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MY RAISE OION'T COME THROUGH
MARY* | MIGHT AS WELL GIVE UP.
IT AIL LOOKS SO HOPELESS,

n* iaw'T pec Cixufft

I HAVE A GOOD FULLTIME RADIO

OOT BILL A G

TOM GREEN WENT
INTO.RADIO AND HE'S

MAKING GOOD MONEY.

SILL, JUST MAILING THAT
COUPON GAVE ME A QUICK

START TO SUCCESS IN RADIO.

MAIL THIS ONE TONIGHT

JOB NOW--AND A BRIGHT
FUTURE AHEAD IN RADIO

OH SILL, ifS WON&ERPUL
YOU'VE GONE AHEAD
$0 FAST IN RADIO.

“ Whe had com-
Fleted the first twenty
lessons | had obtained
my license as Radio
Broadcast Operator
and immediately
Joined the staff of
WMPC where |
mm Chief Operator'*
F.

-HOLLIS
HATES, 85 Madison
8L, L#apeer, Mich.

"1 am making from
$10 to $25 a week in
spare time while still
holdlng my regular
Job as a machinist.
| owe my success to

N. R. F
RUPP, 203 W.

Front West
Conshohocken
Pa.

$3,500 a Year

in

Own Business

"After

com
pleting the

R. 1. Course
I became Radio

Editor  of
Buffalo

Courier. Later

the
|

started a Radio service busi~

Mbs of my own,

and have

anaraged over 53,500 a year."

*. J. TELAAK.
way, Buffalo, N.

657 Broad-
Y.

YIl train you at home)

In Your Spare Time ForA

GOOD RADIO JOB

Many Radio Experts Maka $30, $50, $75 a Week

Do you want to make more money? Broadcasting stations employ
engineers, operators, station managers, and pay up to $5,

year. Spare time Radio set servicing pays as much as $200 to $SDO
a year—full time servicing pays as much as $30. $30, $75 a week.
Many Radio Experts operate full or part time Radio businesses.
Radio manufacturers and jobbers employ testers, inspectors, fore-
men, engineers, servicemen, paying up to $0000 a year. Radio
operators on ships get good pay, see the world. Automobile, police,
aviation, commercial Radio, loud speaker systems offer good op-
portumtles now and for the future. Television promi.es many good
Jobs soon. Men | trained have good jobs in these branches of Radio.

Many Make $5, $10, $15 a Week Extra
In Spare Time While Learning

Almost every neighborhood needs a good spare time serviceman.
The day you enroll | start sending Extra Money Job sheets show-
ing how to do Radio repair jobs. Throughout your training I send
plans and ideas that made good spare time money for hundreds. |
send Special Equipment to conduct experiments, build circuits,
Eetc;)ractlcal e?erlence I GIVE YOU A COMPLETE, MODESRN.
LL WAVE, ALL PURPOSE RADIO SET
SERVICING INSIWMENT TO HELP SERVICE SETS
QUICKER—SAVE TIME. MAKE MORE MONEY.

' Find Out What Radio Offers You

Mall the coupon now for “Rich Rewards in Radio.-* It's free to
any fellow over 16 years old. R points out Radio's sPare time and
full time opportunities, also those coming In Television; tells
about my Training in Radio and TeIeV|S|on shows you Ietters
from men 1 trained, telling what they are domg and earning;
shows my Money Back Agreement. MAIL COUPON in an en-
velope, or paste on a postcard—NOW I

J. E. SMITH. President, Dept. 8EA8
National Radio Institute, Washmgton D. C.

J. E. TH, President
Nallonal Radlo Institute
Establishad 1914

0 has_di-
rectec[ntﬂev‘?\ome stud'
raining of ‘more " ra?

dio __than amn
other man i\ America.

Z r*
mlVmVSlifiaBWMHBqgiaVM BBBS
J. E. SMITH, President, Dept. 8EAS8
National Radio Institute, Washington, D. C.
Dear Mr. Smith: Without obligating me. send “Rich Rewards in Radio,"
which points out the opportunities in Radio and explains your 55.-50 method
of training men at home to betot-j Radio Experts. (Please Write Plainly.)
NAME .. AGE.
ADDRESS . e
ciT» o
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Just list titles desired by num-
ber. Order at least 20 books
and enclose money order, check
or currency at rate of 20 books

for $1 — minimum order $1.
Add Ic per book to cover car-
riage, and books will be

shipped prepaid. (Add 10c to
personal check. It is best to
remit by cash, postal mone
order or unused U. S. stamps.
No C.O0.D. Canadian and fore-
ign price, 7c per book, deliv-
ered, Canada or foreign must
remit by international postal
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to The American Freeman, at no extra cost, if you ask for it.
This is the growing questions and answers magazine.]
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"ELECTRICITY

12 WEEKS

IN
THIS QUICK EASY WAY

ACTUAL SHOP WO RK-"s

Have %ou everdreamed of holdm? down agood I» fatiH*
P,ag job—that would give you all the thlngs in rvfy Y ieleid
ifé yoy wanted. If so, mf.dgeaméng ag]d prerpa,rfe or sul h a job.
Electricity offers you a real job and a'real future if you will pregare
yourself by training to take your place in this ‘giant indust

Here at my school you are trained In 12 weeks for your start for
a better job and a real future. You are trained on real electrical
machinery and equipment. You work on generators, motors,
dr%/namos_, you wire houses, wind armatures, etc.”You also get train-
iNg in Diesel, Electric Refrigeration and Air Conditioning at
no extra cost. My methods make it easy to learn—First you are
told how to do a thing—then you are shown how to do it—then
you do the work yourself.

I'LL FINANCE YOUR TRAINING

You canget this training first—thenpay for it after

her
WhhINARG Expens S“w’éevev‘?uf’ﬁﬁﬁ'%%vé‘éﬁ&??@

graduation you get lifetime employment service.
Send coupon today for froo catalog and afl detatts.

I Mr.H.C. Lewis, President,

! COYNE ELECTRICAL SCHOOL.

J 600 S. Paullnh St., Dept. 58-61 Chicago
V4

ear Mr. Lewis: —
] ger] _mé 1l e‘%ook that tells the story of ¥0L_1r_
m training and your ofier to help me get’this training,

| ADDRESS..
,CITY.

HIGH BLOOD
PRESSURE  Farstey Tabiets used’reguiarly

Parsley Tablets used regularly

according to directions™ lower
the blood pressure and relieve headaches and dizzi-
ness in the great majority of cases. Dr. Frederic
Damrau, eminent New York physician, reports such
relief in 22 out of 26 cases. ALLIMIN Tablets are
for sale by %ood drug stores everywhere in two sizes
—50c and” $1.00. When you blli)/, insist on |g;etting the
genuine ALLIMIN. FOR FREE SAMPLE AND
VALUABLE BOOKLET WRITE

VAN PATTEN CO., 54 Wk lllinois St., Chicago

FOREST JOBS

available at $125-$175 per month, steady. Cabin.
Bunt, trap, patrol. Qualify at once.
Get details immediately

Rayson Service Bureau, B-55. Denver, Colo.

ORIGINAL
POEMS, SONGS

For Immediate Consideration Send Poems to
COLUMBIAN MUSIC PUBLISHERS. LTD., Dept. 19. Toronto. Can.

THOUSANDS INSURED
FOR $1.00 A MONTH

One-HalfRegular RataFlratS Yaara
Policy Mailed for FREEInspection

A new low-cost~Special 20-payment Life Insurance Policy is offered
without Doctor's examination, if you are in good health and under
age of 55; liberal cash and loan values! Double Indemnity! SEND
NO MONEY! No agent will calll Just write American Life and Acc.
Ins. Co., 231 American Life Bldg., St. Louis Mo., sending your full
name, date of birth, race, height, weight, duties of occupation, name
and relationship of your beneficiary, and condition of your health.
Your policy will be mailed at once. Save by mail—Write NOW.

WAR FLYERS TOOK CHANCES

UT you don’t have to take 'em when

you're searching for the best in maga-
zine entertainment. Just ask your neigh-
borhood newsdealer to give you another
Ace Magazine. For no matter how your
tastes run, you're sure to find what you
want in the following Ace lineup.

FLYING ACES

Everything Absorbing in Aviation

SECRET AGENT X

G-Men Action Yarns

CAPT. HAZZARD

Ace Adventurer and Conqueror of Fear

ACE SPORTS

Action Sports Yarns

CHAMPION SPORTS

Jumbo Sports Magazine

WESTERN TRAILS

Salty Cowboy Action Stories

SUPER WESTERN

Stories of the Roaring Range

WESTERN ACES

Human Yams of Range and Owl-Hoot

SURE-FIRE WESTERN

Fast-Action Cow Country Tales

RED SEAL WESTERN

Fighting Cowboys— Hell-Busting Drama

SECRETS

Real Life Confessions

LOVE FICTION MONTHLY

The Tangles and Triangles of Romance

TEN-STORY LOVE

Stories of Gay Young Love

TEN DETECTIVE ACES

Great Variety Detective Magazine



SWorth ofthrills

........ a«

that holds you sp«U-bouad

the last page is finished. Charging it

With being an immoral book, reformers

tried in vain to prohibit its publication.

Seventeen complete editions were sold at
the original price of <2.

Ly,

m m This $10,000 prize-winning

author has writen the amazing
by Dm Story of a very young, very
alluring, very ruthless adven-
turess. Her mother had been
n the gay and reckless ‘'Grass
widow" whose mad love of pleasure she
had inherited. Her life became a veil of
deceit concealing wild escapades with rich
and pleasure-sated meo-about-towo until,
in the final pages,- she is tamed by tbe
man. Even a. $2 this was a "Best Seiler.”

See them !

ON APPROVAL

Mead them t

--her "fast**!
in Chicago but Emmy-Lou believed” If*:
Romance and was ready to pay for it. A]
pulse-quickening drama of a girl's couragw
against the strangling conventions Q$]
respectability! Formerly |2*

THE MARRIAGE GUEST 2SK&

BevitfY B The tale of avicarious loves
a mfine, sensitive woman

AGAINST Who has succumbed to tha
CONVEN-  necessities of. exlstence anti
TuSn conventionalit: but wbosa

tiun» £qc spirit to he end, Ifve»

with, is loved by and bears children for?

the man she really loves. Stark drama of
the crucifixion of three lives, through
which runs bthe golden thread of a
woman’s passionate, enduring love, defy-
ing the world. $2 worth of intense dramat

].O'Jo hn -
Cannes

Putnam
m The flaming fire of a great A B . . m A masterpiece of the Malta
A and Igverpowerlﬂg love tn ba If not de“ghted, it W|” cost yOU nOth|ng~ 'I'H?_ﬂl.iTS Stem by the Bernard Shaw of
STORY smashing story that swings tbe A A of Broadway. You get both side*
. *f glittering lights of Broadway Thlnk Of itt More than 400,000 Of RACKET of the racket, plus the laughs
to the sanctity of the North : and lusts of the racket mob,
MSSWff , Woods. A strong emotional these tlt'eS have already been SOId- MDBS told in the jargon of Racket*

heaft-stirrmg novel of a rich rouf and

his wife and the rugged Big Woods guide Y O U can
who proves more sophisticated than was
expected. The frank answer to the ques- h ave a II

tion “ What does a faithful wife owe an
unfaithful husband?” Many $2 editions
of this "best seller” were sold out.
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land. Never before has Broadway artifice*
in all its phases, blazing with illicit loves*
honeycombed with intrigue, teeming witf*
swift-paced lives, been exposed to the light
as in this volume. Real life characters
with authentic data exactly as originally
sold in in $2 edition.
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NOT ONE WORD OMITTED

O Think of it—six books of thrilling fiction
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If you suffer from prostate trouble, weak manhood, or some other
form of functional gland weakness . send immediately for the
great illustrated book, MEN PAST FORTY. Explains what weak man-
hood is, describes different kinds. Tells what you may do in cases
amenable to treatment and how you may help yourself. MEN PAST
FORTY contains 13 Chapters on Rejuvenation, the Prostate Gland,
Methods of Control, Glandular Weaknesses, with practical aids and
helpful measures. Full of invaluable information, may save you
from costly errors, unnecessary pain or worry. This great Illustrated
volume discusses electrical apparatus, diets, external applications,
baths, vacuum pumps, Vitamin E tablets, mechanical devices, mas-
sage, etc,, In treatment of weak manhood. MEN PAST FORTY
describes recent glandular products of prominent drug manufac-
turers, and lists similar specialties of important chemical labora-
tories. This greet book is wonderfully illustrated, everything
explained simply and clearly, and bound in full cloth. SEND NO
MONEY. Send name and address only. On delivery pay postman only
91.98 plus postage. Or send $1.98 now and save mailing costs.
Book shipped In plain wrapper. If this great book does not save
you many times its cost on weak manhood or gland tablets or
helpful advice, return it in ten days and we’'ll refund your $1.98.

HARVEST HOUSE, DEPT. 205, 2 West X3th St., New York

BACHELORS BACHELORETTES

Discontented? Seeking romance? Companionship? Happier, Fuller, Richer Emo-
tional Life? We've worthwhile, cultured, wealthy people, all ages, everywhere.
It atone, and lonatome, contacts quickly established by ultra-dignified. Purely Confidential intfo-
Axttona through "ELITE_SOCIAL CORRESPONDEMCE REGISTER " For Free seeled details, writ*:
POST—CFFQICE BOX 375, LOS ANGELES, CALIFORNIA

My personal service arranges ro-
mantic or friendly correspondence.
Find your mate through confiden-
tial, select club.
Free sealed information. Write today.
ROBT. RANDOLPH, Box 213, Jacksonville, Fla.

LONESOME?

Let me arrange a romantic correspondence for

you. Find yourself a sweetheart thru America’s

r foremost select social correspondence club. A friend-

__ship letter society for lonely ladies and gentlemen.
Members evel ere; CONFIDENTIAL introductions by letter;
efficient, dignified and continuous service. | have made thousands of
loneb/ people happy—\h*not_you? Wrrite for FREE sealed particulars.
JACKSONVILLE, FLORIDA

Prostate Sufferers

An enlarged, inflamed or faulty Prostate
Gland very often causes Lameback, Fre-
%uent Night Rising, Leg Pains, Pelvic
ains, Lost Vigor, Insomnia, etc. Man
physmlans endorse massage as a safe ef-
fective treatment. (Sec Reference Book
of the Medical Sciences, Vol. VII, 3rd
edition.) Use “PROSAGER,” a new in-
vention which enables any man to mas-
sage his Prostate Gland in the privac
of his home. It often brings relief witl
the first treatment and must help or it
dr.w.d.smith costs you nothing. No Drugs or Eleo-

inventor tricity:
FREE BOOKLET
EXPLAINS TRIAL OFFER. ADDRESS

MIDWEST PRODUCTS CO., B-3429 KALAMAZOO, MICH.

LONESOME?

Join the original PERSONAL SERVICE
for particular people. Dignified dependable
and different. We get RESULTS. Heat-
hers everywhere. Write TODAY for infor-
mation sent you in PLAIN sealed en
velopes.

AMERICAN CORRESPONDENCE SERVICE
GRACE BOWES. DIRECTOR
BOX 14-V KINGSBRIDGE STATION

NEW YORK CITT
__~ TELEPHONE US AT KlIngsbrldge 6-2921

’> Many others are lonely too.
Romance, Marrlage Friend-

ship. Let me help yoa
find companion_or wveetheart you Iong for. Private per-
sonal service. Particulars sent” in plain sealed envelop*,

RAY MONROE._____ P. O. Box 84, Houston, Texas.

PROSTATE SUFFERERS

Prostate gland acute or chronic, rheumatism, kidney and
bladder sufferers, send for FREE trial package amaxinf
results. Endorsed by doctors.

PROSTEX COMPANY, Dept. 73, Miami, Oklahoma

LONELY? &t

Church  organizattes.
(Un-denominatlonadl

Sure to have a select helpmate for you. Stamp

and age bring full particulars.

REV. JONES, P. O. Box 2459, Kansas City, Ma.

Join thls rellable Club

? established 17 years*
Feel the thrill of Ro-

mance. Member*
everywhere many wealthy Descriptions Free, sealed.
MRS. Box 758-M San Francisco. Calif*

CAPITOL MATRIMONIAL BUREAU

Individual attention given to insure future happiness fox
eligible men and women. Send no money. For particular*

address
Washington, D. €*

~ WEALTH
SWEETHEARTS

Rich and beautlful women, weII to do doctors and Iawyers od”eo*
of nearly every description have Joined our club.
Send 10c for illustrative photos and descriptions.
_______JANE FULLER CLUB, *ox 797-AB ilwaukee, Wl».

Sends Treatment for

ASTHMA

Paroxysms on Free Trial!

I will send any sufferer a regular $1.25 bottle of Lane's Treatrrent
by prepaid mail. Used by thousands and this bottle does not cost
you a single penny until”you are relieved— then onl 125 If not
your report cancels” charge. 'D. J. LANE, 268 Lare Bl Mary**

Doctor's Prescription
For Liquor Habit

A doctor’s prescription, successfully used
for years for those addicted to the use of
alcohol is now offered to the public for
home treatment. It is not habit-forming
and can be taken in liquor, tea, coffee, food,
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user's knowledge. Aids the sufferer to
overcome the craving for liquor and to
build up his resistance. Many loved ones
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fulness. Proper results or money back.,
Write Western Chemicals, Inc., Dept. 234F,
P n P P Seattle, Washington, for a Free

1* K b Ef trial and full particulars. It will
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1 wrapper. Do it today
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for examination.

Send now and we wil

The amazing performance of
the Diesel powered Burlington
Zephyr trains has opened a new

era of power efficiency. Airplanes,
aultlomoblles, great industrial plants
wi

Il soon be usmq_ these marvelously
efficient engines. This means a new
profession, a new trade for thousands
of men. Learn Diesel operation, con-
struction and repair OW through
our_brand new quick reference cyclo-
pedia, the only complete encyclopedia
on Diesel Engineering.

5 Big Books Shipped FREE

H|/

If you want to get into the most promisin
new fleld of the century, the livest, "most up-to-date, most talke

Cfffprofessmn, send for ‘these books on our amazing free shipment
='offer.
to the minute. Examine these

Over a thousand pages profusely Illustrated and right up
ine books, ‘read them, test them and
If not thoroughly satisfied return them at our expense and you
on't

Consulting Membership included

consulting membership in the American Technical Society with
privilege™ of consultation with our engineers on any difficult
problem.
AMERICAN TECHNICAL SOCIETY . L
Drexel at 58th Street, Dept. 0-440, Chicago, lllinois,
You may send me the new 5 volumes on Diesel Engineering for
ten days' free examination. | will pay the few cents express
only. Will examine the books and return them in ten days unless

1 decide to keep them. In which case | agree to send you $2.00
In ten days and $3.00 a month until the Introductory price of
only S15.50 Is paid.

Name
Address

Please attach a letter giving a%e,'occupalion" and the name’ and
addrefss of g/our employer and that of at least one business man
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QUIT USING TOBACCO1

100,000
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FOLLOW THIS MAN
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INSTITUTE OF APPLIED SCIENCE
Dept. 7465 1920 Sunnyaide Ave, Chicago

fG
10

on GOODYEARL1
FRESTONEGIOCHCH

U.S.and other makes.
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prices_are unboatable for Stand-

ard Tiros repaired by our Improved
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A superstitious man was the Rittmeister von Hohenberg, pilot-
commander of that great German Jagdstaffel. His lucky tokens
he carried on every flight, and always with him was a piece
of the plane in which he had become an Ace. So far
these charms had seemed to protect him—but their
real test was to come after that dying Ameri-
can airman promised to return from hell!

CHAPTER |
“Bury This Deep”

ittmeister Ernst von

Hohenberg snapped down the

receiver of his telephone and
stepped to the mess-hall door.

“Achtung!” he barked to the assembled
pilots.

They stiffened to attention. Each face
was woodenly immobile as eyes were
turned to the Jagdstaffel leader.

‘The balloon hunters are on their way
to the Krimhilde line,” he told them. “It
is the same pair of damnable Yankee
swine, who—"

He stopped as he saw a man’s face at
the messroom window. He muttered a
Teutonic oath and summoned the Feld-
webd in charge of the headquarter’s non-
commissioned staff.

Krimhilde line. They must be stopped.
Do you understand?”

“Ja wohl, Herr Rittmeister,” they cho-
rused and trooped out to where their
Pfalz pursuit planes were drawn up.

Captain von Hohenberg retired to his
own room to don his flying togs. In his
helmet he carefully placed the stocking
Fratdein Hedwig von Oestermann had
given him. Then followed a handkerchief
once carried by Mitzi Leidergesang, the
famous music-hall beauty. A fragment
of the old Albatros plane in which Ernst
had won his entry into acedom was tak-
en from a small metal box on his dresser
and placed in a leather case suspended
from his neck.

A few minutes later he strode stiffly
across the field and clambered into his
cockpit. Mechanics jerked the chocks in
answer to his gestured command and the

The Spbad From

By JAMES PERLEY HUGHES

“Holtz,” rasped the Rittmeister in cold
anger, “I have told you for the last time
to get rid of that cross-eyed sentry. | am
not superstitious, but the last time that
pig-dog watched me take off, | crashed
back of Mauberg.”

“Ja wohl, Herr Rittmeister.” The ser-
geant major saluted and hurried away.

Ernst von Hohenberg turned back
to the members of his squadron. A
member of the envied circle of Kanonen,
winners of ten or more official victories,
he had martial prestige as well as
Junker blood to make him typical of his
class.

“As | was saying”™ gentlemen,” he re-
sumed, “the Yankee swine are on their
way to attack the Drueben along the

squadron took to the air. Hohenberg
swept up and nosed toward the Krim-
hilde line.

The Rittmeister raised his high-pow-
ered field glasses when they neared their
objective. His thick lips formed an im-
precation as he saw two darting dragon-
flies race down at a balloon far to the
east. A plume of smoke shot up and the
planes winged away. Another sausage
had been destroyed.

A signal went out from the Rittmeis-
ter’s cockpit. The pilots crowded on every
ounce of power, and swept on in perfect
formation, roaring down like a locust
swarm upon the two Americans. A sec-
ond balloon burst into flames as they
neared the scene. Then the Yankees



A Novelette of
Vengeance in
Flaming Skies

Hell

dashed at the third. The big bag was
gliding for the ground, dragged down by
frantic winch men.

At a flash from the Rittmedster’s
wings, the squadron struck. The Amer-
icans were flying narrow-winged Spads.
Their leader had assailed the balloons
with streaks of sparkling, inflammatory
bullets, while his accomplice rode high
and behind him, guarding his tail. Von
Hohenberg flicked a signal for a divided
attack. His own flight and the men un-
der Wolfgang von Unworth struck at
the sausage-raider, while the third flight
assailed the guarding plane.

The Spad below was gaining on the
helpless sausage, its throttle open wide.
Rittmeister Ernst watched its weaving
flight. The man was known to the Ger-
man Intelligence service, which had spent

From tie cowl guns of the Spad came

a smashing burst—and a flash of

flame flickered through tie sausage's
envelope

no small time looking up his past. Once
a Kentucky horse-breeder, he had rid-
den the winged steeds of the air with
the same reckless daring as his equine
mounts at home. Since his coming to the
Western Front, more than a score of
Drachen had fallen before his guns. The
morale of the German balloon service
had been shaken and the command had
gone out that the American must be
destroyed, even if a whole squadron of
planes had to be sacrificed in doing so.
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A S the formation swept down, Ernst
saw his foe dart at the Drachen,
although it was only a few feet from
the ground. A clatter came from the
cowl guns of the Spad, and a string of
flame ran up the bulging envelope. The
Spad flicked to one side, its task done.
A flash, a pall of smoke—and the charred
fragments slithered toward the ground.

“Davidson— Neil Davidson!” The Ritt-
meister mouthed the name he had read
in the official intelligence communiques.
“I'll have that on a white cross or—or
mine will be there.”

The Pfalz roared down, but Davidson
slid out of line and shot up. Hohenberg
looked back. The Spad was hurtling
straight for Hermann von Liebknecht an
ace second only to the Rittmeister him-
self in victories gained.

“Hermann will get him,” Ernst mum-
bled, “and if he doesn't—"

At a blast from Davidson’'s guns von
Liebkneeht's Pfalz turned over. There
was another crash, and its nose dropped.
Flames began to run along its side. Next
pilot and plane were tumbling.

The Rittmeister swung around to at-
tack the American. At the same moment,
he saw Wolfgang von Unworth and Leut-
nant Hertzog rake the darting Spad with
their guns. His own joined in. The Amer-
ican turned, riddling one of von Un-
worth’s less experienced pilots, but his
Spad was staggering. Hohenberg moved
in, ready to give the Todschlag, or death
blow. Then the American lost control
and began falling.

“Germans take no chances,” Ernst told
himself, nosing after the helpless David-
son. He had been fooled before by clev-
er pilots who had simulated death.

He could see Neil Davidson working
desperately at the controls. At last the
Yank brought the nose up, but his ship
was settling rapidly. A moment later it
made a crash landing in an open field.

Von Hohenberg followed, eager to cap-
ture the most noted of the American fly-
ers. He nosed for the field, signaling to
a squad of infantry that had come out of
the woods. Neil Davidson had leaped from
his cockpit and was' facing the ground
troops, an automatic pistol in his hand.
Tongues of flame leaped from it, and
the foremost gray-green soldiers stag-
gered, then fell forward on their faces,

“Pig-dog—he murders to the last,”
Hohenberg rasped.

ACES-

His own trucks touched and he alight-
ed. Davidson was still firing at the in-
fantry. At last his weapon was empty
and he defiantly threw the useless thing
at the nearest of his assailants.

Rage filled the Rittmeister. Not only
was Neil Davidson fighting to the last,
but his companion in the air had come
down to spatter the field with machine-
g”n fire. The Pfalzes descended and
J ove him back, but he crashed another
of Ernst’'s pilots. Meantime the infan-
trymen had dashed into the woods and
returned with a Maxim machine gun.

“Here, you men,” the Rittmeister
called to them. “Come here."

They scuttled toward him, dragging
their weapon.

“Let me have it,” Hohenberg swung
the ugly snout around.

Neil Davidson stood before him, un-
armed. As he saw the Maxim leveled at
him, he grinned and held his hands aloft.

“You sure have got the drop on me,
captain,” he called. “1 reckon it's up to
me to say Ramerad."

A flush crossed Ernst von Hohenberg's
high cheek bones, and his rather piggish
eyes narrowed.

“You say Kameradf” he yelled in Eng-
lish. “Say it in hell, you swine.”

His hands tripped the gun and a sput-
ter of shots made the weapon throb. He
veered the brazen muzzle until he saw the
bullets kick the dust from the Ameri-
can’s uniform.

Neil Davidson swayed, an expression
of surprise in his clear eyes. His grin
faded.

“You hound!” he managed to say, as
the Maxim ended its clatter. “I'll get you
for that'if | have to come back from hell
to—" A dark stain came to his lips, stop-
ping his words, and he sank to the
ground.

“There,” growled the Rittmeister
“He'll crash no more Drachen. That is
finished.”

HE second American plane, -which

had been fighting to save Neil Da-
vidson, whirled as he fell, and darted
toward the lines. Meantime, Ernst von
Hohenberg strode across the field and
looked down at the face of his victim. He
was boyishly young, with crisp brown
hair and clean-cut features. Ernst
scowled.



THE SPAD

“A brave man, a gallant enemy, Herr
Rittmeister,” said an infantry sergeant,
gesturing to the body.

“Brave? A fool—a madman.”

There was a pause; then Hohenberg
turned to the sergeant. “Do you speak
English?” Ernst asked.

“Yes, sir,” in that tongue.

"So do I, but this Yankee idiot—what
did that idiot say just before he fell?”

The sergeant hesitated. “He said, Herr
Rittmeister, that he would come back
from hell, if need be, just to get you.”

“Get me—was machts?”

"Kill you, mein Herr, or something like
that. It is an American provincialism
scarcely translatable into the tongue of
Kultur.”

A frown furrowed its way between
von Hohenberg's brows. His hand slid
into the breast of his uniform to touch
his lucky bag. He looked around to see
a small group of French peasants edging
toward the Spad, attracted by its fall. He
beckoned them to him.

“Take this and bury it—deep,” he in-
structed, nodding toward the body.
“Mark the grave with a cross. The name
is Neil Davidson, first lieutenant, U.S.A.”

Next he turned to the sergeant. “Load
this plane onto a truck,” he ordered,
“and have it taken to my airdrome. The
fool did not destroy it. 1 want to study
these Spads, with their Yankee attach-
ments.”

“Ja wohl, Herr Rittmeister.”

Erast clambered back into his Pfalz
and took to the air. To his pilots, return-
ing after a fruitless chase of the second
Yankee he gave a signal to reform, and
then started back to his own landing
field.

Bellowed cheers greeted von Hohen-
berg when he entered the mess-hall for
lunch. Glasses of Rhine wine were raised
to toast him.

“Another victory for Herr Rittmeister,
our Vberkanone — our superace,” they
shouted.

“That—it was nothing,” he mumbled.
For Rittmeister Erast was not his usual
self-congratulating self. Neil Davidson’s
last words still stuck in his mind. The
swine had sajjl that he would come back
from hell, if need be. Yon Hohenberg
had killed many men, but this was the
first time a dying enemy had spoken to
him.
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CHAPTER 11
Back From Hell
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threat hovered

for several

days. Erast sent

an orderly to

the scene of the

crash, and felt

more assured

when the man

reported that Neil Davidson had been
buried and he had seen the grave.

The squadron flew in its usual pa-
trols, and the pilots noted that their
leader grew more savage in his on-
slaughts with each day. But even his
activity failed to erase the memory of
the boyish American and his dying
threat. Almost a week had gone by when
the Rittmeister summoned Eric von Has-
senpflug, an officer operating in the aerial
intelligence department.

“This Neil Davidson, the balloon-
breaker—just who was heT’ Eras* in-
quired.

Hassenpflug thumbed a sheaf of re-
ports and finally laid one upon the Ritt-
meister’s table. Hohenberg screwed his
monocle into his eye and studied the pa-
per.

“H-m-m! He bred white Arabian
horses in the province of Kentucky, I
see,” Ernst muttered. “What has that
to do with military affairs?”

“We get everything, Herr Rittmeister,"”
Hassenpflug replied. “Our operatives even
managed to obtain a pieture of Davidson,
mounted on a white horse.”

Ernst von Hohenberg
slightly.

“The only white horse he’ll ride now
will be through hell,” he said with a
harsh laugh.

But the words of Neil Davidson haunt-
ed him. The American had been heavy
with Maxim bullets when he spoke them,
and he must have known that Death had
touched his shoulder.

“His body is in the grave tonight,”
the Rittmeister thought, as he went to
bed, “and his soul in hell.”

He looked out of the window. A full
moon was shining and he could see the
dark forms of the sentries pacing before
the hangars.

“Said he would come back from hell

shuddered
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to get rae,” Ernst mumbled as sleep
overcame him. “Back from hell—that's
where a Yankee pig should go—ride a
white horse through hell—Schwein—
he's—"

HE clatter of machine guns, the
Tcrash of small hand bombs, the bel-
lowed calls of guards and the frantic
fire of rifles caused Ernst von Hohenberg
to leap from his bed.

He leaned out the window to stare into
the moon-drenched sky. Careening
through it was an all-white ship from
the nose of which came flashes of flame.
Striking like a fury, it swept down upon
the airdrome.

Rittmeister Ernst snatched up his
night glasses, focusing on the all-white
plane. They disclosed a pilot with crisp
brown hair, unrestrained by the conven-
tional helmet. His face was boyishly
young. Neil Davidson had had hair like
that, but he was in his grave.

A plane—an all-white plane—von Ho-
henberg had never seen one on the West-
ern Front. It bore no national markings,
no serial numbers, no squadron insig-
nia.

“Back from hell—he rode a white
horse.” The words formed, but had no
sound.

Then he laughed harshly, drew on his
flying suit and dashed across the field,
yelling to the hangar crew to bring out
his Pfalz.

The darting white plane was throwing
drags that threatened to destroy both the
Rittmeister and his Pfalz. Yells of warn-
ing came from every side, but Ernst von
Hohenberg leaped into his pit and gave
the cold motor the gun.

In another moment he was in the moon-
light, fighting with a foe who was more
phantom than actuality.

Although a Kanone, Ernst von Hohen-
berg had not been aloft more than a few
minutes when he realized he was en-
gaged with a master pilot. More than
that, the phantom was flying as though
his motors had been warmed by the
fires of hell, while the Pfalz threatened
to choke every time he threw the sauee
full on.

“Ghost or devil, the bullets you throw
are solid enough,” Hohenberg growled,
when a burst crashed his tiny wind-
shield.

He dared a storm of eberry-tinted trac-
er and bored in. The ghost ship’s fire
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threatened, but he held his course. He
must either crash the phantom or perish
himself. He unleashed his Spandaus, trad-
ing shot for shot. Then, before he re-
alized it, his foe was on his tail.

Blasts came from the white cowl. The
stammering note was new to von Hohen-
berg’'s ear. Then he remembered noting
that Neil Davidson's Spad had been
equipped with Marlins, an American type
of machine gun, devilish in efficiency.

“One thing sure,” Ernst reflected,
“this isn’t the ghost of Davidson’s plane.
That's down in our shops, dismantled
and—"

A burst of angry laughter replaced
his thoughts. He was at grips with an en-
emy airplane painted white, a plane that
threatened to crash him unless he conked
it first. He had allowed his mind to wan-
der from war’'s grim business to think
of ghosts.

“Black Forest tales,” he sputtered,
gunning the rapidly warming Pfalz.

Once more they lunged at each other.
A cold ferocity entered into Ernst von
Hohenberg's tactics. He knew by the
throb of his adversary’s motor, the de-
sign of the rudder fin and the position of
the struts that he was engaged with one
of the new-type Spads. The dazzling
white of its paint had nothing to do with
the reckless skill with which it was
flown.

“Whatever he is—whoever— I'm going
to crash him,” the Rittmeister swore.

He speeded his attack, but the white
plane eluded him without difficulty. He
drew a signal pistol and fired into the
air. Bright balls of fire burst, summon-
ing the squadron flight leaders to his aid.

But with the burst of signal lights,
the fury of the ghost ship doubled. The
pilot plunged at Ernst at a speed that
threatened to set the sky aflame. He was
everywhere at once, firing first from one
angle, then another. Von Hohenberg
suddenly changed his tactics. Wolfgang
von Unworth, Franz Mueller and Fritz
Bauer, his flight commanders, were wing-
ing up into the moonlit sky. If he could
hold the phantom until they arrived,
their perfectly rehearsed teamplay would
make a quick end of the raider.

RNST dodged and twisted. Occasion-
E ally he threw drags in reply, but the
fury had left his attaek and he was fenc-
ing until his comrades arrived. He looked
down to see them leave the ground.
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He maneuvered in a frantic circle un-
til they had formed, and then threw up
his tail, diving with power full on. The
ghost plane followed, burning his rudder
fin with a burst. Hohenberg veered and
flicked a signal with his wings. He saw
Franz Mueller answer.

The Rittmeister could see the three
flight leaders swinging into positions.
German preparedness would show that it
could triumph over Yankee audacity. Ho-
henberg shot in between the deployed
flight leaders. His maneuver would give
them opportunity to leap upon the Spad
and blast it from the night sky.

As his Pfalz came up, he twisted to
watch the destruction of the ghostly vis-
itor. But instead of having followed him
into the neatly contrived trap, the phan-
tom plane had veered like darting light-
ning. As Ernst looked around, he saw its
silvery shape shoot toward Franz Muel-
ler, its guns blazing.

“SchrecMich—" the oath died on Ritt-
meister Ernst’'s lips when he saw Muel-
ler's Pfalz nose downward, its tail whang-
ing helplessly.

Next the saffron blaze of burning gas-
oline joined the pale sheen of the moon-
light. The Spad had struck with a dead-
ly precision, and Mueller was snuffed
out before he even could get his guns in
action.

Hohenberg thrust his own nose down
when he saw the ghost ship strike at
Wolfgang von Unworth. Once more the
white Spad's guns flamed and the pink
stream of its tracer crashed into the sec-
ond Pfalz. The machine staggered and
fell away.

Horror came into Ernst von Hohen-
berg’'s straining eyes. The Spad had
turned to engage Fritz Bauer. He, too,
would be shot to bits like his compan-
ions. The Rittmeister shoved his own
throttle to the limit and charged with
Spandaus ablaze. Bauer scorched for
the carpet, the phantom riding his
tail. His controls were riddled and he
hit the airdrome landing field with a
force that sheared his trucks.

EXT, the white streak curved up-
ward and shot in von Hohenberg's
direction. Ernst dodged to one side. Be-
fore he realized it, the Spad was chasing
him in acircle, lashing him from behind.
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Desperation clutched Ernst's heart, and
his cheeks paled. Although he might be
fighting the devil himself, he could not
weaken. Reason told him that Yankee
flesh and Yankee blood had brought this
night of terror. Even so, the pilot of the
white Spad seemed far more fiend than
human.

Ernst von Hohenberg was ready to die,
but only in the Prussian manner. Hope
had deserted him, but he would perish
fighting. He managed to twist around in
time to throw a drag at his enemy. The
American answered with a blast that
filled the air with flying sparks. Hohen-
berg bored in, resigned to death. He re-
membered, suddenly, that he had left his
talismen in his quarters. Mitei's handker-
chief and Hedwig’'s stocking were on his
dresser. Even the fragment of his lucky
Albatros had been forgotten.

“There’s no hope,” he muttered.

He held his trips until hardly a car-
tridge remained, then waited numbly
for the obliterating crash. He saw a flash
of light rip into his cowl, and the engine
died with a throaty gurgle. The nose
dropped, and the prop slowed swiftly.

“The finish,” he told himself.

The Spad flicked behind him and he
turned in his seat. He would face his ex-
ecutioner. He waited for the Marlins’
flicker; then his brows lifted. For the
white Spad was circling him, the pilot
holding up a limp and empty cartridge
belt. He had fired his last shot.

Next came a wave of the hand. “Until
we meet again,” the gesture pantomimed.
Then the white ship wheeled and flashed
through the moonlight toward the lines.

A curse squeezed out between Ritt-
meister Ernst’'s clamped teeth. He would
rather have met death than go down and
meet his pilots after such an exhibition.
Then, looking down, he noted a commo-
tion among the men on the tarmac. They
were waving to him, pantomiming fran-
tic joy. He stiffened in his seat and
nursed the Pfalz to a landing.

“Hoch! Hoch!” was the greeting.

Ernst von Hohenberg stared.

“Only our Rittmeister could fight the
devil to a standstill,” they praised.

He squared his shoulders and drew
himself erect. “That—it was nothing,”
was his arrogant reply.

The Rittmeister was himself again.
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Junker pride, the stiff-necked hauteur of
the Prussian, returned and he stalked to
his quarters.

A moment later he was standing, white-
lipped and shaking, staring at a letter
upon his dresser. Written on a card was
a message in German, French and Eng-
lish. It had been placed there while he
was battling in the sky, while his pilots
and mechanics were on the field, staring
up at the combat. Only a few words, yet
they shook him more than a touch from
Death’s fleshless fingers. Once more he
read:

I am coming back from hell to get you.

lirp RNST von Hohenberg raised his
&-J glance to see his own reflection star-
ing at him from the mirror. The livid
face and protruding eyes were a greater
shock than the message. For the mirror
showed a thoroughly terrified man at-
tired in the uniform of the Imperial Fly-
ing Corps. A Kanone, who had sent more
than ten enemies tumbling to doom, was
putty-colored with fright.

He gripped himself and took up the
letter to study it once more. The blood
flowed back into his cheeks until they
were crimson. He burned with a fury
that surged through him in increasing
waves, raged at his own weakness, his
childish fright. A trick had been played
on him.

He bawled an order that brought Holtz,
the headquarters’ Feldwebel, scurrying
into his rooms.

“Who was in here while 1 was up
there?” the still gauntleted hand pointed
toward the sky.

“No one, Herr Rittmeister.”

“Some one was here.” Von Hohenberg
held up the letter. “You will check the
movements of every officer and man in
the squadron and then report to me.”

“Ja wohl, Herr Rittmeister.”

CHAPTER 111
Satan’s Challenge

SEARCH was

made of every

building, the quarters of

the pilots, the hangar

crews and infantry

guards. Paper and enve-

lopes were inspected in

hope of finding a duplicate to that used
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in the note. At first von Hohenberg had
suspected it was a joke of his flight com-
manders or pilots, but as the inquiry
went on, he sensed something more seri-
ous. An arm had reached across No-
Man’s-Land to leave that note, hoping to
shake his morale.

Morning found the Rittmeister again
in consultation with Eric von Hassen-
pflug, the Intelligence officer.

“That note could not have come from
the white plane,” Ernst pointed out. “It
was in the air from the time | hopped
off until after 1 had come down.”

Von Hassenpfiug frowned. The strange
message suggested spies and secret
agents unknown to him or his operatives.

“That white ship was mere dramatics.”
He dismissed the nocturnal visitor with
a wave of his hand.

“Dramatics, perhaps,” Ernst replied,
“but they cost us one flight leader and
three badly damaged planes. That raid
would have resulted in my death, but
for—"

“But for your own resourcefulness and
intrepid courage, Herr Rittmeister,” the
other finished. “1 have heard about it a
hundred times already. You fought the
devil to a standstill.”

“That? It was nothing!” Von Hohen-
berg preened as he spoke. He turned the
conversation to the man who had always
ridden with Neil Davidson, when the bal-
loon-buster was raiding the German
Drachen.

“The American’s name is Harry
Brawley,” von Hassenpfiug told von Ho-
henberg. “He is a man of no caste. He
and the Davidson person, whom you
killed, had been friends for years, but
from what we can learn—"

“You learn about everything that
amounts to nothing,” snarled Ernst, his
nerves still jangled by the night’s experi-
ences. “Get out!”

“Ja wohl, Herr Rittmeister.”

But during the days and nights that
followed, von Hohenberg passed through
experiences that would have shaken more
stable nerves than his. Strange happen-
ings, weird and almost supernatural,
came in swift succession. Tiny white air-
planes, toys in size, drifted down from
low hanging clouds. Attached to them
were photographs of a freshly made
grave in the forest, a white cross erected
at its head. Upon it appeared the name
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of Neil Davidson, but on the back of each
picture was the message:

1 have come back from hell to get you.

LLOWING the receipt of the third
photograph, the Rittmeister drove to
the sector where Neil Davidson had come
down. He summoned the French peasants
who had buried the American and they
led him to a small grove not far from the
field where Davidson had fallen. In the
center was a grave, with a white cross
at its head.

The blood receded from Ernst’s cheeks
as he tamed to Erie von Hassenpflug.
The Intefligenee officer flushed.

“The photographs seam—er—authen-
tic,” he blurted.

“Yes, you ass,” barked von Hohenberg,
“and if you keep on blundering, the
morale of half the squadrons in this sec-
tor will go to pieces. They know what is
going on. Every one in the hangars
crosses himself at the mention of a white
Spad. Not only that—"

“But what, Herr Rittmeisterf"

"Thee© Yankee dogs will know every-
thing we do,” Ernst finished. “This is
spy’s work, not spirit messages or table
tippings.”

Hassenpflug nodded solemnly. “But
what can | do, Herr Rittmeister?” he
asked.

“Do0?” the squadron leader yelled. “You
can go to hell. If you see that swine
there"—a gesture to the grave—"tell him
to come and get me—if he can.”

He stormed back to his car. Eric von
Hassenpflug followed, but he remained si-
lent during the trip back to the airdrome.

More days passed and the tension re-
laxed somewhat. Ernst von Hohenberg
began to feel like himself again. The old
-wSutine of toasting the Rittmeister just
before he retired to his quarters was re-
vived, the pilots standing with glasses
upraised as he stood in the doorway. It
was a custom he enjoyed. It invoked mem-
ories of his boyhood days in East Prus-
sia, when the peasants sang their good-
night to the lord of the manor.

uHoch soil er Men,
Hock soil er leben,
Hock soli er leben—
Drevmal hockl”

Thus bellowed the birdmen one evening
as Ernst von Hohenberg stood on the
threshold, smiling back at them.

“Highly shall he live—thrice highly,2
rang the chorus.

A yell sounded outside, and a volley
of shots.

The voices of the singers were hushed.
Ernst von Hohenberg rushed to the land-
ing field. He saw a squad of infantrymen
about a high-angled Maxim, which blazed
into the night sky, its fire directed by a
searchlight.

Ernst looked up. He caught a flash of
white, ghostly wings, but they zoomed
and were swallowed by a low-hanging
cloud. Next, the beam of the searchlight
fell upon a tiny airplane drifting down.
It struck a few moments later.

Attached to the fuselage of the tiny
plane was a letter addressed to him. Ho-
henberg ripped it open and stared at the
strange message. Small blotches appeared
upon his high cheek bones as he read:

Although Herr Leutnant von Hassenpflug
has not appeared in heU as yet, your message
has been received. | have warned you that /
am returning from the fires to get you,. If
you, are not a Prussian pig, you will meet me
halfway, The place is over the lines at Pont
Pueelle. The time is the witching hour for m
ghosts—midnight. One week from, tonight
is the date. The moon will be full. You may
bring your gamg with you, if you keep them
on the ground.

The letter was not signed. There was
no need. The RittmeisUr's face grew
bleak. His words to Eric von Hassenpflug
had been spoken while they stood beside
the lone grave in the forest—Neii David-
son’s last resting place. The message was
weird, uncanny, devilish. A cold chill
shook his spine.

Then he stiffened. The eyes of the as-
sembled pilots were upon him. He was
their commander, a Ktrnone, a Prussian
officer of the oldest Junker blood. He took
his monocle from his eye and smiled at
them.

“A letter from Satan, who seeks a ren-
dezvous,” he announced, holding up the
letter.

HREE weeks had passed since

Ernst von Hohenberg had turned a
machine gun on Neil Davidson, shooting
down the American balloon-strafer in a
surge of rage. They had been three weeks
of torment. The last seven days had been
the worst. Ernst's hours aloft found him
looking constantly for some sign of Har-



18- =SKY

ry Brawley, the close friend of the dead
balloon-wrecker.

For Harry Brawley was tangible, and
his motives plain. The man’s desire to
avenge Davidson’s death was only nat-
ural. His strange methods would have
been merely amusing, had it not been for
the letters that appeared magically on
von Hohenberg's dresser. Sometimes they
came while he slept—at others, when he
was away, leading his formation. Each
contained a photograph of Neil David-
son's grave with its white cross shining
in, the shadows of the forest.

Once more the Rittmeister called Eric
von Hassenpflug into consultation. At the
Intelligence officer's suggestion, they ex-
amined Davidson’s plane, which had been
brought to the airdrome and recondi-
tioned by German mechanics. For a time,
Ernst wondered if it had been used for
secret flights across the lines, but investi-
gation showed that it had not been off
the ground.

"It isn't human,” von Hassenpflug de-
clared.

“Not human?” rasped the Rittmeister.
“Do you think some ghost has come to
haunt me? You are a fool.”

“Ja wohl, Hem’ Rittmeister.”

In spite of Ernst’s words and his pose
of disbelief, tales of ghosts, vampires
and other weird creatures flitted through
his mind as day succeeded day. The time
for his rendezvous with the phantom
Spad was near. Stories the German peas-
ants spin around the open fireplaces dur-
ing the long winter evenings came back
to haunt him, but he pushed them aside
resolutely. He knew they were only leg-
ends, but in the light of the uncanny
events surrounding him, they assumed an
importance he could not ignore.

Finally the day came when he would
have to wait no longer. Night would see
him jousting with the devil in a snow-
white plane. He spent the morning tuning
his Pfalz. He had had enough of a taste
of the ghostly pilot's prowess to know
that he would have to use every trick in
his ken. He did not flinch from the en-
counter. He could not. His standing as a
Kmione demanded unswerving valor in
the face of the unknown.

VENING came, and he took his place
E -it the head of the table to joke with
the pilots of his squadron. He drank,
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laughing loudly at the heavy humor of the
birdmen. The meal finished, he retired to
his quarters.

As the hour for the hop-off neared, he
dressed with care, taking each of his fa-
vorite talismen and placing it in its ac-
customed place.

Dressed for the air, he strode back into
the mess hall. The pilots snapped to at-
tention when he entered. He clicked his
heels and answered their salutes, then
gestured them to be at ease.

“l am going to make a strange ren-
dezvous, meins Herreti” he began, “a
meeting from which | may not return.
If 1 should not, | want Herr Leutnant
von Unworth to—” He paused to glance
around the room. “Where is the Herr
Leutnant?”

“Inspecting your plane, captain,” was
the answer. “Also, Lieutenants Bauer and
Dierman are checking guns and con-
trols.”

Rittmeister Ernst smiled. He knew
that he could depend upon his flight lead-
ers to attend to everything.

“Quite right,” he told the pilots. “1 may
meet the devil tonight, my gentlemen, but
if it is auf unedersehen for all time—live
well, my friends.”

Squaring his shoulders and tightening
the monocle in his eye, Ernst von Hohen-
berg strode toward the door with all the
hauteur of an Uhlan on parade. He was
going out to meet the unknown, to keep
a midnight rendezvous above the lines
with an enemy more fiend than human, It
was a tryst with Satan, yet he did not
shrink. A thrill went through the pilots
as he stopped on the threshold.

“Hoch! Hoch! Hock!” they shouted.

The*Rittmeister’s straight form melt-
ed into the night shadows, and they
watched him stride across the field to
where his Pfalz was waiting. They
paused, tingling, until his trucks had
left the ground; then they swarmed out
onto the field.

The airdrome took on an activity rival-
ing any of its daytime operations. Planes
were wheeled out, their motors partially
warmed. Huge trucks crept out of the
shadows, mechanics and infantry guards
climbing into them.

Soon the formation roared up into the
moonlight and headed for Pont Pucelte,
and the trucks trundled away.
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CHAPTER IV
Man or Devil

TTTIJTH the shouts

of his pilots still

rolling across the held,

e Ernst von Hohenberg

started for the lines. He

had half an hour to

spare, as he throttled

down, glancing back occasionally. At
times he cut his motor to listen.

At last, sounds of engines came
through the still night and he snatched
up the nose and cut in the ignition. He
smiled quietly as he touched Mitzi’'s hand-
kerchief. A few minutes later, he was
over the lines, and he followed their daz-
zling lights toward the place of rendez-
vous. In addition to the ghostly gleam of
magnesium star shells and parachute
flares, he saw the groping fingers of
searchlights combing the heavens.

“We both thought of that,” he mum-
bled, as he observed that some of the
swaying beams came from the American
side.

He glanced down to see the bridge flung
across the Meuse. There was Pont Pu-
celle—the place of meeting. He made a
wide circle and then came back. He was
still a trifle early.

Another detour, and he swept toward
the bridge, staring into the western sky.
The bright pencil of a powerful ground
lamp was moving toward the Front. In
its beam were outspread wings—white
wings, like those of a moth flying through

the night. Hohenberg's smile faded and
a hard, almost fierce expression took its
place. He circled, dipping into the blaze
of one of his own searchlights. The white
wings waggled in recognition of his ac-
tion. Now the two ships were approaching
each other in direct line. Ernst leaned
forward and glanced at his guns. A short
blast to test their readiness, and he
shoved the throttle to its limit. The Pfalz
leaped forward like a frightened thing.
He could see the pilot of the phantom
plane quite clearly now. The man wore no
helmet, and his hair streamed in the air
current. The Rittmeister looked long. Neil
Davidson's hair had been like that. But
the man could not be Davidson. The bal-
loon-buster was dead. Von Hohenberg
had seen the white cross bearing the
American’'s name and rank.

“God be with me!” Ernst muttered.

As the American neared the lines, Ho-
henberg saw the searchlight, which had
been following the Spad’s flight, shift its
beam, leaving the white ship in darkness.
Then the light crossed over to be fixed
upon the Pfalz.

“Clever teamwork—for a ghost from
hell,” Ernst thought.

All tales of ghosts and vampires were
forgotten. It was war in the air, war with
the most modern and scientific aids. He
had been made a victim of trickery by
swinish Yankees, but he would pay them
in their own coin. He glanced around,
staring nervously into the moonlight.

“They won’t be long,” he said to him-
self. “1 shall match trick for trick.”
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He looked down, and saw that the Ger-
man searchlight crews had followed the
example of the Americans and were
training their beams upon the mothlike
Spad. He glanced through his sights and
straightened out. They were on the same
level and soon would be within gun shot.
His pressure on the trips tightened and
he set himself for the opening exchange.
He steeled his nerves for the sound of the
American’s guns. After the first bursts,
Ernst forgot danger, but the start of a
battle invariably forced him to shiver.

N, on they roared. Ernst frowned.

The phantom had not started to fire.
The Spad was dashing toward him, but
its pilot was intent on waggling signals
to tiie searchlight crews.

A flash of suspicion came into Hohen-
berg’s mind. Perhaps he was flying into
an ambush. He had been challenged by
this man, and had accepted the offer with-
out thought of trickery, in spite of his
own secret plans. He wondered why the
moth plane was silent.

“Damn him—1I'll find out,” he growled.

He concentrated on his fire, nursing
the stick with sensitive, well-trained
hands. He saw the Spad dodge to one side
when the Spandau tracer broke almost
over the white cowl. His own nose
dropped, and he roared up into a half-
loop. The maneuver should have brought
him down on his adversary’s tail after a
simple wing-over, but instead of having
the man at his mercy, he found the
American riding his rudder, lashing at
him with burning blasts.

Hohenberg dodged and twisted, but the
American hung on. Sudden realization
came to Ernst that he was being driven
across the lines into American territory.
He spun, trying to keep within sight of
his own trenches, but the white wings
swept in, forcing him to dart back to
keep from being shattered.

“What is he up to?”

The American had made no real at-
tempt to crash him, Ernst frowned as
he gauged his foe’s tactics. He had ex-
pected a duel to the death with quarter
neither given nor asked. Instead, the com-
bat had taken a turn he could not under-
stand. Once more he tried to evade the
man’s driving maneuvers, but the Spad
was the fleeter of wing,

“War bars no tricks,” von Hohenberg
mumbled.
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He glanced into the moon-flooded sky.
His night glasses swept the sector on
the other side of Pont Pucelle. Then he
waggled his wings three times,

“The result justifies anything,” he mut-
tered. Once more his wings rocked back
and forth. Then he spun, almost on their
tips, and attacked the Spad with fresh
ferocity.

He glanced over his shoulder, and his
fixed smile hardened. More lines of tracer
sprang out to streak the air. A roar
sounded from above, and into the search-
light's glare dropped three Pfalz planes,
each nosing for the white moth. Ernst
had called for jhis flight leaders and they
had come. It was a move of desperation,
but war is filled with tricks.

“A trick, but justified by—" His mum-
bling ended with a yell. Instead of being
caught off guard, the phantom had swung
around, his throbbing Marlins less than
thirty yards from Wolfgang von Un-
worth. Two short, fierce drags, and
Ernst’'s friend from boyhood slumped
forward, clutching at his chest.

The shimmering thing then lunged at
Dierman, knouting him with flashing
whips of tracer. Bauer swept in to help
his comrade, but the Spad checked him
with a burst.

Von Hohenberg’s wings waggled fran-
tically, flashing fresh signals. His first
call for aid had been the result of sudden
panic. Now it was a question of national
pride. He repeated the summons, again
and again. From far to the left flared
balls of colored light. His command had
been received. He turned to attack the
phantom plane once more, determined to
destroy it or crash into oblivion.

A flush of hate crossed Ernst’s face as
the Spad dodged away and lunged at
Fritz Bauer again. The flight leader had
come back into the battle and was firing
at long range. The Yankee, however,
closed the gap between them with a spurt
of speed. His Marlins jabbered, and the
beam of a searchlight revealed a Pfalz
wing sheared from the empennage as
though giant blades bad come together.

Then Ernst unleased his own guns as
the white Spad came lunging toward
him. He fought back with desperate fury,
striving to save himself. If he could
only hold out for seconds, then he might
live through the night.

“Ach—at last,” he sighed.

He glanced toward the moon. The bars
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of a dozen wings were silhouetted against
Its silver shield. In spite of the ghost
plane's speed and daring, it would have
no chance against a squadron of trained
Pfalz pilots.

“We shall tear him to bits,” the Ritt-
meister told himself, “and after tonight,
he will haunt me no more.”

But as the men of his squadron roared
down, another tiny Spad, no larger than
the phantom, whisked across the lines and
struck at Ernst von Hohenberg.

The Pfalz leader’s eyes went wide. The
flush on his cheeks faded, and livid pal-
lor came. The Spad had cut across the
beam of a searchlight, and in that fleet-
ing second, Ernst had seen another pilot
whose streaming hair recalled Neil Da-
vidson and the lonely grave in the for-
est. More than that, the ship he flew was
the one the balloon-buster had ridden the
day he had gone to his doom. It was the
Spad that had stood in the Jagdstaffel’s
hangars not half an hour before.

“What are you—man or devil?” von
Hohenberg croaked as the plane came

swiftly toward him.

EVER during the days when he was
N struggling to win his place as a
Kanone had Ernst von Hohenberg fought
as he did that night. Fury held him, and
he drove his Pfalz without regard for
danger. Every trick of battle in the air
was summoned, but in spite of his efforts,
the two streaking Spads swept in be-
tween him and his charging flights of
Pfalzes.

His men swept around, striving to aid
him, but a barrage of archie fire crashed
into their ranks. American searchlights
played upon them, while ground guns
sent up a veritable curtain of high-explo-
sive shells. The Pfalz planes climbed,
striving to avoid destruction. Ernst von
Hohenberg dropped his tail, trying to
follow them, but the two Spads maneu-
vered in such a manner that he was
forced to dive again.

Working with a precision that chal-
lenged his most daring efforts, they
forced him to fly at a level no greater
than five hundred feet. He darted and
twisted, rolled and slipped, but they kept
after him, driving him like a helpless
sheep. Their Marlin blasts broke around
him, threatening to tear his ship to bits
—threatening always, but just missing.

His struggles became more desperate
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as he lost sight of his squadron. An
American night-flying formation had
swept down from nowhere, dispersing his
men. They were without leaders, and the
stem discipline of the men was gone.

Desperation clutched at his heart. He
felt himself in the hands of forces more
than human. The trickery of the all-white
Spad was plain enough, but this second
ship’s presence had shaken him until cool
judgment was impossible. His mind was
dull. He could not account for Davidson’s
plane, yet it was scourging him with
stammering bursts. No traitor was at its
stick—he was sure of that. He had
glimpsed the pilot as the machine flashed
across a searchlight’s brilliant beam. The
man had looked like Neil Davidson, but
that was impossible. Davidson was dead.

A shudder coursed down Ernst’s spine,
but he shook himself and turned toward
the stranger, determined to test his tan-
gibility. A rattle of Marlin fire and he
saw a streak of red break almost before
his eyes. He dodged instinctively. Anoth-
er blast came from the white phantom,
and he turned the other way.

He glanced ahead. Ground lights shone
like a carpet spread across a field not far
away. He stared at the pilot of the all-
white Spad, and saw him pointing down.
Ernst von Hohenberg shook his head.

But the Spad edged closer. Its compan-
ion on the other side moved in. The three
ships were all but touching tips. An-
other signal from the phantom ordered
him to land.

Rittmeister Ernst thrust forward. He
was far behind the lines, and his petrol
supply was low. After all, what could he
do? He had been overcome by superior
numbers.

CHAPTER V

Grist of the Gods
T HE three ships glid-
ed down to touch
trucks almost at the same
instant. A swarm of men
rushed across the field,
yelling, dancing, bellow-
ing like maniacs. The
frown between the Ger-
man’s brows deepened. Savages, these
Americans! He wondered if he would be
tortured. He'd already heard of this.
The yells crescendoed as the Spad pi-
lots alighted. They gestured the crowd
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back and turned to Ernst, ordering him
out of his pit. He obeyed numbly, hold-
ing his hands aloft.

“Come with us,” the pilot of the white
plane commanded.

“And you can put your arms down,”
his companion added. “We don’'t use ma-
chine guns on prisoners over here.”

Yon Hohenberg stared at themanagain.
His face was pale, almost ghastly. Not
ghastly—ghostly, the German thought,
as he looked at the almost colorless
cheeks. His features were those of Neil
Davidson, but Davidson was dead. The
thought made Erast shudder as he re-
called the lonely grave in the forest.

“Who—who are you?” he managed to
stammer.

"Me? Don't you remember me? You
ought to. I'm Neil Davidson.”

“But—but—Neil Davidson is dead,”
Erast whispered hollowly.

"Yeah? How do you know?”

“Because | killed—"

Ernst von Hohenberg stopped as Da-
vidson shoved back to his chair and leaped
to his feet. For a moment his hand rested
on the butt of his automatic pistol. His
eyes flashed.

“Hold on, buddy,” Harry Brawley in-
terposed. “Remember what—"

“Okay—I'll remember,” the man broke
in. His white fingers unbuttoned his
blouse and tore open his shirt front.
Across his chest was a line of freshly
healed wounds.

Ernst von Hohenberg’s jaw dropped.
“So that grave in the woods—” he be-
gan.

“Empty,” Neil Davidson finished.
“Those French peasants carried me away,
and found 1 was still alive in spite of
what you did to me with that Maxim.

They doctored me. Then they delivered
the notes you found in your room. They
helped me get some messages and the pic-
ture of that fake grave across the lines
to Harry Brawley. Next we started out
to get you. We did, but you gave us a lot
of help.”

“l—helped—you ?”

‘Yeah, with your little German super-
stitions. We knew all about them.”

Ernst looked at his captors for a mo-
ment; then he arose and bowed stiffly to
Neil Davidson.

“1 congratulate you, sir,” he said With
formality. “Your recoyery and return
are worthy of felicitation. Regarding my
shooting you—it was the fortune of war
that made it necessary. But for me, the
war is over and—"

“Oh, no, it's not,” Neil Davidson broke
in, his pale face flushing. “The man who
shot me down when my hands were in
the air isn't going to get off with a dose
of officers’ prison camp, with a flock of
Heinies waiting on him. No! We have
other plans for you."

Erast von Hohenberg's pale blue eyes
widened as he stared at the Americans’
grim faces. With an exclamation of hor-
ror, he leaped to his feet and snatched
the automatic pistol from Neil Davidson’s
holster. The muzzle flicked upward. The
American grabbed the German’s arm as
a shot roared in the small room.

The Rittmeister’s taut figure relaxed,
and he sank weakly to the floor.

Neil Davidson was silent for a moment.
He lighted a cigarette and inhaled slow-
ly.
“I'm glad he did it, not I,” he mum-
bled half to himself, “but the gods
surely ground out a fine batch of grist
that time.”



'‘Alryplanes Is Useless!”

By CHARLES V. KERR

“Sty Skimmers”— that was what 1st Class Gunner Weaver of the V. S. Navy
contemptuously called the seaplanes patrolling the English Channel. But
that was before a certain morning when an old freighter met up with
a U-boat in the choppy sea off the coast of France,
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"We sail the seas and drop the shot
To keep old Tfitzy down,

We ram and shoot and camouflage
To get the diving hound.

When he floods his ballast tanks
To beat it safely home,

He'll hear a load of T.N.T.
Go boom in his microphone!"

H, yeah?” drawled the foredeek

lookout, with insulting em-
phasis.

‘Yeah!” asserted Clmt Weaver, gun-
ner first-class, interrupted in his ditty
of the fighting flotillas. Shoving his Navy
cap to a challenging angle, he advanced
from his perch by the shield of the six-
inch gun mount. “Yeah!” he repeated.
“That's exactly wot the Navy is doin’!
That's why they stuck me in this scummy
old bucket! To protect peagreen swabs
like you, and this worthless airyplane
cargo, from U-boats!”

The deck-hand opened his mouth for a
suitable comeback, then thought better of
it and wisely decided to pipe down. He
was an ordinary civilian seaman. And the
smart U. S. Navy gun crew rated pretty
high in a merchant ship Hke the Wabash.

The Wabash was a tubby fslighter,
bound for Cherbourg under a cargo of
Liberty motors and airplane parts. As
they had nosed down Ambrose Channel
at half speed, Gunner Weaver had lost
no opportunity to impress the lookout
with his scornful view on aerial war-
fare. Convinced that he had won the de-
bate, he returned to the gun breach and
resumed his salty song.

But again he was interrupted. This
time it was a hum high over the old
freighter's decks that broke into his mel-
ody. Tilting his freckled beezer skyward,
the stubby gunner gave a grunt of dis-
gust. For three training Jennies were
making wide, wobbly circles over New
York harbor. He spit disdainfully over
the lee rail and addressed the lookout
again.

“Hey, swab! | kin tell from the way
your eyeballs hang out that you think
them airyplanes is doin’ something im-
portant!”

“Sure,” the lookout stubbornly main-
tained.

“Well, they ain’t! | been acrost the old
pond three times now on convoy duty, and
I never seen one o them skimmers do
anything useful yet!”

“Oh, yeah? Maybe they ain't doing
plenty at the Front!”

“The Front? What Front? Listen,
swab, if it wasn't for the Navy, they
wouldn't be no Front! And it's Navy
guns, not them rag-and-splinter gadgets,
what's holding the Heinies back! See?”

“Say, gob,” said the lookout. “All 1
hope is that you can shoot that gun as
good as you shoot off your bazoo!”

UNNER WEAVER could shoot. And

he had a chance to prove it eleven
days later, as the old Wabash wallowed
in the long swell of the English Channel,
Seven hundred yards off the port beam,
under a cold, gray dawn, the foredeck
lookout sighted an ugly, slim form rip-
pling the surface of the heaving sea.

“Submarine!” he shouted. “Subma-
rine!”

On a man-o’-war it would have been a
gladly expectant cry, but in a vulnerable
old packet like the Wabash, it was a cry
of fate, a dreaded warning. Officers on
the bridge leaped to speaking tabes, tense
with foreboding. Down in the bowels of
the ship a gong beat out the call to gener-
al quarters. Like startled rats, the civil-
ian crew scampered over the decks and
collided with one another in reaching
their assigned battle stations.

It was up to Gunner Weaver and his
gun-mates now to make good their boast.
All of them had been through the subma-
rine zone before. With the grim calm of
seasoned men-o0’-warsmen they took their
places behind the gun on the foredeck.

Quickly they swung the eager snout of
the Navy six-inch onto the low targe*. It
was point-blank range, almost. The range-
finder buzzed, like a rattler about to
strike. Gunner Weaver, crouched behind
the gun shield, jammed the firing switch
into its socket.

A gut-jarring roar shook the ancient
freighter’s rusty plates. Loose deck gear
leaped and rattled. A black billow of
smoke gushed out from the foredeck. Up
on the bridge the Wabash skipper, an ex-
citable little man with a fringe of faded
whiskers like moss on the ship’s bottom,
emitted an. outraged yowl as, he beheld
the weather cloth surrounding the Wa-
bash’s antiquated wheeEhouse ripped and
tattered by the tremendous concussion.

The high-explosive shell was briefly
visible, like a tiny black dot racing with
incredible speed towards the target, in-
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distinct in the murky light. It blossomed
suddenly into a bloody star as the shriek-
ing metal smote the conning-tower fair-
water of the submarine. The periscope
sheers snapped, and the open-mouthed
Wabash crew saw the U-boat’s eye hur-
tle a hundred feet into the air.

Hoarse cheers sounded. The lookout
even joined in. It was a spectacular bit
of marksmanship, but it came too late
to save the Wabash. Before the ammo-
handlers could shove another red-nosed
powder bag into the breech, a thin streak
of foam drew a deadly line straight to-
wards the freighter’s broad, heavy belly.

The skipper jangled the engine-room
telegraph and hurled the steering indi-
cator hard aport/ Before the slow hull
could swing, the torpedo struck with ter-
rific impact. A geyser of sea water rose
alongside, higher than the funnels. The
bottom plates ripped open, and a cargo
of American wings intended to command
the skies of France sank slowly to the
ocean’s floor.

There sounded now that hopeless cry
of the sea.

“Abandon ship! All-111 hands, abandon
ship!”

HE ship’s officers, pistols gripped in

white-knuckled hands, raced for the
boat-falls. Seamen fell on slippery decks.
From out of the stricken vitals of the
ship the black gang crawled—what was
left of them—on oily ladder rungs,
wreathed in rising steam, dragging scald-
ed, helpless shipmates with them.

Brief as the time had been, the decks
already were canting steeply. The port-
side falls were useless. On the starboard
side, only one boat was successfully
launched before the sea rose over the
mid-deck and slapped in fast-rising cir-
cles around superstructure bulkheads.

The death-scent of German T.N.T. still
hung in the breeze as forty-three survi-
vors pushed off from the sinking Wabash
in a lifeboat designed for a capacity load
of twenty-eight men.

It was one of the lifeboats to which the
Navy gun-crew had been assigned. There-
fore, Gunner Weaver was one of its haz-
ardous burden. Up in the dangerously
deep-laden bow, he found himself squat-
ted alongside the lookout. He forced a
grin of bravado at the other’s white,
tense face.

“Yon here, swab? | figgered ya might
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be back there, ridin’ one o’ them junky
airyplanes—to the bottom !”

"Yeah?” chattered the lookout. “Weil,
right, now would be a good time for a
plane. For there lies Fritz, unable to sub-
merge. Man, what a couple of sky-bombs
couldn’t do to that pig-boat!”

The Wabash skipper seemed to share
the lookout’'s hopeful viewpoint. Strapped
in a life-jacket three sizes too large for
him, the skipper squatted in the stern
sheets, beside the steersman.

“Rest oars, men!” he ordered. “The
Limeys have a duck patrol in this area.
They'll find us! They'll find that U-boat,
too!”

“A duck patrol, huh?” grunted Gunner
Weaver under his breath. “Well, of all
the no-good skimmers cluttering up this
war, the worst of all is seaplanes! It
proves exactly wot | told ya, swab! In
a scrap, nothin’ counts but guns. And
the best gun wins!”

A silence fell over the boatload of
chilled, fearful survivors. Gradually the
gloom of early dawn gave way to the light
of a gray, cheerless day on the Channel.

Gunner Weaver had started to hum,
preparatory to lifting his voice in hope-
ful song, when a steady drone sounded
off in the north.

“Silence up there!” demanded the skip-
per. “Stow that noise!”

The sky sound grew. And all at once
the vague form of a low flying plane burst
out of the mist. The little skipper leaped
to his feet, waving frantic arms.

“A seaplane!” he shouted. “A Limey
flyer! He's sighted us, men. We're saved!
Give him a cheer, lads T’

UNNER WEAVER did not join in

the feeble cheer. He was still skep-

tical of any good to come from aircraft.

“Not yet we ain’'t saved!” he told the

lookout. “Look, that bird's bearing dead

onto the sub now! We put the Hemies’

wet-gun out of commish, but he ain’t done

for yet, by a long shot! There’s going to

be some more airyplane decoratin' the
bottom soon!”

Gunner Weaver’'s prophecy was more
nearly accurate this .time. From past
crossings, he had learned that Germany’s
uni,ersee craft were well able to defend
themselves from hostile aircraft. U-boats
were equipped with deck-sockets, onto
which machine guns could be quickly fit-
ted. Even as he spoke, Boche bluejackets



2& SKY

poured from the battered bridge hatch,
lugging a Spandau. Before the British
seaplane could get into bombing position,
a spurt of tracer glinted up from the sub-
marine’s deck.

Engagements between subs and air-
craft were not uncommon in Channel wa-
ters. But the Wabash survivors quickly
realized that they were witnessing some-
thing more than an ordinary encounter,
for their own rescue depended on the out-
come. It was something like one hundred
sea miles up to the Devonshire coast—
and one hundred miles is a perilous and
uncertain voyage for a badly overcrowded
lifeboat.

The tracer spurted closer to the 70-
foot wingspread of the seaplane, which
was a Short, one of the pre-war vintage
crates operating out of Plymouth. Gun-
ner Weaver’'s expert eyes observed that
it did not carry Vickers mounts with
which to answer the submarine’s fire, but
only a clumsy 1%-pounder mounted on
the blunt nose of its nacelle.

Behind the stubby gun, the lifeboat’s
company saw the gun-layer. He swung
the piece, and the IVs-pounder boomed.
Once. A splash rose, missing the slim U-
boat deck by many yards.

"Rotten!” groaned Gunner Weaver.
“But then, what can ya expect with a
bundle of rags and matchwood fer a gun-
platform?”

The Spandau continued to rake the
sky with long, determined bursts, and
all at once, just as a pair of light bombs
shot down from the Short's undercar-
riage, Boche marksmanship was reward-
ed. Splinters flew from the pontoons. The
seaplane rocked like ajhit bird, and the
flying gunner sank suddenly from view.

“Good Lord, they winged him!'*
howled the Wabash skipper. His face was
as gray as his whiskers now. With hands
that shook he lifted a pair of binoculars
to Jiis eyes to observe the extent of the
place's damage.

The two bombs fell exploding far short
of their target. On a wingtip, the Short
made a long, slanting dive, its motor
sputtering. Wicked spears of tracer fol-
lowed it down until, a half-cable's length
from the lifeboat, the rounded nose went
up and it pancaked with a terrific splash.

“Fine fightin' tools, these airyplanes!”
remarked Gunner Weaver.

The whiskered skipper
glasses and reported.

lowered his
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“The gun-layer, he's done for, that's
plain,” he said. “Looks like the pilot's
hit, too! Blast the luck! But keep up
courage, men! We've got another hope,
and that's the Channel patrol! That tor-
pedo could have been heard for miles!”

But peril more deadly than the moody
sea sent a new ripple of fear through the
crowded, helpless boat’s company. The
menacing skip-skip of Spandau slugs
whipped the sea. One slug spatted against
the tiller.

“God, sir!” wailed the steersman.
“We're direct in the line o' fire! They're
still pouring it into the plane!”

“Oars!” bellowed the skipper. “Live-
ly! Lean into 'em for your lives, men!”
A GRUNT from the steersman came

with the splash of the first, hasty
stroke. Letting go the tiller, he gripped
his throat, a dazed expression in his eyes.
Red gushed from between his fingers.
He swayed an instant, and as the skip-
per clutched at him, but missed, he
pitched overboard.

The men at the oars needed no driv-
ing now. The blades swept rapidly to and
fro to pull them out of that murderous
path of Spandau metal,

Down they went, into the trough be-
tween two high-crested swells, offering a
brief refuge from slaughter. But as the
boat topped the running swell, another
hail of bullets whined and crackled across
the eddying stem. The skipper gripped
the tiller now. Gunner Weaver prodded
his lookout companion with an elbow.

“Airyplanes!” he gritted. “ Airyplanes!
Wot d'ye think of 'em now, swab?”

The lookout had no answer. The argu-
ment that had raged between them all
the way across the Atlantic, during their
long watches of enforced proximity on
the foredeck of the Wabash, was very
much in Gunner Weaver's favor now.

The skipper’s voice crackled again.

“The plane’'s settling! Her pontoons
shot full of holes, likely!”

“Her pilot is signaling us for rescuel!”
sang out one of the men.

But the skipper held his course. A boat-
load of humanity could not be sent into
that zone of merciless slugs to save one
life. Even as the lifeboat surged under
the sweeping oarstrokes, another burst
from the U-boat's gun ricocheted about
them as the Huns tried again for the
Short. One leaden fragment spat into the
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,cutwater of the lifeboat. Splinters
whizzed. One of them struck Gunner
Weaver’'s cheek, bringing a trickle of
blood.

That leaden fragment turned the tide
of the weird battle. The sting on his cheek
sent a reckless rage surging through the
gunner’s fighting soul. A rage against the
Boche, so intent on their kill that they
sent their fire into a helpless lifeboat.

He leaped to the gunwhale, and stood
there balanced for an instant. A bark
came from the skipper.

“Grab that crazy sailor! Tryin’ to cap-
size us, you loon? Down! Down in the
bow!”

Gunner Weaver turned. “Aye,
sir!” he sang back. “Down it is!”

Down then went his body in a long,
sweeping dive.

The icy sea gripped him. His body
stiffened with a torturing ache in every
muscle. He burst to the surface, ten feet
away from the menacing slash of the
rapid oar blades. Spluttering and gasp-
ing, he saw astonished faces turned on
him.

“Carry on!” howled the skipper. “No
time now to stand by!”

And stand by they did not. But Gun-
ner Weaver had no intention of being
hauled back into the lifeboat. His course
of action was determined. Partly buoyed,
and as much impeded, by the clumsy life-
jacket strapped around him, he struck
out towards the sinking plane.

It was not a long swim. The Short
had struck the sea near the Waba&k boat,
and the breeze was bringing it rapidly
closer. Yet Gunner Weaver was on the
verge of exhaustion as he reached the
rolling, pitching plane, clambered onto a
half-submerged pontoon, and pulled him-
self, dripping and shivering, onto the
nacelle.

The pilot stared at him with a white,
tragic face. He eoughed once and wiped
the blood from his lips with a sleeve.

“No use, Yank!” he said hoarsely.
“We're done for!”

“Done for, hell!” yelled Gunner Weav-
er, struggling to keep the shiver out of
his voice. “Pull your tanks, Limey! Dump
‘'em! They'll keep us afloat long enough
to—"

He clambered into the gun-layer’s posi-
tion in front of the pilot, and as he did
so, he saw the crumpled form of the dead

aye,

gun-layer in the bottom of the fighting
pit. He squirmed behind the iy2-pounder
and gave the breech a quick inspection.

O his relief he saw that the weapon

was the same type as the salute guns
used in the American Navy. A row of
loops under the mount carried a full row
of brass shells, headed with fragmenta-
tion shells. Tiny projectiles they were,
compared to the ones fired in a six-inch.
But skilfully aimed, a U~”-pounder at
short range was no piece to be ignored.
The plane sat low now, so low in the
sea that the Boche were finding it in-
creasingly difficult to deliver a lethal
burst into it across the restless swells
that alternately concealed and exposed it.
He spun the muzzle of the 1%-pounder
around. Topping a swell, he caught a hur-
ried glimpse of the U-boat, submerged
nearly level with the conning tower, the
seas sweeping its decks and harassing
the Spandau crew. A swarm of sailors
labored on the conning tower.
“Trying to plug that busted hatch and
submerge!” he told himself. “FIl show

A sweep of Spandau lead rippled the
topwing, inches from his head. He jerked
down on the firing pawl. The IV2-pound-
er emitted an ear-splitting crack, the re-
coil jarring the frail, shattered structure
of the crippled plane.

He fired again on the down slope of
the swell, reloading with expert speed.
He was unable to see the result of his
work, but a spirited yell from the direc-
tion of the lifeboat told him that he had
made a hit. Up again on the ceaseless roil
of the sea, he saw the repair crew carry-
ing the limp body of a shipmate up the
bent rungs of the conning tower ladder.

His next shot fell short but luck was
with him. It skipped and fetched up
against the sub’s plates with a metallic
crash. The shell burst and the three men
crouched behind the Spandau crumpled.
Three others leaped from the group on
the conning tower. It was a grim strug-
gle for survival now. Once a British pa-
trol craft sighted that crippled hull, it
would make short work of it. And the
Boche knew their peril.

At the lift of the next swell, the Span-
dau was manned again, and tracer
whipped into the plane. A strut parted
with a loud spang. A wing sagged. Gun-
ner Weaver flung a glance at the Limey
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pilot, pale but grinning now. The fellow
nodded encouragement.

Gunner Weaver fired again, and from
the chorus of cheers that came from the
observers in the lifeboat, and the crash
of metal yonder, he knew he had succeed-
ed in making a direct hit.

“Fm gettin’ the hang o’ this thing
now,” he decided. He pressed his face
against the sighting tube alongside the
clumsy barrel and waited for the heave
of the sea to expose the U-boat again. As
that moment came, a gasp escaped him
and he relaxed his grip on the pawl.

It was a gasp that sounded very much
like disappointment.

For on the bridge of the battered U-
boat stood an officer. The Boche skipper
himself, perhaps. Over his head he waved
a staff. And on the end of the staff, which
looked like a boathook, fluttered a signal
that was the universal language of the
defeated foe—a white flag!

It dawned slowly on Gunner Weaver
that he, practically lonehanded, had made
one of the most coveted captures that a
man-o’-warsman can hope to make. He
stood erect, and from his throat rose the
victory cry, the shout of the conqueror,
the shrill, challenging yell that has leaped
from the lips of fighting men since time
immemorial.

But all at once, his voice trailed off into
the note of a crowing rooster, then
ceased. For Gunner Weaver began to real-
ize that he had lost his argument with the
swab of a lookout.

Aircraft had their use, after all!

Of all men, he, with the old Navy’s
seorn for flying, had engaged the enemy
in a detested plane. And he had credited
that plane with a U-boat victory!

A new cry rose from the lifeboat.
Dazed, Gunner Weaver gripped a wing-
edge and scanned the young mountains of
sea that separated them. Off in the north,
then, he saw the reason for the subma-
rine’s amazing surrender. With a flat rib-
bon of black smoke whipping from her
rakish funnels, a British destroyer was
bearing down on the scene at full speed!

He felt suddenly weak and dizzy and
dropped back to the gun-layer’s pit. The
pilot was sagging in his harness, eyes
closed, blood trickling from his lips and
staining his breast. Gunner Weaver be-
came aware of the fact that the sea was
invading the bottom of the nacelle. The
Short lay low in the water now. Only the

buoyancy of the emptied petrol tanks was
keeping the gallant hulk afloat.

“Useless as the buttons on an admiral’s
sleeve, these lousy skimmers!” he mut-
tered. But deep in his heart, Gunner
Weaver felt a grudging admiration for
the ripped and riddled seaplane. The salt
stung his cheek and he mopped a trickle
of blood from his splinter cut. He won-
dered if he would rate a wound stripe and
grinned at the notion.

He was beginning to shiver again, un-
controllably. Maybe a song would warta
him. He lifted his voice in the ditty of
the fighting flotillas:

“We sail the seas and drop the shot
To keep old Fritzy down,

We ram and shoot and camouflage
To get the diving hound.

When he floods—"”

A ripping yell came from a crest, close
alongside. Gunner Weaver swung around
with a scowl. Something was always in-
terrupting his song. He saw the lifeboat
pulling heartily towards him. At the tiller
the Wabash skipper stood, spraddle-leg-
ged, confidence renewed.

“Ahoy, sailor!” came the hail. “Stand
by for rescue!”

The old tradition of the sea now
gripped Gunner Weaver—the loyalty that
makes any man-o’-warsman ready to fight
or argue, as the case demanded, for what-
ever craft he happened to be in.

“Rescue, the devil, sir!” he retorted
boldly. “I'm skipper o’ this bucket and
I'll have ya know she's seaworthy!”

He saw the faces of the men light up
with the glow of hero worship. But no
such noble emotion stirred the lookout
up in the crowded bow.

“Hey, salty!” he yelled with impish de-
light. “What you think about airyplanes
now?”

The lookout wore a taunting grin.
“How about it?” he demanded. “You still
think them rag-and-kindling gadgets are
any use in a fight?”

Gunner Weaver gulped. He ran a hand
over the coaming of the gunpit, a gesture
that was more than half a caress. After
all, a man-o’-warsman had to stand up for
his ship, he decided.

“Once in a while,” he admitted gamely,
“they come in handy in a pinch, swab!”

A cackle of laughter greeted his admis-
sion. So he could not resist adding, “As
a platform fer a Navy gun! See?”
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A Fokker roared toward the falling man.

LTHOUGH it lacked an hour
A of dawn, an insistent and un-
musical voice in the operations
office of Balloon Section Number 9, per-
sisted in informing a sleeping world
that it wasn't la guerre that made him
a wreck, but a certain mademoiselle
who hailed from Armentieres.
Dick Terril, fuHy dressed, stepped
softly around the corner, his brow fur-

By
WILLIAM E.
POINDEXTER

That was the worst of being
a balloon corps man—yon
had to sit back and take it
when the Fokkers swooped
down upon you. But those
two grim-faced observers m
the tiny bosket of the rum*
away balloon had decided to
break the rules—they were
going to fight bach.

rowed with amazement. It wasn*t cus-
tomary for the skipper of a balkioH
section to be singing ribald songs at
that hour of the morning. It was more
natural for him to be hurling boots,
alarm cloeks and shocking words at any
dog-robber daring enough to wake him
to the cares of the day.

Terril pushed the door slightly ajar
and peered in at the C. 0., who stood
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in the middle of the floor, dolefully
profaning the air with what he be-
lieved to be music, and staring at a
couple of life-size uniformed dummies
that leaned in dejected attitudes against
the wall.

Dick thrust the door farther open
and stood leaning there, rolling a ciga-
rette and shaking his head sadly.

“Do you know what they do with
grown-up men who play with dolls in
the middle of the night like this?” he
demanded. “Well, they have nice padded
cells for 'em with bars over the win-
dows. | saw it coming on last night,
Stanton, and that's why I'm around
with my butterfly net this morning.”

Captain Buck Stanton whirled tense-
ly, a menacing light in his narrowed
gray eyes which told of overstrained
nerves. Then he relaxed when he saw
who had interrupted him.

“You go to hell,” he ordered gruffly.
“It's too early in the morning to try to
be funny.”

Dick Terril disregarded this com-
mand from his superior officer, and
placidly continued to roll his cigarette.
He pushed back his amazing mop .of
flame-colored hair and grinned engag-
ingly at the grim-faced young officer
who happened to be his best friend.

“Well, would you mind telling me
why you're sitting up playing with a
couple of dolls dressed in officers' uni-
forms?” he inquired. “I'm nutty my-
self, but I'm not that nutty. And any-
way, | don't go around singing naughty
songs about French ladies at three
o'clock in the morning.”

Stanton appeared on the point of
hurling the furniture at his friend, and
Dick hastily lit the cigarette and thrust
it into Stanton’s mouth as a peace offer-
ing, while he rolled another one for
himself.

The captain slumped down wearily
on a box and sucked moodily at the
cigarette. His was the rugged, fight-
ing face of a bulldog, but just now he
appeared to have the distemper. It was
quite obvious, from the man'’s lined face
and his red-rimmed, puffy eyes, that he
had not been to bed that night.

“Buck,” Terril said quietly, “I've
known for several days that you've had
something on your mind. Come across,
guy, spill it. Where do you get off, hold-
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ing out on me like this? | want to know
why you're associating with a pair of
dummies at this time of the morning.
That's why I'm prowling around here
instead of getting my much needed
beauty sleep.”

“It's because the wind is in the right
direction,” Stanton replied.

ERRIL carefully inspected the
T end of his cigarette and nodded.
“That's lucid, all right,” he admitted
with elaborate sarcasm. “You've been
playing with a couple of dummies all
night because the wind is in the right
direction. Thanks, captain. That ex-
plains everything!”

In spite of his light words, there was
real hurt in Dick Terril's voice because
the captain did not take him into his

confidence. Stanton sprang up to slap
him resoundingly on the shoulder.

“See here, old man,” he said sharply,
“l haven't said anything about this to
you because it means the finish—my
finish. But you've forced my hand. You
know something of what I've been up
against lately. Wing has been sitting
back there with its feet on a desk and
a eigar in its mouth, demanding obser-
vation over Harcourt at any cost. Well,
it's cost plenty. Gas bags shot down,
balloon trucks blown up, and four of
of the best damned observers in France
gone to hell—mand no observation,
either.”

He turned away, biting his lips sav-
agely in an effort at self-control. When
he turned back, his face was impassive,
but his narrowed eyes were hot and
feverish.

“I've explained to Wing till I'm black
in the face that the Krauts have every
inch of the Harcourt sector under direct
fire, and that our trucks are blown to
atoms the minute we get one in where
we can raise a balloon. But there’'s
something big going on back there, or
at least there are rumors of it, and
Wing will accept no excuses. | had word
last night that if 1 couldn’t get results,
I could report back to H. Q., and they'd
get some one up here who could.”

“Hell! Terril broke in sympathetic-
ally, and ground the end of his ciga-
rette under his heel. “The observation
they want is impossible, and how well 1|
know it! Why, the air is so closely
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patrolled; there that even a chasse plane
can't get through, and how do they
expect a balloon to go where a plane
ea&'t?: They’'re stumped, and they’re try-
ing to make you the goat, if you ask me.
I've seen Holly and Knowles and others
blasted to shreds, and I've barely es-
caped myself. Not because of you, Buck,
bat because of fool orders from Staff.
Let the beggars send some one else up
here and they’ll find it out. What you*
ean't do, no one can.”

Stanton smiled grimly at his
friend’s loyalty; then his face hard-
ened.

R leaned forward, his haggard
eyes glowing, and glanced at his
wstatwatch.

“Not much time left,” he muttered.
“Bide,, those fellows back there who
neves saw observation duty except
through the bottom of a cognac bottle
have asked the irapessitete, m by thun-
der, I'll accomplish the impossible! I've
made my arrangements, and have just
been waiting for a favorable wind. You
know, that. the. Jerries have been con-
centrating on shooting the observers
when they jumped. Busting the bag is
incidental. They know that trained ob-
servers are scarcer than balloons.

“All right. I've had the ground crew
attach the bag to hooks so that | can
release it by a lever from the basket.
As | said, the wind is right this morn-
ing, and the balloon will drift along
parallel to the lines till it gets over
Karaourt.”

“Where the Krauts will promptly
knock it, and you, to Hades,” Terrilin-
terposed, beginning to roll another ciga-
rette.

“Wait! I'm taking my two dummies
with me. When the German planes come
down on me, I'll toss the dummies over-
board. They're good enough to fool any-
one at a few' yards when they're float-
ing down in chutes, and the Jerries will
go after them before they do the bal-
loon—if |1 have a little luck. Don’t you
see it, man? It gives me the few addi-
tional necessary minutes to make my
observations.”

“Yea,” Dick admitted, “but a few
kilometers below Hareourt, the bag will
drift over the lines where they bend
to the west—provided the balloon isn’'t
destroyed before then. And, if you jump,
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as you'll have to, they'll get. you, any-
way. So what use will- your info be,
dumb guy, when you're too dead to

spill it?”
“That's all arranged,” Stanton
broke in insistently. “I'll jot down ray

notes in a steel-backed despatch book
and throw it overboard. I've already
given the sergeant of the ground crew
instructions and he'll be able to locate
it.

“Dick, it's my finish, and | know it.
I'll never reach the ground alive, but
by God, no man will ever be able to
say again that Book Stent* started,
something he couldn’'t finish. I'll be
dead, but | won't be. a failure!”

The redheaded Diek Terri!
scratched his chin aiwl stared reproach*
fully at his friend,

“And you were going out alone on
this insane death-patrol without let-
ting me know!” He shook his head sad-
ly. “Captain Stanton, | never thought
lhat 1I'd be forced to use such language
tei my superior officer,, bat—yon are a
damned liar!”

From any other man- such words
would have meant an instantaneous and
bloody battle, but the hard-boiled cap-

tain only narrowed his eyes and
clenched his big, scarred fists.
“What do you mean by that,

Dick?” he demanded quietly enough.

“You said you were going alone,.”
Terril burst out hotly. “Well, | say
you're not. It'll take two men to do tee
job properly; one to make observation
and the other to write down the infor-
mation. Remember, we won't have all
day to do it in. Why, say, General Per-
shing himself couldn't keep me out of
this party. Hell, lad, when do we start?”

The captain shook his head gloomily,
although his eyes were gleaming. “I
knew that you were sept enough to want
to go. That's why | didn’'t say anything
about it. But you had to go prowling
about when all decent citizens—except
myself—should be asleep, and declare
yourself in. You realize teat it means
death?”

Terril shrugged his shoulders and
flung back his red hair. “lI don’t give a
hang what it means,” he retorted level*
ly. “Two can do this job better than
one, and if I land in hell—well, | ga in
good company.”
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R a moment the two men stared

straight into each other's eyes;
then Stanton threw up his hand re-
signedly. They had shared life togeth-
er—they would share death. He glanced
again at his watch.

"Time to start, Dick,” he said crisp-
ly. “I'm not going to weep down the
back of your neck and kiss you on both
cheeks, but | just want to say that
you're man-sized, Terril—you blasted
redhead. Now swing onto one of those
dummies and get going. I've figured the
velocity of the wind, and | intend to get
over Harcourt at just about the time
it's light enough for observation.”

Highly embarrassed by the captain’s
words of praise, Dick seized one of the
dummies by the arm and yanked it to-
ward him, only to be stopped by an
agonized cry from Stanton.

“For cripe's sake, Dick!” Stanton
yelled, his face suddenly going a sickly
yellow. “Handle that thing gently. Easy,
you idiot!”

Terril glanced about with a grin
which faded from his face as he saw
that the captain was in deadly earnest.
With exaggerated care, as if he were
carrying the holy person of a field mar-
shal, he draped the heavy figure over
his shoulder, and made his way
through the darkness to the balloon em-
placement. Captain Stanton followed
him closely with the other dummy, the
metal-backed despatch box slung over
his shoulder by a heavy cord.

Stanton saw to the careful disposal
of the dummies himself, and when the
two men climbed into the swaying
basket, Terril saw that loopholes had
been cut in all sides of it to facilitate
observation without the observers be-
ing obliged to show themselves over the
rim.

For a moment the redheaded observ-
er stood thoughtfully there, balancing
himself with unconscious ease as the
basket tipped in the light breeze. He
sucked in the cold, sweet air of early
morning, and he knew that he was
afraid. He was afraid to die, afraid to
go on this mission that meant certain
death, afraid of the sizzling incendiary
bullets that would tear into his vitals
and give him a foretaste of hell. Yet it
was characteristic of him that it never
once occurred to him that he might still
back out. Afraid or not, nothing could
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have kept him from sharing the fate of
the grim, single-hearted captain who de-
liberately planned death rather than
give up and admit that he was a failure
—that he could not accomplish the im-
possible.

Stanton gave his orders to the ground
crew in a low voice, and the big gas bag
began to rise. There was no sound ex-
cept the ghostly sighing of the wind
in the rigging and the creak of the
windlass. Up and up they went, cut off
from the world, suspended in a black
void that seemed to have no limits.

HE bag had only been partly in-

flated with gas, and it ceased to
rise when the hand of the altimeter
pointed at four thousand. They waited
tensely, in silence, while Stanton kept
his eyes fixed on the illumined dial of
his wrist-watch. The minutes dragged,
and their nerves strained unbearably.
Terril, invariably cool and collected in
action, found the slow waiting an al-
most unbearable torture.

He drew a long breath of relief when
Stanton at last reached out and threw
the lever that released the balloon. The
cable fell, cutting them off from the
ground, and the gas bag shot up an-
other six hundred feet with a sweeping
rush that caused Terril to gulp and his
stomach to flop over.

But the wind was lighter than Stan-
ton had calculated upon, and the first
red beams of the morning sun picked
out the drifting bag before they had
reached their objective. Glancing anx-
iously over the side, they saw, however,
that the balloon was paralleling the
lines and that it had not drifted across.

The two- men turned to look at each
other in the growing light, and grinned
with stiff lips, but there was a sort of
exultation on Stanton’s bleak coun-
tenance.

“Keep down, Dick,” he said quietly.
“There'll be Jerry ships nosing about
here at any minute. When they come,
heave a dummy overboard, but don't
show yourself. And, Dick, if you happen
to know any effective prayers, you
might pray for luck and lots of it. We'll
need it.”

“Sorry,” Dick grinned, “but my re-
ligious education’s been neglected. |
always just manufacture my luck as I
go along.” He broke off, for an archie
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shell had burst not thirty yards from
the basket, the hot shards shrieking’
through the air, but missing the balloon.
The ground was still in darkness below
them, but the big bag was plainly vis-
ible against the lightening sky.

A moment later an entire battery
whanged enthusiastically away at
them, and the runaway balloon was en-
gulfed in a shrieking, howling hell of
bursting explosive, and jagged frag-
ments of metal that sang vicious songs
of hate in the aching ears of the two
observers. Now and then & smoking
shard slashed through the basket with-
in inches of the two men, and Stanton
crouched over the dummies as if. to
shield them with his own body.

Terril's face twisted in disgust, and
his red hair seemed to bristle. “That’s
the hell of being a balloon corps man,”
he yelled above the infernal din of the
crashing shells. “You're unable to fight
back. You just have to sit and take it.”

Stanton looked more like a bulldog
than ever, for his temper, never very
far beneath the surface, was beginning
to flare.

“You'll damned well see whether a
balloon man can fight or not,” he
snapped. “We’ll soon be over Harcourt
and—down, Dick! There’s a Jerry ship
coming!”

Terril peered through a loophole to
see a lone Fokker thundering down to
intercept them. With the Mercedes
gunned to a hammering, driving roar,
the plane swept down upon the helpless
balloon, circling about it, the pilot evi-
dently puzzled to find it adrift. The
ground batteries had been left behind,
and the German suddenly came slashing
in, tracers and incendiary bullets curv-
ing from the gaping muzzles of his
Spandaus.

HE first dive missed, and as the
Fokker veered around in a vertical
bank, the two observers fastened the
parachute harness to one of the dum-
mies and cast it over the side without
showing themselves. Through the loop-
holes they watched the silk rip loose
from the cone and blossom out above
the dummy. The German, on the point
of diving upon the balloon again,
changed his mind and thundered at the
figure dangling beneath the parachute.
But already Harcourt was just ahead

of them, and as Stanton peered eagerly
out across the lines, he forgot the men-
ace of the German, forgot everything,
in what he saw. Although everything
was carefully camouflaged, he could
see that batteries were being massed
back of the lines, their movements half-
concealed in the cloud of dust that rose.
Troops were coming in, and hundreds
of great armored tanks were drawn up
in ranks. The Germans were preparing
for a surprise attack at the weakest and
most strategically important point in
the Allied lines, while at the same time
they were quite obviously faking an
attack at another point. But this was
the real thing.

“Good God!” Stanton breathed, his
eyes gleaming. “No wonder the whole
Jerry air force is out to prevent ob-
servation. Get to work, guy!”

He thrust the metal-bound book and
a pencil into Dick Terril's hands,
leaned over the side, and dictated swift-
ly. His trained eyes noted the approxi-
mate number of troops, batteries and
tanks, and their positions, and he re-
tailed the information in short, jerky
sentences, while Terril set them down.

But even as he wrote, Dick was
watching the Fokker below them as it
dived furiously upon the dummy. The
first attack missed, but the pilot veered
his plane about and slashed in again,
holding his fire this time until he was
at point-blank range and could not miss.

The twin Spandaus bucked and
flamed, and Dick’'s eyes almost start-
ed from his head as the dummy seemed
to fly into a thousand fragments. There
was a deafening concussion that caused
the balloon to rock violently, and the
Fokker was going down in wild, erratic
swoops and spins with prop shattered
and a segment of a wing dangling. Dick
turned and stared at Stanton in amaze-
ment, and Buck grinned back at him.

“Who said a balloon man couldn't
fight back?” he demanded. “That dum-
my of mine was stuffed with a hundred
pounds of H. E. I'm probably the first
balloon man to bring down an enemy
plane!”

Dick gulped and rose hastily from
where he had been sitting on the re-
maining dummy.

“And I've been sitting on a hundred
pounds of sudden death!” he muttered.
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eyeing the figure with respect. “Buck, |
don't mind dying, | don’'t even mind a
mess of incendiary bullets in my guts,
but if it's all the same to you, I'd just
as soon stay in one piece when | wash
out. And | might mention, if it's any
interest to you, that there are three
more Fokkers coming over to play with
us, and we've just got one dummy left.”

Stanton nodded, his eyes gleaming
with triumph. “It's our end, kid,” he
said evenly. “Throw that book over; the
job’s finished. We'll jump, but we'll
never know it when we hit the ground.”

He hesitated, then slapped the other
man on the shoulder with a violence
that nearly knocked him overboard.
“You're a great guy, Dick,” he said
gruffly. “See you in hell!”

Dick nodded, cast one glance at the
oncoming Fokkers, and sailed the metal
book into space. As he did so, a heavy
gust of wind caught the balloon, it
swayed outward, and the cord which
was fastened to the book, neatly looped
itself over the hook on the bottom edge
of the basket!

B a single moment Captain Stan-
ton’s fighting face went black with
rage as he saw all their work lost. They
were to sacrifice their lives to no pur-
pose, for the balloon would either be
blown up or drift out over German ter-
ritory. Then he grinned, a twisted smile
that showed his agony more than any-
thing else could have done.
“Not your fault, old man,” he
croaked. “Just tough luck, that's all.”
“But it was my fault,” the redhead
groaned. He cast another look at the
three Fokkers that were almost upon
them. “I'll get that book, Buck, and all
hell can’'t stop me!”

In feverish haste he slipped into the
straps of the parachute, ripped the silk
loose from the side of the basket, and
perched himself on the rim.

"Take hold of the chute, Buck,” he
commanded, “and lower me till | reach it.
Then let me go, and jump. We might be
lucky enough to reach the ground with-
out being shot.”

With renewed hope brightening his
bloodshot eyes, the captain caught the
heavy silk, and as Dick Terril released
his hold, he lowered him slowly. The
wind was rising now, and the basket
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pitched and tossed in the air currents,
causing Terril's body to crash sicken-
ingly against the basket. He set his
teeth in his lip until the blood spurted,
fending himself off with hands and feet
as best he could, and a moment later he
reached the dangling book. By that time,
however, the eord had become twisted
firmly about the hook, and he tugged
at it frantically, losing precious time,
until the three Fokkers swirled about
the bag. But he did not even glance at
them. Not more than five minutes away,
the trenches curved sharply in, and the
bag would pass out over German ter-
ritory.

For a moment the three enemy ships
swirled about the balloon in ever de-
creasing circles, the pilots evidently
trying to ascertain what was happen-
ing. Finally one of them dived to come
up beneath the basket. Less than fifty
meters below, he hung his ship by the
prop, pressed the triggers, and sent
twin streams of smoking incendiary
bullets tearing and slashing through
the basket.

Closer and closer came the leaden
death to Dick Terril, but he was utterly
engrossed in trying to free the book
and he did not even glance aside when
the bullets raked his legs, sending hot
chills of agony through his body. But
Buck Stanton knew that the finish was
only a matter of minutes, and bleak fail-
ure was staring him in the face.

With a swift movement he twisted
the silk of the parachute in the rigging,
and held it there with his knee pressed
against it. Exerting an almost super-
human effort, he caught up the remain-
ing dummy and tossed it across the rim
of the basket. Coolly now, although he
knew that bullets might at any mo-
ment smash into the dummy or the gas
bag and blow them into oblivion, he
waited and calculated his chances.

Judging the distance he suddenly
pushed the dummy off into space and
watched it fall straight into the whir-
ling disk of the Fokker’'s propeller. The
German had no time to throw his plane
over on a wing and escape. The dum-
my struck, the nitro-dynamite exploded
with a devastating concussion that in
turn exploded the Fokker's gas tank,
and Dick Terril felt his body lifted on
the force of the explosion and hurled
against the basket.
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HEN he had stopped swinging,

the blood was gushing from his
mouth and nostrils, but he essayed a
sanguinary grin.

“Two down for the balloon corps!"
he yelled. “Keep it up, Buck, and you'll
rate as an ace yet. Hold everything,
old man; I've about got it.”

Streaked with blood, and with his
mop of red hair singed to the scalp, he
tore persistently at the book that
meant the difference between success
and ignominious failure. The bend in
the lines was just ahead of them, and
he had ter work fast. But the other two
German pilots, though apparently dazed
at the mysterious fate of their com-
panion, were diving upon the balloon.

A Fokker came reeling down from
the sky, tracers hissing from hot guns,
and the pilot did not pull out of the
dive until his trucks raked the top of
the big balloon. The bullets did not take
effect, and he sheered off, zoomed, and
was ready to attack again.

The other plane came hurtling down
just as Terril yelled in triumph. The
book had come unfastened, and he
hurled it far out into space, watching
it as it whirled earthward, the sun
glinting on the metal covers. He saw
that it would land safely in Allied ter-
ritory, and he looked up at Stanton with
a grin.

Stanton promptly released the silk
and saw his friend shoot downward.
With a last glance at the Fokker that
was pouring bullets into the bag, he
slipped into his parachute harness and
jumped. He knew that the German
would get him, but at any rate it would
be better than being blown up with
the balloon. He went hurtling down,
head over heels. What he had expected
happened.

Boring in to close range, a Fokker
stitched a double row of holes along
the length of the bag, then veered
hastily away to escape the inevitable
explosion. The gas bag let go with a
concussion that sent hot fingers of
flames stretching high into the air. A
blast of superheated air caught Stan-
ton and hurled him through space like
a feather, scorching his face to a crisp
and half stunning him with its force.
For a moment the heat was so intense
that he thought he had landed in hell

—and
pected.

But the jerk of the opening parachute
did not come. Looking up dazedly, Buck
saw it streaming above him like a
ghostly, crooked finger. The concussion
from the balloon had twisted cords and
fabric so that it had not opened. He did
not believe that there was a chance it
would untwist in time to save his life.

The Fokkers had escaped the con-
cussion and they were diving upon the
two helpless men. Captain Stanton saw
that Terril had been hurled aside also,
and was almost directly beneath him.
Thousands of bits of burning fabric
from the balloon were raining down out
of the air, and as Stanton went down,
he saw to his horror that they were
lighting on Terril's chute and eating
holes in it. Another instant and the
man would be crashing down to the
earth to his death.

Stanton swore impotently, and cast
a despairing glance at his own chute,
which was twisting and writhing above
him, refusing to open. He was rapidly
overtaking the other man in his descent.
Dick had declared himself in on the
job merely out of friendship, and now
Stanton must watch him die horribly
just when there had seemevj a possi-
bility of escape. Already the chute was
being consumed on one side, and Dick
was going down in a fast and erratic
sideslip. But not as fast as Stanton.

it was hotter than he had ex-

FOKKER roared at the captain
A and missed. The two men were
within a few yards of each other now,
and Dick looked up, grinning gamely
in the face of death, although his coun-
tenance was drawn and strained almost
unrecognizably.

They were even now, and Stanton
shot out iron hands, catching the red-
head closely in his arms as his body
swung out in a swirling arc. He was
never quite certain why he did it, but
hope died hard in his fighting heart*
and there was a thousand to one chance
his chute would open in time.

“Cast loose, Dick, for God's sake,
cast loose!” he yelled above the rush
and roar of the wind about their ears.
Although he did not comprehend, Terril
ripped away the harness and saw his
flaming parachute go streaming down
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the wind. It looked as if he were flying
on red wings of fire.

Locked close together, the two men
hurtled down, turning slowly over and
over in the air.

Time after time a Fokker dived after
them, knowing that they had observed
the activities across from Harcourt,
but they were falling so fast that the
streams of bullets passed harmless-
ly above them. And still Stanton’s para-
chute did not open. It might never open,
but it was their one slim chance to live.
It lashed and twisted mockingly about
them, and he cursed it with oaths that
the wind whipped soundlessly from his
writhing lips.

It had seemed an eternity since the
two men began to fall, but only seconds
had elapsed. During those seconds, the
chute had been slowly untangling. And
now it snapped open.

A split second later the two men
struck the ground with an almost stun-
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ning impact, but the parachute had
saved them from death. They had
missed landing in No-Man’'s-Land by
two hundred meters.

A few hours later, Stanton and Terril
were back in the operations office, their
burned faces and hands heavily ban-
daged, but they were otherwise little
the worse for wear. Their report had
been dispatched to Wing. Terril was
painfully trying to roll a cigarette when
an orderly brought in a long, official-
looking envelope and and handed it to
Stanton.

“More unadulterated Hades
Wing, | expect,” he grunted.

“They haven't received my report
yet. Those babies at H. Q. have finally
decided that observation over Harcourt
is impossible, and | am hereby ordered
not to attempt it again. And now | sup-
pose I'll rate a court for accomplishing
the impossible. Oh, well! What a life,
Dickie! But we can take it!”

from
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The night teas a boiling cauldron of waspish, stinging demons.

Sky-Man

By LIEUTENANT S. G. POND

Rittmeister von Ribberhoffer’'s first eighty-two victories were easy. Rut the
int more than dll the others to
that victory spelled defeat!

eighty-third was different! It m
that great German ace for-

ITTMEISTER Freiherr Karl von
R Ribberhoffer's pale gray eyes

were like frozen slits of steel
glinting down his twin Spandaus. The
French Spad ahead hurtled toward him,
head-on, with the screaming speed of
a cannonball. Confidently, fearlessly,
Ribberhoffer’s hands, white, seemingly
bloodless, held the control stick of his
Fokker.
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His feet were like automatons on his
rudder bar, motionless. For a grim, hell-
howling second the Spad and the Fok-
ker threatened to telescope one another.
Vickers bullets crackled through the
linen over Ribberhoffer's head, speed-
ing into the blue with dismal whine. He
seemed unmindful, patient, watchful.

In that streaking second he sucked
in his breath with a sharp, hissing
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sound. The Spad veered ever so slight-
ly—to the right. Ribberhoffer's Span-
daus chattered belehing, scarlet death.
The Spad flung up and over on her back
like a stricken bird, a wisp of yellow-
black smoke curling from out her bright
belly; a tongue of flame licked the blue.
In violent explosion the doomed ship
blasted into the skies in a shower of
wood debris, steel and flaming fabric.

Flinging his vision to his left, Rib-
berhoffer recognized a dark shadow
near by. Avariciously he stared. It was
another Spad, another Kkill!

But this Spad was somehow different.
Its pilot was standing, working vigor-
ously over his guns; they were obvi-
ously jammed. Two emerald streamers
whipped back from his flying struts;
this was a squadron or at least a flight-
leader. Too, there was something un-
usual about the pilot. He was uncon-
cerned about Ribberhoffer's presence!

The great German ace laughed the
wild, demoniacal shriek of the gladi-
ator whose arena is splashed with the
blood of victorious conquest. “Bring
them down flaming!” That was the slo-
gan of the greatest of all his great mas-
ters, the yet unconquered Richthofen 1

This was what he, Ribberhoffer, was
doing. He had just chalked off his
eighty-second victory. But it was too
easy; it was like being a kingbird
swooping down the blue sky lanes after
insects, thus vanquishing the untrained
Spads of the enemy! Hungrily, with a
deep rumble of disgust in his throat,
he glared into other regions of the skies
for a fresh kill, but a hard one, a diffi-
cult one. His primitive blood lust had
become surcharged; his very soul was
plethoric, hungering for something solid
in which to sink his teeth.

This limping, nonchalant Spad on his
left? Again he stared across the bright
wing of his Fokker shining in the clear
morning skies. Below he vaguely
glimpsed his two conquered Spads smol-
dering in the shell craters of No-Man’s-
Land. With cool fingers he spiraled over
on a tight cartwheel toward his oppo-
nent. The pilot of the Spad, still stand-
ing, spiraled off on a similar cartwheel.
Ribberhoffer blinked. The enemy had
been standing; he had, then, controlled
his Spad with his toes and his knees!

Ribberhoffer did a climbing turn to
get above and behind his enemy.
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Enough of this! He would polish, off
this smart Frenchman at once! It would
make his eighty-third victory. He was
anxious to pass the hundred mark; it
would mean another decoration from
the Kaiser. On the top of his climbing
turn he stared down, ahead, and below
where he expected to find his third
Spad, but instead he saw only—space!
A FROTHY curse on his lips he

stared upward. Verdammt! What
was this? The Spad was still above his
left wing tip with advantage 1 The Spad
pilot continued standing! More, he was
leaning out his pit, shaking his fists at
the German ace. Ribberhoffer sucked in
his lips with an incredulous whistle.
Was this enemy ace trying to make an
ass of him? Trying to make a buffoon
of the great Ribberhoffer? Schrecklich!
He would show him!

Ribberhoffer swirled into a double
roll, swept out onto a half Immelraann,
and rocketed up into another climbing
turn—only to find his opponent still
duplicating his every movement, and
still flying right there above his left
wing tip just the barest margin be-
yond the range of his death-dealing
Spandaus. It was maddening,

Ribberhoffer was seeing red; further,
he was sweating blood. Here was a Kkill,
to the German ace, obviously an easy
kill as were all enemies, but he could-
n't quite get his guns into play. It was
a new sensation for the great Ribber-
hoffer. The Spad pilot again stood in His
cockpit, bowed, and waved a friendly
farewell to the German. Then he coolly
turned his tail directly to Ribberhoffer
and swung off for the Allied lines,

A strange light flooded Ribberhof-
fer’'s eyes. He felt an undefinable ele-
ment in the smile of his adversary. It
snapped something deep within him,
something intangible. It was as though
he had been unfairly robbed of the
viciousness to make his great strike—
to kill! There was something warm,
friendly, and compelling in that smile
of the enemy’s; it was new to the
heart's experience of the German. The
gall, for the moment, departed his hot
veins. He watched the bright Spad in-
tently, but with an interest new in his
war history.

Serenely, the Allied Spad sailed
over No-Man’'s-Land toward the Allied
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interior. Ribberhoffer, eyes wide, a
gueer gnawing emptiness tugging at his
heart and body, debated his course, odd-
ly. This friendly enemy?

Suddenly he jerked his head up to-
ward the clouds with the airman’s vet-
eran dread. Dark shadows—the shad-
ows of wings—had raced across the
face of the sun, blotting out the bright-
ness. Five gray demons from a floating
cloud. Five pairs of Maltese crosses on
the wings of catapulting, sleek Pfalzes!

In a trice the five were circling the
Spad, hemming it in. Only for a second
did Ribberhoffer hesitate. And then
what possessed his soul to undertake
this new move he himself would have
been at a loss to understand, much less
explain, but he swept up as close to the
Spad as he was allowed to get, then he
stood in his own pit, motioning the
enemy pilot to swing back for the Ger-
man lines. The Spad fighter understood;
he realized he was trapped.

Simultaneously a line of white
smoking tracers seared out from one
of the Pfalz fighters onto the tail of the
Spad and started eating its way up
along the fuselage toward the pilot's
seat. Ribberhoffer flung his Fokker on
its side and rushed in to the deadly
gun fire of his own comrades, cutting it
off from the lone pilot.

One after another the darting,
weaving German fighters withdrew to
a respectful distance, silent wonder and
awe on their faces as they watched the
well-known Fokker DR-1 of Ribberhof-
fer's protect and guide the captured
Spad across the lines to Germany.

SIX German fighting planes behind
a lone Spad rumbled across the
stubbled airdrome at Junglinster, and
the lair of the Seventy-seventh Boche
Jagdstaffel. From out of the doorways
of hangars, of machine shops, and bar-
rack rooms Prussians, Bavarians, and
Rhinelanders thrust excited faces and
wide, astonished eyes as they saw the
French Spad taxi up to their tarmac.

Ribberhoffer dropped quickly from
out his sleek Fokker, shoved back his
goggles and helmet from his face, re-
vealing silver, almost white hair. In
agile steps he ran to his captured prize,
roving eyes over the new beautiful
Spad camouflaged with vivid, stabbing
colors.

At the side of the Spad’'s pit he ex-
claimed in French, “Bonjour, mon ami
de veine infernale!”

The pilot of the French Spad lifted
off his emergency belt with a sigh. A
sardonic, hard-bitten smile played
around the corners of his mouth as he
answered, “Hello! But not such
‘damned bad luck’—to have my life
saved by Germany's most honored liv-
ing ace.”

The sharp, chiseled jaw of Ribber-
hoffer’'s did not snap down with its
usual hardness and frigidity. For the
moment he was still more inclined to
forget the grim game of war, of blood-
lust, and the scarlet Kkill.

“So!” he commented lightly. “An
Englishman, eh?”
“Guess  again,” smiled “Chick”

Wesley, the pilot of the Spad. "I'm a
Yank. Right from Champaign, [li-
nois.”
Ribberhoffer stuck out his palm.
“To my first American prisoner—to
my knowledge! | am honored with a gal-
lant fighter and an amazing pilot.”

Wesley grinned and accepted the
outstretched hand philosophically.

“Thanks, old top. But believe you
me, you're no backstairs flyer yourself
when it comes to acrobatics. Boy! You
sure handed me some tight moments
upstairs.” He jerked his thumb over
his shoulder significantly as he dropped
to the ground some thirty miles behind
the lines in Germany. “Well, | suppose
it's soup and black bread for me, for
the duration of the war,” he finished
dourly.

“Not exactly!” denied the German.
“You shall be my personal guest, eat-
ing in my Jagdstaffel messroom, and
tonight you shall accompany me to my
favorite beer garden in Kehl,—in Kehl,
my home town, where my brave fighters
of the sky rule the city.”

“Yeah?” smiled Wesley dumb-
founded. “Well, now, that sure does
sound magnifique! Not such a hell of a
war, after all!”

They walked, then, down the edge
of the airdrome to low barracks. Up a
narrow path they approached a door
on which there hung a sign reading:

“Rittmeister Freiherr von Ribber-
hoffer,
Kommander Des Jagdeschwadere.”
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Kicking open the door, Ribberhoffer
bade Wesley enter. The quarters were
the usual military thing of cots, trunks,
flying equipment, and family pictures
hanging here and there on the wall.

“Make vyourself comfortable,” said
Ribberhoffer. “I must give in my report
of your capture.”

He strode to the phone and in Ger-
man held a heated conversation. Turn-
ing to Wesley when it was over, he said
in irritated tone, “Intelligence insists
that | go to them immediately to make
a detailed report about you. You see,
being the first American prize, and be-
ing a squadron leader in addition, you
are of considerable informative value
to our espionage. Meanwhile | suppose
they will send an Intelligence investi-
gator to interview you,” he smiled
amusedly. “The usual questions. | must
go now, for a short while.” He hesitated
thoughtfully. “No use to tell you, | sup-
pose, that it would be useless for you
to try escape. The grounds are thor-
oughly guarded; but it might damage
your status as—my friend.”

“Mm-m, yes. I—I1 understand,”
Wesley quietly.

The German ace slipped out. He had
barely gone when two Intelligence offi-
cers entered. They looked about them
oddly, and seemed amazed and angered-
that there was no guard visible.

One of them, a tall, dark-eyed Prus-
sian, said to him, “You are from Bar-le-
Duc, Squadron 310, aren’t you?”

“We will have to search you.
Hamden hoch! Hands up!” he continued.

Quickly the two Germans went through
his clothing. Goggles, handkerchief—
that was all—now Wesley suddenly
gasped. For now out of his watch pocket
was drawn a slip of gray paper. He
dived for it in desperation. A heavy
automatic pistol plunged to his heart
with a painful jab. He was forced back.

The Prussian opened the gray, folded
paper. It was a check made payable to
Wesley’'s tailor in Paris—and it con-
tained his signature. He cursed him-
self for having it with him. The Prus-
sian watched him coldly, reading simul-
taneously the signature. Next he ran
through a loose-leaf binder. He smiled
finally, a confident smirk.

“Wesley, eh? Right!” he snapped ex-
ultantly. “Wesley—squadron leader in
the 310th American Pursuit Group!”

said
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Wesley did not know why the Intel-
ligence officer should feel so elated
about it, but his high spirits made
Chick extremely apprehensive that
nothing good would come from the dis-
covery.

N Bar-le-Duc that night, on the tar-
mac of the 310th, all ears were

strained and all nerves were at the
cracking point. Chick Wesley, ace of
aces and beloved squadron leader, had-
n't returned from patrol!

Not in weeks had such a tragedy
struck into their midst. Now a deathly
silence gripped them as the roar of an
airplane motor cut the skies above; New
hope sprang alive. It might be—

Twin orange-and-purple flares
streaked down from the stars. And* from
the tarmac rose an answering green
Very ball curving gracefully in its arc-
like trajectory, throwing a lush emer-
ald light over all the surrounding land-
scape. There was deep pathos and stab-
bing anguish in those meagerly hopeful
signals. Tensely the men listened to the
roaring engine, their hopes flagging;
trained ears were quick to pick up the
sounds of familiar motors.

Like a meteor the oncoming ship
hurled over the Bar-le-Duc drome at
less than eighty feet from the ground*
A burst of white phosphorescent light
glowed from, the driving plane. Then it
dropped; waveringly earthward with in-
candescent spattering.

For a second the floodlights of the
310th flared brightly, hopefully, then
sank into blackness even blacker than
before. In that second the strange, plane
rushed up and away, screaming over the
hangar roofs toward the enemy east.
Fof a fleeting moment they glimpsed the
pale gray wings with Maltese crosses
of the enemy.

With a sploshing thud, bits of phos-
phorus spattered over their dark drome
as a white message chute swirled down
the night wind. A dozen eager hands
rushed out onto the field for it. By the
flarings of fitfully lighted matches they
read the message:

Jimmy Frazer,

Commanding 310th America*
Pursuit Group,
Bar-le-Duc.
I am down in a com field 2% nrfles SSW
of the Lundstrum Woods in Germany. A
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friend will deliver this message; believe me
when | say it

Come yourself in a two-plaee Spad to pick
me up at 1:30 this morning. You will see
my disabled bus standing on the field for
identification. Land dose by. | will be wait-
ing. This is no trap. "
Chick.

Fraser and his comrades studied the
message with wide, amazed eyes and
labored breath. There was no doubt
about it, that was Chick's signature—
but had the message been written un-
der duress, under penalty of death?
Who could say? It was a problem with-
out an answer for them. Should they
take a chance? What would, you do?

ENTY-SIX heavy lager beer

steins clattered to the rustic wood
tables within the Kaiserhoff Beer Gar-
dens in the hub of Kehl. Twenty-3ix
gay, youthful voices were raised in
hilarious song. At the head of the long
table, his face wreathed in smiles, stood
Rittmeister Freiherr von Ribberhoffer,
his own steia scintillating with frothing
liquid, held high above his head, lead-
ing his “circus” pilots in song.

“Come on, mein Jagdeschwaders!”
he shouted jubilantly. *“Glanzend!
Glamend! Whoop it up! Tomorrow we
fly. And—tomorrow H He banged his
stein to the great table with clattering
gusto. “Who knows what tomorrow may
bring?”

Chick Wesley downed his beer; it was
good beer, and the faces around him
were much the same youthful, gay, and
intelligent ones which crowded his own
mess twenty miles the other side of No-
Man’s-Land, or in his own home town
at Champaign, Illinois. It was the war;
he was philosophic; what could ire do
but make the best of the passing mo-
ments of his life?

A military messenger hurried into
the gardens from the street entrance,
dashing to the side of Ribberhoffer.
Saluting, he spoke a few words to the
leader of the famed circus. Ribberhof-
fer’'s face clouded; his eyebrows drew
down in a dark scowl. He looked at Wes-
ley a moment in troubled stare, then
left the table, disappearing into a tele-
phone room.

Wesley could not help wondering if
any plot was afoot. The move startled
him and somehow made him apprehen-

sive. He bad every faith in- Ribberhof-
fer, but he felt that the high officials
of the Intelligence service might be en-
deavoring to put something over, un-
known to them all. He had not liked the
attitude of the Intelligence men that
afternoon.

When Ribberhoffer returned, he
seemed more subdued, yet a determined
set of his jaw indicated to Wesley that
he was holding to his own policy as he
had declared himself.

Once more at the table, he threw off
the outward attitude of uneasiness. He
turned to his guest of honor again*
raising his stein, saying:

“Mein Freund, we go now. Toiboin
row it is again the war. My brave
Jagdesehwaders and | must have rest,
but before we leave, a toast! Steben Sie
auf!” he commanded his pilots; all
stood to their feet. “Here's to you, mein
fearless Yankee fighter. Drink!” Steins
clinked around. “And now,” toasted
Ribberhoffer somberly, “here’s to my
supreme triumph, my eighty-third vic-
tory-—in friendship. Drink t”

was after one in the morning, un-
der the stars in Germany, when the

automobiles carrying Ribberhoffer, his

guest-prisoner of war, and his circus
pilots, swept down the road fringing
the Lundstrom Woods. Whether it was
inevitable fate or the merest whim of
chance, who could say? Nevertheless
Ribberhoffer's amazement was over-
whelming when he saw five of his Fok-
ker DR-/s drawn up in the secrecy of
thickets in the wide field beside the for-
est road. Nearer the center of the field,
he thought he saw an Allied Spad rest-
ing.

“Sakrament  nochmals!” he ex-
claimed bewilderingly. “Was ist los?”

He commanded the driver of his car
to halt. Next he swept the auto’s strong
movable searchlight across the field.
Overhead, the night was cat by the
roar of a powerful motor. Instantly
every one recognized the strange ship
to be Wesley’'s Spad, due to its unique
camouflagings. Ribberhoffer let out a
string of burning oaths. Then he turned
to Wesley, now standing on the road be-
side him.

“It is a damned outrage!” he said
bitterly. “But it's all the doings of In-
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telligence. | give you my word, | would
have no hand in it, so they went over

my head.”

“l be”eve vyou,” replied Wesley
quietly.

Through the searching spotlight

beam a new shadow swept through the
night, another strange Spad. For a sec-
ond Wesley’s blood ran cold. One of his
comrades far across the lines, gambling
with his life to try to save his! It was
a lrap, some meretricious scheme
hatched by German Intelligence, he was
sure of that! His thoughts raced back
to the espionage officer and his lost
check. He didn’'t know what had been
done, but he felt he was somehow to
blame for it.

“They've used me for bait!”
claimed Wesley vindictively.

“Ja," admitted Ribberhoffer somber-
ly. “Und those are my five Fokkers,” he
finished savagely.

The two cars carrying the Jagde-
schwadcr pilots drew up in the rear.
Curious voices filled the night air.
Dark shadows flitted excitedly on the
highway. The incoming Spad which had
been searching the field for its ap-
proach rumbled across the dark field
daringly. Ribberhoffer gasped.

“Herr Gott! These Americans, what
nerve!” he croaked, and raced for the
center of the field.

pro-

All the Jagdschwader pilots shout-
ing and vaulting over the roadway
fence, raced after their Jagdstaffel

leader breathlessly. Wesley joined the
general melde. Lights flared up here and
there. Hoarse commands ripped the air.
A dozen rifles spat their sharp fire from
the woods. The Jagdschwader pilots fell
back.

A score of German infantrymen sud-
denly appeared from various parts of
the wood. Quite obviously the unex-
pected arrival of the circus pilots was
throwing consternation and confusion
into the Intelligence plot to capture
the Allied Spad, probably for special
espionage use.

The motors of the five waiting Fok-
kers now roared out their various
bursts of power. The Spad, only landed,
started again, immediately, a puff of
orange-and-scarlet flame whipping out
from her exhausts. Careening down the
field, she threatened to decapitate a
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dozen or more German soldiers rushing
before its sharp wings. The entire field
was now a seething bedlam of shouting
tumultuous riot, mixed orders and of
vindictive cross-purposes between In-
telligence operatives and the pilots of
the Jagdschwaders.

ESLEY, for the moment left to
his own devices, found himself
standing obscured in a thicket beside
one of the five secreted Fokkers, its en-
gine turning over. Shadows hurried
here and there around the waiting
busses. Two of the outer Fokkers roared
into the center of the field for a take-
off simultaneously with the newly ar-
rived Spad now making its escape.
Rifles continued sending their sharp,
stabbing reports into the night. From
somewhere a machine gun jibbered its
rata-tata-taka-tak. Wesley saw Ribber-
hoffer leap across a light beam and drop
into his Spad. One of his Jagdeschwad-
ers threw the propeller and Ribberhof-
fer took off in a circular sweep after
his Fokkers and the Spad. The entire
field was now in panic. The Fokkers
beside Wesley were taking off one after
the other, down wind, down the field.
He saw the last of the Fokker pilots
dash to the side of the bus nearest him.

As the German pilot's booted toe
struck the stirrup, Wesley leaped
through the thicket, grabbed the pro-
truding heel, gave it one of his experi-
enced jiu-jitsu flips, sent the Boche
spinning over onto his back, and before
he could recover from his startled up-
set, Wesley had landed in the seat of
the Fokker. The throttle shot full ahead.
A dazed mechanic was bowled over by a
hurtling wing. The shadow behind Wes-
ley strove to leap up to catch him, but
the' wild Yank was away.

Barely a hundred feet from the
ground, two driving Spads from seem-
ingly nowhere dropped from the night
and commenced pouring molten streams
of lead over his fleeing Fokker. Two
more Spads streaked over after the Fok-
kers just ahead. To his right came a
horrible explosion as one of the Maltese-
cross ships plunged into a black wall of
trees.

Hedge-hopping, banking, and careen-
ing somehow across the country, Wesley
dodged and ducked those Spad wasps
until they reached No-Man’s-Land. The
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night was a boiling caldron of waspish,
stinging demons. It was a nightmare.
Over the lines the searchlights of both
sides joined in the turbulent carnage.
Down a long yellow beam of light be-
hind Wesley came a roaring thing of
death. Like a meteor of flame and flying
cinders it passed under his Fokker by
the barest margin. On the end of that
gaudy streamer of flame raced a single
Spad.

Wesley pulled up, rushing into a
steep Immelmann— scarcely in the nick
of time, as bullets whipped over him
and tore up the linen across his center
section. To be shot down by one of his
own men— what a ghoulish fate that
would be! Racing down a great sweep-
ing beam, he recognized his own Spad—
S-1224. Behind it, right on its tail, was
a Fokker!

Wesley saw Ribberhoffer stare back
and point desperately to his German
helmet. His ship was streaking earth-
ward. Then, in a light-beam, Wesley
saw why Ribberhoffer did not swerve
from his course. His propeller was shat-
tered! The Fokker behind was getting
Hie bead on Ribberhoffer’'s Spad.

In that second Wesley threw his
Fokker, its powerful Mercedes roaring
full-throated speed, into a right bank
plunging between the doomed Spad and
the attacking Fokker. He heard deadly
lead scream across his upper wing. A
center flying strut crackled to bits. Then

together they dropped into a pit of- ob-
scure darkness earthward— d ow n,
down, down.

across a wide meadow not far
from Bar-le-duc. Right behind it
was a trim Jagdeschwader Fokker. At
less than an eighth mile distance a burn-
ing plane illuminated the entire coun-
tryside. Wesley leaped from the gray
Fokker he was flying and raced to his
own Spad. The air above was still a-
clamor with the jibber!ng rata-taka-
taka-tak of death, and of wings, wings,
wings shrieking to their final doom.
Wesley reached Ribberhoffer’'s side. The
German ace, scarlet blood matting his
shoulder, looked up at Wesley, a wist-
ful, hopeless expression clouding his
face.

“And now,” he said dejectedly, “it is
to you I owe my life. And so— you will
take me prisoner— for the duration of
the war.”

“Hah? You don’'t know Chick Wesley!
Not me, brother! Quick! That wound?
Is it serious? Can you hold out— for a
half hour?”

RIBBERHOFFER‘S Spad careened

“Ja! 1 could.”
“Okay! There’'s your Fokker. Plenty
o’ gas. Feed it to 'er!” Wesley grinned

dourly. “For one night— t’ hell with th’
war! And here’s to you, Baron! Now
and then you may recall your— eighty-
third victory F*
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Ever since the World War, the annals of our air services have become increas-
ingly illuminated with glowing stories of the thrilling exploits of our

military airmen.
isolated regions,

These records tell
of outstanding courage

of reckless rescue flights into
in balloon explosions,

and of pilots who have ridden disabled planes to earth rather

than abandon them to certain destruction. Here,

how-

ever, is a real fact story of a different type, for it tells
of Air Corps courage right down on the ground/

By COLIN KERR CAMERON

ROP ticking
rhythmically as
the Wright

Whirlwind warmed
up, the BT trainer
stood out on the apron
in front of the 20th
Bombardment squad-
ron's hangars at
Langley Field, Vir-
ginia, And huddled down beneath the
bomb racks of the shift, two dungareed
soldiers were working with the aid of
a flashlight.

“Boy!” blurted one, “I'll be all-fired
glad when this job’'s done, Bill. It's bad
enough for a guy to have to handle regu-
lar fragmentation stuff and incendiary
bombs for a base pay of fifty-four bucks
a month. But when he’s got to fool around
with experimental eggs like these things
— well! I wish 1'd stayed a grocery clerk.
‘Strictly fresh farm eggs’ is a whole lot
safer!”

“You said it, Musser! Really, these
eggs are only flares. But flares are plenty
potent! And if anything should go wrong,
your name'd sure enough be Musser—
you'd be mussered all over the apron!”
Aiyi Staff Sergeant Will Norris, chief
armorer in the 20th— and, incidentally,
the rottenest punster in the whole GHQ
Air Force— grinned hugely at his latest
joke.

“Go ahead and grin, guy,” replied
Wayne Musser, a three-striper in the
20th’s armament section. “But it

wouldn’'t be half so funny if something
did go haywire with us almost sittin’ on

the damn things right now. And you’'d
be the first guy to take distance, I'll bet
— if you had a chance!”

Musser was right. It wouldn’'t be fun-
ny ! For the two Air Corps noneoms were
on a ticklish assignment that warm night.
Six experimental flares were to be test-
dropped that night— the first real test
of that type. And the two soldiers had
spent the whole evening checking and
then setting and installing the delicate
time fuses on them. Right now, almost
standing on their necks for the job, they
were fitting the odd-sized canisters into
the bomb racks of the ship that was to
carry them upstairs for the drop test.

When their part of the job was done,
Musser and Norris would be all set to
hit the hay. And the rest of the test would
be up to the pilot who was to chauffeur
the crate up through the ink to about
12,000. From there, he'd yank the toggles
and let the neck-craning board of observ-
ing officers— who were even now drifting
onto the scene— see what kind of pretty
fireworks they’'d make.

“Anyway, Wayne,” commented Norris
as his partner slipped the sixth flare into
position, “this is the last one. So it won't
be long, now.”

“Right! And it looks like we’'re just in
time, too. For here comes the looey who's
to jockey this nag starward. Guess he’s
all set to go, too.”

“’'Evening, men!” The newly arrived
officer ducked the whirling prop and
hunkered down into the glow of the flash-
light. “How’'re you coming?”

“Okay, sir!” Norris threw an informal
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salute. “All we need do now, sir, is yank
out the safety rings and we can turn you
loose. That is, of course, if the other of-
ficers are ready to check on the flares.”

“Right, sergeant. They're ready. So I'll
hop in and give her the onceover while
you pull those rings. And handle ’em
easy! Nobody’s quite sure just yet what
these test-flares will do. All I'm hoping
is that whatever they do, they do it after
they've left the crate.”

The lieutenant climbed into the office
of the BT while Norris leaned closer with
his flashlight to allow Musser better light
in the pin-removing job.

“Y'know," commented Musser as he
carefully withdrew the first safety. “I'd
still rather handle ‘heavy stuff’ than this
sort of junk. At least, if there’s a slip of
any kind, the big fellers’ll blow you right
straight to hell by the shortest route. But
these things, packed plumb full of mag-
nesium and whatnot, sear you to death
before they disintegrate you. And some-
how, | like the other best—seems eleaner,
somehow!”

“Swell sense of humor you got, too,
sergeant!” started Norris. “But—Hey!
Watch that prop, feller!” Straightening
while preparing to move over to the last
pin-pulling job, Musser had almost
stepped too far out from position.
Startled, he poised to recover himself,
and—

Tick-tick-tick-tick-tick . ... a metal-
lic cadence was sharply audible beneath
the whirring rhythm of the airscrew.

“What—what's that?”

“Why, it's—it's one of the flares! The
fuse has cut in somehow. And—"

“Whew! And they’re short-time fuses!
We've got to get away before—”

“Get away, heU. If she ignites here
she’ll blow up the ship, the hangars, and
probably kill half the crowd over there.
We've got to cut it loose!”

Both men yelled out to warn every-
body to scatter, then swiftly bent to locate
the ticking flare.

“Here she is!” cried Musser. “Num-
ber Two! Shoot that light down here
while | unlatch her, Norris. Come on -
closer. Swell.”

His fingers accustomed to working in
difficult places, the armament man quick-
ly released the holding shackles, caught
the flare as it fell and cradled it, still
Peking ominously, in bis arms.

“Gangway, guy!” He dashed out to-

ward the center of the flying fiesld. Back
near the hangar, officers and mechanics
were scattering like sheep. One clear-
headed pilot yanked on a fire alarm hook,
and bells started clanging in every build-
ing.

Musser, with the bulky canister in his
arms, made thirty feet in almost nothing
flat. Realizing again the shortness of the
fuse, he stopped, raised the flare to throw
it farther, and—

A lightning burst of flame. A thudded
whoosh! The entire area was illuminated
with all the fires of hell. Smashing Mus-
ser to the ground, the flare left his up-
flung arms and rocketed right back to
the BT trainer.

Here, it fell beneath the left wing. And
so terrific was the heat from the vesuvian
runaway that the wing and part of the
fuselage promptly burst into roaring
flame.

So far, the pilot had remained in the
cockpit. Mindful, however, of those new-
ly filled tanks within a few inches of the
flame and five more flares below him, he
dived hurriedly to the ground, stumbled
—and fell with a snapped ankle almost
beneath the flames.

Officers and enlisted men recklessly
rushed to his rescue. Norris and Musser
—the latter now recovered from his forci-
ble contact with the tarmac—reached him
first. And half-carrying, half-dragging
him, they yanked him out to safety just
as the seeond explosion of the evening
—the gas tanks—jarred the entire post.

By that time, the Langley Field fire
and crash trucks and other emergency
equipment were sirening to the scene.
And with but little further damage, the
fire was quickly extinguished. The BT
pilot and Musser were rushed to the post
hospital, the pilot for his ankle injury
and the armament sergeant to receive
treatment for the burns suffered when
the flare exploded in his arms.

A ND so in January 1938, at an im-
pressive ground-and-air ceremony
in which all Langley Field troops, planes,
and pilots participated, Brigadier Gener-
al Henry C. Pratt presented to Staff Ser-
geant Norris and Sergeant Musser the
greatest peacetime award of our Army—
the Soldier's Medal for heroism.

For soldiers and heroes they had
proved themselves to be. Happy landings
always, Sergeants!



Gun thunder filled the air as the Fokkers smashed into the midst of the Allied ships. -

The Right to Fight

By WILLIAM E. BARRETT

Down below, men were dying in droves as the Allied ground-strafers went
into action. And above, five Nieuports were drifting lazily. But from
idleness they snapped into machinelike life, thrusting long lances
of light through that soupy-sky. Those lances were
pointed with death—for the Fokkers of Count
Otto von Hecht had arrived!

W YFORNING, Duffy! Shoot me the

”V[ important stuff and I'll look it

X T J . over. Just time before patrol.”

His mouth half full of toast and a mug
of steaming coffee in his hand, Jack Lan-
nigan settled himself behind the desk of
his private sanctum. By virtue of his
splendid record with the British, prior to
the entry of the United States into the
war, Lannigan had been given command
of the*97th Pursuit Squadron. The man-
ner in which he commanded it was dis-
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tinctly his own. H.Q. was in a state of
constant despair over the manner in
which he handled his paper work, but the
squadron was getting results. Lannigan
both flew and fought, and he taught the
rooks to follow his example. If he was a
total loss at a desk, he admitted it cheer-
fully— and what of it?

Today was typical. He dismissed with
grunts or terse comments a round score
of communications that dealt with proj-
ects dear to the heart of H.Q. Not till he
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came to a terse communique near the bot-
tom of the pile did he show more than
perfunctory interest. That notice, how-
ever, brought him up straight.

“Glory be!” he exulted, “Here's a
break, Duffy. They're sending us ‘Boots’
Baldwin.”

The adjutant looked interested. “The
chap who just escaped from Germany a
while back?”

“Right!” Lannigan’s eyes were gleam-
ing. “But before Germany ever saw him
on the ground, Duffy, they saw him plen-
ty in the air. God's own pet design of a
fighting man—Boots. Hell, yes!”

The rest of the mail staled on him. He
lighted a meditative cigarette and read
visions in the curling smoke. Boots Bald-
win! A cocky kid in pink pants when he
first saw him; one of the home guard, a
Zeppelin-hunter—then France and the
dark days of early seventeen. Boots on
the hurricane deck of a romping D.H.2,
the spinning incinerator. How Boots
could romp that old pusher scout! Then
the Sop Pup and bloody April! The kid
had flown himself goofy and had taken
on too many of the Baron’s boys in one
sitting. They'd spanked him down into
Germany—but they hadn't kept him
there. He was back and coming to the
97th.

“You'll see flying, Duffy. Plenty of fly-
ing. Boots is just about what these kids
of mine need. He'll keep 'em on their
toes.”

He was fingering through the mail
again. A square envelope brought a frown
to his face and he ripped it epen. His
frown deepened as he read through the
brief scrawl.

“Lanky:

| asked them to send me to your gang.
I'm coming up, but don't expect much. I'll
explain when | see you. Please don't spread

the stuff. Keep me quiet.
Hastily,
Boors.”

A sergeant stuck his head in the door.
“Everybody ready and waiting, sir.”

“Righto. Coming right out.” Lannigan
swept the pile of correspondence to the
adjutant’s corner of the desk and strode
toward the door. Rangy, lean, long-leg-
ged, he slapped the side of his leg with
his gloves as he walked. He was still
frowning thoughtfully.

the hasty note was not like the Boots

Baldwin that he had known. Boots had
always gone into new things with en-
thusiasm, with a boast on his lips and
a swagger to his broad shoulders. He
hadn't been addicted to writing notes in
the old days and, if he had written them,
they would have been filthy with brag
and cheerful for all of it. This scrawl
was apologetic, damn it!

"ET mist hit Lannigan in the face
Was he crossed the apron. To the

north and the west, the big guns were

pounding, the heavy booming of the big
stuff punctuated by the sharp bark of the
75s. It was the morning of St. Mihiel and
the barrage had been blazing for four
hours. Lannigan looked at his watch.

Fives minutes to five. The doughboys
would be going over the top in five min-
utes! His face became grave. This was
no routine hop this morning. History
would be made beneath the wings of the
Nieuports as they ranged above the first
big American drive.

The four pilots of his flight were be-
fore him—dim, ghostly figures beside the
tiny Nieuports. Lannigan checked them
over with his eyes. Reed, Morse, Lee and
Wade—good lads, all of them.

One after another, the others took the
air behind him. There had been no need
for last-minute instructions. They knew
their orders. Two flights of French and
another American flight had been de-
tailed to the job of strafing the roads be-
hind the German lines. Lannigan’s little
group was assigned the job of keeping
the Germans upstairs while the strafe
was going on.

The country beneath them lost identity
as they swept on to the blazing lines.
Ruined villages, fields, and farms—all
were merged into a dirty brown canvas
across which antlike figures struggled
and fought and died.

The Vigneulles-St. Benoit road! Lan-
nigan straining overside could see the
choked mass of traffic, an endless stream
of troops, guns and transport—all head-
ed the wrong way. The Germans were in
full retreat! Then he saw something else.

The road-strafers were going into ac-
tion. Dragonflies of destruction, the
Spads and Nieuports were diving on the
choked roads. Gun thunder smothered the
noise that they made and they appeared
like shadow actors on a shadow stage—
but men were dying in droves below there
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where the shadows darted, thrust, roared
away and returned.

Then came the Fokkers! Lannigan felt
their presence with some sixth sense be-
fore he picked them out of the high gray
sky. There were seven of them—nblue-bel-
lied shapes that flashed like goblins from
the gloom. Nose down, they were roaring
to the rescue of their countrymen in the
road—and those countrymen must not be
rescued. The German retreat must be a
rout. Lannigan raised his hand.

As though released from some invisible
barrier, the five Nieuports leaped away.
One second they were light-winged ships
that turned lazily, noses slightly raised—
then they were long lances of light in a
soupy sky, thrusting lances that sliced

to the Kkill.

A FOKKER rolled out of Lannigan’s
line of fire and Lanny rolled with

him. Again the tracer line thrust for the

vitals of the foe. Close—but not close

enough. The German dropped into a ver-

tical and tried to lap the American. Lan-

nigan laughed softly. This Fokker
couldn’t turn inside a Nieuport. Not to-
day!

The German seemed suddenly to real-
ize that he was losing ground in the mad
merry-go-round of death. He half-rolled
desperately out of the grim circle and
Lannigan was on him like a flash. The
Vickers bucked and flame ringed the
American's muzzle. The tracer line leaped
across the sky and held for a moment.
The German leaped against his straps
like a condemned murderer in the elec-
tric chair; the nose of his Fokker went up
momentarily—then down. He fell,
straight down and wide open to shell-pit-
ted terrain below.

Lannigan, however, had no time to sort
out his impressions of the combat. A
veritable tornado of a German ship was
coming at him down the sky—a ship that
dived and spurted hot lead! Lannigan
pulled over sharply and did a fast climb-
ing turn that brought him head-on into
the furious Fokker. He was pressing the
trips as he climbed.

It was all too hurried and frantic for
accurate shooting, and neither man
scored. But Lannigan’s face was grim.
This man was no novice. He was a tough
campaigner—a boy who knew the an-
swers.

“He was mad when he jumped me or

Fd have smoked,” he grunted. “Looted
like a vengeance play. Maybe that lad |
got was his buddy, or something.”

Black crosses flashed in his sights and
he had a brief, photographic glimpse of
the other man’s insignia—the mailed fist.
His heart leaped. No wonder the man was
good. He ought to be good after thirty
victories! This was the famous Count
Otto von Hecht of Prussia, a scalp worth
getting if ever there was one.

Lannigan had gained nearly half a turn
on his man now and his lips tightened.
He was a little higher. Staking his whole
game on one play, he sideslipped and let
the Vickers roar.

For a moment he thought he had a kill;
then the German rolled out of danger and
the sky rained destruction. There were
three Fokkers and a couple of Spads in
the mad carnival that whirled in on the
private fight. Lannigan swore softly and
pulled out where he could see what it was
all about. Von Hecht was lost in the
scramble.

“Another dogfight, or what's left of
one,” Lannigan muttered. “Well, the hell
with it! Where's my gang?”

He fired the washout signal and with-
in a few minutes the second dogfight had
been swept on somewhere by the swift
rush of their own tactics. The sky was
amazingly quiet—that unbelievable clear
quiet that follows so swiftly on the heels
of air action. Three Nieuports answered
the signal, and Lannigan took them home.
Morse had gone down, and three of the
Germans had kept him company. The at-
tack on the road had been uninterrupted.

HERE was a veritable battery of
T photographers and newspaper cor-
respondents on the drome when Lanni-
gan rolled in. Despite the fact that the
drome was within twenty-five kilometers
of the Front and that the battle of St.
Mihiel was in full swing, the press had
managed to get passes and transportation
to follow the famous Russell Baldwin, the
daring ace who had spectacularly es-
caped from Germany to join his country-
men in the war. It was a great story and
the American people liked such stories.
Besides, it was good for recruiting.

In the seclusion of his private sanctum,
Lanny found Boots Baldwin himself. The
man was thinner and paler than he used
to be, and there was a haunted look in
his eyes. Instead of the usual ribald
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SA

greeting of the old days, Boots kicked a
chair against the door and flopped into
it,

“Lanny, I'm glad you got in. You’'ve got
to chase those fellows. They’'re hounding
hdl out of me.”

Lannigan looked puzzled. Once upon a
time, Boots would have gloried in this,
would have drunk the whole newspaper
crowd under the table if they annoyed
him—and then put them to bed.

“What's the matter, Boots? Tell me.”
He sat down and lighted a cigarette.
Boots waved his arm wildly.

“Everything's the matter. It's all a lie
and a fake, Lanny. I've been jockeyed
into something. | didn't come back to
fight and I'm not a hero.”

“What did you come back for?”

"To get away from Germany. Nothing
else. It was a madhouse. Not enough
grub. Too many coots.” Boots shuddered.
“All 1 wanted was to get away. And the
fools insisted on believing 1 came back
to fight some more.”

Lannigan raised his eyebrows. “It's
still a good war, Boots.”

“Not to me. They told me I'd have to
transfer to the Yanks to get out of the
British, Then they told me | had to go to
flying school again. Then, when | tried to
get back to the States, they told me |
was needed at the Front.”

“And you said you wanted to come to
my outfit?”

“Yes!” Baldwin's eyes were haunted,
“Itwas a dirty trick, Lanny. | didn’t have
the nerve to tell them that | was yellow.
I thought maybe you could cover me. But
I know now that you can't. I'll just have
to admit to everybody that the hero stuff
is bunk—and go over the hill.”

Lannigan looked at his old comrade
thoughtfully. His defeat and imprison-
ment had done things to Boots Baldwin,
but the public would be still more cruel
to him if he didn't go on playing the role
that he had once played so well. The ques-
tion was—could he?

The lean squadron commander stood
up and stretched his arms. “Let’'s go up
and put on a fake fight for the boys,
Boots,” he said. “That will satisfy them
for a while and get them off your neck.
You'll feel better, too.”

Boots shook himself. “I'll go up,” he
said hoarsely, “but you couldn’t get me
near the Front if you tied me to a wing.
I never want to see another German.”

Lannigan shrugged and led the way
outside.

P IN the gray sky, Boots waited for
him—an easy victim for attack-
lazy, drifting. Lanny roared above him
and dropped down with a bull’'s-eye for
the tail position. Even as he dropped, he
realized that he would have had no tar-
get if this were real. The other Nieuport
simply dissolved. It was a fraction of a
second before he found it again, and now
Boots was riding his tail.

For five minutes, Lannigan tried every
trick in his book—tricks enough to take
him through two and a half years of
war—but Boots kept command of the
situation until he tired of it; then he
broke off the offensive and fought just
as brilliantly on the defensive. There was
a spark in his handling of his bus that
showed he was at ease, at home in his
element—yet the man claimed to be
afraid.

Lanny broke off combat and dived for
the earth. He had had enough of that
kind of play. Like a meteor, the other
Nieuport passed him and rocketed earth-
ward. Lannigan held his breath as the
man kept the nose of the little ship on a
steep angle. Nieuports shed wings on
such maneuvers— often,

Not this trip. Boots shot across the
hangar with inches to spare, came over
the field and capped his performance
with a trick that couldn’'t be done in a
Nieuport. Holding his nose high, he set
it down in a stall landing, and not a wire
snapped. Lannigan rolled in several sec-
onds behind him, but Baldwin was al-
ready bulwarked in the sanctum. He was
white and shaky once more.

Lannigan surveyed him with a grin.
“1 thought you were washed up, you gold-
bricker!”

Boots shrugged. “1 am. Don't kid your-
self. I've lost something that | used to
have.”

“You're morbid, old son.” Lannigan
broke off as the roar of a heavy engine
sounded over the drome. Baldwin, too,
had heard it and he half-rose from his
chair. Lannigan beat him to the door.
“A German,” he growled. “That's a
Mercedes engine.”

He raced out on the drome just as a
Fokker dipped over the hangar line and
shot the field. Over the middle of the
drome, the German banked steeply and
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a long streamer left the cockpit—a
weighted streamer that unrolled as it
fell.

“A message—about Morse, maybe.”
Lanny strode out toward the apron. An
enlisted man had retrieved the cylinder
and the German was corkscrewing for
the clouds. A dozen pilots gathered
around as Lannigan opened the cylinder
and extracted the thin sheet of paper.
He started with surprise and then wad-
ded the paper into a ball and put it in
his pocket.

“I'll read it at mess, fellows,” he said.
“It isn't about Morse. It's something
else.”

LANNIGAN was thoughtful and pre-
occupied for the rest of the day.
Mess that night was distinguished by a
feeling of tension in the air. When Lan-
nigan rose, with a folded paper in his
hand, the silence was a palpable thing—
a thing of substance. He unfolded the
paper slowly and kept his eyes from the
brooding figure of Boots Baldwin.

“1 have a challenge here from Count
Otto von Hecht,” he said slowly, “and,
as is om custom, | have saved it till to-
night.” He paused a moment, then he
read swiftly:

To Captain Russell Baldwin.
Greetings!

We m Germany dislike the manner of your
going. | challenge you hereby formally to
individual combat at 10,000 feet above Apre-
mond tomorrow morning. If you wish the
privilege of again engaging the pilots of
Germany after having once been our prison-
er, you should home no objection to fighting
for the privilege. | will be at Apremowt at
5 a.m., alone. And thus you may again vrht
the Right to Fight!

Saluting you,
VON Hecht, Hauptmann,
Imperial Air Force.

There was a sharp gasp from Boots
Baldwin, a moment of silence around the
table and then a burst of comment. The
pilots, proud of the new addition to their
ranks and the publicity that he had
brought the squadron, were already visu-
alizing the drama in this situation. What
a comeback it would be if, on his first
trip over the lines in an American uni-
form, Boots Baldwin downed the great
von Hecht!

Boots looked pale and drawn. He smiled
feebly in response to the chaffing of the
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crowd and looked bitterly at Lannigan.
Lanny held his hand up for attention.

“This is rather a rush act on Captain
Baldwin,” he said, “and he's a wreck from
dodging newspaper men, shaving in
crowds and being pretty generally a freak
to be stared at. We'd all like to see him
off tomorrow, but we're not going to do
it. I'm making a personal request that
everyone here stay indoors tomorrow
until five minutes past five.”

Lanny walked out with his arm around
Baldwin’s shoulder. Boots turned on him
fiercely as they stepped out into the
night, away from curious eyes.

“That was a lousy trick, Lanny,
-

“It's custom. Besides, it's a break.
You're woozy about flying out with the
gang — stage fright or something. This
breaks you in gently. Give him what you
gave me this afternoon and it's plenty.”

Boots shook his shoulders angrily.
“You just forced my hand,” he growled.
“And maybe that's just as well.”

“Don’t be a fool! Your personal honor
and the squadron honor is at stake, Boots.
And you can take him without half try-
ing.”

Boots Baldwin turned on his heel.
“I'm jolly well going over the hill Honor
be damned! I'm sick of being jammed
into things.”

Jack Lannigan watched him go, with
a smile on his face that he tried to make
confident. Despite all of the arguments
that he used on himself, however, he was
conscious of a nagging doubt. Boots
Baldwin had left something in the pris-
on camps and the hospitals of Germany.
The man who had been afraid of nothing
was suddenly afraid of war—not of von
Hecht or of the other Germans or of the
ships or guns or anything specific, but
just of the war.

“He’ll come out of it,” Lanny said to
himself. “He'll get thinking it over and
he’ll get mad or something. Once he ac-
tually tangles with a German again, he'll
want to do it three times a day.”

HE wind was blowing gustily across

the drome of the 97th in the dark
hour before dawn. A shivering crew of
mechanics fumbled around a Nieuport
that was already set for the skies and
waited for a pilot who did not show up.
Jack Lannigan, taking for himself a priv-
ilege that he had denied, with good cause,
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to his men, strolled ont and stood for a
second stiff-legged on the apron. He
glanced at his watch with a worried
frown and went inside.

“l guess Boots overslept, poor devil.
He's been on the jump.” He was trying
to hum under his breath, but the hum
died when he pushed the door open and
stood on the threshold of Boots Baldwin's
cubicle.

The bed was undisturbed. All too ob-
viously, no one had slept in it.

For a long minute Lanny stood and
stared at the empty room. He could hear
that snarled threat of Boots Baldwin the
night before. “You forced me to it. I'm
jolly well going over the hill!”

Boots! The darling of the old R.F.C.,
the boy who had never asked quarter
or questioned odds, the boastful, confi-
dent kid with the long line of notches in
his struts—yellow! A deserter.

With a choke in his throat, Lannigan
wheeled and started full tilt for the line.
He was barking at the mechanics before
he had reached the apron.

“Get out my ship. Quick. Keep that
one warming up. Hurry, you snails!”

A thin, drizzly rain was falling now. A
mechanic shuffled across the tarmac and
touched his cap. “Your ship is ready, cap-
tain. What do you want us to do with the
other one?”

Lanny pulled on his helmet and looked
once more at his watch. “Keep it on the
line for fifteen minutes,” he said crisply.
“Captain Baldwin has been delayed. At
the end of fifteen minutes, put it away.”

He climbed into the cockpit, and the
Nieuport rushed into the stinging, mist-
laden wind. The drome dropped off into
the blackness that hugged the earth and
Lanny flew to the pale light of dawn and
that rendezvous at Apremont.

A solitary Fokker hung in the light-
ening sky at ten thousand. A black shad-
ow in the pale light of early day, it
looked like some huge bird of prey; a
mad painter’s dream of evil.

The droning beat of the rotary ham-
mered phrases into his brain. Boots
Baldwin—over the hill. Boots Baldwin
—over the hill.

HE German wheeled far out and

faced him, dipping his ugly, over-
lapped wings in salute. Lanny pulled even
in altitude and returned the gesture. The
two ships circled for advantage.

The courtesies were limited, and von
Hecht was anxious to come to grips. Pos-
sessed of the faster ship, he roared to
the attack. He was overeager, though,
and fired too soon. Laningan, suddenly
cool with the demands of combat upon
him, turned into him, climbing full gun
with the protection of his engine in
front of him. Von Hecht, carried far
forward by the momentum of his dive,
flipped over on his back. It was the short-
est possible burst for Lannigan and he
missed.

The two ships passed—but this time
there was no salute.

They were both vertical now and cut-
ting eights. Lannigan smiled grimly.
Von Hecht was plenty pilot, but the
Nieuport could turn inside of the D-7
if it were handled right.

The German was roaring down on him
once more, staking everything on his
speed. Lanny gave the Nieuport all that
it would take and did two amazingly
fast half-turns. Momentarily disconcert-
ed, von Hecht found himself suddenly
below his foe. He turned in the cock-
pit, his startled face gleaming white.

Lannigan had a flash of that white
face, large in his sights. His hand closed
on the trips—and nothing happened.

The American turned cold. He grabbed
instinctively for the gun gear, and time
seemed to stop in its march through the
centuries to watch him die. The C.C.
reservoir handle was down, and there
was no pressure on the fluid.

No guns, and the best German on the
Western Front thirsting for blood. Von
Hecht, reprieved from almost certain
annihilation, was quick to take advan-
tage of that reprieve. He was on the
Nieuport like a flash, and Lannigan felt
the tracers biting past him as he half-
rolled frantically, prolonging as long as
he might the thin hold he had on life.

Von Hecht was rolling with him—a
grim duellist whose only code was vic-
tory at whatever price it be. Fragments
spattered from Lannigan’s shattered
dash as he strove to throw off those
question fingers of Death.

Then a shadow fell across his wings
and a new gun barked. Unbelieving,
Lannigan stared back over his shoulder,
and the blood flowed warm again in his
veins.

There was another Nieuport—a flash-
ing Nieuport that rode like the Angel
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of Reckoning out of the clouds. It was
on the German'’s tail, and von Hecht was
no longer firing at Lannigan. Lannigan
dived out of the death spot and came
around.

R several seconds the Nieuport rode
in the kill position, but the guns did
not flame. The pilot seemed desirous only
of registering his presence, then with
a maneuver almost too fast to follow, he
was clear and away. Drawn aloof, he
faced the German across the murky sky
and dipped his wings solemnly in a chal-
lenge.

“Boots!” Lannigan’s breath came hard
as he recognized the ship. Even as the
recognition came, however, he realized
the situation. Boots had scorned to Kill,
to take an unfair advantage. He was
challenging now, and leaving it up to the
German — if he wanted the challenge.
Lanny drew farther off to the side, weav-
ing lazy circles as he waited.

Von Hecht chose to fight!

Dipping an answer to the challenge,
he roared to the attack. For a few seconds
it appeared that Boots had not seen—or
perhaps not understood. The blinding
speed of the D-7 and the German’s nat-
ural advantage of position brought him
in broadside to the lazily banking Nieu-
port. Boots seemed to turn into the guns.
The Spandaus muzzles flamed red.

And Boots wasn't there.

He simply faded out under the attack,
and when the bewildered German wheeled
around, Boots was behind him. It could
have been over right then, but the Yank
elected otherwise. The German hadn't
seen the trick before and it was hardly
sporting.

For five minutes Lannigan watched a
classic of aerial combat; then in one
squirming, flashing maneuver, Boots
fastened himself to his enemy’s tail, and
his guns spoke for the first time. Von
Hecht's Fokker jumped end over end like
a hit rabbit and went whistling down
the sky.

Above the place where he fell Boots
Baldwin dipped a flying man’s salute.

T was a swaggering Boots that left
the cockpit on the rain-swept drome
of the 97th. There was a swing to his
shoulders and a set to his gait that be-
longed on another front and in another

year. Lannigan grinned with apprecia-
tion.

“Nice work, kid," he said, “and thanks
for the lift.”

“Don’'t mention it. |1 liked doing it.
Ever see me have so much fun ?”

“Yeah, often.” Lannigan’s mouth
twisted wryly. He was going to have to
listen to a lot of brag now, and he'd
probably have to take it out of Boots
from time to time. His eyes gleamed.

“Where were you when the whistle
blew?”

“Oh, that?” Boots flushed. “l was
drunk, Lanny. | was so scared last night
that | went down to the village and—
well, | was still there with a bottle in my
fist at five.”

“And you didn’t mean to go over the
hill?”

“1 don't know.” The brag was out of
Boots Baldwin now, and he was the man
that few people saw. His eyes were grave.
“1 think I'd have quit rather than fly a
patrol, Lanny. But that challenge was
different—personal, somehow. | couldn’t
slack it. | tried, but | couldn't.”

Lannigan sighed deeply. He didn’'t have
to ask if Boots Baldwin would fly patrols
now. He knew. His hand dipped into his
pocked. “For a while, Boots,” he said, “I
was afraid I'd made a mistake. You see, |
killed von Hecht's brother the day you
landed here. Von Hecht tried to get me
and—read that.”

Boots reached out and took the than
sheet of paper. He read:

Flight Commander, 97 Squadron,
Crossed Sabres Insignia.
Sir:

Our combat was terminated short of con-
clusion today after you had shot down mg
brother. May | have a chance to seek that
conclusion tomorrow at ten thousand feet
over Apremont? | will await you alone.

von Hecht.

Boots looked dazed. “It was for you?
I wasn’t challenged?”

Lannigan folded the paper, “It was
for me,” he said softly. “And you were
challenged. / challenged you when I
scrambled the contents of the message.
Sorry ?”

Boots pulled the air into his chest
with a rush, and the brag came back.
“Hell, no!” he snorted. “Didn’t | get me
an ace? | can fight again—and—TI'll buy
a drink.”



By L. RON HUBBARD

They’d put him off the boat in Japan, thrown him in jail and seized his seventy
thousand dollars' worth of crated American airplane because it was bound
for China. Pilot Clint Ragen thought he had never been in a tougher
spot. But he'd forgotten one thing— the Japs couldn’t do much
with an airplane unless they could put it together!

<t tk HOY down there!” bellowed
Clint Ragen into the gaping
JL jL hold. “What are you doing with
that bomber?”
The blotchy-faced second officer
glanced up, shrugged and turned to di-
rect the hoisting of a large boxed as-

semblage. The winch started slowly,

went faster, and then, like a projectile,
the box swooped over and thumped on
the biggest concrete dock in Kobe,
Japan.

Clint Ragen swore loudly and
whirled to run up the ladder to the
bridge. The liner’s captain was wait-
ing, evidently with prepared answers.
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“What's the idea?” roared Clint. “You
can't land that plane here. I've paid
freight all the way to Shanghai.”

The captain shrugged immaculate,
blue-clad shoulders. “I'm not delaying
my ship just for one piece of freight,
Mr. Ragen, and although I realize that
you should have been notified of this
sooner—"

"Come to the point,” snapped Clint.

“Just this. The Japanese have brand-
ed your bomber as being contraband of
war, and we cannot sail unless we un-
load it immediately.”

“Con—contraband of war!” Clint
stared wide-eyed at the dock. “But they
m—can't do—"

The appearance of a small, frock-
coated, gray-haired American stopped
Clint's flow of words. Clint recognized
Professor Alan Simpson, late of Kansas
City, and a fellow passenger.

“My dear fellow,” said the professor,
“l would strongly advise your going
down there to supervise that unloading.
I saw the first crate splinter on the
side.” Simpson pointed with his um-
brella and nodded, as though satisfied
that he had done his duty.

Clint Ragen whirled on the captain
again. “Damn it, man, you can’'t pitch
that plane off here! Do you know that
it's worth seventy thousand dollars? If
I don’'t deliver it to the Nationalist
government, I'll be fired. I'm respon-
sible for it, and so are you. It's in your
care as freight.”

“Sue, if you want to,” said the cap-
tain, wearily. "It would cost more than
that to hold this boat up any longer.
I'm already behind my schedule. You
better see the Japanese authorities.”

Clint took a deep breath and glared.
His fists clenched and unclenched below
the lower edge of his white jacket. Sud-
denly he yanked his Panama over his
eyes and ran for the gangway.

“Those crates marked ‘Engine’—"” be-
gan Professor Simpson, before he real-
ized that the pilot had gone. He turned
to say something to the captain and
found that he, too, had departed, in all
his gold-braid magnificence. Professor
Simpson lifted off his tinted glasses,
wiped than, and moved to the rail.

LINT RAGEN was trying his best
to prevent damage to his expensive
charge. The plane was crated in sec-
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tions which were now being strewn
aimlessly about on the concrete. Coolies
stood by listlessly watching the per-
formance, quite willing to lend a hand,
but not knowing where to start. The
pilot bawled at them in English, but
they shook their heads, raised their eye-
brows and remained standing idle.

Professor Simpson shouted something
in a reedy voice, and the coolies glanced
up. At another shout, they went busily
to work, piling the crates neatly under
the eaves of the shed.

Clint Ragen stood still in surprise and
stared at the slight old man who had
worked the magic. “If you speak this
lingo—" began Chet.

“I'll. come down,” said Professor
Simpson. “The guard is coming, and |
doubt if any of them will be able to
speak English or Chinese.” He went
carefully down the slanted gangway and
came to a stop beside the pilot. Delib-
erately he wiped his glasses, replaced
them and stared around him.

The last box swooped dockward in a
net, to be deftly caught and placed with
the others. Then the guard came up
and clanked rifle butts to the concrete.
The officer in charge was smartly uni-
formed. His leather shone, and his
bristly hair stood straight up into his
pill-box cap. A small pair of wings
graced his chest.

The officer spoke rapidly to Clint, and
when he had finished, the professor
translated. “He says that this bombing
airplane is contraband of war and has
been seized by the Japanese govern-
ment. He wants to know if you are the
owner.”

Clint‘ stepped back and compressed
his lips, his fists working. “Tell him I
am the man who is responsible for the
safe delivery of this bomber. And tell
him that the U. S. will raise merry hell
with the Rising Sun if anything hap-
pens to said U. S. property,”

The professor spoke and received an
answer from the officer. “You are in
error,” Simpson told Clint. “This bomber
is intended for the Chinese government
and is therefore war contraband. It is
all very simple, Mr. Ragen. You have
no alternative but to board the liner
and leave your airplane here.”

“What?” shouted Ragen. “Go away
and leave seventy thousand dollars’
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maorth of airplane? Why, my company
would kill me in cold blood. Do you real-
ize that—oh, hell! | can’'t let myself
be marooned here in Japan, and I've got
to deliver that plane if | have to fight
the whole Japanese Army. Tell him that
and ask how in hell they knew it was
aboard, anyway.”

Professor Simpson, with quite a bit
of editing, translated the message, and
the Japanese flying officer became very
stiff and stern. He frowned, but before
he could open his mouth to speak, a
whistle blasted above them, drowning
out all other sound.

Clint Ragen moved one step forward,
and then stopped. It was no use, now.
The liner was already thirty feet away
from the pier, and retreating faster
every moment. The captain, afraid for
his ship and cargo, had not waited,
knowing that the outcome could be in
only one side's favor—the Japanese.

The slight, gray-haired Simpson stood
and trembled violently. Words quivered
in his throat, but were never uttered.
Professor Simpson knew that he had
been marooned without baggage or
passport. Slowly, the professor turned
his lined face to Clint.

“My passport!” he finally said. “My
baggage! | will arrive in Shanghai too
late to join my Gobi expedition. | am a
ruined man, Mr. Ragen!”

Clint Ragen, though worried over his
own troubles, was instantly sympa-
thetic. “I'm sorry about that. It was I
who brought you down here. See here,
Simpson, I've got some money with me,
and you're welcome to as much of that
as you need. They won't raise the devil
with you for not having a passport. Not
you, they won’'t. | always carry mine
right with me.”

“l forgot mine,” grieved Simpson. He
patted a binocular case on his hip, and
hefted his black, folded umbrella.
“These are all the baggage that | have.”

The pilot pushed a twenty-dollar bill
in Simpson’s hand and sighed deeply.
“Tell this monkey to take me to some
officials. 1 want to talk with somebody
high up, and | want to see the U. S. am-
bassador.”

Simpson jabbered rapidly, listened
closely, and then said, “You cannot
communicate with your ambassador be-
cause he is not available. The only offi-
cials to whom you may speak are the

high officers of the air force. I would
suggest—"

“Tell him to take me to that outfit,”
said Ragen. “And tell them to post a
guard over these crates. We'll find out
whether or not a bomber is contra-
band.”

BARON SUGA sat high upon a raised
platform and studied the Ameri-
cans who had been brought in before
the impromptu court. He saw that one
of the foreigners was tall, blond,
dressed in a soiled duck suit and Pana-
ma hat. Prom this man’s bearing, the
Japanese officer knew that he had here
a military personality. Of the other for-
eigner, the baron understood that he
must be one of great learning and dig-
nity.

Looking up, Clint Ragen understood
in his turn that something was about to
go hard with him. In the polished yellow
faces he saw neither mercy nor com-
promise. Nevertheless, his lean features
bore a somewhat insolent expression.
Clint Ragen considered himself quite up
to any situation which might arise, and
in spite of the braid on the baron’s uni-
form, Clint Ragen knew he faced only a
man.

Baron Suga leaned forward and spoke
in clipped English. “Your name is
Ragen. You are a pilot. You were for-
merly a captain in the United States
Army Air Service. You intend to de-
liver a bomber to the Chinese and then
fly it for them.”

Some of the insolence went out of the
pilot's face. His sea-blue eyes shifted
warily, and he thought to himself that
Japanese Intelligence must be very
thorough to know all that about one
man.

“The bomber," continued Baron Suga,
“is, according to an ultimatum issued
recently, contraband of war. Your act
in delivering it to the Chinese may be
regarded, for our purposes, as unfriend-
ly. Why did you not accept it as such
and proceed with your vessel?”

Clint Ragen shoved his hands deep
into his coat pockets, and shifted his
weight to his right foot. “Because said
vessel ran off and left us,” he said curt-

y-

“And this man with you,” said the
baron, bowing respectfully toward Pro-
fessor Simpson. “Why did he find it
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necessary to accompany yon before this
aviation board?”

“Because my ship left me,” stated
Simpson, removing his glasses and wip-
ing them, squinting his eyes the while.
“1 know nothing of Japan. | have no
friends here.”

“And yet,” snapped Baron Suga, “you
speak Japanese.”

“l learned it in Kansas,” apologised
the professor. “I had a servant boy who
was Japanese, and he taught me. | al-
ways learn what presents itself to me
for consideration.”

A young flying officer leaned toward
the baron and whispered in his ear.
Then the baron bowed to Professor
Simpson. “My apologies for my suspi-
cion. You are from Kansas, then?”

Clint Ragen walked forward half a
dozen paces, until he could place his
hand on the shoulder-high desk top.
“He's all right. He was going to lead
an expedition into the Gobi. What |
want to know is this—what are you
going to do with the bomber?”

Baron Suga permitted himself a
smile. “First, | believe we are con-
cerned with you. | find in you a former
army officer who has committed an un-
friendly aet, and is perhaps, even now,
contemplating espionage.”

The pilot stood straighter, and his
eyes hardened. “You can't get away
with that. You'll either return that
bomber to me for shipment, or I'll have
your yellow hide. Understand?”

“Speak softly, Mr. Ragen,” admon-
ished the baron.

“Softly, helll I'm delivering a bomb-
er to the Chinese, and I'm going to de-
liver it. That ship is worth seventy
thousand dollars.”

The baron shrugged. “It carries a
useful load of ten tons, has two five-
fifty horsepower engines, and can fly
nine hundred and fifty miles. What
chance has our army if you hand such
machines as this to the Chinese?”

Clint Ragen had the appearance of a
man harried beyond resistance. His eyes
had receded until they were two blue
slits and his fingernails dug deeply into
his palms.

“Listen,” said the pilot, slowly, de-
liberately. “China is buying her ships
from reliable companies, and she’s pay-
ing cash. You have a plane here you call
the Kawasaki KDK-5. It is a copy of
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the Curtiss Hawk. You have another
plane called the Nakajima 92, which is
a copy of a French Morane.”

“What of it?” shrugged the Baron.

“Just this,” Clint roared. “You're too
damned dumb to build your own planes.
You've got to copy those of other na-
tions, but China shoots square with us.
She pays for our ships, instead of
stealing our designs.”

Baron Suga’s face deepened in color.
His mouth fell open, exhibiting sharp
teeth. Unexpectedly, he lashed out and
slapped Clint Ragen across the face.
But the pilot did not wait to see what
else would happen. His fist soared up
before the baron’s face could withdraw,
and the baron slammed bade, lips
spouting blood. '

A young flying officer pitched him-
self bodily at the American, hands out-
stretched, eyes glittering. But before
he could connect, Clint Ragen’s fist had
hammered out again, and the pilot was
down. A soldier raised his rifle, but be-
fore he could pull the trigger, some one
knocked it aside.

Then a pistol butt caught the Ameri-
can on the side of the head, stunning
him. Before he could recover, men were
all over him, pinning him down.

“Take him,” said Baron Suga, “to a
prison. Allow him to communicate with
no one. You have insulted officers of
Japan, Mr. Ragen, and soon you will
discover just what that means.”

They dragged the pilot out of the
room and left Professor Simpson
wringing his hands. “Oh, dear!” he
moaned. “You won't—you won't—"

“No,” said Baron Suga. “If you prom-
ise us your silence, worthy sir, you
will have your liberty.”

“Thank you,” said the professor, and
tottered from the room, leaning heavily
upon his umbrella.

LINT RAGEN was up at dawn. Not

that there was anything to do, but
that he had been unable to sleep on the
hard board and wooden pillow which
constituted his bed. With a long sleep-
less night of pondering behind him,
Clint Ragen had begun to appreciate
the seriousness of his circumstances.
He had heartily cursed himself for his
verbal and fistic outbreak before the
aviation officers, but that did him no
good now.
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The cell was not very big, but Clint
paced what there was of it. The
chances were against his getting to see
the ambassador or even a consul. Clint
was under no delusions as to the actual
reasons behind the seizure of the plane.
That sweet bomber would look quite
well with the blood-red disk of Japan
on its wings.

In the eyes of international law, Clint
Ragen was a gun runner, and appalling
things happened to gentlemen who pur-
sued that hectic trade. There were guns
in those crates—late-model machine
guns which were to serve as armament
for the ship. And Japan’s declaration
concerning arms had been made while
Clint was aboard that old-fashioned tub.

So now, in short, Clint Ragen was as
good—or as bad—as a criminal in the
eyes of Japan and, subsequently, in the
eyes of the United States.

But Clint's ponderings were inter-
rupted by a light tap, a grate of iron
on stone, and the whisper of cloth. Some
one was coming down the corridor
which led to the cell.

Clint tensed, waiting, wondering
what message might be forthcoming.
Then he swore and sat back dejectedly
on his wooden bunk. Professor Simpson
was staring through the small window
in the door.

“Well ?” Clint asked.

Simpson removed his glasses, wiped
them, put them back, and took a deep
breath. “Good morning, Mr. Ragen. You
do not appear to have spent a comfort-
able night.”

Clint grunted. “Slept like a daisy.”

“1 believe I have news for you,” con-
tinued Simpson. “The officers have
charitably offered you a compromise.” '

“What's this?”

Simpson coughed hollowly. “They are
thinking of giving you a military court
martial.”

“Firing squad?”

“Well,” the professor hesitated, “not
exactly. Perhaps that might be, too. But
instead of that, they are quite willing
that you should go free.”

“What's the joker?” snapped Clint,
moving near.

“You see, yesterday afternoon, they
tried to put the bomber together, and,
as | understand it, they encountered
some difficulty. The matter is a com-
plicated one, | presume.”

-57

“Complicated!” Clint snorted. “All
they have to do is pull it Dut of the
crates, buckle on the wings, mount the
motors and fasten the props. I'm afraid
you got 'em wrong, professor.”

“No, | don’t believe | did. It seems
there is some difficulty. | don't exactly
understand it, but the motors won't fit
the mounts.”

“Huh! They probably don't know
when they're right side up.” Clint
moved restlessly. “Well, what's that got
to do with me?”

“They asked me to tell you—" began
Simpson. “They want you to put the—a
er—to put the plane together for them.”

Clint let out an explosive sound. His
‘eyes flamed. “You mean they've got the
crust to—now let me get this straight,
Simpson. They want me to fix up the
ship they swiped off me. That right?”

“Yes,” agreed the professor, obvious-
ly relieved.

"Well, you can tell them for me that
they can go straightdo hell. |1 suppose
they want me to buy gasoline for it,
too.”

The professor began to wring his
hands. “But, my dear fellow,, can’t you
see, don’'t you understand that they will
drop all charges if you will do this for
them? | do not believe that you fully
appreciate what you face.”

Clint grated his teeth and started to
swear, but suddenly he checked him-
self, eyes narrow, speculative.

“All right,” he said, suddenly. “Go
back and tell them that HI be right
with them as soon as they let me out.”

“Ah!” said Simpson. “l thought you
would listen.”

HE aviation field was nearly the

best Japan had to offer along such
lines. Here the Inland Sea and the
jagged islands made flying a very diffi-
cult task, for emergency fields did not
exist. In the United States, such a
field as that on which Clint Ragen now
found himself would have been a poor
substitute. The equipment was modern
enough, and the hangars were large,
but the runways were short and un-
even. Bordered on each side by rice
paddies, the ground was soggy.

A file of soldiers waited to take the
foreign pilot into custody. They
marched him out to the detached pile
of segments which, when assembled,
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would be the bomber.
short and snorted loudly.

Professor Simpson, bringing up the
rear, also stopped.

“Tell them,” Clint said to the pro-
fessor, “that they might at least mount
the wheels on the fuselage before they
try to fasten on the wings.”

Simpson caught the attention of a
young flying officer and passed the mes-
sage along. Orders were rapped, and
the half-braced wings came off and the
wheels started to go on. Clint stood by
sullenly, watching the greasy yellow
mechanics swarm over seventy thou-
sand dollars’ worth of plane. Then his
professional pride got the better of him,
and he pulled off his coat and waded in.

With the landing gear attended to,
Clint stepped back and told the pro-
fessor the proper directions for mount-
ing the wing. Simpson translated in a
monotonous voice, leaning heavily on
his umbrella, his gray hair rustling be-
neath his black hat.

“If my chiefs could see me now,” said
Clint, “a firing squad would be tame.
I'm mad enough to tear into this whole
outfit.”

“l would strongly advise against it,”
the professor said. “There are several
armed men in the immediate vicinity.”

Clint stepped forward to help take
a mighty engine out of its cradle. With
his hands full of spare parts, he tried
to point to the motor’s destination, but
the mechanics stared blankly at him.
Clint looked around for the professor,
but that worthy, for the moment, had
disappeared. The pilot shrugged, and
did the best he could with sign lan-
guage.

With engines one and two mounted,
Clint stepped back, to discover that the
professor was again with him. He took
the opportunity to outline the procedure
for mounting a prop, and then, the min-
ute Clint’s back was turned, Simpson
was once more gone.

When the propeller was hubbed, the
professor was back.

“Damn!” said Clint, “l wish you
wouldn’t do a Houdini every time | need
you. What's the matter?”

Simpson merely fumbled nervously
with the binocular case and said noth-
ing.

The afternoon wore away, but each
passing moment saw the bomber closer

Clint stopped
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to completion. The motors were in
place; the wings were on; control wires
had been slipped over their pulleys,
and Clint was adding a few finishing
touches.

Six machine guns, lately covered with
cosmolene, were now laid out on a strip
of canvas, shining under the slanted
rays of the departing sun. Clint carried
a brace up to a cockpit and fastened
them down upon their mount. A Japa-
nese flying officer was all attention.

“He wants,” said Simpson, “to know
how to load them.”

Clint obliged. One of his boxes di-
vulged a dozen loaded drums. Carefully,
he inserted the belts and pulled them
through the breeches.

“Tell him—" Clint began, but looked
up in time to see that the professor had
once more disappeared. He scratched
his head irritably and began to demon-
strate at length in pantomime.

With the guns all mounted, Clint
climbed down, and found Simpson again
at his elbow.

“That fellow,” said the professor,
pointing to another flying officer, “is
anxious to find out where you fill the
gasoline tanks.”

Clint nodded wearily as he saw a
large fuel truck rumble up to the side
of the ship. Hoses were tossed to the
pilot, and one by one he filled the tanks,
amid the exclamations of the onlookers.
They had never before seen auxiliary
tanks in a ship’s wing. Once started,
Clint filled them all.

An officer wanted to know exactly
how the controls worked, and exactly
what all the meters stood for. With a
sigh, Clint sat in the pilot's seat and
demonstrated. The pilot looked around
for his interpreter, but once more he
found Simpson to be among the missing.

However, he was not needed, for here
was one flying officer who spoke an un-
derstandable brand of English.

“You've been very kind,” said the
Japanese pilot. “Now would you please
start the engines? | would like to know
how that is done.”

Clint started them, one by one, and
sent their blast rocketing about the
hills of the Inland Sea. He pointed to
the gauges which showed when the en-
gines were warm. Then, letting them
idle, he leaned back, tired from the
day’s work.
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The officer smiled thinly. “You have
been very kind. Now, perhaps, we had
better restore you to the prison.”

“The prison!” snapped Clint. *“I
thought—"

"Yes, but you were not right. We still
have grave charges to press against
you.”

LINT sat up straight, and some-

thing in his eyes made the officer
hastily draw a pistol from his belt.
Then there came a shriek from the
hangars, and the sound of pounding
feet. The officer turned, and over his
shoulder Clint saw Professor Simpson
racing toward the bomber, umbrella-
less, hatless, and very hard of face.

To think was to act. Clint snatched
the pistol from the officer's hand and
slammed him in the jaw. He dumped
the Japanese out onto the ground,
reaching down with the same movement
to help Simpson into the pit. But Simp-
son needed no help. He scrambled in
like a scared rabbit, leaped over the
cockpit combing and slithered down
into the observer’s pit behind.

Clint fired twice at men who were try-
ing to catch hold of the wings. Two
throttles went all the way down on their
arcs, and the plane began to rumble
forward, shaking in every section.

“What the hell—” Clint started to
shout, but a machine gun near the han-
gar opened up, and the bomber took the
air.

Another machine gun started to bark,
but this time it was just in back of the
pilot's head. He turned for an instant,
to see Simpson fumbling with the load-
ed guns. Clint didn't know what pos-
sible trouble Simpson could have got-
ten into, but the bomber’'s wheels were
off, and the trouble didn't matter. Back
on the tarmac, fighting planes were be-
ing rammed out and started. Without a
good gunner to cover his tail, Clint
knew he was in for a hot time of it.

As quickly as possible, he built alti-
tude and began to fly southwest. He
watched the skies about him for the
first signs of the attack he knew would
come. Those Japanese pursuit planes
could make close to two hundred miles
an hour, and the bomber was going top
speed at a hundred and eighty.

The two machine guns mounted in
front of him were empty, but, reaching

back for drums, Clint quickly remedied
that. He was hard put to keep his eyes
open against the beating slipstream,
and his hair persisted in whipping down
over his face. And then a helmet
plopped down beside him, and without
asking questions, he put it on.

Dusk was upon the world below him.
The blue waters of the Inland Sea were
stretching out, cut here and there by
terraced islands. But Clint was not look-
ing at the beauty of it. He was worried
about the bomber, for he knew that it
hadn’'t been test-flown, and that in the
event of a crash, he would have to ride
it down.

And then the first Japanese Kawasaki
92 plummeted out of the sky and sizzled
past the bomber. The pursuit pilot
banked sharply and, above the engines’
roar, Clint could hear the stutter of
guns. Another plane shot down and
came up again, tracer streaking through
its prop.

The guns in the observer’s pit began
to chatter, Clint pressed his own trips
and tried to angle the heavy bomber
into firing position, but he could not
stunt such a ship. He could only plow
ahead and trust to luck.

The interplane struts of the leading
Kawasaki suddenly disappeared. Before
Clint could grasp that miracle, the
plane was spinning. It would get down
all right, but in a very tattered condi-
tion.

Another Kawasaki lanced by, but it
was not firing. Clint could see the pilot
jerking vainly at the loose stick. That
fellow would also have a tough time
bringing his ship back. A third pursuit
ship zoomed past Clint's nose, and he
pressed his trips. The prop went out in
a shower of splinters, and the maimed
motor began to shake loose from its
mount. Clint grinned. He'd show those
guys!

Three ships in formation lanced out
of nowhere, guns hammering, motors
howling, wires screaming. They came
like javelins, but before they reached
the altitude of the bomber, the lead
plane slipped harshly. Then the second
skidded, and the third went into a spin.
Clint’'s eyes bulged.

An ambitious pilot dived down and
leveled off, streaking directly for the
great plane's nose. Clint fired three
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short bursts straight into the other’s
prop. And then the air was full of
smoke. Far below, a parachute opened.
The flaming ruin of the pursuit Kawa-
saki sent a black geyser of water into
the hovering night.

NT realized that darkness was
settling rapidly. He could hear
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this over, shutting out most of the en-
gine’s noise.

“Fly two-hundred and twenty-one de-
grees,” said Simpson in a crisp, clear
voice. “That'll slam Shanghai right on
the old nose. Allowing for drift, it'll
take five hours and forty-five minutes.
If you're tired, old boy, I'll push her
along.”

other motors, but he could not spot Clint Ragen frowned. He was puzzled

them, and he knew, in turn, that he
could not be spotted. He sat back, re-
laxing, and began to worry about his
destination.

Without a navigator, even though the
flight to Shanghai was only eight hun-
dred miles, Clint did not know where
he would end up. Besides, he was en-
tirely too worn out for five and a half
hours of flying. Allowing for that and
his lack of charts, he did not believe
he could possibly reach Shanghai. It
was a bad end to a glorious career. He'd
go down in the Yellow Sea, and there
wouldn't even be wreckage to mark his
passing.

He groaned to himself, and wondered
what in the name of all the Japanese
devils had caused him to escape.
There'd be a price on his head, now.
Borne of those Kawasakis had been
crashed, that was certain, and even if
the pilots hadn't been killed, the offense
was great. However, that wouldn’t
make too much difference with the Chi-
nese. They might give him a raise in
pay for it, in fact. But then, of course,
he’'d never get to China.

A slithering sensation against his
right arm made him look up. He saw
that Professor Simpson had slid down
into the front cockpit, and was settling
himself into the co-pilot's seat.

Clint Ragen saw the small man be-
gin to wipe his face with a handker-
chief. He thrust the glasses into his
pocket and ran his fingers into his hair.
And then he pulled a small map and
an octant out of his frock coat and
snapped on the panel light. That done,
he stood up and held the navigation in-
strument to his eye, writing on a pad.

There was a sliding panel which
closed in the cockpit, and Simpson drew

by the professor’'s use of slang, and
more puzzled by the change in his tone
of voice. He turned and looked square-
ly, and what he saw made his eyes wid-
en perceptibly.

Professor Simpson’'s gray hair was
now black. There were no lines on his
face, and without them, the expression
was Yyouthful and eager. Simpson
looked very military and businesslike.

“Just who the hell are you?” Clint
asked, amazed.

“Lieutenant Brandon, United States
Navy.”

“But why the—oh, | get it.” Clint
grinned. “You sure had me going for a
while. 1 thought you were just what
you said you were. You Intelligence
boys sure do run into some awful
scrapes. I was with the Army Intelli-
gence over the Mexican border for a
while.”

“But,” said Brandon, alias Simpson,
“I'm afraid | led you an awful chase,
with some bad risks. To get you out to
the field to assemble the ship, | told
them they’d break it if they didn’t know
how. You see, I had orders to get
photographs of a Japanese airdrome
and the landmarks around it, and |
didn’t even think 1'd better give it a try
until they had your ship thrown over
the side. That sure simplified things. |
got some beauties of pictures.” He
patted the binocular case,

Clint Ragen looked at him and
grinned. “Well, thanks, anyway. I'd
never have lived it down if they’'d got-
ten this bomber. But | still don't see
how they knew it was aboard the old
tub.”

“No?” grinned the Navy man. “One
of our chaps tipped 'em off to give me
a chance to get out to the field!"



Skimming lota over the steel-plated deck of the German U-boat, Brock dropped one bomb.

Shells of Treachery

By J. D. ROGERS, JR.

In the inky blackness that was the city of London, eerie sirens split the nighfr
with their teaming wails of approaching Zeppelins. Then came a sudden
ominous silence that meant no ordinary raid—a silence followed by
weird shrill whistle—and an explosion. But no German bomb
had dropped on the streets of London that night. Something
far more terrifying, far more deadly, had struck.

was on Chad Brock’s weather- don’'s famous war-time rendezvous.
tanned face as he crossed Lan- “Good ol' Copper Kettle,” he said
caster Square and halted momentarily in salutation to the huge model suspend-

n SMILE of anticipated pleasure to survey the entrance to one of Lon-
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ed above the alcove entrance. “It's
worth flying the Channel any day to
feast eyes on you.”

The flying Intelligence officer stepped
into the entrance way and reached for
the large brass knocker. The first crash
of that often used instrument upon the
thick oak panel seemed to put unseen
forces into play, for almost simultane-
ously with that crash, London was
smothered in inky blackness. Fast upon
the heels of that darkness came a cre-
scendo of sound, sound that rose in
pitch until it reached a shrilling note.
London’s sirens were splitting the
night with their warning, eerie wails.

“Night raid!” bellowed a near-by
policeman. “Take cover!”

Chad Brock halted, then turned back,
drawn by the prospective show about
to be staged in the star-lit heavens.
Keeping within the shelter of the al-
cove's protecting arch, he took up a po-
sition at the sidewalk's edge. There
was a glitter of excitement in the eyes
he turned skyward, where, even as he
looked, long shafts of light began to
shift grotesquely in their vain search
for the night raiders.

About the watcher, turmoil reigned
supreme. Excited shouts and sounds of

scurrying feet vied with the sirens
in noise. On every side, doorways
spouted inmates. Even the Copper

Kettle released a flood of humanity
that all but swept the sky gazer along
with it in its mad rush for underground
tunnels.

More nerve-trying markers of time
crept by. The searchlights continued
to wage their vigil, but the sirens grew
silent one by one. As the last of those
instruments ground out a final mechan-
ical groan, a deathly quiet settled over
the ancient town.

There was something ominous about
that sudden silence. Chad Brock felt it.
The half-dozen soldiers now gathered
about him in the alcove entrance
seemed to feel it, too. They shifted
nervously, breathed tensely. The ap-
parent irregularity of the raid wa3
pressing upon them. No motors roaring
in the heavens, no bursts of anti-air-
craft fire. And, still more noticeable,
there were no reverberating detona-
tions of exploding bombs.

"Damn funny!” burst out an English
officer among the small knot of men.
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“The blighters must have been driven
off before reaching the city.”

Suddenly a faint and distant sound
caused the men to crowd frantically
back into the alcove. It began as a low,
shrill whistle, increasing enormously
in volume with each split second. Then
it was upon them. Their eyes were tor-
tured by a blinding flash, their ear-
drums deadened by the detonation of
an explosion. What had been half a
dozen stone buildings across the square
now rained back from the sky in a
mass of crushed and powdered masonry.

"Mother of God!” swore a furlough-
ing Irishman, crossing himself. “That
was no Heinie bomb! That was a—"
The remainder of the sentence gurgled
in the speaker’'s throat, for Chad
Brock’s hand had shot out and clamped
fiercely across the man’s mouth.

“Silence, fool!” grated the
gence officer.

Sputtering, the Irishman swung upon
his assailant, only to halt as an under-
standing light dawned upon his brain.

“Sorry, sir,” he stammered in con-
fusion. “I didn't realize.”

“Forget it!” cut in Chad Brock, a
warning light in his eyes. “Forget it
allt”

Then, unmindful of the curious
glances of those who had witnessed
the strange scene, the Intelligence of-
ficer swung out of the entrance way
and darted up the street. A minute later
he overhauled a taxi feeling its way
through the darkness, leaped upon the
running board and into the seat by the
driver.

“ Official business!” he spat out com-
mandingly. “Switch on your lights and
rush me to Flagger Court. The raid’s
over.”

Chad Brock had just been specta-
tor to a scene whose truth fore-shad-
owed a possible catastrophe to the Al-
lied cause. Forgotten for the moment
was his mission to London. Gone was
the usual smile from his face. Instead,
worried lines curved across his fore-
head and fear assuming the proportions
of dread burned in excited eyes.

Vividly he recalled the absence of
aircraft in the sky. Forcefully he was
reminded of the lack of exploding
bombs. And far more impressing still,
was the exclamation echoing in his

Intelli-
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brain—the exclamation of a soldier
who knew the songs of approaching
shells.

HAD was brought out of it
C abruptly by a scraping of brakes.
A moment later his footsteps beat a
fast tattoo on the staircase of Eng-
land’s War Department Building.

“Official business!” he panted to two
soldiers who stood guard before a door.
“l must see General Pittingham imme-
diately !”

A minute later Chad found himself
in an anteroom, trying to convince a
stubborn orderly that he must see the
general without further delay. En-
treaties and prayers failing, he brushed
the non-com aside, crossed the room
in three fast strides, and opened the
door leading into the general’'s private
office.

At sound of the intrusion, half a
dozen uniformed figures straightened
up from the table over which they had
been bending, As they turned inquisi-
tive gazes upon him, Chad was quick
to note that their faces were mirrors
of mental alarm, that their shoulders
were sagging under the weight of a
great emergency. It was apparent that
they, too, knew the truth.

“Well!l” demanded a tall officer whom
Chad recognized as General Pitting-
ham.

“Sorry, sir,” apologized the Ameri-
can. “l came with news, but find that
you are already informed.”

“What do you mean?”
general irritably.

“That the Germans have just dropped
a large-calibre shell in the middle of
London!” shot Chad Brock.

“Who are you, and how did you hap-
pen to know this?” the general asked
pointedly.

“l am Captain Chad Brock of Allied
Intelligence, operating out of Paris,”
responded the American, reaching in-
to his inside pocket and securing an
envelope containing his credentials,
which he handed to the general. “To-
night 1 was on Lancaster Square when
the alarm sounded. | remained on the
street to watch the show, and it so hap-
pened that the shell struck across the
Square from where | was standing,”

“And you recognized it as such?”
blurted another officer impulsively.

grated the
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Chad nodded an assent. “l've been
under heavy artillery fire on numer-
ous occasions,” he replied. “Incident-
ally, 1 was in Paris during two of the
bombardments by the long-range gun.

I know the sound of approaching
shells.”

“Did anyone else recognize the
sound?” pressed the same officer.

“An Irish infantryman on leave
from the Front,” responded Chad. “I
silenced him.”

At the words, General Pittingham

sank dejectedly into a chair, the en-
velope still unopened in his hand. “It's
unbelievable!” he muttered. “Appar-
ently the enemy is striking at the
morale of our people. Checked on the
Front, they are endeavoring to crush
home morale. We must prevent such
a catastrophe. At whatever costs the
news must be kept from the populace.”

“Then the alarm was a sham!” ex-
claimed Chad. “You knew the shell was
coming?”

General Pittingham nodded. “Prus-
sian irony!” he grated aloud. "In our
own code they inform us that a shell
is about to be launched.”

“Preposterous!” exclaimed an elder-
ly officer who looked as if he might
have been with Wellington at Waterloo.
“l contend that such a thing is impos-
sible. We have proved by the map that
a gun would have to hurl a projectile
one hundred miles at the least to reach
London.”

“Still, they have a gun capable of
dropping shells in Paris from a dis-
tance of seventy-five miles,” spoke up
a young officer.

“Preposterous!” grunted the elder-
ly officer derisively.

“But how else could it be done?” re-
torted the other. “If it had been a
Zeppelin, our detectors would have
picked up the motors before they
reached London. And as for ships, we
know the general location of every
German vessel armed to hurl large-
calibre shells.”

“Enough!” interrupted General Pit-
tingham. “Whether it is a shell or a
bomb, the fact remains that the enemy
is aiming at home morale. If the people
learn that German brains have con-
structed a gun capable of dropping
shells in London, panic will result. The
whole affair, don’t you see, is the plot
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of some Prussian schemer.” The gen-
eral hesitated a moment in concentrated
thought. “And,” he continued aloud.
“There is only one Prussian capable of
such underhanded methods.”

“Von Schletcher!” chorused half a
dozen voices in unison.

HAD BROCK tensed at mention of

the Prussian agent known across
the continent for his diabolic plots and
his uncanny ability to disrupt organi-
zations and tear down citizens' morale.
He stepped forward and addressed the
general.

“That's why I'm in London, sir. I've
been hot on his trail for over a year
now.”

General Pittingham looked at the
speaker, and, as if suddenly remem-
bering the envelope in his hand, tore
it open and scanned its contents.

"American, eh?” he commented
aloud “And formerly a detective on the
New York police force!”

“Right, sir.” answered Chad. “And |
came over with the Canadians. Spent
a year and a half on the Front as a
flyer and was then transferred to In-
telligence. When von Schletcher began
his operations in Russia, | was des-
patched there to get him. He gave me
the slip there and later in Servia, but
I'll get him yet, sir.”

"And you have cause to believe him
in London?” pressed General Pitting-
ham.

“If not in London, somewhere in
England,” responded the American.

“Then the whole scheme begins to
clear,” stated the general. “While that
gun drops shells in London, von Schlet-
cher and his agents will be working up-
on the weakened morale of our people.”

“But, general,” interrupted an of-
ficer, looking up from the map he had
been studying, “with such a gun, how
would the Germans be able to score
direct hits on a city over a hundred
miles away?”

“Right!” put in another. “To aim
such a gun, atmospheric conditions and
speed of air currents would have to be
known. Even the rotation of the earth
would have to be allowed for.”

“l have it!” burst out another ex-
citedly. “Those strange code messages
our operators have been reporting all
day are reports on atmospheric condi-
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tions, flashed by short wave to subma-
rines and relayed to Germany.”

General Pittingham's fist banged upon
the table. "Now we're getting some-
where!” he exulted. “Major York!"

‘Yes, sir."

“Get in touch with British Head-
guarters in France. Advise them to
try and locate that gun. Major Leake,
have a message flashed to all patrol
boats in the North Sea advising that
they apply extra vigil for submarines.
Major Reaves, head officers on an in-
spection tour of all radio stations in
England. Have the personnel of each
station checked closely.”

The general turned to voice another
order, but his lips were silenced by a
sound that drummed down through the
roof and floors above. Airplane motors
deep, lusty, ominous.

For the duration of a minute the in-
mates of the room were rigidly tense.
Then, as blending roars began to fade
into the north, General Pittingham
broke the silence.

“l gave orders that no patrols were
to fly over the city tonight,” he said.

“Right, sir,” responded an aide. “I
phoned the commandant of every field.”

“Then, by God,” swore the general
furiously, “find out which field those
planes are from.”

The officer turned to carry out the
command, but was saved.the trouble.
Before he had taken two steps, the door
flew open and in rushed an officer, wav-
ing a fistful of paper hand bills.

“Planes!” he gasped breathlessly.
“Three of them, dropping these!”

Chad Brock had one in his hand in-
stantly. He read down the cheaply
printed page furiously.

PEOPLE OF ENGLAND

Tonight a German gun dropped a shell in
the middle of London. Your leaders faked
an air raid. Tomorrow night that gun will
speak again. So the next night and the
next. But that is not alL Even as your
leaders are deceiving you with false alarms,
so they are deceiving you with false infor-
mation from the Front. Yoar armies are
being driven back. Your food supply is be-
ing cut off. Complete annihilation faces
yonr race if it continues to wage an unjust
war with the Fatherland.

That was all, but Chad Brock saw a
signature to that lie as plainly as if
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it were really affixed there. It read:
Earl von Schletcher.
“Orderly!” he exclaimed almost

fiercely. “Get in touch with Prince Ed-

ward Field. 1 want my plane on the
line, warm.”

Soon after, Chad had reached Prince
Edward Field.

“No time for formalities!” he blurted
to the men tending his ship. “Which
direction did those ships go?”

“Straight north,” replied a young of-
ficer. “But | must see—"

Chad clambered into the cockpit.
With the officer still insisting on cre-
dentials, he gunned the motor and
jumped the chocks. The plane swerved,
threatened to ground-loop, then
straightened under skilful manipulation
of controls and roared down the field.
Faster and faster grew its speed. Then
suddenly the rough bumping softened
into a gentle roll. Chad Brock, American,
and a former New York City police-
man, was off on his greatest man hunt.

SWIFT scrutiny of the landmarks
below gave him his bearings. With
a kick of the rudder he altered his
direction and sent the plane roaring
straight into the north upon the in-
visible sky trail. For long minutes he
flew in that manner, his eyes searching
vainly for exhaust flashes. Neverthe-
less, Chad Brock was content in the
knowledge that those fugitive ships
would have to land sometime. They
would not attempt to do so without the
aid of ground lights. The rest was sim-
ple. With eyes controlling a twenty-mile
vista, he would be likely to see them.
And the American was correct in
his surmise. When he was certain that
he must be nearing the shores of the
North Sea, Chad saw a sight. Approxi-
mately ten miles ahead, flares sudden-
ly illuminated a small field—and into
that eerie illumination three tiny
dragonflies dropped to quick landings.
Then, almost as quickly as they had
flared up, the lights went out, and dark-
ness again held sway over the scene.
Chad pointed the nose of his plane
at the spot and began to search the sur-
rounding terrain for lights which might
serve as markers. Almost directly to
the right of that alien field he saw two,
which he instantly recognized to be
beacons atop radio poles. It took but a
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moment to form a mental picture of the
general layout, and with that picture
etched in his memory, Chad cut the
throttle and nosed groundward in a tight
spiral.

As the dark blur of earth came
closer and closer, the flyer leveled out
and risked a flare. Leaning over the rim
of his cockpit, he saw revealed in the
ghostly light an old English manor
house. But the sight that forced an
exclamation of success through his lips
and caused his hand to thrust the stick
hard forward, was the long meadow ad-
joining.

A dizzy drop of a thousand feet, a
long sweeping glide, and the plane’s
wheels made gentle contact with the
earth. Over went the throttle again,
and Chad taxied the plane right up to
the doors of a large outer building. A
minute later he was explaining briefly
to a sleepy-eyed servant.

“Official business,” he ground out
sharply. “I must get to the radio sta-
tion at once.”

Five minutes later a large touring
car struggled out of the garage. Chad
climbed in. “Drop me one mile this side
of the radio station,” he ordered. “Then
return here and see that my petrol
tanks are filled.”

“Yes, sir,” responded the chauffeur.
“I'll have you there in a jiffy, sir.”

A jiffy turned out to be exactly fif-
teen minutes by Chad's watch. It had
been a quarter of three when they
pulled into the highway. It was an even
three when the car ground to a jerky
halt and the driver announced that
their destination had been reached.

Chad climbed to the ground, waited
until the man had turned the car and
started back, then set out on foot. His
course led across the fields at an angle
to the highway.

But after an hour of vain search,
the smile had gone from Chad’'s face.
After another half hour in which he
fared no better, he was ready to admit
that success was impossible in the dark-
ness. It was one thing to look down up-
on markers from above. It was an en-
tirely different task to locate those
markers on the ground.

He turned back to the highway. Im-
pulse slanted his footsteps in the direc-
tion of the radio station. It seemed



highly probable that the
might have heard the planes.

The American stopped dead in hie
tracks. “My God!” he grated softly,
“Why haven't | thought of that be-
fore?”

operators

FAINT suggestions of an approach-
ing dawn were just touching the
eastern sky when Chad came upon the
radio station nestling in a large clear-
ing off to the right of the highway.
Light streamed through the windows of
the operations room. Keeping in the
shadows, he warily approached the
building.

Chad reached the corner of the build-
ing and began to creep slowly towards
one of the lighted windows. Sounds of
voices within came faintly to his ears
as he reached the window and crouched
tensely below the sill. Then, slowly and
carefully, he raised his eyes to the
window level.

Had Chad Brock gazed into a room
full of ghosts, the physical effect could
not have been more pronounced. He
seemed to freeze—rigid. And small
wonder, for standing in the middle of
the room, attired in the uniform of an
English major, was the man he had fol-
lowed over half of Europe—Karl von
Sehletcher.

Chad whirled at a sudden sound be-
hind, but was too late. Even as he saw
his assailant, something heavy crashed
upon his head. There was a great flash,
then blinding darkness. He grew limp,
then, with a resigning sigh, crumpled
into a heap.

When he regained consciousness,
Chad’s first sensation was that of a
throbbing head. Next he became aware
that he was lying face down in a bunk,
his hands and feet securely bound.
Then with a rush his memory returned.

For a minute he lay still, listening.
Men were talking in the room adjoin-
ing. As he stirred slightly, a voice
whispered out of the semi-darkness a
few feet away.

“Thank God you came to! | thought
they had killed you.”

“Who are you?” asked Chad softly.

“l was operator in charge,” came a
grating response. “Who are you?”

The American Intelligence agent was
too wary to answer that question. He

smoothed it off by asking, “Hew long
have | been here?”

“Hours,” responded the other.

“What happened to the other oper-
ator?” asked the American.

“Turned out to be a German agent,”
said the Englishman bitterly.

“What station is this?”
Chad.

“Station A-31," replied the dethroned
operator. “We receive atmospheric con-
ditions every hour from Government ob-
servatories and relay them to naval ves-
sels in the North Sea.”

Chad felt a quiver run up his spine
at that announcement. So this was the
key station—the station that acted as
eyes for that giant gun across the sea.
And he, who'd been a metropolitan
detective, after stumbling upon such
a find, had blundered into capture. A
wave of anger at himself caused him
to struggle fiercely with his bonds.

“Quiet!” whispered the other pris-
oner quickly. “Some one is coming!”

The warning had hardly reached
Chad’'s ears when the door opened and
light from the operations room flooded
into the improvised prison. Von Schlet-
cher, still attired in his English major’s
uniform, appeared silhouetted in the
doorway.

“So you finally came to,” he sneered
at the American. “lI was beginning to
think you were going to stay out.”

Chad’s silence seemed to irritate the
Prussian. He came over to the bunk
and glared balefully down at his cap-
tive. “How did you know | was here?”
he asked abruptly.

pressed

“A little bird told me,” mocked
Chad.

“A little bird, eh!” sneered von
Sehletcher. “Well, well, strange that

little bird didn't inform you that |
was expecting you. However, it is well
he didn’'t. You pestered me no little bit
in Russia. You made work hard in Italy
and Servia. | have decided that you
shall not plague me here in England.”

“Thank you,” retorted Chad boldly.
“You do me honor.”

Von Sehletcher glared down at him
for a moment. “You Americans are
a stupid lot,” he grated sarcastically.
“You are so stupid that you hinder by
your very blundering. | can but won-
der what we will do with your race
when we have won the war.”
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"You're looking a long way into the
future, aren’t you?” asked Chad dryly.

A mirthless laugh escaped von
Schletcher’s lips. “The knock on your
head has unbalanced you, Captain
Brock. You seem already to have for-
gotten the incidents of last night. Per-
haps you can explain how any nation
can stand against guns that drop shells
unerringly from a hundred miles
away.”

The words pierced the American
deeper than he would ever let von
Schletcher know. He retorted with a
confidence he did not feel, “Your gun
will be silenced!”

"Not before it has crushed the mor-
ale of the English,” scored von
Schletcher. “Then, with our fleet set
loose upon the sea—" He stopped speak-
ing at that point and turned to receive
a message from the German operator
who had entered at that moment.

“They are coming, Excellency!” said
the agent excitedly.

“Then there is but one course to fol-
low,” responded von Schletcher. He
drew his automatic and, taking in the
two captives with one sweep, ordered,
“Untie them!”

The German operator stepped into
the room and quickly performed the
task.

“Into the operations room!” grated
von Schletcher. “Both of you!”

Chad Brock and the captive operator
filed into the room and sat down in the
chairs pointed out to them.

“There is no time to waste words,”
began von Schletcher in a voice that
carried an obvious threat. “English of-
ficers are on the way here to check
personnel. You—" he nodded towards
the former operator—“will receive them
as you have always done. You, Captain
Brock—" there was a faint flavor of
sarcasm in the words—“will just act
natural. Perhaps you will convince
them that you are waiting here in hopes
of catching and deciphering some of
the code messages which filled the air
yesterday. Of course,” he finished with
a suggestive shrug, “there is no need
to warn you against trying anything.”

He turned to the German operator.
“Watch them closely. At the first sug-
gestion of a signal, shoot to kill. I'll
take care of the rest.”
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ITH his stage set, the Prussian
W schemer suddenly assumed the
pose of a listener. The sound of a car
turning in from the highway caused
him to back slowly into the adjoining
room and close the door to a small
crack. Through that tiny opening, Chad
knew, two hawklike eyes were devour-
ing his every move, and the muzzle of
an ugly-looking automatic was bearing
upon his body.

Outside, the car purred to a halt
There was the sound of a door slam-
ming shut. A moment later, two officers
marched into the room. One of them
Chad recognized instantly. He was
Major Reaves, the officer General Pit-
tingham had detailed to have all radio-
station personnel checked.

A look of surprise swept over the
major’'s face. "Captain Brock!” he ex-
claimed. “Fancy finding you here.”

“Quite a coincidence,” responded the
American naturally. “I lost those
planes in the darkness close by here. |
landed and decided to remain in hopes
of picking something out of the air.”

Major Reaves turned to the officer
accompanying him. "l say, Harrison,
will you check up while I chat with
Captain Brock?”

As that officer turned to comply with
the request, Major Reaves turned back
to the American. “And have you had
any luck, captain?” he asked.

“None to speak of,” returned Chad,
smiling inwardly at the truth of the
statement. He shoved a chair forward
for the major and took one himself.

Major Reaves frowned and shook
his head slowly. “A pretty mess,” he
commented with a note of despair in his
voice. “The whole affair has taken a
nasty turn. There was a small demon-

stration in front of the Palace this
morning. If that infernal gun drops a
shell in London tonight—" he gesticu-
lated with a shrug—“well, I'd hate to

bear the responsibility.”

Chad knew that von Schletcher had
heard those words, and he could visual-
ize the fiendish smile of triumph such
a statement would smear across that
Prussian’s face. Then, because he was
about to match wits with that master
schemer, he smiled, too.

Slapping his empty pockets, he ut-
tered a shallow oath and asked, “May
| have a cigarette, major?”
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“Righto,” responded the officer, dig-
ging into his pocket and producing a
pack.

Chad picked one, accepted a light,
then settled back in his chair. Out of
the corner of his eye he noticed that
Idle German operator was watching him
suspiciously. For a minute the American
hesitated. Though outwardly calm, he
was a riot of emotions inside. His blood
chilled as he remembered all that was
staked upon the simple gesture he was
about to make. The chilled blood in
turn sent cold ripples up his spine as
he realized how much of chance was
needed for the success of that gesture.

Then, with a prayer in his heart, he
began his act. As nonchalantly as if
he were engaging in an after-dinner
smoke, he raised the cigarette to his
lips, his thumb and forefinger holding
the small cylinder. As a result of that
technique, his hand formed a cup that
concealed the glowing end from the
watching eyes of the German.

For six seconds, Chad held the ciga-
rette to his lips, and during that tense
space of time, the burning end glowed
in a series of irregular flashes. Then
his head went back and a long stream
of smoke trailed ceilingward.

‘You Americans swear and cuss, but
you really like our English cigarettes,
eh, what?” suggested Major Reaves
with a little laugh. Though there was
nothing obvious in the officer's manner,
Chad felt that he had seen—that he
was waiting for more.

“When we can’'t get American ones,
we can make your English ones do,” he
responded, hoping by the mercy of
chance that the major would catch the
hidden meaning of those words. Then,
with that officer looking directly at him,
he again raised the cigarette to his
lipa.

Again the improvised radio began
to function. “S.0.S.” pleaded the spaced
intervals- between flashes. It was the
call all men knew, and had it been
flashed from a ship sinking at sea, it
could not have been hurled with more
sheer desperation.

For the minute following, hope and
fear waged a nerve-wracking tug of
war in the brain of Chad Brock. Then,
with despair threatening to be victor,
new forces were ushered into the fray
—forces that routed despair and sub-

dued fear. The eyelids of Major Reaves
had moved perceptibly.

An interruption eased the tension
that the moment threatened to bring on.
Harrison came over and announced in
abrupt, military fashion, “Everything
seems proper, sir.”

“Good,” responded Major Reaves,
rising to his feet. “We have just time
to reach London before nightfall. Will
you be coming along soon, captain?”

“Can't say,” replied Chad evenly.
“Think I'll hang around until some-
thing turns up.”

“Then cheerio,” returned the major,
walking towards the door.

“Cheerio,” returned Chad. Then, as
the sound of their motor began to rap-
idly diminish in the distance, he ex-
perienced the sensation of eyes glaring
at him. Turning, he looked into the
face of Germany’s premier agent. The
Prussian’s eyes were aglow, his lips
curled in a triumphant sneer.

“You heard what the English pig
said,” gloated von Schleicher. *“A
demonstration in front of the Palace
—a demonstration because of one shell.
What will they do tomorrow?”

“Perhaps there will be no tomorrow!”
grated Chad with a harshness that made
von Schleicher regard him suspiciously.

“They’'re calling!” interrupted the
German operator.

“Get their position,” shot von Schlet-
cher. “Give them the latest reports.”

With that, he turned back to the
captives and appraised them with a
scowl. Then, as if reaching a sudden
decision, he gave a call. Almost instant-
ly two men attired in flying coveralls
appeared in the doorway.

“See that they are fed and securely
bound,” ordered the Prussian. “Then
prepare a plane for me.”

HAT last sentence worried Chad
Tas he shuffled back into his prison.
It meant von Sehletcher's escape un-
less Major Reaves was prompt in bring-
ing assistance. But suppose Major
Reaves did not return at all. Suppose
that flutter of eyelashes had been imagi-
nary. Suppose von Schletcher were al-
lowed to go on unhindered in his plot-
ting. What then?

Sudden weariness overcame the
American, and without a semblance
of resistance, he submitted to being
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bound. Then he was tossed roughly
into a bunk.

“l say,” whispered his fellow suf-
ferer excitedly, the moment the door
closed behind the Germans. “What's
this of a gun dropping shells in Lon-

don? Surely such a thing isn’'t pos-
sible!”
“Not only possible, but true,” re-

sponded Chad, bitter helplessness slow-
ly arousing his anger.

The Englishman did not reply. “Let’'s
get out of here,” Chad said softly. “If
we can gain control of this station and
can locate that code book, we may be
able to deflect the aim of that gun.”

“Count me in on that,” whispered the
Englishman eagerly.

But the task seemed futile. As the
two men struggled vainly with bonds
that cut wickedly into their wrists, the
semi-darkness of their prison cell
gradually gave way to inky blackness.
Night had fallen. Night, with Britain’s
capital shuddering under the shadow
of a mechanical menace that hovered
above it with terrifying aspect.

“It's useless,” admitted the operator.
“My bonds haven't given an inch.”

"We can't give up,” grated Chad de-
terminedly. “God, what was that?”

A pistol shot had exploded in the
operating room. It was followed by
cries and sounds of thumping feet.
Then the door flew open and light flood-
ed into the prison room. Major Reaves,
gun in hand, dashed in.

“By Jove, are you all right?” he
guestioned excitedly, at the same time
beginning work upon the American’s
bonds.

“Quite all right,” responded Chad.
“Thank God you came! There may still
be time.”

“Time?” questioned the major.

“Time to give the operators of that
gun false weather reports,” respond-
ed Chad, getting to his feet and stag-
gering drunkenly into the operations
room. Two steps in the room, he pulled
up with a surprised start. The German
operator lay upon the floor, stone dead.

“l had to,” explained Major Reaves.
“He reached for his gun as | entered.”

Chad dropped to his knees beside
the dead man and began to run experi-
enced fingers through the clothing. “I
believe I've found it!” he exclaimed.

“Found what?” pressed the major.
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“The code book!” responded Chad,
holding it up. “A submarine is lying
off the coast somewhere near by. Yon
Schletcher has been here, flashing
weather reports to the submarine and
having them relayed to Germany. Don't
you see? We may be able to deflect their
aim by giving them false reports.”

“Some one’s calling in code,” ex-
claimed the English operator, who, up-
on being released, had immediately
gone back to his old post.

“Take the message!”
excitedly. “I'll decipher it.”

For a moment there was tense si-
lence. Then the operator’s pencil be-
gan to move. As meaningless words ap-
peared upon the paper pad, Chad's fin-
gers began turning the leaves of the
newly acquired code book furiously.

“They're giving their position,” he
said after several minutes of suspense.
“Saint Lester's Cove. Want latest at-
mospheric reports.”

He cut off abruptly, and a blazing
light flashed into his eyes. With a sur-
prising suddenness he thrust the code
book into Major Reaves’ hand, exclaim-
ing at the same time, “I'm taking your
car. Give them false reports. No time
to explain.”

Then he grabbed an automatic from
one of Major Reaves’'s men and dashed
from the room. He began shouting or-
ders to the driver before he reached
the car.

“It's all right, Brintley,” called Ma-
jor Reaves to the chauffeur.

Brintley’'s foot hit the starter, and
with a roar of power the car was off
for the English manor house and a
tethered plane.

A wild ride followed. Then, as the
headlights touched beams upon white
brick walls ahead, Chad loosed his
hold long enough to point directingly.

“In there!” he yelled at the top of
his voice.

The car quivered to the touch of
quickly applied brakes, and skidded into
the long driveway. Forms appeared in
the rays of light that swept fanlike
across the grounds.

“The plane's serviced, sir,” greeted
the chauffeur of the night before.

"Good!” exclaimed the American,
his voice vibrant with an urge for
haste. “Can you twist a prop?"

pressed Chad
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“Eight, sir,” responded the man,
wheeling and making for the idle pro-
peller.

HAD lost no time. He threw one
C inspecting glance over his ship,
then clambered into the cockpit. A min-
ute later, the motor coughed into a
roar, throwing out long, red exhaust
flashes that played weirdly upon the
surrounding faces.

Chad gunned the motor and guided
the wabbling plane into the long run-
way laid down by the car’'s powerful
headlights. Then over went the throttle
to the last notch, A responding roar of
power caught the plane and converted
the wabble into an intoxicating dash
down the field. Then wings took hold
and the sturdy sky mount bore its
sleuthing master into a night sky that
shrieked out of exciting surprises and
high adventure.

For a minute the lone flyer circled
the field in an effort to gain altitude
and get bearings. Then, as the radio
station’s beacons became visible off to
the right, he leaned the stick and kicked
the rudder bar. With a definite objec-
tive in mind, he straightened out and
directed the plane’s nose towards the
north.

“Saint Lester’'s Cove. Send latest at-
mospheric reports.” For a minute Chad
turned the words of that ciphered mes-
sage over in his mind. Then an ironic
smile touehed the corners of his lips.

“Special weather report for Karl von
Schletcher,” he murmured. “Storm
hearing down with great speed.”

Like a modern Jove, he hurled his
man-made concentration of lightning
tracers and racked thunderbolts across
the moonlit sky. With hurricane speed
he swept over villages and hamlets, and
then, aided by the splendid visibility,
he looked down upon a seemingly end-
less line of white breakers. Imbued
with the idea that he was on the right
trail and feeling strangely confident of
success, Chad swung up the coast.

For ten minutes the American flew
over a dreary track of deserted coast
line. Then, as if from some impulse, he
cut the throttle and nosed the plane
earthward. Far ahead he had seen the
luminous line of North Sea restlessness
terminate abruptly. It meant but one
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thing—the mouth of Saint Lester’s
Cove.

Not daring to risk a flare, Chad
navigated for a long stretch of beach
that loomed firm and compact in the
moon’s illumination. With veteran skill
he leveled out and set the plane’s wheels
upon that improvised landing field. Be-
fore the prop ticked its last beat, he had
leaped to the sand and begun an easy
run up the beach.

For two miles the American kept up
that pace, then slowed to a complete
halt. The beach was narrowing rapidly
and the shore line rising. From far
ahead the crashing sound of waves
beating against the base of cliffs
warned of impassability.

Decision was instantaneous with the
ex-New York crook chaser. He turned
aside and began to climb the long gen-
eral rise that terminated in a sharp line
against the night sky. On the other side
of that rim, he knew, lay the waters of
Saint Lester’s Cove.

After he had spent several minutes
in climbing, Chad’'s experience in the
crime field stood him*in good stead.
To his acute ears came the sound of a
slight movement, and in response to
that warning, he dropped instantly to
the ground, his eyes darting searching
glanees in every direction.

Then he saw them—two men, ob-
viously sentries, guarding a trail that
approached the crest. The sight, instead
of discouraging him, caused a quicken-
ing of his heart beat. Those two men
would not be there unless something
of importance was taking place on the
other side of that rim against the sky.

Cautiously, on hands and knees, Chad
resumed his climbing. Shielded by a
shallow ravine, he crept to within ten
yards of the unsuspecting guards. Then
he was by them, and with a final spurt
he had won the crest of the cliff. With
heart thumping even more excitedly,
he crawled to the very edge and looked
down upon the moonlit waters of Saint
Lester’'s Cove.

With the first breath-taking glance,
Chad spotted it. Almost directly below
and close inshore, a monstrous subma-
rine hugged the surface of the restless
waters. Shielded lights twinkled on a
deck that hummed with activity.

Guttural voices, speaking in German,
floated plainly up to the American’s
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pricked ears. And conspicuous among
those voices was one that caused Chad
to tense excitedly. Karl von Schletcher
was down among those men, giving or-
ders in a raucous commanding tone!

"lIs everything ready?”

Chad heard the Prussian’s question as
plainly as if he were down upon that
steel-plated deck. He heard an officer
reply, “Ja, Excellenz!”

“Is the sky chart prepared?”

“Ja, Excellenz.”

“Good!” The exclamation carried a
gloating note of triumph. "Her Tag is
near, countrymen. The stupid English
are already faltering. Prepare!”

"Clear the deck!” responded an offi-
cer in a staccato burst. "All men to sta-
tions!”

A mechanical grating sounded. The
long super-structure on the forward
deck began to open slowly. The grating
stopped. Then, like the warning note
of a snake preparing to strike, there
arose a loud hissing sound.

Chad, his entire attention centered
upon that forward deck, felt a clammy
chill creep up his spine. From the su-
per-structure there floated up a spectre
upon which the moonlight shone with
ghostly weirdness.

The hissing continued. The swaying
spectre, like a cloud of thin mists un-
dulating in the night breeze, began to
rise higher, to fill out—to take form.

“My God!” burst Chad with an ex-
citement born of discovery. "A bal-
loon! A semi-transparent balloon!”

The hissing stopped. The semi-trans-
parent balloon, now completely inflated,
hovered about the submarine, dwarfing
it under its rotund fullness. For a sec-
ond all life seemed concentrated upon
that swaying bag; then a Prussian’s
voice broke the silence.

“All is ready, Exeellenz!”

“The explosive,” questioned
Schletcher. “Is it set?”

Chad tensed excitedly at the ques-
tion, waited even more excitedly for the
answer.

“Jo, ExceUenz”

“And the whistles,” pressed von
Schletcher. “Have they been attached?
Remember, it is a shell that falls in
London tonight—not a bomb.”

At those words something seemed to
snap in Chad’'s brain. All his conjec-
tures seemed to be blown skyward, then

von
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to fall back in a logical and startling
revelation. For a moment he was dazed.
Then he was the old Chad again—the
man of action, the tracker of men. With
a muttered vow that neither bomb nor
shell should fall in London that night,
he swung around, took in the lay of the
land, and began to retrace the course
he had followed coming up.

Slowly and laboriously he made his
way down to the shallow ravine. He
had to fight back the impulse to leap
to his feet, shoot the two guards, and
make a dash for the beach and his
waiting plane. But the will that had
seen him successfully through many a
dangerous task of shadowing criminals
now came to his aid, leading him slow-
ly and surely past the posted guards
and to the firm sands of the beach.

Then he was away—away at a run
that saw no slackening until his teth-
ered sky mount had been reached.'It
was hardly a minute before he sprang
to the propeller and gave it a powerful
twist. At the responding roar, he ran
for the cockpit. A moment later the
sturdy sky mount leaped forward,
gained speed-in a short run down the
beach, winged into its medium, and
swept up the coast.

With the cliff looming ahead, Chad
pulled hard back on the stick. The plane
zoomed skyward, hung poised for a
moment, then dropped towards the wa-
ters of Saint Lester’'s Cove.

“Storm bearing down!” mocked Chad
ironically, his body hunched forward,
fingers tense upon Bowdens, lips set to
scream out that exultant cry of tri-
umph. But instead of a scream of tri-
umph, it was an oath that hissed
through the flyer’'s lips. Simultaneously
with that oath, the flame went out of his
eyes and a dark cloud of chagrin swept
over his face. The balloon was gone! It
was released upon a mission, the suc-
cess of which would throw London into
a frenzy of terror.

A wave of hot anger swept over
Chad Brock. For a minute he expended
it upon the steel monster below, lash-
ing it with stinging tracers. Men
crumpled under the hail of leaden
death. Screams of agony blended with
mad, vengeful shouts. Scrambling like
rats, the survivors fought for the con-
ning tower.

But the fate of the submarine had
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been decreed. Skimming low above its
steel-plated back, Chad released one
of the two bombs he always carried.
It exploded with a deafening roar, rip-
ping open a wound through which
gushed the treacherous waters of the
cove. A minute later, a blotch of black
oil shrouded the final resting place of
another German U-boat,

But Chad did not stay to see the fin-
ish. Realizing that the sea terror was
fatally wounded, he had pulled back
on the stick and sent his sky mount
climbing into the heavens. Up there
somewhere was a balloon—a balloon
that should not be allowed to keep its
rendezvous.

UT after all his years of flying,

Chad was then to discover that
the sky was wide and deep, and that
the currents that swept through its
limitless expanse were many and un-
marked. Then, too, the moon would
soon sink its face below the western
horizon.

Determination set his chin; destiny
aimed the nose of his ship. Sixty min-
utes of flying rewarded him, for with
the glare of London’s lights faintly vis-
ible to the south, he stumbled upon the
phantom raider. But even as he did so,
the balloon leaped towards the stars,
with its rider releasing all ballast.

Chad pulled back on the stick and
zoomed in pursuit. Up, up, up climbed
the plane, each trail of tracers clearly
demonstrating the rapidity with
which the balloon was being over-
hauled. But when success seemed cer-
tain—when tracers almost made con-
tact with the small, suspended basket
—the propeller began to lash the thin
air with discouraging futility. The
plane had reached its ceiling.

For a minute, Chad suffered all the
pangs of helplessness that can be loos-
ened upon a human being. Looking up
at the balloon that hovered tauntingly
beyond the reach of his guns, he cursed.
Then directing his gaze towards Lon-
don’s lights, he saw their glare slowly
fade. A moment later long shafts of
light began to lance the sky weirdly,
vainly. The city had been warned—
warned that a German gun was about to
launch another shell.

The sight called forth all the in-
genuity the American possessed. The
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shifting shafts were like frantic pleas-
—npleas sent up by a group of harassed
officers. Chad had the sensation of eyes
watching him—eyes begging him to de-
stroy that part of a fiendish scheme hov-
ering above. How could he reach that
balloon before it was too late?

The solution was so simple that it
momentarily startled him. With an ex-
cited gasp of joy, he put the nose of his
wavering plane straight down, Sven as
he did so, his free hand reached for the
Very pistol.

Five minutes later that pistol
hurled two streamers of colored light
out into the night sky. In response to
the signal, ground lights flared up, il-
luminating a large field with massive
hangars lined on one side. It was the
Kempster Depot, home of the blimps
that patrolled England’'s coast line.

Chad set his wheels upon that field
with a reckless speed. The very nature
of the arrival warned the onlookers that
the newcomer was fighting against time
and delay. Officers crowded about him
as he leaped from the cockpit. One
stepped forward, but before he could
speak, Chad blurted excitedly, “I'm
Captain Brock of Allied Intelligence,
operating out of Paris. | need a blimp
at once. There isn't time to explain.”

It was but a matter of minutes be-
fore Chad found himself in command
of a blimp, its nose pointed skyward,
its engines pushing with all their
power. His crew of three stood at their
posts, ready for orders.

Chad watched the height indicator for
a minute. “Drop all ballast!” be yelled
above the deep-throated roar of the

Rolls Royce motors.

AS the sand streamed earthward,
the blimp seemed to leap for the

heights with renewed vigor. Still, that

was not fast enough. Von Schletcher

must be stopped before he reached the

air above London.

Chad looked around, his
searching for more weight to be
heaved overboard. He reached an in-
stant decision. “You two,” he took in
the two gunners with his gesture, “will
have to go."

The men voiced no objections. They
immediately climbed over the rail,
steadied themselves for a moment, then
dropped off into space. Like magic flow-

eyes
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era, their parachutes blossomed above
their heads.

Up leaped the blimp, the height in-
dicator moving with double its former
speed. Up, up, the motors valiantly
lending their power to the lift of the
encased gas.

Chad glanced at the height indica-
tor for the hundredth time. “Eighteen
thousand,” he called to the engineer.
“Keep your eyes open?’

More minutes crawled by. Chad felt
cold sweat popping out over his body
as he realized that they were swiftly
nearing the outskirts of London.
Nervously, frantically, he swept the sky
with his gaze.

“Speck off starboard—thousand feet
up!” cried the engineer suddenly.

Chad followed the man’s directing.
His heart pounded out a tremendous
thump as he recognized the tiny basket
of the semi-transparent balloon. With
a whirl of the wheel he changed the
blimp’s course and waited tensely for
the gap to close up.

“We're over the lakes,” cried the en-
gineer a minute later.

“Take the starboard gun and see if
you can reach her,” ordered Chad.
“Shoot for the basket.”

The engineer sprang for the Lewis
and swung it upon its mounting. But
even as he did so, a stream of tracers
hissed down from the basket above.

“He's got a machine gun!” groaned
Chad.

“And we're hit!"
neer.

echoed the engi-

Chad turned just in time to. see
flames leap up around one of the en-
gines. “Jump!” he cried without a sec-
ond’s hesitation. “It's an order,” he
rasped, as the Englishnian seemed re-
luctant.

The engineer stepped to the rail and
dived overboard. Freed of his weight,
the balloon jerked upward, flames from
the engine licking greedily towards the
bag and threatening each second to ex-
plode the compressed hydrogen.

Stifled by the fumes, Chad staggered
to the gun. Gripping the handle, he
swung the muzzle upward.

One long steady stream—then sud-
denly the heavens were split by a titanic
explosion. Von Schleicher’'s plot had
turned upon its master.

Without a second’'s delay, Chad
bailed out. And he was not a moment
too soon, for hardly had his parachute
opened when the flames from the en-
gine reached the gas-filled bag. Another,
though far lesser, explosion shook the
heavens, and then quiet shrouded the
sky above London.

An hour later, Chad finished his
brief explanation to the group of wide-

eyed officers in General Pittingham’'s
office.
“And Karl von Schleicher will

trouble the world no more,” he ended.
“Then you not only frustrated a
fiendish plot, you fulfilled your mission
to London,” spoke General Pittingham.
“You got your man.”
Chad nodded. “It's the code of the
New York cops!” he replied simply.
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By CLIFF HOWE

Down toward that clearing forty feet deep in Germany roared the Yank two-

seater. Boche soldiers might be lurking behind every tree —

Boche

machine guns might be hidden there. But on the ground was
that man in a tattered Yank uniform signaling a frantic S.O£.!

ANK BRADY yelled. He flailed
H pudgy arms like an overgrown

whiskered cupid trying his
wings. He pointed excitedly with both
hands.

“See it! To the right, Tim! Over by
that thing that looks like a barn!”

Pilot Tim O’'Gara crushed the stick
to his right knee, trod rudder lightly.
The two-seater Salmson went reeling
around in a hot German sky. O'Gara
scowled overside.

“l see it now.” He waS tall, so tre-
mendously tall that his bony frame
seemed to have been folded several

times to get it in the cockpit. Untan-
gling a gaunt arm, he swabbed castor
film off goggle lenses. “What of it?”
Brady swore into the talk-set con-
necting the pits. He had an exuberant
voice which made him seem in a state
of continual excitement. He wore a

horseshoe-nail ring on his left little
finger.
“It's some bird signaling us! Ain’t

you going down?”

“You fat ape!” O'Gara swore back at
him amiably. “We’'re forty miles deep in
Germany!”

There was level country below, some
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brush, and a big clearing with a great
box of an unpainted wooden building
jutting up on one side.

In the clearing a man jumped about,
gesticulating. And as they approached, he
completed the arrangement of a series of
cloth stripes into those letters of uni-
versal distress and appeal:

S. 0. S

Brady used binoculars. “He's wearing
what's left of a Yank uniform. All tom
and muddy! He's waving for us to come
down. He wants to talk to us.”

“So does the Kaiser.” O'Gara contort-
ed in the front pit, and the Salmson
snapped level as though it had hit some-
thing solid.

“Hey!” Brady vyelled. “Ain't you—"

“You're a swell egg,” O'Gara rum-
bled into the talk-set. “But you ain't got
good sense. So t'hell with you. T’ hell with
that guy, too!”

Brady squinted at the back of O’'Gara’s
head. It was a very long head for its
width. O’Gara’s helmet had a rip across
the top—a rip opened by a Spandau slug
some days past Through the hole a tuft
of his reddish hair projected like an In-
dian war feather.

“That bird may be a Yank escaped
from a Kraut prison camp,” Brady sug-
gested.

“Ever hunt turkey-buzzards?” O'Gara
inquired.

“No. What has that got to do—"

“You picket a turkey-buzzard to a peg
in the ground,” O'Gara interrupted.
“Then you hide in the brush. The buz-
zard on the ground flaps his wings and
the other buzzards in the air get curious
and come down. Then—"

“] see. You think this may be a trick?”

“Uh-huh.”

“An’ you're gonna fly off and leave that

uy?”

“Sure.”

Brady settled down comfortably in
the pit bucket. “All right. Let's fly.”

The Salmson upended, went roaring
down for the man who gestured in the
clearing.

ANK BRADY laughed. He had
known all along that O'Gara in-
tended to land in the clearing. Tim
O'Gara was like that, always declaring
seriously he did not intend to do some-
thing he knew very well he was going to

do. He would look solemnly at a bottle
of red liquor, proclaim the stuff poison,
assert he would never touch another drop
—and drain the bottle.

Tilting out of the dive, the Salmson
went bawling around the clearing. The
brush below was scattering—scrawny.
Germans could hardly conceal themselves
in it.

“They wouldn’t be hid in that bam
with machine guns,” rumbled O'Gara.
“A Heinie wouldn't pull a lousy trick
like that.”

"Says you!” snorted Brady.

“Sure they wouldn't! If we was to
shoot that bam full of holes, it might
ruin it. We wouldn’t want to do that.”

O’'Gara promptly heaved the Salmson
at the building and snugged on the Bow-
den trips. The cowl guns rattled and
streamed lead into the structure. Brady
swung the Scarff-mounted aft pit guns
on the barn. Ripping .30-calibre slugs
searched every inch of the building. Sid-
ing boards splintered off. Shingles were
scooped high in the air.

In the clearing, beside the cloth strips
that spelled “S. O. S.” the man
in the ragged, muddy Yank uniform con-
tinued to wave his arms.

“Well?” Brady demanded. “There was
nobody in the barn.”

O’'Gara wet his lips. He had a jaw so
huge it concealed his neck.

“No kidding,” he complained, “I think
we better go home.”

He skidded the Salmson around, tailed
speed away and prepared to land. Brady
rolled his head on fat shoulders, scru-
tinizing the sky. It was an empty dome
of glaring blue. No Boche ships seemed
about.

The rubber wheel doughnuts hissed
on the clearing grass. They bumped,
bumped again and all the plane began to
rattle. It was not the best place for a
set-down—that clearing.

The ship clattered past the cloth strips.
They were wider than had appeared from
the air, near three feet. Apparently they
were tom from a tarpaulin hayriek cov-
er.

The man in the tattered Yank uni-
form, pursued them. The Salmson jarred
to a stop, prop barely kicking over.

“You stick here!” O'Gara rapped. He
raced a glance about. “There doesn’t seem
to be anybody around but this bird. Bub
you stay in the bus, anyhow!”
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lie stood up, unfolding in the pit
like one of these collapsible arms to
which telephones are attached. He met
Hie man in the disheveled Yank attire
thirty feet from the plane.

The man was bony, broad. A hook nose
gave him a witchlike aspect. His lips
warped a grin made snaggy by big, wide-
ly spaced teeth. When he spoke, he
seemed to blow his words through these
spaces between his teeth.

“l am a Yank flyer, | escaped from a
Boche prison camp. Can you haul me
over the lines?”

O’Gara ran eyes up and down the fel-
low, didn't like his looks. “Name and out-
fit?” he demanded.

“1 got my papers,” the man said. “The
Boche let me keep them!” He pulled pa-
pers out of his ragged clothes, extended
them.

Tall Tim O’Gara folded over to study
than. They seemed genuine.

SHOT—it came from the canvas
A strips pegged to the ground—sent
a sudden cracking sound across the clear-
ing.

O’'Gara slanted a glance at the plane.
Hank Brady, hands flippering feebly, was
toppling backward off the cockpit rim.
Crimson spread on his forehead — it
looked to Tim as if he had been shot
between the eyes!

O'Gara jerked his gaze back to the
canvas strips. A man had been concealed
in a depression under one of them. A man
in the high-necked jacket of the German
Imperial Air Force! He was still sighting
down the barrel of a Mauser pistol that
had a snout like a pencil.

The man who'd been waving jabbed
thin fingers into O’Gara’s eyes. Blinded,
O’Gara bellowed, struck out furiously.
His left fist collapsed the man. O'Gara
piled on top of him, fists whistling and
thudding.

“Hefaner!"
"HUfe! Help!”

O’'Gara heard the man who had shot
Brady pound up. The Boche—there was
no doubt now about the ragged man be-
ing a Boche—tried to get out a gun.
O’Gara got his wrist, bent the weapon out
of his hand, then scooped it up.

The heavy mechanism of Helmer's
Mauser clanked on his head, Stunned,
O’'Gara pawed for the safety on the gun
ha his hand. It was another Mauser. He

squawled his opponent.

ACES

didn't know German weapons very well,
and was having trouble finding the safety
in his dazed condition.

He was hit on the head again, and felt
his face grind into, grass and earth. A
boot stamped the Mauser out of his fin-
gers.

“Don’'t kill him, Helmer!” gasped the
witch of a man.

Another head blow toppled O’'Gara. He
was tumbled on his back. Steel encircled
his wrists and ankles. Handcuffs!

Bonhag and Helmer searched O'Gara,
then arose. The tall Yank flounced about
weakly, then managed to sit up and rub
his eyes with his knees. From the smart-
ing in his orbs he decided that Bonhag
must have had snuff on his fingers. Pain-
brought tears gradually washed the stuff
out of his eyes and he could see.

"Quick!” ordered Bonhag. “Swing the
plane around. | will take off with him at
once. Some one might have heard them
machine-gun the barn.”

Through a cataract of tears, O'Gara
saw Helmer run to the Salmson. The man
was stocky, bloated, pale of skin.

Helmer kicked the body of Hank Brady.
When it only rolled loosely, he ignored it,
sprang into the plane and gave the throt-
tle a goose and the rudder a boot. The
plane skidded around and jounced up.

Bonhag was peeling off his Yank uni-
form, revealing the attire of a Boche
Unteroffizier. He threw the Yank gar-
ments at O’'Gara.

“Those belonged to another fool we
tricked as we did you,” he hissed through
his teeth. “But we had the bad luck to kill
the idiot, trying to capture him.”

'"GARA let that soak in. It explained

the papers Bonhag had jammed un-
der his nose, also. These two had been
trying to capture a Yank flyer alive.
Why? For no savory reason, he was cer-
tain. These two might wear the uni-
forms of the German Imperial Air Force,
but they were not up to the Kaiser's
standard. The run of Boche flyers was
not much different than the Allied fly-
ers they swapped lead with, O’'Gara had
long ago learned.

But this Bonhag and Helmer were
bad. Their apprehension that the ms-
chine-gun shots had been heard showed
they were doing something under-handed.

“What's the idea?” O'Gara demanded.

Bonhag ignored him, threw com-
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mands at Helmer. “Help me put this man
in the plane. | will pilot it. You leave
here at onee. You know the preparations
you are to make—in case things go
wrong. Make them!”

They boosted O’Gara in the Salmson,
tore holes in the doped cockpit fabric
and ran the handcuffs around a fuselage
stringer.

“We were most fortunate to capture
him in time!” Bonhag shouted through
his teeth at Helmer. “Take care no one
sees you. It would not do to have this
fail now, after we have made ready with
such care!”

The Salmson stacks honked loudly. The
two-seater jounced ahead and loosened
its tailskid from the earth. As it took the
air, O'Gara wished that his knowledge
of the German language were more de-
veloped. He understood it only after a
fashion.

He looked back, down. Squat Helmer
was dogtrotting out of the clearing. The
form of Hank Brady lay motionless, gro-
tesquely sprawled. O’'Gara ground a brit-
tle invective past his teeth. He wrenched
at the handcuffs, but they only peeled
his wrists.

The Salmson was clubbing in the gen-
eral direction of Berlin, and grabbing al-
titude steadily. The sun, a shimmering
ball, was preparing to bed itself in the
horizon of France. Height made cold—
and the Salmson labored and grunted
like a hog on ice. Rearing up, O'Gara got
a look at the altimeter. Seventeen thou-
sand! He settled back, surprised. He
hadn't known the old bus would go that
high.'

Dusk gushed darksome shadows over
the face of Germany. White, detached,
stringing cirrus clouds enwrapped them
like torn cotton. The fuel-gauge needle
sank until less than half an hour’s sup-
ply was left. The sun was half a shim-
mering ball now.

Bonhag abruptly cut the ignition and
shot the Salmson down in a leisurely
glide.

HEY landed in a deserted clearing—
T not the <me from which they had
taken off.
Helmer, his pale, fat face a gray blot
in the murk, was there to meet them.
“You did what you were to do?” Bon-
hag asked him.

"Ja,” said Helmer. “All is ready. But
I hope it was an unneeded precaution.”

O'Gara, tall forehead wrinkled, man-
aged to understand their words, but he
was not enlightened much.

They freed his handcuffs from the
fuselage stringer and goaded him out of
the plane with Mauser snouts. Then
they strong-armed the plane about so
that it was ready for a take-off. He was
astounded when they hauled out fuel
tins and gassed the crate.

Bonhag came over, unlocked the cuffs
from his ankles, and ordered, “Walk—
silently!”

O'Gara hesitated. They wanted him
alive—were not anxious to kill him. He
swore at them, but did not move. Bon-
hag promptly knocked him down. They
fought a little. O'Gara, wrists manacled,
was mauled unmercifully until he de-
sisted. Bonhag, seated astride his chest,
clicked a Mauser snout forcibly against
his teeth.

“You will do as | say,” Bonhag or-
dered, “and you will be able to return to
France none the worse for your experi-
ence!”

None the worse! O'Gara thought of
Hang Brady and rage turned his face hot-
ly scarlet.

Helmer made uneasy grunting noises.
“Nein! | fear he will give us trouble! We
should have killed this one instead of
his friend. That is too bad! Maybe we
better slay him now and do the job our-
selves, as we had considered doing should
we be unable to capture an enemy flyer.”

“Impossible!” Bonhag snorted through
his teeth. “WE are none too savory of
record, you and I, Helmer. They would
suspect us. And they would watch and
watch until they caught us. Nein! We
will use this Yankee. He will do it, onee
he understands he is to go free after-
ward.”

He jammed his face into O'Gara’s.
“You are to be freed if you obey mel
Otherwise you die!” He spoke it in
English.

O'Gara blinked. So they did intend to
turn him loose eventually! He decided
to string along with them and see what
was up. He growled, got to his feet.

Bonhag and Helmer flanked him with
ready Mausers. They left the clearing,
shoved through brush, went ahead more
rapidly with a path underfoot.

“Remember well the route we are tak-
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ing!” Bonhag swished past his teeth.
“You will be released to follow it and
return to your plane!”

O’Gara said nothing, but strode ahead,
rage burning him like a fever.

OMEWHERE immediately ahead, a
Mercedes motor whanged into life,
ran a while, and was silenced. Vagrant
night breeze brought conglomerate odors
of a drome—grease, oil, gas, dope, cook-
ing smells. Dishes clattered. Men sang
"Deutschland Vber Attes” to the accom-
paniment of a violin.

"Ach!” grunted Helmer. “Let us hope
we are not too late!”

“Ruhig!” hissed Bonhag. “Quiet!”

The two Germans knew a way of get-
ting into their Jagdstaffel lair without be-
ing challenged by sentries. They crawled
in bushes, kneeled down in a none-too-
clean drainage ditch and haunted the
shadows of ramshackle buildings. O’'Gara,
vastly intrigued now, went with them
readily.

“Remember especially the last of our
route,” Bonhag breathed in O’Gara’s
face. “ It is best you depart the same way.”

O'Gara wrinkled his nose. The fellow’s
breath had a damnable odor.

A few yards further, and Helmer said,
“1 leave you here.”

‘Vo,” Bonhag agreed, and thorned
O’'Gara with a tapering Mauser muzzle.
“One wrong move, my Yankee friend,
and I'll shoot you and say | found you
crawling, a spy, on our drome.”

O’Gara swallowed twice to clear his
throat of crashing rage, then said, “I'm
with you!”

Boche flyers and greaseballs passed
and repassed. Moving when no one was
near, Bonhag reached a long building.
The front was lighted. O'Gara got the
idea it was the Jagdstaffel operations
office.

Bonhag tried a door in the rear. It
leafed inward, noiseless on its hinges.
The room beyond was dark.

“Remove your boots!” commanded
Bonhag. O’'Gara complied, noting that
Bonhag was also getting rid of his clum-
sy footgear.

The Mauser snout pricked O’'Gara into
the room. Voices and light came through
cracks in the partition.

“A noise means your death!”
hag whispered. He sounded uneasy.

Bon-

ACES

O’Gara got his eye to one of the cracks.
Two high-ranking German officers were
in the room beyond. Both were erect,
well-fed, not unpleasant of face. One was
a bit the more bronzed, and evidently
did a little flying. The other had dust on
his uniform, a ring of it caked around his
mouth.

They were talking, and O’Gara began
to give his scant knowledge of German a
workout.

“You have a plane and pilot ready?”
asked the man with the dust dried on his
lips.

"Ja,” said the other Boche. “Every-
thing is in readiness. The motor of the
plane was tested a moment ago. Your
pilot, one of my best men, is eating now.”

The other nodded, doubled to lift a
black bag from between his feet. He de-
posited the bag on a table, unlocked it,
and jerked it open by the handles.

A package wrapped in green paper,
and somewhat larger than a shoe box,
came out—then mi envelope, brown,
heavy, important-looking.

The man looked up. “You are aware
of my mission? The exact nature of it,
that is?”

His companion nodded. “Most certain-
ly! We were informed of it some days
ago. | am surprised that there was not
more secrecy.”

The other shrugged. “It was not nec-
essary. No one but myself and the chief
of the Imperial Intelligence knows the
exact spot in France where | am to
drop this tonight.”

He put a hand on the big, green pack-
age. “We have been transferring this
stuff to Switzerland or Holland, both
neutral countries, thence into France as
though it were the transaction of some
commercial company. But recently the
French have discovered our method.” He
laughed. “Now they are watching trans-
fers of commercial concerns very close-
ly.”
yHe shifted his hand to the envelope.
“These papers are of more importance,
though. Important to the enemy, that
is. They contain the names and pres-
ent addresses of some thirty agents of
the Imperial German Intelligence who
have entered France recently. It is im-
perative that the information reach the
chief of our Intelligence in Paris so that
he can get in touch with them.”

Tim O’'Gara had been drinking it in.
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He could understand enough of the Ger-
man to get the full meaning.

There was a breath of movement be-
side him. It was witchlike Bonhag, reach-
ing for a door in the partition. He held
his Mauser—ready to shoot into the
room!

Thoughts bounced in O'Gara’s head
like dropped marbles. Were Bonhag and
Helmer Allied agents after that stuff in
the other room? The idea was too wild
—impossible.

O’Gara stopped thinking about it and
went into action. He gave Bonhag a
mighty kick in the stern. As Bonhag
squawked and fell down, O'Gara man-
aged to Kkick his temple. Bonhag
squirmed, partly out.

O’Gara hunkered down like a Russian
dancer, and, with hands handcuffed at
his back, found the Mauser. The safety
was off. He fired it twice through the
door.

Doubling, contorting, O’Gara then
sought to step over the cuff chains and
get his hands before him.

E ACCOMPLISHED the feat aft-
H er a couple of stopwatch split sec-
onds that seemed like years. With a sav-
age rip he tore a pocket out of Bonhag's
jacket, and tightened his fingers about
the cuff key. He pocketed the metal sliver
for use in the future. Lights went out in
the other room.

He lowered to hands and knees and
knocked open the partition door. Guns
biased; lead blasted above him. He threw
up a hand and shot once so he would
seem to be standing. Into the room he
scuttled under a bellowing barrage of
shots.

A slug burned his arm. Another tore
up the floor under his fingers with such
violence that he thought for an instant
his hand was shot off.

He poked the Mauser at the leaping
scarlet that marked a stuttering gun and
let go. A man gave a strange, peaceful
sort of a sigh and fell loudly on the floor.

O’Gara jumped clear as the other Boche
shot at the Mauser lightning. A hand
found the table, brushed across it. Grop-
ing fingers came to where the green
package and the big envelope should be.
Nothing was there but varnished table
top.

Exploring more extensively, his fin-
gers encountered a paper. It was a single

sheet, so could not be what he wanted.
His fingers brushed it onto the floor and
he let it go.

O’'Gara forgot himself so far as to
swear loudly. The German in the other
room shot at the cussword, and his bul-
let did something shocking and painful
to O'Gara’s side.

A hand clapped over his side—he could
feel at least one rib shattered—O’'Gara
made for the outer night.

The Jagdstaffel lair was in an uproar.
Excited Teutonic yells leaped across the
tarmac in waves. A siren was hooting
an eerie, nerve-chilling note that rose and
fell.

A searchlight planked white brilliance
against the operations office building as
O’Gara came out. He toppled back inside,
took a rest on the door jamb with the
Mauser. The Mauser had sights like a
rifle. It shot like a rifle. His first slug
doused the searchlight.

But the Boche had seen him. Yelping
gutturals, they converged on the shack,
and to help things along, the German
in the other room came to the partition
door and tried to shoot O'Gara.

As silently as possible, O'Gara un-
locked the handcuffs, then threw the steel
circles across the room. The German was
too canny for that one. O'Gara decided
he would be near the door and plugged
two shots into the partition.

After that he heard the Kraut baek-
paddle across the other room, breath a
painful whistle in his teeth—the man had
been hit.

O'Gara sidled to the door. Germans
had encircled nearer, a sullen cloud which
spattered shots from its edges.

O’Gara gathered his shirt close to his
wounded side and crouched for a lunge
outside. He had a long-shot chance to run
for it now. He wouldn't have a look-in
when they got another searchlight on the
shack. They'd do that soon.

He gritted, “Here goes!” and shot for-
ward. But he dashed out an arm to the
door jamb and held himself inside.

A Spandau gun had opened on the
Boche rushing the shack,

HE machine gun was firing from the

T aft cockpit of an Albatros on the

opposite tarmac edge. Evidently the plane

was the one made ready for the flight in-
to France,

Spandau slugs hissed across the tarmac
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in a hosing stream. They dug up long
clouds of dirt; they ricocheted with pierc-
ing squeaks, they found lodgment in
human forms with jarring impacts that
sounded like light fist blows.

O’'Gara’s thoughts careened from one
possibility to another. Witchlike Bonhag?
Pale pig of a Helmer? Maybe they want-
ed him to get away badly enough to mur-
der their comrades. But he couldn’t see
why.

He decided to waste some time. He
ran back into the other room; picked a
match out of his shirt, and tried to strike
the first one on the pants leg of his
wounded side, but got the head sodden.
He ripped a second aflame on the other
leg, and saw one Boche out of commis-
sion on the floor; no sign of the other
Boche, nor trace of either green package
or heavy brown envelope—somebody had
taken them.

The breeze, as he whirled, spun through
the partition door and crossed the back
room and blew the match out. Into the
night he pitched.

The Spandau gun was still gobbling
its five hundred or so a minute. The
Boche had temporarily given up all ideas
but hunting cover. O'Gara legged it
across the tarmac. A searchlight on the
edge of the field was trying to reach the
shack, but it had never been installed
to light its own drome. The hump of a
hangar interfered.

Nobody shot at O'Gara. Either they
had lost interest in him, or everybody
at the moment was running away from
the shack. Bushes swelled up before him.
He got into them with a long leap, veered
around to make for the Albatros, on the
aft-pit rim of which the Spandau was
rattling its anthem of death.

Another searchlight strung a swelling
rod of calcium glare into the sky. The
beam tilted down by sporadic jumps, like
a dog approaching a coiled snake, until
the Albatros was buried in the white glit-
ter.

The Spandau on the Albatros abruptly
cackled its last. A squat figure popped out
of the pit like an apple seed from between
squeezing fingers.

“Helmer!” O'Gara thought.

Then he took another look. He choked.
His eyes threatened to escape from their
lids. Twice he tried before he could get
words out.

ACES

“Hank Brady!” His yell loud
enough to carry to France.

Hank Brady it was! He had a hand-
kerchief bandage about his head.

Halting, he stood in the searchlight,
waved his arms and pointed. Then he
plunged off in the direction he had indi-
cated. A rattling hail of bullets pursued
him.

was

IM OGAEA rushed to overhaul

Brady. The cupidlike fellow had
taken a direction almost opposite to that
in which their Salmson lay gassed and
ready for a hop.

O'Gara stopped suddenly. Brady wasn’t
sap enough to stand in that searchlight
and point the way he was going so that
the Boche could see! O’'Gara thought of
of his own contrary habit of indicating
exactly the opposite of what he intended.
Brady must have borrowed the trait!

The gaunt, bony flyer veered to meet
Brady—should Brady take exactly the
opposite direction to that he had pointed
out.

He could hear Germans pouring across
the tarmac in a baying pack. Guns still
cracked wildly. An officer was bawling
for the shooting to stop so they could
listen and hear something. Leaves rustled

“Brady!” O’'Gara called.
“Here, you animated skeleton!” came
Hank Brady’s voice.

"You fat ape!” O’'Gara chuckled. “How
come you're still on this old ball of mud ?”

“That Heinie—the one hid under the
canvas S. 0. S. they had fixed up—his
slug only cut my head open a little. Didn’t
even knock me out. | saw it'd be suicide
to tangle in that fight when they grabbed
you. | didn’t have a gun. So | used that
hbrse-shoe-nail ring of mine to gouge
myself between the eyes as if 1I'd been
shot there.” He swore cheerfully. “I bet
the hole | dug leaves a dimple for life.
Anyway, it fooled that pale, pig-faced
Kraut. | been following him all evening.”
They ran through the brush. Leaves
whipped their faces. Brady took the lead.
O’'Gara, a hand clamped to his clipped
side, found motion agonizing business.

“You followed him when he met the
Salmson as it landed the second time?”
O'Gara grunted.

“Sure. | was tramping your heels.
But | didn't have a gun, and they had
theirs right in their slats. | hunted all
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over that woods for a club. It was the
most clubless woods | ever saw.”

O’Gara chuckled. It had a gritting, rus-
ty sound.

“You hit?” Brady demanded.

“Uh-huh, Cracked stave. I'll stand it
all right.”

Brady slowed his pace, but increased it
when O’Gara growled at him. They were
silent, except for O'Gara’s heavy, pain-
ful breathing. They could tell by the yell-
ing of the Germans that the pointing ruse
had been discovered. No doubt Boche
were casting about for the trail.

“Can a Dachshund trail a man?” Brady
demanded anxiously.

“Shut up!” O’Gara laughed. “Run!”

Their breath became labored. Sweat
drenched their faces making a sticky base
for cobwebs, dust and small insects from
the undergrowth. O’'Gara decided they
were near the clearing where the Salrn-
son had been left.

“Heads up!” he warned. “Bonhag and
Helmer may be around here!”

“Nix,” said Brady. “l know all about
them cookies. | know right where they're
at!”

The clearing abruptly took them into
its clean open. They sprinted for the
Salmson. Overhead, the sky was clouding
rapidly, making the night quite dark.

Hank Brady reached the ship first,
draped over the pit rim and turned on
the ignition switch.

“Want me to fly this bus back?” he
demanded?”

O’'Gara laughed raspingly. “Hell, no!
I'll fly it myselfl After coming this far,
I want to get home.”

ANK BRADY gave the prop a
dance. The Salmson chugged,
failed to keep turning over.

“Listen!” Brady called.

O’Gara put his hands back of his ears.
He heard the sound of a plane coming to-
ward them at high speed.

“Our sweethearts!” Brady vyelled.
“Bonhag and Helmer! They're in a Yank
plane they had hid out in another clear-
ing.”

O’Gara clicked his teeth together. “It
must be the crate of that other Yank
they told me they decoyed down and
killed. This is a sweet mess. Why didn't
you jim that ark so it wouldn’'t hop?”

“Horseflies! How was | to know we
might not need the bus ourselves? Con-
tact!”

The Salmson gug-guggled a couple of
times, then began to explode more even-
ly. Brady crawled under a wing-bank and
inserted his pudgy frame in the aft buck-
et.

They sat there, waiting for the Salm-
son to heat. Their eyes screened the sky.
The other plane must be having trouble
finding this clearing in the darkness.

“They out for our hides?” O'Gara de-
manded.

“Are they!” Brady laughed raucously.
“We're the rope around their necks.” He
drove a long glance at the sky. "Hey, guy,
you better see if this thing has wings.
Clouds are gonna be off the moon in a
minute and it'll be plenty light.”

O'Gara sawed the throttle open. The
Salmson revved up without a catch. The
ship stumbled ahead. Tail up, it became
light on the ground. Above, cloud3 split
and let through shafts of moonlight as
bright as nickel-plate. O'Gara picked the
Salmson off, slanted it over a low parapet
of brush.

He kicked a bank, pointed for France.
In the rear pit, Brady began to talk pro-
fanely to himself.

O'Gara turned and stared back. A plane
was sledding down the sky at them. A
Liberty-motored De Havilland. A two-
sc&ter!

“Hey!” he yelled. “1 thought it was a
pursuit job!”

Brady gave the Scarff mount a couple
of tentative jerks. “1 didn’'t say that, did
1? Some bird must have had it up alone
for a joy hop when they tricked him
down with those cloth letters.”

He stood up in the pit, fished with the
crossed wires in his sight ring. The Lew-
is pair spat flame from belled snouts. The
breech mechanism leaked grayish smoke.
Recoil battered the plane.

The diving De Havilland fluttered scar-
let eyes behind the prop. O’'Gara looked
up, saw tracer smoke very near, and
stiff-armed the stick. Down went the
Salmson, then up again in a sharp V of
an angle.

The De Havilland lost them off its
sights. With no time to correct aim, the
ship volleyed over the Salmson. O'Gara
instantly slammed the Salmson under
the tail of the other craft, one of the few
blind spots the D.H. had.
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Brady began yelling in the rear cockpit
again. “Hey—the other guests are arriv-
ing!”

'"GABA had seen them. They looked

like a scattering flight of birds in
the moonlight. Fokkers! Single-seater,
Maltese-crossed D-7's were boiling up
from the Boche drome!

That meant the Germans were a pur-
suit outfit. The Albatros two-seater had
led O'Gara to the belief that the drome
housed observation ships. That was
wrong. The Albatros must have been
brought to the Jagdstaffel lair especially
for the flight into France.

“Loop!” Brady was shouting, “Make
‘'em loop, Tim! Or maybe an Issmeknaan
Will do!”

O'Gara turned hia head. “What the—"

Brady waved at the De Havilland.
“Make 'em turn upside down somehow!”

O’Gara swore, bobbed a nod. He tilted

under the tailskid of the D.H. His
cowl guns rattled a burst. The D.H.
whipped right, left. O'Gara tormented
it with another burst. In the rear pit,
Brady was muscling the Lewis pair over
Ms head.

From the Fokker horde, tracer began
to crawl up and dot the moonlight with
hot, rapidly moving sparks. But they
were not yet within Spandau range.

Overhead, the D.H. banked. O'Gara fol-
lowed it, keeping the shelter of the em-
pennage by masterful maneuvering. The
D.H. dodged wildly. But O Gara, growl-
ing, thinking of the cold-blooded attempt
to murder Hank Brady, stuck to it like
a hungry gadfly.

However, he continually left an out
for the D.H.—gave Bonhag and Helmer
a chance to loop. He did not know why
Brady wanted them to go over, but there
was no time to ask.

Bonhag and Helmer did it at last. Up
and over in a tight loop curled the D.H.
At the crest of the maneuver, the fight
seemed suddenly to leave the pair. They
rolled level, making it an Immelmann,
and slanted down in a steep dive. In full
flight!

“Got 'em!” squawked Brady. “They
don't dare use their guns! That loop
soaked their plane with gas! | cut open
the top of their fuel tank with my pocket
knife this afternoon!”

O'Gara ruddered the Salmson after
the De Havilland. So that was Hank

Brady's ace-in-the-hole! He fished for
the D.H., which was below now. His cowl
vickers hammered seven times apiece,
and the short burst set the D.H. to waltz-
ing wildly from side to side.

Then Bonhag and Helmer careened
madly for the climbing Fokker pack.
O’Gara cannoned after them a few hun-
dred feet, abruptly yanked the Salmson
level, and scowled overside.

“We can lick that Fokker crew,” he
said enigmatically.

“Yeah—in a dream,” Brady snorted.
“Let’'s stiek around and see what hap-
pens.” He threw his eyes skyward. “That
cloud is gonna cover the moon again be-
fore long and we can get away easy.”

The Fokkers climbed. The D.H. went
down to meet them. For a minute the
ships intermingled. A light glowed in the
D.H.—evidently a flash that Bonhag and
Helmer were turning on their faaes and
Boche uniforms.

Then fully half a dozen Fokkers
pounced savagely on the D.H. Spandaus
frittered powder blaze.

The D.H. heaved. Amidships, it
sprouted a smear of flame. The smear
spread, enveloping fuselage and wing
banks. The De Havilland heaved over
and reeled for the topsoil of Germany.

"They got my note,” Brady said.

COUPLE of Spandau slugs donged
A on the Salmson fuselage some-
where. O’'Gara got the ship hoicking for
France before he spoke.

“Note?” he demanded. “What note?”

“The one | left on the table in the
Kraut operations office,” Brady shouted.
“It told all the dirt on Bonhag and Hel-
mer. | wrote it before the excitement
started in the shack.” y

O'Gara remembered the paper he had
pushed from the table to the floor. He re-
membered also that the Boche were
proud of their outfits, would go to fanat-
ical limits to avert disgrace. He swore.
They had given Bonhag and Helmer
drumhead justice.

“You rushed into that operations of-
fice before 1 did?”

“Sure,” laughed Brady. “I turned o*fc
the light. That pig-faced Helmer knew
I went in, too. That's why they tried to
nail us.”

O' Gara pressed an elbow to Ms site.
The wound was filling bis whole frame
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with numb ache. A shower of Spandau
iron clattered on the Salmson.

He ruddered out of the fire, and sa.d,
“Bonhag and Helmer captured me to use
for a goat. They were going to grab that
green package and the envelope and make
it look as if | did it.”

“Sure. Helmer was all set to turn a
searchlight on the shack when he heard
shots. Bonhag was going to shoot the two
Boche and shove you outside. They fig-
ured you’'d make your getaway all right.”

O’'Gara growled, hit the throttle with
the heel of his palm. “And in case things
went wrong, they had the D.H. handy
for a quiet slide-out.” He growled again.
“1 don't see why they took off and tried
to shoot us down!”

Hank Brady juggled the Scarff mount,
and let a short burst escape from the
Lewis guns. Then he said, “This is the
answer!”

He dug an arm into the depths of the
pit, came up with the green-paper pack-
age and the important-looking brown en-
velope which O'Gara had seen in the
shack.

“1 snitched 'em!” explained Brady.
“That's why | turned out the lights.”

He pulled a bit of paper from the green
package, passed it forward.

“Mazuma!” he yelled. “A thousand-
buck bill. It's got plenty of brothers and
sisters in this package. Most of it is
French and English currency, though.
It's jack the Boche were sending to pay
their spies in France. And Bonhag and
Helmer were trying to steal it. They had
such a bad record they knew they had to
have somebody to throw suspicion on, so
they picked us.”

A Fokker D-7 had jockeyed up and
under the Salmson’s tail. Hank Brady
wrenched the Lewis pair on the Scarff
ring and beat the coaming twice with his
clenched fist. O’Gara banked the ship
sharply. Brady’s guns stuttered. The Fok-
ker burst into flame. There were no
others in sight.

“And now,” said Brady, “let’'s really
head for home!”

“Not a bad idea,” answered O'Gara.
“But hang on to that package and the
list of spies. We'll have to turn 'em over
to the brass hats. But—" and he looked
down at the bill that Brady had passed
to him for inspection, “—there’s no rea-
son why we can't keep this for pin
money!”



Only empty air filled the space where five

Spads had flown but a moment before, and
neither crippled craft nor falling flames were

left to tell what had happened. Yet only a single
enemy plane had been in the sky from which they
had strangelydisappeared—and no bullets had coma

from its silent guns!

Flight of Flame

By WALTER ONEAL

HIL ARMSTRONG'S keen eyes
P looked down at a precise forma-

tion of French Spads flying ten
thousand feet below him. Through his
special glasses he could see they were
the latest models, and that they were
equipped for bombing. He made a note
upon the message pad he used for a
log.

As aerial scout for the recently
launched flying Intelligence Corps, Phil
watched with canny eye the coming and
going of all aircraft, but only in case
of an exceptionally large enemy force
did he touch the wireless key to flash
a warning to headquarters.

The French Spads held his attention.
They were going on a special mission.
Whispered words from the French air
forces had told of a plan perfected by

the Seventeenth Squadron that would
give the Boche an unpleasant surprise.
The attack was being launched. Phil
nosed his own trim ship in the same
direction. He would watch the Spads
and see what their game was. The
French had been vaguely mysterious.
It was as much a part of Armstrong’s
duty to learn what the Allies were do-
ing as to gauge the activities of the
enemy.

The Spads swept across No-Man's
land and entered German territory. The
air was free of hostile aircraft. Arm-
strong swept the skies with his observ-
er's glasses. It was not like the Boche
to let a formation of that size cross
without challenge. More than that, the
French secret was not so dark as it
might be. If the Americans knew it—=
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as they did—it was highly probable
that the highly efficient Boche spy. sys-
tem had an inkling of the plan, also.

A frown roughened Armstrong’s fore-
head. Something was wrong with the
picture. Both the French and Ameri-
cans knew that the Germans were plan-
ning some freak stunt, Whisperings
from that side of the lines had told of
tile coming of Hauptmann Hans von
Schlachtberg to the headquarters of the
mighty von Richthofen circus. Before
the war, Hans von Schlachtberg had
been the outstanding industrial chemist
of all Germany. Science was to aid the
German in his drive to sweep the
French and British from the skies. But
thus far, he had made no sorties against
the Americans.

Phil glanced at the Spads again. They
were holding a level course, sweeping
into the enemy hinterland with rare
daring. Any moment might see them
pounced upon by several squadrons of
swift Fokkers, Albatrosses and Pfalz
pursuit ships. A tingle ran down Arm-
strong’s spine. The Boche were no fools.
They were permitting those French to
enter the back area—intentionally.
Something intuitive told Phil he was to
witness one of the war’s greatest sur-
prises since the first gas attack at
Ypres.

Once more he scanned the heavens
with his high-powered glasses. He
caught a glimpse of a single ship scud-
ding toward him. It was a monoplane.
He thumbed his focusing screw and
studied the strange craft more care-
fully. It was a type new to the western
front. The wings were tapered like a
bird’s, but it was their color that held

his attention. They were golden, slashed.

with crimson, giving the impression
that the pilot flew on wings of flame.
Armstrong’s nerves tightened. He
knew that the beginning of a strange,
bizarre drama was before him. He
watched the flame-winged ship spin in
a quick half-circle and take a position
more than a thousand feet above the
French. The Spads gave no sign of hav-
ing seen the newcomer. Phil felt his
muscles tense as he trained his glasses
upon the Boche. He registered on the
pilot's face. It was partly covered with
goggles, but he saw a pointed Vandyke
beard, shot with gray.
Hans von Schlachtberg!

Phil had

5

been familiar with the work of the
famous German chemist.

The scientist was flying slightly
ahead of the French, holding the same
line of flight. He made no attempt to at-
tack. Occasionally his helmeted head
looked over the edge of his cockpit.
Like Armstrong, he was watching the
progress of the French. But why, the
American kept asking himself. Hans
von Schlachtberg was no intelligence
officer or pilot in a scouting formation.

Phil felt his heart pound. Something
was going to happen, something utterly
unsuspected and of unprecedented im-
portance. He must miss nothing. His
glasses were fixed on von Schlacht-
berg’s ship, trying to glimpse anything
that would give hint of the German's
intention. Then his glance shifted down
to the level at which the French Spads
were flying.

They were gone! Only empty air filled
the space where five trim planes had
been flying. They had vanished com-
pletely!

Far below Phil saw several white
streaks whizzing through space like
falling stars. But that was all and the
Spads might have flown off into a
fourth dimension, for all Phil could see
of them.

For a moment the American Intelli-
gence scout stared, his jaw sagging.
The unbelievable was before his eyes.
Awe gripped him, but he shook it off.

He glanced at Hans von Schlacht-
berg’'s flame-winged monoplane. It had
turned, and was flying toward a wooded
section far to the right. Phil turned in
that direction, but the German was
traveling at a rate that would soon out-
distance him. Armstrong Kkicked his
rudder and swung around, then thrust
the throttle forward to the limit and
raced for Intelligence headquarters un-
der full power.

<<r T"ELL it again—just as it hap-
X pened, Armstrong.”

Major Devery, chief of the flying In-
telligence for the sector, took up his
pen to make the notes. His deeply lined
face was drawn, and his gray eyes were
weary. Phil Armstrong had recounted
his experience with the flame-winged
monoplane and Hauptmann Hans von
Schlachtberg twice already. He flushed
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slightly when the major asked for a
third recountal.

“I'm trying to find if there was any-
thing you forgot to tell,” Devery said in
a kindly voice. “It's all so important.”

Phil nodded and again told his story.
Major Devery looked at his notes before
he spoke and shook his head slowly.

"l can’t find a chink through which to
peek,” he finally said, smiling wearily,
when he saw the -puzzled expression on
Armstrong’s face.

“l mean,” be explained, “that von
Sehlachtberg has left us no opening.
The thing is perfect, satanksaiiy per-
fect.”

“It wasn't gas—at least, not any gas
that we know,” Phil said. “There was
no explosion. They didn't burn. I saw
no smoke. First they were there, and
then—nothing.”

He took a deep inhalation from his
cigarette. His mind had been groping
for some key to the mystery. He, him-
self, had specialized in chemistry be-
fore his entrance into the Flying Corps.
He had read some of the ponderous
tomes written by Hans von Sehlacht-
berg on the vagaries of organic chem-
istry.

“We've got to find out what he’s
using,” he told the major, "We should
get hold of some of von Schlaehtberg’'s
works, and they might give us some
hint."

“By then the war’ll be over,” the
major muttered. He paused as the tele-
phone on his desk rang. Phil Armstrong
could see the blood drain from his su-
perior's cheeks as he listened to the
hurried words that came over the wire.
At last he returned the receiver to its
hook and pushed back his chair.

“That call was from the commander
of the British Fourth army. He wants
me to come over. Something has hap-
pened that he can’t understand. I've got
a two-seater here. You pilot me.”

FEW minutes fester, a Salmson

two-seater was roaring through
the sky, sweeping across the American
sector into the territory occupied by
the British Fourth army. Phil Arm-
strong had crossed this terrain many
times Mid was familiar with the land-
marks. He checked off the Fourth Army
headquarters and the combined fields
iof the bombing and observation squad-

ACES-

rons attached to the general’s menage.
Then he looked down on what had been
the field of the pursuit groups. The tar-
macs were bare. The hangars were
gone. All he saw were little groups of

ant-like beings—men, gathering in
small knots.
“Moving?” Phi! shouted to the

major, gesturing to the field below.
“Land there,” Devery shouted.

Armstrong descended, bringing the
Salmson to a stop upon ground that
looked as though it had been swept by
some Cyclopean brush until nothing
remained. As the major elambered from
the rear cockpit, Colonel Bellingham,
chief of the British flying Intelligence
service, hurried to the Sakeson’s side.
The usually red face of the British of-
ficer was the color of wood ashes, and
the heavy lines on either aide of his
firm mouth were so deep they looked
as though they penetrated the skin. His
blue eyes were heavy and lusterless.

Phil Armstrong looked around.
Squares of gray ash showed where the
hangars had stood. On the tarmac were
the outlines of airplanes. All that re-
mained were the partially fused blocks
of their motors and distorted machine
guns.

“What are those white patchesV*
Major Devery asked in an awed voice,
pointing to limelike deposits amid the
gray ashes.

“Men—or rather, they were men,”
Colonel Bellingham grimly replied.

Men! Pilots who were seated in their
cockpits ready to take off when death
had swooped in its weirdest form!
Hangars and barracks had also been
visited by the lethal marauder. There,
tdo, metal alone had survived, and only
the heavier pieces retained a semblance
of their original shape.

“What do the survivors say?" Major
Devery asked.

"There are no survivors!”
Bellingham answered.

Silently they walked from one patch
of ashes to another. The officers and
men from other squadrons eyed them
and muttered among themselves. Fear
gripped them—fear of the unknown.
Before them were the results of a mys-
terious power which they could not
understand. Death had held festival
upon that landing field, and had left
only ashes to tell of his visit.

Colonel
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"Didn’t they see the fire from those
two-seater fields?” Major Devery asked.

“They wouldn’t. There are no flames,”
Phil Armstrong said before Colonel Bel-
lingham had time to answer.

The pale face of the British staff of-
ficer flushed as he turned on the pilot.
“What do you know about this?” he de-
manded.

“The only thing I'm sure about is who
is responsible,” the young man an-
swered. “Hans von Schlachtberg—"

“Rot!” the colonel rumbled. “The
Boche are bluffing. Von Richthofen let
that story leak out, just to—"

“This doesn’'t look like bluff,” Major
Devery pointed to the ash-strewn land-
ing field.

Only a few hours before, it had
pulsed with life. Engines had roared,
and pilots had laughingly called to one
another before scrambling into their
cubbies. Now nothing remained but
gray powder, with here and there that
limelike dust that once had been the
bones of men.

The flush faded from Colonel Belling-
ham’'s face, and his blue eyes were
heavy with unutterable fatigue. “That's
right,” he agreed, “but how could von
Schlachtberg do this?”

“Our Chemical Warfare crowd is

stumped,” Devery answered. “Has yours
had a look at this?”

"Their experts are here, but all they
can do is shake their heads,” Belling-
ham answered hopelessly. “I've cabled
to the war office for—"

He paused as another American Salm-
son dropped down out of the sky and
made a bumpy landing not far away.
A junior Intelligence officer leaped from
the rear pit and rushed to where Major*
Devery was standing. His youthful face
was colorless, his eyes were wide with
fear.

“What's up, Jones?” the major asked.

The young man handed his command-
er a sheet of paper. “That fell on the
Ninety-Fourth’s landing field, about an
hour ago,” he answered.

Devery glanced at the paper. A tide
of blood crossed his cheek and then
subsided. He handed the letter to Col-
onel Bellingham.

“1 say, what cheek!” the Englishman
exploded.

Phil Armstrong glanced at the mes-
sage. His lips tightened as he read:

mg7

“First the French, then the British.
You in a few days.

von Schlachtberg.”

ATAN, riding on wings of flame, had
pronounced the doom of America’s
corps elite. The leading squadron of the
American aerial force had been singled
out for von Sehlachtberg’s next visita-
tion. Phil Armstrong knew many of the
pilots in that far-famed organization.

The young man had seen the ghastly
efficiency of the German’'s methods.
First was the utter dissipation of a full
flight of French Spads while on the
wing. On its heels came the destruction
of a double squadron of British pursuit
planes, including hangars, barracks
and machine shops, with an accom-
panying loss of officers and men.

Phil Armstrong returned to Intelli-
gence headquarters with Major Devery,
there to meet officers whose names were
famous wherever English is spoken. The
menace that hung over Allied arms was
the subject of discussion. The often re-
peated question of how to deal with this
danger had only silence for its answer.

“There must be a way,” a general
rumbled. “Man never invented a weap-
on, without having some other man con-
trive an armor against it. Each acid has
its neutralizing alkali, every poison its
antidote.”

Phil Armstrong bent to whisper to
Major Devery, “May | have a day in
Paris?” he asked.

“At this time, when—"

“I must have it now. |
hunch—"

“Go ahead. We're all helpless, any-
how.”

The General who spoke of acids and
alkalis had given the young man a flash
of inspiration. Only by the discovery of
some neutralizing agent could von
Schlachtberg’s deadly scourge be made
impotent, but first he must find what
the scientist was using. He had seen
enough to give him some faint idea, but
he must turn to the works of Hans von
Schlachtberg himself, to be certain.

Arriving at Le Bourget, he hurried to
the national library and surprised the
whiskered Frenchman in charge of the
scientific department with a request for
the works of Hans von Schlachtberg.
Ponderous tomes were brought out for
his inspection. It would take a week,

have a
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at least, to go through them, and then*
was not time.

Then he recalled that benzol com-
pounds were specialties in which von
Schlachtberg had showed his greatest
skill. He returned to the volume whose
cover was marked with the cabalistic
device known as the benzol ring. At
times, despair elutched him, but he read
on. Night had come and was on the
wane before he found a paragraph that
brightened eyes grown weary by the
complex black letter of the German text.

“Das Phosobenzoid ist der am haelische
Schrecklichkeit das Man in Chemie
kennt," he read. “Phosobenzoid is the
most hellish frightfulness known to
chemistry.”

OURS later, Phil reported to a gray-
faced commanding officer who had
not slept for thirty-six fyours.

“They've got the wind up from the
Channel to the Alps,” Devery told him.
“Down at Chaumont, they're burying
up the wires, trying to find the an-
swer.”

“I've found it,” Armstrong told him.

“You've what?”

“Found the answer to Hans von
Schlachtberg’s stunt,”

“Then there must be some chemist
in Paris the French have overlooked.
They've been—who told you?”

“Herr Professor von Schlachtberg
himself,” Phil answered. “Here it is.”
He handed Devery the chemical equa-
tion he had copied from the Schlacht-
berg treatise on phosphoro-benzol com-
pounds.

“That's Greek to me,”
“What do you need?”

“Plenty of salt, some of that stuff
that turns good brunettes into bad
blondes, and two pilots who are not
afraid of Satan when he comes after
them on a pair of flames.”

“Okay, son. Get your salt and perox-
ide, and I'll round up the pilots.”

Phil Armstrong rushed his prepara-
tions. Herbert Martin and John Scan-
lon, two pilots from his old pursuit for-
mation, reported to him, and the three
called on the headquarters mechanical
staff to assist. Meantime, the Chemical
Warfare Service sent trucks roariag
toward Intelligence Headquarters.

Armstrong then called his two pilots

Devery said.

(Continued on page 90)

Please mention Acb Fiction Grow When answering advertisements *



NO STEEL
SPRINGS

NO HARD
PADS

IN MY Brookstr™ in

* ventlon there are no steel
springs—instead the pad is
held in place by a soft body
bund that is just as comfort*
able a3 a glove. In my design
there is no hard pad. Instead
there is a soft, hollow AIR-
CUSHION, firm enongh to
always hold the rupture just
right, yet soft and flexible
enough” to give perfect com-
fort without gougi If you
look at the illustrations "be-
low you will see what | mean
by gouging.

A pad that
presses inte
the opening
absolutely
prevents

g TN
The opening
cannot  close

up.
WRONG
This s»
ond illus-
tration
shows  hew
the Brooks
Inve ntion
RIGHT holds the

rupture “*e
that the edge* Of the ring are close
together— close enough for Nature
to strengthen and possibly heal.

FREETRIAL

o fcyM

Rupture

Invention

If It Doesn’t Stop Your Rupture

Worries |

SEND t
ISEND wou i Riptre
people have been fooled ao many times

by quack schemes and worthless “cure-
alls” that they don't know what to be-

lieve. There are as many
kinds of rupture trusses as
there are blacksmiths. All
of the makers CLAIM won-
derful and unusual qualities
for their products. But |
say: “Seeing is believing."
If you have a reducible rup-
ture I KNOW what the
Brooks will do for you—BUT
I won't make any claims. |
want you to try for yourself.
I'll send it to you on trial.
You keep it ten days—at ray
risk. Lay aside your old
truss. Then see how the
Brooks Invention gives you
these three big advantages.
Remember these are not
claims. These are the benefits
the Brooks MUST bring you
before you decide to keep it.

H restoration
1. Immediate 2ot
physical  activities. Walk,
run, bend, or stoop without
fear of having the AIR-
CUSHION pad slip and let
your rupture down.

2. a supportrbrrer;

light in weight and incon-
spicuous, that you soon for-
get that you are wearing any
support at all.

H.C. BROOKS, Mgr.
367-P State Street
MARSHALL, MICHIGAN

Inventiog

rupture

FLEXIBLE
AIH-CUSHION

This is the patented,
flexible Brooks AIR-
CUSHION.

forms the pad which
comes in contact with
the body,and the light
weight “disc (B) which
holds the 'pad. (C
shows the shape o
the soft rubber pad
before it is pressed
against the body. The
dotted line (D) 'shows
how the pad flattens
out under pressure
expelling ‘the air
through the orifice (E)

as it adjusts to con-
form to different body

CONFIDENTIAL
jH. C Brooks, Mbc., 187-P 8tats SC.

Take the Loss!

9 It Mliet heid your rupture in m-
** 11 musi actly the right position
to give Nature the greatest chance te
heal—to strengthen the muscles ani
dose tbe opening. If the broken ends

of a bone are not held to-
gether the bone will never
knit. The same with rapture.
If the rupture is not held
properly Nature hasn't get ft
chance.

REMEMBERA™"”

cure. | don't make any
claims. You don't take nrky
word for a thing. You see
for yourself and then decide.
Send your name quick for my
Book and for my Trial order
blank. All information Is
free. There is no charge now
or at any other time for all
the facts and the froe trial
plan of this world famous
Rupture Invention that has
come to thousands of people
almost like the answer to a
prayer. Surely you owe R te
yourself to investigate* for
you hare everything to gain
and nothing to lose. Send the
coupon new and you will
soon know what it is like to
be Free of Rupture Worries.

COUPON 1
feldltw J

| Dear Sir: Please send me your Book on tbe Proper!

f the Famous Brooks.

or |

bligation for this Information and that my Inquiry wtllf
e treated in confidence and all material mailed in” plain!

upport_of Rupture and also your offer of & 10-day Trialv
0 I understand there is no ‘oost

1 envelope.
I Name

uCity State i 2
| State whether for O Man O Woman or O Child J
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50 NOW ...10 MONTHS TO PAY
NUINE -DIAMONDS - . -SWT ON APPROVAL

LADIES EXQUISITE 3 DIAMOND RING

No. 42 New 1938 ultra, smart ladies ring.
3 perfectly matched, sparklmg diamonds. S K*01
WR,ST It has artlstlcally engraved, solid 01A
WATCH ~vwhite or yellow™ gol mountmg -~r  MONOCS
tio. 41, * No. 92
Beautiful ‘J 24 3di am)nd

white or yellow .
engagement ring

and 5-diamond
Wedding ring. Per-
fectly matched.
BOTH FOR
52095.

finish Dust proof,
thoek proof, fjeweled
movement. Hollywood

brawler to match FLI"y

guaranteed.

5)4.75

IOW TO ORDER
Send 50c with order. Pay
balance in 10 monthly payments.
State age and occupation. 'No extra
charge or red tape. Order filled promptly.

ORDER TODAY
ATLAS CREDIT JEWELERS Dept. 305, M V. C.

F|'rS FREE Booklet

If you hare Epilepsy, Fits, Falling

Slckness or Convulsmn‘—wrlte me today without fail about my fav-

orlte prescrlptlon Highly recommended—for man
SIMPSON™ CO., 1066 W- 44th,

225 FIFTH AVE.,

yeal
Ieveland. Ohio

Lng neceeaities: Shirts, Ties, Underwear, Hosiery,
Presses, Smocks, Raincoats, Summer Suits, Pants,
Breeches, Belts Shoes, Coveralls, Shop Coats, Uni-
forms, Playsuits, etc. Every Item guaranteed- Ex-
perience unnecessary. Write quick for FREE SALES
EQUIPMENT

NIMROD CO., Dept. 2X5

4022-28 Lincoln Ave. Chicago, IIl

LAST CALIT~"

HIGH GRADE GERMAN
25 Cal. 10 Shot Auto.

Shoots ai fact as you can pull the trlg
Protect your home ‘with one of these 5
guns at our close out price only $8.95. A few
genuine Haenel 25 auto 7 ahot $12.75.

Holster 600, Box of Cartridges 65c.
rite for eataloff of Riftta, Guna, Colts, S 4 " -'
Binocular#, etc. #1 Dap05|t requlred on C-0.D*

HUDSON SPORTING GOODS CO., 50 Warren St. New York

NTS® 50

Big cash profits! Full or spare time. Ovl
250 household necessltlesfthlnEqN peo'gle
|IS[ buy Proven fast sel
500 CASH ?ONUS BESIDES
YOUR WEEKLY EARNINGS I'Tl show you how
to start earning very first da send you every-
thing—Big Display ulflt an FI%
Detai EE

—no money Just mail
MILLS, S139 Monmouth Ave.,

Cincinnati, Ohio

Made to order by FIT-RITE Improved meth-
od BY MAIL, an over world. Finest Quality.

Sehb gAAOT,\I‘SE;IIEB[?CﬁN GUA‘SANTEE VOUd W(I:LL ISC

NVONEY . We take your word. Catalo
#0 and impression materigl FREE. Write NOWg!
UNITED STATE TAL COMPANY
Com. 592 venue Chic.fo, IK.
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(Continued from page 88)

to him, and together they outlined plans
for battle.

“Remember—don’t get below him, for
any reason,” was Phil's final warning.

They took off with a roar, and gunned
for the 94th’s landing field. There they
found pilots staring into the skies. They
were not afraid of the massed squad-
rons of the Flying Circus, but the tales
of the mysterious destruction of French

and British formations had reached
their ears, bringing anxiety.
“We're ready for him,” Armstrong

told the commander of the squadron,
“and every 0. P. on the Front is star-
gazing for his first appearance. Besides
that, Major Devery has our crowd up
on the twentieth floor, combing the ceil-
ing for him.”

The day dragged through, but no sign
was seen of a racing monoplane whose
wings were aflame. Phil Armstrong got
his first night's sleep in days, but dawn
saw him take to the skies with Herbert
Martin and John Scanlon. All three
planes were equipped with radio. Ear-
phones were clamped in place beneath
their helmets. They patrolled the sector
between the 94th’s airdrome and the
Front.

The sun was plunging toward the
west when a buzz in Armstrong’s ear-
phones made him stiffen in his cock-
pit. Scouts at the Front had sighted
von Schachtberg’s monoplane. The mes-
sage came:

"Headed for
thousand level.”

Armstrong flashed a signal to his
aids, and they darted to right and left,
gunning their Spads to top speed.
Spread out, they formed a cordon
through which the German could not
penetrate. Phil wirelessed a warning to
the 94th, and through his field glasses
saw the squadron take to the air. He
cursed. Instead of beating an orderly
retreat, the 94th was advancing.

Armstrong gunned his own Spad to
greater speed. A signal came from Scan-
lon, off to the left. The pilot had sighted
the flame-winged monoplane. Phil raised
his glasses, and saw Hans von Schlacht-
berg racing toward them. Even while he
watched, Armstrong saw Scanlon throw
his tail into the air and dive, with
throttle wide open. The Brownings on

(Continued on page 92)
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Do You Want fl Baby?

HUNDREDS upon hundreds of women
from Coast to Coast, formerly childless
for yeara from functional sterility, and
even often told they could never have
children, ARE NOW PROUD AND
HAPPY MOTHERS from knowledge
and use of a simple home method—de-
tails of which | send FREE on request.
Parents are admittedly far happier,
healthier, more contented, more pros-
perousand actually live longerasaclass
than childless couples | A baby gives
the real home spirit and ties a husband
and wife in truest enduring love and
mutual interests. The majority of dis-
contented, unhappy marriages are
those of childless couple®. Cojrr. 1936

GetThis Knowledge FREE

Daring ay 86 years of praefefce_in functional conditions of women _1 do-

which ladescribed in my illustrated treatise
I It dbesues many subjects relating to the
female organa and tefls how you too may combat your troubles as thou-
sandsofomere hsvewbe reported arrival of babies after being ohOdtew
cutaSwell eatisfaetery rehef from the various female
i to correctf«B by this home method. M t H. WILL
7th * Felix Ste- Suite 202-E ST. MSEPH, MISSOURI

M E N

Get free booklet about Zo-ak Tablets—the formula of well-
known New York physieian created especially for men.
Zo-ak contains quick-acting vegetable stimulants plus
essential vitamin concentrates in adequate amounts to
build up health and strength. Ask for Zo-ak (blue box)
at any good druggist, and write for free booklet by regis-
tered Eplyakian. Boat in sealed envelope bi Z0O-AK
COMPANY, 64 West 45 St., Dept. A, New Yor

ND YOUR IDEAL MATE

SELECT MEMBERSHIP FROM COAST TO COAST

Let me bring you LOVE—ROMANCE and a HAPPY MARRIAGE.
Many fine, aincere, wealthy members seeking mates. Meet someone
near you through my SPECIAL STATE LISTS, Free, sealed, con-
fidential information. SATISFACTION GUARANTEED) or money
refunded.

GET TO GETHER OLUB. 2194-B-Bathgate Ave., New York, N. Y.

Mutual Acquaintance

Confidential introductions by letter from a select, dignified club;
many wealthy. Meet worthwhile Lonely Ladies and Gentlemen.
Write for free sealed information. E. DE YOUNG CLUB, Box 327,
San Dleoo, Calif. Bex 205, Rutherford. N. J

MEN & WOMEN

Itoeiug your pep? Tried most remedies and still dis-
couraged?” Enjoy life again. Try this wonderful gland
tonic, "Stonito”. For & limited time only you can get a 2
months supply of this remarkable vitality builder for only
$3.00. Send at once to “Stomte”, Bex 60, Ridgewood P.O.
Brooklyn, N. Y.

GET ACQUAINTED CLUB

Confidential introductions by letter. Members in ©very State geeking
codpenial mates. Many wealthy. If lonely, write

R. E. SIMPSON. BOX 1251, DENVER, COLO,

Meet just the sweetheart or

LONESOME’) mate you desire. A friendship
" letter ‘society for Ionolg ladies

and gentlemen. Refined members everywhere. Efficient,

dignified and long conscientious service. Select Golden Bow

Clvb, Box 104, ovingtgn, Kentucky.
p 1 1 Join the world’s great-

nH |

est social extension
bureau: Happiness awaits you, correspondents everywhere
seeking congenial mates. Many wealthy. 37 years of de-
pendable dignified confidential service. Let us arrange a
romantic correspondence for you. Quick results guaranteed.
Photos description*, introductions Free. Send no money.
STANDARD CLUB, BOX C BRAYS LAKE, ILLINOIS

World’s Greatest Collection of
Strange & Secret Photographs

OW you can travel round the world with the mo*t daring ad-
N venturers. You can see with your own agree, the wefrfIMt

people* on earth. You witness the strangest customs of the red,
white, brown, black and yellow races. You attend their startling rite*,
their mysterious practises. They are all assembled for you in tfMM
fin greet volumes of the SOCKET MUSEUM OF MANKIND

600 LARGE PAGES

Here is the World's Greatest Collection of Strange and Secret
Photographs. Here are Exotic notoe from Burope. Harem Photos
from Africa, Torture Photos, Female Photos, Marriage Photos from
Asia, Oceania, and America, and hundreds of others. There are almost
GUO LAME PAGES OP PHOTOGRAPHS, each page 62 square taohee

i 1000 REVEALING PHOTOS

You see actual lov# and coartahip
Cofttat* M 5-YetoM MP

eracticed Inevery Quarter of the world-
ou see magic and mystery in queer
lands where the foot of a white man
has rarely trod. You see Oriental The i
modes of "love snd female slavery In
China, Jaaan, India, etc. Through
the |nt|naacY of the camera_you wit-
ness the boldest customs of "life and

VOLUME a

The Beeret Album of Europe
VOLUME 9

The Secret Album of All*

VOLUME A
The Secret Album of AmerTen

describe them.

5 PICTURE-PACKED VOLUMES

MA‘RTIEINDSECRET NflLflSEUM OF
A consists of five picture-
Specimen Photos e T R
Dress & Undrees Round the

- World and as you turn its < _
you fin It difficult To i .
Here, In story at

. Aoto. is_the V'O

Various Secret Societies
Civilized Love vs. Savage
Slran?le Crimes, Criminals

Flagellation and Slavery GREATEST COLLECTIT
Oriental Modes of Love STRANGE D SECRET *
Omens, Totems & Tabeos GRAPHS, containing  ew< _
Mysterious Customs from Female Beauty Round the
Female Slave Hunters World to the #ost Mysterious
Exotic Hites and Cults u

Its and Love Customs, These
n

u g
ages will give you day© stag
nights of thrilling “Instruction.

SEND NO MONEY

this 5'Volume Set formerly sold for 810. And It Is boumd in ex-
pensive ’‘life-time” cloth. Don't put tei» °JLIT
drop it in the next mail, and receive this unge work at onee.

bhB

METRO PUBLICATIONS Hi
70 5th AvE., Dept. 9005, New York. H
1 Send me ‘‘The Secret Museum of Mankind” (5 great volumes H
bound together). | will pay post n $1.98, plus postage cm ™
arfrlval. IT uot delighted, 1 will return book In 5 days for full M

]

- und of 81.98. (No foreign orders accepted at this tow prioet)

| Name ]
m Address
"g City tate .
I | | CHECK KERB If you are enclosing *1.96, thud ==Ting =
| 1 mailing costs. Same Money-Back Guarantee. n
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IOW ESIp Jeopiss
PRICE

POST TIRE * RUBBER CO ,O0 ut 1103 I
4B l-a Cott»K» Crow Aye,CHICAGO, ItL 1

EPILEPSY — EPILEPTICS!

Detroit lady finds relief for husband after specialists
home and abroad failed. All letters answered.

MRS. GEO. DEMPSTER
5900 Lafayette BM. west Detroit, Mleh.

ALL DDER

IRRITATIONS and DISTRESS
Neglected early Se/mé)toms may lead to aerlous trouble
later. Write for FREE BOOKLET. Gives experiences of
grateful users and facte about 30-year-old easy-to-take

Apt. O

Box MOS, P—k W, Kansas City, Me.

WE BUY! 6000 PRICES YEAR ?OUND‘ Other

- 1* markets waiting for all you can ship.

Get reagy now for next spawn. Breeder lays 20,000 eggs yearly.
Mtk - Jstarts o ee--boek shows sketch. Send no money.
American Frog Canning Co., Dept. 1SS-E, New Orleans, La.

SHUNNED AT SCHOOL
BECAUSE OF PIMPLES?

Take steps to free your blood of
skin-defiling poisons

Stop being the victim of ugly hickiea. Don’t be
shunned and laughed at. Get right to the root of
the trouble. It may be poisons in your blood.

Between the ages of 18 and 25, important glands
are developing. These gland changes often upset your
system. At the same time, waste poisons from the
intestinal tract may collect in the blood stream . . .
bubble out on your skin in disfiguring pimples.

You want to rid your blood of these skin-irritating
Eoisons. Thousands have succeeded—just by eating
leiachmann’s Yeast, 3 cakes a day. The millions
of tiny, living plants in each cake help you keep these
poisons out of your blood, give you clearer, smoother
skin. Many get splendid results in 80 days or less
Don’t waste time and run the risk of permanently
damaged skin. Starteating Fleischmann’s Yeast today!

(Continued from page 90)

his cowl were flashing as he hurled a
steady stream of lead at the German.
But as the American dived, von
Schlachtberg came back with his stick.
The monoplane zoomed with breath-
taking speed, and before Armstrong
could realize it, the German was above
Scanlon.

A tiny object fell from the mono-
plane. Armstrong was nearing the Ger-
man at a speed that whisked away the
miles between them. He leveled his
glasses on Scanlon’s Spad. Suddenly it
disappeared. Something white-hot shot
toward the earth, flashing like a meteor.
It was the engine block. Phil's cheeks
paled.

He glanced to the right. Herb Mar-
tin was saucing his Spad, cutting in at
an angle to intercept the German. Then
Armstrong looked below. The 94th was
roaring up from a lower level. Von
Schlachtberg would be able to destroy
this squadron of aces unless he was
stopped within the next few minutes.

IL signaled to Martin and pointed

to the empty void where Scanlon
had been, but the pilot did not under-
stand. Armstrong bent over his ma-
chine gun, which was loaded with ex-
plosive bullets. In using them, he was
violating the rules of war, but any vio-
lation was justified in combat with
Hans von Schlachtberg.

After a blast to test his guns’ effi-
ciency, Armstrong shoved down his
nose. He would not be trapped like
Scanlon. At the first sign of a zoom
by the monoplane, he would haul back.
His guns began to sputter, and he fol-
lowed the smoking explosives as they
raced through the air. He was firing
at long range, but had attracted von
Schlachtberg’s attention.

Armstrong tossed his tail still high-
er, his guns going at top speed. The
German nosed up to meet the charge.
Seconds would see them change places
and then the unseen death would fall
from the red monoplane. The American
whirled up into a loop. As he turned in
a circle so sharp that he felt himself
pressed deep into his cockpit, he twist-
ed and looked down. Herb Martin had
shot beneath the monoplane and had
not had time to pull up. In another mo-

(Continued on page 94)
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/5vee TO MOTORISTS
OIL EATING CARS

Give your car a chanoe to be a joy and pleasure again! Know the
thrill of stepping on_ the gas without the fear of how much It la
going to cost Give Ovrhaul an opportunity to put your motor back

on the payingi aide. A single application through the spark plug
openings will Tast up to 10,000 miles and costa leas than spark plugs.

PROOF1 FROM USERS.!

Nearly a half million motorists and servioe station attendants have
used Ovrhaul in place of new rings and rebore. In our files we have
thousands of unsolicited letters. We reprint hero only a few—the
originals of which are open to inspection in our offices.

"Nearly doubled gas mileage.” ‘Raised  compression—cut _ off
colo. consumption.” F. C.. Mich

o C. A. X
Checked oil pumping. ““‘Used 68 gallons of gas on
. . J. W. McQ., Pa, 1250 mile trip (about 18 miles
Have been using Ovrhaul for to a gallon) B R USING
the past nine thousand miles OVRHAUL. Made same tri
a."dd(Jnd it to do everything you AFTER and used only 48 gaF—
ald. M. H., 'New York lons {which is 28 miles to the
Ovrhaul that t installed has gallon).” P. D. C Ind.
cone wonders to the cars and “‘Increased Gas Mileage 50¢b "

npeepte praise your prod- N "Va.
o . Pa B -

"Stopped smoking after ten chollnde war ran I|L§e Ga n-evwfirg-a
“ H., ' “300 miles on one quart of oil

—formerly only 75 miles.
H. N.

L.J. W, 5. D L.t Ohio

Get Your FREE
SAMPLE NOW!

Your motor takes more punishment
during ~hot weather than at any other
time. "Use the coupon or send your name
and address on a enn¥ postcard and
mail for free sample of this amazin
mineral—and full details of a real
money-making opportunity.

MAIL COUPON TODAY (paste on Postcard and Maili

Ovrhaul Co., H-922,

Los Angeles, Calif.
I Without cost or obligation rush me at onoe a FREE SAMPLE =
m and your big money-making plan. L

\B. L. Mellinger, Pres, T

Narme

MINER'S AMAZING MINERAL DIS-
COVERY SAVES UP TO 95% OF NEW
RING AND REBORE COSTS— IF YOUR
MOTOR WASTES OIL AND GAS . ..
IF IT HAS LOST THAT "NEW CAR"
POWER, SPEED AND QUIET ... SEND
THE COUPON BELOW— NOW-— FOR
FREE SAMPLE. BIG OPPORTUN-
ITY FOR SALESMEN!

SAVES UP TO 50% ON OIL
INCREASES GAS MILEAGE UP TO 45%*

_Here ia a simple, inexpensive, time-saving method of cfa#* faR
oil and gas_waste caused by worn rings and cVttadan. OvrhaAt, the
amazing mineral product, actuaIIK performs the important benefits
of expensive rings and rebore at hut a fraction, of the cost—in only
a few minutes’ time and without any special tool* or equipment.

Ovrhaul, the original patented mineral motor reaondfUooqr fens
revolutionized the cost of motor upkeep for thousands of t&atafigft.
=Sensational records of oil and gas saving* have been rvportvS by
Independent Laboratory and road teita, great State Univsrstttee,
Automotive engineers and editors of well-known meotuaxioal putm-
cattoos. Ovrhaul has oonvinced the most skeptical—Giro It a trial
and It will convince you.

TAKES ONLY 30 MINUTES

Before you spend up to $150.00 for now ring* and rebore—send fa
a free sample of this amazing mineral and find out why nearly A
half million” motorists decided to "ovrhaul" their motor. Let us «b«v
you why, when rings and cylinders are worn, this phenomenal product
will increase the compression— quiet the noise*—give your car added
power and speed—reduce the gaa and oil waste—and pay for itieif
many times over in what it saves.

BIG MONEY MAKING TERRITORIES OPEN!

15,006,000 cars need Ovrhaul, This enormous m*rket of meat mi
women with money to spend is proving a_bonanza for Distributors
and Salesmen. Desirable and big profit territory on an exclusive basis
still open’ If you would like to get in the BIG MONBY, let to tell
you about our plan and show you the plain dollar and cent faoU
about what others are doing, Ovrhaul is fully covered by paieato far
your protection and legal action is taken” against ail infringer*.

1 FROM SALESMEN
rrO O T m AND DISTRIBUTORS!

Wide awake men toll us Ovrhaul i« the fastest sellinﬁ_ and bi%gest
repeating item they have seen in years. They axe cashi n BIG.
Below are only a’ few—others have made more—some
show the OJ)portunlt 8 A" s
"1 "have sold 1204 Ovrhauls, making a total gross profit of
$2,716.40. My best month, $834.60. | find 99 8/10% are
more than satisfied.”+ B., Wisconsin; "My profits have been as
high as $78.80 in a single day."—R., Fta.u “Send »/2 Grets.
Last six "dozen lasted.3 days/'—E. .AH Marylandj "By”
end of 60 days | will be selling 500 OvrhaulL .
T K Oklahoma; "1 have sold as many at 60 Ovrhaul* in
one day."— M. H. P-,

less— these

Conn.

Testing Laboratory Report

Below is reprinted a
copy of the certified labo-
ratory report of the In-
dustrial Testing Labora-
tory, .

We hereby eertify
that we have tested OVR-
HAUL UNI>ER WORKING
CONDITIONS—1928 Pon-
tiac driven 72,000 miles.
TOTAL GAIN in compres-
sion S2 Ibs. (nearly nor-
mal according to ‘manu-
specifications

oes NO
scratch, abrade or other-
wise Injure the motor.
The "IJ_IC -up” speed, and
hill climbing performance
were increased ENOR
MOUSLY. Car runs prac-
tically as well as when

There is no guesswork
about Ovrhaul, Proved
harmless to finest mo-
tors. Contains no mtea,

giaphite or harmful abra- vy Con Sell It Wt Conffltaktl |

Please mention Acs Fiction Group when answering advertisementa



94. SKY ACES

Carved, shockproof rolled gold-plate watch with the color

and charm of natural solid yellow gold. ACCURACY

guaranteed by MILLION DOLLAR FACTORY Looks like
$35. YOU will like this Gladiator
ring. and its_double head set in
lifetime sterling 925/1000 pure—
decorated in gold. Why pay $20?
—it is yours for only $6, and
watch is” then included FREEI

NO CHARGE FOR CREDIT!

No red tape. We'll ship at once.

Make 2 monthly $3 payments and
the watch is yours ! Simply enclose 10 cents for packmg
etc. Shipment immediately—by RETURN MAIL

GOLD STANDARD WATCH CO.

Dept. C-175 Newton, Mats.
Mg\ ot SERBNOMONET
REE

* IMPRESSION

MR. <14., MATERIAL

WORK FOR THE

GOVERNMENT
START

$1260 to $2100 YEAR
MEN—WVOMEN o

Experience usually un- Fragglért] I%Me
necessary. I ROCHESTER, N.Y.

Common Education /

Usually Sufficient / _Gentlemen: Rush to me,
- FREE_ of charge, list of
v U, S. Government big pay
-V jobs. Send FREE 32-page book

escribing salaries, vacations,
hours, work. Tell me what to do
to quallfy for one of these jobs.

*r2,7bo appoint-
ments last gov't
Vear. -0

Mail Coupon
Today—
SURE /

(Continued from page 92)

ment, another speck would drop and
Martin would be destroyed.

Armstrong jerked the wire holding
a small container of salt water and
peroxide. A silvery spray filled the air,
tumbling down to where von Schlacht-
berg was circling. The German had re-
leased his own missile into the clouds.

Tense seconds seemed ages long.
Then Martin's Spad shot upward, its
Brownings clattering, A surge of ela-
tion went through Phil Armstrong. The
German had unknowingly connived in
his own destruction. His scientific book
had shown the weakness in his armor,
and his fate was foreshadowed.

Phil circled and clapped his glasses
to his eyes. He could see von Schlacht-
berg staring over the edge of his cock-
pit, his mouth agape. His precious pho-
sobenzoid had failed him. That white
spray from Armstrong’s container had
neutralized what the German chemist
had characterized as the most hellish
chemical known to man. He was facing
not one, but almost a score of Ameri-
can ships. Two, it was apparent, were
equipped to meet him on his own terms,
The 94th squadron was roaring up to
meet him. Reason told the German these
ships were not chemically equipped. He
put down his nose and dived at them.

The elation which had surged
through Phil Armstrong melted as he
saw the German’'s plan. He must be
brought down before he could destroy
the American squadron.

Von Schlachtberg had seen his own
fate, but he was not without valor. He
would die inflicting the greatest possi-
ble punishment upon the Americans. He
hurled his flame-winged monoplane at
thfi head of the 94th formation. Its
leader was advancing to meet von
Schlachtberg at the highest speed his
Spad could develop. The German would
soon be in the midst of that gallant
squadron, and Death again would have
a festival.

Armstrong hurled himself at the
monoplane. He crouched over his guns,
ready to unleash them as soon as he
was in range. He saw Martin throwing
drag after drag at the German. The 94th
pilots had tripped their weapons, and
the air was gray with tracer, but Hans
\bn Schlachtberg did not falter..He had
determined to carry the squadron down
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with him when he fell. Phil saw him
turn to his bomb release.

Armstrong quickly judged the dis-
tance between the German and the 94th.
His Spad would be unable to get be-
tween von Schlachtberg and the Ameri-
cans. He made a swift decision. He
tossed the tail of his Spad into the air
and dropped like a meteor. His accele-
rated speed shot him toward earth at
inestimable speed. Then he hauled back
into a zoom. It gave von Schlachtberg
the chance he wanted. The German was
leaning over his edge, ready to drop
his deadly egg.

Phil unleashed his guns. The explo-
sive bullets were darting forward,
straight for the monoplane. Instead of
holding on the cockpit, Armstrong
aimed at the little cluster of Phosoben-
zoid bombs beneath the pilot’s seat. His
shots were cutting the air just below
them. He dropped his tail slightly.

The flame-colored wings of the mono-
plane seemed to melt in air. The body
disappeared like a picture upon the
screen when the projecting light is
switched off. A moment before, Hans
von Schlachtberg, internationally fa-
mous chemist, was menacing a squadron
of American aces. Now he had ceased
to exist!

A white-hot meteor plunged toward
the earth—and that was all. It was the
engine block, all that remained of the
German ship. Not only had Phil Arm-
strong found a neutralizer for the pho-
sobenzoid compound, but battle had ex-
posed its greatest weakness. The man
who took it aloft was helpless when a
bullet ruptured the container holding
his hellish compound.

An hour later, Phil Armstrong was
on the tarmac, a general shaking one
hand, while Major Devery grasped the
other.

“Who gave you the idea, son?”

Phil flashed. “You did, sir, when you
said that every acid has its alkali. Pho-
sobenzoid burns with a colorless flame.
That is why we saw nothing. It de-
stroys before you can see what happens.
But a mixture of common salt and
peroxide renders phosobenzoid harm-
less. Von Schlachtberg knew that him-
self, and was fool enough to put it in
his book.”

“But none of us were wise enough to
read it except you,” said the general.
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NOTHING ELSE LIKE STAZi
TO KEEP FALSE TEETH FIRM
HOLDS HOURS LONGER

fitaze isnot a pevrder! H holds teeth
firm up to 48 hours! Just squeeze a
little of this new deatal discovery as
your plate—and enjoy new nil-day
comfort even with loosest lowers.
Nothing rise like U on the market.
More economical than pow-
ders. Reemnraendad by dentists. Get
a tube of Staze from your druggist today. Made by the
makers of Stera-Kleen. Money bade if net delighted.

Mail Coupon for FREE
SAMPLE TODAY
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The PhillipB_& Benjamin Co., Dept. S-2
Watcrbury, Conn.

Please send me free sample tube of Staze.
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T treatment Can be given secretly in food or drink to
I anyone whodnnl« or craves Whiskey, B «r, Gin, Wing

BE A DETECTIVE
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Earn Big money. Work home or travel.
Fascinating work. Experience unnecessary.
DETECTIVE Particulars FREE, Write to

GEO.T. N. WAGNER, 2640 Broadway, N.Y.

E P I L E PSY sufferers! Don't delay! Writ©

at once for FREE literatoir©
on “Black and White™* treatment. Results guaranteed.
ANLI CO., ACF58, 220West 42St., New York Clty,N.Y.

Fine for Kidney and
Bladder Weakness

STOP GETTING UP NIGHTS

Keep your kidneys free from waste matter,
Episons and acid, and put healthy activity into
idneys and bladder and you'll live a healthier,
happier and longer life.

One most efficient and harmless way to do
this is to get from your druggist a 35-cant box
of Gold Medal Haarlem Oil Capsules and take
them as directed—the swift reealta will sur-
prise you. . .

Besides getting up nights, some symptoms of
kidney trouble are backache, moist™ palms, leg
cramps, and puffy eyes. If you want real results,
be sure to get” GOLD MEDAL—the original
and genuine—a grand kidney stimulant and
diuretic—right from Haarlem “in Holland. Give
your kidneys a good cleaning once in a while.

Please mention Ace Fiction Group when answering advertisements



HOW DO YOU LOOK IN YOUR

NEW

IRON1IZED YEAST ADDS POUNDS

- gives thousands normally good-looking flesh

ARE you aahamed to be seen in a bathing suit,
A because you're too skinny and scrawny-
looking? Then here’'s wonderful news! Thou-
sands of the skinniest, most rundown men and
women have gained 10 to 25 pounds of firm
flesh, naturally clear skin and glorious new pep,
with this new scientific formula, Ironized Yeast.

W hy it builds up so quick
Scientists have discovered that many are thin
and rundown only because they don't get enough
Vitamin B and iron in their daily food. Without
these vital elements you may lack appetite and
not get the most body-building good out of your
food. Now you get these exact missing elements
in these new lronized Yeast tablets.

They're made from one of the richest sources
of hea th-buildin%Vitamin B—the special yeast
used in making English ale. By a new, costl
process this rich imported yeast is concentrated,
taking 7 pounds of yeast to make just one pound
of concentrate—thus making it many times more
powerful in Vitamin B strength than ordinary
yeast. Then 3 kinds of strength-building iron
(organic, inorganic and hemoglobin iron) and
pasteurized English ale yeast are added. Finally
every batch of this Ironized Yeast is tested and
retested bioIogicaIIP/ for_its Vitamin B strength.
This insures its full weight-building power.

No wonder these new easy-to-take little Iron-

ized Yeast tablets have helped thousands of the
skinniest people who needed their vital elements,
quickly to gam new normally attractive pounds,
new pep and new popularity.

Try it without risking a cent
To make it easy for you to try Ironized Yeast, we
do better than offer you a small sample package.
We offer you a FULL SIZE package, and you
don't risk a penny. For if with this first package
¥_0u don’t begin to eat better and get more bene-
it from your food—if you don't feel better, with
more strength,

] ep and energy—if you are not
convinced that

ronized Yeast will give you the

.normally attractive flesh you need—the price of

this first_package will be promptly refunded. So
eé Ironized Yeast tablets from your druggist
oday.

Only be sure you get genuine Ironized Yeast. So
successful has this new formula been that you'll
probably find many cheap “Iron and Yeast” sub-
stitutes in any drug store. Don’t take substitutes.

Special offer!

To start thousands building up their health right
away, we make this special offer. Purchase a
package of Ironized Yeast tablets at once, cut
out the seal on the box and mail it to us with a
clipping of this paragraph. We will send you a
fascinating new book on health, “New_ TFacts
About Your Body." Remember, results with the
very first package—or money refunded. At all
druggists. lronized Yeast Co., Inc., Dept. 935,
Atlanta, Ga,
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DIDNT DREAM HE COULD LEARN
MUSIC WITHOUT A TEACHER

Read How Thousands Have Learned to Play Their
Favorite Instruments! Free Proof that You Can, Too






