as he betrayed
England.”

“Others have betrayed Germany.
Others—in high places,” Ainslee said.

The German nodded slowly. “1 know
—1 know' that my country is being cheat-
ed and robbed by the very leaders we
trusted. |1 know that they are reaping
gold and living in luxury while the people
starve and the lifeblood of youth runs
in an ever-widening river. For many
weeks | have been thinking of this.
Thinking and suffering. I—have lost
faith.”

Ainslee shrugged and said, “When a
man loses faith in a cause, there is no
sense in his fighting further.”

The guard’'s voice was almost a whis-
per as he said, “1 was misled—Ilike so
many others. But now | see, | understand.
I look at the corpse of Redworth and it
is like a prophecy of what is in store for
the other betrayers. And the sooner it
comes—"”

“Maybe you can help,” Ainslee inter-
rupted.

A sad smile crossed the German'’s lips.
He answered “Yes—I1 can help. | can
give you a chance to escape. And it will
be treason—but not Redw'orth’s kind of
treason. It will be treason against treach-
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ery itself—” There was a wild glow in
the German'’s eyes as he gestured with the
rifle and commanded, “ Stand back against
the edge of the tent!”

Ainslee obeyed. Then his eyes widened
as he saw the German quickly stoop and
pull the knife from the dead traitor’'s
chest.

The guard stared at the blood-stained
blade and said, “ | must do this now, while
my mind is clear, while I can think only
of such things as freedom and righteous-
ness—while | can remember another Ger-
many, the Germany of long ago. | can
remember the quiet fields and the peace-
ful days and little, unimportant people
who wanted only to lead simple, honest,
happy lives. Maybe | will find all that
again—"

He plunged the knife into his chest,
and slumped to the floor. He was smiling
as he died.

Ainslee’s throat tightened, and for a
few moments he could not breathe. Then
he forced himself toward the corpse of
Redworth. He removed the leather hel-
met and flying gear from the traitor’s
body. Within a half minute he was wear-
ing the outfit. He pulled up the collar
—so0 that his features were partially hid-
den.

He took a deep breath, stepped out of
the tent. There was a line of Messer-
schmitts over to the right, and several
yards in front of the Nazi planes there
was parked a single Hurricane. Ainslee
walked fast—but with nonchalance—as
he passed a group of mechanics, a few
flyers, a few staff officers. He nodded to
some, ignored others. All the time he was
expecting to hear a shout of alarm from
behind. But luck was with him and
finally he was climbing into the cockpit
of the Hurricane.

Then the Rolls-Royce broke into a
roar—and the plane went skimming
across tight-packed sand.
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A T 3,500 feet Ainslee looked down and
1 expected to see some sign of pur-
suit. But the Nazi planes were still on the
ground. There was nothing to indicate
unusual activity on the part of officers
or men.

Ainslee stretched the climb. At 5,000
feet he looked down again. Still no planes
were starting in pursuit. He shrugged,
glanced at the instrument panel and
checked his course. He opened the throt-
tle—and the silver-blue Hurricane ripped
eastward at close to 350 m.p.h.

The Englishman grinned tightly as he
thought that even if the Germans dis-
covered his escape now—they were too
late.

In a short time he would be back at
Fighter 12.

But suddenly the grin faded and Ain-
slee’s lips were stiff. He threw the ship
into a steep-angle dive. Five Messer-
schmitts were coming out of the sun
straight for him!

The Nazis had worked it shrewdly.
Upon finding out that it was not Red-
worth who had taken off in the Hurricane,
they had flashed an alarm to various
Luftwaffe dromes located within the area.
Out of that number it was logical that at
least one German patrol would intercept
the Hurricane.

Planes or no planes, Ainslee realized
he must get back with his important in-
formation.

But there were five Messerschmitts
between him and home—and there was
no doubt that the Nazi pilots had been
sufficiently impressed with the signifi-
cance of the Hurricane. The quintet
of German ships was spreading wide to
hem him in as he pulled out of the roll.

He saw that the Germans were trying
to anticipate any move he made for es-
cape. Ainslee tried another roll and the
Messerschmitts gauged it correctly, mov-
ing in accordance with the path and speed
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—regular salaries—often collect reward money besides
—anamany ofthese men knew absolutely nothing about
this work before they began their training with me;

FREE BEFBIK(m m

7~A™ ™ *  This book takes you right
behind the scenes where crime and science
come to grips. It's full of exciting informa-
tion on scientific crime detection, including
fascinating real case histories! It will show
YOU how YOU, at a cost so low you
shouldn’t even think of it, can get started in
this big important work withoutdelay. Don’t
wait. Clip the coupon ... send it NOW!

R R Clap Ik

Gentlemen: Without obligation, send me the "Blue
Book of Crime," and complete list of over 840 bureaus
employing your graduates, together with your low
prices and Easy Terms Offer, (literature will be sent
ONLY to persons stating their age.)

Name...

Address
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Acid Indigestion

Relieved in 5 Minutes or
Double Your Money Back

When excess stomach acid causes painful, suffocating gas, sour
Stomach and heartburn, doctors usually Prescrlbe the fastest-acting
medicines known for symptomatlc relief—medicines like those in
Bell-ans Tablets. No laxative. Bell-ans brings comfort in a jiffy or
double your money back on return of bottle to us. 25c everywhere.

Sensational news! Show friends complelel
line men’s made-to-measure_ suits—at
prices— and pocket big- CASH PROFITS I
onheasy playm?né plan ordlerstcores off
rich quality fabrics, tailored-to meas
Tire. Newest styles. ‘Guaranteed. YOU
OWN SUITS FREE as a Bonus! No money no exl MONEY
perience needed. We send complete mo {J 1g
sample_outfit FREE and amazing FREE BON S SUI I '
Offer. For quick action write fully, giving age, etc. EASY
PIONEER TAILORING CO., Dept. P-1096, Chicag 0

NEWWRITERS NEEDED

New writers needed to re-write |deas
in news(s)a pers, magazines and books,
Splendi opportunlty to “break into”
fascinating writing field. May bring n c r kii e
ou up to 15.00 .per hour spare time.

xperience unnecessary. Write today for FREE
details. NO OBLIGATION. Postcard will do.

Comfort Writer's Service, Dept FK172St. Louis, Mo.

3 in 1 RADIO TUNER
Only $1.00 Postpaid

1> Aerial Eliminator
2. Antenna Tuner
3- Wave Trap

Ellmlnates hums, dicks, static canoed by electrical appliances rain
Wind, etc. Replaces old, ineffective outside aerials. Move your radio
n1 |mproves the reception of weak stations aeoa-

Life_ of radio. "Also_works on battery radlos Take?
minute to connect. 5 DAY FREE TRIAL. SEND NO MONEY. Simply
pay Postman 91.00 plus few cents postage or we WI|| send postpald
Eliminator Co., 7759 S. ablte_?

° Voecw®
Pepl E-350, Chicago. AGENTS WANTED MAKE 200% PROFI

Free for Asthma
During Winter

suffer witfc thosg terrible attacks of Asthma
when it is cold and damp; if raw, Wintry winds make
you choke as if each gasp for breath was the very last;
if restful _sieep is impossible because of the struggle to
breathe; if you feel the disease ia slowly wearing your
life away, don’t fail to send at once to the Frontier
Asthma Co. for a free trial of a remarkable method. No
matter where you live or whether you have any faith in
any remedy under the Sun. send for this free trial. If
you have suffered for a lifetime and tried everything you
could learn of without relief; even if you are utterly dis-
couraged, do not abandon hope but send today for this
free trial. It will cost you nothing. Address

Frontier Asthma Co. 109-K Frontier Bldg.
462 Niagara Street, Buffalo, New York

ANY PHOTO ENLARGED

Size 8 x 10 Inches or smaller ft de-

sired. Same price for full length or

bust form, groups, landscapes, pet

animals, etc., or enlargements of any

part of group picture. Safe return of” N
original photo guaranteed. 3 for$1,00

SEND NO MONEY

(any size) and receive promptly your beautiful
enlargement, guaranteed fadeless. Fay postman 47c plus
osta%e~or send '49c with order andwe p% postage Bte
Inch enlargement Bent C.O. D. pies post-----
cr uend80c andwe pay postage. Take advantage o |nsac
d 80« d t Take advant fti
lug offer now. Send yoor photos teday. Specity size wan

STANDFSD Il "STUIHGS, M’ East CM# St. Deirt.SBI-B.giugagu
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FIGHTING ACES

of the English ship. Madsens were yam-
mering, and Ainslee realized it was only
a matter of seconds before he would go
hurtling down—a flaming torch.

Yet even as the seconds ticked off, the
Englishman formed a hasty plan. It was
based on the fact that the three Messer-
schmitts on the left were coming down
in a straight line—and therefore only one
of them could use guns.

It was wild, incredible—yet he might
be able to do it!

He started a climb, then cut back and
streaked across the upward rim of an
outside loop.

And at the same time he was trying
for the impossible. His guns chattered
viciously, filling the air with lead, and
even as he watched, he was unable to be-
lieve that it was actually happening—
that he had three targets instead of one
—and that all three targets were being
hit!

But it was there—in front of his eyes.
The flaming result of the Germans’ error
in using a straight-line formation, failing
to break away quickly enough.

The three Messerschmitts formed a
ghastly chain of fiery doom as they
plunged out of the sky.

Ainslee watched them for a brief mo-
ment, then he turned hard and aimed at
the two remaining Messerschmitts. They
were below the Hurricane, a few hun-
dred feet to the right. But the German
pilots were completely demoralized by
what they had just seen—and there was
no fight left in them. They wheeled and
fled.

Ainslee feinted a chase—then he
banked hard and resumed his course east-
ward. It wasn't long before he glanced
down and saw the landmarks that indi-
cated Allied area. In that moment he
remembered the way General Bernberg
had laughed at him.

And he laughed back.
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(Continued from page 10)

a little. Those were the days. Jumbo
Jones they called me, because of my won-
derful memory. How we used to sit
around while | spun yarns through the
bars! All about how | was an ace even
before | had been off the ground. You
see, | shot down five Fokkers with noth-
ing but my little sixteen-inch coastal de-
fense gun. Of course, it was trifle difficult
getting the range—clear across the At-
lantic—but | made it!

That's one thing | like about me, be-

NOW
YOU cah D estroy

four "Enermy Quick!

BEAONE-MAN BLITZ! Strikewith
CornmandollghtninglYoudon’tneed
ox-like muscles to use Super Ju Jitsu,
most powerfulofal ldefense and attack
methods. Technique is the deadly
secret. Brains count— not size, not
strength. Almost miraculously efficient.

Gain Seif-Confidence
KNOW howYOU can lick brutes

sides my honesty. You can always depend gvnv,lxceezggr;-hzeenvg-,gf;yo;;ebggg%ngs
on good ole Jonesy to give you the  Yofafunknife, club. ‘Getready now
straight goods. | don't guarantee it'll be

all wool and a yard wide, however. You

know what the rationing has done to

wool.

Please roan me free the hard-| hlttlngdetalls about
Super Ju Jitsu.'r No obligation on my par

| NAME_
| ADDRESS.
BEHIND YOUR
Time for a letter. Okay, everybody 9 m m m u
stand baCk7 give him air—he’s on my side! Do you use just your thinking mind? Il you *
9 do, you are missing 90 per cent of your 9
,; possibilities. Those occasional hunches are
Hello, Jonesy: i ¢ the urges of a vast sleeping force in your
Il seems you have gained a comrade ~» inner mind. Learn to develop and direct it.
in “Lucky’ McClain. You have also " Push obstacles aside and master life with an
gained one in me. Why do you keep 9 energy you have overlooked. Send for FREE 9
printing those letters from those bums? 9 SEALED BOOK. It tells how to obtain —
They make me sick. More than that— these teachings. Address: Scribe G.G.G. ?
they are revolting. Maybe if Hawkins ? )
would take off his dark glasses he could D) U L ROSICRUCIANS *
* SAN JOSE [AMORCJ CALIFORNIA ?

see the light. His followers must be a

A GOVERNMENT JOB ?

Victory Program Bringing Thousands of Appointments

$1260 TO $2100 FIRST YEAR

Railway Postal Clerk*— Mail Carriers__Mail
Clerks — Stenographers — Typists — Border if
Patrolmen — Positions at Washington.

0. C. Etc. Mail Coupon immediately- * *

32-Page civil Service Book—free /

FRANKLIN INST., Dept. W-174. Rochester, N. Y.
, Gentlemen: Rush to me, without charge. 32 page book with Ust of tJ. S.
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Asthma Mucus
Loosened First Day

For Thousands of Sufferers

Choking, gasping, wheezing spasms of Bronchial Asth-
ma ruin sleep and energy. Ingredients in the prescrip-
tion Mendaco quickly circulate through the blood and
commonly help loosen the thick strangling mucus the first
day, thus aiding nature in palliating the terrible recur-
ring choking spasms, and in promoting freer breathing
and restful sleep. Mendaco ia not a smoke, dope, or
injection. Just pleasant, tasteless palliating tablets that
have helped thousands of sufferers. Iron clad guarantee—

FIGHTING ACES

bunch of third-class morons— at least
they sound that way.

I know one way to scare them,
though. You see, I am a native of Hun-
tington, West Virginia. | saw the Hinton
ball team get the pants beaten off them
this year. Why, they were beaten so
bad at the half, there were rumors
going around that they were going
home. AH you do to scare a Hinton guy

money back unless completely satisfactory.
druggist for Mendaco today. Only 60c.

HOSPITAL BILLSPAID

For Only a Few Pennies a Day
How would you like to have Hospital or Doctor
bills paid for yourself or Eour family? Thousands
will tell you the genuine Prudence oln%y is fore-
most—it’s the most complete HOSPITAL ANO
SURGEON'S FEE INSURANCE offered. Liberal
Policy pays UE to $485.00 for Hospitalization.
Covers SICKNESS or INJURY, many other lib-
eral benefits! WAR RISK included. Send for
literature at once. No Agent will call. Write
today! PRUDENCE, Pioneérs of Hospitalization
Insurance, 1700 Old Colony Bldg., Chicago, HI.

LET'SHELP OUR

AMERICA!

While Our Boys
Do the Fighting—
Let's Do the Buy*
mg! Get Your
Share of U. S
War Bonds and
Stamps Today!

EASY WAY....

XFMT MJLJLCK<

This remarkable CAKE discovery,
TINTZ Jet Black Shampoo, washes out
dirt, loose dandruff, grease, grime and
eafely gives hair a real smooth JET BLACK
TINT that fairly glows with life and lustre. <
Don’t put up with faded dull, burnt, off color hair
a minute longer. TINTZ Jet Black Cake work*
gradual « meach shampoo leaves your hair blacker, lovelier, softer,
easier to manage. No dyed look. Won't hurt permanents. Full cake
60c <Bfor $1). TINTZ comes in Jet Black, light, medium and dark
Brown, Titian, and Blonde. Order today! State shade wanted.

B JA M E -V Justpaypostmanpluspost*

«E>IW " v ITIlIInC 1 age gn)glJJr positiee assur-
ence of satisfaction In 7 days or your money back. (We Pay Postage
if remittance comes with order.\ Don’t wait- Write today to., 1
TINTZ COMPANY, Dept. 89-N, 207 N. MICH IGA N, CH ICAGO
CANADIAN OFFICE: Dept. 88-N, 22 College St., Toronto
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Ask your

is tell him you're from East High
School in Huntington. Hawkins is no
different.

If he hates your magazine so much,
why doesn’t he quit writing? Doesn’t
he know that the mailmen have enough
trouble as it is without having to carry
all that trash around with them?

There's no reason 1 can see why Joe
and his gang should dislike your mag.
I think Fighting Aces is just about tops.
Except that there could be a few more
World War 1 stories in it. Why not
divide them up?

I'm not stupid (despite the voices to

the contrary) ; | know what a Blakeslee
is, and | have a nice space reserved for
mine when it comes. | only wish it

could be one of you giving Hawkins a
nice neat punch in his unhonorable
smeller,

IneidentaHy, Smales said in the Jan-
uary issue that anyone should just
pick on Hawkins if he wanted a fight.
Well, I know a bunch of fellows in
Huntington who would just love taking
apart a few more screwballs from Hin-
ton— and I'm one of '’em. ’'Bye now.

Hugh George =
Springfield, Illinois

Hev, I've heard about you feudin’
Southerners. Just let me know when you
start—so | can run the other way! And
that space on your wall won't be empty
much longer—a Blakeslee to you! | hope
you'll like it. Arthur Zigouras did his; he
wrote us a nice note in thanks that made
us beam like a twenty-thousand candle
power searchlight.

Bright—isn't it?

Oh, now for the correction of correc-
tions department. | admitted | was wrong,
you see—now | have to admit | was
wrong in admitting | was wrong. My.
Here's one of the letters that called it—

but sharply—to my notice.

Dear Slip:

Of all the spineless, no-good, ignor-
ant thus-and-so’s | ever heard of, you
are the worst! Why— you ask?
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Because you sit back and admit you
are wrong without attempting to defend
yourself. Namely, | mean Kenneth
Fray’s letter to yon in the January issue
of Fighting Aces.

“Mister” Pray says, and | quote,
“Now the question is— since when does
a Boulton Paul Defiant have forward
guns?”

The answer, my dear Drip— |1 mean
Slip—-and also you, “Mister” Pray, is
in the November issue of Fighting Aces
on page seventeen, column two, last
paragraph of the page. Again | quote.

“Now as to the plane you will use;
it's a special model Boulton Paul De-
fiant. In addition to the four Brown-
ings in the electrically operated turret,
there are six guns in the wings.”

Now if Kenneth Pray had read the
story carefully, I would not have needed
to waste my precious energy in writing
to you.

Yours, till I know what you're talking
about,

Bill Vasbinder
Kane, Pennsylvania

See that stuff on my head? No, not the
dandruff—the ashes. And I'm having a
new burlap suit made. | should have stood
up and fought like a man—well, anyway,
fought—but | didn't.

Think I'll get my mind off myself and

ruLt,viu.u]TstsTta [

THEO. AUDEL & WEST 23rd STREET, NEW YORK
Mail AUDELS MACHINISTS & TOOLMAKERS HANDY BOOK. Price 94cnT

A KEY TO SHOP PRACTICE
For Every Machinist, Tool*
maker. Machine O%rker
Draughtsman, Metal
Mechanic or Student. Covers
Shop Practice in All Branches,

A READY REFERENCE
Tells How to Operate and Set
Up Lathes, Screw and Millin ?
Machines, Shapers, Dril
Presses and All Machine Tools.

5 PRACTICAL BOOKS IN ONE!

60 FOLLY ILLUSTRATED CHAPTERS
I Covering: 1— Modern Machine
! Shop Practice. 2—Blue Print
I Reading and How to Draw. 3—
I Calculations &t Mathematics
| for Machinists. 4— Shop Phys-
3ics. 5—How to Use Slide Rule.

| 6et This Information for Yourself.
1 Mall Coupon Today. No Obligation
Unless Satisfied. ASK 70O, SEE IT.
*PAYONLY$1 MO,

PER

DRAWFOrIVIONEY
Be An ARTIST!

Traired Artists Are fispil* of Eimisf
$30*$50-$75 A WEEK

Prepare In your spare time fer
a profitable Art Career

NOW Is the time to plan your future In Art,
COMMERCIAL ART, ILLUSTRATING,
CARTOONING—all in ONE complete home
study course. No previous Art experience
necessary — hundreds have profited by our
practical method since 1914. TWO ART
OUTFITS famished. Write today for FREE
CATALOGUE. "Art for Pleasure & Profit"
—tells all about our course, service—and op-
portunities for you in Art.

WASHINGTON SCHOOL OF ART
Studio 992F, HI15-I5thSt N.W . Wa*h.,D.C.

FUFF ENLARGEMENT

il | H I nl
Year
*** - Picture,

Pleas® include the color of hair and £*s

nted, Wo Win Beautifully
Snapshot, Photo
Print or Negative to 5x7

" M1 coaponl

onv new bargain offer giving you your choice o t

handsome frames with a second enlargement beau- | 5Scl?*e

coupon with your favorite snapshot, picture,!

tifully hand tinted in natural lifelike oil colors I o4 Worsdy IR 8nipRRds 1 oGEAN STUDIOS, Dept. 517. [

and sent on approval. Sour original la returned
with year enlargement (a 8e stamp for return

jnaibny appreciated). Just send the coupon with
your favorite snapshot, print or negative today | Address
DEAN STUDIOS, Dept. 517, 211 W. 7<h s§£
0®s Moines, lowa. | City....,

Name-

Color of Hair

|
Color of Eyas |

State.



Classified Advertising

Antiques— Indian Relics
Indian Relies, Coins, Curios, Catalog 5c. VERNON
LEMLEY, OSBORNE, KANSAS.
Detectives
DETECTIVES— Make Secret Investigations. Experience
unnecessary. Particulars FREE. WAGNER, 2640-R

Broadway, N. Y.

Educational
CORRESPONDENCE COURSES and self-instruction
books, slightly used. Sold. Rented. Exchanged. All sub-
jects. Satisfaction guaranteed. Cash paid for used courses.
Complete details and 84-page illustrated bargain catalog
FREE. Write Nelson Company, 500 Sherman, Dept.
B-218, Chicago.

Female Help W anted
SPECIAL WORK FOR WOMEN. Demonstrate Iovely
dresses in your home. Earn to $23 weekly, and own
dresses Free. No investment. Give age, dress size,
FASHION FROCKS, Peak 52029, Cincinnati, Ohio.

For Inventors
PATENTS SECURED. Low cost. Book and advice
free. L. F. Randolph, Dept. 573. Washington, D. C
Jewelry

ZIRCON DIAMONDS, beautiful, inexpensive. Catalogue
FREE. Box 388/203, Wheeling, W. Va.

___ Nurses Training School____
MAKE UP TO $25 — $35 WEEK as a trained prac-

tical nurse! Learn quickly at home. Booklet Free.

Chicago School of Nuraing. Dept. D-I, Chicago.

Old Money W anted

We buy Indian Cents, Lincoln Cents, and Old Rare
Coins. Send 10c today for 1943 Catalogue of prices we
pay for all U. S. coins. AMERICAN RARE COIN CO,,
Dept. 6, Transportation Bldg., Chicago.

WILL PAY $10.00 EACH FOR CERTAIN LINCOLN
PENNIES! All rare coins, encased postage stamps,
paper money wanted! Illustrated catalogue 10o. Federal
Coin Exchange, 1-PP, Columbus, Ohio. :

We purchase all Indianhead pennies. Complete cata-
logue 10c. Waitman, 398 Broadway, New York,

Patent Attorneys t

INVENTORS—Protect your Idea with a Patent. Se-
cure “Patent Guide”—Free. No charge for preliminary
information. Write CLARENCE A. O'BRIEN and HAR-

VEY JACOBSON, Registered Patent Attorneys, 326-B
Adams Building, Washington, D. C.
Patents
INVENTORS—PATENT YOUR INVENTION. Secure

book, “Protect, Finance and Sell Your Invention.” No
obligation. McMORROW AND BERMAN, Registered
Patent Attorneys, 150-K Albee Building, Washington,
P. C.

Photo Finishing
ROLLS DEVELOPED — 25c coin. Two 5x 7 Double
Weight Professional Enlargements, 8 Gloss Deckle Edge

Prints. CLUB PHOTO SERVICE, Dept. 16, La Crosse,
Wis.
Poems— Songwriters

WANTED — Poems for musical setting. Submit for
consideration. Phonograph transcriptions made. Rhym-
ing Pamphlet FREE. Keenan's Studio, P, Box 2140,
Bridgeport, Conn.

SONGWRITERS: We offer complete service. Melody
writing, recording, radio broadcast, marketing. Screen-

land Recorders, Box 1247F, Hollywood, Calif.

SONGWRITERS: Send poem for Immediate Considera-
tion and FREE Rhyming Dictionary. RICHARD BROTH-
ERS, 80 Woods Building, Chicago.

SONGWRITERS—Write for free booklet. Profit Shar-
ing Plan. Allied Songs, 204 East Fourth, Cincinnati, Ohio.

POEMS WANTED FOR MUSICAL SETTING. Five
Star Music Masters, 620 Beacon Building, Boston.

SONGWRITERS: Send poems for offer and FREE
Rhyming Dictionary. Phonograph records made. Vander-
bilt Studios, Box 112-FD, Coney lIsland. N. Y.

Schools

Medical Laboratory Technicians in great demand. We
train you in your spare time, in your own home. You
can practice while studying. Write for Free catalogue.
IMPERIAL TECHNICAL INSTITUTE, Box 973-D, Aus-
tin, Texas.
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tell you a story. 1, as you know, was
one of the greatest pilots that ever flew
a Spad. Oh, was | good! I remember,
as if it were yesterday, the time | fought
the ace of Hunland—the Baron von
Schnitzelbank. He was good—but the
terror of the tarmac, Sideslip Jones, was;
gooder.

He came at me, his guns yammering,
while I hummed Send Me One Dozen
Fokkers under my breath. 1 banked.
(Let's see, | think it was about twenty
cents | banked that week). He zoomed.
I did a snap roll, a half gainor and ended
up with a fancy breast stroke. | caught
him in my sights—what a sight that was!
—and let fly with everything | had, in-
cluding my suspender buttons. He came
at me, but | stood my ground—or rather,
my air.

It was the battle of the century, and
the next thing I remembered | was lying
in a nice clean, bed and someone was
holding my hand and saying, “He’ll live.”

| fooled them, though. | died.

As | said, those were the days. Let
me see, | guess that's all for this- time—
no, wait—there's that mailman again!

Shucks, only one letter. Let's see who
it's from. There’s a slight odor of brim-
stone about the envelope. It can't be—
yes, it is! It's from Hawkins!

Dear Goon-boy:

I thought I would write and see how
you are. Dead, 1 hope. | have noticed
that the legion of my followers is grow-
ing steadily— and small wonder. There
really isn’t any choice between you and
me— now is there? Anyone with half
a brain can see that you're as phony
as movie snow.

Speaking of snow, | ain sending you
a bucket of icicles. 1 earnestly wish
you'd sit with your feet in them. It
would be so much nicer to die of pneu-
monia than to be murdered.

For, my uninspired excuse for a
pilot, I have already hatched my plot
to erase you! You don’t know it, but
the ink on this letter is made with a
very powerful poison that works
through the skin.
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I guess those icicles won't be neces-
sary, after all.

Do you feel strange? Any odd prick-
lings in your fingers? Ah, that's the
first sign. Yon won’t last long now.

In fact, I doubt if yon live long
enough to finish this letter. Bnt if you
do, I want you to know that when you
are gone Fighting Aces will take a
boom upward in circulation that will
surpass any other magazine on the
stands.

That’'s what | think you and your
column do to Fighting Aces. In a word
— you ruin it

Now, how are your hands? Oh, 1
thought so— they’re beginning to burn.
Well, so long, morbid— it's been nice
insulting you. And I'll come and danee
at your funeral!

Joe Hawkins

Well, that was a very nice letter, Joe.

Now 1| think I'll take off my gloves.
Naa-ah!

Well, playmates, | think this will be
about all for now. First, though, I want
to give you the name of this month’s
honorary editor—and the listing of the
January stories in order of the voting.
He is Richard Dowin. of Bridgeport,
Conn., and his list is the same as ours:

Wings of tbe Blue Banner
Raiders of the Dawn Patrol
Dish It Out, Yanks!

Free France Never Surrenders!
Dead Man’'s Sky

SESTINES

If you see anything creeping over your
doorsill, gang—don't step on it. It might
be Hawkins.

And don’t forget to keep buying those
War Bonds and Stamps. Write and tell
tne how- many you have, and also what
to do about this corporation that seems
set on making my life a short one.

Contact!

Writing Earnings Already Equal
Half His Regular Salary

“By devotirig an hour or two each
day to writing, 1 am gathering from
this source an amount equal to half
of my regular salary. The -prospects
of writing for a living loom brighter
and brighter for me. The N.T.A.
Course paid for itself very quickly

—Albert C. Smith, Medford, Mass.

Why Can’t
You Write?

It's much simpler than you think!

SO many people with the “germ” of writing
in them simply can’t get started. They suf-
fer from inertia. Or they set up imaginary
harriers to taking the first step.

Many are convinced the field is confined to

persons gifted with a genius for writing.

Few realize that the great bulk of commercial writing is
done by so-called “unknowns,” Not only do these thousands
of men and women produce most of the fiction published,
but’ countless articles on local happenings, business affairs,
civilian defense, war activities, sports, home making, hob-
bies, human interest stories, as well.

Such material is in constant demand. Every week thou-
sands of checks for $25, $50 and $100 go out to writers whose
latent ability was perhaps no greater than yours.

The Practical Method

Newspaper work demonstrates that, the way to learn to
write is by writing! Newspaper copy desk editors waste-
no time on theories or ancient classics. The story is the
thing. Every copy “cub” goes through the course of prac-
tical criticism—a training that turns out more successful
authors than any other experience.

That is why Newspaper Institute of America bases its
writing instruction on the Copy Desk Method. It starts and
keeps you writing in your own home, on your own time.
And upon the very same kind of actual assignments given
daily to metropolitan reporters. Thus you learn by doing,
not by studying the individual styles of model authors.

Each week your work is analyzed constructively by prac-

tical writers. Gradually they help to clarify your own
distinctive style. Writing soon be-

comes easy, absorbing. Profitable,

too, as you gain the “professional” WAR MAKES
touch that gets your material ac- WRITERS

cepted by editors. Above all, you can e h
see constant progress week by week — uvSiY war nas

the turning point in

as vour faults are corrected and your
writing ability grows.

Have You Natural Ability?

Our Writing Aptitude Test will re-
veal whether or not you have natural
talent for writing. It will analyze your
powers of observation, your imagina-
tion and dramatic instinct. You'll
enjoy taking this test. There is no
cost or obligation. Simply mail the
coupon below, today. Newspaper In-
stitute of America, One Park Avenue.
New York, N. Y. (Founded 1925)

the careers of innu-
merable great au-
thors, such as Lau-
rence Stallings,
Willa cather, Ern-
est Hemingway,
Edna Ferber, Irvin
S. Cobb,
Hurst.
may be YOUR gold-
en opportunity to
express YO UR -
SELF! Send TO-
DAY for your N.LA
W riting Aptitude
Test. Special terms
and _privileges for
U. s. Service Men

IFJ 1/58" Newspaper Institute of America
Jjr ° ne park Avenue, New York
1 Send me, without cost or obligation, your

# Writing Aptitude Test and further information
64B59?.

about writing for profit as promised.
Mr.
Mrs.
Miss

AdAresS.....coooiiii s

___(AJI_con~poT~nceyonfidcntial

No salesman will call onyou.)

Copyright 1 94J N ew spapei”"n8tT tut”
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WHY BE SATISFIED WITH i£5 5

. WHEN

'1°° A MONTH INSURES YOUR ENTIRE FAMILY FOR MORE . .IN
Guarantee Eescrbc LIFE INSURANCE COMPANY?

HERE IS PROOF THAT GUARANTEE
RESERVE'S FAMILY GROUP POLICY
GIVES YOU MORE PROTECTION

114

'5,897.83

bersofa laundry operator's family in Indi-
ana, $1.00 a month provides $5,897.83
protection against travel accidental death.
$3,935.22 against auto accidental death
and $1,962.61 against ordinary or natural
death. Get this remarkable low-cost policy
for free inspection—find out how much
life insurance your family can buy for only
$1,00 a monti

*8,344.70.. . < covn.

mentc erk of W ashington D .C has insured
4 members of his family in one policy—
with $6,344.70 protection far travel acci-
dental death, $4,229.80 for auto accidental
death and $2 114.90 for natural or ordi-
nary death. One dollar a month is all the
policy costs him.

+0,018. 70, 1 e

er.his wife and 4 children (6 people in all)
are insured in a single $1.00 a month,
Guarantee Reserve Family Policy for atotal
of $5,018.70 against travel accidental
death, $3,345.80 against auto accidental
death and $1,672.90 against natural or
ordinary death. Take advantage ofthe Free
Inspection offer and see this marvelous
gll- CQvera%e policy.

1g B

HO

insurance on

VEN WoMEN, EHILDRE-

[ , tPlv the amount of life " heml|

N«*SiTUR&es'

h?2ndivW»

INCLUDES PARENTS, CHILDREN, BROTHERS.
SISTERS, GRANDPARENTS, AND IN-LAWS

As many as six who have an insurable interest can be
included in this amazing low cost life insurance policy.

Relationship makes no difference in the amount of benefits
paid. Each member of the family is given the maximum
protection provided for his or her age in consideration
with the number insured.

The policy was prepared by nationally known insurance
experts to provide safe, reliable life insurance for entire
family groups at a price everyone can afford to pay—
Only $1.00 a month.

Read the actual case histones here and you can see for
yourself how much more you get for your money in this
new kind of Family Group Policy.

Actually get a policy for free inspection showing you
and your family what this policy will do for you, Send
coupon for free inspection offer today.

COMPARE WITH ANY OTHER
FAMILY GROUP POLICY COSTING
UP TO TWICE AS MUCH

We want you to compare this policy and its benefits with
any other family group policy you ever read about or heard
about — and remember this policy is offered by a safe,
reliable company with over $15,000,000 of life insurance
in force. Send the handy free inspection offer coupon so
you can make this comparison— mail it to GUARANTEE
RESERVE LIFE INSURANCE COMPANY. Guarantee
Reserve Bldg., Hammond, Indiana, Dept,

MAIL THIS FREE OFFER COUPON/

SPECIAL Ifl MV FREE OFFER1
This policy is sold by mail only ...

to j»<spent} sslaries—medics!

<»pcnse—»nd collection costs. Get
policy for 10 days. Read it—Decide
far yourself—No Obligation.

UAuaranltt TRtstrbe tire insurance co.
eUMAXTH Bt'ESVt KD6. 0EPT.56-B-3
NABISWSB, INDIANA

Without com of obligation send dcnili of your
new FP*miJy Group Policy »nd 10 Day Free In-
spection Offer.

Btrittor R F, P, _
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Whadhof These Best-Sllers

Originally Published at Prices Up to $6.00

{continued from other side]

MORE BARGAINS

83 WH|IfSTLE STfOr7 M. M
Wolfe. Powerfu rize-win-
dntlng[bgslI -seller ofpl dV\?aSl- ON BACK PAGE
sion and twisted lives in a Jpid-Wes
slum town. Originally $2.50 LOOK AT THEM
NOW $1.00 NOWI
CRH HOW TO PLAY THE PIANO -
wOU!I BY ear—p. j. LeRoy, ra
s io %ssfamous.t planodteacheJ1
end on minutes a day wi
e complgle practical course - then g%M EANDURI(’;‘G StPASSIONF'"'D'E B40 BIOGRAPHICAL ~ DICTION-
lay any tune.” Large format, paper ai slﬁagleere aidvlceopgrﬁ" howratnh Revised by Deems
ound Ly 100 marriage relationship may be main  Taylor ard %ussell Kerr. Lives and
I'A VAN LOON'S GEOGRAPHY- Y
— tajned ummgalred through the more works of world's  foremost musl-
I £>= Hendrik ~Willem Van Loon. critical clans. 7,500 entries.
l;asclnalmﬁ story of our plan- Orlgmally $2.00— NOW $1.00 NOW CNLY $1.00
et, with many i ustrauor'l‘sow $1.00 866 Eﬁg\ﬁﬁ w\ggR%E S| PEdST 181 THEb BAR%ARY chOAST,;(,.
ncludes Hi t A Ti ink-
An THE ART OF CONVERSATION The Picture of Dorian Gray, h elr eorf Vlseurﬁ/al ma%eS'snan
via — Milton Wright, author of Jhe Importance of Being Earnest, franciscos nderwor| the
ettin Al(y] with Peosp Salome other famous poems, plays, dan erous ané" it st |nteresung spol
A few minutes ?{wnh this prose by England's slrange genlus In America. Formerly
[():|e f%racucal book wnll‘glve yoglnew Y $1.00 Now ONLY $1.00
onfidence, new power! “now .00 TEN YEARS IN A
T BiSiop's SREsERS B4 ). STanearp orems, CUE 8104, ouadEhey AT ol
m Thorne Smith.  Hilarious muses Themes. hlsmry Df EW— Raobert
rappba BRSS! PeoPle et o S ity Sl ety SR st it
ONLY 79c Originally $3 NO! rig. $2 1-00
DRh* AMERICAN - J"'LSU““E"’ MATHEMATICS FOR EVERY
- _most bewitching, aerrnlan Sorovvﬁ)mea)ﬁ L6 DAY USE---W. _S. Schaaf,
" giamorous figure. _ Cleopatra can render “an attacker helpless Clear, simple .exposi-
-—the grand amoureuse of legend— even if he has a knife, club gr R tion, of th baslc prlnclples of A’ith
the woman, lover, mother, Warrior 328 pro resslve action holosgex- metic, Algebra and Geometry.
queen. Formerly $3.50. ONLY $1.00 p,am Pevegry step learly. PlSrge for- ONLY 39c
it pan ik iy piEG | 7 SIEANGE SUTRNS O
— ONLY $1.00 .
etlow. And you E:’YIPQTIENTB VIRGIN — William J. Felding. Amaz-
— make farm pay ou dividends in aree uth Robblns adazz DI 10 BEST  KNOWN WORKS ing revelations of curious mating
money * fealth, "Bétter fiving. " pure 2ling blonge Wik, Robbine fiving, D1 1tl Ol ILE ZOLA. The customs, ancient and modem, among
Enlk})ymbentf while still keeglng\(your She ‘was bound to have amorous ad- finest work of the daring the many peoples of the earth.
ventures. NOW 49¢ 4, gpeak the truth ONLY 69¢
HAPPINESS IN MARRIAGE Inclu%es the immortal Nan&@ price. HOW TO WRITE LETTERS
. Ybarra. Delightful, best- OR_ALL OCCASIONS. Au-
famous ”nlgv%s gu‘eorb wrlgehry rfalsed B8 ----Margéilret D?ar;gir re%astsieo“- NOW ONLY $1.00 hundred: thDI}ItalIVE UIde| ({”Ied ‘Q/hm:
= - undreds  of sample letters a
as ,South akr%e ican “Lifp With ships explained by foremost expo- 6 MARRIED LOVE—Dr. Ma show how to make prlght impressions
Father ! Over 200,000 sold at $3. nent of blrlh control Ong. $2.00 lion coples sold of this famous con- and secure desired results,
THE CRU'SVé ON(I;: ﬂrﬂé o e ftnblultlon to the SGIutIOnOOfL Se;ldol(f)- THE HOME BOOKC,(\‘)II;YSE%O
iculties -
134. RAIDER’ WOLE— Roy Alex; B8Wi T'['ﬁz BOGRIEB5 your o L3lI. RETARIAL_TRAINING. Now
G g of at: One State never signed D7 STANDARD CONCERT you can learn at home, un-
dis ulsed Germ der— exciting  tpe CDnStItulIOn" There was once a D | */m GUIDE— Upton and Borow- der famous teachers, ttie i ve founda-
picture of life and actlon aboard the State” named Franklin? Here are k| Explanat and mean- tion subjects for commercial success.
In':\'afh‘)llle%"ake of ‘the tIaan(l)sN $?” hundreds of gquestions and an: ing of 3 sym honies “and 112 TYPeWE mlgh “dd gorthand CBUS"
ness “English “an usiness’ Corre-
both informative and %n’&el_l:}a[snlng composers La est revised e(ﬁ_od) spondenceg Secretarial 1ra|ning 590

THE WELL OF LONELI-
B9o.

ESS— Radcl ffe Hall. A
oignant Ybeautifal nov- B | | THE ETHICS OF SEXUAL BZ zgsr WITHOUT GLASSES

i
el, tellifg The story of . womnn ACTS““REHG Guy: . Harold M. Peppard,
mascu aline’ b¥ nati ureywho developed S”l ent ?fCUSSIOH of Masterpieces eSted way to Testore” and
into _matur in accordance with the various b and false modesty  French ||fe |0VE Rassion, sto-  keep normal vision~ without glasses.
that nature. ries, all complete NOW ONLY $1.00 ONLY $1.00

ormerly $5— ONLY $1.00

| f»7 THE FRENCH QUARTER— THE SEX LIFE OF THE
I'U Il Herbert Asbury. Unflinching 175 UNMARRIED ARIUILT"K/IEdB- E X A M I N E F R E AS MANY AS
Fhis Collrageous volume at- YOU WISH—

This .
tacks a probiem, skirted by students Send no money now—Pay nothing to postman

L35 of social_auest o on delivery—Keep only the ones you want
carliest c.\?,'i}'za‘{f,onma?g'"tdhef”;)"r'eséﬂl STRATEGY *5tu may have your choice OPthese X oks for 5 DAYS' FREE EXAMINA-
told in swift, readable styje gan. -k“é)’ methods used handsomeh Bmd.ﬂ"? p?aslcll‘(\eatm% aggn{halt yDLIUWIII e dellggt?d Wllehnctllpgllr
ONLY 690 successful men’ and._women 10  numbers of volumes ou want.” Mail coupon W|th0ut money. Books will
m A THE STORY OF SCIENCE—  sway others. ~ Win friends, gain be sent on APPROVAL, Pay nothing in advance— nothing to postman.
L bi David Dietz, Accurae exposi- books for 5 da Then send us amount due. owever, 1F—
. tion of the fou greaﬁ dIVISI%nS AFTER this free examlnatlon you do not admit these are the biggest book
Of science: Astrcnomy HORSE AND BUGGY alues yon ever saw, return volumes and forget the matter. But the edi-
sics and Chemistry Blo B|35 lobs of ‘many_titles are limited. Send, coupon NOW to GARDEN CITY
NLY 69c DOCJ;ER — Arthug |E PUBLISHING COMPANY. Dept. 502. Garden City, N.
THE BUSINE%S dENé:YCLO- {evea mgStmen}o{rs of a gounlly“go)c’l
= PEDIA — Edite H or. imulatin side-splitting, .
l I l Marshall. New, Fevised ed:-rysalty —Chicago Tribune. GARDEN CITY PUBLISHING CO., DEPT. 502 Garden City, N. Y
business t%acl's th’]‘esgrle:&e;" tgglgs mine “of ONLY $1.00 pigase segd methth boolés enclrgledI belsow ItWIH altherksendhyou
within ays, the correct amoun us 5c postage and packing chaisé
forms and ideas ever crammed into ?7 THE ART OF EN‘]OWNG MU- Lor each _volu or | WI|| return pany Dooks Tdo- mot” want ‘without
a single volume. Covers all business SIC— Sigmund _ Spaeth. New eing obligate |n any wi
subjects— banl law, letter writ- guide to music appreclatmn .
|ng, arithmetic, adverusn;\? sellm and understanding by  America's (Encircle numbers of books you want)
$1.00 most popular music commentator. L2 TI5 B27 B40 L46 77 B99 120 B138 191 676 845
RIQ . DRY GtJILlIgOTINE7 Rene CNLY 51.00 L Li7 Les Bal La7 Egg igt; % % 5192 eg; 80
Vi Beibenoi years of mur- THE PASSIONATE WITCH 7
der, ity, “atrocity §G§x THE PASSIONATE | W last P 2 BR L2 BYY B B2 8 1% L]
among  the llvmg Tdekd at ' Devil's and. funniest— it tops T T22 35 143 58 83 B1I6 134 174 T362 786 873
island! FDfmef'Y 53" NOw 3160 ert AII aboutk mild-mannered Mr. ri3 L35 144 BB6 T93 Bll7 BI® 15 628 790 838
ho e one mornin
TQCB- MICE AND MEN— to flnd hlmself marr?ed to a Gradge T4 L Be7 9 Tu8 137 18l 650 &1 92
I1VVvOi John Steflnvk\nleckh aqurl?or of % witch! Drawmgs by Roese. Orig-
traordinary 213Bge.0f Wrathy[Ve By inally s2 NOW ONLY 766
HAMMOND'S  NEW  COM- UND\ERSI:I'ANDIN(SBC (Please Print Plainly)

1 BINATION SELF-REVISING
RLD AS AND WORLI S. Smart. ?Hmlele
WAR MAP. Follow the news reports  month-| hy mont guide to child care

ith tl h t for the first 13 months. More than
Wf'\ uld BIS _compre erhslve %c'g)s/. 1_30Aph0tographs Subslantlal i)aper
LY $1.0 binding

10il WORLD'S BEST JOKES 400 THE STORY OF ORIENTAL
L2 X POSTAGE FREE— Check here if enclosing WITH coupon full

I fcv*  pages 33 chapters, each — -

_ coverlng dlfferent Subject PH!LOS&%';YtheEtreaBsury cg| amount of your order, in that case WE pay postage and packing
matter. — Toasts, jokes, limericks Eastern phiiosophy Know _and charges. Same refund guarantee applies of Sourse-

epigrams, comic’ verses, Oel\}EY $1.00 derg,[and the mysterlous WISdomGQDf Slightly  Higher in Canada— Address, 105 St., Toronto



ORIGINAL EDITIONS WERE PUBLISHED
AT PRICES UP TO $6.00

Other Bargains at
69c, 79¢c and $1.00

OU'D never expect to get great books Like these top-flight

best-sellers> for ONLY 49c . . . 69 .

7% . ..

and $1 EACH!

Yet it's'true!- And many NEW, excmng titles here are being

offered at these low prices jor the first time!

listing carefully.
NOT books that didn't sell.
been reset, cut, or revised.
bound best-sellers of Fiction,
Arts, Music, Science, Sports.
are fully illustrated.

So read this latest

Remember—these are NOT publisher’s overstock.
NOT cheaply made books which have
They are newly printed, ,handsomely
Riography, Adventure,
All full library size, cloth bound, not little pocket volumes.
Some are entirely new books,

History, the

never before published

-from the original plates of the liigher-priced first editions

Cheel# this latest listmg at once! Paper,

printing, liiotjing costa are going
be able to offer these amazing bargains again1

I P’

ND ;«« MONEY !

Many

Others are printed

We may not
Encircle below which books

you wish for FREE EXAMINATION. Head as. inany*jrs $p3tf~*ant—pay only for those you keep!

11U fam-

TOCO WUTXERING HEIGHTS-—Emily Bronte.
Idbfii The complele text of the famous class-
of love and horror. 49¢
£ DAUGHTERS OF EVE— Gamaliel Brad-
al( ford Glamorous lives of 7 glorious wo-
o joyously experimented with
life, from Catherme the Great and Ninon de Len-
clos to Sarah Bernhardat. ONLY 69c
Tl |A THE BAT— Mary Roberls Rinehart and
Avery Hopwood. One of the most
ous modern delecllve stories— abo
master criminal who terrorized the countryslde
but underestimated one determined old Iaé/
ONLY [
PA EATING FOR VICTORY-—Ida Bailey Allen’s
D o. Money Saving Cook Book. Shows how to
t rising prices, prepare delicious meals
cost,” get necessary vitamins, etc.
B S. '$1.00
H USEKEEPER'S DAUGHTER — Donald
lid* Henderson Clarke. The witty, racK story
of beautiful Hilda and the men who pur-

sued her.

bbﬁl NEW ART OF SPEAKING AND WRITING
THE ENGLISH = LANGUAGE —

Successfully used b

thousands m'osl valuable = handbool
tten

of En lish
ever g

raiders of the deep— Lowell Thom-
B m as. Incredible adventures of U-boat men
and tales of breathless battles under the
sea. NOW ONLY 79c
81"//\ PIED PIPER— Nevil Shute. The complete

novel, even more dramatic, more heart-
warmlng than the smash-hit movie!
TJriginally $2.50, .00
n* STORY OF PHILOSOPHY*WIII Durant.
/11, America's famous_modern book, the
och-maklng hlslory of humans as great

thinkers, from Socrates to” Dewey. Former¥ $5

SPANISH SELF-TAUGHT— Dr. Rlchard
/0 * S. Rosenthal. Now with new
opportunities opening daily in
America, Spanish is the most im ortant fori

gn
Ianguage earn it easl with just a
few minutes a day. 50, sold at $6.
ONLY $1.00
HOW TO UNDERSTAND ELECTRICITY--—

qulckly,
ver

| A. Frederick Collins. Simple way for
veryone to gain a usable, practical

knowledge of the why and_how of this vital sci-

ence of modem life. 158 illustrations. ONLY 69c
A HAVELOCK ELLIS ON LIFE AND SEX.
IH |, Frank slmPIe discussion of facts and
problems o deep interest to all men and

women Orlg‘mallK N .00
TAP Yf-PearI S. Buck. Brand new
I /f1, novel of modern China never before pub-

lished, by renowned Nobel Prize-winning

author of Dragon Seed, The Good Earth,
ONLY 49c
NEW BOOK OF ETIQUETTE— Lillian Eich-
«jS)> ler. 508 pages, fully indexed. Chapters
on dinrfer ‘etiquette, ‘dance etiquette, eti-

quette of engagements, teas, parties-

NOW ONLY $1.00

jc A YANK IN THE R. A. F Harlan
1

1 Ur Thomas. Thrilling story of bravery and
romance from which thé hit picture was
ade. NLY 49c
*VflA  bI*CK NARCISSUS— Rumer Godden.
(U$r This best-seller tells the strange stcr
of a group of nuns wlio took over pa
ace built for women of another sort, and the
alarmlng effect the palace had on them! oOri
$2.50. NOW $1.00°
® a |) MEDICAL MAGIC— David Dietz. Scripps-
Howard Science Editor. Vivid, dramatic,
behind-the-scenes story of mo dem medi-
cine, new discoveries in fighting

surgerﬁ/ drugs,
disease prolonging _life. ONLY 69cC
ftanl PLAYING THE RACES---Robert S. Dewst
d | and Jay Craig. A book for ovary one in-
terested in the track. Describes a system

which has been used successfully by |t8v\f;u$horso

| an THE FACE 1S FAMILIAR----Ogden Nash

(4u* 281 of mble wit and humoi

selected by the aulhor hlmself 31 brand

new. rig. $2.75— N $1.00
" oam THIS PUZZLING LANET E. T. Brew-
| *+m»* ster. A fasclnallng‘ readable introduc-
n to Geolo how men have learned

tio
about the structure and hlslory of our
ONLY

TAO REAP THE WILD WIND— Thelma Stra-
I'Ha , be]. A salty hi cal novel of Charles-

ton and the Ke! one hundred
years ago. The book on which”the Paramount
technicolor movie is Never before pub-
lished in book form at any price! ONLY 49c
aaq YOU CAN'T GO HOME AGAIN---Thomas
o/ A, Wolfe. Magnificent story of a young

modem who found himself. By au-
thor of Look Homeward Angel. Orig. $ $1 00

| YIA THE AMATEUR MACHINIST. A Freder-

tt J jck Collins. From how to select, use,
) and care for tools to polishing the fin-
ished job— simple, complete, enjsyable uide to
I kin ds of metal working. illus raYUoGn;

IC([I) HOW TO HANDLE PEOPLE----MaXWeII

1UOi Droke. How to talk yourself out of a
tight spot. ways get ON on
our ideas, a tested plan to Ilft yourself off the

usiness Bargaln Counter, etc

Originally '$2.50. NOW $1.00

TOO REBECCAf Daphne du Maurier. The
I ££1 whole book .from which the prize-win-
nlng movie was made! Over 500,000

copies sold! OW ONLY 49c
I AQ BAS,C TEACHINGS OF CONFUCIUS*
*  Miles Menander Dawson. In his own

words arranged for easy reading— here

is wisdom and practical advice for today from one
of the world s grealesl Q(hllosoghers ONLY 69c
IQA NIBUS—3  vol-
DI&chl umes in _one. Nearly 1,000 pages_ of

s and dolls, thugs, mugs ar%d fes-
1.0

gu
sorted Killers. Formerly $6,00.

of These Titles May We &H Hor FREE Examination?

i AC_ YOUR mind AND HOW TO USE IT—
I UO* w. J. Ennever, famous founder of *Pel-
manism." The amazing methods -of men-

tal training explained in this® book have been
THE BASIC TEACHINGS OF THE GREAT
PHILOSOPHERS Ph.

L16+
Summary of teachlngs of the greatest
thinkers cf all ages on the ten ma]or Tol e?s

of hllosophlél [
é] ING WITH TOOLS FOR FUN AND

PROFIT— A. Frederlck Collins.  Carefully
planned manual ome carpent r,)\i Over

250 practical |Iluslral|0ns
NEW WAYS IN PHOTOGRAPHY----JaCOb

BI I7 Deschin. dem

R overs whole subject,
ghy anhl indoor work,
rofusely illustrated.

1 TIC MEN AGAINST MADNESS— . Sell-
D * mg. D., Ph. D. The thrilling story
man's courageous struggle,

rance, quackery, and hYpocrlsy,

from insanity ‘and me diséase

7/ BEST KNOWN WORKS OF EDGAR AL-

I * LAN POE. 63_great stories such as
The Gold Bug, The Murders in the Rue

plus 50 famous poems |nc|ud|n% The

etc. NL 1.0

MY DEAR BELLA— Arthur Kober,

i of -Having

p-to-the-minute!
trick photogra-
flas Ilght plctures etc.

W $1.00
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O 40 Wonderful Time." Zestful,

hilarious story of the immortal Bella of
the Bronx, and her uproarious adventures on the

>
m

Rdyal Road to Matrimony. Illustrated l\)}/ Hoff.
Originally $2.00. NOW ONLY S1.OO
ftft  NAPOLEON— Emil Ludwig. Supreme bjog-
0O0i rath of the most thrilling figure in mod-
ern_history. Orlglnally $3.00." NOW $1.00
1AQ ROGET'S THE! RUS IN DICTIONARY
I £0 a FORM— Ed. b O. Sylvester Mawson.
Standard wor book for writers, speak-

ers, st#denls lbl{smess kmend teact erfs' fofr IevE
who wants to write forceful Eng-
?Is n patsnl&d nﬁr{‘ I 9
LY $1.00
ft TURNABOUT— Thorne Smlth Hilarious

a
£ novel of reversed sfexes,
TRanrlous love-making
COoT STRAY LAMB— Thorne Smith. Rlot-
Vv It ous advenlures of Mr. tLa}lvrsn}tﬁ:e La "
one morni o find himself
handsome II)‘Ia“I( stallion, And star 3
chain of adventure. Onl% $2 00. NOW ONLY 79c
SECRET T OF JAPAN ---Amieto
Vespa, who was compelled b{ the Jap-

mad blnges and
NOW 73c

anese to become a spy in 19.32, teilp in-
credibly true story of his experiences. Ongln-
ally 0. NOW *1.00

MORE BARGAINS ON INSIDE BACK COVER! LOOK AT THEM NOW!



