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BANKERS LIFE AND GASUALTY
COMPANY OFFERS THE

B GROUP LIFE POLICY
N e THAT INSURES THE
o & - ENTIRE FAMILY

Family, 4712 Lm:‘umn Ave., Chicago, n

The Marray

IF ANY ONE IN YOUR Legal Reserve Insurance... No Medical

Examination
?AM'LY DIES FROM There is no reason now why any member of your family
ANY CAUSE, THIS POL. shtl)ulglbe without life insurance. 0111|e policy, costing
Tene .00 a month, can insure them all.
TO— oniy 4 ig

IcY PAYS UP Tfis amazing policy was created after our actuaries
found that if all members of the family were insured
in one policy, we could save enough on policy costs,
clerical costs, maFl‘l, sﬁamps, etc., to ma:ier{jallyl reduce
% . insurance costs. Further savings are made by eliminat-
T for natural ing agents who often get up to 50% of the premiums. ..
or ordinary death ... savings are also made by eliminating medical examina-
tion fees.

Anyone — Age 1-75 — May Apply

The huge resvrve of this streng, reliable company are all

. a invested in United Stater Government Honds, which are locked
maximum for accidental in the vaults of the State of Tllineis.

death by auto . . . Free Inspection for 20 Days! Send No Money!

We want you to eec the policy . . . then declde for yoursclf. So

fitl out ceupon now for.10-duy E'ree Ins?ection offer and guar-

antee.  No obligation . ., . no agent will call . . . no medical

exaniination. ACT NOW!
maximum for accidental
death by travel . . . ACT NOW— AND RETURN COUPON AT ONCE

ALL FOR BV aecrance Mge. Sesron Sens Desk 38 I
Chicage. Tlinols.
slloo A MONTH Pleage zend detalls and tell me how to get the Family I
Group PPolicy for free ingpection. l
N Lot vaietvheian imntaianh v onss oo olensiotaovoinn ovamtiahens I
ACT NOW « SEND COUPON! SUPeut SORZ Tt Tyt S R e |

I Lt s wful o MY, gt o . e S e State



G0 70 WORK
A7 ONCE S

Big Weekly Cash Earnings
Waiting Right in Your Locality

Over 500 more men and
women will be started at
once in a fine paying occu-
pation right in their own
home Jocalities. Right now
there may be an opening
waiting for you in your
locality, If so, this old-
established company wiil
furnish everything you

SEND
NO MONEY!

need to get started at once
—give you all the help you
require, and back you with
its proven successful plan.
This may be ‘“the chance
of your life” to be inde-
pendent — be your own
boss—engage in a pleas-
ant, steady occupation—
and make more than just
a modest living for your-
self and family.

Find Out If Your
Locality is Open

If you want to know
whether there is an opening

(1) Write Your Full Name and Address Here:
RS 00B06000 55 BB 000BRMmD 5P 0 066 £ 6 B0 06 62 506 o oBB6E 00 46a00d60 tesssrresssescssven e s iWY
(State whether Mr., Mrs., or Miss)
Address ..cc.iceeccetsccnnss A B o8 Sa0t (Hosna00000 cesscecesansesiessss et ee sl BT
City and State.....eeevees.. 505 - A0 5000000000 00 - A6 ooo eevessessens Cooond DR S,
(2) State Your Age, and Present or Former Occupation:
L5 500000880 8B 000 OecuPAtiOn. coveeacscsoseccscsanccssoscensssesssssasissccesssdosese
(3) How Much Time Can You Devote?
Mark with an “X” FULL TIME O PART TIME O
(4) Can You Start at Once? Mark with an “X” YESO NO[O

If you cannot start at once, state
about when you will be able to start.

— — —— — —— s e — —— . —— — — — — — — — —— — — —

Just fili Out and Mail at Once to

E. J. MILLS, President
1542 Monmouth Ave., Cincinnati, Ohio

for you in your own or near-
by locality, mail the Applica+
tion below. By return mail
you will be notified whether
we have an openirg for you;
and if we have, you will re-
ceive full information about
our Local Dealer Plan. You
don’t send a penny—just mail
the Application. There will ba
no obligation on your part.
You can decide after you read
the plan. But don't wait—
send your Application at once.

E. J. MILLS, President
1542 Monmouth Avenue,
Cincinnati, Ohio

Clip Out and Mail TODAY,

LOCAL DEALER APPLICATION

| g e—p— |
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A Full Book-Length War-Air Novel

THE NAZI MENACE

By LIEUT. SCOTT MORGAN

(Profusely Illustrated)

W hen Csvilization Is Threatened by the Minions of Brutality Loosed
in the Present War, John Masters Again Battles for Humanity A gainst
Bloadshediand Hlate e e L e e | 2
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#y . J. E.

(NAME AND ADDRESS
SENT UPON REQUEST)

21 had an $18 a week job in a shoe factory,

[jumped from 18 a week fo 50

=g [ree Book starfed me foward this

G6o0D PAY III RADIO

1°d probably be at it today if I hadn’t read
it the opportunities in Radio and start-
at home for them.”

“The training National Radio Institute

gave me was 80 practical I was soon ready
to make $5 to $10 a week in spare time
servicing Badio sets,”

SRS
B USRS

e it

2 oy 34
o ey

*Bight months later N‘ !L L Employment
jon KWCR as

a Radio operator. No' I sm ludio Engi-
neor at Stat UL, I Am
with Television XE.*

-
soflquc
oalfivot)

1 e @O |

). . SMITH, President
Natieoal Radlo iostituts
Established 25 Yoars

RADIO 18 A YOUNO, growing field with
a future, offering many good pay spare
time and foll time job opportunities.
And you dou’t bave to give up your
present job to became a Radio Techni-
cian, I train you right at home in your
spare time.

Wby Many Rodle Techaicicons
Moke $30, $40, $50 a Week

Radio broadcasting stations employ
eagineers, operators, technicians,
Radio manufacturers employ testers,
inspectors, foremen, servicemen in
good-pay jo Radio jobbers, dealers,
employ msta.llntion and service men,
Many Radio Technicians open their
own Radio sales and repair businesses
and make $30, $40, 350 a week. Others
hold their regular jobs and make $5 to
$10 a week fixing Radios in spare time.
Automobile, police, aviation, Commer-
cial Radio: loudspeaker systems, elec-
tronic devices are other fields offering
opportunities for which N. R. I. gives
the required knowledge of Radio. Tele
vision promises to open good jobs soon.

T BE A RADIO 'IECIINICIAN

Many Make $5, $10 ¢ Week Exira
in Spare Time While Learsing

The day you enroll, I start sending you
Extra Money Job Sheets which start
showing you how do Radio repair
Throughout your Course, I send
plans and directions which have heiped
many make $200 to $500 a year in
spare time while learning. I send spe-
cial Radio equipment to coi ex-
periments and build cimu.lu This 50-50
training method mekes learning at home in-
r.erasunt !mu\mnx. practical,
GIVE YOU A MODERN. PROFISSIONAL,
ug- VE. ALL- PUI\PDbE SET SERVIC-
INSTB help you make money

3. E. SEITH. Pruldent. Dlﬂ'. 0B09,

ng Radios while learning and
lnr mu time work after you Bndum

Find Ost Who? Radio Offers Yos
Act Todly! Mafl the coupod for My G4-Dage

my money back agreement. lLuL com ON
in :gv;?vehm or paste on a peany Postcard

J. E. SMITH, President
Degt 0B09, National Radie lastitute
Washingtoa. D. C.

NAMRE...

Send me FBEE without obunt.lon. ‘your 64-page book “Rlch

Rewards in Badio”” which points out BRad

‘!E”ﬁ‘lnml;w you train men at home to be Radio Techniciana. (Write
W)

{0’s opportunities end




Beautiful Permanent
Picture Ring Made
From Any Photo or Picture
# For only $1.00 retail—look what you

offer. A made-to-measure onyx-like ring

adorned with the most Drecious setting in

the world—a reproduction of the picture

of a loved ono. The risg itself can’t tarnish.

It will syear forever with ordinary care. The

picture of the loved one is clearly, sharDly

reproduced with eurprising falthfulness and

becomes an jnscDarable part of the ring. I8
can’t wear off, rub off, or fade

Make Pockets Full of Dollars
Just Wearing Ringl

Can you fmagine a more novel, more unusoal gift

mn the Pictore Ring? How can any men of
an find a more Deautiful way to

mumml thm ving n wife, a child, a parant, 2

the rinl men and women overywhure, rich lnd
clearly and sharply and made part of the

Hand Tigted ln Natwral Life Like Colors, 100 Extra

DOOT
ounz lnd old_want to wear and Kkeep their whoio
1tself 80 it can’t rub off, come off or fade

It’s haul The hottest, most sensational, most zﬂnpms
THE PICTURE RI
long.  Why! Because on this beautiful ring
off,
sensational new idea is m: m unbelleublex 4
hit. M wium t

R NG !
. EVERYONE.
Photo You
sellin oa of the age!
o-r picture of some loved ::n’ Yn —_ roproduced
xlnu
tlnen—evm l

en
hour's selilng experience — ak 3
of orders a day and mnkuu dolu“ of nmﬂc {r

the handful. And now in your temmry. YOou /¢
can cash in big, every day, with this ex-
citing sure-fire profit-maker and ecarn money
;owimb it will seem more like play than

nlen , Pleture Ring with the

Oll onult oxpeort] nvmdueodl 88 & gur-

orlnl orders n s &D easy goal—2 8
are M too o axpect

A Treasure Remembrance

its Value Beyond Pricel SEND No MONEY l

plctures of their loved oncs in lockets; Hundreds of customers Write they wouldn’t take a fortune

and men carried them in Watch cases. Those days are gone, for their rings if they eonldn’t get others. $5.00 and even
h\;:-) the' desire to_earry the portrait of a loved ome-1is as $10.00 would be & smail price for the PI CTUB!P RIN

1

Not until the amazing cial offer wi 0 1
tun%emu(.mm to_rings was discovered, was it possible n‘iN?}‘ : m Goz: w%hmdo{ ;&n‘u‘giﬁn for enly
revive this grand old custom and to satisfy the hunger 48¢!) Don t wnt Rush the counon at om.'e for the sample
every human being to express again this grandest of all ring on_our NO RISK plan and seo reel! what a
le.n!‘t:‘:l;u.m f'lz mothers :Vlix& fathers wmmwelmme tz‘tllu w; whirl-wind money maker this is far you, A RIGHT NOW1
o ecious setting of
all — a ploture qf dulr lmod child, How hnpnf avary mm MOTHER HUSBAND BABY
and woman wﬂ Io:g' ve the m of i
one by iy, night and day, lhll bn.utthl
Plcture Ring.

Order Your Sample Ring Now!
You Don’t Risk a Penny!

Never befwe hss ansthing lke this come your way. No
eulnmtlilm from anyone — no loounx for prospects (they
all eronnd yow) —no_earrying big nmk or putting
-ny monéy into goods.  Simply showln¥ ample ring
s few times & day, #f You only etart with ynur friends lnd
peighbors, will be enoush to tive you an endlesa chain of
orders. \’l’- gn "uy all red tape and are ready to send
you a at sensationally low Specizl whole-
sale Drlca of only 48c The minute you tako it out
beantiful Qift Box you are peady to Ro after the

L]

RING SIZE

Enclosed is plmeo. Plaase rush my mdivlduaﬂy made

%ICTUREzﬂlNG co.,
lzm and, lnek!on 8ts., ' :

9 outfit you need. will your selling for Picture Ring and starting equipment. Wil psy post-

And o e mne it eny tor En thia sample man 48 plus few cents poetage. It u undorstood that
ABBOLUTEL [ am no! enurely satisfled, I can return ring within
Hboeral offer. you will refund my mon. 1,

5 dave i P
fiand “Tinted in Naturst Life Like Golors. 108 Bxtra

¥
unnuurl

12 TH. © JACKSON STREET
CINCINNATI OMWIO

peeT. X3




IMAGINE THEIR JOY

Learned Quickly at Home

I didn't dream I conld actuslly
learn to play without & teacher.
Now, when I play for people
they hardly belleve that

1 learned to play so
vu!l in so short a

time.
*H. C. 8., Callf,

Wouldn’t Take
$1,000 for course

'hn lessons are so simpls that any
can understand them. I have
).eamed to play by note 10 a little
more than & month. I wouldn’t take
a thoussnd dollars for my course.

* 8. B A.. Eansas City, Mo.

WHEN THEY FOUND

THEY COULD PLAY
This easy as A.8.C. way!

Plays on Radio

I am happy to tell you thlt foe four wesks §
have been on the air our local radio stee
tion. So thanks to your Instltuuan for suok

= wonderful course.
*W. H, 8., Alabama.

Surprised Friends

1 want te say that my
friends are greatly
aurprised at the dif-

Best Method by Far
Enclosed is my last examination
foremt pleces I can shest for my course in Tenof
aiready play. I am 'his completes my course.
very happy to have I have taken lessons ore ul-
chers, but my mumum

with you were hy fl! ﬂo
, Minm,

chosen your method der
of learning.
*D. ¥, Bronx, N. Y.

What Instrument Would You Like To Play?

J UST name your instrument and we’ll shew you how you
can learn to play it—quickly, easily, in spare time at
horme. Never mind if you don’t know one note of musie from
another—don't worry about ‘‘special talent.”” And forget
all you've ever heard about music’s being hard to learn.
The truth of the matter is that thousands now play who
never thought they could! Yes, men and women everywhere
bhave discovered this amazingly easy way to learn music at
e, Now they are enjoying the thrilling satisfactlon of
playing the piano, violin. guitar. saxophone or other favor-
ite instruments. Some of them are playing in orchestras
and over the radio; others are teaching music, making
money in spare or fuil time. And thousunds are having the

time of their lives playing for their own enjoyment and
the entertainment of their friends.

It all came about when they wrote to the U. 8. School ot
Music for the Free Booklet that shows you how EASY it fe
to lcarn music at home this modern way. No tedious study
and practice, no tiresome exercises. You learn to play by
playing—start right in aimost at once with the melody of
a simple tune! It takes only a few minutes a day and
the oost is trifling; you save the expense of a private
teacher. Does it sound too good to be true? Mail the con-
pon and get the FREE BOOKLET that glves all the facts,
(Our forty-second year—XZst. 1898.) U. S. School of Music,
2942 Brunewick Bldg., N. Y. C.. N. Y.

SCHOOL OF MUSIC

55
2842 Brunswick Bldg.,

SEND FOR FREE ww~

1 am interested in music study, particularly in
Please s¢end me your (ree tllustrated booklet,

New York City, N. Y.

the {nstrument checked below.
“"How to Learn Musio at Home.”

I
I
BuﬂKl[T | Plane Hawalian Gultar Clarinet
] Vialin Banjo Trombone
1 Gultar Mandolin Pllm.l
° “Y;lu'n CTenlsounisyey w::en 7en qml how_y Piano Aocordion Ukulele ik
quickis and eusily you can learn to play your Plain Accordt C
favorite inatrument. Don’t doubt: don’t hest- | sa:q'hn:i" o T:t:’::;.! ::]m' E:‘d Tr(“'
tate,  Rend for the raccinating Hlustrated | Cello Harp v i“'"c |:"°"'VN*"IOIV
booklet that answesa all your questions: that olca Luiture
explains how easily and euickly you can |
learn Your favorite instnmment 88 thousands | You
of others have dome. If interested. wmail 1 Name..... teverasesetaitaerinaae 2849900 i0tt0tctsniateanaanes This Instru?.....eeeeeé
the coupon. NOW. (Instruments supplied
whea needed. cash or credit.) !
1
.

'iatual pupil’'s names on request.
74p by Drofesmional podals

€Y .. oanmereerrarersnsscnccsecerrosssorennsronsssnnnees

Blate. .cacercncriercecs



‘A Money-Making Opportunity
for Men of Character

EXCLUSIVE FRANCHISE FOR
AN INVENTION EXPECTED TO REPLACE

A MULTI-MILLION-DOLLAR INDUSTRY

Costly Work Formerly
“Sent Out” by Business Men
Now Done by Themselves
at a Fraction of the Expense

Thisis a call for men everywhere to handle
exclusive agency for one of the most
3 busl i ! of the day.

Forty years ago the horse and buggy business was supr¢me—today

almost extincs. Tweocy years ago the phonograph industry ran into

many millions—today practically 'a relic. Only a comparatively few

foresighted men saw the forzuncs ahead i the antomobile and the

radio.” Yet irresistible waves of ic buying swept these men to

fartunc, and sent the buigy and the phonograph inco the diseard, 8o
y mea able sodetec

EARNINGS

Ooe man in California carned over $1,600 per month for ehrea
months—close to $5,000 in 90 dsys' time. Another writes
from Delawase—"'Since 1 have been operating (just a little
less than = month of acrual selling) and not the full day st
that, because I have been getting organized and had to spend
at least half che day in the office; coonting what I have sold
outright and on tria), I have made just a listle in excess of ooe
thousand dollars profit for onc month.™ A Connecticue man
writes he has made $55.00 in a single day’s time. Texas man
nets over $300 in less than a week’s time. Space docs oot pes~
mit mentioning here more than these few random cases. How-
ever, they are sufficient to indicate that the worthwhile future
in this business is coupled with smmediate carnings for the
right kind of man. One man with us has already made over
a thousand sales oa which his camings ran from $3 co $60
sale end more. A great deal of this busi ess was repeat
usiness. Yet he had ncver done anything like this before

are great successes made t the shift in public favor | coming with us. That is the kind of opport nicy this business
flom one industry to agother. gﬂm. The face ;hat thi‘s’ busineds has amac:fndb:q it such
# paking place. An old established industry—an brtegral siness men as former bankers, cxecntives usiogesses—
and important part of the nation's riroctare—ia which millicos of dollass change hands men who demand only the highest 'yf: of opportunity and
Chnat bt sl thourands of cases beiog replaced by 4 tuly astonishing, simple iovens | income—gives a fairly good picture of the kind of busincss thls
ich docy the work berecr=—more reliably—. AT A COST OFTEN AS LOW s Y
AS 2% OF WHAT IS OADINARILY PAID} K bes pot sequired very long for men | 3. Our door is open, however, to the young man looking for
have cabra Over the rights 1 this val 400 1 do u remarkable busioess, the right ficld inwhich to make bis stast and develophis fature.
«ad show csplog which io thess tipes sre almart eabéard of for the average man.
Not a**Gadget" — Prafits Typicol of No Money Need Be Risked
Not a “Knick-Knack’*— the Young, Growing Industry trying thls business out, You can measure the possi-
bus o valuable, proved device which Gaing Into this b is Dot lke sl cthic bilities and 0ot be out s dollar, If you are fra
has been sold ity by busi- cﬂatﬁ in tv:ry grovery, dr:ng or d:;arunnl ;:e. ch :::::; :nhr:) ﬂ,'o-wp—aa the upgrade, n‘m ‘h
mess movices as as’ seasoned instance, when you take 2 ?7"?;' order, $3.83 can be yo: e—a business that offers the buyer fom
erons. ness, i vl o

m;
have seen ing hike it haps pever
T deviceyes bt aliendy
been used rporati ing promi Y
R e Do e e
10r3, newspapers, publishers—schools—hospitals, e, etc.,
and by thousands of small busiaess men. You don't have

& man that he should vse an clectric bulb to light
his office instead of & gas lamp. Nor do
the same busincss man the idea that some
something like this invention. The nced is already 1l
the moocy is wsually being spent right at that very

~gnd the ability of saving the greatest
pna @ils expense is obvious immediately.

Some of the Savings
You Can Show

You walk into an office and put down before your guy«v
# letter from a sales organization showing that they did
work in their own office for $11 which formerly conld have
cost them over $200. A building supply corporation pays
our man $70, whereas the bill could have been for $1,6001
An bile dealer sz P ive §19, whereas
the expense could have over $1,000. A deparunent
store has nse of $88.60, possible cost if done outside
the buginess being well over $2,000. And s0 0n. We could
not possibly list all cases hese.  These are just 2 few
the many actual cases which we place in yous hands w0
work with. Practically every line of business ana’ every
section of the country is represented by ihese field reparrs
which hammer across dazzling, convincing money-<aving
opportunities which hardly any business maw cak faul o
woderscand.

share. On $1,500 worth of share can

$1,367.00. The least you get as your part of every
dollas’s worth of business you do is 67 ccats—op ®n
dollars’ wasth $6.70, 0 a haodred dollass’ worth $67.00
—ib other words two thinds of every order yoo get is
yours. Not caly an the first oeder—but 0a tepeat ardery

—and you Bave the Opporcunity of carniog an cvep larger by
poang:-

This Business Has
Nothing to Do With
House to House Canvassing

Nor do you have to know snything about high-pressore
sclling. Y‘&lling“ is unnecessary in the ordinary 5:“ of
the word. Instead of hammering away at the customer
and trying to “force” s sale, yoo make a dignified,

business-like call, Icave the installaclon—whatever size
the customer says he will accept—at our risk, let the
customer sell himself after the device is in and working.

This does away with the need for pressure on the cus-

tomer—it eliminates the handicap of erying to get the

moncy before the castomer has really convinced himsclf

100%. You simply tcll what you offer, showing proof of
success fo that cusiomer’s particulas line of busincss.

Thea leave the invention without 2 dollar down. 1r
starts working at once. In a few shore days, the installa

tion should actually produce enough casz money to pay
for the deal, with ?roﬁu above the investment coming m.
at the same time. You then eall back, collect your mooey.
Nashizz Is 30 convincing as our offer to let results spealc
{or themselves without risk 10 the customer] While others
fail to get even a hearing, our meo are making sales
rmning into the hundreds. They have recelved the s trcws
won af the larpest firms io the country, sad 1 the
s0s.liest busiicsses by the thoussnds,

ab but

Pe
hasa ct practically in every office, store, or
into whxg youp‘can loor—regardless of size—sbat bs #
sewvasity does not Nave any cutting vo consend
with a3 Decessitics t because spagrol
the sales in exclusive territory is your own business—

Dps wiene on somg individual sales than many make
0 & wock and swmetime in @ mourh's time—if such .1:.1«-

Tooks as if it is worth investigatiog, ger i toard wirh as
@7 ence for the rights in your territory—don‘t delay—
*? the chances are that if you do wait, someone else
will haye written ¢o us in the meantime—and if it eurns
out that you were the better man—we'd both be

So for convenicoce, ase the coupom below—but send it rig
away—or wire i you wish, Bus do it sow.

F. B. ARMSTRONG, President
Dept. 40478, Mobile, Als.

Foien FOR BXcswe
1t RUSH TeRivon prorosirion |

§ . & ARMSTRONG, Pres. Dest. 4047B, Mobie, Ata. §
Without gbiigation (0 me, sead e full infore
mation on your propesition. H

e |
Swies w0 Bosie,

S R e e |

jem - 1
e e s g0y i Sl e Sy



Six-Guns Roar Over
the Wyoming Frontier

(Country!

AN EPIC OF AMERICAN
PIONEER DAYS—

BUFFALO
GRASS WAR

Complete Novel
By WILLIAM F. BRAGG
-PLUS-
Grand Action Yarns by
J. ALLAN DUNN

and others in the Gala February
Issue of Our Companion Magazine

&R

NOW 0N SALE 10 & AT ALL STANDS

TRRILLING

Our Graduates

47%

of ALL the
Identification Bureaus
of America!

8end for complete lst of our 60O Bureaus where our
graduates have been placed in good positions as

FINGERPRINT EXPERTS

Then write the nearest Burean and learn what oue
graduates think of us!

‘We have space here to list only a FEW of these more than
600 hmituﬁom, 80 be sure to send for the complete ligt!

State of Idsho Trenton, N. J.
State of Colorade Detroit, Mich.
Suate of Jowa El Paso, Tex,
State of Utah Scheneotady, N. Y.
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When Civilization Is
Threatened by the Minions
of Brutality Loosed in the
Present War,John Masters
Again Combats the Forces
of Bloodshed and Hate!
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Masters unleashed quick bursts at the Heinkels (Chapter 111)
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A Full Book-Length War-Air Novel
By LIEUT. SCOTT MORGAN

Author of “Phurtom Aces,” “The Devil's Drome,” etc.

CHAPTER I
The Scourge Strikes

HE sun was just beginning to

dip below the western horizon

as the quartermaster on the
bridge of the S.S. Athenia turned to
the officer of the watch.

“‘Notice that bloke back there alone
on the boat deck,” he said, jerking his
1:ead over his shoulder.

The officer of the watch nodded.
“Looks none too pleased about going
home,” he said casually. “Vacation’s
over an’ he has tc get back to a desk
and grind away so’s he can take an-
other.”

“Bloomin’ Yank don’t knocw wot’s

good for him,” muttered the quarter-
master. “A bloody war startin’ an’ ’e
looks disappointed because ’e ’as to
leave.”

The officer of the watch glanced at
a tall, gray-clad figure leaning against
the rail, staring out over the tossing
waves. He shook his head.

“Maybe he’s left a sweetheart back
there somewhere, Jenks.”

“I still say ’e’s lucky,” growled the
quartermaster. ‘“Leavin’ a war behind
is wot I calls a bit of luck. . .. Blimey,
I ain’t forgettin’ the last one.”

And the war was exactly what the
stalwart man in the gray tweed was
thinking about as his keen blue eyes
watched the blue-green waves. He,
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too, remembered the last war all too
well, and a shudder passed through
him at thought of the horrors this new
war would bring.

He had fought all through that last
catastrophe with the one thought of
bringing it to an end. Time after time
he had risked his life to foil the das-
tardly machinations of men who had
brought the pestilence of hate and
blood to the world. His deeds are his-
tory now, written on blood-stained
pages which will no doubt be dimmed
by this new holocaust sweeping across
Europe.

A bitter smile crossed his weathered
face. In those days while he had
fought, day and night, against the
best brains the determined Kaiser
could muster, a mousy little private in
the 16th Reserve Regiment of the
Bavarian Infantry had hitched his
wagon to a star, probably red-hued
Mars.

That thin, undernourished, gray-
clad man had dreamed, built castles in
the air. After the war he had gone in
for politics, and with a rabble-rousing
tongue had climbed the rungs of fame
until now he was the all highest in
Germany. And on reaching that pin-
nacle he had started to dream again.
Now the complete domination of the
world was his goal.

“He’s like a mad dog,” muttered the
man at the Athenia’s rail, unmindful
of the other passengers hurrying to-
ward the dining salon for dinner.
“He’s been snapping right and left,
infecting others with this virus of
hate, lust for power, will to kill. . . .
If I had only known! He would have
been easy in those days.”

E SHOOK his head sadly as he
thought of former companions

who would be called to the colors.
Men he had known in the old days.
Men who had helped him in the bitter
struggle to win victory for the Allies.
“Can’t imagine Henri being a full-
fledged pilot now,” he thought, smil-

THE LONE EAGLE

ing. “But they say he’s one of the
best. And Pierre Viaud, a big shot in_
the French Intelligence Service, the
right-hand man of the old general.
Wonder if R-Forty-seven'’s alive and
getting mixed up in this thing. Last
I heard of her, she was married and
settled down on some estate outside
of Berlin. Boy, she was a Tartar!”

A wistful look crept into the man’s
blue eyes as he thought of the days
when he had fought shoulder to shoul-
der with his Allies.

“And here I am,” he thought. “A
neutral. I'm going back to the States
while Henri and Pierre fight this new
threat to civilization.”

He cocked his head to listen to the
latest war bulletin coming from the
loud speaker of his little portable
radio on a chair beside him. Just nine
hours earlier England had declared
war, not on the German people, but on
the octopus known as Nazism which
was threatening to entangle the whole
of Europe in its bloody tentacles.
France had followed suit a short six
hours later. The powder keg of war
had been touched off, the match had
been held in the fist of Adolf Hitler,
the Fuehrer.

“Guess we did a pretty lousy job,
making the world safe for democ-
racy,” he muttered.

His jaw firmed, and his big strong
hands showed white across the knuck-
les as they clenched the rail. Hatred
gleamed in his eyes—hatred for war
and those who made it.

Yes, the man standing at the rail of
the S.S. Athenia as she sped from the
troubled scenes in Europe, carrying
fourteen hundred human beings to the
safety of the United States and Can-
ada, was none other than John Mas-
ters. The man who had been known
from one end of the Front to the other
in those hectic days of the World War
as the Lone Eagle. The greatest ace
of them all. The man who almost
single handed had time and again
beaten the Huns at their own game.
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Masters had just completed another
of his nerve-tingling fights against a
world-wide narcotic ring. Once more
he had smashed down hard on those
who garnered their wealth by tram-
pling weaklings and unfortunates into
the sticky mire of the drug habit. He
was going back to the States for a
well-earned rest. This time he would
take part in the war only through
maps, colored pins, and newspaper re-
ports.

doubt one of the men on watch would
spot it and send the big ship heeling
over on an altered course, and no ner-
vous passenger would be the wiser.

Keeping Lis eye on the streak of
white bubbles dancing just under the
surface, Masters started for the
bridge. But before he had taken two
steps that ghastly path of foaming
death had changed its course. It was
curving slowly, heading right for the
Athenia.

The Greatest Air Hero of Them cAll

turns to the fray in the van of those who fight
democracy’s battles! His mission more shrouded
in mystery than ever, again he zooms into action—a
free lance avenger for the cause of civilization and jus-
tice, owing no allegiance save to God and his own

ONCE more John Masters, the Lone Eagle, re-

conscience.

When you have read of John Masters’ new heroic

role in THE NAZI MENACE, please write and tell
the editor of this magazine how you like this type of novel. Remember,
this is YOUR magazine—and we will accept your verdict!

Shall we keep John Masters in today's war—or present more of his
experiences in the first World War? It's up to you.

Please address your letters to Bruce McAlester, care of THE [LONE

EAGLE, 22 West 48th Street, New York. A postcard will do.

I am

eagerly awaiting your response to THE NAZI MENACE.

—Bruce McAlester.

He started to turn away from the
rail, then suddenly jerked convul-
sively around.

“Good God!” he exclaimed. “It
can’t be! They’re not starting al-
ready.”

Yet there it was, a white foamy
streak, snaking its way through the
restless waves across the bows of the
Athenia.

The Lone Eagle’s first thought was
to shout a warning to the bridge. But
he did not wish to alarm the passen-
gers. The torpedo was going to miss
its target. He was certain of that. No

“Good Lord!” The thought brought
him up short. “They’re able to control
them now!”

John Masters was electrified at the
horrible thought. The grim torpe-
does had been bad enough in the old
days, but now they were apparently
being controlled from the sub, and
sent right to their mark.

“Torpedo on the port bow!” he
yelled, as the infernal tube of mech-
anized death came on at the steel sides
of the ship.

He felt the Athenia swing, as his
keen eyes picked up the white feather
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of a periscope beginning to move
through the dancing water. The
scourge of the seas was moving in.

“Damn them!” he cried. “War isn’t
twenty-four heurs old before they’re
beginning to kill women and chil-
dren!”

Before he could move, the torpedo
struck the Athenia amidships. A muf-
fled explosion tore the dying day to
shreds as the monster of hate and de-
struction belched its cargo of death in
the engine room of the stricken ship.

The Athenia keeled over under the
impact. Frenzied cries came up from
the shambles that a few moments be-
fore had been the shipshape engine
room. A geyser of steam and black oil
shot through a ventilator. A hatch
crashed open and the body of a sea-
man spun for a moment, then fell back
on the forward deck, a mass of bloody
pulp—the victim of a man’s greed.

From below came the cries of
women and children, and soon the
companionways were spewing panic-
stricken passengers onto the slanting
deck.

The wounded sobbed in agony,
some retched in the throes of death.

Women wept in anguished horror
as they called for their loved ones.
Children, toe young to realize that
this was man-made hate, screamed for
their parents. Officers shouted com-
mands as the crew sprang for the
davits.

“Women and children first!” came
the old order of the sea, as the pas-
sengers began to tumble into the life-
boats.

Unmindful of danger, ignoring the
fact that the Athenia was beginning
to keel over toward the starboard,
Masters looked out across the waves
to where a gray conning tower was
breaking through the surface. His
teeth clenched as he watched distant
figures pour out on the wet, slippery
plates and man a gun on the forward
deck.

“Better hurry, sir,” shouted a sea-

man racing toward one of the boats.
“She’s going fast. Struck fair an’
square in the boiler room.”

Masters grabbed up his ‘portable
radio and hurried toward his boat sta-
tion. He tossed the radio into the
boat, then began to help a frightened
mother and her sobbing boy into the
boat.

“Come on, lad,” Masters said quietly.
“You’ve got to be a soldier. Got to
take care of your mother.”

“But Daddy isn’t here,” sobbed the
lad. “He’s down in the dining room.
He’s bleeding awful. Mummy’ll go
crazy if he doesn’t come. Can’t you
get him? Please help him, Mister!”

Masters looked down at the appeal-
ing face, then lifted the lad into the
boat, and placed him in his mother’s
arms. “I’ll get your dad for you, son,”
he said calmly, as he turned and ran
down the companionway.

He found the man pinned under an
overturned table. He was dazed and
bleeding from a gash across his fore-
head.

“Easy does it!” encouraged Masters,
as he lifted the table and flung it to
one side. “We’ll have you out of here
in a jiffy.”

“My wife and boy!” moaned the
man. )

“Don’t worry,” said Masters.
“They’re in a boat. You might not get
in the same one, but you’ll find them
when you land. Come on!”

HE voice of the Lone Eagle

steadied the man. He clung to the
American’s arm as they stumbled from
the shambles of what had been a din-
ing room. Masters finally got the man
to a boat and watched it being lowered
along the sloping sides of the sinking
Athenia.

“You should have got in that one,
sir,” said a ship’s officer, as he ad-
justed his lifebelt. “Don’t know how
long she’ll keep afloat.”

“Many more down there?” Masters
asked the blue-clad man.
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The man nodded. “Bloody Huns!”
he gritted. “Maybe I should say Hun.
It’s that damned madman Hitler be-
hind all this. Making war on women
and children already.”

Masters motioned toward the com-
panionway. ‘“Let’s get some more of
them out while there’s still time, before
she dives,” he said, and calmly led the
way below with the ship’s officer at
his heels.

CHAPTER II
A Night of Hell

ASTERS had no idea how

long he had helped drag
dazed and wounded pas-
sengers from the lower
decks and up to the life-
boats, as he stood almost
alone on the tilting deck
with a trickle of blood
zigzagging down his cheek from a
cut on his forehead.

“War isn't a day old, and I'm
clipped,” he thought grimly.

A single shell had been fired from
the sub, and the fragments had flown
around the Lone Eagle like angry
hornets. One single splinter had
swiped its way across his forehead.

“Boats are all gone,” said a calm
voice at his side, and Masters saw the
man who had been helping him carry
wounded passengers.

Masters nodded. “Guess we’ve got
to jump for it, then. We’ll make for
the nearest boat that’s got room for a
couple more.”

“Righto,” said the Britisher coolly.
He climbed up on the rail and dived
over the side.

The stern rail of the stricken liner
was already under water, and the
waves were creeping toward the boat
deck on which Masters stood. He
climbed up on the rail, bent his knees
and then straightened them. His body
arced out into the night, as he leaped
far, to clear the slanting sides of the
sinking vessel. He came to the sur-

face close to the side of a lifeboat.

“Any room in there?” he asked the
man in the stern.

“Full up, sir,” came the reply out
of the shadows. “Sorry. But watch
out! That bloody Hun’s around yet."

Masters stuck his head under water
and held his breath while he listened.
He could hear a faint throb, coming
from somewhere down there in the
dark depths, could catch the thrash-
ing beat of a screw. The sub was pass-
ing under him now, heading for the
fringe of the ring of scattered life-
boats.

“Just making sure he’s done his
dirty work!” The Lone Eagle cursed,
and struck out for another boat.

He tried three before he found one
that had room for an extra survivor.
Willing hands pulled him into the
boat. As he slumped down on a seat
and started to wring the water from
his sodden clothes a boyish voice
alongside him spoke up.

“It’s the man that went after Father,
Mother,” said the eager voice. “Didn’t
you find him, Mister?”

‘“He’s in another boat, son,” Masters
smiled. “He’ll be all right. Soon as
the rescue ships reach us you’ll see
him again.”

The lad shoved something toward
the Lone Eagle. “I saved this for you.
Kept it from getting wet, I did.”

“That’s fine,” said the Lone Eagle,
as he took his little radio from the
lad’s outstretched hands.

As he placed the radio on the seat
behind him the man at the tiller
nudged him, and pointed.

“Hun’s on the surface now, sir. See
his conning tower silhouetted against
the rising moon?”

Masters looked and saw the shad-
owy outline of the German submarine.
It was lying on the surface with its
bow pointing east. It seemed to make
a black gap between the shimmering
waves and the slowly rising moon.

Cries of terror around him. Others
had spotted the sinister shadow of the
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ugly hulk. He muttered a word of en-
couragement to a woman who seemed
fearful that the undersea craft was
returning to sink all the heavily laden
lifeboats.

“Might have his bow pointed east
for a purpose,” he murmured, as he
snapped the switch of his radio.

IS fingers fumbled a bit in the

dark, but he managed to switch
the set to low wave length reception,
and began to turn the dimly lit dial.
He kept turning until he had reached
the wave band he knew was being
used by the German navy. For a sec-
ond or two all he heard was the crack-
ling of static. Then a low humming
note came from the little loudspeaker.
He grabbed a pencil from his pocket
and began to mark down the letters
on the back of an envelope as they
came whispering out of the night.

He was not surprised to find them
an apparently meaningless jumble of
letters and figures. He had expected
the Germans to be transmitting in
code. But he had been up against Ger-
man code before. In fact, he had
reached a point in deciphering code
where he was considered one of the
world’s experts.

While he wrote down the letters,
his keen eyes picked up the blinking
lights of the first rescue ship. The
submarine slipped away from the path
of silver wavering across the moonlit
waters and disappeared. Almost at
the same instant the chatter of the
wireless stopped, and the Lone Eagle
knew that the boat was submerging.

The man at the stern of Masters’
lifeboat ignited a flare to show the
position of the boat. By its light Mas-
ters started to work on the coded mes-
sage. He had missed the first part of
it, bu:t hoped there might be enough
to give him some clue as to the mes-
sage.

Painstakingly, he worked at the let-
ters, writing and rewriting them on
the back of other envelopes. Now and

then he glanced at the approaching
lights. He turned the dial and caught
up the stuttering wireless of the Nor-
wegian freighter Knute Nelson.

“They ought to be picking us up by
midnight,” he said to the man at the
tiller. ‘“Yacht Southern Cross is on
its way, too."”

Then he bent over his puzzle and
began to make it take form.

“That’ll do it,”” he murmured an
hour later, as he checked to make sure
he had the key. “Now let’s see what
that Hun had to report.”

Letter by letter the message of the
German U-boat commander began to
take shape. The call letters had been
missed, but there was enough in the
body of the message to keep the Lone
Eagle wondering for some time to
come. The fragment he had picked up
read:

... Doktor is to be congratulated on the
success of his new device. Tonight we
sighted the S.S. Athenia and fired a tor-
pedo from the starboard tube. Our attack
would have been a failure with old type
torpedo. But thanks to the Herr Doktor
we hit the Athenia exactly where we ex-
pected to strike —midship in the boiler
room. With this new weapon we will
sweep the enemy from the seas. Victory
will be ours. Athenia will sink in . . .
Closing. Boats approaching Promise you
another victory tomorrow.

Leutnant Halfner.

Masters leaned closer to the sput-
tering flare and read the message
over for the second time. His brows
wrinkled as he came to ‘“‘we hit ex-
actly where we expected to strike.”

Once again the ingenuity of the
enemy had been expended on the kill-
ing of defenseless noncombatants!
There was no excuse for the torpedo-
ing of this vessel. It had been head-
ing west, every spare inch taken up
by Americans and Canadians whose
only thought was getting out of the
war zone.

All around him boats danced on
the choppy, moonlit waves. On every
side he could hear the cries of
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wounded, the anguished sobs of
mothers who had lost track of their
children. To his left he heard a cry
and looked up in time to see the occu-
pants of the nearest boat struggling
with a woman. She kept sobbing that
her baby had been spilled into the sea

struck out with strong, powerful

strokes for where the frantic young
mother had jumped to follow her
baby. Time after time he dived, his
outstretched arms groping in the
murky water. But he could not find
the woman, and finally had to allow
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Masters struck the nose down and opened up with his guns (Chapter VI)

by the ruthless raiders of the deep.
Then with a cry that Masters would
not forget to his dying day she broke
locse and leaped.

Masters was on his feet in a flash.
His coat came off. His shoes had been
left on the deck of the sinking
Athenia. He leaped between a pair of
sweeping oars,and for thesecond time
that night was in the water. He

himself to be pulled back into the
boat.

He was panting heavily.

“Damn his soul!” the Lone Eagle
cursed. “Damn this war he’s brought
on! I'm going to do my bit to stop
him!”

And before he realized it the die
nad been cast. Hatred of war and of
the man who had caused it swept over
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him as he sat huddled in the lifeboat,
listening to the heart-rending cries.

“I'm staying,” he murmured. “I'm
staying to see this thing through. It
can’t go on. It mustn’t!”

When he turned to face the search-
lights from a newly arrived destroyer
that were sweeping the lifeboat-
dotted sea, his eyes were cold, hard—
hard as tempered steel. His weathered
face was etched with.lines of deter-
mination.

Once again he was to be a crusader
against the scourge of war!

CHAPTER III
A Recruit for Tolerance

HE big Vickers superma-
rine “Stranraer” flying
boat lifted off the choppy
waters and swung grace-
fully toward the east.
Glancing out one of the
ports, Masters saw the
“—— destroyer that had picked
up the boat in which he had spent a
great decl of that terrible night, drop-
ping away until it became a speck.

Masters had no sooner hit the deck
of that destroyer and been given shoes
and dry clothes than he was in touch
with its commander, and had the
rather puzzled man getting in touch
with the Air Ministry in London.

“It’s all deucedly irregular, old
chap,” the commander had mumbled.
“But if you’re really who you say you
are I guess I won’t be strafed very
badly. I've read about some of the
jobs you did in the last war. Must be
a stout fella!”

Masters did not answer as he
watched the wireless man send out the
call to London. . . .

And that same call, streaking
through the ether, was being inter-
cepted by a gray-clad man in German
Headquarters. He typed it out on a
bit of yellow paper, and then sent it
through the regular chanels to Hit-
ler’s Intelligence Service.

To him it was just a bit of routine.
The name Masters meant nothing to
him, and if anyone had told him that
he was to get an iron cross for picking
that simple message out of the air he
would have laughed. He caught two
more messages containing that same
name and passed them on.

But that name had caused a furor
in Intelligence Headquarters. It had
been shown to a young woman who
had been talking to the Kemmandant,
getting her last instructions before
heading into France to work for the
service. Her large black eyes had
widened as her chief handed her the
yellow slip.

“Does that name mean anything to
you, Friulein?”’ he asked grimly.

She had noticed that his face had
suddenly gone white. In a moment
she, too, felt a tremor of apprehension
sweep through her.

“John Masters!” she exclaimed. “It
must be the Lone Eagle. Only last
week my mother was saying that she
was glad that America would not be
in this thing so that I would not have
him to guard against.”

The chief of Intelligence nodded.
He took the paper from the hand of
his young operative. “I, too, men-
tioned that fact only the other day to
our field marshal. What can it mean?
He must be one of the survivors of the
Athenia, nicht wahr?”’

“Perhaps,” breathed the young
woman. “But he cannot be going to
fight for our enemies. He is an Amer-
ican.”

A grim smile played across the face
of the German officer. He took his
monocle from his left eye, wiped it
carefully on a perfumed silk handker-
chief, then leaned back, swinging the
bit of glass on its cord.

“That torpedo, so hastily fired by
an anxious U-boat commander, may be
the cause of a lot of grief for us,” he
confessed. ‘“There were women and
children on board that vessel. Many
of them are dead now. And their
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deaths might be bringing this Lone
Eagle back for us to contend with.”

“But if he should learn the secret of
these new torpedoes!” exclaimed the
woman. “Tosaynothingof the bombs!
My mother says he was uncanny in
his ability to turn any'of our own new
weapons against us.”

HE officer snapped his monocle
into his breast pocket and leaned
forward.

“Friulein,” he said, his piercing
eyes agleam. “It will be your task to
carry on in your mother’s footsteps.
We have faith in your ability. That is
why we have given you the most
famous letter and number in the an-
nals of the German Intelligence Serv-
ice. I trust you will make R-Forty-
seven equally famous. You are as-
signed the task of bringing the Lone
Eagle low. I don’t care what steps
you take. I don’t care if his mission is
a peaceful one. All I want is the as-
surance that he is dead. Alive, sooner
or latter he will be sticking his nose
into our affairs. You understand,
Fraulein?”

A smile crossed the beautiful face,
but it was a smile saturated with all
the poison of hatred, one that might
have been copied from the youthful
face of her mother.

“I am to have carte blanche, I take
it?” she said, as she studied the face
of the man across the desk. “If so,
may I ask why the delay in taking
care of this man?”

“What do you mean?” glared the
Intelligence officer.

She nodded her pretty head toward
the phone.

“It might be wise to have a Staffel
of fighters patrolling the sky over the
Channel. He is to be landed at Dun-
kirk. It should not be hard to inter-
cept a big seaplane.”

“And you?”

“As soon as it is dark I will have
myself flown over near Dunkirk and
will drop out with a parachute—that

is, if the fighters fail to get him. Give
orders that the planc is to be sent to
the bottom. There is no room for gal-
lantry in dealing with this man.”

The Kommandant reached for the
phone. His harsh voice barked orders
that sent a Staffel of speedy Heinkel
HE.112s into the air to intercept the
big Vickers hurtling across the north-
ern tip of Scotland on a course that
would take it across the Channel to
Dunkirk. There the Lone Eagle was
to meet the high commands of the
British and French armies.

* * * * *

The Lone Eagle spotted them bor-
ing in out of the east, twelve ominous
dots, twelve green Heinkels in whose
cockpits sat pilots who had orders to
down this Vickers at all costs.

“Get in touch with the mainland
squadrons!” shouted Masters, as he
rushed in on the startled radio officer.
“We're going to be attacked. We'll
need help, and bad!”

The wireless officer was on the
verge of resenting the Lone Eagle's
brusk manner. But there was some-
thing about this man that gave the im-
pression that he knew what he was
doing and was used to having his or-
ders obeyed.

Even before the Lone Eagle was
out of sight the officer heard the rat-
tle of machine guns, and the crackle
of slugs boring through the hull of
the big Vickers. He lost no time in
sending out a frantic SOS for aid.

As Masters turned toward the
pilot’s cockpit, he saw the glass cover
of the control cabin shatter. He
grabbed for support as the young
R.A.F. officer swung the sh.p over on
one wing in an effort to avoid the con-
verging bursts.

When Masters leaned over the co-
pilot’s shoulder the man pointed to-
ward the gunner’s cockpit.

“Jeffries is hit. He’s out.”

The youngster started from his seat,
but Masters pushed him back.

“You stay here. You might have to



22 THE LONE EAGLE

take over. I'll handle those guns up
front.”

“Know how?” asked the pilot.

Masters grinned. “I was handling
guns and shooting at black crosses
while you still had your nose in school
books. TI'll show these babies I haven’t
lost the knack of throwing lead.”

SQUEEZING between the two
men, Masters crawled forward to
where the observer was crumpled up,
but still trying to fire his guns.

“Here, Buddy,” snapped Mastess,
“let me carry on for you. You try to
crawl back there so’s the co-pilot can
bandage you up.”

The man relinquished his grasp on
the Vickers gun, and started to make
his way painfully to the control cabin,
leaving a smear of red to mark his
path.

The Lone Eagle grabbed the new
type Vickers gun, spun the drum to
get a cartridge started in the feed
block, and crouched low behind the
mounting. They were coming down
on the big seaplane from all sides now.
Like angry green hornets they were
unleashing their venom on the lum-
bering crate. There were so many
speedy little fighters that they became
over-confident.

And that over-confidence was the
swift undoing of two pilots in almost
as many seconds. Masters had lost
none of his touch, or skill, in the
years that had slipped by since he had
battled black-crossed ships in the air.
Only now the ships carried a second
insignia. Every rudder carried a red
swastika in a circle of white on the
rudder.

Sooner or later Masters knew he
would be aiming guns on that target,
the trademark of the oppressor. And
now the time had come. Once again
he was handling his guns with that
same cool precision that had made him
the greatest ace of those war-torn
skies of France.

He caught the first of those murder-
)

ous Heinkels coming down in a thun-
dering dive from the left. The slugs
whistled around him like a swarm of
bees. But the Lone Eagle moved his
guns surely, and slowly, allowing for
the speed of the diving crate, his eyes
narrowed as they sought the sight. He
had that pointed, metal-spinnered
nose on the edge of the ring now. His
forefinger tightened on the trigger.
His teeth clenched as he let go.

The gun leaped in his hands. Tracer
snickered away from the jumping
muzzle and bored its blazing path
right into the prop of the hurtling
ship. The prop seemed to crack under
the impact of the well placed burst.
The ship staggered, wavered to one
side, as a big chunk of the blade tore
loose and went whirling away in
space.

Masters saw the pilot shove the
cowling cover back, push himself up-
ward as if he were going to bail out.
But the sight of those hungry waves
eight thousand feet below seemed to
make him change his mind. He started
to ease his riddled crate to a landing
on the Channel.

“Wise boy,” muttered Masters,
training his gun on another of the
Heinkels. He caught that one in the
top of a half roll, and one short blaz-
ing burst did the trick. The ship
jerked. The glass cockpit cover shat-
tered as the bullets tore through, and
danced away like a thousand scattered
diamonds in the sun. He saw the pilot
strain against his harness, then slump
forward as a feather of red spread
back from the cowling.

“The first was for that lost baby,”
snarled Masters. “And that one’s for
the mother.”

He swung his gun and drove an-
other Heinkel into a curling zoom as
the other ship smashed into the waves
far below. And then all that was left
to mark the grave of one of the Fueh-
rer’s fanatical followers was a patch
of spreading oil.

The fate suffered by their two com-
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panions seemed to lash the other
Heinkel pilots into a fury. They had
been led to believe that they were in-
vincible in the air. Yet the gunner in
the front cockpit of a lumbering
British seaplane had blasted two of
their number from the air.

ULLETS swarmed around the

weaving seaplane. Time after
time Masters unleashed short, quick
bursts that sent the Heinkels scurry-
ing. He could hear the gunner in the
rear cockpit lashing out with his
guns, keeping those Huns at bay
whenever they tried to swoop down
on the tail of the seaplane.

“That’s a stout lad,” murmured
Masters, as he saw a Heinkel disin-
tegrate in mid-air and fall toward the
restless waters of the Channel, a hun-
dred whirling pieces, a hundred bits
of flame-seared metal.

The pilot had bailed out. His chute
was mushrooming over his head like
a white umbrella. But just what good
it was going to do him was problemat-
ical. A chute was rather an awkward
thing to have tangling around one in
the water.

Masters heard slugs tearing their
way through metal. And when he
glanced over his shoulder he was glad
that there was an extra pilot up there
in the control cabin. The lieutenant
behind the wheel was making frantic
motions with one hand for the co-
pilot to take over, while with the
other he sought to stem the flow of
blood from a hole in his shoulder.

The big Vickers danced through
the air as the co-pilot tried every trick
they had taught him at training
school to avoid the attack of an enemy
plane. But there were nine of those
scintillating low-wing jobs, flashing
and rolling around the big ship, div-
ing and zooming, throwing clusters of
hot lead every time their noses were
pointed at the Vickers.

The sky was filled with hate.
Motors roared. Guns chattered an-

grily. Bullets whined through space,
seeking human flesh to glut their
blood-thirsty appetite. Bits of metal
let go and flashed away in the raging
slipstream. Once again death danced
and gibbered in the skies. Man, sud-
denly gone insane with the lust for
power, was going to play the tune
again!

With feet spread to afford him sup-
port against the wild gyrations of the
plane, Masters stood steadfast, guns
ready, his eyes narrowed as he fought
not only for his life but the lives of
thousands.

He caught another Heinkel in the
deadly web of his tracer. He saw it
smack into the twisting smoke and
falter as if it had run into a stone wall.
He did not see it go down. He was
too busy trying to stem the attack of
another of those green ships that was
poised for another dive on the Brit-
ish seaplane.

But despite the terrific hammering,
and the noise of motors and guns,
Masters’ mind was busy. He was still
trying to figure out how it was pos-
sible for a torpedo to change its
course and smack right into the en-
gine room of a speeding liner

“Might be wireless,” he considered,
as he swept a burst across the nose of
a green Heinkel. “Heard they’ve all
been experimenting with radio-con-
trolled torpedoes. Then there is the
possibility that they might be carry-
ing out this one-man sub idea the Japs
are rumored to have. That’s hardly
possible. A Jap might be willing to
sacrifice his life like that, but a Ger-
man’s hardly likely to be so fatalistic.
Nor like a Frenchman, or English-
man.”

A Heinkel laid a flock of slugs
across the fuselage of the big Vick-
ers. Masters tried to get a shot at the
monoplane, but it was clawing for the
skies with all the momentum of a
long dive and the roaring power of a
660-HP Junkers motor. He threw a
burst at it as it screamed by, then
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changed drums to be ready for the
next attack.

S HE slammed the drum on the
post, swung it to engage a car-
tridge in the feed block, subcon-
sciously in his mind was the thought
of that message he had picked up from
the U-boat that had sent the Athenia
to the bottom. This unknown Herr
Doktor was responsible for the suc-
cess of that attack. His device, per-
haps a new method of sighting
through a periscope appeared to be re-
sponsible.

The Lone Eagle eliminated that at
once. It was something far more im-
portant. He had seen that torpedo ac-
tually change its course. There was
something about those torpedoes he
had to discover if Allied trading was
not to be wiped from the seas.

Then all thought of the ghastly
sinking of the Athenia was brushed
from his mind as he fought to stave
off the terrific attack of three Hein-
kels coming down on him from the
port side. And two more were poised
up there, waiting to come down just
as the other three were finishing.

As the three first attackers came
down, one right behind the other,
Masters swung his gun to fire over the
top wing. The sinister whining of
bullets was all around him as the
Heinkel in the lead swept down.

The attack was well organized. Far
better than he suspected. For the Lone
Eagle did not see a mottled Heinkel
coming up under the seaplane.

He tossed a line of tracer across the
path of the first Heinkel. It worked
its way back along the fuselage until
it splattered round holes in the swas-
tika insignia, and all but tore the rud-
der away.

“Got that one right,” he growled, as
he started to swing his weapon on the
second ship.

The first Heinkel was spinning, the
pilot fighting with the cowl cover,
trying to slide it back so that he could

bail out. The Lone Eagle threw a
glance over his shoulder toward the
west, hoping to see a flock of R.A.F.
planes coming to their aid. But there
were no speedy little monoplanes
knifing the air.

As he caught the second Heinkel in
his sights he felt the rattle of slugs
playing along the bottom of the big
Vickers. A spray of tracer leaped up
at the port motor, and in the flash of
an eye a gob of black smoke poured
out from the thundering Bristol
motor. The prop ground to a stop and
quivered in the rush of wind. The
fountain of gray shifted. Again it
caught the weaving hull of the sea-
plane. The ship seemed to stagger,
then fall off on one wing. The star-
board motor kept on roaring, drag-
ging the ship tighter and tighter into
a deadly spin.

The Lone Eagle managed to throw
one last burst at a black-crossed crate
before the sky began to whirl. When
he loolk.ed over, the side the Channel
was a blur of wave-streaked water.

Masters clutched the scarf mount-
ing, fighting to keep his feet. The sky,
Channel, and Heinkels became a con-
fused blur, as he turned toward the
cockpit—and caught a rasping breath.
The co-pilot was slumped over the
wheel, dead. A trickle of blood poured
from between his clenched teeth. By
his side, the pilot who had been
wounded earlier in the fightwas strug-
gling desperately with one hand to
bring the big ship under control.

The big seaplane was spinning fast
now, too fast for the remaining Hein-
kels to get a shot at it, although tracer
was still dancing around the doomed
ship.

Masters curged as the irony of it
struck him full in the face. He was
trapped in a spinning ship, going to
his death under the vicious lash of
German guns! He was mixed up in
the war, fair and proper—being shot
down by planes carrying the insignia
of the man he hated!
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“I can’t let them get me!” he rasped
through clenched teeth. “I won’t die
until I've rid the world of this man
who’s eating into the vitals of civiliza-
tion like a malignant cancer. I've got
to live!”

He dropped to his knees and started
to worm his way along the passage-
way leading to the control cockpit.
The determination to live, to fight
this half-mad creature who threatened
to tear the foundations of the world
from its base, was in every line of his
face.

Once again he was the Lone Eagle!

Once again he was the man who re-
fuged to give up, no matter what the
odds.

CHAPTER IV
The Creed of the Lone Eagle

Y HERCULEAN efforts
the Lone Eagle worked
his way under the dash of
4 the spinning ship and
¥ into the control cabin.

“Port engine’s cut out!”

gasped the wounded
pilot.
Masters glanced up at the 1000-HP
Bristol Pegasus. Its prop was dying,
swinging to a halt at the half-past
twelve position. Even if he did man-
age to get the crate out of its spin he
would have to land on the cold, turbu-
lent waters of the Channel.

He pushed the dead co-pilot out of
his place, slid him into the rear pas-
sage, then dropped into the seat.
Shoving the wheel as far forward as it
would go, he neutralized the controls
as the white-capped waves made pin-
wheels in front of his anxious eyes.

Then his foot began to work on the
port rudder stirrup. The white circles
became waves again as the Channel
waters reached up for the big Vick-
ers. Masters watched the altimeter
unravel as the ship hurtled toward
the dancing waves.

“Pull her out!”’ cried the pilot, as

he began to brace himself for the
shock of a crash. “Yank her out!”

But Masters had been in tighter
fixes. He knew it did not pay to hurry
things, especially with a badly riddled
ship.

Even while the frantic pilot was
yelling he was starting to pull the
Vickers out of its breath-taking dive.

Bit by bit his arms came back, the
muscles knotted under his sleeves.
His hands clenched the wheel until
his knuckles gleamed white against
the black rim. The blunt nose of the
big ship was lifting slowly. Inch by
inch it was gaining on those white
lines marring the surface of the Chan-
nel.

Now was the time! The muscles in
his legs tightened as he braced him-
self and reared back on the wheel.
The nose seemed to be lifting a foot
at the time. Would he have it up in
time to escape those hungry waves?
The muscles along his jaw hardened
as slowly he drew the wheel back
against his chest.

For one wild moment he thought he
was going to fail. The green water
was reaching for the gleaming hull.
He gave one last yank on the wheel,
risked pulling the riddled ship to
pieces as he strained every muscle to
win his unequal battle. The Vickers
surged upward, but not before its
V-shaped hull had kissed a wave. It
bounced with a sickening thud, then
its battered nose was reaching for the
clouds, though ready to stall at any
moment.

“We're washed out!” groaned the
pilet, blood trickling between his fin-
gers.

“Not yet, we aren’t,” Masters mut-
tered tightly, as he shoved the wheel
forward. “Got one more chance.”

It seemed an eternity before the
Vickers dropped its nose toward the
waves again, an eternity punctuated
by tracer thrown by the Heinkels
from above,

“Damned devils won’t give us half
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a2 chance for our lives!” Masters
growled, cursing.

He jockeyed the wheel until the
flippers got a grip on the turbulent
air. Then he eased the wheel back to
neutral, saw the nose hold steady. The
Vickers caressed a wave, leaped away
as if it had been burned, then settled
slowly until its hull was deep in the
water.

The ship lost forward speed, then
came to a complete stop.

“Pretty,” mumbled the wounded
pilot, grinning. “Damned pretty. You
can handle a stick like a pucka pilot.
Take my hat off to you.”

ASTERS moved his lips as if

he were going to speak. But he

changed his mind. His keen eyes had

spotted something on the water close
to the downed ship.

“Look!” he cried, as he pointed
through the shattered glass cowling
cover. “One of the Jerries! Tangled
in his chute.”

“Hell with him!” growled the pilot.
“Look at this.”

Masters looked down at the bottom
of the big seaplane and saw water.

“Leaking badly, eh? That guy must
have punctured our bottom plenty.
Get the wireless officer and the rear
gunner to try and pump her out.”
Masters was ripping off his shoes.
“I'm going to have a go at getting that
poor devil out of that mess. Can't
let him drown like a rat.”

“Get him on board and let him
drown with us, eh?” The pilot
shrugged as he pushed himself from
his seat.

Masters used a shoe to smash the
splinters of glass clinging to the
frame of the cover, then dived
through.

“Reckless bird,” muttered the watch-
ing pilot. “Wonder who he is? Knows
how to shoot, knows how to handle
a ship, and says he was shooting at
Huns while I still had my nose in
school books. Must be an important

cove, though, if they sent me to pick
him up.”

He kept muttering the name “Mas-
ters” over and over. There was some-
thing familiar about it. He was sure
he had heard it before.

And meanwhile the man himself
was striking out for the sinking Hun
with long, powerful strokes. He soon
reached the spot, and began cutting
the tangled shrouds.

“Take it easy, Fritz,” he muttered.
“Steady. Don’t grab at me.”

In a few seconds he had the German
pilot free, and was swimming slowly
back toward the crippled ship.

“It is no use, Englishman,” moaned
the German as he struck out feebly to
help the Lone Eagle. “We will only
reach the ship to drown.”

“Come on!” panted Masters. “Buck
up! We'll make it. They are bailing
the ship out. We'll keep afloat until
help comes.”

“No,” sobbed the weakening Ger-
man. “You go on, but keep away from
the plane.”

“Shut up!” snarled Masters. “We'll
make it.”

Even as he spoke a geyser of water
leaped up in front of him, curtaining
the seaplane from his sight. He heard
the angry whine of a zooming ship
and looked up. Another Heinkel was
diving, and as it neared the seaplane
he saw a blob of black leave the little
single-seater.

“They’re bombing it!” he gasped, as
the black object hurtled toward the
Vickers, exploding as it smashed
through the tip of the port wing. “The
devils! Won't give us a chancel”

As the second ship dropped its
twenty-pounder, a third was peeling
off the tight little formation above
and coming down. Masters watched it
as he swam ahead, saw that bomb
strike the water close to the tail of
the Vickers.

The gunner in the seaplane’s rear
cockpit was doing his best to drive
the diving ships away. But despite the
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fountain of fire he turned skyward,
the bombers kept swooping down, each
time dropping a bomb. ‘“Damn their
souls!” moaned the Lone Eagle.

“Do not blame them,” gasped the
Hun.

“Shut up,” snarled Masters. “I
should have left you out there to
drown like a rat.”

HE Vickers was settling lower

and lower in the water. Its hull
had evidently taken a good dose of that
stuff being dropped from the Hein-
kels. But he kept swimming toward
the big ship even as he saw two of the
Heinkels diving with guns wide open,
trying to silence the man in the rear
cockpit. “Give it to them lads,”
Masters shouted. *“Give ’em hell!”

A Heinkel turned turtle in mid-air
as a sweeping burst of tracer played
over it. Brushing the salt spray from
his eyes, Masters saw the pilot try to
bail out, only to have his chute foul in
the rudder of the plane. The plane
began to spin, throwing the trapped
pilot out behind. Then pilot and ship
hit the water with a tremendous
splash, and disappeared from sight.

“Nice shooting, Buddy,” the Lone
Eagle panted, as he yanked the Ger-
man up to the side of the riddled sea-
plane. “Throw me a line! We'’re go-
ing to have company for awhile. Looks
as if it would be a damned short
while, though.”

The wireless man threw him a line,
and cursed as he drew the panic-
stricken German up into the battered
hull. Then he tossed the line again
and helped Masters from the water.

“Rum thing to do,” growled the
young Englishman. “Saving his life
while his pals try to blow us from the
water. Not sporting at all to try and
sink us when we’re down. Here the
blighters come again!”

“And here comes help,” cried Mas-
ters, pointing toward the west, where

The British plane dumped its
cargo of death (Chapter VI)
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a sgeries of black things that looked
like flying razor blades were streak-
ing toward them.

“Hawker Hurricanes!” shouted the
wireless officer. “Now we’ll see some
fun! Watch your pals get hell now,
Fritz.”

The German watched the onrushing
Hurricanes in silence. Then a slow
smile slipped across his wet face, as
the Heinkels suddenly reformed over-
head and turned toward the east with
the first of the Hawkers snapping on
their tails.

“I am glad they could not follow out
their orders,” he said. “It does not
seem patriotic, but I mean it.”

Masters had been watching one of
the Hurricanes as it swept in on a
Heinkel. Eight streaks of gray were
pouring from the Brownings in the
leading edge, converging on the Hein-
kel to blow it literally to bits. The
pilot dropped away from the wreck-
age like a plummet, riddled by that
hail of bullets.

He had heard the German at his
side say something, and at first it
had just been words. But somehow
those words had suddenly registered
on his brain, and in them he caught
something sinister.

“What was that you said?” he de-
manded, turning swiftly on the Ger-
man.

“I said I was glad that the orders
could not be followed out,” said the
German steadily.

“What orders?”

“We were told that this seaplane
must be sunk at all costs,” replied the
German. “The orders came from In-
telligence Headquarters. There is
somebody on board they did not wish
to reach land.”

“Got any idea who this person was?”’
asked the Lone Eagle bruskly.

“I do not know for sure,” said the
German. “But there was a rumor that
the plane carried an American who
was known in the last war as the Lone
Eagle.”

HE pilot of the Vickers whistled
softly, and his eyes widened.

“So you’re the chap we heard about
in every lecture on aerial combat at
ground school. I thought that name
Masters was familiar.”

“So,” exploded the German, “you
are the one! I, too, have heard of your
deeds. And now you fight against my
country again!”

Masters shook his head, and laid his
hand on the German’s shoulder.

“I'm not going to fight the Germans,
old fellow,” he said quietly. “I'm
fighting to save your country, fight-
ing to make it free again—not only
your country but the whole world.
My only enemies on your side of the
lines are one madman and his cohorts.
You think that you are fighting for
the right, but you have been under
his power so many years, taught his
mad doctrine from your school days
until your very heart and soul are
saturated with his poisonous beliefs.”

The German shook-his head slowly.

“I fight for no one country, Fritz,”
Masters insisted. “I'm fighting on the
side of freedom and tolerance. My
only enemy is the man who preaches
hate and intolerance. The man who
seeks to grind the world under his
heel. That is the cause for which I
am going to fight. And believe me,
Fritz, I've just started.”

There was utter lack of comprehen-
sion in the German pilot’s face as he
stared at the Lone Eagle. Such talk
was entirely different from what he
had been having drummed into his
head for years.

Masters looked up into the sky
where a big Sopwith Short came trail-
ing after the Hurricanes. That ship
would land and pick them up. And
none too soon, for the water was be-
ginning to creep up around the feet of
the men huddled in the riddled sea-
plane.

Suddenly the Lone Eagle whirled
and grabbed the German’s arm.

“Fritz,” he snapped, ‘“what’s this



THE NAZI MENACE 29

new thing they’ve got for firing tor-
pedoes? How do they control it? You
know?”

The startled German shook his
head. “Believe me, I do not know any-
thing about torpedoes.” Then the ex-
pression in his eyes suddenly changed.

“What is it, Fritz?” Masters de-
manded. “You just happened to think
of something, didn’t you?”

“I only happened to think of a
rumor that has been going around the
flying fields,” the German said slowly.
“A rumor of a new type bomb that
cannot miss—a bomb that will bring
us victory. If they can manage that
with bombs, why not torpedoes? But
what it is, mein Herr, I do not know.
And you must also understand that if
I did know, I could not tell.”

“Then who is this Herr Doktor?”
Masters shot back. “The man behind
all this?”

A grim smile crossed the German’s
face. His lips became a firm, thin line
across his pale face, and the Lone
Eagle knew he was stymied as far as
getting any information from that
quarter was concerned.

Grimly he watched the four-engined
Short land and taxi up to the plane.

CHAPTER V
Free Lance Crusader

ORN and tired, the Lone
Eagle stood at the end of
a long takle in the hunt-
ing room of a French
chateau just south of the
Belgian border. Seated
around the table, listen-
ing to him anxiously,
was a group of older men.

At his left sat gray-haired General
Gamelin, chief of the French forces.
Alongside the general sat another
gray-haired man whose figure and
twinkling eyes belied his age. He was
General Viaud, head of the French In-
telligence Service. He had known
John Masters since the last war, and

loved the young American almost as
much as he loved his own son Pierre
who sat directly across the table from
him. Once Pierre had been ore of the
Lone Eagle’s right-hand men. He and
Masters nad been through many a
thrilling adventure together, fighting
shoulder to shoulder.

On Masters right sat Neville Cham-
berlain, the man on whose shoulders
the greatest burden of the present
conflict had long rested, the man who
had done so much, had absorbed so
much criticism in his vain efforts to
save the world from this horrible war.
Next to Chamberlain sat Sir Cyril
Newall, Marshal of Britain’s air
forces. And at the other end of the
table, seated next to the Rt. Hon. Sir
Kingsley Wood, British Secretary of
State for Air, sat Viscount Gort.
Commander in Chief of the British
Expeditionary Forces.

“As I told the prisoner we took
this morning, gentlemen,” Masters
was pleading, “I have no fight with
the German people. I simply ask you
to let me be a free lance agent, a
crusader against hate and intolerance
I promise you that I will bend every
effort to wipe this man Hitler and
the horrible creed he calls Nazism
from the face of the earth.”

Masters picked up a slip of paper
from the table.

“And I can assure you, gentlemen,”
he continued, “that already the enemy
is striking at your very hearts with
a new weapon. I have here a list of
ships sunk by Nazi U-boats. The list
is headed by the S.S. Athenia with its
appalling list of casualties. I was on

_that boat, gentlemen, on my way

home. But the sight of women and
children dying, wounded by the ex-
ploding torpedo, mothers sobbing
their hearts out because their babes
were sinking to the bottom of the
ocean, sent there by a ruthless Nazi,
sickened me. I saw one mother em-
brace death in her mad effort to join
her babe. I saw fathers searching for
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children they would never see again,
tusbands searching for wives, and
wives for husbands. All of them non-
combatants. I say again, gentlemen,
if Hitler’s mad followers have the
right to take the lives of innocent
women and children, of noncom-
batants, even as they are doing this
very minute in Poland, then I, too,
have a right to fight them.”

“And this new weapon?” asked
Chamberlain, leaning forward.

“It is some new device they are
using on torpedoes,” said Masters.
“Some device by which they are able
to control it after it leaves the tubes
and is on its way toward the target.
I saw the torpedo that hit the Athenia
and that torpedo actually curved in
its course when I thought it was go-
ing to miss completely. It changed
direction when about a hundred yards
away and hit exactly amidships. And
from these reports the ships, freight-
ers, tankers, trawlers which have been
attacked were hit directly amidships.”

General Gamelin’s eyes narrowed.
He leaned across the table and spoke
a word to Pierre. Pierre nodded, took
a paper from a briefcase and handed
it up to the Lone Eagle.

ee OOK at this, John,” said the

young Frenchman. “You will
see by that report we have just re-
ceived froem Poland that they are
dropping bombs with uncanny ac-
curacy. Only this morning three dif-

ferent ammunition trains were
bombed from the air. And in each
case the locomotive was hit. That

means that the whole train was
wrecked. Yesterday we had a report
that two troop trains had been hit.
You know that that is shooting.”

Masters’ eyes hurried over the re-
port.

“You'll note, too,” he said, “that
they struck the power plant in five
different cities, not once but four
times. Looks as if in each case a sin-
gle plane was loaded or equipped with

unusually accurate bomb sights. The
German I rescued mentioned bombs
that would win for the Nazis.”

Chamberlain looked around the
table. “Do you suppose, gentlemen,
that this is the weapon to which Herr
Goering alluded many times? Think
of what it would mean if they could
bomb London and Paris, striking the
objectives they had picked out!”

A grim smile played across the face
of General Viaud. He stood up, his
keen eyes sweeping from face to face.

“Perhaps I, better than anyone in
this room, know what John Masters
did for us in the last war. Time after
time he helped us to victory when de-
feat stared us in the face. Gentle-
men, I propose that we give him free
rein, that we allow him to work when
and where he chooses, and in whatso-
ever way he chooses. We need him.”

“But what uniform will he wear?”
demanded the viscount. A stickler
for old school conventions.

A slow grin spread across the Lone
Eagle's face.

“In the last war,” he observed, “I
wasn’t even on the American rolls as
a private. I wore a plain khaki outfit,
which might have been British for
all the markings or insignia it car-
ried. Then there were many times
when I wore French uniforms. And
a great many times when I wore Ger-
man uniforms—on more than one oc-
casion the uniforms of German offi-
cers. In fact the only times I ever .
sported a ribbon or medal was when
I was working on the other side.”

The Lone Eagle looked down at
the civilian clothes he had bought in
England after the Sopwith Short had
rushed him to the nearest land. He
looked up.

“Gentlemen,” he said slowly, “I will
not be a soldier of France or England.
I will be a crusader, fighting for the
cause of humanity. And a uniform
will not be necessary. And under-
stand this: In this fight I will be on
my own. True, I will confer with
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you, and I will meet you whenever
you ask me to. There will be times
when I will have to call on you for
the use of planes to reach my objec-
“tives, or planes to destroy those ob-
jectives. I am sure that we will be
able to cooperate in every way. I
am going to ask General Viaud for his
son Pierre to act as my aid and liaison
officer. And I may call on one other.
A French pilot, Henri De Laval. He,
too, was once a helper of mine though
he was only a schoolboy. But if he
was valuable then, he will be more so
now.”

The telephone rang and General
Viaud answered. He pushed the in-
strument over to Chamberlain.

“For you, sir. London.”

Chamberlain spoke, then listened.
Finally he put the phone back on the
cradle and he turned to the men.

ee ENTLEMEN,” he said slowly,
“I have just received a report
from the Admiralty. Two more ves-
sels have been sent to the bottom by
Nazi torpedoes. And the report from
the captain of one of the ships con-
firms what we have just been hear-
ing. He states that he saw the tor-
pedo swerve in its course as if it were
being controlled from the U-boat.”

“Have you any plans for action?”
the viscount asked Masters. “I assure
you that you will have the full co-
operation of the British Expedition-
ary forces.”

“Of all His Majesty’s
amended Chamberlain.

“And of every branch of the French
services,” spoke up Premier Daladier,
who had joined the conference a mo-
ment before the telephone rang.

“It seems reasonable to me,” Mas-
ters said thoughtfully, “that if they
are using a new device on their tor-
pedoes thatsome clue might be picked
up around Wilhelmshaven or Cux-
haven.”

“But that is in enemy territory,”
exclaimed Sir Kingsley Wood.

forces,”
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“I am used to werking from the
other side, sir,” Masters said stead-
ily. “All I need now is a way of get-
ting there.”

Pierre Viaud grinned. He knew
the way the Lone Eagle’s mind
worked.

“You suggest a parachute as the
quickest and most efficient method, I
take it, John.”

“Mind reader,” Masters murmured,
and grinned back.

“When?” asked Air Marshal New-
all.

“At once,” the Lone Eagle said
promptly. ‘“Every minute counts.”
His eyes lighted as he leaned across
the table. “Why not kill two birds
with one stone and let the Fuehrer
have a taste of his own medicine.
There will no doubt be U-boats and
battleships around the entrance to the
Kiel Canal. Might catch one or two
right in the canal. Make an easy tar-
get. We'll do some damage and at the
same time test out Goering’s aircraft
defenses. In the excitement, I can
bail out. From there on I'll be on my
own.”

For a moment the room buzzed with
excitement. Then Sir Cyril Newall
reached for the phone. Quick as a
flash the Lone Eagle laid his hand
over the instrument.

“I don’t wish to be rude, sir. But
I think it would be better to wait and
issue the orders in England. Spies
you know. I will fly back with you
and we can discuss the details on the
way.”

“You have a place in this plan for

me, John?” Pierre asked eagerly.
" Masters nodded. “I flew a Spitfire
over here, Pierre. Will you fly it
back, and sort cf act as escort? When
I’ve got my plans laid, no doubt I'll
find a spot where you can get same
action. And by the way, have Henri
standing by in case we need him.”

The Lone Eagle turned back to his
allies who were gathering their pa-
pers together.
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“Gentlemen,” he said slowly, “I zm
with you to the end—the end that I
hope will be the defeat of Hitlerism.
That alone is my goal.”

Murmuring approval the men hur-
ried from the room, leaving the Lone
Eagle, General Viaud and Pierre
standing by the table. For a moment
there was silence. Then with a catch
in his voice the Chief of French Es-
pionage reached out and took the
hand of the American.

“I am glad you have thrown your
lot in with us on our fight against
that man,” he said fervently. “I feel
better now.”

- Masters smiled, reached out and
grasped Pierre’s arm.

‘“We’re one for all and all for one,”
he said slowly, as they turned and
left the room.

CHAPTER VI
Wilhelmshaven

] MISTY RAIN drove

through the air over the

, North Sea as twelve

A Blenheim bombers bored

'i:,,% through the late after-

bﬂ‘-‘."\\. .| noon skies. Each ship,

N equipped with two Bris-

=Y tol Mercury VIII en-

gines, thundered toward the Kiel

Canal at better than two hundred and

sixty miles an hour.

There was an appearance of sturdi-
ness, speed, and power about the mot-
tled planes as they hurtled on in
formation of threes. And, sitting
above the bombers, with engine at al-
most half throttle sat a supermarine
Spitfire. Now and then, to keep from
running over the formation of two-
engined jobs, the speedy little single
seater did a figure eight overhead.

In the leading Blenheim, seated be-
side the grim-faced little British pilot
sat John Masters.

“Sure some difference in these
crates and those we flew in the last
mess,” Masters called over to the man

at the wheel. “Anybody even sug-
gested two-engined jobs with a speed
close to three hundred we would have
called them crazy.”

The tense lines of the R.A.F. man’s
face became a grin.

“I’ve seen some of those jobs,” he
said, adjusting the throttles of the
two 840 h.p. motors. “You chaps had
lots of what it takes.”

“What about you fellows?”” Masters
looked down at the bomb-sighter who
stared at the restless waves through
the glass enclosed nose of the Blen-
heim. “You've got more and better
equipment to contend with. Couple
of guns to a ship was all we had.”

The Lone Eagle looked up at the
Spitfire circling overhead.

“There’s my buddy up there—
Pierre Viaud. He’s flying a ship that
has eight machine guns. Four in each
wing. And beside that his crate will
cut the air at better than three-fifty.”
He studied the trim little low-wing
job and shook his head. “Can’t say
I'm so keen on all that speed. Two
fast for efficient combat work.”

“Be great when you want to run,
though,” said the grinning Britisher.

“Of the thirty-seven ways of get-
ting out of a mess with an enemy
Staffel,” Masters observed, “the best
is running. Too many pilots are
planted under wooden crosses because
they didn’t realize that.”

The observer up front turned, and
pointed dead ahead. Through the
driving mist, Masters caught sight of
a dark, broken line.

“Frisian Islands,” he muttered.
“Excitement will start pretty soon.”

The pilot had suddenly grown
tense again. The Blenheims drew
closer to each other as if looking for
company. Even Pierre was now sit-
ting just above and behind the forma-
tion of raiders. The Lone Eagle
looked over the harness of his chute.

“Let me know when you want to
bail out, sir,” said the R.A.F. pilot.
“Can’t say I envy you your job.”
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“You're going to run up against a
lot of tough jobs yourself before you
gee this war finished,” said Masters.
“This might be the easiest one I
tackle. And speaking of tough jobs,
looks as if we’re about ready to take a
little task on right now.”

Masters nodded toward a grim-
looking two-seater which was boring
in on them.

“Junkers JU Eighty-seven K,” mut-
tered the pilot, as the formation
wheeled to allow the gunners in the
rear turret a shot at the onrushing
ship. “Dive bomber.”

HE Junkers came on headlong.

The big Blenheims continued on
their course, with every gunner train-
ing his Vickers on the low-wing job
with the swastika displayed on its
square tail.

“He’ll be radioing the alarm,”
growled Masters. “We’ll have every-
body on our necks now.”

“Looks like he’s got somebody on
his own neck!” yelled the pilot. “Boy,
look at that French chap throw that
Spitfire around!”

The rattle of machine guns broke
above the roar of the motors, their
sharp staccato chatter in contrast to
the deep-throated pound of the twen-
ty-four Mercury VIIIs. The eight
Brownings in the wings of the Spit-
fire were unleashing a murderous
spray of lead on the square tail of
the Junkers.

The Junkers’ pilot tried to swing
away to give his gunner a shot at the
scintillating little monoplane. But
when the Boche swung his guns the
target just was not there. Pierre was
a pilot of long training in battle skies.
And his tutor was none other than
the Lone Eagle.

Now Pierre was under the ship,
yanking the stick back against his
belt. The Spitfire leaped upward,
pointing its sharp nose right at the
belly of the Junkers. Again eight
hosing lines of gray converged on the
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Hun ship. And the observer was pre-
paring to jump!

Masters held his breath as the man
put his foot on the edge of the cock-
pit and leaped. He hated flamers, and
was always glad to see a man escape
the horrible searing from an explod-
ing fuel tank.

The pilot tried to follow. He got
as far as standing up on his seat when
a cluster of lead caught him. He dis-
appeared in that ghastly pall of smoke
that enveloped the stricken plane as
it began its corkscrewing flight to the
chill waters below, leaving a trail of
ugly black smoke behind.

Masters’ own pilot was pale, his
jaws firmed as he watched that tell-
tale skein of black that marked the
end of an enemy pilot.

“Seen it lots of times, lad,” mur-
mured the Lone Eagle comfortingly.
“One of the reasons why I hate war,
and despite those that make it while
they sit back to let others do the dirty
work and die. There’s nothing glori-
ous at all about war. It’s just plain
hell!”

“Why are you init, then?” the pilot
asked quietly. “You don’t have to be
in this mess if you don’t want to.”

“To do my bit in stopping it,” Mas-
ters said soberly. “Try to stop those
who have caused this so effectively
they’ll never have the courage to start
another war.”

The navigator tapped the pilot on
the back and handed him a message.
The pilot glanced at the paper and
looked up at the Lone Eagle.

“The curtain goes up, sir,” he said.
“The first act is about to begin. Hope

"it’s not too much of a tragedy. You

say when and where, and I'll roll her
over so that you can bail out. And if
I’'m too busy to say it later on, ‘Good
iuck, an’ cheerio’.”

Masters nodded as Pierre came
sweeping past the Blenheim, holding
up one finger to indicate his first vic-
tory of the war.

“One real fighter,” commended
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Masters. “Got his share of enemy
planes in the last war. With this one
nly a day old he’s starting a new
string He’s one of the—"

Wham! ... Crash! ... Crash! . ..
Crash!

The guns from the German anti-
aircraft batteries below had opened
up. The 40-mm. Bofors guns were
pouring their murderous bursts of
four shells around the formation as
they wheeled over the entrance to the
Kiel Canal. Through the thick mist
and driving rain, Masters caught a
glimpse of a gray hulk lying in the
ways.

“There!” he yelled above the dir
of the anti-aircraft fire. “See it? It's
one of their pocket battleships. The
one with two lighters alongside. A
fine target. Let's get it.”

N A FLASH the Britisher wentinto

action.

He shoved the wheel forward, and
his eyes sent a message to the bomber
who looked back from his position in
the nose of the ship.

“Here we go, sir!” cried the pilot,
as he peeled the Blenheim away from
its group and led the way to the at-
tack.

Masters felt the familiar thrill as
he braced himself against the dive.
He was determined to see this first
attack through before he stepped out
into the cold, driving rain and floated
through the mist in his quest for the
secret of these new torpedoes that
never missed their target.

Down and down they went, cutting
the thick gray weather with their
knifelike wings. The Swedish Bofors
guns kept hammering away, and to
good effect. The right wing of a div-
ing Blenheim tore loose where a clus-
ter of those big 1.7-inch slugs had
blasted through. The three members
of the crew struggled to the safety
hatches and bailed out. Their chutes
popped open when they had cleared
the doomed ship, and in a moment or

so they were lost in the swirling . mist
below.

There had been no chutes in the last
war, the Lone Eagle recalled with a
pang, remembering how often com-
panions had been forced to go to their
deaths in riddled ships.

Watching the air speed indicator
creep upward on the black dial, he
felt the exhilaration of the screaming
dive pour through his veins. The
bomb sighter was tense. Through the
rain-drenched glass shield the gray
hulk of the battleship seemed to be
leaping up at them. Even some wash
hung along the port rail could be seen.
Men were scurrying about down there,
racing to their battle stations, training
their anti-aircraft guns on the diving
bombers.

Every second the air around the
bombers grew thicker with spattering
shrapnel, and screaming shells from
the Bofors guns alongshore—murder-
ous little guns mounted on small
barges.

Another bomber met a flock of steel
head-on and exploded in mid-air be-
fore any of the crew had an oppor-
tunity to use their chutes. The flam-
ing hulk dropped like a plummet and
hit the muck along the bank with a
towering splash of black.

UR ships were left in the forma-

tion. Two had gone down under

the efficient fire from the batteries

below. The other six were heading

north to drop a load of steel-sheathed
eggs on Cuxhaven.

The Blenheim hurtled through the
darkening skies, with rain trailing
behind its wings like wisps of molten
silver.  Anti-aircraft shells burst
around it, making it dance like a thing
gone mad.

For the first time in his career, the
Lone Zagle had to sit in the cockpit
of a plane, absolutely inactive, watch-
ing the stuff smash the air to shreds
around him. Gladly he would have
traded places with the man up froat
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who at least had something to do,
watching that gray hulk rushing up
at him.

Despite the nerve-racking strain,
Masters was fascinated by the cool
precision with which the bombsighter
signaled to the pilot, bringing the big
plane directly on its target.

Suddenly the bomb sighter’s arm
jerked. Masters felt the upward heave
of the ship as the bombs dropped from
the racks and whistled down on the
battleship. And even as the dull
metal eggs started their flight of de-
struction, the pilot had the wheel
back against his chest. The Lone
Eagle felt as if his feet were glued
to the floor boards when the big Blen-
heim zoomed.

OOKING up, he saw Pierre tan-

gling with a small formation of
Heinkel HE112s. Pierre was weaving
in and out of the five ships like a
shuttle gone berserk. And the pattern
he wove was one that pleased the
Grim Reaper. Twice in almost as
many seconds Pierre’s Browning
caught hold of ships with black
crosses on their fuselages and swas-
tikas on their tails. And twice ships
turned turtle.

One ship leaped skyward, did a
crazy half roll and then went into a
spin at full throttle. The scarf of
smoke unravelling behind the little
ship spun out in tight circles. As it
disappeared under the slanting wing
of the Blenheim a flare of orange
flame clawed back over the cowling at
the enclosed cockpit.

The other ship wavered a moment,
tried to pick up its flight where it left
off as the Frenchman’s bullets raked
it, but it was no use. That hosing
from eight Brownings had concen-
trated on the right wing spar and tore
it to pieces. The wing ripped loose
and smashed back against the fuse-
lage, blotting out the white-bordered
cross.

In a flash the pilot had the cockpit

cover back and was over the side. As
his chute snapped open, he waved to
the occupants of the Blenheim who
returned the salute of a gallant foe
who was trying to slip his chute to
make a landing along the shore.

“That’s three for Pierre,” said the
Lone Eagle soberly.

“We either got that battleship
down there or came blasted close!” the
pilot yelled. “Too bad it wasn’t one of
our thousand-pounders. Would have
blown the tub clean out of the water.”

“Nice shooting,” commented the
Lone Eagle. “This dive bombing is a
good racket.”

“Want to stick with us while we
have a go at that storage shed there
by the docks?”

Masters nodded as he looked down
at the cloud of smoke drifting away
from the battleship.

But before it cleared one of the
other Blenheims had let go with a big
egg that caught the ship along the
starboard rail.

The next moment the big ship in
which he sat was in another dive. He
caught a glimpse of Pierre driving in
at another of the Heinkels. But this
time the Hun pilot was not getting
too close to have a taste of those
eight Brownings.

The Blenheim thundered earthward
with the roof of a long shed growing
larger in the frames of the trans-
parent nose every second.

t
HE arm of the bomb sighter
jerked and a big egg hurtled down

on its target.

And once again the twin-engined
job responded to the skilful guidance
of its pilot and leaped for the rain-
drenched clouds.

When Masters looked over the side
he saw a cloud of smoke and flame
mushroom from the roof of the shed.
A column of smoke leaped upward in
the driving mist, as he watched that
serpentine pillar of smoke an idea
flashed into the Lone Eagle’s brain!
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CHAPTER VII
New Identity

|, —but thought and word
f were lost in an ear-split-
| ting crash! The glass
% cover by the side of the
pilot’s head had a big

-1 hole in it, and chunks of
the splinter-proof stuff hung away
from the jagged gash. And as if it
had been painted there by some in-
visible hand, a big red smear appeared
across the pilot’s pale cheek.

The Blenheim wavered. Masters
reached for the wheel, but despite
the painful wound the Britisher
pushed his hand away.

“I'm all right, sir. I'll carry on.
Break out the first aid kit and put a
bit of plaster on to hold the edges
together until I get back to the M.O.
Are the others all right?”

Masters nodded as he ripped open
the kit and began to patch up the
pilot’s battered face.

“Think you can get me into posi-
tion?” he asked as he wiped the
smeared blood off his hands with a
wad of bandage.

“Righto.” The pilot nodded em-
phatically. “I’ll spill you out exactly
where you say. Then I’'m going to
toddle off home, and have a snack of
tea.”

Masters adjusted his chute harness
while the pilot turned the Blenheim
toward the column of smoke that had
joined clouds and lands.

“See you again,” the Lone Eagle
said coolly as he slowly opened the
emergency exit in the roof of the
ship. “And thanks for a good show.
Tell the lad in the supermarine to be
on the alert. Might be needing him
soon.”

He braced himself as the Blenheim
zoomed, then rolled lazily over on its
back with one wing almost hidden by
that twisting pall of smoke. Masters
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launched himself out into the gray
mist.

For a breath or so it felt as if he
were floating in a sea of wet gray
feathers. Then he gave the metal D
a yank and threw it from him. He
felt the shrouds unravel behind him.
Then came the jerk as the pilot chute
yanked the main fabric from the seat
pack. He reached for the shrouds and
steadied the chute, before he began to
haul in and spill the air from the
right-hand side. The chute slipped
into the edge of the swirling smoke
and began to dance.

Holding his breath, Masters fought
to keep control. When his lungs
seemed ready to burst he slipped to
the other side, caught a quick lungful
and slipped the chute back into the
edge of the billowing column of
black.

“Got to be careful I don’t run into
an area where there are sparks,” he
muttered. “Looks as if oil is throw-
ing this.”

Below him he could hear the faint
crackle of the leaping flames. Around
him, the anti-aircraft guns were tear-
ing the air to shreds in their mad ef-
forts to knock down these British
raiders. And off to one side he could
hear the chatter of machine guns as
the Heinkels tried to make up for the
damage being done below.

As the chute dropped lower the air
became hotter. It was all that the
Lone Eagle could do to keep the leap-
ing, spinning chute under control. But
he was handliing that big umbrella al-
most as well as if it had been fitted
with a set of controls.

Each time he slipped out of that
pall of smoke for a breath his keen
eyes took in the lay of the land. The
east wind was driving some of that
stuff low over the water. On the land
side he caught a dim glimpse of fig-
ures trying to put out the fire started
by the British bomb. And on the
water the men were too busy trying to
extinguish a blaze on the battleship
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to spot this strange thing that drifted
in and out of the smoke.

HEN only a few yards more

were left to go Masters reached
for the quick-release button, watching
through the swirling mist and smoke
for sight of the water. It came before
he expected it. He felt his feet go
in. The water was so cold it hurt.
But in a flash he pressed the button
that released the chute harness, the
webbing slipped away, and he slid si-
lently under the water.

Beneath the surface, Masters struck
out toward a row of piling he had
spotted just before he hit. When he
came up, it was dark as night under
the dock, but he could see the red
glow of the fire dancing on the water.

Soundlessly the Lone Eagle made
his way toward the shore and crept up
on the muddy sands under the far end
of the burning building.

“If they put it out before it reaches
here,” he thought, “all well and good.
If they don’t, I'll just have to watch
my chance and join the firefighters.
I'm so messed up with smoke and
muck they may never notice my
clothes.”

As he lay panting in the shadows,
he heard a faint throb. It couldn’t be
the Blenheims for they must have
been gone by the time he hit the
water. He crept toward the edge of
the dock and looked around a pile.
Not fifty yards away he saw a long
gray hulk sliding through the water.
The dancing flame lighted the U-boat
so that he could see the crew stand-
ing on the slippery deck watching the
fire on shore.

“We will repay them for this!”
Masters heard an officer shout from
the conning tower. “We have some
of Herr Doktor’s medicine on board!”

Sliding back from sight, the Lone
Eagle sat in the dark shadows and
shivered. He was impatient to get
started, to begin his quest for this
Herr Doktor and these mysterious

torpedoes that could not miss. Find
them he must, for unless he did, Al-
lied shipping would be wiped from
the sea. And if the tales from Poland
were true, perhaps they were able to
control their bombs from the air in
the same way.

Grimness was on his soot-smeared
face, as he realized that the safety of
thouands rested on his shoulders. He
was on enemy territory to locate this
grim secret. The safety of civiliza-
tion might well depend on his quick
wit, his steely nerve and his deter-
mination to see a despot and his co-
horts torn from the pedestal they had
built from the flesh and blood of hu-
man beings.

The Lone Eagle knew that the road
ahead of him was uncertain. But he
faced it without regret, only too glad
to be able to do his bit in halting this
carnage unleashed by would-be lead-
ers who had only their own selfish
motives and lust for world domina-
tion at heart.

He waited, watching the reflection
of the fire on the water. It looked like
a sea of blood. . ..

When dark came Masters crept
from his cold, wet hiding place and
walked slowly toward where a pile
of dying embers cast a faint golden
glow. He stood there in the wel-
come warmth for a few moments
trying to formulate some plan for
attacking his problem. He could not
spend days in finding the secret of
these new torpedoes. Every day lost
meant more ships sent to the bottom,
more lives lost, perhaps helpless
women and children like those who
had been on the luckless Athenia.
And every ship that went down would
mean the loss of precious supplies
that might mean the difference be-
tween victory and defeat.

OWN the road the Germans were

still fighting a stubborn oil tank
fire. All attention seemed centered
at the conflagration.
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“Boys have given them something
to worry about,” mused the Lone
Eagle.

Overhead, searchlights were still
knifing the blackness of the night,
but all they seemed to locate was the
low gray ceiling. Now and then the
muffled roar of explosions reached his
ears, as some small caliber ammuni-
tion was set off by the heat.

Suddenly Masters was electrified to
hear the crunch of boots on the gravel
path along the edge of the dock. Be-
fore he could make a move he heard
the boots come to a halt, then shuffled
toward him to stop right behind him.

“Guten Abend!” came a quiet voice
out of the shadows.

Masters turned and faced the
speaker, returning the greeting in
flawless German.

“I seem to have lost my way, mein
Herr,” said the German, holding his
hands out to the fire. “Perhaps you
could tell me where the U-Sixty-
seven is tied up. I am the new wire-
less man, and I must be on board be-
fore eleven o’clock when it sails.”

“They told me to be on the watch
for you,” said Masters, thinking fast.
“What is your name, by the way?”

The German hesitated.

“Come, come!” said Masters. “I am
of the secret service. I just ask your
name as a matter of precaution. There
has been enough trouble around here
tonight.”

“Ja,” the German said stolidly.
“The Britishers do not believe in
waiting, do they? My name. It is
Anton, Anton Melka. Now, where is
Sixty-seven moored? I would like to
get in out of this cold mist.”

“You are the first U-boat man I ever
saw who was anxious to go out on a
patrol,” Masters said casually. “Most
of them do not like war-time work in
these tin fish.”

“Ah, but this war will not last
long,” the German said confidently.
“The English and French will give
up as soon as we have taken Poland.
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Has the Fuehrer not promised it? The
U-boats and the airplanes will win the
war. There will be no waste of tor-
pedoes.”

“Ah,” murmured Masters. “You too
carry this new device of the Herr
Doktor’s, nicht wahr.”

“Ja wohl” The German spoke
proudly. “All our U-boats are
equipped with. the new device. Have
you heard the rumor that one of our
boats sank a big Englishcher vessel?”

“I have heard it,” said Masters as
he stared into a golden spot in the
fire. “That U-boat did not miss.”

“They cannot miss!” exulted the
German. “And they say the bombs
are the same way. If England and
France do not come to terms with our
Fuehrer, London and Paris will re-
ceive-a lashing from the air, such as
they cannot imagine.”

“I wonder—"” murmured Masters,
and the German took him up in a
flash.

“Wonder what, mein Freund?” he
demanded. “You do not doubt, do
you?”

“Oh,” replied Masters hastily. “I
meart I was just wondering what this
new device was. Do you know?”

“No one but the Herr Doktor knows
that,” said the German grimly. “Even
the men on the U-boats, with the ex-
ception of the commanders, have any
idea.” The German stepped closer to
the Lone Eagle. “Verdammter, but
you ask questions.”

ASTERS’ fist came up inashort
spine-jolting jab that caught
the German flush on the chin. The
surprised German tried to speak, but
Masters caught him another, and then
a swift one in the stomach into which
he put every ounce of his power.
The German toppled forward with
a gurgling sound. Masters stooped
and let the inert body slide over his
shoulder. Turning swiftly he half ran
toward a little shack at the side of
the wharf. He found the door open
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and went inside with a desperate plan.

Dropping the unconscious German
on the floor he stripped off the man’s
uniform. In a few minutes he had his
own sodden outfit on the frame of the
Hun. When he had finished putting
the German’s suit on, he sat down and
studied the papers he had taken from
the man’s uniform pockets, by the aid
of the tiny, but powerful flashlight
he always carried.

“Orders for Anton Melka to report
for duty on the U-Sixty-seven,” he
murmured. “No better place for me
to find the answer to this riddle than
on a U-boat.”

From the man’s other papers, he
found that Melka came from Munich,
and had served on a land station along
the coast before the outbreak of war.
When he was sure that he had the
man’s history, he put the papers back
and set to work trussing Melka up
painstakingly, especially with the gag
he put in the fellow’s mouth. Making
doubly sure the bonds on the man’s
arms and legs would only pull tighter
if he struggled.

“That ought to do it,” Masters mut-
tered as he stood up. “Oh, there’s just
one thing more.” He unstrapped his
wristwatch and traded with the Hun.
“Can’t be carrying a Yankee wrist-
watch on a job like this.”

He looked down at the shadowy fig-
ure a moment and then left.

Leaving the hut, he found the pad-
lock for the door and snapped it.

“Now to find this bird’s duffle bag,”
he mused. “Must have left it on the
dock near where I was standing.”

Glancing at the luminous dial of the
wristwatch he saw that there was just
a2 half hour in which to locate the
U-67. Just a half hour before he took
one of the most desperate chances of
his long and hectic career.

OCATING the duffle bag just
about where he figured he would,
Masters heaved it up on his shoulder
and stepped down on the concrete

dock. Soon he ran up against another
German sailor carrying a similar bag
over his shoulder.

“Where is the U-Sixty-seven tied
up?” he asked in a voice that simu-
lated Melka’s.

“Down at the end being fueled,”
replied the other sailor. “I am one of
the crew.”

“Is that so?” answered Masters
shifting the bag so that he could look
at the man. “I am the new wireless
man. My name is Anton Melka.”

“Oh, yes,” said the German. “I
heard that Alfred had been put back
on land duty.”

“What sort of man is our Komman-
dant?” asked Masters. “This sea duty
is new to me. I was in the station at
Bremerhaven when I got orders to re-
port here.”

“Oh, the old man’s all right,” the
sailor said carelessly. “All he is in-
terested in is watching for British
boats. Anxious to try out one of our
new ‘fish’. Did you see the show?”

“You mean the raid?”

“Yes. Was it not exciting?” The
German laughed. “I found a nice spot
to hide until they were gone. Those
verdammter British like to come
close. You should have seen one of
them come right down on the Gnei-
senan. 1 thought they would tear
their wheels off on the fighting top.”

“Did they hit it?” asked Masters.

“One bomb on the starboard rail
tore a lot of the deck up, and did some
damage below. Another hit right
alongside. They’re checking on the
damage now. But my friend Hans
Steckler is mad, I tell you. He wants
to start right out and give the British
a good hiding.”

“He get wounded?”

“Oh, no.” The German laughed
again. “His wash got blown over-
board. Had it hanging on the rail in
the rain. ... Well, here we are, Melka.
Come on board and I'll take you to his
nibs, and show you your quarters. My
name is Herman Bock.”
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The Lone Eagle walked across the
wet gangplank that joined the U-67
with the dock, his only thought the
discovery of this new instrument of
war, this thing that sent innocents to
their deaths in the cold waters of the
North Atlantic. Find the answer he
must, and at any cost. His own life
would be a small price to pay for it.

CHAPTER VIII
The U-67

UST two hours later
the U-67 was gliding
through the waters of
the Kiel Canal. Those of
the crew who were off
watch were on deck, fill-
ing their lungs with the
clean fresh air. It would
not be long before they would sub-
merge and run under the rough wa-
ters of the Baltic in search of ships
carrying contraband.

The Lone Eagle sat at the compact
little wireless table close to the peri-
scope. For the past hour he had been
making himself familiar with the
German outfit, thankful that the Kom-
mandant had gone to his snug quar-
ters for a rest after the arduous task
of preparing the U-67 for a Baltic
patrol.

Suddenly the little loud-speaker be-
gan to rasp and rattle. Masters ad-
justed the dials, bringing the sharp
crackle into coherent sound. Twist-
ing the rheostat to cut down on the
volume, he took down the jumble of
dots and dashes. A slow smile touched
his face. It was in the same code he
had worked out while sitting in the
life-boat.

His nimble mind automatically de-
coded the message as it came. He
was not surprised to find that it had
to do with himself. But the mention
of one letter and a numeral gave him
as much of a start as if he had touched
one of the terminals on the little
panel. The message was being sent

from German Intelligence Headquar-
ters to Marshal Goering, somewhere
in Poland. Decoded, it read:

HAVE DEFINITE PROOF THAT
JOHN MASTERS THE AMERICAN
HAS JOINED FORCES WITH THE
ALLIES. ACCORDING TO REPORT
REACHING HERE BY CARRIER
PIGEON FROM R-47 HE ATTENDED
CONFERENCE OFALLIED LEADERS
IN FRANCE TODAY. LATER HE
FLEWTOENGLANDWITH NEVILLE
CHAMBERLAIN AND SIR CYRIL
NEWALL. A FEW HOURS LATER
CUXHAVEN AND WILHELMSHAVEN
WERE BOMBED BY BRITISH
PLANES. OUR AGENTS ARE TRY-
ING TO FIND OUT IF THERE IS
ANY CONNECTION. WILL KEEP
YOU INFORMED. R-47 IS ON HIS
TRAIL.

“Was ist?” demanded a voice be-
hind him.

Masters turned slowly and looked
up into the face of the Kommandant
of the U-67.

“I do not know, mein Kommandant,”
he returned. “I have not had time to
decode it.”

“But what are you doing listening
to that wave length?” asked the offi-
cer, jerking his finger toward the dial.

Masters shrugged. “I was just try-
ing to see if I could pick up any
British code, mein Kommandant.”

‘“Well,” demanded the officer im-
patiently, “is this British code?”

“I do not think so,” replied Mas-
ters. “I thought I recognized the of-
ficial Headquarters transmitter at
Berlin.”

“Decode it then,” snapped the
U-boat commander. “And then pay
attention to our wave length. I am
expecting orders as to where we are
headed. They do not tell us before
we leave the dock. Spies.”

Masters picked up the code book,
went through the motions of decod-
ing the message, and handed it to the
Kommandant.

“There you are sir,” he said quietly.
“It is something about one of these
stupid Americans.”

The Kommandant grabbed the pa-
per and read the message.
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“Bah!” he snarled. “Some ver-
dammter Amerikaner diplomat mak-
ing a foolish protest about the sink-
ing of the Athenia likely. Let me get
the opportunity and I will give them
something to yelp about.”

The officer tore the message to
shreds and threw it in the waste box.

“I suppose the Kommandant of that
boat will be taking all the glory, and
more than likely get an iron cross,
when it is the Herr Doktor who de-
serves the credit. There is no skill
to firing a torpedo any more.”

HE Lone Eagle had been looking
for an opportunity to get into the

torpedo compartment ever since he
had boarded. But there had always
been a couple members of the crew
working in that section of the boat.

The U-boat commander stood star-
ing at the eye-piece of the periscope.

“I would certainly like to know
what is in the nose of one of those
torpedoes,” he grumbled.

“Can’t you look, mein Komman-
dant?” asked Masters innocently.

“Aesel!’”” growled the German.
“This Herr Doktor is clever. He fits
the device to the torpedo head him-
self. He alone knows the secret of
what lies behind that green glass. We
are warned that if we should try to
open one of those glass cones, or tam-
per with it in any way that the tor-
pedo would be dead. We cannot af-
ford dead fish. Every one must send
a British boat to the bottom.”

Masters’ eyes dropped to the code
book before him. A slow smile spread
across his features. He had the key
to that code in his head. Any other
time and he would be breaking his
neck to steal it, but now special re-
ceivers in London and Paris were
picking up every German message
and reading it. This time he would
be doing more harm by leaving that
book to lull the enemy into a feeling
of security that their code was not
known to the Allied powers. The

Lone Eagle had rendered the powers
a great service when he had turned
over to them the key he had worked
out.

He sat at his desk, fumbling with
the wires leading to the speaker. To
all appearances he was making an ad-
justment. But the adjustment was a
strange one. For he was shunting the
current across a single wire, one that
would burn out the coils in the
speaker. He knew he had to put that
thing out of commission. For he could
not have the commander of the U-67
at his back every time a message came
crackling out of the air.

Suddenly the speaker began to bark
again. Then its voice grew hoarse and
began to weaken. Masters threw the
switch, as the sound died away.

“Look!” he snarled. “A short cir-
cuit.”

“Verdammter!” exploded the com-
mander. “Some more of that Aesel Al-
fred’s carelessness. Can you fix it?”

“I will have to rewind the coils,”
said Masters after a moment’s ex-
amination of his bit of sabotage. “In
the meantime I will use the ear-
phones.”

“Get to work then,” growled the
German officer as he went back to his
quarters. “In an hour or two we will
be heading out into open water and
then I will get my orders.”

The Kommandant left the door
open, and Masters could feel that the
man was still watching him.

“So R-Forty-seven’s back on the
job,” he mused as he tore the back off
the speaker and pretended to be un-
fastening the coils. “And once again
I am to be the object of her atten-
tions. Boy, if she only knew where
I was, and how close I was to this
damned secret of the Herr Doktor’s!”

But the Lone Eagle knew that he
still had a rough row to hoe before he
would be able to circumvent this das-
tardly device that did not give a ship
a chance.

He slipped the earphones on his
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head and listened, while he fumbled
with the burned-out coils. Behind
him he could feel the beady eyes of
the German boring into his head. For
some reason he seemed to have
aroused the Kommandant’s suspi-
cions. How or when, he did not know.
But he did know that he would have
to watch every step.

Every minute John Masters had
been expecting to hear the U-boat
hailed from the bank of the canal, and
the grim words that meant that Melka
had been discovered. But fortune
seemed to be with him. So far he had
carried through his desperate mas-
querade.

At last the U-67 began to roll a lit-
tle. Masters could hear the slap of
the waves on the rounded sides, as he
sat tensed at the little table with the
earphones glued to his head.

¢ = Masters yanked the
stick back and sent

the ship into ascream-
_ ing zoom (Chap. XII)

Suddenly, like a barrage of gun-

fire, the phones began to crackle.
Masters could tell that the transmit-
ter was frantic as he sent out the call
letters of the U-67. He switched the
volume lower, so that he could just
hear it above the steady throb of the
Diesels.
WARNING TO THE KOMMANDANT
OF THE U-67 ... WARNING TO THE
U-67. CHECK ON MEMBER OF YOUR
CREW WHO CALLS HIMSELF AN-
TON MELKA.

The Lone Eagle replied that he was
the second engineer who happened to
be standing by while the wireless op-
erator was above for a breath of air.
GO ON.... AM TAKING THIS DOWN.
KOMMANDANT 1S STANDING AT
MY SIDE.

Masters sent the lie out over the
air and waited. He saw the comman-
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der of the U-boat leave his quarters
and come to the table. Picking up a
pencil, Masters began to write as the
crackling message flashed out of the
night. But he did not put down what
he heard. His mind was working at
feverish speed, one half picking the
message out of the air, the other
working out the code for an entirely
different message. This is what came
over the air, and made him thankful
that the mainland lay some distance
behind.

SUSPECT THAT MAN PASSING AS
MELKA ON YOUR BOAT IS JOHN
MASTERS, SOMETIMES KNOWN AS
THE LONE EAGLE. RETURN TO
PORT AT ONCE. AGENT R-47 IS ON
HER WAY TO IDENTIFY HIM.
PLACE HIM UNDER CLOSE ARREST.
ANSWER.

Masters pretended to be decoding
the letters and figures he had scrib-
bled on the sheet of yellow paper.
Finished, he handed the sheet to the
officer who stood by his side.

“Our orders, mein Kommandant,”
he said with an innocent smile.

The German snatched the orders
compounded by the Lone Eagle and
cursed softly as he read:

THE U-67 IS ORDERED TO PRO-
CEED AT ONCE TO BAY OF DANZIG.
REPORT TO KOMMANDANT OF
THE SCHLESWIG-HOLSTEIN AND
RENDER WHAT ASSISTANCE IS
NECESSARY IN TAKING WESTER-
PLATTE. SUBMERGE AT ONCE,
ONLY COMING UP TO RECHARGE
BATTERIES. ACCORDING TO RE-
PORTS THERE ARE TWO BRITISH
SUBMARINES CARRYING OUR
MARKINGS PATROLLING YOUR
COURSE. KEEP CLEAR OF ALL
SHIPS. KOMMANDANT OF SCHLES-
WIG-HOLSTEIN WILL GIVE YOU
NEW ORDERS.

HONSMIER.

The German crumpled the yellow
sheet in his fist as he stalked up and
down the narrow control room.

“Instead of hunting British ships
they send me to help blow a pile of
muck and rubbish to bits!” he raged.

“Perhaps they have word that these
submarines are going to attempt to

torpedo the Schleswig-Holstein,” sug-
gested Masters.

“Bah!” snarled the Kommandant.
“They send us on a Sunday School
mission! My place is out on the open
sea looking for patients who need a
dose of the Herr Doktor’s pills.”

The German stopped and stared
hard at the Lone Eagle, who felt the
old warning trickle down his spine.

“May I go on deck a moment, mein
Kommandant?” he asked casually. “I
feel the need of a little fresh air be-
fore we submerge.”

The German hesitated then nodded.
“Tell the men to go to their diving
stations. We will submerge in a mo-
ment or two.”

CHAPTER IX
On to Danzig

N TILL puzzled over the
queer look the comman-
y der of the U-67 had
given him, Masters went
to the iron ladder lead-

§ room to the conning
tower. He climbed up-
ward through the narrow passage and
finally reached the little nest that
passed for a bridge on the undersea
craft.

‘“You are all ordered below,” he
said to the second officer. “We are
submerging in a few moments.”

As the men scrambled down the
hatch, the Lone Eagle took a deep
breath to clear his lungs of the damp
air of the submarine and looked at the
lights blinking along the shore be-
hind him. He half expected to see a
searchlight sweeping the sea, looking
for the U-67.

Then he looked toward the east.
Far off behind the invisible horizon
lay the Bay of Danzig. It would take
them a little better than two days to
reach the spot he had designated to
the commander of the U-67. In those
two days he might get the opportu-
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nity to unravel this mystery of the
new torpedoes designed by the
equally mysterious Herr Doktor. Out
here on the water he would be safe
from prying eyes, especially those of

“And in the meantime,” he mused
half aloud, “I might be throwing the
fear of God into Hitler and his gang.”

“What was that you said?” a harsh
voice demanded behind him. “It seems
to me I heard you speaking English,
Melka.”

“I practice the language whenever
I am alone, mein Kommandant,” the
Lone Eagle said steadily. “I have
hopes of some day being transferred
to the radio department of the In-
telligence Service.”

“So!” chuckled the German. “Are
you sure you are not an Intelligence
Agent now?”

“What do you mean?”

“Just this,” snarled the German. “I
have been racking my brain all eve-
ning about you. The name Melka
sounded familiar to me. And just a
few minutes ago I recalled that I
went fishing one day back at Bremer-
haven. In the party was a wireless
operator from the land station. His
name was Anton Melka. I remember
him well because he got sea-sick.
Steady! Do not move. I have you
covered. I waited until I could get

you up here alone. I did not wish to.

alarm my men.”

“You have made a mistake, mein
Kommandant,” said Masters without
a trace of fear in his voice. But his
wits were working furiously, trying
to find some way of escaping the net
into which he had fallen.

“Oh, no,” sneered the officer. “You
took me for a fool down there. I'm
positive that the orders you handed
me were faked. Also that you de-
liberately sabotaged the loud speaker
so that I could not tell when messages
were coming in. I also found that you
had disabled the set by taking out one
of the small condensers. Where is it?

And what are you up to? Never mind,
I will take it from you when we go
below, which you will do now—with
your hands up! I can handle the
wireless well enough to contact a
shore station.”

Before Masters could speak a wave
slapped over the bow of the U-67.
Masters heard the water gurgle along
the slats on the deck by the forward
gun.

“Herr Kommandant!” he exclaimed.
“Something has gone wrong! They
are submerging! Quick, get into the
tower.”

The officer turned to glance toward
the water pouring over the side of the
vessel. And in that split-second Mas-
ters’ fist lashed out and caught the
Kommandant a stunning blow.

S THE officer staggered back, the

Lone Eagle threw one arm
around the startled German’s throat
to keep him from giving an alarm, and
with the other hand reached for the
German’s wrist to keep him from
bringing the gun into play.

Save for the faint sputter of the
Diesel exhausts and the slap of the
waves against the low bow of the U-67
there was no sound. Back and forth
the two men strained, each fighting
for his life.

Masters tried to drive his knee into
the German’s stomach, but his foot
slipped on the wet slats. The Ger-
man twisted desperately, throwing
the American off his balance, and in
a flash was bending Masters over the
iron rail.

The pain was agonizing. A bit more
and Masters would have to relax his
hold in an effort to save himself from
slipping into the dark, cold waters of
the Baltic. He groaned weakly and
began to relax in the relentless grasp
of the German. His knees began to
sag.
“Ah!” panted the Kommandant as
he felt Masters’ limp body slipping
toward the wet dock of the bridge.
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But the next moment all his words
except “Ach, Gott!” were lost in the
sound of crashing teeth.

The Kommandant had fallen for an
old trick. Just when he thought the
Lone Eagle was passing out, Masters’
knees had suddenly straightened with
every ounce of power in their steely
muscles. His head, driven upward
like a battering ram had caught the
surprised German on the point of the
jaw, crushing his teeth into his gums.

The officer tried to call for help
through his bleeding lips and gums,
but all he could do was spit a bloody
froth mixed with teeth and flesh.

Masters caught at the gun, then felt
it jerk in his hand as the German
fought to turn it on his antagonist.

There was a muffled crash; the acrid
odor of smoke mingled with the salt
wind-driven spray. For a moment
Masters half expected to feel the stab-
bing throb of a bullet wound. But to
his amazement the German staggered
in front of him, clutched wildly at the
low rail, missed and tumbled over the
side. There was a splash, a half-
choked cry and the commander of
U-67 was gone, drifting in the black
waters of Kiel Bay.

Masters’ foot kicked something that
rattled over the tiny deck. With
groping fingers he located the object
—the dead Kommandant’s pistol.

In the twinkling of an eye, Masters
was at the hatch. He held the gun
over the opening, yelled “Help” twice,
and fired. Stepping back he put the
gun in his pocket, tore his uniform
open and sat down.

“Was ist los?” a voice demanded
excitedly.

“He is dead,” Masters panted
weakly. “He came on deck muttering
crazy stuff about a fear of depth
charges. Then he pulled his pistol—"

“You mean the Kommandant?” de-
manded the officer incredulously, as
he came nearer, followed by the engi-
neer.

“Ja,” muttered the Lone Eggle. “I

tried to stop him, but he broke loose
and put the gun to his head. He was
leaning over the side when he fired.
He was mad—mad with fear. I no-
ticed it below.”
HE officer looked along the
churned wake of the U-67.

“You say he put the gun to his head
when he fired?” he asked.

Masters nodded.

“Then there is no use trying to look
for him,” broke in the engineer.
“What shall we do? We do not know
what the orders were, or where we
are going. But this puts you in com-
mand, Fritz.”

“Donnerwetter!” exclaimed the of-
ficer. “What shall I do? I donoteven
know what. our destination was sup-
posed to be, much less our mission.”

“I took the orders, just before I
came on deck,” Masters said respect-
fully. “They seemed to upset the
Herr Kommandant.”

“What were they?” both officers de-
manded at once.

Masters repeated the faked orders.

“But I could get in touch with
Headquarters again, mein Komman-
dant,” he suggested. “Perhaps they
could verify your command, and also
give you orders whether to proceed
or not.”

“Come on then,” snapped the of-
ficer, as he began to feel his impor-
tance. “Get below, both of you.”

Moments later Masters sat at the
wireless again, sending out dots and
dashes that must have puzzled every
one who picked it up, and set code
experts to working feverishly.

After a few moments he looked up
at the officer standing impatiently by.

“They are relaying the message to
H.Q.,” he said. “I will call you when
the reply comes, mein Kommandant.”
He smiled to himself as he noticed
how the German officer’s chest
swelled each time he heard himself
called “mein Kommandant.”

The U-67 went along at reduced

”
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speed, while Masters appeared to be
waiting. When he thought enough
time had elapsed, he began to scrib-
ble the same message he had handed
the dead commander, adding that the
first officer was now the commander
of the U-67.

The first officer puffed up a bit
more and began to bark orders. The
lookout came scurrying down from
the bridge, pausing only to fasten the
hatch cover. Men leaped to their sta-
tions. Lights blinked on the board,
showing that the main air induction
valve was shut; the main ballast tanks,
port and starboard, front and rear
were open. Water gurgled on all sides
as the Diesels shut down and the U-67
began to drive downward on her bat-
teries.

Officers watched the depth gauges,
while their aides operated the electric
controls governing the diving planes.
The narrow quarters of the U-67
hummed with activity, but only when
the craft leveled off at eighty feet did
the Lone Eagle breathe a sigh of re-
lief. Now the ship was out of sight.
There was no chance of it being sig-
naled by a scarching destroyer or an-
other U-boat. No one could catch
sight of a blinking semaphore.

The U-67 was heading for Danzig,
under fake orders issued by the Lone
Eagle.

Having no wireless to watch now,
Masters began to move around the
narrow quarters, cautious not to get
anywhere near the torpedo compart-
ment. His first move was to familiar-
ize himself with the layout of the
boat.

He got a cup of hot coffee from the
cramped little galley and went to the
little rack that was to be his bunk. He
drank his coffee, put the cup on the
floor, and rolled over.

It may have looked to the others as
if the Lone Eagle were sound asleep.
He was wide awake, however, trying
to work out some way of getting at
the secret.

HE U-boat drove along under

water until an hour or so before
dawn. Then it broached the surface,
opened its vents to let the cool morn-
ing air pour into the hold, while it
cruised along on the top to recharge
the batteries.

Most of the crew hustled up on the
wet deck, but Masters sat down at the
wireless, and tuned in to the H.Q. sta-
tion. A grim smile touched his face as
he heard frantic calls being sent out
for the U-67. The sub was being re-
ported anywhere from the Bay of Bis-
cay to North Cap.

But his smile faded swiftly as he
picked up a frantic SOS from a
freighter out on the stormy waters of
the North Sea. Another ship had been
struck by one of these dastardly tor-
pedoes. The grim secret of this un-
known Herr Doktor had again taken
its toll. He listened to a destroyer’s
transmitter as it informed the stricken
ship that help was on the way.

He swung the dials until he picked
up a station in Poland. From it, he
learned that the German air force was
sweeping everything before it. Bomb-
ers were blasting targets right and
left. Direct hits had been made on
three more ammunition trains. Prac-
tically every power plant had been
put out of commission, some by bombs
dropped from high altitudes.

Masters’ lips tightened grimly.,
These bombings were a preview to
what would happen once they struck
at London and Paris.

“I've got to stop them!” he mut-
tered. “I've got to get to those tor-
pedoes before the day is out. We’ll
be pulling into Danzig Harbor at
dawn tomorrow.”

Being confined in that tin fish, in-
active, with the secret so ¢lose at
hand, yet practically out of reach, was
enough to drive a man mad, he
thought. Yet he would have to fight
back his impatience, if he expected to
succeed.

Suddenly there was a cry above,
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The crew came scrambling down the
conning tower ladder, and rushed for
their stations. The commander
clamped the hatch cover after him
and began to bellow orders.

The motors began to hum and lights
flashed as valves to ballast tanks
opened. The floor of the U-67 tilted.

“Verdammter orders!” snarled the
stocky little commander. “There
comes a freighter over the horizon.”
He stood braced, turning the mech-
anism of the periscope, his eyes nar-
rowed as he watched the approaching
vessel. “An easy target—a boat be-
longing to the stupid Swedes. Carry-
ing wood pulp to the British, no
doubt. I've half a mind to—"

The commander paused, looked at
the engineer who was watching him
intently, shrugged and lowered the
periscope. Reluctantly he gave the

signal that sent the U-67 lower.

“They would know I disobeyed or-
ders,” the commander said ruefully.
“So it’s on to Danzig to help a battle-
ship drive a few Poles out of their
burrows.”

CHAPTER X
Hide and Seek

N1 UIETLY Masters sat lis-
tening to the steady beat
of the approaching
freighter’s crew. His
fake orders had at least
saved one boat from one
%4 of these ghastly instru-
” ments of war.

When the rhythmic sound of the
steamer faded, Masters got up and re-
sumed his careless saunter around the
boat. But he still had no chance to
get near the torpedo chamber because
of the assistant enginer and two of his
helpers who were making a repair on
a valve.

He swore under his breath. “Looks
a if I'll have to shoot my way in and
out of the compartment.”

As the day dragged on, two or three

times the U-67 slid to the surface,
then submerged again after the foul
air had been swept from the damp
hold. But each time that Masters had
tried to gain access to the torpedo
compartment, his efforts had been in
vain.

As evening came the craft blew the
ballast tanks and came to the top. The
men poured out on deck, drawing in
lungfuls of the clean, salt-laden air,
watching the sun sink below the west-
ern horizon. Masters had tried to stay
below, but the commander insisted
that every one go above. He dared not
stay, and possibly arouse suspicion.

When the Lone Eagle went back to
his instruments the first message that
reached his ears as he snapped on the
juice was the news that another ship
had been sent to the bottom by some
glory-mad, bloodthirsty U-boat com-
mander who had loosed one of those
deadly torpedoes that could not miss.
He felt sick at heart that he was fail-
ing those who depended on him.

Suddenly, as he turned the dial
slowly, a sharp strident note pierced
the earphones. He began taking down
the message. As the dots and dashes
came whistling out of the dark he felt
the blood drain from his face. The
message was aimed at Marshal Goer-
ing, and said:

ZEPPELIN LOADED WITH MY
BOMBS. WEATHER WILL DECIDE
WHETHER LONDON OR PARIS IS
FIRST OBJECTIVE. ALLIES WILL
CAPITULATE WHEN THEY HAVE
FELT THE STING OF MY BOMBS.
AM SURE I WILL HAVE THE SAME
SUCCESS THAT YOU AND YOUR
GALLANT FLIERS ARE HAVING IN

POLAND. VICTORY IS OURS.
HERR DOKTOR.

The pencil broke in the Lone
Eagle’s fingers as he finished taking
down the fatal message. A raid was
planned on London or Paris, and he
was trapped in the hold of a subma-
rine getting farther and farther away
from the threatened area!

Suddenly a grim scheme flashed
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into his head. If it worked he
thought he could disrupt the smooth,
sinister plans of Hitler’s headquar-
ters, and spell the doom of the U-67.
In taking the desperate chance he
would be risking his own life, if his
timing went wrong, but his lips
twisted into a defiant smile as he
threw the switch of the transmitter
and reached for the key. His fingers
were steady as they sent out his call
to the headquarters of the German
naval forces.

SOS ... SOS. U-67 CALLING ALL
GERMAN NAVAL VESSELS. SOS.

In a flash almost, answers came
crackling into his earphones from all
quarters, and kept up their din until
the wireless man at H.Q. cleared the
channel. Then the Lone Eagle went
on, making his transmission faltering
and ragged so as not to betray the
fact that he was an expert at the keys.

U-67 HAS BEEN CAPTURED BY
POLISH SUBMARINE. WIRELESS
MAN WE TOOK ON AT BASE IS A
SPY.

QUERY from the puzzled shore
operator almost blasted the dia-
phragms right out of his ear phones.

WHO ARE YOU?

Masters smiled quietly. The enemy
was grabbing at the bait.

I AM FIRST ENGINEER. MAN-
AGED TO SLIP BACK INTO CON-
TROL ROOM WHILE OTHERS ARE
BEING LINED UP ON DECK. THEY
ARE TRYING TO GET DOWN THE
LADDER. HAVE SHOT TWO. THEY
PLAN TO ENTER HARBOR AT
DANZIG AND TORPEDO THE
SCHLESWIG- HOLSTEIN. WE ARE
TO BE TAKEN ON BOARD POLISH
DESTROYER. CANNOT HOLD OUT
MUCH LONGER. HERE THEY
COME. . . . GOOD. . ..

The Lone Eagle held down the key
as if he had fallen over it. Then he
lifted his hand slowly and threw the
switch off.
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The air fairly crackled as the Ger-
man Admiralty sent out frantic mes-
sages to every U-boat and destroyer
in the Baltic. The water was churned
to a froth as boats began scurrying
back and forth looking for the U-67.
But when the commander passed,
Masters casually handed him a
weather report, to account for his
seeming activity at the key.

“I also picked up the news that we
have sunk two more British freight-
ers,” the Lone Eagle went on, as he
got to his feet and stood close to the
man he had newly appointed chief
of the U-67.

“I also picked up the news that the
two British submarines running wild
in the Baltic have sunk three of our
boats,” he said quietly. “I tell you this
way so as not to unduly alarm the
others.”

The face of the commander of the
U-67 paled, as Masters went on.

“The subs are heading for Danzig
Harbor, and if I might be so bold, I
would like to make a suggestion, Herr
Kommandant.”

“What?” whispered the harried offi-
cer.

“I would time my entry to the har-
bor at Danzig to get in just before
dawn,” the Lone Eagle replied. “It is
possible the British have picked up
our orders and will be waiting for us.”

The commander nodded. “I was
thinking that same thing. We will run
at full speed on the surface and try to
slip in just before dawn. Keep in touch
with Headquarters. Let me know at
once if there are any further develop-
ments.”

Masters nodded, and went back to
his wireless.

All through the night the U-67’s
plates vibrated as she drove along on
the surface at full speed, while the air
around her was thick with frantic
calls from shore stations. Now and
then Masters handed a faked report to
the anxious German. But always, his
mind was on that Zeppelin loaded and
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waiting for the moment it would head
for London or Paris.

Around half-past three in the morn-
ing the strident note of the Headquar-
ters, station pierced the darkness.
Masters caught the sound, while lis-
tening to a destroyer, miles away, re-
port that it was chasing the U-67 into
the mined area around the Kattegat.
To his amazement he found the mes-
sage to be coming in straight Morse—
and in spite of the former message he
had sent out a call from German Naval

Headquarters fairly shrieked and
wailed for the U-67! He answered
promptly.

THIS IS THE U-67. ... WHAT DO
YOU WANT?

The &emand came at once:
WHERE ARE YOU?

Masters smiled. He knew they were
picking up his dots and dashes on
shore and taking a cross bearing on
them. That was just what he wanted.
His fingers flicked the key.

IN THE BLACK SEA, JUST SOUTH-
EAST OF BORNEO. WHAT’S THE
RUSH. IS ANYONE SICK? HERR
HITLER, PERHAPS. TELL HIM
ASPIRIN IS GOOD FOR A HEAD-
ACHE.

His earphones seemed to grow hot
for a moment, but he simply smiled as
the answer reached him:

YOU ARE JOHN MASTERS. WE
KNOW THAT NOW. YOU TOOK
ANTON MELKA’S PLACE. BUT YOU
CANNOT GET AWAY WITH IT. OUR
SHIPS WILL RUN YOU DOWN ON
SIGHT.I AM DEDICATING MY LIFE
TO ONE END.

Masters leaned forward. He had
heard that expression before. Once
again his finger hit the key.

WHAT END AND WHO ARE YOU?

Quick as lightning, the terse reply
came hurtling through the air.

THE END WILL BE YOUR DEATH.
I AM R-47.

A low whistle slipped from the "
Lone Eagle’s lips. He caught himself
just in time as the U-boat commander
glanced his way. His fingers pounded
out one last and final message to the
beautiful secret agent who stood be-
side a sweating operator back on the
mainland.

But he did not know that it was a
new R-47, the counterpart of her
famous mother, but a woman far more
vicious, who had thrown him the
challenge of death.

HAVE A DATE AT DAWN IN
DANZIG HARBOR. COULD YOU BE
THERE IN TIME TO SEE THE
SCHLESWIG - HOLSTEIN GET A
DOSE OF THE HERR DOKTOR'S
PILLS? WE CANNOT MISS YOU
KNOW. AUF WIEDERSEHEN.,

THE LONE EAGLE.

“So she is back on the job,” mut-
tered the Lone Eagle, as he threw the
switch. “Caused me plenty of trouble
before now.”

HE commander was coming to-
ward him. Using a pencil he
scribbled a few words on a sheet of
yellow paper and handed it to. the
German.
“This just came in, Herr Komman-
dant,” he said.
The Kommandant read the faked
message, which said:

TO KOMMANDANT U-67.

DO NOT USE WIRELESS UNTIL
YOU CONTACT COMMANDER OF
SCHLESWIG - HOLSTEIN. HA V E
OPERATOR DISCONNECT SET UN-
TIL YOU RECEIVE FURTHER OR-
DERS. HAVE REASON TO BELIEVE
THAT BRITISH SUBMARINES ARE
FOLLOWING YOUR COURSE BY
LISTENING IN TO YOUR TRANS-
MITTER.

HONSMIER.

The German read the order.

“I suppose it is for the best,” he said
quietly. “Follow out the orders at
once.”

In a few moments Masters had the
wireless out of commission. Then he
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stepped across to the galley and got
himself a cup of coffee. While he
stood there sipping it, he saw men
hustling to the conning tower ladder.

“Was ist los?” he asked the man he
had met on the docks.

“They say you can see the flash of
guns on the Hela Peninsula,” said the
man excitedly. “We are all going up
to see the show. Come along!”

“As soon as I have finished my cof-
fee,” said Masters. But he was seeing
his long-awaited opportunity.

CHAPTER XI
Sauce for the Goose

IDING his impatience,
the Lone Eagle sipped
his coffee. But while he
waited for the crew to
/ clear out, his mind still
.2l buzzed with the thought
that somewhere in Ger-
many a Zeppelin was
loaded with bombs, equipped with the
same hellish device as the torpedoes
that had been sending British ship-
ping to the bottom.

“I've got to stop them!” Masters
told himself again, firmly. “I've got
to discover this ghastly secret! Once
I’'ve got that I can move, and it will
have to be fast.”

The only sound to be heard was the
faint swish of water overhead, and the
steady throb of the Diesels. One of
the engineers would be on duty to get
the signals from the bridge, but other-
wise the sub seemed to be deserted
for the moment.

Masters hurried toward the for-
ward torpedo compartment. It had
been fixed up with a sort of bulkhead
to keep prying eyes from getting a
good look at the long steel fish that
had been raising such havoc on the
high seas.

When he reached the forward com-
partment he wasted no time in look-
ing over the gauges, or the four big
wheels that opened and shut the outer

doors of the torpedo tubes. That in-
tricate mechanism had nothing to do
with the effectiveness of the Herr
Doktor’s torpedoes. What he was in-
terested in were those four reserve
torpedoes, two on each side of the
compartment, resting snugly in their
racks.

Looking at the business end of the
deadly tubes, at first glance they
seemed to be fitted with ordinary
noses. But studying one closer, he
saw that the nose was capped by a
conelike thing which appeared to be
made of green glass. The Komman-
dant, who had died had mentioned
that these green cones hid the Herr
Doktor’s secret.

The cone had a metal rim. This rim
in turn was bolted fast to the nose of
the torpedo.

The Lone Eagle looked around for
some means of getting that cone un-
fastened. He spotted a wrench at the
foot of the ladder leading to the for-
ward hatch, and grabbed it up.

He was well enough acquainted
with the deadly instruments of war to
know how to take the head off with-
out setting off the delicate detonator.
Working feverishly, he soon had the
little nuts scattered on the floor. It
was when he tried to take the green
cone away that he discovered that fine
wires led from some sort of mechan-
ism inside the cone to the interior of
the torpedo.

For a moment he hesitated whether
to risk snapping those wires or not.
They might be what actuated the ex-
plosives concealed within that 2000-
pound :missile of death.

“Got to risk it,” he murmured. “If
she goes up I'll at least have the satis-
faction of sending one of these
damned subs to the bottom. Though
I'd rather see them do it themselves.
I've sort of been looking forward to
the little show I've cooked up for
these babies.”

He looked down at the green cone,
took a deep breath and yanked. The
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wires tore loose and the thing came
away in his hands.

“Damn!” he swore. ‘“Might have
known it would be sealed against the
water. Can’t see a thing until that
compound is ripped out.”

As he straightened with the little
globe of green glass in his hands, he
caught sight of a shadow moving at
his feet. He tensed as he carefully
pushed the little contraption inside
his blouse. His fingers grasped the
butt of the revolver in his pocket.

“What do you do here, mein
Freund?” came the steady voice of the
first engineer. “Turn around.”

ASTERS’ move was plenty

fast. His gun lashed out, its
barrel catching the surprised German
across the bridge of the nose. The
engineer tried to bring his own gun
up, but Masters whipped his own
weapon down across the German’s
wrist.

But despite the fact that his wrist
was broken the engineer came charg-
ing in, his close-cropped head boring
right at the Lone Eagle’s midriff.
Masters danced to one side and
brought his left up sharply to land
with a jolting smack alongside the
man’s head.

The German half fell, caught him-
self and came up with the steel
wrench Masters had been using.

“Ach!” he snarled, as he caught
sight of the nose of the torpedo. “You
are a verdammter spy. You killed the
Herr Kommandant!”

Masters shrugged. “You will not
believe me, but he did kill himsel{f.”

“Why don’t you shoot me, too?”
The German moved steadily toward
the American. “You have a gun. Mine
is on the floor.”

“That would be foolish,” said the
Lone Eagle. “One shot and they would
all come tumbling down from deck.”

A crafty smile crossed the German'’s
pain-tortured features. He opened his
mouth to shout, but the gun hurtled

from the Lone Eagle’s fist to stop with
a ghastly smash right across the
startled engineer’s mouth.

In a flash the Lone Eagle followed
his gun. His outstretched arms caught
the German’s legs. The man went
down with a crash on the steel plates
of the floor, Masters’ fists lashed out,
driving like flesh-covered hammers
against the German’s jaw.

The man tried to defend himself
against the relentless attack of this
man who was fighting for the lives of
thousands of his Allies, for the lives
of thousands of innocent women and
children who would be slaughtered
when the Zeppelin and its infernal
cargo of bombs reached its objective.

A rasping cry escaped from the
man’s bleeding lips. Then he relaxed
and lay still on the oil-stained plates.

Masters got to his feet, grasped the
unconscious man by the collar of his
uniform and dragged him back be-
tween the bunks. He tore up a blanket,
tied the man up from head to foot,
then stuck a gag between the torn and
bloody lips.

Rolling the man under a bunk, he
tied his legs to one of the pipes run-
ning along the side of the hull, and
crawled out. He pulled a blanket
loose and draped it over the side of
the bunk to hide the bound man.

“That ought to hold him for awhile,”
the Lone Eagle panted.

Stopping only long enough to kick
out of sight the bolts he had taken
out of the nose of the torpedo, and to
pick up both revolvers, he hurriedly
made his way to the ladder leading to
the little bridge. He saw that the sec-
ond engineer was on watch.

“Be somebody to answer signals
from the bridge,” he murmured.

When he reached the wave-sprayed
deck of the U-67 he saw that the boat
was already in the wide turn that
would take it around the point of the
Hela Peninsula. To his right ap-
peared the flashes of shells as they
exploded on the wide sandy spit of
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Maste;s, flping a German ship, opened his gans (Chapter XIII)

land still held by a defiant group of
Poles. And almost dead ahead the
steady rumble and roar of artillery
told him that the Germans were still
trying to blast that suicide battalion
out of Westerplatte. He could hear
the deep-throated roar of the naval
guns as they blazed away from the
Schleswig-Holstein, one of Hitler’s
pocket battleships. The sky was red
with flame, as war took its toll of hate.

NCONSPICUOUSLY making his
way slowly toward the stern of the
U-67, Masters lay down on the wet
slats, clinging close as he could to the
deck, to merge with the shadows.
Dawn would soon be creeping out of
the east, and what he had in mind
must be done before then.
Clutching the green glass cone un-

der his blouse, he lay there watching
the man-made hell being unleashed.
The explosions seemed to make the
world dance with hate.

The U-67 carried no riding lights,
in its efforts to dodge those boats
Masters had falsely informed the
commander might intercept them, and
men spoke in whispers. As the U-67
crept past the tip of the peninsula, the
Lone Eagle saw steel masts sticking
up- like Gargantuan skeletons, har-
bingers of hate and destruction. The
Schleswig-Holstein had suddenly quit
firing at the defenders of Wester-
platte, and there was only desultory
firing in the direction of the penin-
sula. Dawn was beginning to streak
the sky.

“Got to do it now,” muttered Mas-
ters, as he stripped off his shoes.
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“Couple of miles of blamed cold water
ahead of me, but it is now or never.”

The Lone Eagle squirmed toward
the edge of the deck, steeled himself
against the cold plunge. He hit the
water, striking out with his long, pow-
erful arms, driving himself away from
those murderous screws thrashing at
the tail of the U-67. Slipping his
trousers off to free his legs, the Lone
Eagle struck out for that stretch of
beach that had been the object of Hit-
ler hate ever since the war began.

With arms swinging, and legs
thrashing in perfect rhythm, Masters
went into a crawl stroke that ate up
the yards of cold water. And at every
stroke he felt that hard cone of green
glass that held the secret of why every
torpedo fired by the Germans hit its
target full in the middle. Once he
reached shore he would have time to
examine that mysterious little object
and discover the answer to this dread-
ful secret.

Masters gave the shadowy silhou-
ette of the battleship a wide berth.
He plugged on through the cold
waters. The skies were turning from
a rosy pink to a dull gray. Shore guns,
far behind Westerplatte, were throw-
ing their stuff into the little fort so
gallantly held by a handful of Poles.
Planes began to drone through the
morning skies, some on reconnais-
sance flights, others on flights of hell
and destruction.

Then suddenly the waters of the
bay leaped as the guns of the Schles-
wig-Holstein roared. But they were
not trained on that heap of rubble
which a week before had been a fort.
They were pointed at a gray thing
slinking through the waters, a thing
that had the white U-67 painted on its
conning tower.

Masters saw a shell bore through
the conning tower, followed by an-
other that tore the deck into a heap of
curled scrap iron. Another salvo fol-
lowed, and the U-67 seemed to buckle
in the middle while black dots whirled

in the morning air and splashed back
into the water.

A geyser of oil and shattered steel
leaped high under the next impact.
The conning tower split in half and
a sheet of flame mushroomed to the
surface as the fuel tanks caught fire.
Then as suddenly as it had all started
it stopped. But the U-67 had suffered
the fate it had intended for others.

“Seems like a dirty trick,” Masters
muttered. “Only that’s just what they
would have given any British boat
they ran across. That’s what they gave
the Athenia. Poor devils, though.
They still don’t know what went
wrong.”

HREE times before the Lone

Eagle reached the beach at Wes-
terplatte, he was forced to float face
down, arms outstretched like a corpse
as German bombers roared out over
the bay. And shoreward he could hear
the rattle of machine guns, the crack
of exploding hand grenades as the
Germans again started their drive to
dislodge the seventy-seven men who
so stubbornly held their positions.

Suddenly the firing stopped. The
only sound to be heard was the dron-
ing of a solitary observation plane fly-
ing high over Westerplatte.

“Wonder if they’'ve taken the
place!” flashed to Masters’ mind. “If
they have I'm done for.”

After what seemed an eternity, he
found his toes kicking bottom. As he
staggered to his feet, a group of men
dashed across the sand and dragged
him to shore.

“Thank God you’re Poles,” Masters
gasped hoarsely. “Take me to your
commander at once. I've got to see
him.”

“You American?” demanded one of
the group in English.

The Lone Eagle nodded weakly.

“We surrender in one hour,” the
English speaking Pole informed him.

Masters stopped in his tracks.
“You’re surrendering?”
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“Can’t hold out-more,” said the Pole.
“Bullets gone. Major Koscianski is
making — what you call —arrange-
ments now.”

The full import of that began to
pound at the Lone Eagle’s brain.

“But I can’t surrender!” he said
huskily. “I can’t, I tell you! All the
Hitlers in the world can’t make me.
I’ll lick them yet. I've got their secret.
How long before your commander
comes back?”

“Ten minutes,” said the Pole sourly.
“Then we soon be Nazi bums, eh?”

“Get me to your commander, Big
Boy,” snapped Masters. “I’'m out to
make bums out of the Nazis. You fel-
lows keep me covered so’s too many
don’t see me.” ‘

The English speaking Pole relayed
Masters’ orders and they closed in
around the Lone Eagle.

And as he made his way across that
shell-pocketed stretch of shore, the
thought of how Fate had turned the
wheel of life for him was pounding in
his brain.

Less than a week before he had been
on the Athenia, leaving the turmoil
of war behind him. Then one of these
dastardly inventions of the Herr Dok-
tor had struck, tearing not only a ship
but the bodies of women and children
to shreds. Since that moment he had
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been in this war, a crusader for hu-
manity, fighting against this dragon
of Nazism that threatened to gobble
up the world.

CHAPTER XII
Goering Gets Indigestion

OMPLETE arrange-
§ ments for the surrender
of Westerplatte had been
made. The sad little gar-
rison was waiting for the
f| captain of the Schleswig-
i3] Holstein to come with
EZ his men and take over.

And amid the ruin and rubbish of
the battered little fortress sat John
Masters, still clutching that little
green cone to his chest. Opposite him,
his firm chin resting on the hilt of his
sword, which he expected to hand
over to the Nazi commander in a few
minutes, sat Major Stanislaw Kosci-
anski.

This stout-hearted Polish officer,
with less than a hundred men, had
stood off a German division for al-
most a week. From sea, air and land
the little stronghold had been strafed.
Bombs had rained from the air like
blazing hail. Shells had screamed
over the Bay of Danzig like banshees
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gone berserk. Rifles, machine guns,
hand grenades had hammered the
place to a shambles.

The major was breathing hard.

“I've got to get away,” Masters
pleaded. “I’ve got to reach France in
time to locate this Zeppelin, which I
am positive is in Friedrichshafen now.
The lives of thousands depend on my
destroying that ship before it takes
off on its murderous mission.”

“I hesitate for one reason,” said the
major grimly. “These Nazis are up to
all sorts of tricks. How am I to know
that this is not one? It seems incred-
ible that you should be the man you
say you are. The German emissaries
claimed that an American they called
the Lone Eagle had been sunk with a
submarine this morning. They said
that this American was making a des-
perate attempt to blow up that damned
Schleswig-Holstein.”

“But your men saw me come out of
the bay,” Masters insisted. “I tricked
the Germans into blowing up one of
their precious U-boats. And think of
it this way. If they take me ... Well,
there may never be a chance of Poland
coming into its own again. Always
your countrymen will be under the
cruel yoke of Hitler and his mur-
derers.”

“And how do you expect to get
away ?” asked the major, his eyes burn-
ing with hate for this despot who was
trampling his country under foot, us-
ing the steel tanks and mechanized
troops in the dreaded Blitzkreig.

“Get me the uniform of a German
infantryman and I will show you,”
said Masters.

“Come along,” the major said after
a moment’s hesitation. “I think we
have one or two. We met them hand
to hand a few times as they tried to
dislodge us with bayonets. A number
of German soldiers were killed. We
must hurry though.”

And in less than an hour the captain
of the Schleswig-Holstein came with
his blue uniformed men to take the

brave garrison prisoners, and the
march out of the ruined fort began.

Masters, in the uniform of a Ger-
man soldier, but with the greatcoat of
a Polish infantryman draping his tall
figure, hiding everything but his
boots, marched between two Poles
who had volunteered to help him in
his dangerous plan.

“You are sure this concentration
camp is close to the airfield?”” he asked
the English speaking Pole.

“See the lorries?” The Pole jerked
his head toward the trucks lined up
beside the river bank. “They are air-
force machines.”

“Work it so we get on the last
truck,” muttered Masters. “Then if
we don’t stop, I can drop off.”

They marched on in silence with
hands clasped behind their heads as
the Germans had ordered the prison-
ers to do.

When the men were herded into the
trucks, Masters and his two volunteer
aides managed to get in the last truck.
The cavalcade rumbled down the dusty
road along the banks of the Vistula.
They passed the grain elevators at
Neufahrwasser, and soon hit the open
road, sweeping past the docks and fac-
tories along the river bank.

S THEY reached the air field,

Masters was afraid the trucks
would keep right on toward the con-
centration camp. If they did that he
would have to risk dropping off. But
the long line of lorries ground to a
halt, the men were ordered out, and
lined up behind the hangars.

“Now is your chance, Yankee,” mut-
tered the Pole to his left. “Give me
your coat. Stefan, you hand over his
cap.”

Masters slid the coat off, and took
the cap the other man had been car-
rying under his tunic.

“Good luck,” the two men whis-
pered.

Masters stepped back out of the
rank and started to walk briskly to-
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ward the hangars, holding a paper
clutched in his right fist as if he were
on official business.

As he swung the corner he saw the
rotund figure of Hermann Goering,
Hitler’s right-hand man. Masters gave
the Nazi salute as he eyed the man
who had been one of Germany’s great
aces during the World War. But he
"would never have known the figure
lumbering toward the prisoners from
Westerplatte had he not seen Goer-
ing’s recent pictures in the papers.

“That dizzy uniform would give
him away, though,” Masters thought,
as he stopped in the doorway of the
nearest hangar, surveying the situa-
tion from all angles. Close to him
stood a captured Polish P.Z.L. with
its Pegasus engine slowly ticking
over.

“It is in perfect condition,” he heard
a mechanic say. “As soon as the wire-
less man comes to check the transmit-
ter it can be flown back to Germany.”

Masters saw a black box with a
leather strap handle on the floor by
the wall. He picked up the box and
walked slowly toward the plane.

“I have to check the wireless,” he
told the mechanic who was wiping off
the ship.

The Lone Eagle crawled into the
cockpit, and instantly saw that the
motor was warm. He leaned out of
the cockpit and gunned the Pegasus
as he warned the mechanic away.

The German stepped back out of the
way of the tail, and grinned up at the
Lone Eagle. Masters tipped him a
salute, and in a flash released the
brakes. His fist hit the throttle as the
ship began to move forward. The
mechanic let out a startled yelp, then
dodged out of the way as the big ship
roared across the concrete apron.

Heinkels and Junkers were stand-
ing at the edge of the field. Masters
raced the Polish crate toward them,
scattering surprised mechanics right
and left. Then, just as it seemed as
if the P.Z.L. was going to crash head-

long into the line, Masters yanked the
stick back and sent the ship into a
screaming zoom. His wheels cleared
the nearest Heinkel by inches, as he
lifted the crate over the German ships.
Wheeling into a climbing turn he
curled back over the hangars and
looked down at the double line of
mud-caked troops who had had the
Germans standing on their ears for
the past week.

In front of the men he could see
Goering’s fat figure. The field mar-
shal’s pasty face turned upward in
wonder as men began to run in frantic
circles, pointing toward the Polish
crate. Masters was swiftly wondering
—was there a chance to rid the world
of Hitler’s squat right-hand man? But
the marshal was standing too close to
the Polish prisoners for even a single
shot to be risked.

eeJ IKE to burn that guy up,”

growled Masters, as he kept
the ship in a tight turn. “He and his
precious Fuehrer.” He glanced around
the cockpit. “If only I had something
to write on! Damn it! I dropped that
slip of paper.”

Then his eye fell on the box he had
carried into the plane. He opened it,
and grinned widely. Instead of tools,
the box held some mechanic’s lunch.
On top lay a nice fat sausage.

Tearing off a piece of paper that
was wrapped around a chunk of
cheese, Masters scribbled a note, tied
it to the sausage—and dropped the
message right at Goering’s feet.

The marshal took the message from
one of his aides, as he watched the
P.Z.L. take a southerly course toward
Warsaw.

“Was ist?” he muttered, as he un-
folded the paper.

He read the short message and at
once exploded. An aide, thinking the
marshal was holding out the message
for him to read, reached for it. That
drove the fat marshal into a state bor-
dering on apoplexy.
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“Nein—nein!” he screamed, as he
yanked the paper close to his gaudy
display of medals and stalked toward
the hangars, forgetting the prisoners
he had come to inspect.

“Ach!” he murmured over and over.
“He is at his old tricks.”

In a hangar he reread the message,
slowly shaking his head over the
scribbled lines that burned into his
brain. The message read:

To Field Marshal Hermann Goering:

Thanks for the loan of a plane. I need
it, as I am in a hurry. Tell R-47 that I am
sorry she did not keep our date. The U-67
made a beautiful splash. Too bad you are
too fat to fit in the cockpit of a single-
seater. We might renew this war where
we left off. The sausage is a little present
from me. Understand you Germans are
on a strict diet these days. Be seeing you.

The Lone Eagle.

Goering crammed the paper into his
pocket and hurried into the Opera-
tions office to get in touch with Ger-
man Intelligence, especially R-47. And
while he waited he bit off great
chunks of that sausage and chewed
savagely.

“Ach,” he mumbled, ‘‘the Fuehrer
will be furious. We have already sent
him word that this cursed American
the Lone Eagle died in the U-Sixty-
seven!”

He got his connection after awhile,
and talked excitedly. Then his face
suddenly went white. The Fuehrer
was at German Intelligence Head-
quarters! Hitler’s hysterical voice was
crashing over the wires. And what he
was saying was making the marshal’s
ears burn, and interfering no end with
the digestion of the sausage.

And while Goering listened, the
Lone Eagle was winging through the
war-torn skies. His one purpose—the
halting of the Zep....

That was a day!

It was a day the enemy would not
soon forget.

The sequence of events, from the
blowing up of the U-67 until dusk had
fallen, was an epic.

Twice German Heinkels tried to
stop him. And twice they had been
forced to turn tail and run before the
relentless fury of the madman in the
Polish P.Z.L., leaving charred wrecks
splattered on the soiled ground
churned up by their own mechanized
forces.

VEN after he had flashed over

the wavering lines near Drewca,
and Polish planes rose from the
muddy fields to help him, ships carry-
ing the dread swastika flashed out of
the clouds to cut him off. The war
against the Poles had been forgotten
by the marshal who had ordered his
Staffels to concentrate their efforts on
bringing down the plane that had been
stolen under his very nose.

And through it all, Masters sat at
the controls, weaving in and out of
anti-aircraft fire, throwing his ship all
over the skies in his desperate efforts
to evade the deadly and efficient
Bofors guns. Time after time slugs
from the winged argosies of hate
found their way through the fabric of
his ship, but never once did they find
a vulnerable spot.

Now, as another flock of Heinkels
tried to cut him off, Masters’ lips were
a line of purposeful determination.

“If they’d only leave me alone long
enough to have a look at this glass
cone!” he thought desperately, as he
threw his ship over on one wing, came
around in a screaming turn, and threw
a tracer of cobwebs across the tilted
wings of a Heinkel.

He did not pause to see it go down
in a twisting corkscrew of black
smoke. He was zooming, his nose
pointed at another of the hurtling
crates, He caught that one fair in the
fuselage, touched his rudder slightly
and sent the burst right into the glass-
enclosed cockpit. The pilot jerked
back in his seat, sending the Heinkel
up and over in a fast loop and then
into a dive. The ship never came out
of the dive.
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CHAPTER XIII
A Lone Play

AURIOUSLY battling
back and forth across
the skies, fighting madly
to break through the cor-
@ don of hate and steel,
| Masters never forgot
v/ what was tucked under
" his tunic. While waiting
for the garrison to be taken over he
had dug some of the waterproofing
material out of the cone. The secret
still lay behind that shield of green
glass.

Tracer untangled in twisting lines
of lacey smoke. Slugs hammered and
rattled around his ship, like shuttle-
cocks of death. But there was no stop-
ping the Lone Eagle now. Within him
was all the fire of battle, the dash, the
will to do that had made him the main-
stay of the Allies once before.

Slugs hissed around his ship like
pellets of molten gold. The enclosure
of his cockpit was riddled, as a Hein-
kel bored in close. But the German
paid the price—the price paid by
many an enemy who had tried to
tangle at close quarters with the Lone
Eagle. His ship made another grim
stepping-stone of charred wreckage
to mark the trail of war.

Then Polish crates began to appear
on the scene in ones, twos, threes, and
finally in whole squadrons. Big Los
bombers, P.Z.I. Mewas and Wilks.
They flashed in and out of the Ger-
man formation, tearing it to shreds
adding to the trail of shattered ships
left by the Lone Eagle.

When the last of the Heinkels were
gone, Masters was practically over
Warsaw. He looked around for a
place to set down. But every one of
the fields had been battered to a pile
of muddy shell-craters by Goering’s
flyers.

A Wilk flew across his path and
motioned for him to follow. Masters
fell in behind the two-engined job and

trailed it in to a small field hidden in
the elbow of a forest just outside the
capital of Poland.

As Masters crawled from the rid-
dled ship he was met by a group of
pilots, and a tall man in the uniform
of a general. The American smiled
and stuck out his hand.

“We have met before, General
Smigly-Rydz,” he said. ‘“Remember?
It was in Paris.”

The general returned the Lone
Eagle’s handclasp.

“You are the Lone Eagle.” He
smiled. “I can well believe it after
hearing of the battle you have been
putting up.”

“I need help, General,” said Mas-
ters, glancing at his battered ship.

“I am yours to command,” said the
general. “I know what you did in the
last war. And only last night I heard
by secret code that you have thrown
your lot in with the Allies.”

“Have you heard any reports about
activities around Friedrichshafen?”
asked Masters.

“Yes,” said the general. “They test
flew a Zeppelin the other day, and a
French spy got word through by way
of Switzerland that some mysterious
crates in the care of a Herr Doktor ar-
rived there.”

“Good!” snapped Masters, turning
to an air force major. “What about
the weather? Any chance of a shift
in the wind to clear things up?”

“Accordidng to this morning’s re-
port there will be a bright moon to-
night,” said the major. “So I suppose
we can prepare for more bombing.”

“You're not the only ones,” mut-
tered Masters. “Only the others won’t
be prepared.”

HE general’s eyes narrowed.
“You think they are going to
use Zeppelins?”

“I know it!” exclaimed Masters.
“That’s why I can’t waste any time.
Got a plane I can use? Can’t promise
to bring it back.”
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“We have a Messerschmitt,” the
general said quietly. “We captured it
intact yesterday. It is yours to use if
you see fit. It is fast.”

“Just the ticket,” said Masters. “I'll
need a flying suit, too. Be cold up
there.”

“Why not use the suit we took from
the German?” asked the major.

“Okay,” said Masters. “Bring it
here.”

And while he slipped into the fur-
iined suit, Masters turned to the gen-
eral.

“Just one thing more. It may seem
crazy to you, but it’s important to me,
damned important. I want you to get
the man at Warsaw radio station tn
slip an announcement into his news
bulletin. Have him repeat it on and
off during the day, especially in his
bulletins in French.”

“I will see to it,” promised the gen-
eral.

“Have him say something like this,”
Masters said hurriedly. “Got a pencil
and paper?”

When the general was ready, Mas-
ters dictated:

According to reports reaching us from
Switzerland, the scarcity of fuel is already
being felt by the enemy. Reports from
Friedrichshafen state that charcoal burn-
ers are wanted there at once. Large quan-
tities of charcoal are needed to warm the
huge Zeppelin hangars at night. The
weather reports forecast frost along the
shore of Lake Constance tonight.

Masters paused. “Got that? Read
it back to me.”

The puzzled general nodded, not
fully understanding Masters.

“Remember,” Masters said, “to im-
press it on your announcer to repeat it
off and on during the day. I've a good
reason for having that sent out.”

With his parachute adjusted, Mas-
ters buckled on his helmet and turned
to the pilots.

“Any of you fellows want to play
games?”"

They looked puzzled as Smigly-

Rydz interpreted the American’s
question.

“Just want them to chase me as far
as the lines,” Masters said. “Make it
look as if I'd stuck my nose into
some of their business and they didn’t
like it.”

The Polish pilots grimned at Mas-
ters’ little deception. They hustled
to their planes and prepared for the
chase.

“Good luck,” said Smigly-Rydz.
“Sorry you do not have time for a
longer visit.”

“So am 1,” said Masters, taking the
outstretched hand. “I’ll come back
when we've cleaned these unwelcome
visitors out.”

The general shook his head sadly as
the stalwart Lone Eagle walked to the
little Messerschmitt.

“A brave man,” he murmured. “One
of the greatest. I am glad to know he
is fighting these cursed Nazis. ...”

N HOUR later Masters threw

the Messerschmitt over on one
stubby, square-cut wing, and nodded
to the leader of the Polish outfit. It
had been a good chase, a mock battle
that would have fooled anybody on
the ground. One or two of the Poles
had even gone so far as to spin right
down to earth before pulling out, in
their efforts to make the deception
complete.

Then a flock of Junkers Ju 87 Ks
on their way back from a little dive
bombing had joined the game and the
enemy had become an unwitting tool
in the Lone Eagle’s hand.

The Polish pilot had nodded back,
then started to weave in his efforts to
avoid the fire from the observer in the
rear seat of one of the Junkers. The
battle had been short. One Junkers
and two of the Polish ships had gone
down.

The others fell into formation
and went their respective ways, with
Masters taking a position above and
just behind the bombers.
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Setting the stabilizer, Masters throt-
tled down and reached for the glass
cone inside his flying suit. As he
thundered along he began to pick at
the insulation in the base of the glass
thing.

Bit by bit it came loose, until he
was finally able to twist the whole
mass free.

He stuck the cone inside his safety
belt and examined the thing with the
two tiny wires leading back through
the mass to waterproof stuff.

“Well, I'll be—"

It seemed to consist of a mass of
fine metal filaments, ranked in a sort
of pyramid, made of what looked to
be two different kinds of metal. On
each side of the hairlike filament mass
were two tiny glass lenses. It was
from these two glass globes, and the
tapered mass of filaments that the
wires which had led back into the tor-
pedo had originated.

“Now what the devil is all that for?”
he muttered, as he turned the thing
over and over. “Can’t be a new type
detonator. That gadget has something
to do with the control of the tor-
pedoes.”

He studied it from every angle, fol-
lowing the course of wires, sniffing
the metal filaments, and trying to peer
into the tinted glass eyes with which
the contraption was fitted. When he
was certain he had every part of the
thing etched on his mind, he slipped
it back in its mysterious glass cone
and then put it back inside his flying
suit.

He racked his brains trying to find
some solution to the strange thing he
had ripped from the nose of a tor-
pedo in the U-67, now a mass of
twisted steel on the bottom of the Bay
of Danzig.

When he reached the border of
what had once been Czechoslovakia,
he noticed that his fuel was getting
low, and finally spotted a military
field.

“Have to risk it,” he said softly, as

he reached for the throttle and cut the
gun.

The little Messerschmitt began to
S-turn the distant field.

Masters leveled off, lowered his
trucks, and started in for a landing.
His quick eyes darted over the ships
on the line.

There were a group of Heinkels. A
few Junkers Ju 87 Ks. And one single
Messerschmitt.

That particular job caught Masters'
eye as he came in over the runway.
It stood there, gleaming white, and
against the fuselage covering he saw
the factory numerals that meant it was
one of the specially built jobs with
extra large fuel tanks for long range
flying. By its side stood a man in a
flying suit. He seemed to be waiting
for some signal from the Operations
office.

ETTING his ship down, Masters

sent the little ship scurrying to-
ward the far end of the line and
jammed on the brakes as the ship
swung around in line with the other
job.

Then he climbed out and did some-
thing that had the German air force
gasping for weeks.

He sauntered carelessly over to the
pilot standing beside the Messer-
schmitt, and bopped the German full
on the jaw. Without even looking at
the man he crawled into the ship,
gunned the motor and roared out
across the little field. Coming around
in a climbing turn, he stuck the nose
down, lined the ship up on the string
of planes and opened up with his
guns. Twice he raked the line of
planes, and as he zoomed on the last
trip he smiled in satisfaction when he
saw that three of the planes were
burning and the blaze was spreading
to nearby ships.

“Ought to hold that bunch for
awhile,” he growled, as he jammed the
throttle on full and bored for the
clouds.
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CHAPTER XIV
Yankee Madman

FHNDOUBTEDLY that af-
ternoon saw the greatest
game of aerial Fox and
Geese in the annals of
fiadd <l the German Air Force.
4 MR 2 ¥EE8 Tclephones, wireless

A =3 3
% /4 P transmitters, and tele-
y graph instruments
worked overtime from one end of Ger-
many to the other. Ships rose in des-
perate efforts to waylay this mad
American who had started throwing
consternation into their ranks. Hys-
teria permeated the German ranks as
rumors and reports filtered in from
all quarters.

Ships lifted to the scattering clouds,
some riding high, others low, seeking
to ambush this man who had thrown
his lot in with the Allies. It finally
reached a stage where all Messer-
schmitt planes had to be grounded.
On three different occasions one of
these trim little craft had come hurt-
ling from behind a cloud to run into
a raking fire from guns in black-
crossed ships. Messerschmitt pilots
had a tough time even returning to
their home fields, as every ship of
that type was looked on with sus-
picion the afternoon the Lone Eagle
ran wild over Germany.

Twice ships had caught up to him.
Once it was a flock of high flying
Junkers Ju 87 Ks. They lost three
of their number before their leader
figured that retreat was the wisest
course. A little later a single Heinkel
had slipped from behind a cloud and
came roaring down on the Lone
Eagle’s tail.

The spattering of tracer on his
right-hand wing had been the Lone
Eagle’s warning. With a muffled
curse, he kicked on rudder, slapped
the stick over and came -curling
around in a climbing turn. His hand
hit the throttle. He did not like these
fast flying ships for combat work. It

was far too easy to over-shoot a tar-
get, and have half a mile or more to
retrace before he could open up again.

Even at half throttle the Messer-
schmitt went into the climbing turn
gracefully, smoothly, as the Heinkel
lost its target and went roaring past.
A quick kick on the sensitive rudder
brought the Messerschmitt in tight,
with its nose boring right down on
that hated swastika on the German’s
tail.

The Lone Eagle’s guns opened and
a twin line of tracer hit the ship
ahead. Masters was bent low over his
sights, determined to send every shot
home. He watched the rudder of the
Heinkel begin to shred withouta trace
of emotion. He saw his slugs rattle
up the fuselage until they seemed to
unearth some hidden well from which
gushed a splash of orange and a pJume
of black.

The Heinkel leaped like a har-
pooned whale. Straight up it thun-
dered, and as it turned over the pilot
let himself fall out, waiting until the
doomed ship went into its twisting
dance before he yanked the ring.

Masters banked while the chute
popped open. When he saw that the
pilot was all right he waved and con-
tinued on his way, leaving a much per-
plexed pilot drifting earthward, won-
dering why this killer American had
not drilled him.

Masters began to slide from cloud
to cloud. Once or twice he changed
his course, so it would not be known
that he was headed for the Zeppelin
sheds. Ahead, he could see the setting
sun glinting on the distant Alps. A
little to his left, hidden by the au-
tumn haze, would be Lake Constance.

And nestled along its shores were
the Zeppelin hangars.

He changed his course, to come in
over the lake from the other side. He
was doing everything to throw the
enemy off the scent, fighting to keep
them from knowing that he was aware
that this night they probably meant
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to strike their dastardly blow at the
innocents of either Paris or London.

CeWF I only knew what connection
this damned gadget has with
that torpedo business!” he groaned
for the hundredth time. “Can’t be a
small receiver, so they can control
them by wireless. I'm sure of that.”

The shadows were creeping up fast,
blotting out the snow-clad peaks of
the Alps. Searchlights were begin-
ning to throw their silver fingers of
light in the air in an effort to catch
hold of this single plane that could
be heard high overhead.

At last he turned out over the lake,
gauged his distance while he slid the
cockpit cover open, and released his
safety belt. He closed the throttle,
stuck the nose down and then pulled
up and over. While the ship was on
its back, he turned the switch to OF F
and let go.

He let himself fall a few thousand
feet in the darkness, then yanked the
ring. The chute popped open and he
began to drift. Off to his right he
could hear the little Messerschmitt
boring its way toward the icy waters
of the lake with no one at the con-
trols.

In the engulfing darkness he floated
toward a spot just east of the long,
shadowy hangars.

And even while he drifted to earth
he was still trying to figure out how
those little glass cones worked on a
torpedo and ‘how they could be ap-

plied to the grim business of bomb
dropping.

“I’ll get it!” he muttered, shivering
in the cold breeze driving in from the
towering crags. “I’'ll find the answer
and stop them if it’s the last thing
Ido!”

And while the Lone Eagle floated
earthward, three people sat in a little
room just south of the hangars. One
was the beautiful, sinister German
secret agent who carried the same
number her mother had made famous
in the World War. She sat staring
at the blank surface of a blackboard
that evidently was a sort of bulletin
board. Her red lips twitched spas-
modically, her head was bent as if she
were listening.

Across the room, a little man with a
stubby mustache was arguing impa-
tiently with a taller man whose eyes
were partly hidden behind a pair of
unusually thick-lensed glasses.

“Can’t you get started, Herr Dok-
tor?” the stubby men exclaimed im-
patiently. “It is always delay. My
generals delay in taking Warsaw. My
airmen delay in sinking the British
fleet. My troops lag behind to eat red
apples.”

“But mein Fuehrer,” expostulated
the man with the thick glasses. “We
cannot take the Zeppelin out of the
sheds until the wind shifts. It is
shifting now, and I promise you ve
will be off by midnight. You will
have them eating out of your hand by
dawn.” [Turn Page]
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“Bah!” snarled Hitler. “I am tired
of promises. They have promised all
day to bring me this one they all call
the Lone Eagle. The fools, I think
they fear him. Don’t you, Fraulein?”

“I hate him,” cried R-47, leaping to
her feet to pace up and down the
room. “Many times he fooled my
mother. And now he tries to make
fools of us! You know what hap-
pened this morning to the U-Sixty-
seven! He tricked our men into blow-
ing that ship up and escaped, as if he
bore a charmed life. For all we know
he might be right around here some-
where, ready to spoil Herr Doktor’s
plans.”

“I wish he were here,” Hitler de-
clared. “You would see how I would
deal with him. We would show him
a trick or two, would we not, Herr
Doktor?”

E man with the thick lenses
started. “I beg pardon, mein
Fuehrer, but I was thinking of the task
ahead of me. I have been concentrating
on preparing these bombs with my de-
vice. Just as soon as the Zeppelin
gets away I must get back to work
so that I can equip more torpedoes.
Already the supply is used up.”

“Why do you not let somebody else
make them?” suggested Hitler.

A slow smile crept across the Dok-
tor’s face. He shook his head and his
thick glasses glinted in the light.
“Only I know the secret, mein
Fuehrer. It is better so. With the
secret carried in one head there is less
chance of the enemy discovering it.
Nicht wahr?”

“But if something should happen to
you,” Hitler insisted impatiently.
“What then?”

“What can happen to me, mein
Fuehrer.” The man with the thick
lenses smiled. “Your Gestapo watch
my every move.”

At that moment R-47 stopped short,
her beautiful head cocked to one side
again,

“It stopped,” she said softly. “It
disappeared too soon.”

“What?” demanded Hitler.

“That plane! The motor was cut
off while it was high in the air. It
was one of our Messerschmitts. I rec-
ognized the sound of the motor.”

Not a word was said as the three
listened.

“He is coming!” exclaimed R-47.
“I know he is. My mother has told
me many times of the way he used
to pop in just in time to spoil all their
well laid plans.”

“Perhaps the Friulein wishes to
get in her plane and leave.” Hitler
sneered.

“No, mein Fuehrer,” R-47 said
steadily. “I am not afraid for my-
self. It is for you and for the Herr
Doktor’s plan I fear. That man is not
human. He is a devil.”

As she spoke the chancellor stalked
across the room and turned on the
radio.

“It is time for that fool in Warsaw
to begin spreading some more of his
foolish propaganda,” he said shortly.
“Listen!”

The radio rasped out the short-
wave news from the Warsaw station.

“Here it comes again.” Hitler’s lips
twisted, as he held up a hand for si-
lence. “More rot about the need for
fuel. Charcoal to heat these hangars.
. . . Aesels!” Angrily the Fuehrer
snapped off the set....

But there was a man in France who
did not think that the announcer of
the Warsaw station was crazy, or an
ass. Pierre Viaud heard the broadcast
at the same moment the Fuehrer lis-
tened to it.

“Nom de Dieu, Henri!” he cried
leaping to his feet. “It is a call for
help from the Lone Eagle. We must
make haste. He needs us at Friedrich-
shafen. It is the code word he used
when I once worked behind the
enemy lines as a charcoal burner. Call
out a squadron of pursuit planes, and
one of the Potez groups. We are mak-
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ing a call on the Zeppelin hangars to-
night. We will supply the heat to
dispel the frost.”

The little airdrome buzzed with ac-
tivity as the racks of a squadron of
Potez 63-B2 bombers were loaded
with bombs. Across the field Henri
De Laval was busy getting his squad-
ron of Curtiss P-36s ready to accom-
pany the bombers.

Within the hour thirty-eight planes
winged their way off the French field
and started east at the urgent call of
the Lone Eagle. .. .

ACK at Friedrichshafen, as

Masters drifted closer to the
earth a wave of warmer air washed
across his chilled face. He snapped
his fingers in sudden excitement.

“That’s it!” he cried softly. “That’s
the secret of the whole thing. I've
got it now!” His feet touched the
ground.

“And we have you!” snarled a voice
out of the darkness.

The speaker flashed a light in the
Lone Eagle’s startled face. A cruel
smile lighted his own.

“And I think our Fuehrer will be
glad to meet you. You must be the
American our men have been chasing
all day. Come along.”

Masters dropped his parachute har-
ness with a gesture of resignation.
He had tried hard. He had fought his
way from one end of Germany to the
other only to run face to face with
failure at the very moment he thought
he had caught a glimmer of victory.
His shoulders drooped with weari-
ness as he allowed himself to be led
toward a light near the hangars.

The leader of the little group
knocked on the door when they
reached the building, and threw it
open at a gruff command that came
from inside.

“Mein Fuehrer!” he cried. “I have
good news for you. I think we have
captured the American they have
been looking for all day.”

“Bring him in!” snapped Hitler,
fighting to hide his excitement.

Masters blinked as he stepped into
the strong light. Then his eyes
opened wide as they fell on the girl
leaning against the desk.

“Ah,” he said mockingly as he
bowed low. “You must have the se-
cret of eternal youth, R-Forty-seven.
You are more beautiful than ever.”

“Bah, he takes you for your mother,”
sneered Hitler. “And you would have
me believe that he is smart.”

Masters looked from R-47 to the
man with the mustache and then ap-
parently ignored the Fuehrer as he
turned back to the young woman.

“So R-Forty-seven has a daughter
to take her place,” he said with a slow
smile. “She has gone into retirement,
I hope.”

“Yes,” the girl said impatiently. “I,
too, will gladly go into retirement
once I am sure that you are dead.”

“Then you must have been about
ready this morning, Fraulein,” said
Masters. “I understand the state of
my health was slightly exaggerated
then.”

As Masters said the last word he
felt himself grasped by the arm and
swung around to face the Fuehrer
who was bristling with rage.

“Fool, you stand there and ignore
me!” he snarled.

Masters shrugged. “Perhaps I see
you as you really are. But mark my
words, the day will come when the
people of Germany will have their
eyes opened. I doubt very much if
they will ignore you then, Herr Hit-
ler. I am afraid you will receive more
attention than you will wish for.”

Hitler’s eyes blazed as he glared
up at the man who was not afraid to
stand before him and speak his piece.
He stepped toward the Lone Eagle
with a snarl of hysterical rage.

“Steady,” said Masters, with an
ominous ring in his voice. “You bet-
ter have somebody hold me if you’re
going to try and hit. For so help me
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God, if you don’t I'll drive you right
through that wall.. .. And while I'm
about it, I might as well tell you that
the Herr Doktor’s secret is known. It
will be turned against you if you dare
try it again.”

“You lie!” cried the Herr Doktor,
for the moment forgetting the pres-
ence of his master. “You lie! I am
the only one who knows.”

ASTERS shook his head. “Your

scheme was clever. But we
have clever men too. It did not take
them long to discover that you had
devised a super-sensitive thermopile
coupled with tiny photo-electric cells.
Right now our factories are turning
out these devices to be used either on
torpedoes or aerial bombs.”

The Herr Doktor seemed shaken.
“You cannot have discovered my se-
cret so soon! Only I can build such
a sensitive thermopile.”

“You think because you have dis-
covered a way of using copper and
silaridium in your filaments that we
cannot use it too? Oh, no, Herr Dok-
tor, from now on our torpedoes will
be attracted by the heat of the boilers
in ships, and curve in that direction
no matter how they are fired. And
bombs, too. We are developing bombs
with tiny fins and rudders actuated
by these thermopiles. These bombs
will be guided by any source of heat
rising from the ground. And I can
assure you, your factories, your power
plants and any point at which there
is heat will be struck down as if by
lightning.”

Masters stood there fabricating the
whole thing out of thin air. But he
knew from the expressions on their
faces that he was striking a death
blow with every word. The look on
the Herr Doktor’s pallid face was es-
specially revealing. The talk about
the bombs had been pure guess work,
but he could see that the same prin-
ciple would act on them. The com-
bination of a super-sensitive thermo-

pile and a pair of photo-electric cells,
coupled with fins and a rudder actu-
ated by a current and there would be
a weapon of war that would blast
every ammunition and aircraft fac-
tory from the face of the earth.

“And do not forget,” Masters went
on, hoping against hope that Pierre
had picked up his SOS, “that to-
night when you start out to drop
these bombs from the Zeppelin, our
fliers will be sitting high above you.
In their racks will be bombs equipped
with this device. Think of what will
happen as the heat of the motors be-
gins to register on those sensitive
thermopiles. There will be no more
Zeppelin, that is all.”

“But how do you know we intend
to send a Zeppelin over the Lines
tonight?” demanded Hitler, forget-
ting for the moment his intention of
cracking down on this seemingly
nerveless American.

Masters grinned. “We know every
step you are taking,” he said stead-
ily. “There are Germans who know
that their country will be greater,
more powerful, more respected once
they are rid of you and your butchers.
They have brains enough not to be-
lieve the lies your propaganda min-
istry crams down their throats. And
believe me, the day you signed your
agreement with Stalin, you signed
your own death warrant. I hope and
pray you did not sign away the rights
of your country and people.”

“Why do you not shoot him at once,
mein Fuehrer?” exclaimed R-47.
“Give me a gun! Please! Let me rid
our country of this menace.”

Masters straightened. He folded
his arms across his chest.

“You know I have told you the
truth, don’t you?” he said, trading
look for look with the Fuehrer. “And
you don’t like to hear it.”

Hitler turned furiously from the
Lone Eagle and motioned toward the
nearest storm trooper.

“Take him outside and shoot him
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like a dog!” he ordered, in an uncon-
trollable rage. “I do not wish this
office to be soiled by his filthy blood!”

“Stop!” Masters voice rang out in
sharp command. “I am not fool
enough to come here unprepared. See,
I have a powerful grenade here. One
move and I will release the pin. In a
second you will all be dead, blown to
tiny bits of quivering flesh.”

He let them see the glint of light on
the bright metal of the thermopile.

CHAPTER XV
The Lone Eagle Speaks

O ONE moved. The only
sound was the sharp in-
take of R-47's breath.
Then she whirled wrath-
fully.

“I warned you!” she
cried. “My mother has
~ told me about this man’s

tricks.”
“Silence, Friulein!” snapped Mas-

ters. “And you, Herr Hitler, are
artist enough to be able to visualize
the picture. Part of you will be spat-
tered against what is left of the ceil-
ing of this room. . . . Not a pretty
picture, is it?”

The Fuehrer licked his lips.
I promised—"

“Don’t make me laugh,” growled
the Lone Eagle. “You are the most
famous promise breaker in the world.
Forget any bargains. Those days are
over for you.”

Then Masters heard the sound for
which he had been waiting. His keen
ears picked up the faint throb of mo-
tors long before the others realized
that enemy planes were winging
along the shores of Lake Constance.
They were suddenly rigid as the siren
sent its raucous blast to tear the night
to shreds.

“Here come the charcoal burners,”

“If

cried Masters, as he heard the scream .

of diving bombers.
“Let us get out of here!” cried the

Fuehrer. “We will be blown to bits
—without a chance for our lives!”

“Like the women and children on
the Athenia,” snarled Masters. “And
like the poor innocent women and
children your bombers are killing
every day in Poland. By the way,
where is my friend, Hermann Goer-
ing? I should think he would be here
tonight, since he is head of the Air
Force.”

“He is indisposed,” mumbled Hit-
ler, watching the bit of metal that
gleamed inthe Lone Eagle’s hand. “In-
digestion.”

“Too much bologna.” Masters
nodded, grinning. “One of these days
all of Germany is going to suffer from
too much of your bologna, Herr Hit-
ler. And when it does, you’ll have
more than indigestion. I wouldn’t ke
surprised if you didn’t suffer from a
sore neck. You know, a sort of rash
where the executioner smacked you a
wallop.”

The Fuehrer’s face went white. He
tried to inch toward the door but
stopped as he saw the Lone Eagle’s
arm tense.

Then the first bomb smacked to one
side of the hangars with a thunderous
crash. R-47 screamed, as Masters
lifted his arm and threw the metal
object full at the light bulb.

“There’s one of your damned
thermopile,” he cried as the second
bomb landed close to the little office.

The windows were drawn out. The
light was extinguished. A pistol
cracked as everybody made a wild
dash for the door.

All ‘hell seemed to have gone ber-
serk around the Zep hangars as bomb
after bomb let go.

Searchlights at the edge of the big
airdrome began to crisscross in the
night. Anti-aircraft guns pounded at
the darkness and soon the black sky
was a pattern of silver bars, stippled
was the scintillating bursts of Archie
shells. Great blossoms of flame lit up
the field as the bombs from the French
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ships let go. It was like a bit of hell
lifted from the depths and planted
on the surface of the earth.

The Lone Eagle was out of the lit-
tle building with the rest of them.
His exit was a dive through the
smashed window. He picked himself
up, ran around to the back of the of-
fice toward the big hangar. From its
roof he saw a German hammering
away at the raiders with a pair of
Parabellums. He dashed through a
side door into the hangar.

HE huge front door had been

swung open, and a red glow from
the exploding bombs lighted the long
fabric-coated sides of the Zep. With
this excitement the place was de-
serted. Evidently the Germans wanted
plenty of room between themselves
and this huge hydrogen-filled bag
during an air raid.

“T’ll risk it,” panted the Lone Eagle.
“But if a bomb strikes close while I'm
at the job. ... Well, they won’t be
exaggerating the state of my health a
bit when they say I'm a goner.”

In a flash he was inside the big
cigar-shaped envelope, and running
down the catwalk. He reached the
first bag as a bomb let go that seemed
to shake the hangar to its founda-
tions. He found the rip cord by the
ruddy glow of the flames and yanked.
With a feeling of satisfaction he
heard the hydrogen hiss through the
slit.

Hastening to the next cell he gave
another cord a yank. It too, began to
collapse. With the sweat streaming
down his face he made his way along
the whole length of the ship, yanking
cord after cord, spilling all the pre-
cious hydrogen into the bomb-torn
air. When he had finished, he slid
down into the rear motor gondola on
the port side, and dropped to the con-
crete floor.

As he reached the door it seemed
as if the whole building was being
lifted away from him. A sheet of

flame, such as he had never seen be-
fore, puffed upward and tore the roof
off the hangar. Masters found him-
self rolling on the grass, pawing and
tearing at his smoldering flying suit.
Half crawling, half rolling he man-
aged to get behind the little office
where he was sheltered from the sear-
ing flames mounting higher and
higher into the night.

While he tore the suit from his
body he looked up at the leaping pyre
that a few moments before had been a
Zeppelin hangar.

“Looks as if my scheme worked,”
he mused, grinning with satisfaction.
“A spark, lots of hydrogen with noth-
ing to do but get ignited, and there
you are. As pretty a fire as I ever
started.”

When he had the suit off, he leaped
to his feet and started around the
building which was already beginning
to burn. There he saw something that
made him stop in his tracks. A huge
monoplane speeding across the flame-
lit airdrome, heading straight across
the blood-red waters of Lake Con-
stance.

“That’s his plane!” came instantly
to the Lone Eagle. “If one of the
boys would only spot him they'd be
doing the world one great favor.”

The bombers were circling now,
climbing in tight formation over the
field, forming to meet any possible at-
tack from the air.

The sputter of a motor brought
Masters’ attention back to the field
and to a Junkers standing at the edge
of the flame-bathed sod. Its pilot was
leaning out of the cockpit motioning
impatiently at someone who stood
watching the office and hangars go up
in a mass of flames. Masters caught
the glint of flame on glass.

“The Herr Doktor!” he cried, as he
started forward.

But the man saw him coming and
ran toward the waiting ship. For a
moment the Lone Eagle stood there
cursing, forgetting the bombers over
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head and the crashing of machine
guns and anti-aircraft batteries about
him. He stood there, revealed to the
world by the torrent of leaping flame.

As the Herr Doktor reached the
Junkers, Masters became conscious of
a new note in the cacophony of hate
—the low whistle of a gliding plane.
One of the French Potez 63-B2s was
coming down on the field. The pilot
was waving frantically toward him as

I
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of the young French pilot. “I'd recog-
nize that cry, ‘Monsieur Masters’ any-
where. Boy, did you fellows get here
just in time!”

“Pierre is along too,” informed
Henri. “They are covering us from
above.”

“Nice work, lad. But look! See
that Junkers over there just getting
off2” Excitement was in the Lone
Eagle’s voice. “Get it! I'll go back
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he fish-tailed in close to where the
Lone Eagle was standing.
“Monsieur Masters!”
shouted. ‘“Make haste!
Masters, get on board.”

the pilot
Monsieur

ASTERS ran across the field,

dodging a burst of machine
gun bullets thrown by some gunner
in the far-away shadows. He reached
the plane, grasped willing hands and
was pulled on board. “So it’s you,
Henri,” he exclaimed as he leaned over
the cowling and patted the shoulder

to the rear office and handle the guns
there. That plane is carrying a man
who is better off dead. Can’t have
him thinking up some new scheme to
set us on our ear.”

Henri was higher than the Junkers
and was able to gain speed by putting
his nose down. With a thunderous
roar he hurtled across the ship’s path,
and as the two ships hung poised in
that turn, Masters unleashed his guns
from the rear cockpit, their tracer
battering away at that square tail with
the swastika on it.
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The German pilot tried to climb
away, but Henri forced the ship
nearer and nearer to the flame-lit area.
Masters kept up his steady tattoo of
slugs on the rounded fuselage.

Up and up the German pulled the
ship, fighting for altitude but sacri-
ficing flying speed. The ship sud-
denly wavered. The angle of climb
was too great. It began to stall. And
while it hung there, Masters literally
blasted that tail and its hated insignia
to shreds. He saw the white circle
with parts of the swastika drift away.
Then the elevators seemed to dance
and buckle under the terrific impact
and at last tore away.

As the nose of the ship began to
drop, both passengers leaped The
pilot cleared the ship all right and
soon had the chute popped open. The
man in the rear cockpit jumped, but
fouled with a clump of wreckage
tearing loose from the tail of the
Junkers.

Masters watched the horrible scene,
as the man and the bit of plane flut-
tered toward the burning hangar with
the white streamer of a partly opened
parachute streaming behind.

“That’s the Doktor,” he muttered
as he caught a gleam of light from
those thick-rimmed glasses. “Gone
where he helped send a lot of others.”

Henri was pounding on the glass
cover of the cowling.

“Look!” the French pilot was yell-
ing. “The other one is a girl. They
have women flying their planes now.”

Masters looked over the side in
time to see R-47 drift by with her
helmet hanging over her shapely
shoulders and her jet black hair fly-
ing in the breeze.

A slow smile crept across the Lone
Eagle’s face as he looked across the
flame-lit space at the woman who a
short time before had begged for a
gun with which to shoot him.

“Auf wiedersehn, Friulein,” he
murmured, and blew R-47 a Kkiss.

And Masters knew from the look

on her face that if they ever did meet
again, he had better watch his step.

Henri looked back at the Lone
Eagle as he climbed away from the
ruined field. Then he grinned.

Up and up the Potez went to meet
the others who were still hovering
overhead. And in the rear cockpit
Masters relaxed for the first time in
days.

HE Germans tried to stop the
armada of raiders on their way
home. They got a couple of Potez
jobs, but Pierre Viaud had kept an
ace up his sleeve in the shape of two
full squadrons of fighters who had
hovered high overhead in the dark-
ness. The score had been more than
evened. For besides the destruction
of the Zep by Masters, five German
planes crashed in the darkness. . . .
It was due to those few hectic days
spent by the Lone Eagle that Winston
Churchill, First Lord of the Ad-
miralty, was able to announce over an
international radio hookup that enemy
U-boats seemed to have lost their
“sting.” For a whole week not a sin-
gle British boat had been sunk he said
happily. One or two helpless neutral
ships had gone down. But it had also
been reported that once again tor-
pedoes were missing. No longer were
the grim tin fish striking their tar-
gets, curving, following them, as it
were, until their deadly tubes bored
right into the heated engine rooms.
Under the existing circumstances,
the First Lord of the Admiralty was
not able to give credit where credit
was ‘due. But back in Berlin was a
man who knew who was responsible
for the collapse of the plan by which
he felt certain he was going to drive
the Allies to an early suit for peace.
The Fuehrer shook his head slowly.
That stubborn lock of hair fell across
his forehead as he looked across the
room at his right-hand men.
“Perhaps I could coax them into
some sort of peace terms,” he said



THE NAZI MENACE 71

slowly. “Perhaps if I made another
speech. . .. Yes, perhaps I could come
to terms with them.”

“Ach, mein Fuehrer,” said a man
standing by the table, “I fought in the
last war. I know this man. And I
would advise that with this cursed
Lone Eagle fighting on the side of the
Allies that peace at any price would
be a good bargain.”

The Fuehrer leaped to his feet and
began to pace the room.

“It must be I who dictates the
terms,” he said furiously. “It shall

not be said that one American brought
us to our knees.”

“But mein Fuehrer—"

“No, I say,” screamed the Fuehrer.
“Do you not see? My regime will col-
lapse. It is I who am mighty, not this
American! No! I will fight this Lone
Eagle. Send out orders that the best
brains of my Intelligence Service are
to spend all their time in bringing
this man low.”

And with that order the battle of
the Nazis and the Lone Eagle got into
full swing.
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THE greatest military pilot in the world
is the aircraft carrier airman, regard-
less from what vessel he flies.

The aircraft carrier pilot is the most
skilled, the most daring, the finest trained
and the cream of the crop. But he hasn’t
a chance in the world!

Any pilot who can take off in a tricky
250 mile-an-hour fighter from the
dancing deck of an aircraft car-
rier, carry out his naval mission
and get safely back to that elusive
deck again, is entitled to the
greatest laurels the aviation world
can design for his brow.

Those of you who have visited
vessels of the fleet have no doubt
strode the broad deck of an air-
craft carrier. You may have been
allowed to wander up and down
the spiral companionways, inspect
the ready rooms and even see
some of the planes the hangar
deck holds. You may have ad-
mired their stately lines, the
businesslike superstructure, the
intricate lifts and tricky arrester
gear.

In general, the modern aircraft
carrier is one of the most elabo-
rate, expensive and useless pieces
of military equipment the world
has ever known.

Remember the Courageous!
This is not second guessing. I wrote

The Osprey taken aboard the Courageous

EDITOR’S NOTE

Arch Whitehouse hits straight
from the shoulder—and here’s what
he thinks on a mighty important
topic. We're allowing the author
full swing and not asking him to
pull his punches. The views pre-
sented do not necessarily reflect
those of THE LONE EAGLE,
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much of this sort of thing years ago and
I will not be a bit surprised if more air-

craft carriers are not sunk or destroyed
before this appears in print. Years ago I
pointed out certain weaknesses in aircraft
carrier construction and operations, and
predicted what would happen.

No one took much notice, but they did

attempt to make one important change—
that of providing more lifts or elevators
to get the planes up from the hangars.
Prior to this, most aircraft carriers had
but one or at best two. I pointed out that
one small shell might disrupt the whole
system and put the carrier and its planes
out of action before contact with the
enemy force had scarcely been made.

But I am getting ahead of my story.
We will come back to the aircraft carrier
later. Let’s look into this matter of air-
craft carrier pilots first.

The writer saw aircraft carrier opera-
tions years ago when the British developed
the old Furious and Argus for au'craft
carrier duties in 1918. The aircraft carrier
was originally designed to carry a number
of short-range airplanes to points as near
as possible where certain aerial activity
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was planned or expected. They were not in-
tended as regular units of a battle fleet.

The British devised these two, and later
the Courageous and Glorious for duty in
the North Sea where the famous Branden-
burger seaplanes were annoying the Brit-
ish destroyer flotilla. It was not always
possible for British planes to take off
from the east coast of England, fly all the
way to the German naval bases, and at-
tack the German bases and seaplanes.
Hence, this idea was thought up. Origi-
nally it was simply just for that and never
intended to carry over to the expensive
vessels of today.

Early Experiments

In the old days, pilots flying special Sop-
with Camels were taken out to sea aboard
these carrier ships and under direct pro-
tection and convoy of destroyers and
brought to a point within range of the
German objectives.

The real facts of these attempts do not
always jibe with the general impression of
aircraft carrier aviation. It is true that
British pilots did take these Sopwith ship-
board Camels off the deck and take the air
in search of German seaplanes and in many
cases raiding Zeppelins, but they did not
always return to those decks. The fact of
the matter is they usually avoided a land-
ing and more often alighted on the sea
near the carriers to be hoisted, dripping
and somewhat damaged, to the deck by
means of ship derricks.

Modern Improvements

The problems of deck landing had not
been solved in those days. In taking off,
the pilots faced the prospect of unsatis-
factory engines that might conk at the lip
of the carrier deck. They were flying small
ships suitable for carrier stowage, but it
will also be remembered that the Camels
were tricky little planes and were likely
to do almost anything in getting off.

It was months before arrester gears were

designed. It was months before flying men
had the courage to dab darting scouts
down on these decks, and airplane design-
ers sensed that something might have to
be done about it. They figured if all car-
rier deck operations were to end up with
a plane being brought back and landed on
the water, instead of on the deck, they
might as well design a plane that would
fit these conditions.

It must be remembered, too, that the
catapult, as we now know it, had not been
perfected. That was to come along some-
time in 1923. So it was useless to figure on
light seaplanes or flying boats. They de-
signed a land plane with hydrovanes set
between the wheels and an arrangement of
flotation gear to keep it afloat while the
carrier could be brought alongside

Those of you who have collected pic-
tures of all war-time planes of that period
will no doubt remember the famous Parnel
Panther, a two-seater shipboard reconnais-
sance plane fitted with hydrovanes—small
metal slides which enabled the pilot to
accomplish less dangerous water landings.
This plane, equipped with a fuselage that
folded for stowage purposes, was powered
with a 230 h.p. Bentley rotary engine and
might have become an important piece of
naval equipment, except for the fact that
deck-landing ﬁroblems were eventually
solved mainly by the simple adoption of a
deck arrester gear. Namely, a series of
ropes stretched across the deck which were
picked up by a dangling hook fitted to the
underside of the fuselage and which
checked the forward movement of the
plane once it had touched the deck.

The Saratoga and the Lexinigton
This then was the real beginning of air-
craft carrier aviation, but it can only bring
out in high relief the skill and gallantry
of the aircraft carrier pilot.
It was not a simple matter to bring a
ship in for a landing in those days. There

These Top-Ranking Fliers Get the Lion's Share of
Danger—but Very Little Credit for Their Iron Nerve!
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were no safety slots, no air-brake flaps or
variable-pitch props. They didn’t even have
brakes on the wheels! The decks were
only about 725 feet in length whereas the
Saratoga and Lexington of today have
flight decks of 830 feet. They were flying
high-landing-speed planes powered with
engines that were unreliable, but somehow
they did it, and the men who have followed
them are equally as game, skilled and cou-
rageous.

Today, while most carrier decks are
longer and better arranged, there is still
the utmost skill required to make regular
routine landings. Today the ships are
faster and heavier. The missions carried
out are more complex and the range of ac-
tion of these planes is far greater.

Let us imagine just what takes place
when a modern Navy fighter or torpedo
carrier takes off on a normal routine flight.

A Sample Flight

In the first place the pilot and observer
must be highly trained men. They must
first be aviators and then be skilled in mili-
tary and naval tactics. They wear normal
flying kit plus inflated jackets — just in
case. They must know the silhouette of
every plane and vessel in their area. They
are crack navigators, fine gunners and gen-
eral all-around flying seamen.

Once they get the order to take off on
a certain patrol they must prepare hur-
riedly, take these orders and memorize
them. They climb into their planes and
warm up the engine. This must be per-
fect and they must have confidence in that
engine.

On the deck a flying officer actually takes
charge until the plane is off the deck. The
vessel is turned into the wind and the
skipper telegraphs “Full Speed, Ahead” on
his engine-room telegraph. The aircraft
carrier thumps into the waves at about
32 knots and in doing so, naturally leaps
and thumps against the rollers. The deck
begins to dip and bump, and the airplane
has to be held steady by a group of deck
mechanics until the plane is ready for the
take-off.

Once she is free, the pilot has to know
how to handle the throttle so that the en-
gine will not balk or choke at the wrong
time. One by one they are flagged off by
the deck officer, and one by one they pass
a small motion-picture camera which reg-
isters every move they make until they
are actually clear.

A power dory swings ominously in davits
—ijust in case, and a destroyer stands by
a few hundred yards aft—just in case.

It Takes Skill

The plane takes off and climbs slowly,
making sure nothing is wrong. If there is,
the plane slips off the lip of the flight
deck and rolls down into the knife prow
of the carrier and is cut to shreds. Or
what is left swishes back and the whole
lot goes through the flailing screws at the

stern. There isn’t much use of the power
dory or the destroyer then.

But they are safely off, we will presume.
All they have to do now is to carry out a
special mission. It may be a few miles
away, or it may be a hundred, but the air-
craft carrier pilot bas to go—and get back.
He may have to go off and spot an “enemy”
flotilla and come back with full details of
it. He may have to spot a submarine, hid-
den under the water, %eavcn knows where.
He may have to report on the movement
of anything from a string of sewerage
barges to the activity of a fishing fleet off
Gloucester.

Then, after three hours or so of this
sort of thing, he has to find his way back
to his carrier. In three hours the carrier
might be fifty miles away from where it
was when our aircraft carrier pilot took
off. He has first to range his own position,
figure where the aircraft carrier may be
by the time he finds it and how to get
there. That’s where the navigation idea
comes in.

Of course if he makes a mistake and
the carrier isn’t there — well, that’s ]ust
too bad, for airplanes can stay in the air
only so long. It’s a matter of timing and
fuel and you have to be good to success-
fully combine the two.

Landing

But we will assume that our pilot knows
where he is and where the carrier will be,
if and when he gets there, and that he
actually gets back okay. All he has to do
now is to plant his 250 m.p.h. plane back
on the heaving deck—and hope.

First he circles around until he gets the
“office” that he may come in. Then he
sets his throttle, his prop-pitch, his flaps
and all the other items that matter and
starts down for the deck. The carrier, re-
member, is hitting the rollers at about
32 knots. The plane may be coming in at
about sixty and they may be streaming into
the wind which registers approximately 20.
Thus by simple calculation, the 60-knot
plane approaches from behind a flat target
which is doing about 32 and the wind of
20 cuts the actual alighting speed to about
ten knots.

It seems simple to put down at a rela-
tive speed of 10 knots, doesn’t it? But
it’s not. that simple. In the first place, the
pilot must time it perfectly or he will miss
the deck entirely. Or, he may hit at a bad
time and head into a swirling current com-
ing around the superstructure. Or he may
be very careless and overshoot and drop
off the front and get a swell cutting up,
as explained before.

If the weather is fair, he may be lucky,
and a lot of them are. But if it is a bit
choppy and bumpy, he will find that the
decﬁ lip he thought was down there, is
suddenly up there, for it takes but little
swell to make a deck rise twenty or thirty
feet—or drop just as fast, and you feel
very silly levelling off at one point and
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suddenly notice that the deck yoan thought
was there, has simply vanished into noth-
ing. Or you may give the deck officer a
grin, figuring that this is a soft touch,
and just as suddenly discover that you
are landing into something that looks sus-
piciously like the stern screws of the ves-
sel, and that the deck you thought you
were landing on, has somehow switched a
couple of floors higher up.

Dangerous Piloting

That’s aircraft carrier landing for you.
If you are good, you can make it—if you
can take it. It’s a tough racket and you
have to have the nerve of a bull-fighter,
the wrists and reflexes of a master swords-
man and the timing of a crack golfer. You
just can’t bully your way down to a deck
that slaps up and dovm twenty or thirty
feet. The deck is too hard and the stern
plates are tough too, so you simply have
to do it right, time after time, because
you only make one mistake in that racket.

You either get down, clutch the arrester

anywhere near. Just a U-beat or two.
There was no high cannonading or sharp
exchange of salvos at 3,000 yards. No
major naval engagement such as that at
Heligoland, Bigit or Jutland.

What had happened in the case of the
Courageous came while she was part of a
normal scouting force. There were a num-
ber of light cruisers somewhere nearby. A
line was maintained by a flotilla of de-
stroyers, and in addition there were a few
high-speed coastal motorboats which carry
two Whitehead torpedoes. The duty here
then was that the airmen of the Courageous
took off at intervals to carry out short
patrol duties from the air and perhaps re-
port on the positions of the merchantmen
that were being covered.

The same maneuvers had been carried
out day after day with the same precision,
but on this day in particular the wind was
from the wrong quarter and the Coura-
geous had to turn away from the rest of
the convoy to get two of her planes back
on the deck. Speeding at well over thirty

U.S.S. Saratoga

gear and hang on with your eye-teeth, or
you bounce off the stern screws or drop
over the front and go though the chopping
machine. And nothing matters after that,
not even the movies they take of you,
showing what you did wrong. Perhaps the
guy who comes along to take your place
may benefit from it, but that’s all the sat-
isfaction you can get, if that’s any satis-
faction.

These men then are the finest pilots in
any air service. They combine more tech-
nical knowledge, flying skill and personal
courage, as a group, than any other branch
of military aviation. To me it seems a
shame that their future is so pathetically
hopeless.

A Case in Point

The case of the H.M.S. Courageous is a
'tj)l'gical example of what can happen to
modern aircraft carrier, and we must
remember that the British carrier was only
taking part in convoy operations; it was
not lost during a naval engagement. It
was simply a unit of a group of vessels
doing a simple scouting mission to assist
British merchantmen to clear a certain
area known to be haunted by German U-
boats. There were no enemy destroyers

knots, it’s easy to see that she was soon out
of position with the rest of the convoy
and in the danger zone. It is easy to visu-
alize the crafty German submarine com-
mander who knew the weakness of aircraft
carriers, moving off to a position clear of
the main body where the Courageous
would have to go to get her planes back
on the deck. The rest was simple and
deadly.

The minute the planes were aboard and
the great hulk of the Courageous slowed
up during the turn to regain station with
the rest of the convoy, the U-boat com-
mander let fly with two tubes, and that
was the end of the Courageous. It will
be the end of more aircraft carriers before
this present war is over.

My readers will naturally ask: “Well, if
that is the future of these vessels, what
should be done about it and how can we
replace them with something else?”

Suggestive Alternative
There is very little that can be done
about aircraft carriers as they stand now
except to rebuild them into light, high-
speed cruisers. They most certainly have
no future as foating landing grounds.
They could be re-fitted with gun turrets
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and, with their high speed, be turned into
some new form of naval weapon, but only
as a gun-carrier, not a plane carrier.
ince we must have naval aviation, we
should rely more on flying boats of great
size, speed and range. These planes, gen-
erally known as the “Flying Dreadnaughts”
can be turned out fast now, and they have
Eroved their worth time and time again.
how many mass flights to Hawaii
have been carried out with a small ver-
sion of the modern “Flying Dreadnaught.”
Look how much area could be covered by
a squadron of such planes, if they were
manned by men as skilled as the modern
carrier pilot.

The modern long-range flying boat can
bomb, report for gunnery, fight off enemy
aircraft,photograph enemy fleets and naval
bases, raid enemy areas inshore, carry out
rescue flights and provide a very accept-
able first line of defense.

This is 1939—not 1914.

If we must have single-seater fighters in
the Navy, and it seems that shellbacks are
still figuring in terms of 1912-18 they can
be catapulted from cruiser and battleship
catapults. They can build high-speed
fighters with single float-planes. They have
already built a very fine two-seater fighter-
reconnaissance plane suitable for catapult
work which does not have to return to a
ship which must steam into the wind to
pick it up, and thus lose station.

A float plane which has been sent up to
do a mission, can return to practically any
vessel in an emergency and be picked up
on a derrick. It at least gives the crew a
chance, even if the plane has to be aban-
doned in an emergency. You can always
build planes, but you don’t pick crews off
plum trees.

Single-Seaters Passé

Where a single-scater fighter fits into
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the modern naval-air picture is something
to ponder on. Just what a single-seater
fighter can do against fleets of high-speed
bombers or giant flying boats is a great
question. Most certainly they cannot fight
the modern bomber, because the bomber is
better armed and in most cases is equally
as speedy.

The fighter pilot has all his troubles
trying to put his nose on the bomber be-
fore he can even fire a shot, but the
bomber gunners, standing steady in shel-
tered turrets can bang away from all an-
gles and they have been doing it in this
war much to the dismay of the fighters.
We all still like to dream about the single-
seater ace who lone-handed shoots down
hundreds of enemy planes, but that was
the other war. It has not happened since
in any war.

No, we can do without the aircraft car-
rier very well. It is only a nuisance in fleet
maneuvers.

It is continually being “destroyed” in
the theoretical war games and it sacrifices
too many fine men and fine machines ever
to pay its own freight.

Aircraft carriers are lovely things in
naval drills and at the President’s inspec-
tion of the Fleet. They look fine all cleaned
up at some dock with hundreds of visitors
clambering all over them and young neat
officers politely showing the citizenry all
the fine points, but there is one thing
they never tell you—they can’t tell you be-
cause they are still officers of the Fleet
and can’t talk—they’ll never tell you what
their chances are if ever they go into ac-
tion.

Mark my words, the loss of the Coura-
geous will mark a very important mile-
stone in naval design and strategy—that is,
unless the shellbacks are too blind to read
the writing on the wall.

Watch for More Special Features by
ARCH WHITEHOUSE
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HE British Air Force is using the Bristol “Blenheim,”
a high performance day bomber credited with a speed
of 295 m.p.h. The ship is a mid-wing cantilever
monoplane with a monocoque fuselage.

The retractable undercarriage has each unit retracted back-
wards by the Bristol hydraulic-jack which breaks the knee jointed
radius rods. The engines are in nacelles attached to the ex-
tremities of the center section.

There is a normal crew of three. The pilot’s seat is in the nose
on the port side with the navigator’s seat alongside. Ahead of the
navigator's seat is a sliding and folding seat for bomb aiming.

Aft of the wing is a rear gun turret mounted midway along
the fuselage. Bombs are carried internally in a bomb cell under
the center section.

SPECIFICATIONS
ST 0 BBk o 8866 o o JBB 0 6 0 08Bk o 56 ft. 4in
167331297 © 5000000308 0000600000000 39 ft. 9in,
Height ..coeviiieiiniinininnns 9 ft. 10in
Wing area ..... 000X C 00t 3 469 sq. ft.
Weight empty ................ 7,409 lbs.
Weight loaded ................ 12,030 1bs.
Engines:

2 Bristol Mercury radial air cooled

See it first in THE LONE EAGLE
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VANISHING

Saunders glanced upward to see one of the French marked seaplanes
heading toward him

By RUSSELL STANTON

Author of “Sky Raid Warning,” “Blackout Terror,”

€€ IP” SAUNDERS, -eagle-

eyed “B” Flight Leader

of the Sixteenth Yanke:
Pursuits, circled the deserted Hun
drome three times before heading
west toward his own lines and his
own tarmac beyond. As he flew back
a puzzled scowl darkened his good-
looking, wind-bronzed face. And

ete,

every now and then he gave a quick
little shake of his head and rapped
his knuckles against the cockpit rim.

Forty minutes later he landed at
Sixteen, taxied up to the line and
then strode over to the squadreon
office. Major Ralph Harmon glanced
up from a cigarette-burned desk as
he entered.

The Boche Stuck Their Necks Out— and Turned
"Kip” Saunders into a One-Man War Machine!
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“Well, Kip, is it true?”

The pilot tossed his helmet and
goggles on a chair, stuck a cigarette
in his mouth and lighted up.

“Yeah, it’s true,” he nodded. “Von
Kohl and his brood aren’t there any
more. There’s nobody there, in fact.
Hell, I've been counting on slapping
down that killer ever since he moved
ln,"

“There’s a lot of pilots who’d like
to smack von Kohl out of the air,”
he said. “But he’s a tricky devil.
If you ask me, his moving means
that hell is going to pop some place
else. He never did stay put very
long. He— Why, hello, Colonel!
What brings you down here?”

They both saluted the tall, lean-
jawed senior officer that entered.
The Wing colonel returned the sa-
lute and cleared his throat.

“Seven dead men,” he said through
clenched teeth. “That’s why I'm
down here. Rather, one dead man
and six who have just disappeared
in thin air. Saunders, I've got a job
for you. And when I give you a
job you know what that means. Or
what it might mean.”

HE pilot grinned and snuffed out

his butt. “I didn’t come to France
to guzzle cognac allthe time, Colonel,”
he said. “Shoot. What is it now?”

“The damnedest mystery I've
bumped into since arriving,” the
other replied. “As you know, we’ve
been borrowing planes from the
British until our factories in the
States get a move on and send some
over. Well, these planes are ferried
over from Hendon, England to the
replacement depot at Lants, on the
French coast. There they are re-
checked and sent to the wvarious
squadrons that need them.”

The senior officer paused a mo-
ment to wet his lips. “This has been
going on for a month,” he continued.
“A month up until last Tuesday,
three days ago. Since then seven

new ships have been ferried over.
Six never arrived, and have never
even been scen since. The seventh
arrived at the Lants field last night.
The pilot made a crash landing and
the ship caught on fire. We managed
to drag him out but it was too late
to do anything for the poor devil.
But just before he died he said,
‘The damn Huns got us!”

“Huns between Hendon and
Lants!” Saunders exclaimed. “Why,
that’s impossible! A Hun ship

couldn’t remain in that section of
air five minutes. The Channel patrol
boys would bring him down in noth-
ing flat.”

“I agree with you,” the Wing C.O.
nodded. “But just before the flames
enveloped the ship, I'd swear that I
saw bullet holes in the wing fabric.
The pilot must have been badly
wounded and passed out before he
could make a safe landing.”

“Did all seven take off at the same
time?” Saunders asked.

“No. Three left the day before
yesterday, and never showed up. And
the other four, led by a man named
Hickson, took off yesterday.”

Saunders’ body had gone ramrod
stiff.

“Hickson, did you say, sir?” he
echoed. “Captain Ted Hickson?”

“The same,” the colonel nodded.
“The man who used to be with you
when you were with the French.
You'’re best friend, I believe. And
that’s why I'm telling you all this.
I thought—”"

“You thought right, sir,” the pilot
interrupted grimly. “If Ted Hickson
led, he didn’t get them lost by head-
ing way up around Ostend. And if
he said, ‘Huns’ then they met Huns.
Yet—dammit, Ted must have been
mistaken. I just can’t believe that’s
possible. When’s the next load of
new planes to be ferried over?”

“Tomorrow morning,” was the
reply. “Four of them. I was wonder-
ing if—"
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“I’ll pick three of my gang, and
we’ll ferry them across,” the Six-
teenth ace took it up. Then added,
tight-lipped: “Or know the reason
why we can’t. Poor old Ted. Hell—”

A dawn sun was slowly burning
off the thin night fog from the broad
expanse of Hendon Airdrome as Kip
Saunders and three of his squadron
pals waited for the English me-
chanics to warm up the four brand-
new Camels on the line. The Yankees
smoked cigarettes and kidded with
one another, but underneath their
surface show of gayety was grim de-
termination to get the badly needed
planes through to France at all costs.
Then, presently, an English officer
walked over and saluted courteously.

“They’re ready to go, gentlemen,”
he said. “Best of luck to you.”

“Thanks.” Saunders smiled grimly
and turned to his pilots. “Stick
close, fellows, and keep your eyes
open. If you spot a Hun ship—and
T'll eat it if we do—let go a green
Very light so that the rest can get
on guard, pronto. If the odds are at
all even, we’ll knock their ears off.
But if there’s a gang of them, we’ll
play coward and get the hell out
of the way. After all, the idea is
to get these crates over there in
good shape. Okay men—let’s go!”

EN minutes later Saunders led

the three other ships into the air,
banked around to the southeast and
headed for the English Channel. On
impulse he twisted around in the
seat and stared down at the huge
flying field. Sight of it sent an eerie
feeling rippling through him. He
felt as though he wasn’t going to
feel hard ground under his feet,
ever again. Cursing softly he faced
front, and rammed the throttle wide
open.

“Don’t be a slob, Saunders!” he
grated at himself. “You’re getting
the jitters of a two-hour-old fledg-
ling. Ted must have got lost and

went too far north. Still, what about
those three the day before? Hm-m.”

He watched the picturesque Eng-
lish countryside roll by under his
wings. Presently the gray-blue
waters of the English Channel came
swelling up over the horizon. An-
other twenty minutes, and they were
above the twenty-eight mile strip of
water that separated the English
coast from the once-popular summer
resort colonies of Lants.

Shifting to a more comfortable
position Saunders peered hard at the
huge banks of dull slate clouds that
hung in the air above him. Hun
ships up there waiting? He snorted
and glanced toward the north, and
sat up straight in his seat. About
six miles away, half a dozen dots
were headed northwest toward the
English shores. Yes; dots to a green-
horn, perhaps. But to Saunders’ vet-
eran eyes they were D.H. seaplanes
—ships from one of the Channel
patrol squadrons of the R.A.F. He
relaxed in the seat and directed his
attention elsewhere.

Then when the French coast was
little more than a blur far ahead,
Saunders sat up in the seat again.
A mile to the south, and sliding
down out of the clouds, were six
more seaplanes. Again, however, he
relaxed; for he instantly recognized
the French Flying Corps’ markings
on the planes. And then, a few mo-
ments later when the pilot of the
leading French ship raised his
gloved hand and waved it in greet-
ing, Saunders grinned and waved
back.

“Colonel’s taking no chances, and
asked the French to send out an
escort, eh?” he grunted aloud. “And
maybe it’s a good idea at that. Any-
way, it makes us ten strong now, in
case we do run into Huns.”

Like six graceful birds the French
planes winged around into escort
position above and behind the Ameri-
can patrol, and all ten pushed on
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toward France. And then, without
warning, it happened!

The heavens yammered shockingly
with machine-gun fire, and sudden
death hissed down into Saunders’
plane. Even as he twisted around
in the seat, a white-hot spear of
flame sliced across the top of his
shoulder, and he felt the stick go
mushy in his grasp. Like chariots
from hell, the six French-marked
planes were charging straight down,
their snouts spewing out twin
streams of jetting flame.

Saunders swore aloud, and tried
to jerk his nose up, but his elevator
control wires had been severed, and
all the ship did was to fall into a
sluggish spin. Metal death spat at
him; but somehow Lady Luck stayed
with him as he corkscrewed down
toward the gray-blue waters below.
But she completely abandoned the
other three members of his patrol.
Before his rage-filmed eyes the
Camels burst into flames one by one,
and went hurtling down into the
Channel and utter destruction.

GHTING his spinning ship,
Saunders managed to half pull it
out of the sluggish spin. But that’s as
far as he could get. He was much too
low to even attempt to do anything
else. So he unsnapped the safety
belt, threw his arms up above his
face and let his body go limp.
The water rose up and hit the
ship Iike a slab of concrete. Stars
and comets whirled about before
Saunders’ closed eyes. A thousand
needles shot through his body, and
an invisible fist pounded him on the
back of the neck. And then the
yammer of machine-gun fire snapped
him out of his pain-stunned trance.
He glanced upward, to see one of the
French-marked seaplanes heading
down toward him,
“The hell you will!” Saunders bel-
lowed. Shoving up inthe seat, he dived
over the side, swam underwater as

long as his bursting lungs and water-
logged clothes would allow him, and
then broke surface. Perhaps sixty
feet away his ship was a mass of
smoke and flame that was fast sink-
ing below the waters. The French-
marked plane had by now zoomed up
to join the other five.

“You dirty dog!” Kip Saunders
howled through a mouthful of water.
“Just like the Lusitania, huh? Sunk
without warning! By God, I'll—"

He didn’t finish the rest. Didn’t
because utter amazement froze his
tongue. Not twenty feet from him
the gray-blue water swirled white
foam, and the saw-tooth bow of a
submarine poked up above the sur-
face. Automatically treading water,
the Yank stared as the conning
tower and the after-deck appeared.
On the side of the conning tower
was painted in white, U-354.

A few seconds later, and the con-
ning tower lid went up, as a German
seaman, rifle in hand, piled out onto
the deck. As the long barrel of the
rifle swung Saunders’ way, cold fear
gripped his heart. He tried to jack-
knife up and go down underneath.
Yet his muscles refused to move, and
his brain told him that it would be
but a useless postponement of death,
anyway. In time he’d have to break
surface, and that killer devil on the
submarine’s deck would nail him
then.

Suddenly another figure piled out
of the conning tower. The man was
an officer. He knocked up the sea-
man’s rifle and snarled something
that Saunders didn’t catch. Then in
the next moment a line came snak-
ing out toward him.

“Thank God, there’s one white
German!” he breathed, and clutched
hold of the rope.

When presently he was hauled,
wet and dripping up onto the deck
of the submarine, the sense of
thankfulness left him abruptly. He
found himself staring into the mock-
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ing, glittering eyes of von Kohl, his
most hated enemy in all the war.
To meet this man aboard a Hun sub-
marine in the middle of the English
Channel took Saunders’ breath away
for the moment. He could only
stare at him, dumfounded. The Ger-
man’s tongue was very loose indeed,
however.

“We meet in a strange place, eh,
my fine friend?” he leered. “Lucky
I recognized you, or this sailor
would have put a bullet in your
head.”

“Want to do that little thing your-
self, don’t you?” Saunders snapped,
tight-lipped. “It’s right in your
line, I'll admit.”

A heavy hand hit him across the
mouth and almost knocked him into
the water. He saved himself, and
lunged forward to do a little fist
swinging himself. He didn’t. Three
navy slaves of the Kaiser leaped on
him and pinned his arms to his
sides. Von Kohl laughed harshly.

“Take him below,” he ordered.
“We have remained on the surface
in this spot long enough. We dive
at once and proceed to where we
take the planes aboard. Take him
away.”

Making no show of resistance,

Saunders permitted the submarine’s '

sailors to lead him below and toss
him into a steel-walled room, then
slam the door and lock it. A thou-
sand crazy thoughts rushing through
his brain, he sank down on a drop-
cot fitted to the wall and fought
hard to get hold of himself.

It was obvious that the French-
marked planes had been piloted by
Germans. By members of von Kohl’s
old Staffel, probably. But how in
blazes were they able to operate over
the English Channel? They didn’t
appear to have extra gas tanks that
would permit round-trip flights from
German-held ground. Well, then
what? He cut off the question and sat
up with a sudden thought. Von Kohl

had ordered the submarine to dive
and proceed to the spot where the
planes would be taken aboard! Six
French seaplanes on a German sub-
marine? Saunders shook his head.

“It’s crazy!” he grunted. “Or
maybe I am.”

O the time being he gave up try-

ing to figure out the answers. The
submarine was in motion. He could
both feel and hear the low throbbing
note of the engines. He didn’t know
how long it was, but it seemed hours
before the door of his prison was
jerked open and two Luger armed
sailors appeared. One of them gave
a curt backward jerk of his head.

“Come with us!” he snarled. “Be
the fool, and you die.”

There being nothing else he could
do, considering the circumstances,
Saunders stepped out of the room
and suffered the two Germans to
lead him back up on deck. The sub-
marine had broken surface again and
had come to a dead stop. Von Kohl],
with one or two German naval of-
ficers, was standing on the conning
tower deck, watching the crew un-
fasten the forward hatches. The
German turned as Saunders ap-
proached, and smiled cynically.

“I thought you might be inter-
ested in watching this, my fine
friend,” he said. “You must be con-
sumed with wonder.” He chuckled
unpleasantly.

The Yank paid him no attention. He
didn’t for the reason that there were
matters of greater importance. Off
to the port side, some sixty yards
or more, were two other sub-
marines riding at sea anchor. Like
the one upon whose deck he stood,
their forward hatches were being
opened. But, as Saunders noted,
opened so that electrically operated
cranes could be hoisted above deck.
Then as he glanced upward, he saw
the six French-marked planes sepa-
rate into pairs and come coasting
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downward, two toward each U-boat.

“Now you begin to understand,
eh?” von Kohl’s voice gloated in his
ear.

Saunders still paid no attention to
him. Two of the planes had taxied
close alongside the submarine. As
their props stopped, lines were
thrown out, caught by the pilots and
made fast. Then a dozen shirtless
sailors appeared out of the open
hatches and swarmed over the two
planes like flies. In less than five
minutes wings had been removed,
pontoons unbolted and pulled free,
and the fuselages hoisted aloft. An-
other two minutes, and everything
had been stowed away below decks
in the forward compartments of the
submarine, and the hatches fastened
down tight.

HEN and then only did Saunders
look at the German air ace. His
voice was steady when he spoke, but
his heartwaspoundingagainst his ribs.
“Thanks for the front row seat,”
he said. “And I'm tipping my hat
to a not half-bad idea. If I reported
that there were plane-carrying sub-
marines in the Channel, I'd be sent
to the bughouse for observation. But
the idea isn’t for me to make the
report, is it? So why wait?”

The German smiled slowly. “You
have a certain courage, Captain
Saunders,” he admitted. “Even
though you and all your countrymen
are blind fools. Yes, the French and
the English would consider you a
crazy man were you to report what
you have actually seen. However,
I am not one to take the slightest
risk of possible failure. This plan
to stop replacement planes from ar-
riving in France is entirely mine.
I might mention that in one week
we have destroyed a total of twenty-
seven Allied planes. Yes, they and
their pilots are at the bottom of the
Channel, to remain a mystery to
your fine friends forever.”

The man paused, shrugged, and
gave a little shake of his head.

“I said twenty-seven at the bottom
—including you, of course. But it’s
really twenty-six. One swine got
away from us. Our surprise attack
was not quick enough. However, I
have been told that he died at the
Lants field before he could reveal
my little secret. Nevertheless, I shall
take precautions to guard against
any close guesswork. And you nat-
urally will be that precaution. In
due time, of course.”

Von Kohl gave Saunders another
tight-lipped smile, then nodded to
his guards.

“Take him below and give him
food if he wishes it,” he ordered.
“Those English planes are not to be
ferried to France until late this
afternoon. We’ll rest on the bottom
until then.”

Once again Saunders was led be-
low and locked in his steel-walled
prison. Like a caged tiger, he spent
a couple of hours stalking about the
small room, seeking for the slightest
loophole of escape, silently battling
the heart-chilling thoughts that
whipped back and forth through his
brain. What his fate was to be;
what plan the killer von Kohl had,
didn’t matter to him in the slightest.
What burned through him was the
truth of the man’s words.

Von Kohl's submarine-airplane
trick could raise hell with the Allied
air services. With no survivors, how
would those yet to ferry ships know
that the French escort planes they
met were really von Kohl’s ships
piloted by his vultures? The an-
swer was, of course, that they would
not. And so with each new day,
three, four, five and maybe even
more planes and pilots would dis-
appear into the waters of the Chan-
nel forever.

And another thought. If von
Kohl's plan met with marked suc-
cess, what was there to stop the
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Hun ace from shipping a hundred
German subs into the Channel, each
of them equipped with two battle
planes? There the answer again was
—nothing. And with an armada of
two hundred planes striking at Eng-
land, or at France—

Saunders cursed and slumped
down on the edge of the cot. He
pressed both fists against his temples
hard. Damn it, there must be some
way to trip up von Kohl. There had
to be. And it was up to him to find
it. He raised his eyes and stared
at the smooth steel walls that sur-
rounded him, and groaned helplessly.

And then began a wait that seemed
to stretch on far beyond the limits
of eternity. A dozen times the sub-
marine got underway, and a dozen
times it came to a stop, to rest
motionless on the bottom of the
Channel. Finally, though, the door
was shoved open and two guards ap-
peared again.

The Yank didn’t give them a
chance to open their big mouths. He
got up and stepped out of the room
and let them take him up on deck
again. The three submarines were
at sea-anchor close together, and all
six planes were in the water with
props ticking over. A finger of ice
slid down the small of Saunders’
back as von Kohl spoke to him.

“Another pleasure I am granting
you,” he sneered. “To watch the
take-off. It is really quite beautiful
to see. They are after five British
planes this time. And when they
return—"

The German paused and rubbed his
big hands together.

“When they return, it will be to
collect your dead body and fly it
almost all the way to Ostend, and
drop it on the shore there to be
found. Imagine what your superiors
will think when your crushed body
is identified as far north as that, eh?
Rather, imagine their consternation
and wonder. You see? Naturally,

they will not suspect that you were
killed over two hundred miles
further south. And so—my little
secret will be all the more protected.”

Saunders forced a stiff grin to his
face and shifted his right foot the
fraction of an inch.

“You think it's that safe?” he
chuckled. “Pardon me while I laugh
in that weasel face of yours. Why,
you uniformed sausage, it'll—"

The German hissed like a snake
and lunged forward. But Saunders
was set for just that move. He
dropped into a crouch quick as a
flash, locked both arms about the
charging German’s middle. Then he
heaved him off his feet and pivoted
like an acrobatic dancer. The two
German guards tried to leap out of
the way, but von Kohl's swinging
body smacked into them and
knocked them both head over apple
cart into the water.

Still pivoting, Saunders swung the
German ace for another half turn
and then let go. Like a sack of meal
von Kohl went flying across the
five-foot deck to plow into a navy
man and two gaping pilots. They
all went down in a heap.

UT the Yank didn’t wait to see
them recover. Leaping over the
conning tower deck-rail, he kicked
the pontoon mooring line free from
one of the planes, hurled himself
up onto the wing and then scram-
bled along it and into the pit. Even
before the first Luger bullet came
whining after him, he was pulling
the plane clear and zooming upward.
With no more than a hundred feet
under his wings, he swooped around
in a split-arc turn and went thunder-
ing down on the other two subs.
Thumbs on the trigger trips, he
jabbed both forward and sent chat-
tering destruction down upon first
one plane and then the other.
Figures on the submarines rushed
like rats toward the conning towers,
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but Saunders’ savage bursts cut them
down like wheat, to fall sprawling
and lifeless as flames belched up
from the exploding gas tanks of the
planes. In almost nothing flat, both
submarines were lost to view in the
midst of a raging hell of flame.

“Take those hot babies under the
water!” Saunders roared, and kicked
rudder, “and you’ll sure be doing
something, what I mean!”

Wheeling around he headed back
toward the submarine on which he
had been held prisoner. The sixth
and last remaining plane was taking
off, and in its cockpit was von Kohl.
Saunders grinned, lined up sights.

“Don’t you suppose I tackled the
others first to give you the chance
to take off ?”’ he shouted. “And how,
you skunk! Here’s a dish of rat
poison for you!”

The German started to twist away
from Saunders’ relentless fire. But
he might as well have tried to fly his
seaplane down into the U-boat’s com-
partments and pull the hatches
shut on top of him. His twin
streams of bullets almost like twin
faucets of spraying lead, the shout-
ing, cursing Yank ace raked the
German’s plane from spinning prop
to tail-skid. Nothing in the world
could have withstood that furious
onslaught, and von Kohl was most
certainly no exception to the rule.

He darted and twisted, and threw
his plane all over the sky. But it
was all to no avail. Saunders’ bul-
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lets were right at the back of his
neck at every turn. And then sud-
denly von Kohl’s plane seemed to
stop dead in midair, as though it had
run into a wall. Like a wounded
bird it fell over on wing and dropped
straight down—straight down toward
the submarine already half submerged
in an emergency dive.

But it was too late for those in
that U-boat. Von Kohl’s plane
had slammed down into it. There was
a minor explosion of the seaplane’s
gas tank, and a tongue of flame
shot skyward. Almost instantly,
though, there came a much louder
explosion, and a livid sheet of red
shot toward the heavens. Through
it Kip Saunders saw the submarine

heeling over on its port side. Then
it sank-and disappeared.
Twisting in the seat Saunders

glanced back across the water. One
of the two other U-boats was rolling
in the swell, great clouds of black
smoke belching up from its opened
conning tower. The third submarine
was nowhere to be seen. But an
ever-widening oil-slick on the water
told Saunders that it would stay on
the bottom forever. Then once more
the Yank ace glanced down at von
Kohl’s plane, slowly being drawn
under out of sight.

“Yeah, I'll carry out your idea,
von Kohl,” he muttered grimly,
banking north. ‘“But not the way
you'd like me to. I'm really going
to escort those English ships across!”

UESTION

Which are the
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World War Model

Planes

A Department of Accurate Brand-New Plans

HOW TO BUILD TIiE‘SOPWITII PUP

O. M. Sopwith, known to us

now as a British sportsman

® specializing in racing yachts,

was one of Great Britain’s finest

\World War airplane designers. Orig-

inally he was a flyer, then swung into

the designing and manufacturing
game.

Sopwith was as good a designer as
he was a flyer. A few of the efficient
airplanes he designed were the Sop-
with Tabloid, Sopwith Camel, Sop-
with Triplane and the Sopwith Pup.

It’s the Pup in which we arc par-
ticularly interested at this model-
building session. It is a trim fighting
ship somewhat resembling the famous
Sopwith Camel, with which you are
all familiar. It was an earlier ship
than the Camel. It had an 80 h.p.
motor against the Camel’s 130 h.p. one.

It weighed, loaded, about 200
pounds less than the Camel, but it
traveled only 14 miles per hour slower
than the more modern Camel. The
Pup was a sweet flying job, and once
a pilot had become accustomed to its
sympathetic controls he hated to give
up his reliable air steed for some of
the newer models.

So, there you have our build-up for
this grand old plane of the World
War skies. We hope you’ve caught
some of the romance of this prima
donna of bygone days and will caress
those pieces of balsa till they are
shaped perfectly and when assembled

SPECIFICATIONS
SOPWITH PUP
S 6 0.0.0006/0 0 00866 0 400 0 26 ft. 6 in.
Lengthh uai. oo o 191t. 334 in,
Height ................ 9 ft. 5 in.
Engine ............ 80 h.p. Le Rhone
Climb to 5,000 ft. ..... 7 min. 40 sec.
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will do justice to the original ship,
that old wardog of the Western Front
—the Sopwith Pup!

FUSELAGE

Study the cross sections first. Find their
locations on fuselage indicated by same
letters as appear on cross sections. You’'ll
get a definite feel this way of the differ-
ent portions of the fuselage. Your center
lines on the side view and the top view
are important. They are the lines on which
the fuselage is built. From these lines
make all necessary measurements.

SOPWITH PUP

From cross section “A” the fuselage
gradually becomes flatter on its sides as
it goes back. At the front of the cockpit
the roundness of the sides has disappeared
and is replaced by flat sides. From this
point on back the sides are flat. The bot-
tom is flat from the cowling ring all the
way back.

The top of the fuselage has a curved
surface, more pronounced toward the nose
than the tail. Cross sections give you this

feel.
TAIL ASSEMBLY

It is a good stunt to make and fit all
tail pieces onto the finished fuselage with-
out attaching. After complete satisfaction
to yourself that all pieces are perfect and
fit into their places correctly, lay them
aside till the wings and undercarriage are
securely fastened in place. Then cement
the tail pieces in place.

In doing the job this way it gives you
the end of the fuselage to grab hold of
while working on the assembly. We’ve
seen plenty of swell tail assemblies broken
by their being anchored into their perma-
nent position too quickly.

WINGS

The flat center section of the top win
and the two outer sections having dihedra

—
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puts you up against a tricky bit of con-
struction. There are two ways to construct
the top wing. Either way calls for making
the wing m one piece at first.

After it is cut out and roughly shaped by
sanding or cutting, take fine sandpaper
and bring the whole wing (under and top
surfaces) to perfection.

Now, here are the two ways to get the
center section flat and dihedral into the
rest.

First, the simplest way. Take a saw
and laying the wing flat on a table, under-
side of wing against table, saw half way
or a little more through wing at two places
where wing changes from flat to dihedral.
This stunt allows you to bend wingtips
upward and still keep wing in one piece.
Dampening the wood under the sawcuts
will make wood easier to bend. Put a
weight on center section, bend up wing-
tips, put little blocks under tips. Pile other
weights or tie whole wing down. Either
fill sawcuts with cement or plastic wood
before bending or after. Let the whole
wini set until it holds its shape.

The second way to construct wing is to
shape as above, then saw completely
through wing at two places. You then fit
pins with heads cut off into center section
and hook wings onto these pins. If you
follow the last way mentioned, better do
plenty of sighting and truing up before ac-
tually getting wing anchored to plane.

Either way is good, the first is easier.
Take your pick.

The bottom wmgs have same angle of
dihedral as top wings. Make your center
section struts and main wing struts and fit
them in between wings after you have an-
chored bottom wings in place. This can be
accomplished without much fuss if you can
get fuselage laying square on a table block
of wood. Tie it down and block up lower
wing wingtips. Now start fitting top wing
over it with a strut or two held in posi-
tion.

You’ll see that some temporary bracing,
such as a couple of pieces of thin cigar
box sticking out from two piles of books
will give you two little shelves on which
to lay wing tips of upper wing. You only
have two hands, and they are mighty busy
so you have to get that top wing in place
before cementing struts. Try this stunt or
rig up one of your own as anything to hel
to get wings 1n position so you can wor
on the assembling of the struts.

We think this part of the construction
is the place where most of us blow up.
We try to do the impossible in balancing
and then because it doesn’t work we get
sore. A professional builder who makes
models for the airplane companies uses all
the. trick bracing stunts he can think of
to make his job easier.

UNDERCARRIAGE
The undercarriage is simple. Make
struts right length and thickmess. Make
flat wooden spreader bar out of fairly hard

wood. Jack up fuselage on blocks and
fasten undercarriage to fuselage, either as
a unit or in pieces.

Watch particularly that the spreader bar
is in line with the wings. In other words
at exact right angles to the center line of
fuselage. Do a lot of measuring and trial
fittings before you actually anchor any-
thing to the body.

Now that you have your model plane
pretty well along, you can go back and get
the tail assembly into position. Firmly
anchor stabilizers and elevators into posi-
tion. You can have each side of fuselage
(one stabilizer and one elevator) in one
piece or if you want real swell detail, work
the hinges between the pieces after cutting
them apart. After both sides are in place
you can assemble the fin and rudder and
anchor it to the fuselage.

At about this stage you can stand back
and do a little plain and fancy admiring of
your ship. You probably feel pretty slick
over the job. More power to you. Now
back to work.

PAINTING

Get plenty of liquid filler slapped all
over the job, let it dry in, then give an-
other coat. A little sanding of any lumpy
place after it is dry is in order. Several
coats are usually needed on balsa to make
the porous wood ready to take a paint or
lacquer job on its surface without all the
brightness of the color sinking into the
wood and the surface looking dull. Get a
good lacquer or enamel to paint your
model with.

If you are not sure what to get, go to
your model supply store or your local
paint store and ask their advice. Tell them
what you are using the color on and they
will probably fix you up okay.

Two or three coats are generally used
on a model. Let plenty of time elapse be-
tween coats, a day or more is best.

After the gainting is finished and dry
you can cut thin piano wire for the wiring.
Cut wire a little longer than you need it,
this allows the sharp ends to sink into the
soft balsa wood and the wires spring
straight. The small separate perspective
drawing will help you with the wiring.

British insignia is given for your model.

The engine may be painted on the flat
surface of cowl, or a hollow cowl con-
structed and the engine fitted into it, then
}he whole unit anchored back on the fuse-
age.

Thcrc are lots of different ways in ap-
proaching any of your model building
problems. Ours are given to get you on
the track if you need guidance. Do it any
way you can. There’s only one way your
model should look when finished—it must
look good to the builder—and that’s you!

°
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How to Build the Albatross D-3
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SABOTAGE
FLIGHT

By ROBERT SIDNEY BOWEN

Author of “Flight to Glory,
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* “Death Goes Solo,” ete.

Lieutenant Benham, Naval Air
Commander, Risks His Life to
Trap a Deadly Traitor Rat!

APTAIN JARDIN, command-
ing officer of the Navy Avia-
tion Base at Boston Airport,

drummed his fingers on the desk and
furrowed his brows in worried
thought,

“I agree with you in part,” he sud-
denly said to the lean, wind-bronzed
pilot seated on the other side of the
desk. “I mean, I once thought the
FB2C was just the ship for
coastal scouting work. But I don’t
know, now. Six crash deaths in two
weeks can’t be laughed off. And
Washington H.Q. is raising hell. No,
I think the ship has proved itself
too tricky and unreliable for Navy
Aviation work.”

“Chuck” Benham, scnior squadron
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leader at the Base, swallowed hard,
cursed inwardly and then put every
ounce of sincerity he could summon
into his voice.

“I made the first tests of the
FB2C, sir,” he said. “I stayed
with it from the drafting board until
it was officially accepted for Navy
service. Why, I wouldn’t think more
of it if I'd designed it myself. It—"

“I know,” Captain Jardin broke in
quietly. “You were once with the
Caldwell Company who made the
ship. I arranged for you to do the
testing after you’d told me about the
new design. And I also backed up
your recommendation that Washing-
ton accept it and equip the Base
here with the type. I was with you
all the way, Benham, because if
there’s one man in Naval Aviation
who know planes, it’s you. But after
this—"

The Base Commander paused and
gestured helplessly.

“Six pilots killed in two weeks,”
he finally said. “Six experienced
Navy pilots killed ‘during solo night
maneuvers, How in God’s name do
you explain that?”

“I can't, sir,” Benham said heavily.
“It’s as much of a mystery to me as
it is to you. But have you thought
of this, sir? Every pilot crashed in
flames. Every pilot was on a lone
night-scouting maneuver. And not
one of them bailed out in his para-
chute. Doesn’t that mean something
to you?”

E STARED intently at his su-
perior.

“It does,” Captain Jardin said.
“The thought came to me only last
night. Fumes from the engine must
get back to the closed-over pit and
knock the pilot out before he has a
chance to do anything. So he
crashes wide open and burns up.”

“Or else something happens to the
pilot that isn’t connected with the
plane or engine at all,” Benham said
grimly.

“Meaning what?” Jardin demanded
sharply.

“Meaning sabotage, sir,” the senior
flight leader replied at once. “Per-
haps those pilots had dope slipped
into their food at evening mess, and
it took effect later when they were
in the air. Or perhaps a small fire
bomb or gas bomb was hidden in the
ship.” 7
Jardin’s mouth fell open, and then
he laughed harshly.

“Spies here at the Boston Base,
Benham?” he snorted. “Why, that’s
crazy! What the hell good could a
spy do around here? This isn’t an
experimental base. We haven’t any
secrets to hide. A spy could go
through every one of my files and
not learn a thing!”

“That’s true, sir,” Benham agreed,
“but—"

That’s as far as he got. The jangle
of the phone on the desk cut off the
rest. Captain Jardin took the call.
Benham, watching him, saw him
stiffen, saw his eyes grow cold and
hard.

“Thanks very much, sir,” Jardin
finally said, “Keep a couple of your
men watching it, will you, please?
I'll send a truck crew right out.”

Hanging up, the Base commander
glared at the phone a moment and
then raised his eyes to Benham’s.

“Number seven, Benham,” he said
in a hard voice. “That was the Wor-
cester chief of police. He got a call
from the constable at Oakham a few
minutes ago. The villagers thought
they saw a meteor fall last night.
When they investigated this morn-
ing they found it was a half-burned
Navy plane. The constable phoned
word to Worcester to be relayed to
us. That would be young Ensign
Chase who was doing the Base-to-
Albany-and-back trip. Should be
landing here right about now.”

Benham groaned and stood up.

“May I fly out there, sir?” he
asked. “I want a look at that crash
before it’s trucked in.”
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“Go ahead,” Jardin grunted. “You
have inspected every one of the
other crashes, though. What do you
think this one will tell you? Not
a thing, Benham. It’'s like I said,

engine fumes or something that
leaves no trace.”
“You said it was a half-burned

plane, sir,” Benham murmured. “All
the others were completely burned.
There’s just a chance—"

Benham let the rest trail off into
thin air. Deep down in him he was
beginning to wonder just a little bit
himself. Jardin gave him a kindly
look.

“Know how you feel, and it’s
tough, Benham,” he said. “But I'm
afraid this is the last day the FB2C
type will see Navy Aviation Service.
I’m wiring Washington for instruc-
tions regarding the grounding of the
rest here.”

“Don’t do it until I return, sir,
will you?” Benham pleaded.

“Why not?” Jardin asked. “Think
you're sure to find the answer this
time? But even if you do, it
won’t—"

“I’m not sure of anything, sir,’
Benham said. “I’m just asking that
you wait until I get back from my
trip to Oakham.”

b

LITTLE over an hour later,

Benham sat his ship down in
the cow pasture on the edge of the
little village of Oakham. Sixty yards
away three Worcester special po-
licemen stood guard around a twisted
heap of Navy plane wreckage. And
at a respectful distance from them
were grouped the wvillagers. Switch-
ing off, Benham climbed out and
went over to the wreck.

“Has anything been touched?” he
asked.

“No, sir,” one of the special police
answered. “The constable kept sou-
venir hunters away until we arrived.
He went home to eat, but he’ll be
back soon if you want to talk to
him. And—and the pilot’s still in it.

Nothing much left of him, so we
let him be.”

Benham nodded his thanks and
stared at the wreckage. It was not
a pretty sight and, crash-hardened
as he was, he could not refrain from
swallowing a couple of times. Only
the tail had escaped the flames, and
because the fuselage had snapped off
just in back of the cowled-over cock-
pit it was sticking straight up in
the air like a gruesome tombstone.

Through the shattered glass cowl-
ing of the cockpit Benham could see
the fire-sered form that had once
been Ensign Chase. Fire had burned
through the safety belt, but the
buckle was still fastened, which
proved that Chase had had no time
even to make an attempt to bail out
of his plane. And the fact that the
twisted glass cowl frame-work had
not been slid back was further proof
the pilot had died fast.

With a sense of utter helplessness
surging through him, Benham steeled
himself to the job and began to in-
spect every bit of the wreck. He
saw that the magneto switch was
still on, and that the throttle was
at the three-quarter cruising mark.
Not a control cable had been parted
by the crash, and an inspection of
the unburned tail section showed
not a single elevator hinge torn
loose, nor even the rudder or tail
plane mechanism jammed.

In other words, Benham was con-
vinced that the pilot had been either
dead or unconscious when the plane
struck. The panel watch had stopped
at twenty minutes of four. And
final proof that the engine was func-
tioning properly at the time of the
crash was the fact that the tach-
ometer needle was jammed at the
twenty-one-hundred revolution mark.
Obviously, the crash had bent the
instrument so that the rev counter
needle had been unable to slide back
to the zero mark when the engine
stopped

No doubt about it, Chase had been



SABOTAGE FLIGHT 93

dead or unconstious at the moment
of the crash. So what? So it proved
Jardin’s theory correct? That the
FB2C was so constructed that en-
gine fumes were drawn back into
the cockpit, and they knocked out
the pilot?

“That doesn’t make sense!” Ben-
ham grated aloud. ‘“Night air would
not change the engine fumes, and
nothing’s happened during our day
patrols!”

“You talking to me, Captain? I'm
Constable Jones. I'm the fellow who
found the thing.”

Benham straightened up and turned
to stare at a small, wrinkle-faced
man with a big silver star pinned
to his threadbare vest.

“Did you see it happen,
stable?” Benham asked.

“I certainly did, Taptain,” the othcr
nodded shortly.

“I was making my rounds, not
thinking of anything in particular,
when suddenly I heard a sound up
there in the sky. It was like some
one was slapping boards together.
When I looked up I seen a sort of
light. It grew bigger and came
rushing down faster than anything
I ever did see. A terrible lot of
noise, too. Woke up all the folks
around.

“Thought it was a meteor, we did.
There’s been a couple of them
things fall in these parts. But I
knew different when I found this
this morning. Guess the poor fel-
low in it must have had a stroke
or something, huh? A man’s crazy
to be flying around in the air, any-
way. It belongs to the birds, I al-
ways say.”

Benham asked a few more questions,
but Constable Jones could tell him
nothing that helped. Returning to his
inspection, the Navy pilot stuck at it
until the trucking crew arrived. Then
with heavy heart he directed the load-
ing operations while the local un-
dertaker took charge of the fire-
charred corpse. And when finally

Con-

the twisted wreck was in the truck,
Benham knew no more than he had
known five minutes after his arrival
in the cow pasture. And that was
simply the firm conviction that the
FB2C had crashed because there had
been a dead or unconscious pilot
at the stick.

While the truck crew waited for
the signal to be on their way, Ben-
ham leaned against the tailboard
and stared hard at the fire-blackened
heap of junk. Even now after seven
deaths he refused to believe that
the FB2C was no good for Service
work. He knew planes, damn it!
And he had practically wet-nursed
the FB2C design from the brain of
the Caldwell designer to formal ac-
ceptance by the Navy Department.
To have the FB2C condemned and
washed out of Service would be
like losing an arm or a leg, to say
nothing of the depreciation of his
technical value in the eyes of his
superiors.

UDDENLY he cut off the thought,

reached his hand over the tail-
board and picked up a twisted length
of the dural tubing that had formed
the leading edge of one of the
wings. The piece was no more than
six inches long, but in the middle
of it there was a peculiar hump
that had caught his eye. Now as
he peered at it closely his heart
began to hammer against his ribs
and the blood to surge through his
veins.

Spinning around, he beckoned Con-
stable Jones over.

“Can you give me a better descrip-~
tion of that noise you heard just be-
fore you saw the plane fall?” he
demanded.

The local arm of the law screwed
up his face in thought for a moment.

“Can’t say it was more than like
somebody slapping boards together,”
he said finally. “Yet, I guess you
could say it was like ducks on the
pond at sunrise. I only heard a bit
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of it, though, Captain. Figure out
something?”
“Maybe,” Benham grunted and

pointed to the stripes on the sleeve
of his tunic. “They mean I'm only
a lieutenant-commander, Constable.
Thanks for your help, though.”

Giving the constable a salute, he
turned back to the truck and signaled
the driver.

“Take it away,” he ordered. “Put
it in a corner of Hangar Four as I
may want to inspect it some more.
But I'll be there when you arrive,
anyway. Okay, shove off.”

As soon as the truck got rolling,
Benham hurried over to his ship.
After a couple of minutes with the
inertia starter he had the engine
ticking over. Another couple of min-
utes and he lifted the plane nice as
you please out of the cow pasture
and went high-tailing back to the
Boston Airport. Captain Jardin was
on the tarmac when he landed,

“Well, Benham?” he demanded
without ceremony. “Do I wire Wash-
ington or not?”

The veteran Navy pilot opened his
mouth to speak and then closed it
again and hesitated. He was certain
he knew the answer to the mystery
of Ensign Chase's crash and the other
six, yet it was such a fantastic an-
swer he was strongly inclined to
keep it to himself until he had abso-
lute proof of his belief. In fact, that
is exactly what he decided to do.

“May I have a look at the flight
records for the last two weeks, sir?”
he answered the captain’s question
with one of his own.

ARDIN scowled, then abruptly
nodded and without another
word lead the way over to the Base
office. It took Benham less than ten
minutes to go through the flight
reports and when he was finished
there was an agate gleam in his eye.
Captain Jardin saw the gleam and
cursed impatiently.
“Do I wait all day for a report?”

he snapped. “Did you find out any-
thing?”

“Yes, sir,” the senior pilot said
slowly. “But I'd rather not say any-
thing just yet. I think I know what
happened, but I want to get ‘proof
first.”

“And how do you expect to get
it?” Jardin demanded. “But more
important, when?”

“Tonight,” Benham said. “With
your permission I want to lead a
practice bombing defense patrol to-
night. And I'd like to pick my
pilots.”

“All right,” Jardin said gruffly.
“But why do you want to lead such
a patrol? That's the type of patrol
we’ve been practicing most for the
last month.”

“Quite right, sir,” Benham said.
“And anoher one tonight won’t seem
unusual.”

“Unusual to whom?”
C. O. asked sharply.

“That’s what I hope to find out
tonight, sir,” Benham shrugged.

“Confound it, Benham, what the
devil are you planning?” Jardin
cracked, as patience fled him in a
rush. “If you’ve got anything to
work on, tell me, and we’ll put
Intelligence to work. Seven crashes
are seven too many for me. I won't
take the chance of another poor devil
getting burnt to a cinder in one of
those damn crates. I—"

“That poor devil will be me, sir,”
Benham broke in quietly. “And I'm
willing to take the chance. Just let
me lead this one last patrol, sir. If
I fail then—then the FB2Cisno damn
good.”

“Very well,” Jardin said after a
century-long pause. “I still damn
well don’t like it, though. And your
reason for your blasted secrecy had
better be good, Benham!”

At nine o’clock that night Chuck
Benham spoke to the six pilots stand-
ing before him on the tarmac. He
had personally picked each man, and
he now told them the reason why.

the Base
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“Washington has the wind up over
the FB2C, men,” he said. “There’s
a very good chance it may be washed
up as a Navy ship. That would be
a crime, though, because I know it’s
a couple of years ahead of anything
any other navy has. Well, tonight
we’re going to do a real practice
bombing defense patrol by way of
proving the ship’s okay. And I've
selected you six because you’re the
best here at the Base.”

ENHAM paused a moment as
though to let his words sink in.
“Now, here’s the patrol routine,”
he said. “Enemy aircraft carriers
have been sighted off shore, see?
We will take off in formation and
climb to no more than two thousand
feet over Boston. You six will circle
around over the city at that altitude
as though you were waiting for flash
signals from the ground radio station
in contact with our fleet.

“I will be the only scout plane.
I’ll fly due east as though I were
attempting to spot the bombers en
route.

“I’ll go out some fifty miles
and then come back and contact you
by Very Kght. Then we climb to
twenty thousand feet, stay there an
hour, and then return to the Base
here. Got all that?”

The six pilots nodded.

“Okay,” Benham said and fastened
the chin strap of his helmet. “But
one more thing. As usual, keep your
wing lights on so that you won’t be
ramming each other in the dark. Be-
sides, you’ll give the Boston tax-
payers a chance to see you milling
around. Okay, we take off at once.”

The pilots saluted and ran down the
line to their individual ships. Benham
stared after them.

“I almost hope I'm wrong,”’ he
breathed softly. “But I know damn
well I'm right—and this is the only
way to nail him.”

With a grim nod for emphasis he
climbed into the pit of his FB2C,

made ready and then taxied slowly
out onto the field. There he waited
until the others were in position be-
hind in V-formation, and then he
went roaring off and up into the
night sky. Below him the panorama
of the city’s lights seemed to spread
out to the four horizons. For some
ten minutes he lead the flight around
over the city, and then arcing a Very
light signal over the side he broke
up the formation, banked east and
started out over the Atlantic alone.

In almost no time the city lights
were just a dull glow low down and
far behind. Off to his right and
down, he spotted the lights of a
couple of steamships, but in another
fifteen minutes or so he was way out
over the Atlantic in a world of dark-
ness save for his own wing lights,
and the small instrument cowl light.
He adjusted that so that it shed but
a thread of glow on the compass and
didn’t shine into his eyes at all
Then swallowing hard he flew stead-
ily onward until the passing of time
told him that he had reached the
fifty-mile point and that it was time
to turn around.

For a second or so he hesitated,
and he was suddenly filled with a
yearning impulse to reach out his
hand and snap off the wing and tail
lights. But with an effort he killed
the impulse and went banking around
due west.

“You've got to take the chance,
Chuck!” he muttered to himself.
“There’s only one way to prove this
business, and this is it!”

Minute after minute he winged
westward, and during every second
of every minute he strained his eyes
at the star-filled heavens above him.
A thousand times he sucked air in
sharply, and his scalp tingled, but
each time he relaxed and continued
his study of the stars. And then
when he was just about able to see
the first bit of the reflection in the
sky cast up by the lights of Boston
and its surrounding suburbs he
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jumped hard on right rudder and
slammed the stick over against the
side of the cockpit.

The plane seemed to groan aloud
in protest, but it responded to the
controls instantly and went spinning
over and down. Yet it seemed to
Benham that the plane hadn’t even
started to spin over before the dark
sky behind him yammered out crack-
ling sound and twin ribbons of jet-
ting flame came streaking straight
at him. However, nothing smashed
through his tri-plex cockpit cowling
to stab him with spears of pain, and
in the next second he was hauling
the ship out of its mad spin and
pulling the nose around toward what
seemed to be mo more than a blurred
shadow rushing across the stars.

It was more than a shadow to
Benham, however. It was a plane
with no lights. In fact it was an
FB2C ship from his own patrol, and
at the controls was a rat who had
already slaughtered seven Navy lads
and was now bent on making it
eight.

“But you’re out of luck, you stink-
ing skunk!” Benham grated, and slid
his thumbs up to the trips of his
twin Brownings. “Out of luck be-
cause I expected you along. The
other poor devils didn’t. But this is
from them!”

As he spoke the last, he jammed
both trigger trips forward. The twin
Brownings chattered out their song
of metallic death, and the diving
shadow seemed to jump sideward
against the darker background of
night. Then it whirled and came
racing in toward Benham, and twin
streams of jetting flame etched them-
selves against the darkness once
more.

ENHAM laughed through
clenched teeth, faked a right
split-arc and then cut back in the
opposite direction. The killer pilot
flew into the trap before he realized
his mistake. Benham fired point-

blank and he saw his own tracers
bounce off the other plane.

Then suddenly flames leaped out
from the other ship and in their
glow it stood out in clear relief, Its
pilot slammed open his glass cowling,
and heaved himself up out of the pit.
Instinctively Benham started to bring
his guns into the line with the
figure crawling out onto the wing
stub, and press the trigger trips. But
he checked himself with a curse.

“Nope!” he grated. “You’re going
back with me as Exhibit A whether
you realize it or not.”

He waited until the other pilot
had fallen clear of the burning ship
and pulled the rip cord of his para-
chute. Then Benham throttled and
started . sliding down toward the
’chute silk billowed out at the top
ends of the shroud lines. The dan-
gling man saw him coming down and
tried frantically to “slip” his ’chute
off to the side. Benham laughed
again and steepened his glide a bit.

“Not a chance, rat!” he grated.
“I couldn’t miss in the swell light
your burning crate gives me. Drop
into the water and maybe make a get-
away on some fishing smack without
wireless? Not a chance, rat. Not—
a—chance !”

Holding his ship steady, Benham
eased it lower and lower until he was
on a level with the sinking parachute
and no more than a few feet to one
side. Then he waited for a couple
of seconds while the killer pilot
made a futile attempt to slip the
’chute to the side. And then he
dipped the nose, opened up the en-
gine and made a lightninglike “crab”
turn as he pulled the nose up.

The result was that he hooked his

left wing tip in the shroud lines, and

that in turn made the billowed silk
collapse and foul itself back over the
wing tip, Benham headed back to-
ward Boston Airport flying slightly
right wing low so that his “prize”
wouldn’t slip off the other wing.
(Continued on page 110)



THE STORY OF THE COVER

POCKET battleships of the German
Navy lolled lazily at anchor in the
harbor at Cuxhaven.

Dungeried seamen went peacefully
about their duties, swabbing decks,
painting winches, cleaning guns.

German submarine supply sheds
rose on the jutting breakwater like
little red toy buildings in a play vil-
lage. Conning towers of German sub-
marines stuck up out of the Elbe River
waters like pill-boxes on the Siegfried
Line as they lay at anchor awaiting
orders for fresh marauding expedi-
tions.

But for the conventional activities
on battleships, undersea craft and
about the sheds, the North Sea Base
of the German Navy seemed quiet.

A Sinister Atmosphere

Into this seeming quiet, however,
crept a sinister atmosphere that was
felt, but could not be seen. Under this
apparent conventional activity lay an
unapparent efhciency of movement,
every act of which led to the completion of
another job preparatory to a giant stroke
in the second potential World War.

The British Fleet had the German Navy
bottled up. The people of Germany were
complaining of food shortage. The quiet
preparations were in progress because the
Nazi Sea Line was ordered to attempt the
destruction of the blockade. A mighty job.

Somehow word of the plans leaked out
of the German Admirality. Voices whis-
pered in the ears of the British Lords of
the Sea and several hours before the Nazi
pocket battleships were to steam out into
the North Sea to doubtful victory, Britain
sent Vicker’s Spitfires and Avro Ansons
out over Frisian Islands to stop the pro-
posed Aryan push in advance.

Out of the West; high out of a sinking
sun rode huge British bombers and high-
powered fighting pursuits. Sleek bodies
with graceful lines broken only by patches
of many hues thundered over the German
sea craft and with lightning fury accu-
rately placed incendiary bombs amidships
into one of the German light cruisers. A
geyser of flame shot up from its belly—
its huge gray bulk wavered, fell over on
its side, and sank to the bottom. The sky
suddenly blackened with great fighting
planes that spoke doom to all things Ger-
man in the harbor.

Anti-aircraft guns coughed with sharp,
staccato barks at the attaclers above.
Panic-stricken mechanics rushed about the
German staffels on nearby air fields and
frantically readied the Messerschmidts for
defense. Germany’s greatest fighting ships
soon roared furiously into the flame-ridden
sky to meet the mad and already partially
successful attack of the British airmen.
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Messerschmidts flamed at Vickers Spit-

fires; snouted German Junkers poured
flaming lines of tracer fire into Avro An-
sons. But the British rode on, adding sub-
marines to the casualty list, blasting them
to the bottom of the North Sea; sending
another of the pocket battleships into the
green waters. An hour later, all was again
quiet. The proposed German push to de-
stroy the blockade was abandoned.

The Vickers Spitfire

The British Vickers Spitfire—an inter-
ceptor plane—is Great Britain’s fastest
fighting ship. It has a top speed of 362
miles per hour and its cruising range is
approximately 600 miles. It carries eight
Browning machine guns, four located in
each wing. The Spitfire is powered by a
1,000 horsepower, super-charged, 12 cylin-
der Rolls-Royce Merlin II engine.

The British Avro-Anson was built for
coastal reconnaissance work. Its opera-
tions against submarines have been highly
successful for the British. It carries ten
bombs. The Avro Anson is a slow plane
with a maximum speed of only 188 miles
per hour. This ship is powered by an
Armstrong-Siddeley Cheetah IX radial,
air-cooled engine.

The German Messerschmidt compares
favorably with the Vickers Spitfire. While
the latter is Britain’s fastest fighting plane,
the German ship is the Nazi's greatest
boast to air supremacy. Its speed reaches
354 miles per hour. It is said to be an
ideal pursuit plane. This plane carries a
20 millimeter machine gun which fires
through the propeller hub. Another of
Germany's air-fighters resembling the Mes-
serschmidt is the Heinkel He. 112,



AERIAL

LL, my eaglets, it is time we were

brought face to face with the facts
of life. In civilized (sic) warfare, the
main task of a man in an airplane is to
plant a bullet in the seat of the enemy’s
pants. With variations, of course.

In short, an airplane is nothing but a
wecapon with wings, in the parlance of
war. And it therefore must be treated as
such.

We have looked into the motility of
the weapon, meaning the craft itself. But,
the craft is merely the gun’s means of
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locomotion. So, let us get onto the air-
plane’s real job in time of war.

Let’s have a look at the whole idea of
mounting a gun on a motored wing.

The idea itself is just about twenty
years old, and only when you consider that
fact in connection with the deadliness of
the flying fortress of today can you real:
ize what amazing progress has been made.

Aviation’s Humble Beginning

It is considered today that the airplane
in war will bring about such significant
changes in tactics and strategy that its
importance as a single unit can be ranked
with the invention of gunpowder itself.
And yet let us take a quick look at its
humble beginning.

The old mossbacks and shellbacks in
the armed forces sneered at it, and yet
in four short years of action it changed
the face of the world war. Starting as a
simple observer, the airplane went un-
armed above the enemy lines, spotting and
reporting, the flyer saluting the encmy
bound on a like mission over his own lines.

Then quickly the boys took pxstols, and
then carbines, shooting at each other’s gas
tanks and props. Because they had realized
suddenly how dangerous these enemy eyes
were.

Then they realized that they actually
had to knock those encmy eyes out of the
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sky and they bezged for armament—and
were ignored by the big boys who couldn’t
bother with these toys.

A Gun with Wings

But a gun with wings was something
that would not let itself be ignored for
long, and so all of a sudden the powers
awoke with a start and tried to make up
for lost time. And in twenty years they
have done wonders.

Twenty years ago they were dumping
little feathered iron darts over the side
of the cockpits by the bucketful; today
airplanes are launching torpedoes weigh-
ing a ton, which hit the water and travel
on an independent course under their own
power at 40 knots an hour! That is fast
progress. :

The Machine Gun
We will go into these many weapons in
order, but let us start with the first effec-
tive one, which still is the basic weapon of
the airplane. That is our old friend the
machine gun, whether it be Spandau,
Vickers, Browning, Lewis or what-not.
You’ll be hearing that familiar old rat-tat-
tat as long as you hear airplane motors.
When the boys in the air discovered that
it was inconvenient and unsafe to try to
handle a shotgun or carbine and try to
guide the ship at the same time they got

busy and fiddled with an idea.
The pilot’s hands were busy on the stick,
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so he had to have a gun which didn’t need
reloading by hand every six shots, and
one that didn’t take up any of the valu-
able room in the cockpit. And one that
would aim easily.

How to solve all these problems at
once? Take a machine gun firing 48 shots
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at one loading. Fasten it rigidly with its
barrel on an axis with the line of flight
of the ship. Now you’ve solved several
problems.

You don’t have to operate the loading
and unloading mechanism of the gun be-
cause the gun dees that for itself. You
don’t have to aim the gun because you
have to fly the ship anyway, and where
your ship flies your gun will shoot. All
you have to do is face the enemy and pull
the trigger! That simplifies matters.

But we’re here to learn machinery as
well as theory, so let’s learn how a ma-
chine gun operates, because that is as im-
portant to us as how to keep the gun aloft.

Let’s Tear Down a Gun

The basic principle on which all machine
guns work is the same; details vary, but
the objectives are the same, so we will
tear down a gun and see what makes it
mote.

You know that in the case of an ordi-
nary repeating rifle or shotgun of the
pump variety, you pull back a handle or
lever under the barrel to eject the fired
shell, and push it forward again to inject
a new shell into the chamber of the weap-
on. The backward pull also cocks the
weapon; that is, it pulls the firing pin back
so that when it is released again it will
fly forward and hit the percussion cap of
the shell and explode it. (See Fig. 1.)

The Cycle of Firing

Those three steps, ejecting the old shell,
cocking the gun, and injecting the new
shell, complete the cycle of firing a re-
peating rifle. In a hand gun you have to
supply the power by pulling a lever or a
bolt. There is a limit to the speed with
which a human can do this, and it also
demands the attention and the use of the
man’s hands in its operation.

In the machine gun, these three actions
are accomplished by power supplied by
the gun itself.

In cases of synchronized gunsthis power
and power from the airplane’s motor get
involved, but for simplicity we will stay
with the machine gun itself for the pres-
ent, since the gun's basic principle is that
it supply its own power.

We know what has to be done, and we
know the gun has to furnish its own power
to do it. Where does this power come
ff_lrom? That’s what puzzles most people at

rst.

And yet it’'s simple. We swipe some of
the power from the last exploding shell
and use that to operate the mechanism
which explodes the next one, and so on
until the drum is empty.

Here is the way it works. Picture a
simple rifle barrel with a loaded shell in it.
Now, in slow motion, you fire that shell.
What makes the bullet travel a mile in
a straight line?

There is an explosive powder back of
the lead bullet. When this ignites, the

gases expand suddenly and with such force
that they force the bullet forward through
the barrel of the gun and out on its way.

There is so much expanding gas that
when the bullet leaves the barrel of the
weapon the gas expands so suddenly that
1t makes a noise like thunder.

Confined Gas

Also remember that the gas can’t get out
of the barrel of the gun, but is confined
in it back of the bullet, which causes the
pressure on the bullet which gives it its
velocity.

Now, let us stop our slow motion pic-
ture of a bullet traveling through the bar-
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rel of a gun with burning gas behind it.
Stop it at a point a little way before the
bullet leaves the muzzle of the gun. You
have now a picture of a steel cylinder
plugged up at the rear end by the empty
cartridge and at the front end by a lead
bullet. (See Fig. 2.) And in between the
ends you have burning explosives under a
pressure great enough to destroy the
weapon if it isn’t released instantly.
There’s enough power in there to kill a
mule.

We want to divert a tiny amount of that
power, just enough to do our work of re-
loading the gun for us. How do we go
about getting it?

The first thing we do is to drill a tiny
hole in the cylinder. This will let a small
amount of that expanding gas out of the
chamber for us to use. All we have to do
is to capture it and put it to work.

So, we think of a steam engine, remem-
bering those plungers and rods we see con-
necting the wheels of a locomotive, So,
we let our tiny bit of gas out of its gun-
barrel into a smaller chamber below it.
Inside of this chamber is a plunger disk
on a rod which runs back to the cartridge
chamber and connects up with the operat-
ing mechanism.

Force Does the Trick

Now the gas expands into our new little
chamber, but doesn’t find room to expand
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as much as it needs to, since it is still un-
der pressure and trying to escape. In or-
der to make room for itself it pushes
against the head of the little plunger and
drives it backward with considerable force.
(See Fig. 3.)

And now we’ve got it. For the gas
pushes the plunger back with force enough
to make the plunger do the work we for-
merly did by hand. The plunger, as it is
driven back, being connected with the re-
loading and cocking mechanism, ejects the
old shell, pushes the firing pin back ready
to shoot forward and fire the next shell.

At this point, the gas, having inadvert-
ently accomplished all this work in its ef-
fort to escape and expand to its heart’s
content, either finds a hole to the outside
where it can go its way, or is so exhausted
that it has no more force.

So, the runaway gas no longer puts pres-
sure on the plunger, and consequently the
plunger can be shot forward to its original
position by means of a spring. And in its
forward motion, with power from its
spring, it throws a new shell into the firing
chamber, and the firing pin, released from
its position, shoots forward again, hits the
percussion cap of the newly injected shell
and fires it.

The gas from the new shell starts the
circuit all over again, the most of it driv-
ing the bullet, but a little of it escaping
into the piston chamber, driving the piston
back and reloading, and continuing the
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cycle until the drum of shells is exhausted
or the gunner takes his finger off the trig-
ger.

The Drum

That, with wvariations, is the principle
of an automatic machine gun. They shoot
faster than it takes to tell about it, and
they generate a lot of heat. There are
various designs of them, and mechanisms
added for such purposes as synchroniza-
tion with propellers, and fins and other
devices for keeping them cool.

Some of them were fed with shells
stuffed into long belts, which were always
jamming, and needed a second man to
guide the belt as it passed through the
gun. The mechanical devices for feeding
the shells into the chamber and ejecting
them vary in pattern but their purposes are
all the same,.

The most effective manner of handling
the shells for the gun is the drum, which
during the war usually was designed to
hold 47 rounds, heavier cnes being im-
practical. But today there are drums hold-
ing 500 rounds. And the gun today is so
simply arranged that you can assemble it,
using one of its own cartridges, for a
wrench!

And now that we know what makes a
machine gun go rat-a-tat-tat, we will wait
till the next lesson to see how to arm
our ship with it.

—BRUCE McALESTER.
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Around the Hangar

A Departinent

HEADS up, peelots! No, it isn't an air-
raid. It’s just yours truly, coming in
for an unforced landing and prepared to
greet you once again in the name of air-
men everywhere, and principally this
month in the name of those Coast Guard
boys who storm the skies above our south-
western border.

You see, up above the clouds, I did a
little thinking. That’s where it’s easiest to
think, kiwis—up there where there’s no
traﬂic and no cenversation, where a man
gets intimate with the wind, strikes up a
friendship with himself and says hello to

o i, Nown.t
. e

the sun by day and the moon and the stars
by night. And what I was thinking was
this:

Amid the thunder of guns and the roar
of plane-motors reaching across to us from
Europe, we’ve been a mite forgetful of the
men who fly for Uncle Sam in skies still
untorn by the flaming death streaming out
from between propellor blades.

Smuggling Activities

So, cogitatin’ in the cockpit, I turned
the nose of my plane and my nose for
news southwest, and cut down to the Bor-
der country where I had a hunch the skies
had something to tell me. My reasoning
was simple.

Wherever there’s a Border, there are
usually customs duties, and wherever there
are customs duties there are always men
and groups of men interested in avoiding
paying those duties—in other words,
SMU&GLIN

Well, I asked myself, how is this peren-
nial problem of smuggling being solved in
this age of men with wings? Sure enough,
the answer turned out to be: by men with
win

Speclﬁcally by the men of the Coast
Guard, stationed at El Paso, Texas.

It isn't a cinch. The arid wastes and

for Readers

forbidding mountain passes that make up
the international boundary line between
Mexico and the United States embrace a
distance of some thirteen hundred miles.
It’s natural smuggling country. For many
years the United States customs men have
struggled in vain to dam back the flow of
undeclared goods. They kept coming in, in
almost endless variety.

Uncle Sam Takes Of!

Narcotics, German surgical instruments,
cattle, horses, Mexican gold—high duty
items that fanned the fires of greed in the
hearts of men on both sides of the river
—pgot past the customs, with resultant
heavy loss to the Treasury. But Uncle
Sam at last found the answer. He had to
get off the ground to do it, of course—and
this was a contradiction of the time-hon-
ored injunction that if you want to make
headway you’ve got to keep both feet on
the ground. But this was a case where the
more distance you put between your feet
and terra firma, the more you could see
and the more you could do.

You're right—Uncle Sam took to the
air.

Coast Guard planes of El Paso spent
over four hundred hours in the air last
year, and kept a constant watch over the
350,000 square miles that comprised, up to
then, a veritable smuggler’s paradise. The
results were almost immediate.

Before the days of the air patrol, cus-
toms men had to depend on border seizures
based upon sometimes unreliable secret in-
formation as to when and where the illicit
saipments were coming across. And there
was little defense against the occasional
lone contraband-carrying plane that flew
so high overhead that it was sometimes
invisible from the ground.

Smuggling planes crossed the Border
again and again, went far inland, and suc-
cessfully discharged their cargoes. The
amount of bootleg goods that entered the
country in this manner via plane ran to a
stupendous figure.

The Air Patrol Sees Far
There is a_different story to tell toda {
Since Uncle Sam grew wings in the Sout!
west, the lonely areas which were hitherto
practically open highways for smugglers,
(Continued on page 102)
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(Continued from page 101)
have ceased to be so. The air patrol sees
far and sees clear. When it sees it acts.

It spots the suspicious or unidentified
plane flying well off the commercial air
lanes. It “rides” that plane to an open sec-
tion, forces it ‘o land and subjects it to
thorough search, The search has got to be
thorough, for sometimes the smallest arti-
cles are the most valuable—drugs, for ex-
ample.

Last year over 25,000 ounces of narcotics
were seized—almost four-fifths of the total
amount confiscated by the Government
throughout the country!

Human Contraband

But there’s another kind of contraband
that constituted just as grave a problem—
human contraband! ieres a strange
name for some of this contraband—it’s

“wets.” Remember, ther€’s a river between
the two countnes—the Rio Grande. Aliens
swim that river, Well, you can’t swim a
river without getting wet. So the aliens
who attempt to cross in that manner are
called “wets.”

Waggle your wings, then, in tribute to
the boys who are doing a bang-up peace-
time job in the Southwest! And here’s
hoping that it will always be peace-time
for this country of ours!

O’Brien Barges In

well know by this time, that
gazabo, Pete O’Brien, who
sounds as though he’s got a plane-motor
where his brain should be, never enters
my office—he always barges in. And when
Pete barges, no man’s liquor or tobacco is
safe. Not that I mind. Pete keeps me on
my toes.

Last time he was in, he was full of the
Second World War. I expected something
like that again, so I figured that while he
might beat me to the liquor, I could beat
him to the punch. I started talking first,
about our “flying fortress” bomber—

In that harsh voice of his he interrupted.

‘“Bruce,” he said, “I told you all about
that bomber the last time I gave you the
privilege of my company. Why should I
listen to my own words coming back to
me? This ain’t France—1918, when I had
to swallow my tongue on account of what
you had officer’s stripes. Put this in your
typewriter, Bruce, while I put some of
your tobacco in my pipe and smoke it.”

“What's on your mind, Fire Eater?” I
shot at him.

“Fire Eater? I ain’t ate no fire since
the Germans took to throwin’ lame across
No Man’'s Land. But, figuratively speakin’,
I have eaten something better real recent
—I've eaten the prop-wash of the new
Boeing ‘stratoliner.” Friend, that’s some-
thin’. Matter of fact, she’s the spittin’
image, practically, of 'that flyin’ {ortress
you was just about to misquote me on,
only she carries passengers, not bombs.”

As you
wild-eyed
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“Can I believe my ears?” I asked. “Is
it ‘Peaceful’ Pete I should be calling you
hereafter?”

It’s a Cloud-Disdainer

“Names don’t hurt,” Pete said, “but you
could improve your liquor. Anyways, this
stratoliner is a cloud-disdainer and a ceil-
ing-buster, She’s got four big Wright
‘Cyclone’ engines that make the sweetest
music the angels ever heard. She’s built
with sealed cabins equipped with super-
chargers that keep the inside pressure
down as she goes up—and believe me, she

L FCAN'T GET ME /
o
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goes up! She takes off and she lands on
a dime that’s thinner than my wallet—
you can take that last for a hint if you
want to, or you can leave it—"

“I’'ll leave it,” I said, knowing darn well
I wouldn’t.

“I ain’t wing-waggling any distress,”
Pete said. “Keep your lucre and I'll keep
my pride. Speaking of distress, the boys
in the air are watchin’ out for the folks
that are still gettin’ their fun on the
ground. It’s the deer huntin’ season, which
is another name for the ‘gettin’ lost in
the woods’ season. Also, the ‘forgettin’ to
put out camp-fires’ season. So the sky
skippers are keepin’ watch for fires an’
distress signals. They radio the ground
stations, an’ them that’s lost gets found,
without knowin’ whom to thank afterward.
So put that in your typemill and make it
smoke. Be seeing you.” And with that
Pete barged out.

Thanks, Pete.

Our Mailbag

The Arch Whitehouse-Alex Lewis con-
troversy is still going strong, and since
we’ve got no air-raid shelter to duck into,
we’ve just about made up our minds to let
the chips fall where they may. Let’s start
with a broadside from R. Gordon Kobb,
quoting as much from his letter as space
permits:

Dear Druce:

I have just read “Our Mailhag” in the Decembor
issue of THE LONE WAGLE and would Jike to say
a few words on the controversy brought by Ale
Lewis and Bud McCormick. The point which drew
my attention was Alex Lewis’ statement that
‘“‘those London Balloon Barrages are just eyewash
to bolster up British movale’” Is this Mr. Iewis'
Feogggm{lll gpinlor(\}? Or is itlsome inside dope bhe

ived from Germany’s I'ropagand inis
Joseph Goebbels? D RIS

Has Mr. Lewis any idea of how many balloons
are nsed in the London Balloon Barrages? Has he
any idea of at what height these balloons are kept ¥
For what reason then does he consider the halloon

(Continued on page 104)
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barrages ineffective as a defence against low-flying

BA KA HE ’ aircraft? Does he hase his opinion on the mere
B fact that a few halloons have broken away from

Try Flushing Exeess Poisons

their moorings? Mr. Lewis of course does not say

how many balloons have broken away, but I have
heard from a reliable source that a very small per-

And Acid Thru Kldneys cent:ige have hroken away, and of these not one

'And Stop Getting Up Nights

broke away merely because of a slight gale.
hen on what grounds does he make such a rash
statement? I think he should be asked to come
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lem in Holland! Don’t sccept a pubstitute. letter from Bud McCormick. Bud writes

Complete home-study courses
and wurnlwnal boolks, sl zhuy used

. Mnney-back gu-ranlee
g&d courses. Full de-
8 us Al -page .
il m tr I.ed 72 bar-
Write todayl

ELSON_CO.
I-231 Manhattan Bldg., Chicago

and ke uptoii2ina Dal

i Lot me fine all-wool union ullored suit FREE
oF ONEBENRY cosr ke tollcw’ my, easy ‘plan and
our friends. ubto $12 in & day

pe
Send l«r Samnles—FRFF OF COST
doday FREE detajle. AL SAMPLES and

J Cotling, PROuRESg 'Fm.omu 0., Deot. C-377.
500 South Throop Street, Chicago, Iilinois.

ORIGINAL SONG POEMS'
any subject. YOU CAN write
the words for a song. Don’t |
delay—send us your poem for |
immediate consideration.

RICHARD BROS,, 74 Woods Building, Chicago, IlL

NOWA “BABY" SKIN!

Learn Free How You Get It

Keow How—at Home—You Quickly
Remove Externally Caused Pim-
ples, Blackheads, Freckles,
Blotches, Scales and
Diminish Big, Ugly
Pores and Lines In
Superficlal Skia

Bnmn call it “baby skin’’ because it looks
Danae s s mzﬁ?ﬁ Read Free Offer
Bt yoe e, Baacts o b N Giutainal

s = by ot pead e e el 21
Dept. 75-A, No. 1700 Broadway, New York. If pleased, tell rﬂend;

THE TRUTH ABOUT

Stomach Ulcers

Caused by Gastric Hyperacidity

FREE Bmk]e: o .unpla hame treatment. Many report thev
aved 6Xpengtve oD erations. Leam
about this unuLng me slve home treatment, Pain relieved (mm
e ln!omm;gld or‘ ulzuld dl:t dﬂmslvm;sblo ?ook'l‘et éamv FVDN
a8 1o guarsotee: al offer. TWwil 1T
©O.. Dest. 208, Saiot Paul. Minmesota.—A dv.

in part:

Dear Bruce:

Immediately afier réading Mr. Lewis’ letter and
my own in the December lgsue, I let out a growl
and dove for my pen, 80 I'd llke to have some
space, if you 50 will

My deir friend Alex, T admit that the balloon
barrage may be just to bolutcr up morale, hut who
can be so sure? You can’t, hut en the other hand,
neither can 1.

I still stick to my contention about the air war
in Spain. Yon say that Spain’s war didn’t test
fully the value of modern nireratt. Well, a 2-KB- 19
of about 193G plus a Fiat of 1925—what do
get? Two modern fighters of enemy nations. nd

'Coming in the March Issue
of Our Companion
Magazine

° SIKYY
FIGRHTERS

HELL OVER HELIGOLAND

A Complete Novelet of
Today's War

By ARCH WHITEHOUSE

AND MANY OTHER
ZOOMING STORIES AND FEATURES

10c AT ALL STANDS
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2-ER-193 wiil lick 2 Fiat in a fight. Also a Curliss,

type fighter will lick the tar out. of n IHeinkle be-
cause it can turn much shorter. § pick on two
planes which were used exteusiveiy in the wai,

and they werce the two chief fighters of hoth gides
that were used most.

Incidentally, Bruce—I have to congrainlate THFE
TONE EAGLE Magazioe {0r having su-i a diffe
ent and exciting story as BLAZE O GLORY.
Also my congratulations to Arch Whitehouse AOr
those. fict AchIclos he WEItes,

Sincerely yours,
3ud McCormick.
5643 Henderson St., Chicago, Il
P. 8. Alex, I would lJike to have your tull address

s0 I can write to you, for you sound like an inter-
esting gent.

Well, that’s a fair-minded letter, Bud,
and I'm sure you’ll be hearing from Alex.
Take over the controversy, U. S. Mails!

Fuel for More Fire

Just to keep things hot, for us and for
Arch Whitehouse—who tells us he can
take it—another Alex—this time the last
name is Gibb—takes issue with Arch over
the question of lack of recognition of the
services of air-observers in wartime. Alex
Gibb writes:

Dear Rruce:

Being a reader of your publication, THE LONE
EAGLE, and a member of the 50th Observation
Squadron, A. B. ¥, during the World War, I would
] to make gome little comment, not in the way
of critlcism but for the sake of facts.

In your December issue on page 92 of THE
WYES OF' WAR by Arch Whitehouse, it appears
to me that the umuthor has not gone very far into
the records of the 60th Squadron.

When he asks: Can you name an observation
hero who received a decoration—

Yes! Licutenants Geettler and Bleckley were
awarded the 1). 8. C. in 1922. This award was later
raigsed to the Congressional Medal of Honor. When
you consider that there were only four C. M. of 1{.'s
given to aviators—namely Frank Imke, Jr., It.d»
ward Rickenbacker, and the two fine officers named
above, it appears that the Observation Squadron
had a very good percentage.

Hoping you take no oftense, I am

yours,
Alex Gibb.
2304 Hess Avenue, Wheeling, W. Va.

Not at all, Alex Gibb. We take no of-
fence, and neither will Arch. Never hesi-
tate to take issue with us, if you feel we
have it coming to us.

Your letters, peelots, if we printed them
all, would fill up the whole magazine. Then
where would we put the stories? That's
an old question, and no editor has ever
angwered it successfully. So let’s just dip
into the mailbag and see what comes up.
Here’s one from a reader who most cer-
tainly would not want us to leave our
stories out in the cold.

very truly

Dear Bruce:

I amt seading you my applieation. . , . Say, vour
magazine i a beaut, nllod with yurns that hold
the interest, ¢specially in your World War storiex
and the World War model planes,

Don’t forget to keep ‘“I'he Lone Kagle” in World
War stories.

T have had 30 hours of flylng experience and it's
ot my sole intercst

Your proud new member
Charles Fuliomer.
R. D. No. 2, New Florence, Pa.
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nized Music Oranization. Qur con:

u’ac(s (vl' ARANTEE Pl'llm(u\ TION, mar-

kulng mclude elxm'l :;ni}laAbomuon nher;

OT OBTAINARLE m,smvrn:‘nr‘ Send your material today.
IUSIC PUBLISHERS AGERNCY, Dept. X-2t, Portland, Oregon.

Just Out!

THRILLING
COMICS

Featuring a Complete “Dr.
Strange” Action Adventure
Every Month

ask For 1T 1 Q¢ AT aLL sTANDS

(Continued from page 105)
We’re proud to have you as a member,
Charles.
To keep things even, here’s a letter from
a reader who wants less emphasis on the
First World War:

Dear Bruce:

I've been reading the L. K. tor quite a_while. I'l}
admit I enjoy u few talcs of World War scraps.
but Why not put in_a couble of nodern ones.
What's the matter with those kiwis who are al-
ways howling for World War storles—aren’t they
ever going to get modern?

If you want my opinion about the uscofulness of
bombers, I'd say that anti-aircraft guns and pur-
suit plapes can_make it pretty hot for them. Weu.
I got to sign off now.

Bill Campbell.

So there you have it, one for and one
against. And here is an interesting com-
munication from a Pen Pal who is in a fair
way to finding out what war is at first
hand:

Dear Bruce:

Thank you very much for my initiation card,
which I received today, Of course, as you know
by now, my country i8 at war with Germany.
Leing a member of the Territorial Army, I was
ealled up to serve my ceuntry as soun as hestlilities
broke out. My only regret i8 that I am not in
the air force, though I may be in it before the war
is over.

Will yvou please ask some of your members if
they would he kind enough to write to me. I may
have some good yarns to write hick about, and
muy he fortunate enough to witnoss some alr-war-
fave close up.

To the Lone Iagle and Lone Eagles, safe take-
off and Happy landings.

MacPherson, No. 1479859,
204 Liattery, 51st H.DT.AA.T. Reg.

G. P. 0. London, Eng.

Well, Mac, we’re sure you're going to
get plenty of letters from your Pen Pals,
and we’re also sure that they will all wish
you well.

Join Our Club

Before I reach the end of my space, I
don’t want to forget to remind all of you
who have not yet joined OUR CLUB that
there’s nothing easier. All you have to do
is fill out the coupon on page 108 and
send it to us.

That's your application for membership
in THE LONE EAGLES OF AMERICA,
our big club devoted whole-heartedly to
xrtercst in aviation. No dues, no fees of

an

}ust enclose a self-addressed envelope
with your application and we’ll send your
membership card right along.

Remember—wherever you are, whoever
you are—you’re eligible to join, for THE
LONE EAGLES OF AMERICA is a
truly international organization with mem-
bers in all the English-speaking countries
of the world.

In every issue of THE LONE EAGLE
we publish a new list of Pen Pals. (See
page 107.) In this way you can make con-
tact with a batch.of fine new friends. All

(Concluded on page 108)

THE New COLLEGE HUMOR 15c EVERYWHERE
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Here are some new members of THE
LONE EAGLES OF AMERICA—all air
fans, Many others will be listed in the
next issue. The figures in parenthesis are
the ages of the members.

Jim Tpushby, Jr. (19), 1409—14th St., Wichita Falls,
‘ex:

Kenneth Burton (13), 62 Lauvel Loop, Asheville, N, C.
George Sargis (14). 1024 George St., Chicayo, 1.
Gertrude Solomon (21), 912 E. 34th S%., Loruain, Ohio.
Jamles ﬁ(undell (18), 61 Neiiston Road, Paisley, Sc t-
and.

Dowell Blake (11), Black Hawk, Colo.
Edward Babowicz (15), 709 Stevens St, Utica, N. Y.
Fred Theiler (14), 802 Washington St., Hokoken, N. J.
Frank Burk (16), 22 Lindgren St., Merrick, N. Y.
Frank Mullins (14), 268 Pear]l St., Springfield, Mass.
Harry Duffy (18), 770 Hegney Place, New York City.
Billy Reid (13), €6 Portview O. V., Norfolk, Va.
Carol M. Bessler (14), 281 Bell St., Akron, Ohio.
Elihut‘ A. Nieves (22), Eox 0©063, San Juan, Puerto

Rico.
J. M. Galt (18), Cartier. Ontario, Canada.
Richard Mishima (12). 576 Kukuau St., Hilo, Hawaii.
William Miller (15), 340 Dodd Street, E. Orange, N. J.
Seymour Bochrens (13), 1402 Avenue K, Brooklyn,
New York.
George Corrigan (16), 41 W. Cook St., St. Paul, Minn.
Don Clarke (16), Homer. Alaska.
Joel J. Boersema, 309 N. Adums, Ypsilanti, Mich.
Bill Allen (11), Almay Drive, Shaker ilcights, Ohio.
George Abrams (11), 11 Flint Strect, Boston, Mass.
Gale Forth (16), 817 Lecust Strect, Pontiae, IlI.
Frax}iklé’anettn (14), 1072 Columbus Avenue, Spring-
"
William Alecott (14), 57 Cleveland St.. Melrose, Mass.
Michael Pinto (14), 1120 \W. Huron St., Chicago. Il
Charles Donoghue (12), 142 Bay 37th Street, Brookiyn,
New York.
Joseph Boyer (15), 6835 Dittinan St.. Philadclphia, Pa.
Ralph Rose (18), 925 Carman. Chicaga, Il
George Newton Angiin (16), 306 E. Madison Street,
Hoolmgen, Texas.
Anthony Ceaser (14), 671 Bay St., Staten Island, N. Y.
Wilf McCreary (13), 34 Sedgemoor Road, Liverpool.
Lancs., England.
L. N. Straw (18}. 23 Lime St.. Bulwell, Notts, England.
Richard Suizer (14). Star Rcute 1, DeLand, Fla.
Tommy Wrenne (17), 3906 Valie Road, Nashville,
enn.
Melvin Narozny (15), 2075 N. Leavitt St., Chicago, Ill.
James Mitchell (16}, 76 Schuyler Ave., Stamford, Conn.
Abraham Piceno (16), Menan, Idaho.
Agnes Becker (19), 14 Hcutett Court, Babylon, L. I,

N. Y.

Henry Wolff (18), Co. 791, C.C.C., Lightning Creek,
Cus er, S, D.

Jamea Mlllor (12). 103 Bevier St., Springfield, Mass.

I‘redenc‘l? Jones (35), 40 Handford St., Middletown,

Edward Ganly (13). 8 West 169th St., Bronx, N. Y.

Eric J. R. Jones (16¢), Durnford House. Brighton Col-
lege, Brighton, England.

Lee Lord (14). Denton, Maryland.

Dave Husgey (18), 87 Park St.. Lawrence, Mass.

Jack M. Kline (16), Castle Heights. Lebanon, Tenn.

Tony Mendolia, Jr. (19), N.T.S, Co. 10, Newport,

Joseph Satter (13). 4112 W. 12th St., Chicago, IIl.
Al!red Anderscn (15), 1551 West Vcrnon, Phoenix,

Ted Towgrs (16),

1864 Redwood Terr., Washington,

Raymond Besen (14), 240 Franklin Ave., Scranton, Pa.

Read Our New Science Fiction
Magazine

CAPTAIN FUTURE

15c AT ALL STANDS

MAKE YOUR OWN
RECORDS AT HOME

Charile
ho band, listen to & resord they just made with Home Recordo.

Now a Jew lnvwmn ocrml(u you to make a profeseltmal-like
eecerding your own snging, (alhing or instrument playing. Arny
one can quldﬂy nnd esslly make Dhooograph records end plav
them back at ooce. Reoord your our friends’ voloes. 1f
you play an instrument, you can maKe & record and you and your
frienda ¢an hear it 8¢ often ay you liko. You can also recnsd oa-

favor. u;ur;dlo programe right off the air and replay them

unct with fudy :m-m- and Lerry Taylor, oty fn

whenever you

Find Out If You Have Professional Talent

The movies . . . radio . slage in both Bruadway and Holly-

are ever oseking mew talent.

Defore spending mouey for an audition, make a ‘‘aome record'
of your vofce or instrument and mail it to a reilable agency . .. you
might bo_one of the lucky ones to find fame and success tbeu this
essy method of Lringing your talents before the proper authorities

IT'S LOTS OF FUN, TOO!

You'll get & real thrill cut of home reconlinz. Surprise your
friends by letting them hear yuur volee a3 though it were Broad-
cast. Recurd a snappy talking feature. Recortl jokes and you will

became the life of the Dm!‘ Great to helo train your voice and to
cultivate speech . . . b g to practico . . . you start recording as
once. No mmm.lul ar electrical devices needed. Everyihing
necessa o buy. Just einr, speak or play

mcludeﬂ Nothin,
and HO. RECORDO unll whlch operatéa on any electric or old
tyuo phonogruph wm do the recording on specinl blnnk records wo
(umhn You can immediatoly play the record back as often 83

your home movie a t: picture wlth HOMD }tB-
com.xo. Simn make the record while fliming and play back
while showlng the picture.

Tk oF i T/ T Jusr MAdE]
THIS RECORD WITH THE
HEW HOMC RECORDO/

IT's WONDERFUI
OPERATES ON

ANY AO OR DG
ELERTRIC
PHONOGRAPHS
RECORD
PLAYERS
RADIO-PHONE
COMBINATIONS

Nes, Bos, ano
1T SURE SOUNDS
“LIKE YOUR VOICE!

PHONOQRAPKS
and PORTABLES

BBKD NO MON’EYI HUBBY CO(}JP?[FW .
thing hil !o buy and no else

% mcmm M l{i ‘he “U’N'IT which includee

o, Dlmmz needlu, 8 two-sided ubnbreskahle

t to 13 records). includex! guide record st-

nit mmhle for recording

. ki, volt r radio 2-pided

bhnk moovan cost only $7E wr dozen,
COMPLETE OUTFIT $2 93

INCLUDING 8iX TWO . 8IDED BLANK

RECORDS, OMLY........
o . - . - -
HOME RECORDING 00.. Studlo KC
il West |7th 8treet, New York, N. Y.

Send entlire nmm RE(‘ORDINO OUTFIT (including 8 twe-
sided rocorcis) described above by return matl. 1 will pay postman
$32.98, plus pustage, en arrival. (Send cash or muney arder now (@
$3.00 and seve postase.)

Bend. . .. . additionsl blank records at 3.78 per dozen.
Name.......cooonneenes R TR PTR T TN
Address .. i eV s s e e e ee T



l'miuatlnc. Profitable Profession

NOW 0 N to More Men « Women

msm sh Massage, lormx;ow you can (earn .e home. This {n
e
T

was
guarded jealously and fabuloua
-mn instruction is
rice and

W,

gnces were gma for lnmucuon

fraction of

resent work until %M
ln expert’s pay.

a u\d
demand for BOTH MIN AND WOMEN has Shown a stead
increase an;

any, have ever lacked employment,

I.IARN ;.N 90 DA!’S AT HOME

se gpare time at home er a profession which has
nud.. thousands of dollars for ambiﬁous men and men,
Many graduates have comple ‘their trainin h; 'u\te'
not inters

@ same ma
o AL teﬂal is used and a ﬂlPLOMA is

ANATOMY m“ AND BOOKLET FREE
Ne M‘Iﬂ” ot M’ Kind SEND co‘"’on
e eou.:)?znc.:r SWEDISH WASSACE (Sueieusor o u.nonal ai coliege

Adams St., Chica

'ou may eend m;m FREE nnd pontp-ld. Amfomy Charts,

uum‘ “photogr A

from graduates uxd eompleu detalls

AROUND THE HANGAR

(Concluded from page 106)

new members have the privilege of being
listed.

Our Next Issue

Fellows, the next issue of THE LONE
EAGLE will be a humdinger! The fea-
tured novel, MURDER PATROL, is a
smashing drama of the present war in
which John Masters solves a grim mystery
and breaks up a vicious Nazi scheme of
wholesale slaughter. Nazi flyers them-
selves are among the victims of the ruth-
less maneuver—and it is partly for the
sake of these misled patriots that John
Masters goes into action! From first page
to last MURDER PATROL will make
your heart loop-the-loop in excitement.

Also, many other stories and features—
including model plans for the Albatross
D-3. While waiting between issues of
THE LONE EAGLE why not read the
forthcoming March issue of our companion
magazine, SKY FIGHTERS, featuring a
modern war novel by Arch Whitehouse.
It’s a grand yarn! Here’s wishing you a
Merry Christmas and a Happy New Year.
Be seeing you!

—BRUCE McALESTER.

DICE. CARDS.

Specialtics for Magiciang use, Inks,
ers, C«heck-qu. Danba. Oatalog

ten cents, etamps

HILL BROS,, Bax T, Sllldm Colo,

SONG POEMS WANTED
TO BE SET TO MUSIC
Free Examination. Send Your Poems to
J. CHAS. McNEIL, MASTER OF MUSIC
810-TF 80. Alexan Los Angeles, Calif.

BEST COMICS

The Biggest and Best Magazine
of Comics for All the Family
NOW ON SALE 1 (¢ AT ALL STANDS

* K Kk Kk Kk Kk Kk Kk Kk Kk Kk K

LET THE STARS BE YOUR
GUIDE!

Consult Your Daily Horoscope

EVERYDAY
ASTROLOGY

EVERY MONTH 1 (¢ AT ALL STANDS

LONE EAGLES OF AMERICA,
22 WEST 48th STREET,
NEW YORK CITY.

Gentlemen :

Plense enroll me as a member of the LONE
FEAGLES OF AMERICA. 1 am interested in
flying and hereby pledge myself to work for
the advancement of aviation.

IERINE 0 o000 0005 E06000050008000 tessssascsssane
(I’rmt legibly)

Street -..ieeceaveren-rsne ertrecniarans ecerercnas

City and State. ..o eeennecocesecees AS€iouens .

State whu.lwr you are a pilot, (an fly, have
ridden ag passenger, or iutend to become a

pilot.
Date...oveonenns ceeanne eecreriessescenes

............. ’ gi.g.n.iit-d;éi..........

IMPORTANT: Enclose a stamped, self-ad-

dressed envelope if you want a
identitication card.

SPECIAL, OFFERY To obtain a genuine
leather AVIATOR'S combination membership
card case and loose-leaf memo-book-—tear the
name "T'HE LLONE BAGLE from the covers of
any three issues. Mail these to the ahove ad-
dress. nlso enclosing a stamped self-nddressed
envelope and ¢4 cents in U. S. stamps. Or, if you
want your card case right away, send nniy ONR
cover name strip and 12 cents in stamps, also
enclosing a stamped self-addressed envelope.

It already a member check here [J
Foreign rcaders are requiired Lo enclose Amer-
fcan stomps or Internationsl Renly Ceupens.

membership

2-49
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THE SWAP COLUMN ;

Here's wherg you can exchange something you have
but don’t want for soinething someone else has that
you do want. Thisis a FREFE service.

For example, if you have a carmera and den’t use it,
and would like to have u stamp album, write: ‘“‘Have
Eastman camera, No. 1, Jr., make, 38 years old, good
condition, will exchangc for stamp album, with 3,000
stamps, 25 cou'ntr:u.—John Smith, 49 Park Street,
Albany, N. Y.”

Limit your request to 25 words. No poods for salc
listed, mor requests conce:ning firearms or any ilegal
articles.

Type or hand-print clcarly, in submitting ennounce-
ments. THE LONE EAGLE will not be responsible
Jor losses sustaincd. Make very piwin ju<c what ou
haveand Just what you want to, “‘swap’ it for. Enclose

liy of this cment with your request.

Complete Training For You
NO MATTER WHERE YOU ARE
OR WHAT YOU DO

q }f ym:k nl;e sineer unbn.:mx? andiime;M
0 Literature 10 m g_good o fast-growing Diesel
sives full detalls 255, S oondin%, 2 k :’f":"’"” : vostd-
Mai ur ehcumv-uneu an for ew Man
below. thﬂ“g’;"m or those s:euwmodlate wmmms
Bent Dostiaid, No 58 well as for who caanct give W
: oresent ewployment and fncome.

Have stamp album. 1,600 stamps, hinges, stamp books,
Would like to have all wave receiver, or other kinds in
working condition. Mike Burda, Box 42, Pertage, Penn-
sylvania.

. Wanted: old and late phonograph records, model
airplane plans, match folders. Send you lists for mine.
John W. Hulme, Shepherd, Michigan.

‘Will swap Spanish guitar and complete study course
in Civil Engineering and Surveying for gas model
motor, gaeoline waghing machine motor or small print-
ing press. Poe La Banhara, K.D.K.A. Blvd., Glenshaw,
Pennsylvania.

I have 1,000 match covers to trade, also perfect car
radio to exchange for a suxophone. Rubert J. Donald-
son, 84, Uniontown, Pennsylvania.

Offering 100 different preeancels of cities and towns,
which | wnll sv\ap for 75 a}) different precancels mostly
from the t. George Pilato, 120 Summer Street,
TLowell, Ma«machuseu\

Enzlish bulldog AKC registered nice female for high
grade small camera o1* what have you? Charles Hallack,
Conesville, Ohio.

Have tennis racket, candid eamcra, earphones. Want
camera, power saw, phonograph pickup, gas enginc.
Don Sullivan, 1968 E Main, Madison, Wisconsin.

A Flexible Pro-tested Tralving Plon
We are deﬂnuel: inurenad 1n he men
of limited all iod
holders, Thm plsn u m nocdu 34
gl{: National Sch o 8 recognized leader

men 16 suceess, dgntt o methods
!‘lac gx.::. lmplnﬂon. Get the
NATiONAl SCHOOLS
Los Angeles
Request for FREE LITERATURE
NATIONAL SCHOOLS

Dept. TG-2, 4000 So. Figueroa 8%, Los Angeles, Calif,
AGE s

NAME.
ADDRES

LOWEST] 90 DAYS’ TRIAL
PRICES| I o ren

Would like to trade siamps with a beginner like
myself. 1 have some woithwhile duplicates. Duncan
Marshall, Cobden, Ontario, Canada.

All letters answered. What have you? 1 have
stamps, stamp album, rod and rcel, fly baits, books,
ete. Bill Hart, 212 N. 34th Strect, Milwaukee, Wis-
consin.

A midget auto racer 134 h. p. gas motor, balloon
tires, to swap for motinn picture camera and projector.
Sammy Buchiere, 37 Rustic Terrace, Bristol, Conn.

Will swap 500 power microseope, practically new,
with full equipment fer' oberation, for a victrola in
good condition with reccrds. Write and make offers.
John V. Parsous, 87 Rowland Strect, Palmyra, New
Jersey.

Have German helmet in good condition, three packs
of playing cards and waut American helmet and other
war relics. James Whelan, 1630 Nelson Avenue, Bronx,
New York.

Want to swap United States or foreign stamps for
mine or Indian cents? R. Udessen, Jr., 3812—14th St.
North, Arlington, Virginia.

I have microscope, small camcra. Send lists.
Qnd}:ew Baker, 2068 Abbott Road, Lackawanna, Necw
ork.

Foreign stampa to exchange for foreign stampsi
Julian P. Branch, Box 488, Saiasota, Flovida.

I have photos of ali kinda of airciaft to swap l‘ ¢
photos of airplanes. Robert Wagner, 144 McPhiil
Street, Baltimore, Maryland.

money. WRITE TODAY
for my cataloz and prices, YOU MUST be
100% SA TIbFIED or 1 will refunw
money any_time wnhln your 90 day’s mﬁnv satlsﬂad 01

ers in United States and Canada, MY M
ON 30 YEARS’ EXPERIE CE.

SEND NO MONEY

WRITE TODAY for FRE TERIALL
DR.CLEVELAND DENTAL LABORATORY
Dept. 2-BO, 503-05 Misscuri Ave,, East St. Louis, lik

CETRELIEP
@ltching =%
-or Money Back

Foe quick relief fram itching of eaema.p-mples. :uhlete s foot;
scales, scabies, rash
use world-famous, coolmg,antlsem.w. llquld D. D D Plucnp-
tion. Greaseless, stainlesa. Soothes irritation and quickly stops
the most intense itching. 35¢ trial bottle proves it, or money
back. Ask your dntegist todoy for D. D. D. PRESCRIPTION.

“~“ Tan SKi S, make up F

Be a Taxidermist, Double your !umzmg fun. We
mchyou atHome. Mount Birds, A




WHY MEN GO
BALD  /ZEARN

Asido frew various external FREE .”ow 1

causes, sue cause seldom sus-
pected called the ‘“Flaschen
Bagitlt,” i3 a most_destructive
germ discovered by Prof. Unoa.

opuxmgs of

oils or ointments. But now a
odel'n *ACLro-) liydrme & Scalp
ulator Mathod” to
br astonishing rssulu for
many aficted with scalp-itch,
falling hair, thin hair and bald
parts, It i3 fully explained in a
naw Treatise and tells what to
do, Ten thousand Treatise te ba
@alled FREE 10 readers of this
muulm Just mml nu.me e;;d

Actro
Du& OIBA. No. 1700 Bmﬂwu
Nev: York, and you can receive
it poetpsid, without cost. This
13 indeed the age of new wanders.

Our mneh sent
pants are made. Fit guaranteed. Send piecs

st today.
MSUPERIDR MATOH PANTS OONPANY
209 8. State St. Dept. 981, Chicag

WELDS BRAZES
SOLDERS
Now an electric wel 3 bn: and uolderin
Tareh, eamplete with p%wef uhﬁ ns
at amazing!; !:(;hV‘VmCOS"jI‘ olne few”?r:

on aluminam, i
1 BN steel and other metals, In ie for
Auto, Body and Fender Repairs, and home
re| RSl L larmbengmeer,pham-
i 'AO;' o ean handle wnthont previous experi~
D ooz 10.0AY HOME TRIAL
RS Sy g ol Lo et
olping to introduce CTRO=
f&l&nco..zma Fu. uk:hlm “gﬁm

PIHLES Mierycors

2,000 TEST CASES PROVE IT!
Startlingas it m seem, Only One 10 -Minute
was required in the majority of cases. TRY IT

AT MY RISK. No Snlvau Suppositories, Pillaor
< Operation. Actual facts. Proof and eeaﬁmouy

!rom romlnen: eoplo in my un!
\rE nlnl:)s t FREE mcyauu.Wriltt’;w
1,CHICAGO.

SAMPLES OF REMARK-
F R E ABLE TREATMENT FJE

Stomach Ulcers

Due to Gastric Hyperacidity

H. H. Bromlcy, of Shelburne, Vty
writes: “I suffered for 10 years with
acid-stamach trouble. Doctors all toMd
me 1 had ulcers and wouid have %o
diet the rest of my life. Before tuk~
ing your treatment I weighed 148
pounds and could eat nothing but
soft foods and milk. Now. after tak-
ing Von's Tablets, I weigh 171
pounds, can eat aimost anything and
feel perfectly well” If you suffer from Indigestion, gasiritis, hoart~
, bloating or ary other stomach trouble due to gastria hypor-
-uny. you too, sbould try Von’s for prompt rellef. Bem:l for FRER
Sampies of this wonderful treatment and details ef guaranteed trial
offer. Instructive Booklet s included. Write
PHILADFELPHIA VON CO., DEFPT. 878-F,
¥ox Bullding, Philadelpbia, Fa.

SABOTAGE FLIGHT
(Continued from page 96)

When he was no more than twenty
feet off the ground, he suddenly
tiited the ship to the left. For a
split-second the fouled ’chute held,
and then the weight of the dangling
killer pilot pulled it free, and the
whole works fell earthward. Ben-
ham shot a quick glance back over
his shoulder and saw the body hit
and bounce like a wet sack of meal.

“Maybe I could have made it with
him still on,” he grunted, leveling
off. “But his dragging weight might
have ground-looped me, and risking
my neck on that rat once is enough
for one night.”

Just fifteen seconds later he
climbed down.from the pit as Cap-
tain Jardin came tearing across the
field.

“What in hell’s name, Benham?”
the Base commander roared. “That
was Ensign Miller, and he's dead.
His neck’s broken like a match
stick.”

“Too bad, sir,” Benham grunted
dryly. “But he’s really saved you
the trouble of a firing squad. And
the country that hired him, if he
isn’t a native son using Miller for
a name, is out of luck. The good old
U. S. A. keeps the FB2C—just like it
should.”

“All right, Benham,” Jardin clipped
out,” I'll take the explanations now,
instead of waiting!”

Benham pulled a six-inch length
of leading edge dural tubing from
his pocket and held it out.

“Off Chase's crash, sir,” he said.
“Take a look.”

ARDIN took the length of tub-
®Y ing, stared at it a moment and
then swore sharply and touched the
peculiar hump in the middle.

“Damn my eyes!” he cried. “That’s
a machine-gun bullet jammed in the
tubing!”

“Right, sir,” Benham said. “A
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spent bullet that had just emough

power left to stick itself in that
soft metal. Wouldn’t happen again
in ten million times. But when I

spotted it—and it was some more
luck it escaped the flames—I knew
damn well that Chase had been shot
down. He—"

“Shot down?” Jardin exploded.
“But, my God, nobody reported hear-
ing machine-gun fire, and—"

“Wait a minute, sir,” Benham cut
in. “Most of our patrols are made
at altitudes over fifteen thousand.
That would deaden the sound of a
short burst. Constable Jones thought
it was like boards slapping together.
Miller simply quit his solo patrol
route and sneaked in close behind
Chase. He was without lights, and
besides Chase didn’t figure a ship
was around. He was supposed to be
on individual patrol.

“Well, Miller eased down
behind Chase, and one short

(Continued on page 112)

close
burst

—WANTED-—
1,000 MEN!

Be a U. §. Pos? Oftice Clerk
or Carrier
Solory$1.700-$2,300 per Year! Pensions!
Vacations o Full Pay! No Layoffs!

Pay for Course Crly After
You Are Appointed
and Working

So sure are we that our simplified Interstate Home
Study Course of coaching will result in your passing
the examination and being eppointed that we are
willing to accept 1,000 entofiments on the foflowing
. basis: The price of our complede 10-lesson course is $30.

We are wifling 1o give you this course with

the understending that you are to pay the

$30 cost for the Course ONLY AFTER
o IO ARE APPOINTED AND WORKNG,
EC e R o wlury A pireudopony
ovgpniNO !

INTERSTATE WOME STUDY BUREAY  (f You wish, pa
901 BROAD ST.. NEWARK, N, J, Oosteard z:diglm

Plesse send me the fuil particutars of your 10.lesson course which
You 2re offering to 1,000 men. | am no? 1o pay for the course
unhlﬁl em appointed and working. | am inferested in {check bosp

(v s. Pew OfMco Crorn O v. 8. Post Office Carrtee

Neme

PLEASE PRINT PLATRLY 1h PERCIL
Address
Cily s i State

How do you KNOW you can’t WRITE?

Earns Living From Writing
10 Months After Starting
Course.

“I am able to live cn the money [
earn by writing and it i3 not yet ten
months since I began the course! Until
a few months after keglnning study
with you 1 had never had_ a line pub-
Mshed. What more can 1 say for a
cousrge which has enabled me to eamn a
livelihood by the moet coagenial work I
bave ever done.”’

JOHN N. OTIUM, IR,
Box 95, lisbon, N. ®.

AVE you ever tried? Have you ever at-
tempted even the least bit of training, un-
der competent guidance? .

Or have you been sitting back, as it is so
easy to do, waiting for the day to come some
time when you will awaken, all of a sudden, to
the discovery “I am a writer”? i

If the latter course is the one of your choosing, you

robably never will write. Lawyers must be law clerks.
£lnglneex‘s must be draftsmen. We sll know that, iu
eur times, the cgg does come bhefore the chicken.

It is seldom that any one becomes a Wwriter until he
(or she) has been writing for ceme time. That is why
#0 many authors and writers spring up out of the
newspaper business. Tbe day-to-day necessity of
writing—of gathering material about which to write
—develops_their taFent, their insight, their back-
ground and their confldence ag nothing else could.

That is why the Newspaper Institute of America
basges its writing instruction on jonrnalimm—continu-
ous writing—the trainimg that bag produced g6 many
successful authors.

Learn to write by writing

NEWSPAPER Institute training is based on the New
York Copy-Deek Mecthod. It starts and keeps you
writing in your own home, on your own time. Week by
week you receive actual assignments, just as if you were
right at work on a great metropolitan daily. Your writing
is individually corrected and constructively crif

veteran editors. You will find that (instead of vainly trying
to ecopy some one clse’s writing tricks) you are rapidly de-
veloping your own distinctive, self-flavored style—under-
foing an experience that has a thrill to it and wbich at
the same time develops in you the Dower to make your feel
ings articulate.

Many peoble who should be writing become awe-strock

by fabulous stories about millionaire authors and give little
thought to the $25, $60 and $100 or more that can often
be carned for material that takes littie time to write—
stories, articles on business, fads, travels, sporte, recipes—
things that can eaxily be turned out in leisure hours, and
often on the impulge of the moment.
. Let us help you test your native abilities. Our interest-
ing Writing Aptitude Test will do it. It's frec—entirely
without obligation. Send the coupon today. Newspaper
Institute of America, One Park Avenue, New York.

T e e ey e e e s e

| Newspaper Institute of America
One Park Avenue, New York .

Send me, without esst or oblization, your Writing l

Antitude Test and further information zbout writing l

for profit.
No saleamen will call en

Mrs.
]
|

Mr.
e e e —— ———— — —— e e

Miss |
Address
' (All corvesiondence Centdential.
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DO PILES CAUSE

OTHER DISEASES?
F R E E explaing how piles often accom-
pany headaches, stomach and

BOOK liver trouble, nervousness,

loss of vitality, and many other

common ills. This book tells

how thousands have been re-

lieved of rectal troubles by the famous mild

treatment at the McCleary Clinic. A book full

of information and helpful advice. Send for
copy.

THE McCLEARY CLINIC
297 Elms Blvd, Excelsior Springs, Mo,

gam. s:r{nuou %
a..&‘ .ﬁ..‘x"?' B,

Mnell‘l’“ COUNTY SEED COMDANY
Station Paradise, Ponn&ﬁmh

STATEMENT OF THE OWNERSHIP, MANAGE-
MENT, CIRCULATION, ETC., REQUIRED BY THE
ACTS OF CONGRESS OF AUGUST 24, 1912, AND
MARCH 3, 1933, of The Lone Eagle, published bi-
monthly at New York, N. Y., for October 1, 1939.
State of New York
County of New York .

Before me, a Notary Public in and for the State and
County aforesaid, personally appeared H. L. Herbert,
who, having been duly sworn according to law, deposca
and says that he is the Business Manager of The Lone
Eagle, and that the following is, to the best of his
knowledge and belief, a true statement of the owner-
ship, management, etc., of the aforesaid publication for
the shown in the above caption, requircd by ¢
Act of August 24, 1912, as amended by the Act ol
March 8, 1933, embodied in section 637, Postal Laws
aad Regulatlons. printed on the reverse of this form,
to wi

1. That the names and addresses of the publisher,
editor, managing editer, and business manager, are:

Publisher, Better Publications, Inc., 22 West 48th
Street, New York, N. Y.; Editor, Bruce McAlester, 22
West 48th Street, New York, N, ¥.; Managing Editor,
None ; Business Manager, H. L. Herbext 22 West 48th
Street. New York, N.

2. That the owners arc: Better Publications. Inc.,
22 West 48th Street, New York, Y.; N. L. Pines,
22 West 48th Street, New York, N Y.

8. That the known bondholders, mortgagees, and other
security holders owning or holding 1 per cent or ‘more
of total amount of bonds, mortgages, or other securitics
are none.

4. That the two paragraphs next above, giving the
names of the owners, stockholders, and security holders,
if any, contain mnet only the list of stockholders and
security holders as they appear upon the books of the
company, but also, in cases where the stockholder or
security holder appears upon the books of the company
a8 trustee or in any other fiduciary relation, the name
of the person or corporation for whom such trustce is
acting, is given: also that the said two paragraphs
contain statements embracing affiant’s full knowledge
and belie{ as to the circumstances and conditions under
which stockholders and security holders who do not
appear upon the books of the company as trustees, hold
stock and securities in a capacity other than that of a
bona fide owner; and this affiant has no reason to
believe that any other person, association, or corpora-
tion has any interest direct or indirect in the said stock,
bonds or other sccurities than as so stated by him.

. L., HERBERT, Business Manager.

Sworn to and subscribed before me this 8rd day of
October, 1939. Eugene Wechsler, Notary Publle.

commission expirea March 30, 1941,
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was ail that was needed. He couldn’t
miss, and Chase died in full flight.
He roared down with his over-
revving engine shooting flames out
tne exhausts. And he burned up
after he hit. It was the same case
with the others.”

e UT how’d you know it was
Miller?” Jardin demanded.

“I didn’t,” Benham said. “But
checking those flight reports gave
me the information I needed. They
showed that Miller was on solo
scouting patrol every night we lost
a plane. And—"

“So you took a chance making
yourself the only bait,” Jardin cut
in. “Instead of having every pilot
fly a separate patrol route as they
usually do, you kept them in a
bunch over Boston, and went out
alone.”

“Right,” Benham nodded. “At two
thousand over Boston, Miller would
not dare pull anything. But it was
a cinch for him to ease away from
the others, cut his wing lights and
come out after me. It was just too
good a chance to miss, particularly
when he knew from my little talk
that one more crash would sink the
FB2C for keeps. Yeah, too good
to miss, but he did. I spotted the
shadow of him coming against the
stars, and didn’t give him the cold
meat shot he expected.”

“Thank God, he didn’t get it!”
Jardin muttered. “But it still seems
all cockeyed. I mean, what in hell’s
name did Miller expect to accom-
plish? ‘Shoot down the entire Navy
Aviation pilot personnel in the course
of time?”

“No,” Benham grunted. “He was
shooting for what damn near hap-
pened. The washing out of the
FB2C as a Service plane. With
Navy contracts canceled, the Cald-

ell Company would naturally try
to sell the ship elsewhere. And be-



fore we woke up to what was what
some foreign nation would have a
fleet of the finest coastal pursuit
planes in the world—FB2C!”

Jardin’s eyes widened, and then he
sighed and shook his head slowly and
puzzledly.

“Benham,” he said and put his
hand on the pilot’s arm, “why in
hell should I hold a captain’s mank
when you’re only a lieutenant com-
mander? That’s one thing about Navy
Aviation that is cockeyed, and should
damn well be corrected, I'm think-

A New
DETECTIVE
MAGAZINE

of

MAGIC

and

MYSTERY!

Featuring George Chance,
the Magician-Detective, in
Action-Packed Full Book-
length Novels Taken From
His Private Memoirs!

ASK YOUR NEWSDEALER
FOR

THE

GHOST

FIRST ISSUE 1 @¢ NOW ON SALE

1] . DODR
Aberd it FREE!
i et LANTERN
With Every
World's Lowest [2 Tires orderad
TIRE PRICES '\
Tire users by the §.
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E RY-Flm TIRE & RUBBER CO,
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i G op 8 ) hof
Bmall ideas mtf have large commercial possibilities. Write us for
FREE book Record

of Invention farm. Delnn nn d%

in patent matters, Free information on Hm
A. O'Brien, Registered Fatent Attorney, OR8, Ada
ing, Washingten, D, C.
° Relieve Pain
eumatism: iz
or Mowsy Bock

To relieve the torturlns pain of Neuritis,
Neuralgia or I in a few mi get NURITO, the
fine formula, used by thousands. No opiates. Does the work
quickly—must relieve cruel pain to your satisfaction in a fow
minutes—or your mouney back. Don't suffer. Clip this ed cew
as a reminder to agk your druggist for NURITO .
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1 Am Getting Ready to Earn More Money
- » » Preparing for a Bigger Job

I am a student of the American School, Chicago.
A little mare than half way through my course—
already my increased knowledge has brought me

romotion as & result of the hour or so a day I
ﬁave been s?endmg getting acquainted with the
principles of the work I enjoy. I use only part
of my spare time, so it doesn’t interfere with
my home and social life, and certainly helps me
on the job.

I have been surprised at the practical manner
in which even advanced work is explained. It
is a lot easier than I had expected. I only wish
I had started this plan of getting ahead a few
years earlier. But when [ was 18 to 20 I felt pretty
sure of myself. I didn’t take enough stock in
what more experienced people told me about
the importance of being thoroughly trained for
the job I wanted.

You Can’t Win If You Don’t Try
American School, Dept. 6-258, Drexel Ave. at 58th St., Chicago
mn&mmm

Try a Lesson Yourself —No Obligation
Asnerican School, Dep t.G-258, Drexel Ave. at ssth St., Chicago

1 have checked the ine 6f work in whioh I would like a 8ood Job. Please send me without expeuse or obll= BULLETIN
@200 on my pars a 60Py 0f your and an eari ¥ kesson 1o meneldlnaveaelecced o
O Alr Conditioning O Elootrical Engineoring OLa 59 —
O Architecture O Diesel Engineering a learal Arts (College) -~ 4 e
O Automotive Enginescing O Drafting and Deslgning 0 Mechanical Engineering 2 Y| s cws
s::omoblllo Ropdnlrinn B aoct'rlc R‘;"lg«:::lﬂm E g!':rcharsldlllng = 1
kkeeplng an Heating, Ventilating, ivate Secreta:
Cost Accounting - Plumbing - Radlo and Tolo’v{llo- = | American Sehool
Businass P S o
Clu'-" £nginesring Incl. C. P A. Coaching O Shop Practice et
Aviatio O High School O Steam Engineering
Contracting, o E
Hame -Age (] ation- .




NO MONEY DOWN
10 DAYS TRIAL
Easy Terms—8c a day

No obligation, Send no money. See before you by
on wide-open 10 day Triak.  1f you keep it, pay on
sasiest term in_ history—less than

a month). You get

1L

spacer. 2 color ribbon, ribbon reverse, stencil cut-
g Gevice, tabulator, etc.  Ball bearing throug

Out-—guler operation. - Thousands paid $102.50-its
Yours for only $20.80 (cash price). No risk, money

2 YEAR GUARANTEE
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ROULAW
SECRETARIAL

Typing system.  You can now learn typing uickly and
casily.
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Read These Reparts on Redocible Ruptare Cases
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TRIAL!
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Learn About My Perfected
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