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THIS BIG MONEY-MAKING OUTHIT...

How would you like to have a fine
paying: business of your own—a Simple*
to-run Coffee Agency with immediate
earnings up to $40.00, $50.00 or $60,00
in a week? Here’s your big chance it
yon act now. For only $1.0, I'll fur-
nish your complete business equipment
(actually valued at $7.20) containing
absolutely everything you need to begin
making big money at once,

But don't send me any money now—X
just want your name.” If you are mi
active and reliable man or woman—and
want to better yourself—want cash/to
spend, money to save, the means to live
in comfort—let me show you your bi%
chance. A dignified Coffee Agency o
your own, an all-year-round business,
easily managed, requiring no experi-
ence, no special skill. Whether you
operate part time or full doesn't mat-
ter, And yon don*i risk a tent,.

I'm not asking for money. | want you
first to send for all the.free facts—-then
decide. 1 want you to see how you can
make _money fast—all on a good-faith
deposit of only $1.05.

BE A FOOD DISTRIBUTOR

m  Bend you a Complete Display Out-
fit (actually valued at $7.20) to help

' Sworn

you establish a money-making NEIGH-
BORHOOD COFFEE AGBtfCY, with-
out money risk on your part. And |
am willing to extend credit, so you
can, buffd a big paying busineas on my
capital* My Food. Distributor* make
good money because they handle daily
necessities people simply must have.
The products are nationally known for
high quality and value, and absolutely
guaranteed. You make calls on your
list of regular customers, take orders,
make deliveries and pocket your profit*
on the spot.

*129.00 IN ONE WEEK

Scores of, men and ewomen write me
about their wonderful cash earnings,
statements show clear -cash
profits of $47.50 to $146,00 made in a
single week. Norman Geisler, of
Michigan, reported $129.00 in a week;
W. J, Way, of Kansas, with us nine
years, reported $19.10 in one day;
Gunsoa K. Wood, New York, $82.10
in one week; Mrs. Ella Ehriicher, Mis*
souri, $55.00Tn a week. Ruby Hannen,
West Virginia, $73 in a week. | don't
say that everyone makes that much.
Some are satisfied with less. But it
shows your big possibilities] Get the
free facts. See for yourself.

I SEND EVERYTHIN®

Any earnest man or woman can make
a success as a Food Distributor. In
addition to the Complete Display Out-
fit, with a big assortment of full-sized
packages, | also send a simple, sure-
fire Flan which anyone can follow. |
also send you advertising material,
samples to give away, and everything
else yon need to make good profits
your very first .day, T guide you and
help you all along. You, of course,
can get groceries and other household
necessities for your own use at whole-
sale -prices”-so yon save as well as
mearn.

30-DAY TRIAL— NO
MONEY RISK

amis is a sincere offer made by an old-*
established, million dollar eomoany operate
ing from Coast to Coast, and noted for
square dealing. Begin earning at once.
Unless you make a trial you'll never know
what fine .profits may be waiting fot you as
owner ot'your own Coffee Agency. °Strike
out for yourself—be independent—free of
money worries. You don't risk a penny ana
¥ou have everything to gain bK getting the
ree facts AT _GNCEI Mail the coupon or
a postcard NOWI

E. 3. MITX9. President _
0371 Monmouth Avenue, Cincinnati. Ohio

MR. E. J. MILLS. President
0371 Monmouth Avenue, Cincinnati, Ohio

Without obligation to me, please send me at once full
free facts about bow you'll help me establish a mune¥-
making Coffee Agency "through which I can make up to

$00.007in a week,

(Please print or write plainly)



BEAUTIFUL
DESK  $1.00

WITH ANY
REMINGTON PORTABLE

ON THIS BARGAIN
OFFER.

A beautiful desk in a neutral blue-green fits into the decora-
tions of any home—trimmed in black and silver—made of
sturdy fibre board—now available for only one dollar ($1.00)
to purchasers of a Remington Noiseless Portable Typewriter.
The desk is so light that it can be moved anywhere without
trouble. 1t will hold six hundred (600) pounds. This combina-
tion gives you a miniature office at home. Mail the coupon

today.
THESE EXTRAS FOR YOU
LEARN TYPING FREE

To help you even further, you get free with this
Special offer a 19-page booklet, prepared by experts,
to teach you quickly how to typewrite by the touch
method. When you buy a Noiseless you get this free
Remington Rand gift that increases the pleasure of
using your Remington Noiseless Portable. Remember,
the touch typing book is sent free while this offer holds.

SPECIAL CARRYING CASE
The Remington Noiseless Portable is light in weighty
easily carried about. With this offer Remington sup-
plies” a sturdy, beautiful carrying case which rivals
the most attractive luggage you can buy.

SPECIFICATIONS

ALL ESSENTIAL FEATURES of large standard
©Sice machines appear in the Noiseless Portable-*—
standard 4-row keyboard; back spacer; margin stops
and margin release; double shift key; two color ribbon
and automatic reverse; variable line spacer; paper
fingers; makes as many as seven carbons; takes paper
12.5" wide; writes lines 8.2" wide, black key cards and
white letters, rubber cushioned feet.

MONEY BACK GUARANTEE
The Remington Noiseless Portable Typewriter is sold on
a trial basis with a money back guarantee. If, after ten
days trial, you do not wish to keep the typewriter, we
i will _take it back, paying all shipping charges. You take
no risk.

Remington Rand Inc., Dept. 169-4
465 Washington St., Buffalo, N. Y.

Tel! me, without obligation, how to get a Free Trial ofa
new Remington Noiseless Portable, including Carrying
Case and Free Typing Instruction Booklet for as little an
10c a day. Send Catalogue.

MmmMe« ..

Name-. ,* ... .. u m» W =M

City. Ve eei........ ..State



Old Line Legal Reserve Life Insurance

ONLY 7 7 PER MONTH

Per $1000 of Insurance at Age of 21*

Here Are Lew Hates At Veur Age for POSTAL'S Famous

Monthly Premium, less the 9*/?% Guaranteed Dividend

(at the nearest birthday) per $1,000
Ago
39

Age Age

21 $ .77 38 .97
22 79 31 180
23 81 32 103
24 .83 33 1.86
2% 95 34 199
25 .87 35 113
27 90 38 116
28 92 37 121
29 95 38 125

A further saving is made by paying premium annually

40
Vil
42
43
a4
45
46
47

or semi-annually’

+Owing to tow rates at which this policy is offered, the
minimum amounts issued are: ages 21" to 45, >1,500;

46 to 55, 11,000.

POSTAL LIFE

OF NEW YORK
has paid out more than

¥48,000,000.00

1.29
1.35
1.39
145
151
157
1.64
1.70
1.79

Ago
41
49
50
51
52
53
14
55

1.87
1.95
2.04
215
2.27
2.39
2.53
2.66

MODIFIED*4” POLICY

Rates shewn in table are
one half permanent rates
beginning the fifth year.
Own all the Life Insurance
you need! This Old Line.
Legal Reserve Policy offers
Cash and Loan values;
Automatic Premium Pay*
meat clause: Guaranteed
91/2% Dividend and all
Standard Provisions.

Ask us for full details today!
Don'tdelay! Insurancesvital!

TENBHEEHRRNNRY

Postal Life Insurance Company
511 Fifth Ave., Dept.M-508

New York, N. Y.

Send me_without obligation complete

information about your

low  cost

Modified "4" Policy at my age.
ta its policy holders and ; _
beneficiaries  during Date of Birth.............................
thirty-three successful I Occupation......cccoeeeceeeveee e .
years. | Name— S )
If this policy does not fit your ’ T
needs, P Pos¥a| issues o){her 1 Street....ccooeee cnnneens Cevrers ereerennnes
standard forms, men or wom-
en, ages 10 to 60. \E car- M- .. State

IvUauBHONMNMUaaliiuuiui

Organized 1985 as Legal Reserve Life Insurance Company Under laws of State of New



15 DAYS' TRIAL

SENS ONLY 20 CENTS with name, age and

feddress, and by return mail RECEIVE a set of
M TRIAL GLASSES to select from to fit your
eyes HSYMifcS© MORE TO PAY until you can
see perfectly far and near. Then the above Seats®
tiful Style will cost you only $3.90, nomore; cl her
styles$1.95and up,
_ We_only handle High Grade Single Vision and
DOUBLE Vision or KRYPTOK BIFOCAL
tOfie lenses, ground into ONE SOLID PIECE of
©LASS. DOCTOR H. E. BAKER, 0.D., with
oyer 30 years* experience, GUARANTEES to
give you Perfect Fit or NO COST. Circular
with retest styles and lowest prices .FREE*

MODERN SPECTACLE CO., Dept. 94-AR,
5125 Pensacola Ave., Chicago, 111,

BTfjr ITENLARGEMENT

m 11l L Just to get acquainted,
" mumnmmwe will beautifully en-
large a negative (film) of your favorite
Kodak picture, photo or snapshot to
fix'? inches FREE—if you enclose this
ad with 10c for return mailing. In-
formation on hand tinting In natural
colors FREE with a frame, sent im-
mediately. Your original returned
with your free enlargement. Look
over your snapshots now and staid
the negative today as this free offer
is limited. DEAN STUDIOS, Dept.
196, 118 N, 15th St., Omaha, Nob*.

You Can Increase Your Incomo
quickly and easily at home, Wentworth
supplies you With work and furnishes all
materials. Write today for FREE
BOOKLET.

Wentworth Pictorial Co. Ltd. DEPT. 416, Hamilton, Out.

Here's where you can exchange something you have
but don't wank for something someone else has that
you do want. Thisis a FREE service.

For example, if you have a camera and don't use it,
and would like to have a stamp album, write- “if&ve
Eastman camera, ffo. 1, Jr., make, 4 years old, good
condition, will exchange for stamp album with 4*009
‘stamps, 25 countries—John Smith, 49 Park Street,

*Albany, N,
.. Limit your request to 25 words. No goods for sale
listed, nor requests concerning firearms or any illegal
articles.

Type or hand-print clearly, in submitting announce-
mem, THE LONE EAGLE will not be responsible
for losses sustained. Make very plain just.what
you have and just what you. want to 4kivap” it fur.
Enclose a clipping of this announcement with your

J-request.

Have portable typewriter, one year old, iti excellent
Jcondition. Want, photo enlarger, camera, or what have
Jyon? Alan Gold, 1170 E. 8th 'Street, Brooklyn, K. Y,

Want electric, motors for my typewriter,
Wildriek, Addison, N. Y.

George W.

Have a catcher’'s glove, first baseman’s glove and
fielder's mitt to exchange for a set of boxing gloves, or
golf clubs. Joseph Monday, 518% N. Osage Street,
Ponca City, Oltla.

Send me 100 United States stamps and receive 106
different good foreign. George Gibbons, P. O. Box 878,
Monelair, N. J.

Have new six power temple field glasses, new 26-
power marine spy glass, for what? J. Walker, 8 Ave-
nue, 27th Street, Moline* 111

I have famous formula for luminous ink! 1 have
other formulas and book* matches. Send list of wanted
formulaW maybe T have them. T want United States
coins, or? Joe Johnston, 1730 A Uocnst, Long Beach,
California.

Have collection of 420 mint and used British colonies.
Will exchange for good U. S, collection. Lewis Eisner,
938 Morris: Park Avenue, New- York, H

I have a mandolin with ease in good condition, for

trumpet, cornet or anything else you have, John
Eiegier, Hill and Gillam Avenue, Eanghorne, Pa.
Trade 5x7 plate camera, tripod, frames, etc. Want

light plane parts, motor, or? Write Bob Davies 1001
Walnut, Grand Forks, N, D.

I would like foreign stamps in exchange for my
United States eommemoratlves of 1935-1037 issue, com-
memoratives of 1934, Mother's Day. Offers wanted,
Carlton Mack, 235 Cumberland Ave, Buffalo, N. Y.

Have 16mm. 1937 model moving picture machine
and films. Send me your list. Charles Hickey, 6144
Cedar Avenue, Philadelphia, Penna.

Offering electric binoculars, camera, stamps, books,
in exchange for enlarger of 16mm. motor driven pro-
jector. Merle Crabb, Box 113* BerrysbUrg, Penna.

Write- for details, |
books, airplane kits, moulds,, etc.
first day and cacheted covers,
Ashury, Ocean City, N, J.

have United States stamps,
Want United States
Ed Hayes, No. 3251

A complete Spanish or Hawaiian outfit with case.
Want bike or? Morris Emanuel, 625 Wales Avenue,
Bronx, New York,

Have many different first, day and airmail covers.
What do you need? Want souvenir envelopes carried
during Historical or Trang-Atlantic flights. Joseph H.
Spiegelberg, 519 Ralph Avenue, Brooklyn, N, %

Australian stamps exchanged for other's from other
parts of the xvorld. A. H, I-Ceele* 10 Harding Street,
Coburg, N. 13, Melbourne, Victoria, Australia.



Can you count all the beans correctly in the
Bean Jar pictured here? You probably think
you have good eyesight, Here's a teat. Can
you make a perfect count ol the Beans in
the Jar? Try it-

1>1 SEE’'S a regular old-fashioned “Count the
* * Beans” Contest, Looks easy, doesn't it? But
say-—just try it yourself. It takes real cleverness
to count the Beans correctly. Be careful, be ac-
curate, be sure you count correctly. You must
have sharp, clever eyes to count them all with-
out making & mistake. Very few people are able
to make a perfect count Can you do it?

Count the Beans ar,d send in your solution on
the Answer Coupon and for doing so you will
receive at once, ABSOLUTELY FREE, a colored
Map of the World, showing U. S, Europe and
other countries, and get a wonderful oppor-
trinity to win an AUTOMOBILE or 31,509.00

IN CASH, i _ . :
Second Prize Winner Gets $500.00 in Cash;

How Many Seans Are There In
The Sean Jar Pictured Above?

Count them. That's all you have
to do. It's lots of fun. Try it
The whole family will enjoK it,
too. When you think you have
them counted correctly, send in
your answer on the Coupon below.

ANSWER COUPON

lc. 1, SMITH, Manager si
f >« Vo« n,i,w
J 548 W *** St" (* ekre

! Herewith my answer to your Bean Puzslei

]

in

3rd, $400.00; 4th. $300.00; and Many Other j My A N Sw e r (Number ot Beans in Jar)
Cash Prizes, Duplicate Prizes in Caseof Ties 1

| My — ==

SEND NOW! Just Your Answer to the Puzzle j

Above. HURP.Y! DON'T DELAY! ACT QUICK! IStreet

C. t, SMITH, Mgr."* BfeBriK.“ -Ja,,..cccccc. cees vvevvennees S»,

M i Us 4m¥m M®.



Jhe Ship ofine

REAT BRITAIN’S Royal Air Force is now using
f Armstrong Whitworth “Whitley” two-engine
> j9 i bomber. This big ship is a mid-wing cantilever
R5IrJ] monoplane. It has a boxlike fuselage built in three
sections. The wings carry “Frise” type ailerons and hydrau-
lically operated split trailing edge flaps extending from ailerons
to fuselage. The monoplane type tail unit has twin fins and
rudders.

A normal crew has five members. A gun turret is built in
the nose, pilot’'s compartment in front of wings, then wireless
operator. A passage through the spar frame has catwalks to
the rear fuselage with a walkway to the rear gun position in
extreme tail. Aft of the trailing edge of the wing is a third
gun position, a retracting cupola in the floor of the fuselage.
A speed of 215 m.p.h. is maintained at 15,000 feet.

SPECIFICATIONS
Wing area .... 1137 sq. ft.
Span SAf
Length....
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MARCH of DIESEL

NEW ISSUE

COLORFUL
JUST OFF THE PRESS

INTERESTING
«

HIGHLY
ILLUSTRATED

Tells about the many uses for Diesel engines, including some of the more recent
applications in trains, trucks, buses, airplanes, and boats. Full of interesting pictures
of Diesels at work and Hemphill Diesel students getting actual practice on many types

of Diesel engines. For your free copy * . . send the coupon NOW.

HEMPHILL DIESEL SCHOOLS

Diesel and Diesel-Electric - Full-Time Resident Courses
Or You Can Start Your Training at Home

BOSTON.-— ... — —....124 Brookline Ave. MEMPHIS.. ..o 449 Monroe Av&
NEW YORK......... 31-31 Queens Bird., L.1.C LOS ANGELES............ .2010 san Fernando R i
DETROIT. — 2348 W . Lafayeae Blvd SEATTLE...,.. - _...50S Westlake North
CHICAGO.....ccccuu..s — ..22030 Larnbee St. VANCOUVER, B.C__ .. 1367 Granville St.
Please send me my free copy NAME AGE-

of “March of Diesel” book- STREET ADDRESS
. . OR RURAL ROUTE-
let and information on your
Diesel courses. CITY. STATE- -Ini-i-t

Seed this coupon to nearest address shown above



THE STORY OF THE COVER

HE Herr Rittmeister screamed an

epithet at his Obetleutnant; he
cnssed him from one end of the Sine
of Albatross planes standing on the
apron, right up to the Jagdstaffel of-
fice.

“Keep that rotten baboon away
from me or I'll skin yon both alive!”
he shrieked. His face was florid with
anger; the saliva drooled from his
mouth in frothy shoots. His feet
stamped across the German mud, splat-
tering it up onto his baggy gray
britches.

For weeks he told the Oberleutnant
to keep his pet away from him. For
some unaccountable reason the baboon
had taken a liking to the Rittmeister
and dogged his footsteps whenever he
saw him. One morning, in the heat of
a council of war held with his com-
manders, the baboon stepped over the
window sill into the room, climbed
up on the table, stepped across the
maps to where the Rittmeister was sitting
and affectionately put his arms around the
infuriated officer’s shoulder.

'The next second, his cold, damp nose was
pressed against the officer's cheek as the
man screamed to get him off. The other
officers found it difficult to contain them-
selves; their laughter rose.

And now, while he was inspecting the
lineof Albatrosses that waited to set off on
an important mission, engines revving in
readiness, the baboon had tried to climb
onto the shoulders of the commanding offi-
cer and the result was the threat to “skin
him alive.”

The Baboon Takes OS!

Frightened, the animal jumped onto a
wing of a waiting Albatross left alone with
an idling motor—its pilot having stepped
back to the han?ars for his-goggles.

With the agility he was noted for, the
baboon hopped into the cockpit to get
away from the irate officer. As the Ritt-
meister reached the ship and was about to
step around the front of' it to put finis
to the baboon’s existence with a well
aimed Luger, the engine suddenly roared
into life; the catapulting wing knocked the
Rittmeister onto his differential, sending
him sprawling in the mud, and tore for a
hangar with full engine on. Ackemmas
standing in front of the hangar grabbed
their hats and made a mad dash for safety,
Luger bullets tore the air about the madly
careening plane.

The runaway Albatross suddenly ground-
looped away from the hangar and went
tearing down the field and into the air
with the baboon at the controls.

Ten minutes later, Mercedes rolling over
in unabated rhythm, the Albatross riding

high over the lines, a French Nieuport with
an American pilot at the controls came
upon the strange sight. The Yank peered
out across his Vicker's guns and wondered
if he had not had too much cognac.

He blinked his eyes; rubbed them in an
effort to wipe out the peculiar features of
the Albatross pilot. He thought he saw a
baboon—he fired a burst.

There was no answering burst. Just a
crazy jumping up and down in the Alba-
tross cockpit of the strange looking pilot.
Was this a trick—or a decoy?

A well directed shot from the Vickers
and the American saw the baboon rear,
scream in pain, as blood appeared at the
animal's shoulder. It was no trick. The
pilot was no pilot—but actually a baboon!

He was sorry now that he had hit the
animal. He left him to his fate.

The Planes on the Cover

The French Nieuport 28 C.I was one of
the finest jobs brought out near the end of
the War. Powered by a Gnome Mono-
soupape the rotary engine delivered 160
horsepower. Owing to the plane’s excellent
streamlining, it was fast and highly ma-
neuverable. This ship was used extensively
by American pilots. Although they usually
bore two Vickers guns on most assemblies,
the ship on the cover, like many others of
the same type, carries four guns.

The Albatross D3 was a predecessor to
the Albatross D5 and D5A, Driven by a
160 horsepower Mercedes, the plane could
attain a speed of almost 100 miles an hour.
This plane was brought out some time in
1917 and proved one of the slickest single-
seaters the German Air Corps had up to
that time sent over the lines. It was built
by the Albatross Werke of Johannisthal,

12 »



Easy as A-B-C
Known as the
dprint-and-i>ic-
tm*e” method, this
simplified instruc-
tion by mail shows
you exactly which
notes to strike.
Follow the charts
and you can't go
wrong. You start
playing real tunes
almost at once.

How Romance
Started Firstit

was, “l love to

hear you play5*

then, “1 love you.*

“ , f e Many have found
Thar's Go”Id in Them Thar Hill music the key to
Billy Songs” craze for mountain music, popularity, friend-
“swing” and other popular forms has brought ships arid romance.
fame and fortune to many who started play- The girl wholpla_ys
ing for the fun of it. Thousands have discov- some musical in-
ered unexpected pleasure and profit in music, strument is always
thanks to unique method that makes it amaz- in demand, never
ingly easy to learn. lonesome and neg-

lected, Make thbi
charming accom-
plishment yours |

Surprised Friends a Bronx,
New York, pupil* writes: “My
friends are greatly surprised at
the different pieces | can already
play. | am very happy to have
chosen your method of learning.”

Wouldn't Take $1,000
“The lessons are so simple,”
writes* S. E. A., Kansas City,
Mo., “that anyone can under-
stand them. 1| have learned to
play by note in a little more
than amonth. | wouldn't take a
thousand dollars for my course.”

Easy MethOd Starts Thousands pictures by professianal models
Playing-Free Offer Shows How

ouLD you like to know more about this amazingly easy

way to learn music at home without a teacher 7 How S. School Of Music, 1
starts you playing real tunes with the very first lessons] Z&M Brunswick Bldg., New Turk, N. Y. - |
eliminating the tedious study and practice of old-fashioned ( ‘t"r’éiggugggﬁ}e‘;ra"nbd"ggg'&grg’trrggb#'el_aessesosne’”dBﬂ‘;ng“’hg;’j,e t"cu;r;
methods? How it makes everything.so clear that you need « loam at home to play the instrument checked below. (Do you .
no previous knowledge of music, no special talent ? Would | have instrument? - ) e ]
. R Plano Violin Mandolin  Ukulele Modem
you like proof that you, too. like thousands of others, can Piano Guitar  Trombone Flute Elementary
quickly learn to play your favorite instrument? Just mail | p|§cncord'°n S:uloa"an C‘Pranl;tpet PL;CrCUOm'OS and yHRImOnY
the coupon, checking the instrument you like best and you « _ Accordion Guitar  Harp Traps
will receive a Free Demonstration Lesson and fascinating I Sjwophone Clarinet  Organ
booklet by return mail. No cost or obligation. (Instruments NIR oo,
supplied when needed, cash or credit.) U. S. School of AAress oo

Music, 2944 Brunswick Bldg.. New York City, N. Y. J/tﬁmm
iiOur Forty-first Year— Established 1898,).



Mr. Mattingly & Mr. Moore
doff their hats to a great whiskey value!

"Oh, Mr. Mattingly,
Oh, Mr. Mattingly,
Hie way folk* praise our5
whiskey make* me blush.

*What abrand™*A peacherinol*
*M & M i» really keen!™ Oh,
I* it 'cause we slow distill

'sad never rush?”

“Yes, Mr. Moore,

Yes, Mr. Moore,

That's the reason many thousands
choose our brand...

“Coast-to-Coast and Gu!f-to-Bord«r,
M & M is what they order,

It's a royal-tasting whiskey,

at a price that gets a hand!”

good, old-fashioned flavor...
u'd like Mattingly & Moore.
You see, M & M is ALL whiskey
. every drop in every bottle.
More, M &M is a blend of straight
tvhiskUs. .. the kind of whiskey

>lf you like a whiskey with that

we think is best of all!

Ask for M StM at your favor-

ite bar or package store...today.
You'll be delighted with the fine,
mellow flavor that slow distilling
gives it. And ycra'll be delighted,
too, with its amazing low price!

Mettingly & Moare
Long on Quality —Short on Prilcel

A blend of straightwhiskies—90 proof—every drop is whiskey.,
Frankfort Distilleries, Incorporated, Louisville and Baltimore.

/\@0%
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WINGS
of the
BEAST

Masters* thumbs contracted on the Bowden trips (Chapter I)

The World's Greatest Sky Fighter Smashes Into Action
Against a Deadly Threat to the Allied Cause!

By LIEUT. SCOTT MORGAN

Author of “Thunder from the East,” “Satan's Armada,”

CHAPTER | “What'll it be, Phil?” he asked
with a twinkle in his blue eyes.

High Battl S . .
'9 a e_ . “Want me to fill it up or just give
OHN MASTERS tipped the si- jt a splash?”
phon toward the glass aqd “Half a splash, Masters,” grinned
\] looked across the table at his warren in reply. “Give it a fast push
friend, Phil Warren. or you'll take the edge off.”
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As Masters gave the plunger a
stab, sending a hissing stream into
the amber liquor, Pierre Viaud, the
third member cf the triumvirate, held
his own glass to the light and for a
moment watched the bubbles rise to
the surface and break.

“You Yankees,” he grinned. “You
take your liquor fast and hard. You
do not like to sit and talk over a
drink the way we continentals do.
You pour it out of the bottle and
down your throats.”

“Don’'t have the time,” smiled War-

ren, taking the glass from Masters’
hand,

“But now you do,” replied Viaud,
whose father was General Viaud of
the French Intelligence Service. “We
three have two weeks' leave ahead of
us.”

“And | know one guy who de-
serves it,” said Warren as he sipped
the drink. His keen eyes studied the
tired face of the young American
standing by the table. “When did
you have a leave of absence last,
John?” he asked.

Jungle Savagery Joins the Holocaust
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Masters shrugged his shoulders.
"Not much time for pleasure in this
man's war. Huns won't let a fellow
rest a minute. Always cooking up
some new devilment to keep us wor-
ried.”

"But everything is quiet now,
John,” said Viaud slowly. “There is
no activity across the lines at pres-
ent. The enemy seems satisfied to try
merely to consolidate their positions

of War

in order to keep our troops from ad-
vancing any further.”

A queer smile drifted across
Masters’ drawn face. He set down
his glass.

“That's just the trouble, Pierre.
When things seem quiet | always get

in the Service of the Hun!
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Suspicious. I'm telling you fellows,
we'll not see Paris.”
Warren laughed. “l know three

girls who are going to be mighty dis-
appointed, then. One of them's my
sister, Eve. Fill 'em up again, John.
We’ll drink to a swell vacation in
Paris. I've got a grand dinner or-
dered for the six of us at the Con-
tinental,”

But Warren’'s laugh was a little
forced. He leaned toward Masters.

“Is it that dizzy rumor about planes
half the size of a Fokker, John? Is
that what's eating you?”

Masters nodded. “I’'ve got to admit
that it is, Phil. I can’'t get them out
of my mind. I know it’s just a rumor
supposed to have been sent over by
one of our secret operators on the
other side of the lines. I've tried to
check from all angles, but 1 haven't
found a thing.”

“l1 knew you were working on
something, Masters,” said Viaud.
“You have been sneaking over the
lines by yourself for the past few
days. No? And dt was not for the
purpose of checking your plane, as
you said.”

ASTERS grinned and looked

at the lamp on the desk of the
hut shared by the three of them at
their secret flying field. His eyes
squinted as he stared at the light.

“Right, Pierre. 1 didn't want to
worry you chaps. Knew you were
planning on this leave. So | had a
go at it on my own.”

“Did Colonel Tremaine give you
any dope on those supposed ships?”
asked Warren.

“Haven’'t heard from the colonel
for five days,” said Masters. “That's
what worries me. He usually keeps
in pretty close touch with me over
this little wireless telephone set | in-
stalled. The British sent me one for
my plane and one for my hut. Clever
little gadgets, aren’'t they?”

Warren was about to speak when
suddenly the wireless at the back of

the desk began to rasp through the
set of earphones lying on the blotter
pad. Masters promptly grabbed for
the phones with one hand, while
with the other he readied pencil on
paper.

His two companions had leaped to
their feet and now stood leaning over
his shoulder staring at the sheet of
white paper on which the Lone Eagle
had already begun to write.

“There goes our leave,” Warren
whispered hoarsely.

“And a good dinner,” groaned
Viaud.

“Calling John Masters . . . Colonel
Tremaine calling Masters. Are you

there, John?”
out of the set.

“Go ahead, Colonel,” said Masters
quietly. “This is Masters. What's
up?”

“There’'s hell to pay, John,” Tre-
maine’s voice rasped through the
phones and the words appeared on
the paper under Masters' flying fin-
gers so the others who could not
hear couldi read. “They’ve raided the
back areas four nights in a row and
hit their objectives every time. It's
uncanny the way they come over
high and let their bombs go. Ottr
supply dump at Villers is gone. Our
camp at Bras, where we were concen-
trating our men for the new push, is
in ruins and the men demoralized.”

“And the other two targets?” in-
terrupted Masters.

“Our ammunition depot at the Tis-
sot railhead went up night before
last, and last night they smashed
down on Brigade Headquarters,
Maps, plans for the coming attack,

The words crackled

went up in smoke before we could
get them out.”
Masters looked over his shoulder

at the two men standing behind him
and shook his heacL Then he turned
to the “mike.”

“Got any idea of how they’re doing
it?”

“No,” barked Tremaine. “Neither
has General Viaud. A few more raids
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and we’ll be licked. They're smash-
ing everj/thing, and nobody’s seen a
single plane. Can't even hear them.
I'm sorry, John, but your leave has
been canceled.”

Masters smiled as he leaned toward
the mike. “I canceled that leave my-
self, Colonel. Canceled it the min-
ute this set began to buzz. Where
are you now?”

“Down at temporary G.H.Q.,” re-
plied Tremaine. “Sitting here wait-
ing to see where they're going to
strike tonight.”

“Why didn’'t you call me before?”
demanded Masters.

There was a moment’'s hesitation.
Then the earphones buzzed again. “I
knew you had been looking forward
to your well earned leave, John. |
kept hoping that our defense squad-
rons could cope with the situation.
But they're helpless against this
thing. You'll have to take over.”

“We'll be right down,” said Masters,
glancing at the disappointed faces of
Warren and Viaud. “Phi! and Pierre
are here with me.”

“Another thing, John,” Tremaine
broke in. “Our spotters down on the
Mediterranean report that two more
Zeps came across last night and
headed north toward Germany.”

Masters whistled softly. “Haven't
heard or seen any of those for a long
time,” he growled into the mike.
“We figured that the others had
slipped through to take supplies down
to the Hun colonies. If | get a
chance, I'll have a look into those
Zeps and see what they're doing
down there, as soon as | finish up
with this, that is . . .”

IS VOICE was drowned out by

the scream of a siren. It split

the night into a thousand nerve-tin-

gling echoes. A frown crossed his sun-

tanned brow as he lifted his head

from the mike and listened:. His blue

eyes narrowed as they sought those
of his companions.

“Air raid warning down at Eighty

Two,” he crisped. “Get going. Be
with you in a jiffy.”

Warren and Viaud tore from the
hut. Masters bent dose to the mike
and shouted above the din:

“Warning siren popping down the
road at Eighty Two! Might be those
new bombers. I'll have a look and
then go on to G.H.Q. to see you.
Signing off. . . . See you in an hour
or so.”

He threw the switch, grabbed his
helmet and rushed out of the hut
into the moonlit night. Three Spads
were already puffing on the line as
their Hissos warmed up.

“Hit the ceiling,” he yelled to
Viaud and Warren as he raced past
their ships. “If it's this bunch of
bombers they fly high.”

Pouring himself into the narrow
cockpit of his Spad, Masters’ keen
eyes scanned the sable curtain of
darkness while he snapped his safety
belt on. Searchlights were criss-
crossed in the skies trying to pick
out the approaching raiders. Archies
were crackling, stippling the night
with golden flashes.

The Lone Eagle’s eyes dropped to
scan the little field with its tiny hut-
ment and single hangar. His fingers
snapped.

“That's it,” he cried. “They’re after
this. They know I'm using this field.”

“Get going,"” he yelled, waving
frantically to the other two. “They’ll
nail us if we stay on the ground.”

Warren and Viaud caught the im-
port of his frantic signals and gunned
their Hissos. Masters’ hand hit the
throttle and his ship leaped forward
after the others. The minute he felt
his trucks leave the oil-soaked sod,
he threw the stick over, kicked on
rudder, and hurled the ship into a
climbing turn.

He was halfway around when his
Spad tried to yank the stick out of
his steady hands. The wings wabbled
frantically, as if trying to swing to-
ward the ground. And while he
fought the controls, Masters heard
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an ear-splitting screaming sound fol-
lowed a second Later by a thunderous
crash. The night was torn to shreds
by a terrific explosion, A fountain
of fire mushroomed into the night,
followed immediately by a second ex-
plosion.

As he brought the ship around in
level Eight he sucked the cool night
air between, .his.cleiiched teeth. Sparks
were raining around him and lie
knew those sparks were all that was
left of the little hut where he had
been sit.iwg a few moments ago, dis-
cusstfi-ji the long awaited leave with
his, two companions.

A second later a bomb tore through
the roof of the little hangar where
their Spade had been housed. It too
went ip in a geyser of flame and
smoke. A direct hit, the dream of
every airman. Yet, as Masters held
the stick back, climbing madly to
reach the upper levels, he could see
no signs of enemy planes.

“Sitting high,” he muttered. He
glanced over his shoulder at the two
bright spots below. “Perfect hits.
Not a hemh wasted,”

Suddenly he Strained .forward
against the belt. There, past to his
left, a searchlight cleaved the night
with its silvery beam. And in one
wavering moment, while the knife of
light cut the night, Masters’ keen
eyes caught a glimpse of something
hurtling earthward. Then it was gone,
slipping into the pail of dark, head-
ing toward the field,

“If that was one of the bombs it
sure was- jt fcori.eyy' he mused. He saw
another object; flask into view for one
split second, and disappear. Fie looked
toward the field, and saw? what he ex-
pected to sea. Two gigantic fans of
flume leaping toward the stars! Once
amain the enemy had struck with un-
erring aim.

Cursing savagely, Masters clawed
for the ceiling. To left and right he
caught glimpses of the flame-tipped
exhaust stacks of his two compan-
ions.

He watched his altimeter needle
crawl upward. Seven thousand—ten
thousand—.sloven thousand, five hun-
dred. ., .

And (lien, as it ers-pt toward tire
twelve thousand fact nsark?jie glanced
over the viA, 11 Hg 3 piS 0 dim
shadow whirl by Pittl disspusat in the
darkness,. His ayes narsowc-d, follow-
ing it. lie. threw the 'Amt into a lg&k
and tried to Lee tefeMd it.

He leveled cut. The tbhiitg was
gone. Fie started to swing bask on
Ms course, only to throw his .ship
over in a half roll, as the searing
beam of a searchligfct seveaftkl a
plane speeCiag toward. him. For one
wild tisrw-tls hitg secc.B.d he ex-
pected to .feel Ufa Stefc skewered by
hot slugs.

ITT to hi* amazement there was

no Sire of Sy.-nchus. The ship
slid under him arid rondrum! or, its
way, heading straight for the feat-
lit skies over the Miming field.

Mow he was around. His :Spad was
levering cut: fcclimd the othat skip.
The other ship war. sene distance
ahead. He slammel the throttle home.
Hit Hiss© tew ' as the thin leaped
ahead, rocketing a-losg behind the sil-
houette outlined in the red rky.

Then, long bftiote he expected it,
he wes. « top of the strange crate,
and found himself forced to pull up
in a zoom to keep from OEgahing into
it. As I?e flashed overtigad, he looked
over the side ISO found hirsself star-
ing into a pan of 'bright, figbay OysS
as the pilot of the ¢ *r jfitne gjimced
his way for a tewfe? an# tfceii-iaakeS..
ahead.

“Well, f1 be—*

Masters kicked iudder. His nose
dropped out of the stall in. a wing-
over, His grins leveled me Hie strange
ship hurtling toward >I. secist field.
Fie caught the outline in his sights.
His thumbs poised over the 'trips as
ge ook in every detail of the lone

Suddenly a light of tmderstanding
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flashed into his eyes. His thumbs
touched the Bowdens, ready to pour
a twin stream of lead into the flash-
ing Hun. The thumbs contracted, and
hot lead chattered menacingly at the
German plane. The enemy ship stag-
gered slightly and then righted it-
self. Suddenly Masters’ thumbs re-
laxed.

“It's one of the little crates,” he
muttered. “One of the mysterious
crates we've been getting rumors
about. No wonder | almost ran into
it. Thought it was still some distance
away, fooled by its size. Sure looks
like a Fokker that hasn't grown up.

Once again the enemy pilot turned
and looked at him. The Hun hardly
seemed human as he turned a mis-
shapen face toward Masters. The
Lone Eagle felt a shudder of revul-
sion course through his frame as he
stared back at the pilot of the black-
crosscd crate.

“First Hun | ever saw in the air
with a heavy beard,” Masters mut-
tered. “That guy sure carries a swell
crop of spinach.”

He stared at the long nose of the
Hun, hardly believing his eyes. He
wasn’t quite sure; whether it was part
of a mask, or really the pilot’s nose.
As he banked to get closer, lie saw
those strange beady eyes light up as
they fell on the cocardes painted on
his upper wing. He saw the Hun's
lips curl back in an angry snarl, and
in a flash the ship skidded around in
a sloppy turn and came boring
straight at him.

Masters forgot all about his guns
as he concentrated every effort on
getting his. Spad out of the little
Fokker’'s path. The ship was almost
on him now, curling, slithering
through space, its stubby nose cen-
tered on the American ship.

Sweat poured from Masters' face
as he dug his feet harder into the
rudder stirrups. His lisnds felt
clammy as they yanked back on the
stick, dragging the laboring Spad up-
ward. He felt the blast of the other
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ship’s slipstream as it passed under
him. His heart hit the roof of his
mouth as he felt a dull thud pass
through his fuselage.

He waited, hardly daring to breathe,
waited for his ship to buckle in mid
air. But when the Spad whipped out
of the stall and answered the con-
trols, Masters knew that no damage
had been clone.

“Must have hit my tail-skid,” he
sighed. “But | sure thought I was a
goner. Damn fool was trying to ram
me sure as shooting. He could have
blazed away at me if he'd wanted to.
Never fired a shot.”

| | YiZZLED, the Lone Eagle curled
OL into a steep bank. Once more
the tiny Fokker was skidding toward
him. But this time the Lone Eagle
was ready.

“That guy can't fly for a damn,” he
growled as he watched the awkward
turn. “Tried to get away with it by
scaring me to death. Almost did,
too.”

But despite the fact that he was
disdainful of the other’'s flying abil-
ity, Masters was wary about getting
too close. They were right over the
field now, and by the glow of the
conflagration below, Masters studied
the speedy little single seater again.
It was a Fokker in miniature, even
down to the wing extensions.

“Must be adwarf pilot,” he growled
again, as he raised his eyes to find
the Hun's beady orbs glaring at him.
“Full grown man couldn’'t fly a ship
that size, not unless it had a very
powerful motor.”

The strange ship began to waver,
almost as if its pilot was not sure
about the next move. It passed across
the fire, started to turn as if the
pilot was staring at something below,
and then straightened out, heading
into the heavy shadows behind the
fire.

“Not this time you don’t,” cried
Masters. “You're not laying your
damned eggs anywhere else. You've
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clone enough damage for one night.
I'm going to drop you now, drop you
go's we can have a look at that crate.”

He eased in behind the ship, leveled
off, picked tip one of the small wings
in his sights and opened with his
Vickers.

“Just to warn you, Fritz,”

He saw his tracer eat a hole in the
top wing of the Him crate. But the
pilot did not even turn to see where
this shower of sparks was coming
from. Masters kicked his rudder
gently. Or.ce again his guns blazed.
Once again a hole appeared in the
little ship that looked like an under-
grown Fokfcer. And once again the
pilot kept flying straight ahead, much
to the Lotte Eagle’s bewilderment.

ASTERS saw that in a few sec-

onds the ship would be lost in
the darkness. He had to nail it in the
next burst if he was going to prevent
the Hun from carrying on and laying
more of those hellishly destructive
bombs far behind the lines. His
thumbs hit the trips hard, just as the
Fobker began to skid into an uncer-
tain turn. The blazing tracers rippled
through the aii*

But as he tried to hold the waver-
ing flight of the ship in his sights.
Masters got the surprise of his life.
For a full second he thought he was
seeing things. A twin line of tracer
was hosing down from his left and
catching the tiny ship full in its
blazing meshes. The little ship stag-
gered under the impact.

His keen eyes fallowed the spark-
ling tracers and to his astonishment
he saw that they emanated from a
pair of hot Spandatts. It was unbe-
lievable, But there it was. happening
before his very eyes. One black-
crossed ship shooting down another
of the Kaiser's aerial cohorts.

The other and normal-sized Fobker
flashed over the stricken plane. By
the light of the mounting, blaze be-
low, Masters saw a weird insignia
painted on the side of the hurtling

crate. It was just a glimpse, but
enough to make out ftes lace, nS a
snarling gorilla, faffigs b&rsd, drip-
ping foam as if its sap,

“That's a new one** mtilJOred she
Lone Eagle.,

He raised his eyes and loeksd .into
the face of tie piJot A fchtidie.r ran.
through his .& It, 'Th]£E. yplp. ®m
much to choose mbdrweer. ths face
painted on the sride of tbs FcSkker
and that of the | IS PdS c:f
For the face of tlit KSt*a was an. evil
one, cruelty wrilten in every

A pair of |3podsl hired-
down at him tbrdugb gliiitinsr =ofQV
gles. Thin lips cutlecT hmk”in .an
angry snarl, reveiaunig teeth isgged
and yellow,

Masters banked, seeking- to fersag
his guns to bear or this strange Fok-
ker. But in a Sash it was gofte, lost
in the shadows.

Masters turned to lock for the little
crate. And to his aaiandment he saw
the two wings f&ld ' eWeirs4 tits
little fuselage. They hit with a crash
and seemed to orkkese, curling Over
the doomed pilot, coveting him com-
pletely.

And even'before the amazed Lone
Eagle was able to rsieaae the pres-
sure on the trips, the little ship was
plummeting earthward, leaving a
thin skein of smoke behind it.

Masters tried to follow it down,
but the speed of the doomed 'Sttin
was too great. He soon lost it in the
dark at the rim of the eerie glow
cast by the fierce blaze on the field.

Throttling back and prating has
ship into a spiral, Masters cork-
screwed his way toward the field, fol-
lowed closely by his two companions.
His mind still raced with the thaaghts
of the weird battle through which i§#
had just gone. Hi$ mind's sye still
carried a picture of the bearded pilot
flying that little ship, and ei the
pilot of the big crate, who had so
ruthlessly shot down one of feis own

“Like to get a peek at that guy ia
the little ship,” he muttered as Wat-
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ren and Viand wove along behind
him,

Crash!

The roar sounded S&ove the throb of
his throttled motor. He looked over
the side in time to see a fountain of
flame wedge the darkness apart. And
he knew that he'd never see the pilot
of the mysterious little crate.

CHAPTER I
The Terror Strikes Again

set his Spad

down at the far end of

the field sad #aife.d for

Warren arid Viaud to

come in. As they landed,

lie crawled from bis ship

and hurried toward them,

"fh' :r one of yon

get a good look at that crate?” he

asked as he took his helmet off and

stood running his fingers through his
hair.

“One of the small one’s we've been
hearing about, wasn't it?” snapped
Warren. “Pierre and | got there just
as that Fokker was pumping lead
Into it. Didn’t get a good look. Look
what's happened to our field.”

“Looks as if they were after as,”
muttered Viaud grimly. “A few min-
utes more in that office and we
would never have gone on leave.”

But Masters had no time for
thoughts of leave. He had erased
that completely from his mind. All
he thought of now was the queer
little planes with their grotesque pi-
lots, to say nothing of the weird ship
with the sinister insignia.

“Come on,” he growled. “I'm going
over to have a look at the spot where
that crate landed. Might be a bomb
lying around that failed to go off.”

The three of them hurried across
the field, dodging through weaving
arms of smoke. Wood still crackled
and sputtered in the glowing inferno
where the hangar had stood a few
minutes before. Tiny flames licked
upward, still hungry, from the pile

of glowing Blithers which had been
their bul,

Masters shook Iris bead as he
brasher! a spstek off bis skesve. “Di-
rect hits, every one of them. The
only wasted gsasiss. .are these in. the
ship | shot down. It's uncanny.”

“It's hell,” snapped Warren as he
stumbled pver a twisted girder.
“Don’t see how a ship as rrnsii as tie.
one shot down could early a bomb
big enough to do ?2'3 <fed§ damage.”

While ‘Tarim .rattled or,, Masters
walked gttaigjftf nfcead. In Ms mind’s
eye he could still see that queer
thing flashing through the beam of
the searchlight. And then the three
stopped, slightly bewildered as they
stared into a gaping crater.

“"There’s where it smashed iii,” said
Masters. “But we're not going to
find much to go on hare."

Sliding into the crater, Masters
snapped gn the small but .pttwsrfttl
flashlight he always carried. He
quickly played the beam around the
crater. Here and there he could see
a tiny sliver, a small fragment of the
Hun plane.

Spattered against the stones be
saw gruesome relies, titty chunks of
bloody flesh, all that was left cl the
pilot who had died that awful death.
Masters passed, by these grim sou-
venirs hurriedly, and net Without a
shudder. He hated to think that hia
hand had been the cause of a living
man becoming these scattered shreds
of dead flesh.

Suddenly he was conscious that
Viaud and Warren were shouting at
him. It was then that he first heard
the rear of a motor. Ke extinguished
the light in bis fist as he flung him-
self flat against the side of the crater.
Already a pair of Spandaus were
making the night hideous with their
chatter. Slugs kicked up the dirt
around him.

The enemy ship zoomed. Masters
could hear it curling around in a
tight bank. He saw the sparks sput-
tering through the night and knew a
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parachute flare was on its way down.
He fcarely had time to throw himself
to the other side of the crater as the
Fokker bored in again, spattering the
ground around him with lead.

“It's the ugly guy with the gorilla
head painted on his fuselage,”
thought Masters M the ship roared
close and then banked.

jori] |JT of the corner of his eye he
saw a streamer of white flutter
to the ground and bounce close to the
hole in which he crouched. The next
second the Fokker was gone.
Masters listened to the receding
sound of the motor and then crawled
from the crater. His eager fingers
found the white streamers and the
message attached to the weighted
end. He tore it open and by the light
of his electric torch, read:
Mind your own business, John Masters.
If you fail to heed my warning your fate
will be the same as that of the pilot in

whose grave you are now cringing.
The Master of the Might Haiders.

Masters cursed softly as he jumped
to his feet, just in time to see Pierre
come up with a length of twisted
metal in his hands.

"What's that?” he asked eagerly.
“Whers'd you pick it up?”

"1 found it over there,” said War-
ren, jerking bis head toward the
shad'ows. “While you were down
there, Pierre and | scouted around a
bit.”

“Looks like an undercarriage strut,”
said Masters slowly. “Heavy for a
ship that size. Built to take quite a
shock.”

“Ought to be a piece of the wheel
around here somewhere,” ansv/ered
Viaud. “Let us look again.”

“Just a minute,” said Masters.
“What's this?” He pulled a feathery
green thing from a welded V joint
and held it in the light. “Any spruce
trees around here?”

Warren shook his head. “There
isn't a Christmas tree within miles.
Must have caught it up on the take

off. Brushed the trees because of the
heavy load of bombs,”

“That's what I'm thinking,” replied
Masters as he slid the tiny spray of
green into his pocket. “Come on,
let's have a look and see if there isn't
more of this crate around here.”

The three men combed the field
carefully with their lights. Here and
there, scattered in all directions, were
tiny bits of the plane. It wasn't until
they had reached the far side of the
field that Masters’ light picked uo
the dull green of a section of tirp.
He snatched it from the ground and
called the others. They stood looking
at the arc of torn rubber in the Lone
Eagle’s hands.

“Regulation size wheel,” muttered
Masters as he laid the bit of rubber
on the ground and with a stick con-
tinued the curve. “The circumference
is the same as that used on a D-VII.”

“Doesn’t make sense,” said' Warren.
“1'll swear the ship was half the size
of a Fokker, Yet the undercarriage
is for a regular sized ship.”

Masters nodded. His eyes were
studying a smudge of reddish brown
clay smeared on the rubber. He
rubbed his fingers through it, felt of
its consistency, and then smeared it
on "he cuff of his flying suit.

“Might want to match that some-
time,” he said with a slow smile.
“Come on, let's go down and sec
Colonel Tremaine. He's waiting for
us.”

As they hurried to their planes
Masters told them of the mysterious
warning. He let them read the
scrawled message.

Half an hour later, John Masters
and his two companions were in the
conference room of temporary Gen-
eral Headquarters. On the table, be-
fore Colonel Tremaine, head of
Yankee Air Intelligence andold Gen-
eral Viaud, Pierre’s father, lay the
piece of twisted tubing from the
undercarriage of the fallen plane,
and the explosion-tattered bit of tire.

“And this is all you've got?” said
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Tremaine trying to hide his disap-
pointment.

“Thift, a sprig of spruce, and a
challenge,” replied Masters, his eyes
roving to the map on the wall. “This
ship took off from a clay field that
is either scmr'oundcd by spruce trees
or has them along one side, I'm go-
ing to find that field if | have to
Cover every spruce tree on the other
side el the liass.”

“We've got to locate this thing in
a hurry, John,” said Tremaine after
a moment's silence, “They struck
twice tonight.”

“You ir,ccm another bunch came
over while the others were strafing
our field?” demanded Masters.

“Just that, John,” answered Tre-
maine, “They came over and tore ,uc
supply dump at Esernay to bits. Five
bombs went off and every one was a
direct hit,”

“That's the glare | saw in the sky
to the south then,” muttered Masters.
“Don’t suppose anybody saw them

'this time either?”

H °T H Tremaine and Viaud shook
J®-® their heads.

“They have the help of the moon
to spot their objectives,” said Viaud.
“We have only our searchlights and
they seem to be blind.”

“1 know,” said Masters. “We were
in the air welt they bombed our se-
cret field. | couldn’t spot them either,
not until this one bird came down to
my level. I got him, as | have already
told you. But | think | caught a
glimpse of one of the bombs.”

“You what?” shouted Tremaine.

“1 saw one of the bombs,” replied
Masters. “I'm sure | caught it pass-
ing through the beam of a search-
light. It was a big one.”

“But how could they carry a big
bomb on one of those small planes?”
demanded Viaud.

“Not sure that they do,” replied
Masters. “Small planes might be
spotters. You see, they may be figur-
ing that a small ship is hard to pick

up at night, and they aa%y use them
merely to guide iim tenabs-T

Trernaine whistled Stiffly,
you think there miri.' mbe
between these small ships and the
bombers. Wirabbs cssir-Oi ox solfife-
thing like that?”

“Possibly,” saM i&.wiers.

“But the ipm1J nytife ii&ve been
carrying a heavy issrnfcf* Iteb&s fa
Viaud “or elite if vfOUid, not
been demolished ly O-dfiipilvtely * heft
it crashed.”

“1 know/' said Masters. i§
angle I'm trying to figure out.”

As he spoke the telephone rang
and Colonel Tremaine ssmiffibed tbs
instrument fretn the disk. Ha lis-
tened intently, trying iistr laJf then
without .much success to get a word
in. It was only whs3 Its ppfiffe&ffii
that Masters had staffed tyj work on
the puzzle that 1* .nsrtagacl. to gsr
whole sentences into tile mouthpiece.
At last he pieced tfee phone trier: is
its cradle and swung around to
Masters.

“You can guess who that was, can't
you, John?” he said as he bntsbed
the back of bis hand across his damp
forehead.

“General Pcrshiag,” calmly replied
Masters.

“Ttein
tie up

“Right,” .snapped Tremifnf. “Hr
wants action an 1 JWI. c:n
out from Paris right Ora his

way now.”

Masters shook Ids head s’uwiy

“Wish he'd stay in Fwh urffil tiv-
thing blows over,” he r-rid met .lif.sgly.
“These birds aw striking too c’oer
for comfort. H.Q.’s no place f.:r hurt
now.”

Startlingly before MasMs$ wards
-were out of ills mouth, M1 otapnesy
came true! A thiinderoaa crash
rocked the building, sanding plaster
showering down over the heads of
the five men.

“There they are!” shouted Colonel
Tremaine, leaping to his feet.

Another detonation made the wails
buckle. Windows were sucked out-
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ward as the air rushed back into the
vacuum caused by the explosion. The
floor under their feet heaved as they
rushed to the door through the blind-
ing smoke and dust. The lights had
been extinguished, but they were
guided by the glare of the burning
wings at the south end of the build-
ing.

As they reached the outside,
Masters shouted for them to run
across the spacious lawn and make
for the trees across the road. Behind
him he heard another crash and saw
the roof of the old chateau heave
skyward and then tumble back into
the burning inferno.

“See anything of them?” shouted
Tremaine above the din of the crack-
ling flames.

Masters shook his head. He was
staring at the face of the moon, hop-
ing to catch the silhouette of a Hun
plane against its bright surface.

“Watch the searchlights,” he com-
manded. “Keep your eyes about half
way down the beam. Might catch a
glimpse of one of the bombs.”

And even while they watched, an-
other of the mysterious bombs
smacked into the burning building.
A geyser of flame shot upward, carry-
ing with it a whirling mass of blaz-
ing timbers. The five men gasped as
ihe fiery mass tumbled back to earth,
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partly covering the three Spads
standing close to the edge of the
road.

A moan escaped Masters as he saw
the taut fabric catch fire. It was too
late to do anything now. The ships
were already blazing.

“Damn it!” he swore. “l wanted to
go over and have a look around to-
night.”

His muttered words were drowned
by a nerve-wracking explosion. The
twisting mass of flaming debris foun-
tained toward the stars, and then cas-
caded to earth, sending the five men
scurrying deeper into the grove of
trees to escape being engulfed.

“Powerful bombs,” shouted Tre-
maine, looking up at the determined
face of the Lone Eagle. “And they
don’t waste a one. Notice how every
one goes right ifijoo the target?”

“Yeah,” growled Masters,” I'm no-
ticing.”

As he turned to scan the moon,
now gleaming dimly through the veil
of heavy smoke, Pierre Viaud grasped
his arm with a startled cry.

“Look, John! Look! The second
beam from the left!”

Masters looked, and saw nothing
but the funneling ray of light trying
to pick up the raiders.

“What was it. Pierre?” he shouted.

[Turn Page]

BOTHERED BY CONSTIPATION?

Get relief this simplef pleasant way!

Ex-Lax is the pleasant, effective,
modem way to take a laxative.

Ex-Lax tastes like delicious choco-

late. It is thorough and dependable,

yet gentle in action. It gets results—

without strain or forcing.

Ex-Lax is America’s largest-selling

EX-LAX

THE OJU8IM. CHOCOLATED LAXATIVE

laxative—as good for youngsters as
it is for grown-ups. Try Ex-Lax tb*
next lime you need a laxative.

10c and
25c¢c

At all
druggists



28 THE

Pierre shrugged his shoulder as he
brushed a spark off Masters’ shoul-
der.

“1 do not know, John. | thought 1
saw something flash through that
beam. But it may have been a rafter
thrown up by the explosion. It went
through so fast | did not catch more
than a glimpse of it.”

One more explosion tore the night
into a thousand blazing shreds. Then,
$£ suddenly as they had appeared to
shower the chateau with destruction,
the enemy raiders disappeared, still
flying high, still unseen by the clum-
fouitded watchers on the ground. Be-
hind them they left a blazing pile. A
target on which every missile had
made a bulbs eye.

And in that fiery furnace, now no
doubt consumed beyond recognition,
lay tvc of the clues picked up fey
the Lone Eagle. All he had left now
was a smudge of mud on his sheave
and a green sprig of spruce in his
pocket.

Taking the spray of green out, he
stood looking at it by the flickering
light of the burning building.

“Wist going to find them. Colonel,”
he shouted, “I'm getting another ship
at the pool and I'm going out to lo-
cate where those ships are stsiting
from. If 1 can find the hangout of
these queer little jobs | think 1 can
spot the others.”

“How about us?” demanded War-
ren. “Our leave is all shot to the
devil, so you might as well let us in
on some of the fun.”

Masters thought a moment. He
wanted to work this out alone. He
felt that he would stand a far better
chance of locating the lair cf these
mysterious raiders if he crossed the
lines fav himself. Three shins would
attract too much attention. Then he
got an idea.

“Listen, you two,” he said slowly.
"1've been thinking about those Zens.
We had no trouble of this sort until
those Zeps were reported coming
across the Mediterranean. You go
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down and keep a sttscly patrol on
the north shore. The minute you
hear of a Zep, git word through to
me and try to bring ii down/'

“Working cn a haa-chl” asked
Warren, studying the Lone Eagle’s
face, “Or are you just trying to get
us out of tbs. way,”

.Masters fcrceii a Iwgfti "You fel-
lows. ought to jamp at the chance.
It's just as good as a leave. swell
stmshine, nice beaches. And daniss?
W M they say the pick of France is
down there this time of the year,”

Pierre Viand nodded Ins head in
confirmation.

Warren knew from hast experience
that it was useless to argue. He held
out his hand. “Good, luck, Buddy,”
lie grinned, “You, fulwkys did rake
the hard job. We'll ktzttg yeti back
a Zep if we have to tew It.”

CHAPTER 111
Sky Trap

first str"ES. of dawn

in the eaatrrn fl'iss.found

the Lane Eagle bobbing

throngS 'the wispy cloud

scud deep over Hunland.

Ris li'issp. Purred Wiifi a

| rhythmic pean of power

mand his prop threw sehi-

tillating darts of light into the clean

morning air, as he leveled off at

eight thousand and scanned the ter-

rain below. Banking! frym side to

side, he studied every .grove of trees
within the, range cf his vision.

His one purpose that raarmn-s was
to discover the .snot from which the
mysterious little replica of a Pol-leer
had taken off the night before. He
realized that he would have to locate,
the hidden airdrome before fas could
start the gigantic task plyced upon
bis, shoulders. He must find the lair
of these terrible night bombers who
dropped their stesl-sheathsd eggs
with unerring aim before, ha could
even make a move to circumvent
their dastardly work..
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Suddenly he strained forward and
banked his ship to get the rising sun
on his back. Far below, his keen eyes
had spotted a dense grove of spruce
trees. The carpet of green seemed to
stretch for miles toward the east.
And what interested fairs most was a
long straight cleft right through the
middle of the trees.

His photographic eye took in every
detail. He glanced from the smudge
cn his sleeve to a spot at the end of
the narrow clearing in the spruce.

“1 wonder/’ he muttered to himself
as he shoved the stick forward and
pulled the throttle halfway back on
the quadrant. “Sure would make a
runway for night take-offs. Trees
would shield it from cross winds.
Use it anytime.”

Masters circled over the forest
studying the long clearing from every
angle. One thing in particular inter-
ested him, and that was a damp spot
about halfway down the long path.
He glanced at the smudge on his
sleeve and then at the spot.

“Can't tell for sure, flying at this
altitude,” he mused. “But there’s one
way to make certain and that’s to get
a sample.” He cut the gun and threw

the ship into its normal gliding
angle.
As he slid down the long airy

trail, his eyes traveled slowly up that
long strip, gleaming amongst the
green of the clustered spruces. The
runway appeared to end in the trees,
just under a slight rise in the ground.
But there was no tell-tale sign of
wheel tracks. Nothing to indicate
that the long clearing had ever been
used by an airplane.

The Lone Eagle swung in over the
cleft in the forest, expecting any mo-
ment to hear the crackle of tracers
zooming past his ears, and the angry
clatter of Maxims on the ground.
But nothing like that happened. He
glided closer and closer to his ob-
jective.

Despite his keen scrutiny, he saw
no living thing, nor sign that any

one had been near that long gash
through the green since it had been
cut.

Now his ship was sliding across
the stiff tops of the trees. He reached
the clearing, threw stick and judder
together and went into a steep side-
slip. His trucks cleared the trees at
the edge of the clearing by a scant
foot or so. A short distance ahead
lay the damp spot he wanted to in-
vestigate.

Quick as a flash he leveled his
wings, stuck the nose of the Spad
dovm. His fingers dropped to the
throffle, as the long clearing began
to unravel under Ms speeding trucks.
Slowly he eased the throttle forward.
The Spad leaped ahead, tail up, nose
down a point or two. His feet tensed
in the rudder. A grim smile played
around his lips.

“Some folks will be disappointed
when | don't set down,” he grinned.
“But I'm not stepping into a trap in
broad daylight.”

ITE held the Spad steady, feeling
for the ground. In a moment
his tires kissed the dewy sod. He felt,
and heard, the trucks rattling under
him. It was then that he kicked the
throttle over to full speed. The little
ship jerked ahead like an unleashed
whippet, surging along the runway
with a thunderous roar.

The damp spot raced toward him,
became a blur and disappeared under
the lower wings. Fie felt the ship
lurch and held tight. The trucks
squashed through the clay, hit solid
ground and bounced.

“That ought to give me the sample
I wanted,” the Lone Eagle laughed,
as he held the ship to its course,
picking up flying speed, until at last
he almost reached the end.

Then he yanked the stick back,
pulled the hurtling ship up into a
zoom, a zoom that cleared the tops of
the spruce trees, a zoom that hurled
him right into the middle of a flock
of converging Fokkers! Before he
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could level out, his ship was being
plastered from all sides by snarling
clogs. Gray bars of slithering smoke
hemmed him in from every direction.
Sis ship wag involved in a host of
mwhirring propeller blades, roaring
Mercedes and raging Spandaus.
There he was, one against eight,
if he were to avoid death’s bloody
scythe, he must fight. If the Allies
Were to be saved from this terrible-
menace of the skies, his nerve, his
Vickers and his mottled Spad would
have to battle as they had never bat-
tled before.

The stick went over. His left foot
smashed down on the rudder. The
Spad heeled over in a tight bank
amid a blasting rain of fire and steel.

Masters straightened out, dropped
the nose of his ship slightly and tore
into a black-crossed ship cutting
across his path. The Fokker avoided
his burst, skidding away to the right.
Masters eased the pressure on the
trips and yanked his ship into a
stomach-lifting room.

He hit the ceiling, leveled out and
glanced over the side. They came
charging up at him like the hounds
of hell, Spandaus snarling their bitter
challenge. They spread out in a
wide fan, and thundered at him from
all sides, guns clacking, throwing
long lines of filmy tracer.

~IPHE Lone Eagle eyed them coolly.
Ji. They had numbers. But he had
gained the advantage and he had the
will to fight. He eased the ship
around while he sat hunched over his
Aldis sight. His fingers caressed the
Bowdens for a second and then
pressed hard.

Under the steady pressure of his
thumbs the Vickers in front of him
jerked convulsively on their mount-
ings. Their avid feed blocks sucked
up the bronze-coated slugs from the
belts and tossed empty cases out into
the slipstream. A devastating double
thread of tracer bullets hissed across
the sky, sang their vicious song of

hate and plunged
Fokker.

The tanned stein along. Masters’
lean jaws grew taut M the b'sMter
wavered in mid-air gad- tkeii fw Gtt
on one wing. For one
moment it bung there, poised la the
sky like a woutMte; beterg nan tiieiS
with a sickeniag lurch it faded away,
tumbling; wing over suing, wcaving a
gossamer scarf of oily staokfi in the
cool morning ait.

Masters pulled back oeisirul the
wind shield and touched the rudder.
The nose of the plunging Spad moved
upward and centered on a taigM
green job with $trGinkKIs finitr'tna
from the W struts.

“The leadfir,*J grow:ed Masterc.
“That’'s the. g'iy 1

His eyes narrowraS as tii:€f fell Ch.
the insignia pair:'led Is; .1“d on the
side of the fusel A gtuesorne,
.distorted face wm too.; there. A
wild thing, not hiinnan, by:t the face

into a banking

of the angry jforh ;1 faspit
in an angry £8885 fa, f dripping

rc-d' OCied fetesi

“That,” the L&ne Mildgea thought.
“is perhaps thm wi-JBGF of. the night
raiders. Looks as if he migilt be the
father of the tant that i ? the MI2s
crate last night. Or tl1C model for
that thing on, the ?

He tried to get a shot; at the green
job and Hi les-ripg pilel* Bift just as
he was about to -open up he was
forced off his course by the hissing;
of a double line of: gray coming from
a pair of Spantl&iis behind Mm

Steel whined around his head as
he was forced to give way. A strut
splintered and threw a clear white
sliver of spruce back into- the slip-
stream. A flying wire snapped, lashed
out like a striking rattler -and then
curled up against the fuselage,

Bur despite this storm of lethal
death, Masters’ eyes never left the
green Fokker and its horrible insig-
nia. His strong lean fingers poised
over the Bowdens* ready to sail a
cluster of smoking lead at the Hun
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who was almost as homely as the
face he had painted on the side of
his ship.

He kept after it, following every
move with the persistence of a wea-
sel following a hare across the snow
of winter. Eight and left, the two
ships moved almost as one. Behind
him guns roared and slugs tore into
his ship.

Now Masters had the weird green
ship in his sights. His fingers tensed
on the Bowdens. Burst after burst
of molten hate poured from the muz-
zle cups, curved through space and
played across the black -crossed
wings. The evil-faced Hun fought
to escape the mesh of tracer but to
no avail. Masters had him! An aile-
ron tore loose on the right wing, flut-
tering madly in the raging torrent of
wind.

“I've got him,” shouted Masters.
He kicked on rudder, trying to bring
his sights to bear again on the ship
with the bloody-lipped gorilla painted
on its side. He wanted that Fokker.
He wanted to smash that evil-colored
ship with its loathsome insignia to
the ground. He wanted to grind that
hateful face leering at him over the
cowling into a bloody froth.

But before he could achieve his
purpose the other sis Fokkers poured
in on him. He failed to see the leader
of the StaScl go limping down to
safety, its hideous insignia snarling
worse than ever as the green fabric
puckered.

The air around him was a mael-
strom of churning props and raging
motors. A tornado of lead lashed the
wings of his ship as it staggered into
a climbing turn.

His lips closed in a tight line as a
whining slug plucked at his sleeve,
tearing the cloth just above the
smear of clay he had put there the
night before.

“Another inch and 1I'd have lost
it,” he growled. “I'm going to get
back so's | can match it, an’ all the
Huns in creation can’t stop me.”

His feet pressed harder into the
rudder stirrups. His hands nursed
the Spad out of the half roll and
into a smooth turn. As he came
around, he threw a quick glance
down at the long runway nestling in
the thick spruce forest, hoping that
he might see one of the queer little
ships rising to join the battle. But
no tiny ship met his anxious gaze.

Masters came out of the turn with
both guns blazing. A Fokker flashed
across his ring-sights, and went
down, twisting and turning as if to
escape the vicious bullets from his
raging guns. Webs of gray united
the five remaining Fokkers with the
lone Spad and then flickered off to
bury themselves in a rosy tinted
cloud.

NOTHER note in the cacophony

of hate hit Masters’ keen ears.
His eyes raised from the sights and
swept the skies over his shoulder. He
saw them.

“Pfalzes,” he murmured as he
scanned the formation. “But not a
single one of the little crates in the
crowd.”

He drew the cool morning air be-
tween his teeth with a sibilant hiss.
He summed up the situation in a
split second. The Fokkers were in
the rear, and about level with his
ship. The onrashing Pfalzes were
above, hosing down like vultures
dropping on a bit of carrion. A tight
bank was out of order now. His Spad
would have to be thrown around as
it had never been thrown before.

Slamming the throttle up against
the last notch he yanked the stick
back. The battered Spad clawed for
the ceiling.

Behind him he heard the steady
drilling of Spandaus.

Clack, clack, clack—clack, clack.

The terrible chatter smacked
against his eardrums as the Five
Fokkers unleashed a futile burst at
the zooming ship. They seemed to
dislike the idea of another outfit
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stepping iii to take their victim away.

Throttle wide open, Hisso thunder-
ing, tfee Spni .serigjned through siif;
air like an angry kingfisher. Up and
up she went, with the Lone Eagle
holding the stick back against his
stomach, Then she went over like a
whale broaching in an oily calm.
Masters' head snapped back against
the pad as he watched earth and sky
change places. Now the earth was
hanging above him like a green roof.
His struts trembled, the wing fabric
puckered along the outer bay.

For a split second he hung there,
with Fokkers and Pfalzes milling
around below trying to raise their
noses so as to point their Spandaus
in his direction,. Seme were converg-
ing so as to be on the spot when

Masters came out of the loop and
hit the slipstream where he had
commenced that screaming swing.

MASTERS smiled grimly as he
JLvjSL watched a Pfalz and a Fokker
trying to out-maneuver each other in
order to be in the right place at the
right time.

But instead of completing the loop,
the Lone Eagle slammed the stick
forward and came hurtling down
from the heights ©fl his back. He
held the ship in that position with a
steady hand, the hand of the expert
he was. With hi$ trucks pointed to-
ward the cloud, scud he came swish-
ing down out of the mottled skies,
straight at a spot behind the two
ships which were fighting for the
chance to send in the death thrust.

Beforc they realized what he had
done, or where he had gone, Masters
was on them like a streak of light-
ning. His Vickers broke out with
their angry challenge and twin
streams of lacy smoke curved from
their hot muzzles. For a second they
connected with the Pfalz. Then they
moved on, leaving the Pfalz to shed
its gayly striped upper wing and
drift earthward like a crumpled leaf
in an autumn gale.

With a quick movement of his
wrist Masters swung hie ship around,
and brought his guns to bear on the
black helmet of the panic-stricken
Hun Iff the Eoklfer. Again the Vickers
chattered. Again those hellish gray
lines connected and the face of the
pilot, gleaming white with fear as he
ionketh back over his shcmleter, be-
came a mask of red froth.

The Him jerked against the belt,
turned and laid the pulpy red thing
which had been his face against the
instrument hoard ss if he were going
to alecp instead of dying. The un-
controlled Fokker bucked around the
heavens for a moment-fcfl then.headed
earthward in its hist dive,

A Fokker crossed Masters’ path.
There were only four of them left
now. He jammed the trips. The left
band gun took up the song of hate,
but the right hand Vickers ftSUgAed
twice and then was still. Masters
saw the reason, A single slug from
a Hun Spandsu fed sheared the
belt, and there wasn't a chance of
repairing the damage.

With only the one gun working;
Masters let a Pfalz chase him through
the formation, The slugs snapped
around him, but he held to his course.
How &;id then he let the Spart wsbb'e
just enough to threw the Huns in
hack of him off their aim.

He rolled, reversed his course, and
a Pfalz appeared through his whirl-
ing prop. A single stream of tracer
snaked from his .gun ai<f held the
weaving fuselage in its .relentless
grip. It swung across the Pfg-1z and
then caught the scintillating prep.

The cords SteO3 out in. the backs
of his hands as he held the ship
steady and poured lead into the Hun.
His leg muscles were like bands of
steel as lie held the rudder on an
angle that brought him around with
the wheeling Hun.

Then his gun stopped.

He punched the cocking handle
automatically, knowing full well that
his belt was empty, his store of load
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had run dry. A sobbing curse poured
from his lips and then turned to a
shout of triumph as splinters began
to shower from the prop of the Pfalz.
His last cluster of slugs had done
their work, and msell. The prop ceased
its mad whirl, came to a halt with
the frayed end uppermost. The ship
wavered drunkenly and then slipped
away from the scene of the battle.

But his triumph was short-lived. A
Hun. had slipped in behind him, and
before he could swing away a double
line of gray was boring its way
through his ship. He heard metal
rasp on metal. His nostrils caught
the acrid scent of hot oil, and he
looked down to see the hot thick
stuff spattering his boots. A jet of
steam hissed frcm his radiator, fol-
lowed by a tiny geyser of hot water.

He tried to turn back and head
west, but the Huns, seeing that his
mad Yankee was flying a crippled
ship, closed in, fanning a funnel of
tracer which had its apex on the
Spad.

Slugs rattled and bounced on the
Spad. The Lone Eagle’'s feet danced
on the rudder bars under the impact
of bronze-coated bullets against the
post. Slugs tore through the floor
boards as Huns zoomed under the
Spad and unleashed their leaden
venom.

The motor began to labor as it
grew hotter and hotter. A screeching
sound came from up front. The needle
on the rev indicator began to drop
toward zero. The whirl of the prop
got slower and slower. The ship be-
gan to settle despite every effort of
the Lone Eagle to keep it in normal
flight.

Knowing that he could not make
his own side of the lines, Masters
reached for the switch, cut the gun,
and then threw his ship into a giddy
spin. The Huns tried to follow him
down a way, but soon gave up, fear-
ful that they might tear their wings
off if they poured after the mad
American,

The animal hurled the cone straight at
the Lone Eagle's race. (Chapter 1V)
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Masters* keen eyes soon picked up
a spot JII3t isOllth of the spruce mrest.
He 6night SP%]!impse of it aa it
whli/lcd. in fTPt oi nis flJifet\ prop.
He heid Mb shipi in tile spin to the
last tni:u.Ue, than sferaif>ehtsned it cut
and ci:it for the c.Learhit!

"Fishitalung in aver ihe trees to lose

flying speem] I]asters leve'ed out,
held he stick 8teady until it felt-
he weieels Lise the sod. Kis left

«and Ffe.p.s;3 the snap- on hi® safety
belt. And .nurse too soon. For the
right wheel crashed against a low
sturnp, swinging the ship into a
ground loop and over on its nose.

Masters threw himself clear, rolled
through the tsll grass and came to
his feet. His trusty Spad lay there
in the waving grass, turned over on
its back, one wheel turning idly as if
making a last struggle to move the
doomed ship.

Masters shrugged his shoulders. A
grim smile dickered across his face.

“Guess they wanted me to make a
closer investigation,’™ he muttered as
he started for the crackup.

CHAPTER 1V
The Dispatch Case

EAPING onto the crum-
pled lower wing, Masters
~reached the still turning
wheel. He stopped it,
then ran his forefinger
through the mud cling-
ing to the rubber, and
smeared it on his sleeve
alongside the streak he had put there
the night before.

“Same color,” he muttered.
match.”

Ke rubbed it between his sensitive
fingers and nodded. It was of the
same texture as that found on the
fragment of tire.

“That's the spot,” he thought. “Pi-
lot hit that muddy place on the take-
off. Slowed him up and he brushed
the tree tops, pulling that sprig of
spruce loose with his undercarriage.

"“Exact

Can't he rtfetaken.
look at what's #t
[fH-o.way.”

Leaving the; ififl Masters MnrriM
fow.vd the forest cit spruce and was

aess :rn fm.e a
e teed, of flint

soon lest awy t mgreen
branches. His step' v, ;es on
the thick carpet of my needlog. as lie

worked his way tcward the long
clearing; sll-se-d ilr h the tret

It took him alrccist three tenirs to
reach fife spot wte the sprurmefor-
eat was bisected b, the mystierlolls
runway, Or.ce flies he drorucied to'
his knees and crcjyt forward/ mzry
nerve alert fot: the iound. of Hans.
At the very edg$ of riinrway, ie
lowered himself toeisec sCynml and
lay sprawled out, sotnpleiely Iridden
by seedlings- whicj had -spritng up'
within the- past rets eears.

He lay there for .quite some time,
studying the lay of t&eland aml nay**
ing particular -aitm on to the. head
cf the clearing. Fle must: have 'held
his post for mere than an-hou 9 j'e»
in that time he soW no sign of .an
enetsy. The spot. $ntied to an de-
sorted.

Nothing to be r 'Cd 'y racking
around here,” he muaerati as he got
to hie feet. “Ife geistg to has® a look
around up at fifes other and, Life: to
see if there is. aSfcStsg at she base
cf that knoll.”

Cautiously Hi! made his way cast,
heading for tile other end of the run-
way which he was certain lad fc&Sii
used by the little planes the night
before. Now and than he si- a to.
peer through the green brsstichei, but
there was nothing to In ssm or
heard. There was a stillness of death
about the spot, shiny Mosst'ea.

He had almost reached, the fast: of
the knoll Kina, a eaay-ur; pine Mbs
—slapped against his chest, ft hit
and bounced, much I® thf e
Eagle’s surprise. He stopped In his
tracks, every msscle tease, gffiws
tingling. Ke knew that mmm had ast
dropped from a ttfet—it had been
thrown.
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As fee sijoyd the anoiner cHJ.t ML
the gratkit] at bm fCilfe He looked up
QUICN'V  werisin. m ft the goraa had
come frorrS a tell siuiioe, But there
was noth hil|f jp be fit, .More: &i'i.0aU
than eve;., . rs. slippe3 through
-tire dense W.n{*bg Jaid tuck tip a po-
sition tendsr tbs laiwer of tlis trees
and write;1 keep!niimhis cyss, peel-eil.

fed#*®!y anotb.er cone hit him a
stisginfj fflow on thl« cheek, W akl-
ing with a soft ctrips on his lips,
Masters isBS jUSf na time to #S4 s
dwsrfis'it fiiis" lefSf behind a clump
of H 3

AV7L-i kind ci game is this, any-
way?” fee growled a$ he made his
way csLitlassly Seward the bushes.
“Guy doesn't seem to mean me any
\haras* fftewer he is,”

L Lit when he reacihsd the bush
there dfas nctiring tbsre, 'The little
iHu:c had @ Sllaki:ng his
head, 1PRf%7% Qff>typvetrp +search
and made: Ms way fa-ck towaird the
tree at the head of the rurlway, fu&t
as he SBgKRA it he heard a sound
that caused. SW2 to step in his track#
and strain .his ears. Human Vvoices
were: cenrtsg -toward Mm.

Withaat welting to see who they
were., Jfastgi't. for the lower,
branches of the tree and swung him-
self Bp. It a few seconds hi had
lest ki.lI3se.if .asianest the feathery
isglgyifen. He clung to his perch,
hardly dating to breathe as. the voices
dm# closed., “JSaybs | can get a look
at these mdwatfSj” he muttered softly.

But instead of dwarfs, a couple of
full growa.meii appeared, men dressed
In the %/ of the. Xa.is.ef. And one
of the was the evil-faced
pilot who has Swwb the green Fok-
kem. So be fesd landed safely.

‘T ha| the dispatch case right on
my iiajskw snaitte-d IIm man Who had a
face mutc Uke- a beast than a man.
“He ta'lie & nm w i ottt the winttesv
before | @c.uld make. a move* | did
not CTfar hh-ovr he wag in thi room,”

#b-ou miiz wot have time to open it
trieur' auked the other.
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*f8JJ Dummkopf!”" exploded the
ugly man. “l was talking on the tele-
phone when the dispatch rider ar-
rived. We msiJt catch hint, That pass
contains our secret code. It is only
by means of that code that i cart
know when the L78 will arrive.”

ASTERS’ heart hammered p

the words. He knew now there
-Wes some rnysterictss connection be-
tween the arrival of those Zeppelins
and the bombings. He was certain that
the tiny ships had taken off from
this: runway before Lira. And only
that day he had met this evil-faced
Hun flying over the spruce forest,
apparently protecting it. And this
man, whose yellow fangs Sashed as
he cursed the loss of a dispatch case,
had just mentioned the Zaps.

mtx | could only get my hands on
that case,” the Lone Eagle thought.
“Perhaps | could nail one of those
Zeps and get some idea of what this
hi oil about,” He listened. The tab
man below was still cursing.

“We must find him, you under-
stand.”* It seemed that every other
werd was followed by an oath. “Who
let him escape?”

“l do not know, Exzedlenz," mut-
tered the other. “But | will investi-
gate at once. | will have all the men
out to search the forest. We could
ask for help if necessary/

“You fool!” snarled the pilot who
carried the ugly leering face of a
gorilla on the fuselage of Ms plane,
“For all we know this one they cal!
the Lone Eagle may be around. Xs
he saw troops searching the woods
he might investigate arid stumble
across the dispatch case. Me, it must,
be done quietly. He will come back
when it is meal time/*

"And without the ease,” said the
other soberly. “You know haw they
are.”

The tall m& nodded. “But | think
he. will drop it around here. We must
search quietly, so as not to arouse
Ms suspicions. | think there is a™”
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Masters lost the words as the two
men moved away. He waited a few
moments and then started to descend
only to be brought up sharp by a
strange sound.

“Now what?” he muttered as he
nestled into a crotch of the tree and
looked around -him. A cone strucu
the tree close to his head. A low
chattering reached his surprised ears.
It came from the tree next to him,
the branches of which were inter-
laced with those in which he hid.
Then he saw the branches of the
other tree sway. A second later the
branch just below his feet gave and
then jerked upward as a squat hairy
body landed, and clung there swing-
ing.
‘mWell 1I'll be—"

m MAZEMENT was written all
Xm over the Lone Eagle’s face as he
stared at a pair of eyes glaring up at
him from under bushy eyebrows.
The creature was a baboon!

“A squadron rv.icot” was Mas-
ters’ first thought.

For a moment or two, Masters and
the grim-faced animal sat trying to
outstare each ether. Masters was si-
lent, but the baboon kept up a con-
tinual grumbling and muttering.
Then, with lightninglike speed, the
baboon tore a cone from the tip of
a branch and hurled it full in Mas-
ters face.

“So you're the guy that's feeling
playful around here,” laughed Mas-
ters. “Well, get going, | don't want
to play. Beat it.”

As he made a move toward the
big monkey, it shifted its position.
Its mouth snapped open, revealing a
set of gleaming fangs. An angry line
of chatter poured from the gaping
mouth.

But the Lone Eagle was not pay-
ing the slightest attention to the
angry chatter or the mouthful of
wicked teeth. As the baboon changed
its position Masters saw that it
hugged something close to its chest

with a long hairy left arm. The ob-
ject caused the American's eyes to
bulge.

“The dispatch case,” he whispered.
“They were talking about this ba-
boon escaping. And the monk swiped
the dispatch case as he went.”

Masters’ mind raced with excite-
ment. He wanted that dispatch case.
Just a short time ago the cruel-faced
Hun had mentioned that the code
for the arrival of the Zeps was in
that case. What the stupid baboon
held clutched against him might
mean the downfall of the Allies.

“Drop it,” he said softly, “Be a
nice boy and drop it.”

But the baboon
lower and snarled.

Masters eased himself down to
the next branch, but the baboon fol-
lowed suit, dropping easily to a
swaying limb, where it sat and gri-
maced.

Masters now could see that there
was nothing to be gained by trying
to get close to the animal. There
would have to be another way of
getting that dispatch case.

The two of them, man and baboon,
sat and stared at each other some
more. The animal stopped its chatter-
ing and suddenly grabbed for another
cone. It let fly, but this time Mas-
ters caught it in full flight,

“So it's play you're looking for,”
he grinned, as he hurled the cone
back at the baboon.

It caught it and sent it flying back
to the Lone Eagle, and then danced
wildly on the swaying branch. Its
shrill voice rose, as if it were laugh-
ing with delight over Masters will-
ingness to play.

“Shut up,” growled Masters.
“They’'ll hear you.” And to quiet
the beast Masters threw the cone
back. As the baboon snatched the
thing cut of the air, an idea flashed
into the Lone Eagle’s mind. “Might
work. Give it a try.”

Snatching his helmet from his
head, Masters rolled it up in a ball,

only crouched
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wound the chin strap tight and thin
buckled it.

"Here you are.” he said steadily.
“Catch.” He threw it gently to the
animal and it tossed the helmet back
at once. Back and forth the leather
helmet went through the branches.
And each time it was Masters’ turn
he flics* it harder. And in a few
minutes the game was fast and fu-
rious.

The baboon danced and gibbered
on the swaying branch as it hurled
the helmet back. Masters was grim-
faced as he played the game. For
he knew that the destiny of the Al-
lies was hanging in the balance. He
must have that secret code at all
costs.

Suddenly the break came. The
thing that Masters had planned hap-
pened. The baboon in its excitement
threw the leather dispatch case in-
stead of the helmet. And in doing
so it realized it had made an error.
To rectify it, it threw the helmet
too.

As Masters reached out for the
case the helmet struck him squarely
between the eyes. For a moment he
was blinded. He felt the dispatch
case brush his outstretched fingers
and go through the branches. With
a curse of dismay he fell back,
clutched madly at a branch, lost his
balance and fell. Only the limber
branches of the spruce saved him
from a nasty fall, and as he struck
the bottom branch he grasped it long
enough to break the impact before
dropping to the ground right on top
of the baboon.

They were both surprised. Mas-
ters had not seen the beast slither
through the branches after the dis-
patch case. And the baboon had not
seen him fall. For a second the case
was hidden by a snarling heap of
fur as the Lone Eagle sprawled on
the animal, knocking it flat.

The animal tried to turn in order
to sink its fangs in the Lone Eagle’s
arms. But the American grabbed
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first, twining hip long steely fingers
in the fur at the base of the ani-
mat's skull. He held fast, braced
himself and then straightened up
with the writhing, snarling animal
held fast. -Then he heaved, sending
the surprised baboon flying through
the air and into the middle of a
clump of bushes.

Like a flash, Matters snatched up
the case and tore it open. A sob ot
disappointment escaped his lips. The
only thing in the case was- a email
cardboard box, well flattened, con-
taining a jumbled meass,; of oddly cut
cardboard. Masters recognized the
pieces at once as being the numerous
parts of a jig-saw piiexIft, such as
the German Red Cross was distrib-
uting through the hospitals.

eanwhile the baboon had

picked itself up and was coming
at him. Its red eyes were glued to the
mdispatch case, its tail was held high,
weaving slightly as if challenging
this strange two-legged creature to
mortal combat,

“Here take it,” growled the Lone
Eagle hurling the open dispatch case
at the angry animal. “It's not worth
fighting for.” He started to throw
the box containing the jig-saw puz-
zle but stayed his arm. He opened
it, poured the cardboard fragments
into his pocket, and then shied the
box at the angry baboon.

The animal seized the box in his
free hand and began to tear it to
shreds with his glistening teeth. The
pieces fluttered to the ground,, in
sodden flakes as Masters turned and
hurried away,

“I've got to get back and tip War-
ren and Viand off," he said to him-
self as he made his way through the
trees. “Those Zeps crossing the
coast of the Mediterranean mean a
lot more than | thought they did.”

Still racking his brain over what
the connection might be between the
Zeppelins flying north across the
Mediterranean sea and the myste-
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rious little bombers that were work-
ing destruction every night behind
the Allied lines, Masters hurried to-
ward the southeast. He knew that
there was a Hun Staffel quartered on
a field in that direction. It had been
there for months. In fact he had
shot down a few of the Pfalzes be-
longing to that outfit.

He dropped his hands to his
pocket and as they encountered the
hits of cardboard he cursed softly.

“Damn that babcon,” he growled.
“He opened that case and lost the
code before | found him. But where
did he get this puzzle?”

His only satisfaction was the
knowledge that the code was lost
to the evil-faced Hun too.

CHAPTER V
Tight Spot

STIFF wind was blow-

ing access the country
from west to east when

Masters finally reached

I Ir
I'lii Vj
2 ii.JL 4\

the edge of the little
German flying field.
Ranked in a long line
before the fluttering

canvas hangars stood a flock of
Pfalzes, their motors churning over
slowly, waiting for the evening pa-
trol to start.

Masters stood in the thick under-
brush and looked at the machines.
There, in one of those gayly-painted
crates was an avenue of escape. If
he could reach one of those machines
he might gain his own side of the
lines, and in so doing manage to get
word of the Zeps to Warren and
Viaud.

As he stood there, coveting the
machine nearest him, he heard a
branch crack behind him. He whirled,
arms up, ready to defend himself,
and then relaxed. For crouching
there in the fringe of bushes, tail up,
teeth clicking angrily, was the ba-
boon.

“So you've been following me?”

said Masters with a chuckle. “Still
sore, eh?”

The baboon curled its lip.s hack.
It began to dance up and down* chat-
tering its queer doggerel of the jun-
gle. Slowly, but cautiously, it began
to circle the spot whore Masters
stood. Turning with it to keep his
eyes on the angry beast.

“Maybe you can help me at that,
big bov,” Masters smiled as he
glanced quickly from the baboon to
the nearest Pfalz. fWe’il see,”

Snatching up ft slender branch, the
Lone Eagle quickly stripped it of
twigs and soon had a limber switch
in his hand. He swished it through
the air. A grin spread across his
face as he save the animal stop and
cower in its tracks.

Now the tables had turned. In-
stead of the baboon circling Masters,
it was he who was moving slowly
around the quailing beast.

“So they’'ve been beating you, have
they?” -he mattered as he finally
readied a position whore the animal
was between, himself and the row of
hangars. “That helps matters a lot.”

He moved forward, the long switch
upraised. The animal glowered as it
watched him move closer. Its gleam-
ing fangs dripped with rage and
fear. The hair on the took of its
neck stood up, bristling End stiff.
Masters cut the air with the switch.
He saw the animal begin to tremble.
Its long tongue Sashed out, licking
the froth from its long tapered
muzzle. Once again he swung and
the switch burned the air just above
the baboon’s head.

That was too much for the beast.
He fled, heading toward fixe hangars,
screaming and chattering in mortal
fear lest that -whip bite through its
hairy hide.

Masters waited. He saw the ba-
boon pass between the line of ships
and the nearest hangar. Then it slid
to a stop as the Germans saw it
Panic-stricken it turned back. Then,
recalling the man with the whip hid-



m 3 it swungr te the
fight, Urasped, the nearest guy wire
list Averr ™» A r hand to the top
of tbs FeCOhd \Iditl2air..

It eMv/ecl its wty upward until It
reached the iPtted peak and sat

Hincncd at* gibbering mmil;/

-3Brhijn’~ H.ims, who- all ran
to the spc- Isrtd agsS#, blustered below
the beast.

Tke < itttc the animal bad reached
the W8 of the hangar, Masters broke
Kress the btishEs snad trotted out on
the held as H he too were going to
Mih) lit t&e fun, But instead of tak-
ing. a straight course he angled to-
‘Wilfh th# Jetaxoffif IAfBti. As he passed
fa front af il he kicked the chocks
.attay from the wiliaslft.

He, came around the stubby wing
tip. Slis set-up couldn’'t have been
more opportune. The crowd of Huns,
Cffi-oerS; pUbtfe and mechanics, were
gathered around the front of the

hangar, amusing themselves by
throwing stones at the frightened
baboon, and then ducking as the ani-
mal flung them back.

"Glad he likes, ths*. gams,” Masters
thought as he ducked under the
v/iags and climbed into tile narrow
cockpit.

No- one noticed Hsu while he
snapped on the safety belt. Not un-
til s kicked the. throttle did the
heads of the Germans turn. And
then he could not resist the tempta-
tion of raising his hand in a gesture
of mockery as he swung the Pfals
across the field and into the wind.
He could see the puzzled fcabcca
dancing madly on the billowing roof
of the hangar as he lifted the ma-
chine off the ground and into the
air.

"That squares us for the code, old
fellow,” he laughed as he looked
down, at the upturned face of the
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excited animal. “You sure did co-
operate that time.”

Roaring above the last hangar, he
glanced over his shoulder and saw
the Hun pilots rushing toward their
machines. There was one frustrated
pilot left standing on the ground
and he shook his fist in rage.

Banking toward the west, Masters
set his course for the sun which was
already dipping close to the distant
horizon. The purple shadows on the
ground had lengthened and another
day was about to pass into history.

He had covered little more than
five miles when the first tracer began
to crackle around his head. But, to
his utter surprise, he found that
they were coming from Fokkers!
And among them, thundering down
on him out of the sunset, was the
green Fokker with the weird gorilla
head painted on its fuselage!

“It's you again,” snarled Masters
as he whirled to meet the challenge
of the Hun. Come on then. I'll give
you another dose of lead.”

UT the ugly pilot wasn't asking

for lead just then. His leering
eyes had spotted the baboon sitting
on the roof of the hangar below, the
baboon who was now wondering why
the throwing game he loved so well
had stopped. The Hun pilot evaded
Masters’ burst of tracer with a quick
bank and then stuck his nose down
at the field below in a wailing power
dive.

“So that's it,” grinned Masters.
“You're wasting your time, my lad.
I've already had a look at that dis-
patch case and your precious code
isn't there.”

A vicious burst from the guns of
another Fokker made him tear his
eyes away from the green job, which
was just leveling out over the han-
gars and going into a tight turn.
Another cluster of lead smashed in
at him from the left as two of the
Pfalz jobs reached his level.

But Masters was ready for them,

The little ship in which he flew
curled easily to the left, dropped
its nose and poured an angry stream
of lead into the foremost of the
black-crossed crates. The ship stag-
gered under the impact, tried to
turn away only to have the snarling
lines of lead gnaw their way along
the fuselage and into the cockpit.

The pilot crumpled, cut almost in
two by the battering slugs. The ship

bucked, shot skyward toward the
deepening blue and then hurtled
earthward trailing a shower of
sparks.

There was no time to see the ship
go down. The Lone Eagle had. to
throw his ship from one bank to an-
other in order to escape the vengeful
lead thrown at him from all sides.
Fokkers and Pfalzes -were funneling
at him, from north, east, south and
west. Bronze-coated bullets smashed
their way through the monocoque
fuselage and battered away at his
instrument board. Giass flew in all
directions as the techometer dial was
drilled by half a dozen slugs. The
German letters were punctuated by
black holes through, which acrid
smoke poured from the still burning
tracer.

Masters lashed back with his guns,
sending Hun-made lead snarling into
Hun ships. He refused to give an
inch. His course was west, and west
he was going. For there was work
to be done.

A Fokker overshot him, curled up
in a half roll to come down on him
again. He saw It. Up came the
pointed nose of the little Pfalz. Up
at the hanging Fokker went a twin
stream of flaming slugs. The Lone
Eagle hosed it from nose to flippers,
and then relaxed the pressure on the
trips.

Smoke wafted back from the muz-
zles of the hot Spandaus as he saw
the Fokker waver, then go into a
dive. As it kicked over with top
wings almost parallel with the
ground, the pilot was snapped from
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the cockpit like a stone from a cat-
apult. Over and over the German
went, anas and legs outstretched,
spinning like a pimvheel in his last
long flight.

“Poor devil,” Masters had time
enough to mutter before he flipped
his ship into a tight turn to escape
a withering burst from a Pfalz. “Hell
of a way to go out.”

Once again Hun slags were rat-
tling along the three-ply of his
rounded fuselage. Slugs sawed their
way through the taut fabric of his
left wing, leaving ragged tatters
streaming back from the trailing
edge.

He clenched his teeth and dug
his feet harder into the rudder stir-
rups. His head bent low to the ring-
sight fastened between the two
smoking Spandaus. A Pfalz slipped
across the ring and then disappeared
in the gathering gloom before he
could fire more than three rounds.
But in banking after it he caught
another black-crossed ship just start-
ing into a turn ahead of him,

He held grimly to his course. He
swept the formation with the keen-
est eyes on the Western Front as
he pressed the gun controls. He
heard the Spandaus chatter their
hateful song, and as he turned he
saw the scintillating tracers eating
their way into the Hun ship.

“Down you go, Fritz,” he shouted
into the slipstream.

The Hun crate keeled over, began
to corkscrew toward the shadowed
earth as Masters ducked his head
and looked oyer his shoulder. For
there, droning just over his waving
hair was a blistering swarm of hot
lead. Slithering tracers smashed
through his upper wing leaving a
curving pattern of fitly black holes.
A slug whined past his ears and
splashed against the compass. The
glass flew into a thousand sparkling
hits and the fluid covered him from
the knees down. He threw his stick
forward to win free from the pound-

ing, blood-craned Pfalz behind him.

A red-nosed Pfalz: flashed into
view in front of his prop., throwing
lead in two connecting, streams. For
a split second lead smacked into MU
cowling and ricocheted into the
blue heavens, leaving dents on the
Spandau casing..

The Lone Eagle jerked the stick
back with a curse of despair as an-
other stream of lead hosed life ship
from wing tip to wing tip. The Mer-
cedes growled and flung, th- jifep in
a mad arc as the .Lone Eagle fought
to win clear and make the safety of
his own lines.

Fabric puckered and then ribbons
of frayed linen streamed out In the
wind like feathers falling; from a
wounded bird.

The Fokkers and: Pfalzes climbed
around him and over him as their
pilots saw victory in their grasp,
Spandaus danced wickedly on gun
mountings and spewed their hate at
this man who had; stolen one of their
shins.

Desperate, the Lone Eagle went
into a tight bank. The air vibrated
with beating props. High in the sun-
set heavens Masters was fighting for
his life. Never had a Pfalz been
tossed around the blood-red skies of
France as this one, with the Lone
Eagle at its controls. He was living
up to his name and reputation—the
Lone Eagle, the world’'s greatest sky
fighter.

The sky was alive with whirling
shadows as the sun sank lower and
lower in the west. Crouched lew,
taut and. tense behind his controls,
the Lone Eagle yanked the Pfalz
into a half roll and tried to go into
a spin. But a ship directly under
him forced him back into level flight
to avoid a mid-air coliisdan.

As he threw his viotei ship into a
turn his keen calculating eyes nar-
rowed. They picked out a single
Fokker with a streamer fluttering
from its strata and an evil red go-
rilla’s face painted on the side. That
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Fokker was heading straight at him
now, both its guns tipped with
flame.

“Found that his monkey friend
disposed of the dispatch case,”
thought Masters grimly. “Thinks
I've got it and has come back up to
help stop me.”

The Lone Eagle slashed his stick
aver, ducked under the wings of a
wheeling Pfalz, came roaring up in
a climbing turn that placed him al-
most alongside the leader of the
Fokker outfit.

The last rays of the setting sun
caught the ugly face of the Hun,
turning it almost as red as the in-
signia painted on the side of his
ship.

Masters pointed first to the goril-
la’s face on the fuselage and then
at the Hun. He nodded and grinned.

“Not a bit of difference,” he
shouted.

The Hun apparently understood
the gesture if not the words. His
lips drew back in a snarl revealing
his yellowed fangs.

Despite the hail of lead lashing
the air around him Masters grinned.
Fie had achieved his purpose. The
leader of the Fokkers was mad with
rage and that was what he wanted.
It was easier fighting against a man
in that condition than it was against
one who was cool and collected.
The Huns had already learned that
to their sorrow, in the few minutes
they had been trying to batter down
the stolen Pfalz.

The Fokker with the leering face
painted on its side flashed over in a
turn. With a flick of his wrist Mas-
ters avoided it, swept by and then
yanked his ship around. His heart
pounded in time -with the beat of his
guns as they woke up. The tracers
glowed like sparks in the dusk.

He saw them splash off the fuse-
lage of the other ship and begin to
creep toward the cockpit as he lifted
the nose of his ship a trifle to cor-
rect his aim.

Methodically, with ail the cold
precision of a machine, the Lone
Eagle kept his plane swinging
around after the Fokker. He seemed

to be a part of the little Pfalz as he
moved the control in unison.

With a roar, as if stung by the
buzzing tracers, the Fokker whirled
madly through the formation with
the flame-spitting Pfalz close behind
it. Ships scattered in all directions,
becoming blurred shadows as the
light of day faded and night began
to draw her black curtain tight from
horizon to horizon.

Ahead of him Masters could see
the blue-tipped exhaust stacks of the
Fokker as the flame wavered back
along the fuselage.

He saw the black silhouette of the
Fokker loom against the last faint
glow of the dying day as it banked
around. His fingers jammed against
the trips until his thumb nails went
white. The Fokker wavered, then
side-slipped away in the dark.

Masters threw his ship in a bank
and circled. A frown creased his
forehead as his eyes tried to pierce
the darkness.

“Maybe | got him, maybe I didn't,”
he thought. “Thought | was primp-
ing that last burst right into his
elevators. Well, if | missed this
time, we'll probably meet again. And
then—"

Turning his ship, Masters headed
the nose into the west, setting his
course by the evening star,

CHAPTER VI
The Puzzle

il ImJjT WAS late when Maa«
Il ters finally set the Pfalz
fi down on the airdrome at

I-c Bourget. For those
«A3BOrfe* on f'IC iproinK» s* was a
startling experience. But
as soon as he had con-
vincced the guard that
he was really an American who had
stolen a plane from the Germans, he
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set n8 to find Colonel Tremaine and
enei'‘ctl V'i&ud. He was still a little
it ouXover hi;>delay at Le Bourpt
iidT ho jjcaclred t8# croolt&d little
reet in bad: of the Pimm da fa
pfiCQrde and trotted up the well
Worn steps 41 iSN\s dilapidated house
that neas'ked -ths Headquarters of
America:i Ais laieiii gagmm*

He was. wc.ll known there. The
sentry Inside the door snapped to
attention., «ta8 allowed the hone
Eagle m pass on down the dimly
lighted halSmay toward the green
door iff. the end.

Masterc pushed the door open and
stepped Into the cohiorence room.

Titv-aittf le&gjfd to Im feet with
a cry o reljiei. He grasped the Lone
Itawe'o dTiQ Spri Walked with him
to tbe i:able where General Pershing,
General. Viaed and two other officers
of the Fre8h Intelligence service
were- t?

“The; just bombed Contrie,”
aalS Ibrefiigjns £3 he held a match
to the damga stab of his cigar with
fingers MRt Ehsoit with, excitement.

Masters whistled softly. “They
s&rm id be hpncsntrating. on Ameri-
can supply depots, don't they?”

“But S will be our turn next,”
-snapped MM of the French officers
sitclsg at Waud's side.

General Pershing nodded. “He's
right, feta Jest as, soon as the?
find out cmr concentrations are a
bluff if allow the French to prepare
t%Te offensive in secret, they're go-
fc<] to start blowing tm every French
supply depot in France.”

A grim smile played across the
Lone- Eagle’s drawn face.

“Tbcught there- was something
funny abptef She way those supplies
Were being glbs-d uxs at the depots.
I was wf.tclwrt-g them one day and
discovered that mtsst of the shells
wrerc ©id things, dug up at the Front
ana unlcwde#.. The same way with
the boxes of. .supplies. Most of them
were empty,”

“J know,” mid Pershing after a

moment’s hesitation, “The real Rip-
plies have been going to the French.
That's why we've got to stop this
thing before they discover our ruse.
Don’'t you see, you've got to moves
heaven and earth to upset their
scheme before they upset ours.”

“Did you find out anything, John?”
asked Tremaine.

ASTERS started to speak hut
General Pershing laid his hand
on his ann.

“You're hungry, aren't you. Mas-
ters?”

The Lone Eagle smiled faintly,
“Could do with a drink too. Funny,
I expected to be having dinner sect
drinks at Maxim’s in Paris tonight.”

“l know,” replied- the .general as
he rang for an orderly. “When this
thing is; all over I'll buy you the
best meal you ever ate.”

“You mean this thing I'm working
on or the war?" asked Masters with
a twinkle in his tired blue eyes.

Pershing grinned. “I won't keep
you waiting that long, John. Bring
some sandwiches and some Scotch
and soda,” he said to trie orderly
who had just popped in the clear.

Masters recounted what he had
discovered while waiting for the
sandwiches. And while he talked he
spilled the cardboard bits of the jig-
saw puzzle from his pockets onto
the table and began to put them to-
gether. The fact that he was doing
something with his hands seemed to
rest his weary brain.

“So you see,” he said locking up
from the picture that was beginning
to form on the polished top of the
table. “I'm sure | found the runway
from which these little planes are-
taking off. And I'm certain that
these mysterious Zeps that have been
reported crossing the Mediterranean
have something to do with this.
That's all. | failed to get the cods.
All 1 got from that damned baboon
was a little help in stealing a plan?,
and this jig-saw puzzle.”
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“Describe this pilot again,” said
one of the Frenchmen eagerly. “The
one who flew- the Fokker with the
gorilla painted on the side.”

The sandwiches were placed in
front of him, and between mouthfuls
Masters tried to paint a word pic-
ture of the evil-faced Hun.

“Looked like a big ape himself,”
he said as he set the glass of Scotch
and soda back on the table. “Ugliest
man 1 ever laid eyes on.”

“Von Scbober,” cried the French-
man banging his fist on the table.
“No doubt of it. That gorilla face
painted on his ship and that baboon
hanging around his field, makes me
certain of it.”

“You. mean von Schober, the spy
who escaped from the United States
about a year ago?” exclaimed Persh-
ing, reaching for the button at his
side.

The French officer nodded. “I
worked with him before the war.
He was the greatest trainer of sim-
ians | ever saw.”

“You mean you worked in a cir-
cus,” gtihaed Tarshiag, “To look at
you now one would never think that
you. had ever helped train animals.”

The Frenchman grinned arid looked
at Generil Viaud. “It was the Gen-
eral's fault, | assure you. | joined
the is! here in Paris ana in doing
so | was able to spend a whole year
in Germasyj where | did a little
espionage in conjunction with my
animal work.”

Pershing had pressed the button
and in response the orderly appeared

again. “Get me the files on von
Schcber, Stevens. Quickly,”

“So ibis ugly guy is a monkey
trainer,” sald MsFters ahef:*>mind-
ed!ly pushing the last bit of card-
board into place. ‘Maybe this jig-
saw puzzle is his. Got a lot of ani-
mals on it.”

The others leaned forward and

looked at the picture Masters had
formed out of the odd shaped bits
of cardboard.

“Whole farmyard full,” smiled
Masters as he brushed a crumb or
two from his uniform. “Horses, cows,
pigs, ducks, geese, everything you'd
find on a farm. You know, that's
what I'm going to have when this
thing is over. A farm where | can
live the simple life. Not a bad pic-
ture, is it?”

“1I'd say it was a pretty ugly pic-
ture,” Pershing’s voice broke in. “I
don’'t mean the one you've just put
together. | mean this one.”

HE tossed a photograph on the
table in front of Masters. “That
your friend?”

Masters picked the photo up with
an exclamation of surprise. “That's
the guy. What a mug to be carry-
ing around,” he muttered as he stud-
ied the harsh, cruel features.

“Von Schober is behind all this,”
said the Frenchman, excitedly. “It is
he who is engineering these bomb-
ing raids. You said you saw him by
the secret runway, did you not?”

“He was looking for this baboon |
was telling you about,” replied Mas-
ters, laying the photo back in front
of General Pershing. “The beast had
swiped the dispatch case containing
the code. That baboon sure could
throw. Wonder if this von Schober
takes him along to throw those
bombs. His aim’'s good enough.”

“Von Schober could do anything
with apes, gorillas, baboons,” snapped
the Frenchman. “It was uncanny the
tilings he could make them do. |
could not understand it, for he was
cruel to them. He had a big gorilla
in a cage in Germany. One of the
ugliest brutes | ever saw. Von
Schober kept talking about what a
sight it would be to have a clever
boxer and this gorilla in the same
cage. He is a bad one, this von
Schober. He has no feeling for
either man or beast.”

Just then the talk was interrupted
by the entrance of an orderly.

“Our wireless sergeant just picked
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this up, Can't make head nor tail of
it, He said to bring it to you, Gener-
al,” he reported, saluting.

He laid a square of paper in front
of General Pershing and at a nod
from the general walked from the
room. The general adjusted his
glasses, picked the piece of paper up
and studied it intently while the
others waited.

“Here’'s a new one,” said the Com-

Masters smashed his Bst into the gorilla’s body,

mander in Chief of the A.E.F. after
a few moments, “Listen to this and
see if you make anything out of it

‘Twelve GH Calling. Twelve GH
calling. Schwein . . . Schwein . . .
Schweln.  Twelve GH calling—
Schwein , . . Schwein. .. ”

Masters had copied the message on
a scrap of paper and sat staring at it
as the telephone rang. He paid no
attention to the insistent buzzing and
did not look up until General Persh-

ing pushed the instrument toward
him,

"It's for you, John,” said the .gen-
eral. “Sounds like Warren.”

.Masters picked up the instrument
and continued to tool with the paper
while lie listened.

“We’ve been making patrols all day
down here, John,” came the tired
voice of Phil Warren. "“There isn't

a thing doing. Nobody's heard or

(Chapter X1)

seen any Zeps lately. There's a
fussy old English dowager who has
been making passes at Pierre so
much that he’s afraid to stay on the
ground. He wants to fly all the time.
And when he’s in the air she’'s after
me. Maybe she isn't a Zep, but she’s
fat enough to look like an overgrown
blimp. Let us come back, will you,
John? We're fed up. Hey, are you
listening?”

“just a minute, Phil,” said Mas-
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ters as he scribbled furiously. “Hold

everything. Don’t let go of that
xvire. I'll be back shortly. Under-
stand ?”

“All right,” grumbled Warren at

the other end of the wire. “You're
just figuring out some other excuse
to keep us down here. We'll go
nuts. Okay, I'll hold the wire.”

“Look!” gasped Masters as he
dropped the phone on the table.
“This message! It's the L78 calling.
L is the twelfth letter in the al-
phabet. G is the seventh and H is
the eighth. Get it?”

“But what does schwein mean?”
demanded Pershing. “The Comman-
der of the L 78 isn’t just having some
fun with us is he? Wouldn't go to
all that trouble to call us pigs.”

Masters slumped back in his chair
and scratched his head. The phone
at his elbow began to squeak.

“Hold your horses,” rasped Mas-
ters. “I'll be with you in a second.”

As he pushed the phone away his
eyes fell on the jig-saw puzzle. His
eyes lighted as he bent over the
farmyard scene.

“Good. Lord!” he shouted.
have got the code after all.
puzzle is the code!"

“It leaves us all pretty puzzled,”
broke in Tremaine with a grim smile.

“1 must
This

ASTERS' fingers trembled as he

carefully took from the assem-
bled puzzle the bit of cardboard on
which the picture of a pig was printed
in colors. He turned it over and over,
studying it from every angle. Then
he put it hack in place, noting just
how it fit into the picture.

“It's got me,” he said after a few
minutes. “I'm sure that pig’s got
something to do with the message.”

Then the phone began to sing
again. Masters grabbed it up impa-
tiently.

“Shut up, Phil!
something important. I'll
yea in—"

“But that will be too late,” pleaded

I'm working on
be with

Warren over the wire. “Here she
comes into the hotel lobby. 1 can
see she’'s looking for me.”

“Who?” demanded Masters.

“The blimp 1 was telling you
about,” yelled Warren.

“Tear her apart and throw the
pieces out the window,” snapped
Masters.

He laid the phone back on the
table. His eyes opened wide as they
looked down at the puzzle. "Tear
her apart,” he murmured over and
over. “Tear apart. Say, maybe that's
the answer.”

Grabbing up the picture of the pig,
he began to tear the bit of cardboard
apart, layer by layer. “You do the
same with the other pieces,” he or-
dered, forgetting entirely that he
had snapped a command at distin-
guished superiors.

The six men sat around the table
tearing the pieces of the jig-saw puz-

zle apart. Bit by bit the thin gray
paper fell to the table top anti
curled.

“Nam dc Dieu!” ejaculated the

French officer at Viand's side. “He
is right. Look!”
The men leaned across the table

and stared at the bit of cardboard
held in the excited French officer's
fingers.

A smile of triumph slid across the
Lone Eagle’s face.

“We're on the right track. [I'll
have this pig peeled down in a jiffy.
The one he's got is the goose. That
says 22-2."

“And what may that mean?” asked
General Pershing, trying to hide his
excitement.

“l think it means the twenty-sec-
ond day at two o’clock in the morn-
ing. This is only the twelfth. Ah,
here we are. Take a look at this.”

Masters laid the bit of cardboard
on the table. “There you are. 14-3
it says.” He looked at the faces
clustered over the message. “Tomor-
row is the thirteenth. At three
o'clock on the morning of the four-
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teenth ike, L 7? will cross the coast,”

“And why three? in the morning/
decmSsd-ad Per sg, a felckler for
detail.

m'Only tins® tixs.fti dare, sir,” sa'd
rl;.-rc.a ¢;¥ i “'Wouldn't risk fey*
tug it m. ths Msy time,"

By this time the others had torn
their Mix af j&a&sie- to pieces and had

# ", jrre *out oa the table. Every
plica .Rimed a ilff*
“Mot bad,” griitnatl Masters, “A

code wapfiffiS up in .an almost per-
fect diseuise. In fact | came, close
to #*fc'vnine this whole thing in that
balb-bdSS tsfly face. That's how much
1 thaitfet cl It, Stall don't know
what fxiacl© fi# put the pieces in my
mfefeeri. A hunch, maybe,”

Masters snatched up the phone.
“Lihtea Phi-'—are you there?” he
called into the SiOuthp.feoe,

*8fcy% got me. Jerks,” came a wail
over tfee tskfr- "She’s got sue. Drag-
Aci; me pfi to dinner or somethibg.
Thinks I'm talking to a girl.”

"Bril!” cried Masters in exaspera-
tion, “You've get to shake isft We've
rot a ;ob on our hands. I'm coming
down right aw-ay— Hey, are you lis-
tening?”

The cuily g&und to roach the Lone
Eagle's ears was the waspish voice
of a woman arid then the sound died
away.

Masters slammed the phone: back
on the cradle with an oath. *“Damn
these women. Because a guy’s got a
pair of wings on his chest they think
he's an angel in disguise.”

“Then you think it best to go
down to the coast?” asked Treimitie.

Masters nodded, “At three o’clock
on the nj&rnitig on the fourteenth I'll
be waiting for the IMS. I'm going
to knock that Zap down if it's the
lasi thing | do- "We've got to find
out wbaSfe in back of all this even
if 1 laryc do go to Africa,’

"1 know we can depend on. you,

Masters,” said General Pershing,
“But I'm afraid yen have a tough
assigwaettt. Oood luck.”

Masters started for the door,
stopped and faced the men around
the table, with a grin playing across
his face.

"Guess my toughest job will be to
locate a couple of guys that are
being chased by mmamf* he said as
he reached for the door knob. ‘T'il
be back. And I'll bring Waiien and
Viaud along, even if | have to tor-
pedo the blimp Warren was yelling
about. See you later.”

CHAPTER VII
The L 78

[SING, the moon threw
a golden bridge across
the Mediterranean as
Masters mctteied to gam
altitude ever the tossMg

waves. Behind Mm. lay
Nice, and to Ms left
Monaco The lights of

Monte Carlo gleamed like a necklace,
tossing glinting jewels info the
water.

In Monte Carlo people were gam-
bling, gambling with chips that could
be exchanged far gold, But nigh up
there in the star-lit skies Masters
was ready to gamble too, with some-
thing far more precious than chips.
He was ready to gamble, and the
stake would be either his life or
victory for the Allies.

An on either side of him flew the
two men, his inseparable companions,
Phil Warren and Pierre Viaud, They
loo were ready to toss their lives
into the spinning wheel of fate in
order that victory might fall to the
Allies.

Up and up they climbed until it
seemed they were reaching for the
very stars. At ten thousand Masters
circled toward the west.

The Lone Eagle felt certain that
he was on the right tack. Fishermen
along the shore had answered his
guestions willingly and tolcl him of
hearing motors high over the Island
of St. Marguerite on one or two oc-
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casions. And just before he had
taken off, the sergeant in charge of
the coast wireless station had in-
formed him of a message he had in-
tercepted from a French destroyer
far out at sea.

The message had stated that
strange motors had been heard, but
no aircraft seen. And the course of
the mysterious aircraft, as given by
the destroyer, had coincided with the
reports of the fishermen.

Masters crouched low behind the
windshield and looked at his watch.
“Ten to three,” he mused. “Check-
ing with the position given by the
destroyer ought to put the L 78 over
the coast just about on schedule.”

He vms still climbing. The lumi-
nous altiaietor needle said fifteen
thousand new and it was getting
plenty cold.

S eyes ached es he stared south

where the distant coast of
Africa lay bidden behind the hori-
zon. He watched the stare, hoping
to see one of them blotted out for
a second by a moving object.

Suddenly he strained forward in
his seat. The safety belt grew
tighter around Mt waist as he leaned
over the side to stare into the night.
He thought he had caught a glint of
silver tossed up at him by something
that reflected the moon’s rays. Kick-
ing on the throttle he urged the lit-
tle Spad forward, winging further
and further out over the moon-
bathed sea. And soon his keen eyes
made out the long and breath-taking
silhouette of a Zeppelin.

Banking swiftly, he clawed for
every bit of ceiling he could get.
Now he was above that ominous-
shaped thing streaking through the
night, driven by half a dozen whirl-
ing props.

Careful not to pass between the
Zep and the moon, .Masters banked,
followed closely by Warren and
Viaud. And soon he wag hovering
over the massive liner of the air,

“It's the L 78 all right,” he mut-
tered as he barely made out the let-
ter and figures on the bow of the

speeding craft. “I'll crimp their
game this time.”
Whether it was he who had al-

lowed his ship to pass across the
face of the moon or one of his com-
panions, Masters never knew. But he
did know in the nejet instant that his
well-planned idea of making a sur-
prise attack had failed. Some bright-
eyed Hun riding in the rear gunner’s
post at the very stern of the big
aircraft had spotted Masters or one
of the others. He did not hold his
fire, as the Lone Eagle had, but let
drive with his twin Parabellums.

The battle was on.

Fishermen, French and Italian,
riding the waves in their bouncing
cockleshells, forgot their nets and
lines as they stood on deck gazing
up into the skies 'where the invisible
battle was going on over their heads.

Like droning dragon-flies Masters
and his companions went down on
the big hulk, motors roaring, guns
spitting fire. Long lines of tracer
flashed up at them from every angle
as the surprised Huns opened up.
The L 78 was well protected, being
equipped with guns all around.
Every gondola spewed forth its livid
hate as pale-faced Germans crouched
behind their guns.

And the men behind those guns
were cool, well-trained. They fired
in short bursts and only when they
had a target. Almost at the first
exchange of shots Masters saw a
cluster of scintillating tracers bounce
off Phil Warren’s Spad. A second
later Warren sent a Very light curv-
ing into the night, the signal that
he had been crippled. That left two
Spads against the gigantic L78.

While Viaud cut around to the
nose of the big ship, drawing fire
from practically every gun along the
port side, Masters banked and slipped
behind and above the Zep. He held
his fire, going into a weaving twist-
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ing flight, hoping that the gunners
nestled just behind the big rudder
would get a jam in one of their
Parabe'ilums or have to change belts.

Tracers flickered through the night
like stars on a drunken spree. Some
Hun in one of the rear gondolas
was using a one-pounder, sending
great chunks of hissing fire slither-
ing past the Lone Eagle at regular
intervals,

“Have to watch that bird,” mut-
tered Masters, as he kept 5-turning
to avoid the gushing tracer. “Won-
der where Pierre is.”

He banked and came around in a
curling dive, feinting an attack and
then zooming. Looking over the side
he peered into the night looking for
Pierre. But there was no Spad
harassing the bow of the Zep.

“They got him,” he moaned.
“They've nailed Pierre. He went
down in the dark without my seeing
him.”

There was no use trying to spot
Pierre below, for the waters of the
Mediterranean were more than three
miles away. Even if Pierre had
landed full in that brilliant path of
moonlight the altitude was much to
high for even a man with Masters
keen eyesight to see him.

The Lone Eagle felt sick at heart
as he circled the L 78. And then his
heartache turned to rage. Pie banked
and came hurtling back toward the
big gas bag. His Vickers began to
spew their leaden death toward the
hulking ship. His tracers curled
through the night, vying with the
moonbeams as they slithered through
the dark.

Hatred of this lumbering craft
gleamed in his slitted eyes as he
hurled himself at the L 78, whose
crew was answering his challenge
with a blistering hail of fire.

ASTERS cursed as the big Zep
M changed its course. He saw that
its commander was making a desperate
effort to reach the shelter of a bank
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of clouds drifting across the moon-
lit sky.

His head bent low behind the

cowling, jwst his gleaming ffpt peer-
ing over the edge, Masters swept on
through the night, throwing: his clat-
tering slugs across the Zeps path.
Just a quarter of a mile now and
the towering bank of clouds would
engulf this big silvery envelope that
held the key to the riddle, although
Masters was still puzzled how a Zep-
pelin flying over the Mediterranean,
could have anything to do with
bombings in France,

His Spad locked like an insect of
the night alongside of the big Zep
as it sped toward the cloud bank.
He banked and skidded from side
to side to avoid the: fountains of fire
pouring from every spot capable of
holding a gun. He turned to fire,
but his right hand gun stopped, after
two sputtering rounds. He cut away,
yanked open the feed block and ham-
mered a thick rimmed cartridge over
the side. A second’s frantic work
and the feed block was back, tbs lid
was down and he was punching the
cocking handles.

But when he turned to renew the
attack the L 78 was gone, hidden
somewhere in that billowing mass
that looked like a pile of spun gold
in the moonlight.

His wings carded scattered wisps
of mist as he yanked the stick back
and coaxed every rev out of the
Straining Hisso. Slowly but surely
the Spad clawed its way toward the
glistening summit of the bank of
golden mist.

Once above the cloud he went into
a slow turn, -which widened like a
spring unwinding. His eyes watched
the top of that cloud latently. He
was determined that the L 78 was
going to spill its sinister secret be-
forelie was through that night.

As he. made his slow circles over
the towering mass of vapor, his mind
raced, trying to find a place in the
puzzle for the L 78 and its escatr-
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slang over the Mediterranean. Bat
somehow the thing refused to fit.
It just didn't make sense.

His trucks skimmed through a
knob of swirling mist. The prop
picked it up, churned it and then
tossed it over the cowling and into
the cockpit where Masters sat
hunched. It was cold, clammy; it
made him shiver. He slapped his
hands cn the cowling trying to beat
some warmth into his body.

Suddenly the big cloud appeared
to be boiling at one side. Masters
guessed the cause, and sent his Spad
careening into a bank. His fist hit
the cocking handles, his thumbs the
trips. His guns fired three rounds a
piece and he was satisfied they would
answer when called on, despite the
cold. He swept around a billowing
mass of mist just in time to see the
silvery nose of the L78 poke its
way out into the moonlight.

'WKTEES8 a cry of triumph Masters

v v jammed his stick forward, sent
his ship down the long chute. To
all appearances it was almost like
coasting. The cloud seemed like a
gargantuan snowdrift floating along
there in the night.

Timing his dive to perfection, Mas-
ters’ blazing tracers hit the Zep
right at the stern gunner’'s platform
and then battered the fabric to
shreds ail along the gleaming top.

The L78 seemed to stagger as the
slugs from the Spad cut control
wires right and left. The right hand
elevator sagged and then hung limn
as the bullet-frayed wires flapped in
the wind. There was no answering
challenge from those rear gunners
now. They were through. One of
them hung limp over the edge, his
stiffening fingers still clutching his
gun. The other was trying to make
his way toward the forward part of
the ship.

Now the L 78 was moving along
like a horse with the blind staggers.
One elevator out of commission and

the other one functioning normally
sort of gave the big bag a corkscrew
movement.

“I've got it now,” growled Masters.
“Couple more bursts End she'll go
down."

He bent low over his sights, pre-
paring to rake the ship from one
end to the other. It was crippled
now, a burst or two would finish it
forever. His fingers found the trips.
His guns started to yammer as he
went into the dive.

But as his Aidis sight began to
follow the long spine of the L 78, a
fountain of fire gushed up at him
from a gunner's platform araldship.
Lead splashed all around him, bor-
ing through his prop, smashing
against his motor. There were four
guns mounted on that platform and
for one brief second all four guns
found their target.

There was a crash like the falling
of an oak. Splinters flew in all di-
rections, some burying themselves in
the bullet riddled wings, and quiver-
ing there like arrows. The whirling
arc of the prop disappeared. The
motor began to bounce on the mount-
ings as Masters reached for the
throttle with a choked curse.

He was going down.

Cursing in frustration Masters put
his nose down, watched the air speed
indicator creep up along the dial.
Then, totally disregarding the fact
that a longeron or strut might crack
under the strain, Masters yanked the
stick back, curling upward for one
last zoom.

The Zep commander saw the ship
hurtling up at him out of the well
of darkness and shouted for the
guartermaster to throw the wheel
over. The L 78 tried to answer the
command, but, weakened by the
gnawing slugs, it began to buckle in
the middle.

It worked out just as the Lone
Eagle had hoped. He saw human
beings spilling from the big bag as
it began to. tear apart. A grim smile
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played around his lips. Even in the
face of almost certain death Masters
could smile. He had accomplished
his purpose. The L 78 was through.
At least one of his companions had
reached shore safely, and he could
carry on.

Letting his ship stall at the top
of the zoom, Masters held the stick
in neutral. The crippled Spad picked
up its gliding angle and started for
the dim lights twinkling along the
distant horizon.

“Never make it,” he muttered as
the needle on the altimeter started
its journey back to zero. “I'm going
into the drink.”

Behind him he saw the L 78 set-
tling toward the waves. Now the
bow had ripped loose and was drift-
ing north in drunken flight, dropping
toward the waters of the Mediter-
ranean almost as fast as he.

"K] |]OWN and clown he went into the

black well of night. He banked
gently, easing his ship over so as
to have the full benefit of that gleam-
ing carpet of light thrown across
the sea by the moon.

His hand was steady on the stick.
His nerves were cool and still. Fac-
ing death was nothing new to the
Lone Eagle.

“Looks as if I'm going to be shark
bait instead of Hun bait,” he growled.
“All depends on my fuel tank how
long | stay up. Ought to be empty
enough to give me some buoyancy,
maybe a couple of hours.”

The ship settled lower and lower.
He looked around him, hoping to see
a stray fishing vessel homeward
bound with its night haul. To his
right he saw a flicker of flame. It
glowed for a moment and then broke
into a seething flare as the dull re-
port of an explosion reached his
ears. And when he looked he saw
the bow of the L78 resting on the
water, its dural skeleton lighted by
the crackling flame.

The glare of the L 78 was just

THE BEAST sl
what he needed. It lighted the sea
far and wide, offering him a perfect
landing flare as he prepared to set
down.

The water, now like a sea of living
blood, reached for him in the glare
of the mounting flames. He leveled
off, watched the roll of the waves,
and then as his trucks were about to
wet themselves, he pulled his nose
up and squashed in. The Spad pan-
caked. Its trucks hit the water hard.
The tail splashed in and the water
began to lap at the taut fabric of
the bullet-riddled fuselage.

Masters unsnapped his safety belt,
and crawled out on the almost sub-
merged wing, dug his toes through
the fabric and prepared to cling
there until either death or help came
to take him off his precarious perch.

There was a gleam of satisfaction
in his tired eyes as he watched the
girders buckle in the bow of the
L 78 Somewhere off there in the
dark the stern of the ill-fated ship
must be wallowing in the sea, sink-
ing slowly as the huge envelope be-
came saturated with water.

As he watched the distant fire,
his eyes suddenly began to focus on
a group of tiny black dots bouncing
in the water.

“Must be Huns,” he thought.
“Hope they don't try crawling on
here with me. OId bus will go down
plenty fast if they do.”

For a while he lost the bobbing
things in the wa‘er. All that was
left of the conflagration was a ring
of fire where a pool of oil and gas-
oline still burned. And soon that too
was gone. The only light was the
path of shimmering gold sprinkled
by the drifting moon.

Masters had begun to relax. He
lay on the center section, trying to
keep some balance in the sinking

Spad.
Something splashed just to his
right. He shuddered as he thought

of the sharks cruising under the
surface of those waters, waiting pa-
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tiently for him to lose his perch and
slide into their ugly, tecth-rimmed
mav.'s,

"Have to wait, big boys.” he said
grimly as he heard the slap of some-
thing hitting the water. “I'm stick-
ing as long m<-"

His words were lost in a choking
gasp. He fought to keen from cry-
ing out in alarm. His blood was run-
ning cold through his veins as he
tried to pull back.

“Good God!” he muttered,
now?”

Something cold and clammy had
him fast by the wrist. He could feel
bony fingers creeping along his flesh,
tugging at him, trying to pull him
into the water. It seemed as if
death were tired of waiting and had
come to toss his carcass to the
sharks.

Masters fought desperately to free
himself of those cold talons. As
fast as he tore himself loose from
one set, another had him by the

“What

other wrist. A strange whimpering
sounded in the darkness behind him.
The Sped began to rock.

Lashing out with his free hand,
the Lone Eagle felt his knuckles
drive into wet soggy flesh. The
thing in front of him slid back with
a cry. To his, right he heard an-
other sound. He looked and saw a
shadowy figure crawling out of the
water and across the slanting sur-
face of the partly submerged wing.

Sliding from the center section,
Masters was in his water-filled cock-
pit. He struggled and sputtered, and
soon came up with the steel joy stick
clutched in his hand. He was pre-
pared to fight for his life against
these weird things that came up out
of the sea, reaching for him with
chill fingers.

CHAPTER V111
Terribis Odds

HIL WARREN had
crashed on the beach,
bur was able to walk
away from the crumpled
wreck. His first thought
was of Masters and
Viand and the possibil-
ity that they, too, had
suffered a similar or vrorse fata. He
stood there staring out across the
Mediterranean. His keen ears could
barely make out the stuttering of the
cne-pounder on the L 78.

Suddenly he thought he heard the
sigh of the wind through flying
wires. Then a splash far out in the
water. He waited a second and then
called, but there was no answer.

“There’s a plane down out there,”
he thought. “And whoever was fly-
ing it needs help,” Ha marked the
spot by a hump-backed dune along
the shore and then, started down the
beach on the run.

He came to a trim little wharf,
which evidently belonged to a hotel,
Tied Is the float was a speed beat. It
only took him a second to smash
the padlock with a rock. Without
waiting to see whether he could start
it, he gave the craft a shove and
leaped aboard,

He fussed and fumed for about a
quarter of an hour before he got a
cough out of the motor. But once he
had that, the rest was easy. The
sturdy little engine under the hatch
broke out in a deep-throated roar.
He grabbed at the wheel, circled
around the dock, leaving a moon-lit
wake curling behind him.

Setting his course for the open
sea, Warren held her steady for a
couple of miles and then began to
circle toward the left. He kept his
eyes on the shore, watching for that
hump-backed dune to loom along the
beach.

“There it is,” he said at last. He
throttled the motor and began to work
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his way toward the beach. Now and
then he stood up and cupped his
hands, sending a hail reverberating
over the waves.

He was about to give up his search
-when the L 78 caught fire, And as lie
turned to watch the glow of the flames
his eyes caught sight of something
bobbing on the surface. He knew at
once that it was a plane. Kicking the
throttle on to full speed he sent the
little boat skipping over the waves,
and in a few minutes reached the
partly submerged Spad,

His heart thumped anxiously as he
slid up to the wreck and saw a figure
crumpled across the top wing. He
slammed the painter through a rib,
tied it and leaped lightly to the wing
and wormed his way toward the cen-
ter section.

“Hey,” he called softly. “Is it you,
John?”

He reached the unconscious form
and rolled it over. It was Pierre.
Blood streamed from the pale face of
the unconscious Frenchman and
dripped onto the sodden wing as War-
ren began to slide his friend toward
the boat.

While he struggled, he kept listen-
ing for the sound of a motor. One
more plane was still missing and that
was the mottled Spad Sown by the

Lone Eagle.
“Pierre,” he called breathlessly.
“Wake up, Pierre. They've nailed

Masters. He's down, too.”

But Pierre did not hear. He was
out clean. The blow he had received
when he set down had numbed his
brain completely.

Warren finally managed to roll the
unconscious form of Viaud into the
boat. He propped him up with a couple
of the seat cushions and then leaped to
the wheel. He threw the clutch in,
fed the motor gas and started for the
spot where the L 78was still burning.

“1-1€'ll be close to that somewhere,”
he said to himself as he scanned the
flame-lighted waves. “He knocked it
down and he w-on't be far away.”

Back and forth in widening circles
Warren drove the speed boat, search-
ing for the Spad Masters had flown.

“We've got to find him,” he sobbed.
“Can’t let him die out there by him-
self. If Pierre was only able to help.
Four eyes'd be better than two.”

He was far out now. But there was
no sign of Masters.

ASTERS was kneeling on the
center section of his Spad,
fighting for his life. He slashed right
and left with the joy stick, bringing it
down on cringing flesh and bone.

“Wherc'd they come from?” he
sobbed. “The sea’'s full of baboons.
They're swimming in all directions,
hundreds of them.”

He flailed away at another squat fig-
ure that tried to crawl up on the plane.
He felt the stick drive into the long
skull, and felt sick as it bit deep into
bone.

In front of him, in back of him, and
to either side, he fought against the
hairy creatures who popped up out of
the night and tried to climb aboard.
Their panic-stricken chatter sounded
on all sides, making a horrible, nerve-
wracking din in the dark.

Masters struck out at one beast and
kicked another. He lashed out with
his clubbed left fist, smashing at the
long tapered head of another as it
clutched at his leg and whined.

As fast as one dropped back into
the sea with a despairing whimper,
another tried to crawl up and take its
place. A couple were clinging to the
rudder, fighting madly to keep from
being pulled off by others. They came
up over the ends of the wings, over
the broken stub of the propeller—
hairy, sodden things, gibbering in mad
fright as they fought for life.

“It’s like murder,” groaned Masters,
fighting the nausea that ground at his
stomach. “But I've got to do it. I've
got to. It's my life against theirs.”

His hands were scratched and bleed-
ing where tooth and nail had taken
their toll. His uniform was ripped to
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shreds, End the top of the plane was
slippery with blood.

In a moment's respite he sank back
and gasped for air. He closed his eyes
for a moment, trying to shield them
from the horrible sight. And when he
opened them, the Spad was drifting
through the long scintillating path of
moonlight. And there, hunched at the
tip of the tilted right hand wing sat
one of the baboons. Its head was side-
ward to the Lone Eagle, as the animal
was apparently listening to something
far out over the water.

Masters caught sight of the head,
silhouetted in the moonlight, with a
start. That queer-shaped head, these
bulging eyebrows, and that long snout
were familiar to him. For a second he
was puzzled. Then an exclamation of
incredulity exploded from his lips. He
shook his head to make sure that he
was awake and then looked again.

“It can't be,” the Lone Eagle
choked. “It’s impossible.”

But there it was. He knew now
where he had seen a head like that be-
fore. The pilot of the little plane had
looked like that, almost exactly like
the baboon sitting out there on the
wing tip, head now cocked to one
side listening.

Before Masters could give the thing
further thought other baboons were
trying to crawl to what they thought
was safety on the sinking Spad.

Masters fought desperately. At
least half a dozen of the baboons were
trying to claw their way to where he
stood, with the water creeping toward
his knees.

“She’s going,” he gasped. “Couple
of minutes and I'm through, and swell
company to go west in.”

He turned with a wild curse and
struck out at a big baboon. “Get off,”
he shrieked. He felt the ship rock
gently and then begin to settle. Once
again he cried out and struck at the
big baboon. He started a third swing,
but stopped the blow before it reached
the dodging monkey, He stood tensed,
listening.

“My brain’s playing tricks,” he mut-
tered. “This thing has driven me
nuts.”

But the baboon had moved out of
range and was listening, too. It's lips
stuck out in a grotesque pucker a§ it
faced north and began to jabber ex-
citedly.

“There must be something,” Mas-
ters breathed excitedly. “He’s listen-
ing, too.”

FAINT hail reached his ears. He
heard his name called.

“1I'm over here!” he yelled. “Hurry!
For God's sake, hurry!”

His cry caused the baboons to go
into a sort of simian hysteria.. They
clambered madly, fighting and tearing
at each other to get their feet on the
sinking raft. Masters shuddered as he
felt the water creep ever his knees,
then his thighs, until it was finally
lapping around his waist.

“Hurry!” he cried ia desperation.
“This way, I'm over here.”

Now he could hear the throb or the
motor and the lap of the water against
the bows of a boat. Once again he
heard a cry, and he answered it.

The water reached his chest. He
threw the stick at the nearest of the
whimpering baboons and let himself
slide off the submerged wing. He took
a deep breath and dove, deep into tire
depths of the Mediterranean. He
wanted plenty of space between him-
self and those panic-stricken baboons
before he came to the surface. He did
not want them to take him for a haven
of safety and climb over his body.

His lungs were almost bursting
when he came up and shook the water
out of his eyes. He gasped air
while he rolled over on his back and
floated. To his left he heard the mur-
mur of the throttled motor.

“This way,” he cried. A sigh of re-
lief poured from his lips as he heard
the boat move his way.

He waited, just moving his aching
arms enough to keep afloat. Then the
boat loomed over him. He saw afigure
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leaning over the side. He reached for
the outstretched arms and felt himself
being pulled aboard.

“Thank God, you're safe, John,” he
heard somebody say. And it seemed
that the voice was miles away. He
dropped his head back on a seat cush-
ion and sucked at the air.

“Get out of here,” he managed to
gasp at last. “They’ll be trying to get
on board. Hundreds of 'em. Get go-
ing.”

,gAs the motor opened up, he relaxed.
He was glad to get away from the
awful spot. In his mind's eye he
could see those long arms reaching for
him. feel those bony fingers tearing
at his clothes, and the searing fire of
long, white fangs as they reached for
his flesh. It didn't seem real. It was
a nightmare he'd never forget.

When Warren had set his course
for shore he came back, looked at
Viaud who was beginning to come to,
and then bent over Masters.

“You must have smacked in pretty
hard, John,” he said. “You're awreck,
clothes ripped to bits and your hands
all messed up. How far'd you fall?”

Masters shook his head. “I didn’t
fall. I made a good landing. It was
those damned baboons trying to get
on the plane with me. Hundreds of
them, Phil. It was awful.”

Warren bent closer. “You sure
you're all right. Didn’t get banged on
the old noggin.”

Masters smiled grimly. He reached
for Warren’s arm and pulled him
closer.

“Listen, Phil. I'msane. | didn’t get
whacked on the head. And what's
more, | know something important. |
learned part of their secret.”

“Good for you, big boy!” exclaimed
Warren, pushing a seat cushion be-
hind the Lone Eagle’'s wet head.
“What did you learn?”

“The L 78 was carrying baboons,”
said Masters. “No, I'm serious. The
damned ship was loaded with them,”

“What for?” said Warren, not pay-
ing much attention to what he thought

was the ravings of a partly conscious
man.

“To make pilots of them” said Mas-
ters.

“What!” exploded Warren. “Now,
take it easy, John. You're dreaming
about that baboon you got the code
from. Just relax and try to forget
baboons.”

“But | mean it, Phil,” pleaded Mas-
ters. “This von Schober must be
training them to fly. | know it. |
caught on tonight when | saw a big
baboon sitting on my wing tip with
his head turned sideways.”

“Take it easy,” said Warren softly.
He tried to push Masters’ head back
on the cushion.

“It's the truth, Phil!” cried Masters
in exasperation. “Those baboons are
just about the size to fly those small
crates. There were hundreds on the
L 78. Why else would they be bring-
ing baboons up from German East
Africa. Honest, Phil, I'm serious.”

Warren shook his head as he patted
Masters’ shoulder.

“I've got to take the wheel now,
John. I'll have you and Pierre in the
hospital in a jiffy. Just relax and for-
get about baboons.”

Masters tried to relax. But he did
not forget the beasts. He was certain
that he had the key to the sinister se-
cret of the Huns.

CHAPTER IX
Simian Pilots

OHN MASTERS was

back in Paris again with

Phil Warren. Pierre Vi-

aud had been left in the

hospital at Nice with a

broken arm. And as the

Lone Eagle stood before

General Pershing, Gen-

eral Viaud and Colonel Tremaine

making his report, he caught the in-

credulous looks passing between the
three men.

“1 know what you're thinking,” he

cried. “You think 1 was knocked
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daffy in that crash- Well, 1 wasn't
I'm sane | tell you, sane as any of
you. They're training baboons to fly.
Its tills fellow van Schober,'l

“But STi impossible. Masters,” said
Pershing, with a sympathetic note in
his voice. He studied the hfefgard face
in front of nine, watched those blue
eyes, hoping us catch a sign that the
Lone Eagle knew what he was talking
about,

“l know it sounds screwy,” said
Masters. “l wouldn’'t believe it my-
self, But look at these hands. Every
efte of those cuts and scratches was
made by one of those frantic baboons.
If ft wasn't for those, you might con-
vince me that I'd had a bad dream or
taken, a drink too many.”

Tremaine shook.his head. He, too,
could not bring himself to believe
this story oi the Lone Eagle's. For
the first time he found himself doubt-
ing the veracity of the lad he loved
as a son.

“1 tell you I saw a baboon flying one
of those little planes the other night,
Masters went on. “I shot it down, but
the load of bombs it was carrying ex-
ploded. That's why we didn’t get onto
the fact that it was a baboon. | just
thought it was some homely kid en-
listed in the German Air Service.”

FgPHE phone, rang, Tremaine reached
j*. for it. He paled as he listened.

“The Germans are coming over. Our
new anti-aircraft listeners have picked
up the sound of their motors. They're
headed for the French supply depot
at Varenes.”

A grim smile played across the Lone
Eagle’'s drawn features.

“l1 suppose you'll believe me if I
knock one of these crates down. Well
then, that's just what I'm going to do.
I'm going to settle this thing tonight.
You'll have your proof.”

With that he saluted his C.I1.C. and
rushed from the room, leaving the
others sitting around the table shak-
ing their heads.

“You know,” said Warren after a

moment. “He’s got me naif convinced.
Crazy as it may sound, I'm going with
him. If lie is nuts, he needs somebody
to watch him,”

With that Wanes left the room and
hurried after Masters.

Masters wasted no time once he was
in the ait. He held his nose up, and
pushed the Spad at the stars under
rail tkrottie. Fat iihead toward the
east he could see tine searchlights
groping against the star-jeweled cur-
tain of the night Their long silver
fingers felt of. the darkness, trying to
locate those sinister bombers who
winged their way -aver each night and
laid their hellish eggs so perfectly on,
their chosen targets.

The Lone Eagle was weary. Every
bone and muscle ached from the or-
deal through which he had gone. Yet,
despite all this he carried on, fighting
to wrest victory from the grasp of the
Hun, Fighting to bent this evil-faced
von Schober at his own game.

Searchlights picked him up, held
him wuntil the ground crews had
spotted the red, white and blue co-
cardes on the lower wings. Then they
fell away to continue their ineffectual
weaving through the skin

The cold became bitter as the Lone
Eagle pulled his Spad past the twelve
t.hotisand-ioot mark. Overhead the
stars twinkled in the inky bowl of the
heavens.

Masters swung south and headed
for Varenes just as the first geyser of
flame turned night into day. He
cursed softly as he scanned the skies,
hoping for some sight of this sinister
armada of tiny planes. He wanted to
assure himself that the Germans had
managed to train baboons to fly. He
did not blame the others for not be-
lieving him.

Watching the flaming orb of the
moon, hoping to catch sight of one of
those little ships flashing across its
face, Masters went into a turn, put-
ting his ship between Varenes and the
lines. There was a possibility that he
might catch one of the bombers sneak-
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ing home after laying its eggs, or one
creeping through the night to unload
death and destruction on the Allies.

While in the middle of the turn,
Masters looked down to see the sec-
ond bomb let go. Flame mushroomed
into the night. The stars became dim
as the orange glow of the burning
supply dump mounted higher and
higher. But despite his scrutiny of
the skies around him he could not lo-
cate the bombers.

Suddenly the wings of his Spad
rocked as if a tornado were trying to
suck the machine down into the blaz-
ing inferno. Masters’ hand tightened
on the stick. He brought the ship
back on an even keel just in time to
see a pair of short, stubby wings flash
under his tail.

“One of the little crates,” he cried.

EFORE the words were out of
his mouth the flames from below
glinted on banking wings as the tiny
black-crossed ship slid around in a
sloppy turn. He knew what -was com-
ing, He had seen a little ship make
just such a turn a few nights before.
“There he comes,” the Lone Eagle
muttered, as the little ship completed
the turn and began to bore through
the flame-lit night straight at the hub
of his own whirling propeller. “Thank
God, they haven't been able to teach
those monks how to shoot.”

He sat tensed in his cockpit. The
two ships whirled straight at each
other like two comets run amuck. His
fingers hit the trips. Lead spewed
from his guns, but the little ship came
on, despite the fact that tracers were
bouncing against its nose.

Masters held his ship steady, pour-
ing a long burst into the onrushing
ship.

Suddenly the plane disappeared in
a ball of searing flame. The skies were
torn to shreds by a terrific explosion.
Long tongues of flame shot in all di-
rections as Masters felt his own plane
lifted upward. Bits of metal and wood
poured past him like shrapnel, He felt

pieces hit his Spad as he fought to
bring it back under control.

He neutralized the controls, poked
into a dive and then eased back on the
stick. He Kkicked on throttle and
looked around him. Where the little
ship had been a cloud was drifting,
wafted on by the night breeze.

Masters shook his head in amaze-
ment. The little plane had literally
disappeared in a puff of smoke before
his eyes. It reminded him of a trick
he had seen an old Chinese magician
do years before, when a lad had dis-
appeared in a cloud of smoke. He
glanced below and saw a shower of
sparks raining to earth, all that was
left of the little ship,

“That's one baboon | can’'t use to
prove my point,” he muttered. “If it
was a baboon.”

As he lifted his eyes from the
shower of sparks his keen eyes caught
a glimpse of something hurtling
through the night some distance away.
He swung his ship and tried to follow
it, but it was gone. It looked like some
huge projectile, arcing at the burning
dump far below. He watched the
dump and a few moments later saw
a flare of flame billowing upward.

“That was a bomb, all right,” he
thought. “They must each carry a
single bomb about the length of the
fuselage.”

He glimpsed a dim shadow looming
up in front of him. It rushed at him
out of the night like a meteor. He
was in the middle of a turn, and had
barely time to straighten out before
the thing rushed past his wing tip.
missing it by less than a yard.

“Phew!” breathed Masters, as he
dug his foot into the rudder stirrups.
“This is getting to be too much of a
good thing. Those babies don’t mind
crashing right into a fellow if they
get half a chance. Either that or they
don’t know any better,”

He watched the little ship skid
around. His heart pounded as he
waited for it to straighten out. Now
it came thundering toward him just
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as the other two had done. The leap-
ing flames from below turned the
whirling prop of the little ship into a
burnished disk, that grew larger and
larger as it came straight at the Spad.

“I'm having rnyself a look at this
one,” Masters snarled, as he held
steady.

The little ship came on, its tiny
wings bathed in fiery red as it ate up
the space between the two ships.

Masters waited, every muscle and
nerve tense. Then at the last minute
he zoomed, kicked rudder as the little
ship roared under him and came down
in a space-consuming dive. His added
speed gave him impetus. He caught
up with the little ship just as it
started into one of those now familiar
turns.

WINGING with the ship he
looked into the other cockpit.

A shudder passed through his body
as he looked into a pair of beady eyes,
eyes for all the world like those that
had glared at him in the moonlight
far out on the Mediterranean. He saw
that long snout turn his way. He saw
those lips curling back in an angry
snarl. Nov/ he knew that he had not
been dreaming. He knew that the
pilot of this little plane was a baboon.

“Seems impossible,” he muttered.
“Baboons flying planes. I've heard
drill sergeants say men drilled like
a bunch of monkeys. Now | suppose
flying instructors will be saying
cadets make turns like baboons.”

The little ship finally managed to
get around the turn after a series of
jerks. It leveled out and came at Mas-
ters again.

The Lone Eagle’s thumbs fell to the
trips, but he raised them at once.

"Not while you're so close, big boy,”
he grinned. “Once is enough. Your
pal almost blew me to Kingdom Come
a couple of minutes ago. I'll have a
shot at you from the rear, and at a
distance.”

Throwing the ship over in a bank,
Masters started to curl around in a

climbing turn. He felt the rush of
wind as the little ship passed under
him. But when he leveled out arid
looked for his target it was gone.

He searched the skies vainly, but
the Hun ship seemed to have been
swallowed by the shadows, or by one
of those high, towering columns of
smoke from the exploding dump. The
blaze was raging now from one end of
the dump to the other. Once again the
Huns had done their work well.

Masters looked at the scene below.
It seemed as if Hades had suddenly
been transplanted to the earth. He bit
his lips and shock his head. Despite
every effort on his part the enemy was
getting through, blasting every objec-
tive to bits.

He looked above him, his keen eyes
slitted as they tried to pierce the
shadows. A new thought began to fil-
ter into his mind.

"Wonder if these little crates are
just decoys,” he mused. “Figure on us
getting all excited over them, while
the real bombers sneak over high up
and empty their racks.”

He puzzled over the question for a
moment or two and then threw his
stick over with a curse.

“Only one v/ay to find out about
these little crates and their baboon
pilots,” he growled. “That's to go to
that runway and wait for them to
come home. That'll give me the
story. Not getting anywhere fooling
around here. First thing | know one
of them v/ill sneak up and ram me
for keeps.”

The Spad headed west through the
night, sticking its nose right at that
spot in the distance where the spruce
forest hid the answer to the secret of
von Schober.

And the Lone Eagle, crouched be-
hind the windshield did not know that
Phil Warren was flying above and be-
hind him, watching every mo-re. All
the young American could think of
was those little ships that looked like
Fokkers and the strange jungle peo-
ple who had learned to fly them.
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CHAPTER X
The Secret

UTTING his motor, Mas-
ters began to spiral to-
ward the ground. In the
moonlight he could make
out a clearing at the foot
of the long runway. He
headed for that, and soon
was silently side-slipping
to the ground. He set the Spad down,
hardly making a sound. And just as
soon as it had stopped rolling, he
jumped out.

“Hot bad,” he muttered. “She's in
the shadows. Won't be noticed by
them when they come in for a land-
ing.”

Slipping around to the nose of the
machine, he turned the prop to suck
gas into the cylinders and then felt
for the dead center of the compression
stroke. When he had found it he left
the prop in that position, ready for a
quick swing in case he needed to get
off in a hurry.

“Now to watch for these little crates
and their baboon pilots,” he said to
himself as he ducked into the bushes
fringing the clearing.

He waited, but no little ship came in
for a landing, The night was slipping
by, but as yet he had a very important
piece to fit into the puzzle. Another
hour slipped by. He shook his head
and got to his feet.

“Those little crates would sure be
out of gas by now,” he muttered.
“Must have landed somewhere else.”

He glanced into the sky. A short
time after he had landed, a plane had
circled the forest, and then had cut
back toward the west. Not knowing
that Warren had followed him, he
wondered whether his own ship had
been spotted from the air.

“Might as well go up that knoll,”
he decided. “This von Schober came
from there.”

With no more sound than an In-
dian following a warm trail, Masters
made his way toward the east, work-
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ing his way cautiously from shadow
to shadow. At last he stopped. His
keen ears caught a rustling in the
bushes. A twig cracked. He stood fro-
zen in his tracks, his eyes trying to
pierce the shadows.

Suddenly he heard a sound that
made his blood run cold. It was the
same angry chatter that had tormented
him a night or so ago. The fierce
snarling of a frenzied baboon. The
sound circled him. The frantic gib-
bering grew louder.

“Shut up!” Masters commanded in
a desperate effort to quiet the beast
But the baboon raged through the
brush, making jerky leaps as it circled
the Lone Eagle.

“Sounds like the devil that swiped
the dispatch case. More than likely
found his way back home.”

In the next instant Masters knew
that the horrible mouthings of the
animal had been heard by others. He
heard the crash of running feet in the
bushes. He turned to escape and
found himself faced by a shadowy fig-
ure and felt the point of a bayonet
pressing against his belt. At the
harsh command he lifted his hands
above his head.

“Damn that baboon,” he growled, as
he swung at the command and started
to march toward the base of the little
knoll. Behind him he heard the beast
still chattering, and thought he caught
a note of triumph.

At the foot of the knoll, Masters
was led through a twisting path
among the trees. To his left he
thought his keen eyes spotted a set
of doors built into the side of the
hill, doors similar to those found on
a hangar. Then he found himself face
to face with a smaller door, a door
which opened silently to allow him to
enter.

“Phew!” exclaimed the Lone Eagle,
as he stepped through. “Smells like
a circus.”

“You think so?” snarled a voice at
his side. “Well, perhaps you are
right. We are having a sort of circus
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with oar enemies. But | do not think
they are enjoying it. Are they?”

M ASTERS looked into the other's
evil face. He had seen that man
before, seen him flying and seen the
same face in a picture handed to him
back in France.

“Vm come to play ringmaster in
your circus, von Schober/* said Mas-
ters steadily. ‘T like to snap a whip.
And believe me I'm going to snap one
this time. Your little note didn’t scare
me a bit, you see.”

*T did not think it would,” growled
von Schober. “l have been waiting
for you. | put my watchdog out there
on purpose tonight. Oh, yes, | brought
him back. | gave him a good hiding
and left him outside to watch for you.
Evidently he still blames his troubles
on you, John Masters.”

Masters smiled. “You know me,
then?”

“Who else could you be,” snarled
von Schober, “Who else would steal
a plane as you did the other day. Then
there is the burning of the L 78. Their
wireless man gave us the full report
as it was falling. So you see, I knew
you were working on this thing de-
spite my warning, and expected to
find you trying to sneak in here one
of these nights to learn our little se-
cret,”

Masters shook his head as they
came out into a dimly lighted cavern.
On all sides, lining the walls, tier
upon tier, were cages. And in each
cage was a baboon,

“Your allies,” smiled Masters, “Very
fitting. Your choice is good, but they
do not seem to be particular, do
they?”

A harsh laugh rattled from von
Scbober’s cruel lips.

“Have your little jest, my friend.
There is little left of the night, and
I can assure you that by dawn you
will be dead, you will be pulled apart,
limb by limb, until you will look like
a heap of meat on a butcher’'s coun-
ter.”

“Got a couple of hours, then,” said
Masters, without a trace of fear. “A
lot can happen in that time. But tell
me, von Schober, how do you manage
to teach these baboons to fly?”

“So you know that I am doing the

impossible/’ said von Schober,
proudly,
“Sure,” said Masters, eyeing the

three Huns who stood by with guns
on the alert “l know the whole setup.
You guessed it. 1 shot down the L 73,
You sure lost a flock of pilots that
night. A lot of baboons in that ship-
ment would make far better pilots
than a lot of Gentians Ve met in the
air. Not mentioning any names, of
course, but I know one bird I knocked
down two days in a row. Had his
gang with him, too.”

VVon Schober’s face went livid with
rage. His wide lips curled back re-
vealing these jagged yellow teeth. “So
it was you?”

“Right you are,” grinned. Masters.
“Had a lot more trouble knocking
down one of your baboons tonight
That guy seemed to have brains.”

Von Schober trembled with anger.
He raised his fists and then dropped
them. A crus! smile spread across his
ugly features.

“1 will give you an opportunity to
pit your wits against one of my pets,
before the night is past. But come,
you asked to see my training meth-
ods.”

Turning to the guards he cautioned
them to ‘watch the Lone Eagle closely.

They turned into a corridor and
soon came out into another good sized
room.

“These underground caverns, just
recently discovered,” von Schober
was saying, “make ideal quarters for
my work, do they not?”

itYou’ll get closer to hell than this,”
Masters said.

“1've heard- that you were boastful,”
grinned the Hun. “All you Americana
are, for that matter. You'll sing adif-
ferent tune, I'm afraid, when | hand
you over to Samson. Here we are.”
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Before Masters was a steel frame-
work, and on top of it were six small
planes.

“My training ships,” smiled von
Schober. “Hans, get a few of our
new pilots out.”

A German leaped to the cages and
released half a dozen gibbering ba-
boons. They dropped to the floor and
sat facing von Schober, looking first
at him and then at the planes perched
on top of the steel framework.

“All right, in with you,” ordered
the Hun, cracking a riding whip
against his polished boot.

Like a group of schoolboys the ba-
boons swarmed over the steel tubing
and into the ships. The man called
Hans went from plane to plane, start-
ing the miniature motors and strap-
ping the baboons to their seats. Soon
all six motors were purring.

Masters studied the little planes.
They seemed to have been built to
scale and were exact replicas of Fok-
ker D Vlls. But his trained eyes re-
vealed the fact that they were poorly
built, and, judging from their frail
construction, could not last for more
than a few flights.

He looked up at the grinning ba-
boons. Each one was leaning over the
Cowling and staring intently at the
floor.

ON SCHOBER reached for a

switch, snapped out the lights as
guards closed in on his prisoner. The
only light now was the flare from the
exhaust stacks of the motors, and a
dull glow like moonlight on the floor
under the planes.

“Ordinarily we send them up at ten
minute intervals,” said von Schober.
“But these are training ships. They
learn their lessons here and then go
out to fly.”

Masters looked up at the waggling
wings. Each ship had been released,
except for a heavy steel tube working
on a universal joint between the
wheels.

“That gives them the ability to

work the controls,” von Schober ex-
plained. “You see, there is a wind
tunnel in front of the planes and they
have to use stick and rudder to keep
on an even keel. They keep them
there, too,Tor they know a beating is
in store should they allow a wing to
drop enough to let the ship fall on its
side.”

“And then what?” demanded Mas-
ters.

“Watch that lighted spot on the
floor, as they are doing,” said von
Schober. “You will see a replica of
their next objective.”

As the patch of light that looked
like moonlight wavered alcng the
floor, Masters was suddenly amazed to
see a miniature village appear, twin-
kling lights and all. His lips parted,
then snapped shut.

Von Schober laughed. "You were
about to say that it was the ammuni-
tion depot at Le Manet, as it looks
from 15,000 feet, were you not, my
friend. Well, it is. That is how it
wiil look in the moonlight to my small
pilots tonight. Watch!”

The baboons chattered excitedly as
they leaned over the side and watched
the model of the village and the am-
munition dump creep along the floor.

Then, to Masters’ astonishment, the
plane nearest to the model dipped its
nose. Its wings folded back as it be-
gan ts slide down a chute right on
top of the model.

But before it struck the ground,
a set of springs caught at the trucks
and eased the impact. The baboon
jerked forward, and then sat up and
jabbered excitedly.

“Nice work, nice work,” grinned
von Schober. “You shall have half a
dozen eggs for that. Put him back in
his cage and let the others give their
demonstration, Hans.”

Hans took the excited baboon by
the hand, helped him out of the tiny
cockpit, then taking the eggs from a
box, he gave them to the animal,
which ran to its cage with an awk-
ward, rolling gait.
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Masters’ eyes narrowed as he
turned to von Schober.

“1 wondered how you taught them
to land,” he said. “But | see the poor
little devils only make one landing.
You load a high power bomb under
the little planes, send the baboons
over to dive right into the objective,
thinking that they are going to make
an easy landing and get something to
eat for their troubles. Instead, they
are blown to bits.”

Von Schober laughed. “Clever, Is
it not?”

“No,” snarled Masters. “It puts you
a step lower in the scale than they.
It's a typical Hun trick. Those bombs
are all set to explode before the poor
beasts take off. In case one makes a
bum flight and tries to land he blows
up. | know. | fired on one tonight
and hit the bomb. Damn near went
west with it.”

“Perhaps you will wish that you
had,” said von Schober, an ominous
ring in his voice. “In fact, I'm sure
you will.”

“l suppose you train them to try
and crash into Allied planes if they
see one?” sheered Masters. “What do
they get for that. A banana?”

“You guessed it,” von Schober re-
torted. “Look, I will show you.”

LICKING another switch, von
Schober pointed to the white
screen in front of the five planes,

“Watch.”

A British Camel suddenly appeared
on the screen, twisting and turning
as if to dodge some unseen object fly-
ing ahead of it. Each of the five
baboons concentrated on the image on
the screen. Their bony fingers moved
the little joy sticks, and the tiny Fok-
kers appeared to be following every
move of the ship with the cocardes
on its wings.

“They are rather awful on turns,”
admitted von Schober, “But see that
fellow nearest us. He will get that
ship.”

The screen brought the Camel

nearer and nearer to the little Fokker.
Suddenly it seemed to melt right into
the whirling prop cf the little ship.
The baboon chattered with glee, as if
it enjoyed the game and the reward to
come after.

Von Schober reached into a basket,
tossed the smirking baboon a banana.

“I'll have to let the others slide
down on that model,” he said, as the
baboon crawled from its perch and
made for one of the cages, hugging its
reward close to its hairy chest.

Masters was forced to watch the
other three baboons simulate a diving
attack on the tiny model of the dump
at Le Manet. When it war. ever each
animal received its reward and hustled
to its cage.

“You have noticed, | suppose,”
grinned von Schober, “that | only
send them out on nights when the
wind is east to west or vice versa.
That is to eliminate any danger of
them drifting off their course. Clever,
no?”

Masters shook his head slowly. Now
he had the whole picture. He knew
how the Germans had been hitting
their objectives every time. This fiend
was doing his work well, using his in-
human skill in training these poor
dumb beasts to help the Huns in beat-
ing the Allies.

“1 don't suppose you would care to
see the shop where | build these lit-
tle ships,” said von Schober. “It's over
in that big cave to the left. My store
of bombs is just to the right of that.
But why should you be interested In
a detail like that? | have something
more important to show you. And be-
sides it is almost dawn.”

“What are you going to do for
pilots nova?” asked Masters, stalling
for time. “1 must have ruined a bunch
of them for you the other night.”

“1 have enough,” replied von Scho-
ber. “I only use five of six on a single
raid. | have at least fifty left. And
besides, the L 92 is leaving in a few
days to pick up another shipment. 1
don't mind telling you that one of
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these nights 1'm going to send my lit-
tle pilots out by the dozens, They'll
strike every important depot along
the Front. It will be a night of terror
for your Allies. | am starting them
on a training course for that raid to-
morrow, Now come. We are wasting
time.”

Prodded by the guards who sud-
denly had grown tense, Masters was
led down a dimly lighted corridor.
They stopped at a door, painted red
and with a danger warning painted on
its panels,

“In here, my friend,” laughed von
Schober. “l want you to meet Sam-
son. He has been my faithful friend

for years.”

A S Masters stepped into the room,
he could not repress a gasp. For

there, leering through the steel bars

of abig cage, was the living image of

the insignia von Schober carried on

his Fokker!

A roar beat against the stone walls
of the cavern. The beast threw out his
chest and began to beat it with his big
fists. The sound boomed out like a
giant drum.

“How do you like him?” grinned
von Schober. “He is five foot eight,
and weighs a lot more than you, my
friend, a lot more. Notice his long,
powerful arms.”

Masters was noticing, all right. He
couldn’t take his eyes from the vicious
beast, now trying to shake the steel
bars of his cage. He saw the gleaming
white fangs, the huge muscles, flexing
under the coat of grayish-brown hair.
He saw those stubby fingers curled
around steel bars as if trying to
squeeze juice from them.

“I've brought you a playmate, Sam-
son,” said von Schober, walking close
to the cage. “You'll like him. I've
promised you one for years, and now
you shall have him.”

Von Schober turned to Masters with
a cruel leer wrinkling his ugly face.

“Now, my friend, you will have time
for a little reflection. You see the
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cage is divided into two parts. You
will be in one and my pet Samson in
the other. And then the bars between
you will slowly rise. They are heavy,
and it will take, | presume, about fif-
teen minutes. So you see, you will have
a quarter of an hour before Samson’s
arms close around you in loving em-
brace. Enter, please.”

Masters started forward, then
swung, catching von Schober along-
side the jaw. The Hun stumbled back-
ward and fell to the floor. The bars of
the cage rattled. The huge ape shook
them wildly as the guards struggled
with the Lone Eagle, forcing him
closer and closer to the sliding door.

“In with him,” snarled von Schober,
picking himself up. “For that |
should throw you right in to Samson.
But | think | shall enjoy watching
you squirm while the dividing gate
slowly rises.”

Masters cursed and struggled, but
the heavy guards were too much for
him. And before he knew it he lay
sprawled on the floor of the cage,
while he heard the door clang shut be-
hind him.

“Now,” grinned von Schober. “I
shall sit here and have a quiet smoke
while Samson waits for you. I've al-
ways wanted to see what a man could
do against a gorilla. | think I know,
but | just wish to make certain. You
know how it is when you are puzzled.
You have been puzzled about how we
carried out our bombing raids. Now
you know. There is a great deal of
satisfaction in being absolutely cer-
tain about a thing, my friend. And in
a few moments | shall be certain.”

Von Schober pressed a button.
Machinery began to whir overhead.
Heavy cables began to wind up on an
unseen drum and the steel door divid-
ing the two sections of the cage began
to rise in well oiled guides.

Up and up, inch by inch, the steel
bars went. The gigantic gorilla was
already clawing at the bottom of the
bars trying to raise them by force so
as to get at the Lone Eagle.
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“1 think he is angry because you
struck me,” grinned von Schober.
“That is too bad. | was in hopes he
would play with you for a while.”

Masters turned to the Hun. His face
was livid with hate.

“You're the lousiest specimen of a
German |'ve ever bumped up against,
von Schober. You wouldn’t be man
enough to fight xnt on even terms. Just
like your bombing raids. You get
some poor dumb creatures to do your
dirty work for you.”

The gate was up four inches now.

Masters took out his handkerchief,
wrapped it tightly around his right
*st, and then tore a piece off his shirt
and proceeded to do the same with his
left hand.

The German tilted back in his chair
and laughed.

“You do not expect to fight Samson,
do you?”

Masters eyed him through the bars.
The Lone Eagle was coldly calm now.

“1 never give up,” he said steadily.
*T never have, and I'm not doing so at
this time.”

The gate squeaked.

The bars were up five inches now.

Masters tried to estimate how far
they would have to be up before the
gorilla could get through to him.
What would happen then?

CHAPTER XI
Man Against Beast

I L E the bars of the
W / cage were slowly rising
to allow Samson to reach
the Lone Eagle with his
terrible arms, a flock of
Yankee ships, led by Phil
Warren, were pouring
across No Man’'s Land.
Warren had seen Masters land near
the secret runway and had guessed his
purpose. He knew that Masters would
never rest until he had learned the
grim secret. He had heard the Lone
Eagle speak of the wooded knoll at
the head of the long runway, and felt

N I H
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that his friend would head in that di-
rection.

“It may be a wild goose chase, fel-
lows,” Warren had said to the pilots
huddled together against the chill of
early dawn. “But I've got a hunch that
we might be able to help him. If we
offer enough distraction to the Huns
he might have a clear road to get at
this thing. Get me?”

The pilots nodded, anxious to get
started', anything to relieve the ten-
sion they all fait. It mm net cold alone
that made them shiver.

“Good,” Warren went on. “We'll
split as we reach that spruce forest |
pointed out on the map. You Bristol
pilots drop your eggs on the southern
section, and we Spads will spatter our
twenty-pounders along the north side.
But whatever you do, don't drop a
single bomb on that knoll. | think
he’ll be working around there. Now
let's get going. | want to be across
the lines by the time it gets light,”

In a few minutes the squadron of
Bristol fighters roared across the field
and hit the air. Right after them, with
Warren flying in the lead, went the
Spads.

Soon they were merely black specks
against the rosy glow of a new day.

Back in the evi>sru.eliing cavern
under the spruce-mantled knoll, the
gate between the two cages was lift-
ing slowly. The gorilla tore at it,
roaring with rage, struggling to
squeeze himself through the opening.

“Samson is in good voice tonight, is
he not?” said von Schober cruelly, as
he blew a smoke ring toward the light
hanging from the ceiling.

Masters felt of the makeshift ban-
dages on his fists. He had teamed that
trick from an old sourdough in the
Yukon. A handkerchief or any bit of
rag, wound skilfully, would protect a
human nst without unduly softening
it.

The gate slid up another inch. Mas-
ters stood at ease, breathing quietly,
but watching every move made by the
huge beast tearing at the partition. It
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wouldn't jje long before Samson was
through.

Suddenly the beast stopped its fran-
tic pawing of the lifting bars. It
stepped back to the middle of the
cage, lifted its cruel face toward the
rocky ceiling and stood listening.

"Now what?” gasped von Schober,
letting the front legs of the chair
drop back to the floor with a bang.

"Hear 'em?” smiled Masters. “He
does.”

A harsh curse lashed out from the
German’s evil mouth. Even there in
the depths of the cavern the faint
drone of motors could be heard.
Nearer and nearer, they came thunder-
ing through the dawn.

“Looks as if you're going to have
company, von Schober,” grinned Mas-
ters. “You've been so solicitous for
my comfort and well being that you
seem to have forgotten that others
might know about this place.”

A bomb crashed somewhere outside.

“They must be stopped,” cried von
Schober, leaping to his feet. “l must
get my plane out and warn Staffal
Twelvel!”

The Hun dashed for the door. He
stopped, looked back at the rising
grille.

“You take care of our friend, Sam-
son. | will take care of the others.”

And as the door slammed behind
von Schober the gate between the two
cages lifted.

HE Lone Eagle waited for the

gorilla to make the first move, left
arm out, left foot advanced. He was
ready, ready for one last terrible fight
before he died.

As the gate clicked upward, Sam-
son forget about the buzzing wings
overhead and looked at Masters. His
thick lips curled back in a beastly
snarl. His pink tongue flicked out as
he curled his stubby fingers and
started toward the Lone Eagle.

As the beast approached, Masters
raised himself on his toes and began
to circle. His eyes never left those of
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the gorilla. He waited for the rush,
iho_r the outstretched arms to encircle

im.

Then, with an ear-splitting roar,
Samson rushed. His long arms were
flung out, until it seemed that they
reached from one side of the cage to
the other.

Outside, another bomb hit with a
crash. Then another.

The sound disconcerted the beast
for a split second. It seemed to pause
in its terrifying rush. A bewildered
look flashed across its ugly face-—a
took which grew even more bewil-
dered as this man in front of him side-
stepped and then brought his left
swishing through the air to land right
on his stomach.

A rush of fetid air gushed from be-
tween the gorilla’s lips. It tried to
grasp the Lone Eagle but missed.

Quick as lightning, his eyes watch-
ing those long arms now, Masters
ducked behind Samson and swung
again. This time his right was buried
deep in the grayish-brown hair on the
gorilla’s right side. The beast gasped
with pain and. astonishment, shuffled
around awkwardly to make another
grab at this two-legged thing that
seemed to have no fear.

Masters danced back. Once again
he was in position. Once again Sam-
son tried a rush. And this time Mas-
ters ducked low just in time to slip
under those horrible arms. And as he
ducked his fist crashed into the gorilla
just below the breast bone.

He knew something about gorillas.
He knew the animal lacked the protec-
tion a man had in that spot. He knew
that a gorilla had but thirteen ribs
where a man had fourteen. Nerve
centers lay there, exposed between
those ribs. Nerves which when struck
could cause temporary paralysis.

A moan, partly of pain and partly
of frustration escaped the animal’s
lips. It opened its mouth in an at-
tempt to roar, but could only gasp and
swallow.

It bent almost double as Masters
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stepped back. Its fangs gnashed in
rage. Here was something new. An
animal which would not stand still.
A thing fast as the wind of the jungle,
swift as the lightning on the moun-
tains towering over the veldt. It
could not be grasped long enough to
crush.

It was out in front one moment
and the next it was behind, lashing
out with those strange rag-wrapped
clubs.

Masters was never still for a second
now. To the right and left he danced,
always watching those huge, hairy
arms. Once again he stepped in as
Samson moved forward, ungainly, ter-
rible, but wide open. Masters caught
the opening. He planned his blows—
it was his only hope, for the gorilla,
in main strength, far surpassed him.

His left lashed out and once again
landed in that unprotected area below
the breastbone. His right swung in a
sweeping arc as Samson raised his
head to howl with pain. His knuckles
rasped across the gorilla's throat, al-
most tearing the flesh open at the ani-
mal's Adam’s apple. The beast coughed
and swallowed as if it were eating
dried cacti. It stumbled forward,
made one more futile attempt to wrap
its arms around the Lone Eagle. Its
long jaw stuck out unwittingly, mak-
ing a perfect target.

Letting one of those wicked arms
brush over his bent head, Masters
brought his right up with every ounce
of weight and power he had at his
command.

The Lone Eagle felt his knuckles
crash against that jaw, and was thank-
ful that they had not struck those
gnashing fangs.

Samson grunted. His reaction to
the numbing pain was to rush at the
man, blindly, furiously, but Masters
only side-stepped and swung another
right to the huge beast’s sagging jaw.
A third time he belted his right horns
and then swung his left with all his
weight, catching the animal behind
one of its small, hairy ears. It fell

forward and lay outstretched on the
floor of the cage.*

As Masters stepped back the ter-
rible tension under which he had been
laboring began to take held of his
body. His knees seemed to be turning
to jelly. He fought to control his
nerves. His breath came in long, sob-
bing gasps. How long the battle had
lasted he did not know. He had been
oblivious to everything, even to the
bombing which was still going on up
above.

UMPING ever the unconscious

brute Masters ran to the door. It
was locked by a big padlock on the
outside. He felt In his pockets and all
he could find was a single cartridge.
That was all. “I've got to get out,”
he panted. “Got to get von Schober
before this beast comes to.”

His sweeping, desperate glance fell
upon a nail half pulled from a board
in the floor just at the Corner of the
cage. He looked from the nail to the
cartridge in his hand, and then to the
padlock. He reached through the bars,
and to his delight he found that the
bullet would go into the keyhole of
the big, old-fashioned lock.

He jammed it in, so that it rested at
an angle. Then ha leached for tit® nail.

Behind him he heard. Samson stir-
ring. Sweat poured front Ms face as
he yanked at the nail. He tore the
flesh on his already badly crippled
hands, but he persisted and the nail
finally came loose.

“Now,” he gasped, as he tore one of
his shoes oft and held it by the toe,
“We'll see. If this fails I'm licked.”

Holding thy point of the nail
against the cartridge, pressing hard

* Peeling- that some of the readers might titles*
ther™ the ability of a man to knock oat a gorilla*
the .Editors would, like to refer readers to an:
article in the Connecticut Nutmeg, by Gene Tu.miey,
retired Heavyweight Champion” of ‘the World, In
this article Mr. Tunney states it as his firm con-
viction that a well trained and skilful boxer could
put the great G&rgantaa of circus fame to emit*

He bases his opinion on the fact that a gorilla’s
muscles and bone structure are not suited fo with*
stand the murderous blows of even a good heav¥*
weight boxer, Mr. Turiney also calls attention_to
the Tact that, a gorilla is a-sluggish thinker, having
only one idea In mind, and that the grasp of his
opponent in hi* great arms.
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so0 as to push the padlock tight against
one of the steel bars, he brought the
heel of his shoe down on the head.
The padlock jumped out of his grasp
as the cartridge let go inside. His
fingers stung as the lead spattered
around inside. A puff of smoke made
him cough. But he didn't mind. He
could feel that the lock was shot to
pieces. He gave it a quick yank and
it came away frcm the chain,

In a flash, Masters had the door
open and was outside. He swung it to
with a crash, just as Samson was
struggling off the floor. He hoped that
the beast was still too dazed to shake
the bars and thus swing the unlocked
door open.

H E rushed along the winding cor-
ridor. He passed through the big
cavern where von Schofcer trained the
baboons. And, in going through the
next door, he ran into a surprised
sentry.

He let fily with his fists, still
wrapped in rags. The Hun went down
with a clicking sob. Even as he fell
Masters snatched the rifle from his
relaxing hands.

"Now I'm set,"” hs panted. “Set for
Samson or anybody.”

He stopped. Just across the big
cavern was a door. A door with asign
warning people to keep away because
of danger of explosives,

“The bombs,” he thought.

Swinging around, Masters made for
tire door. He was through it in a min-
ute. And there by the light of a single
lamps swaying from the ceiling he
saw stack upon stack of bombs. His
quick eyes surveyed the scene. There
was another door at the end of a pas-
sageway. He rushed to that, opened it
arid to his surprise found that it
twisted to a path leading to the forest.

Shutting the door, Masters rushed
back to the bomb room. Working
fast, he began to unscrew the safety
devices on the detonators, letting the
tiny propellers fall to the floor. When
he had about half a dozen of the bombs

ready to let go at the slightest im-
pact, he ran back to the door, threw
it open and knelt at the entrance.

“Lord knows what's going to hap-
pen now,” he muttered softly. “I may
be on my way to Kingdom Come in a
second, but it's the only way. Those
birds are wasting their bombs on the
woods instead of the knoll.”

He brought the rifle to his shoulder
and squinted along the barrel. The
sights centered on the nose of a bomb
right in the middle of the central rack.
Then they rested steadily on the
naked detonator.

“Well, here goes,” he breathed, as
he squeezed the trigger.

The rifle kicked back. Flame spat
from its muzzle.

Just what happened next Masters
was never quite sure. He felt himself
lifted and thrown backward as if shot
from acannon. A sheet of flame seemed
to be chasing after him, and when he
stopped rolling he looked up in time
to see the crest of the knoll bulge
slightly and then settle back. Spruce
trees cracked and bent, as they slid
down the slope.

Another muffled explosion reached
the Lone Eagle’s aching ears, and
once again the contour of the hill
changed. Smoke began to curl upward
from hundreds of fissures on the side
of the knoll. The wind began to carry
the smoke down across the long run-
way.

Scrambling to his feet as another
explosion tore at the ground, the Lone
Eagle started down the clearing to-
ward the spot where he had left his
plane.

Above him he could hear the Spads
and Bristols circling over the spot
where hell seemed to have erupted.
And then the staccato chatter of Span-
daus reached his ears. Black-crossed
ships were thundering down out of
the dawn on those Allied ships.

Finding his Spad intact, Masters
ran to the prop, gave it a quick pull
through and ducked under the wing,
scrambling into the cockpit as the



68 THE LONE EAGLE

ship began to move. He warmed the
Hisso up as he taxied across the field
to get into the wind, and then leaped
into the air to join the fray.

Fokkers and Pfalz were milling
around the Allied ships as Masters
climbed. Fie saw a Spad go down,
trailing a plume of black smoke. A
second later a Fokker went down to
keep it company. His eyes scanned
the whirling planes, looking for just
one ship. Von Schoher had said that
he was going to drive those bombers
away. Fie must be up there with that
hellish insignia painted on his green
fuselage.

Barging into the fight, Masters scat-
tered ships to the right and left with
his blazing guns. He passed Warren,
recognized his markings and waved.

“Good old Phil,” he cried.

Warren signaled and pointed to a
green Fokker circling the fringe of
the battle. The Lone Eagle spotted
it, motioned that he wanted that ship
for his own, and went into a scream-
ing bank.

“Von Schober’s going to get his an-
swer in a minute.”

With a thunderous roar, Masters
swept past the green Fokker. He saw
the hideous gorilla head painted on
the side. That was his ship, the ship
he wanted. He half rolled, caught a
position alongside of the green job
and then throttled back to keep pace
with von Schober’s ship.

He noticed that von Schoher
seemed to be occupied with something
cm the other side of his cockpit, and
for the moment was paying no atten-
tion to the Spad.

“1I'll wake him up,” grinned Mas-
ters, as he touched the trips.

Von Schober looked up with a start.
He thought the battling ships were
some distance away and had not no-
ticed this gray Spad sweep up along-
side of him. Then, as he recognized
the features of the man in the. Spad,
his evil face went gray. His wicked
mouth flew open in the shock of sur-
prise.

The Lone Eagle pointed to the
gorilla insignia and shook his head
meaningly.

Von Schober, not only taken com-
pletely by surprise, but panic-stricken
at seeing the man he had surely
thought dead, tried to swing away.
Bui Masters, expecting the move, had
already banked and was pouring a
burst into the green Fokker. He saw
his slugs obliterate the grinning head
of the gorilla. The fabric fluttered
black and empty alongside of the
cockpit,

ON SCHOBER threw one look

toward Masters and then slumped
forward against his safety belt. Blood
trickled from his mouth and ran in a
crooked line over his chin. The ugly
features relaxed in death.

But despite the fact that von Scho-
ber had paid the penalty for his das-
tardly work, the Fokker still held its
course, flying straight on into the ris-
ing sun.

As Masters looked he saw* a head
pop up over the fuselage from the
other side of the cockpit.

“One of the baboons!” he cried in
surprise, as the animal looked down
at the dead form of the man who had
treated bis comrades of the jungle so
cruelly, and then at Masters. There
was a wistful look in the beast’s dog-
like face, as it crawled over the body
of von Schober and then down on the
lower wing nearest Masters.

“Poor devil,” muttered Masters.
“That bus is going to crash in a min-
ute. Must have hopped on as von
Schober took off.”

He watched the baboon claw its
way to the V struts, and then climb to
the top wing, digging its claws
through the fabric of the doomed ship
before every step. At last it reached
the extension on the top wing, where
it clung, looking first as Masters and
then back to the dead man in the
cockpit.

Masters eased his ship over. The
baboon straightened up and began to
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eye the distance between the two
planes.

“1 believe the little devil wants to
board me/’ smiled Masters. “Why not.
One of his brothers, maybe this fel-
low himself, handed me the code. |
owe him something.”

He touched his rudder. His Spad
slid closer to the Fokker with the
dead man at the controls. He saw the
baboon tense itself, as the distance
lessened.

“l said 1'd bring a baboon back,”
the Lone Eagle laughed, “and it sure
looks as if I'm going to keep my
promise.”

LITTLE more rudder and there

was only a couple of feet be-
tween his wings and the Fokker’s The
baboon curled up, and then unwound.
It came across the narrow space with
arms and legs outstretched. He saw
them grasp convulsively at his outer
strut and the bracing wires. For one
wild second he thought the wind

would tear the beast away before he
could throttle back. But it held fast,
clinging to the strut with arms, fin-
gers, teeth and legs.

As Masters banked away from the
Spad, and started west to join Warren
and the others, who had driven off the
Huns and were on their way home,
the Fokker reared up, stalled, fell off
on one wing and went into a swift
spin with motor full on,

The baboon glanced at Masters in
apparent wonder at the strange action
of the ship it had just left. It looked
over the leading edge at the wild
gyrations of the Fokker. It followed
every swing until the green ship
finally dug into the ground, spreading
flame and debris in all directions.

Then it pulled itself back and
looked at the Lone Eagle.

The Lone Eagle grinned. “Maybe
I'll take you along, fellow,” he said,
“when Phil, Pierre and | dine at
Maxims. We'll all take turns at feed-
ing you bananas.”
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World War Model Planes

A Department of Accurate Brand-New Plans

HOW TO BUILD THE MORANE-SAULMER 29 c.1

will lie an interesting one for identical construction even to the smallest

del build t truct detail was designated as the 27 C.l. The
modael bullders 1o construct.  ,p)y difference was that the 77 Cl. car-

It is simple in line and mass.riddenly one machine gun while the 29 C.I
fuselage can be constructed as though carried two. )
it was a series of hoops, all cross sec- Struts L, M, N and O are hidden when

. . P looking at the side view or elevation plans
tions being absolutely round. This is but from the front view and the small per-

where a lathe would come in mighty spective drawing you can readily visualize
handy. Even a roughly constructed the construction.

SPECIFICATIONS

T HE Morane-Saulnier 29 C.I poor landing. Another Morane-Saulnier of

SPAN i e — e 26 ft. 7.in.

Overall length......cccocee i 17 ft. 5in.

Chord of WiNg.....cccoveeiiiiiiiieceene 3ft 9in.
Engine:

160 horse power Monesoupape Gnome

GENERAL HINTS ON
gadget to hold the two ends of the CONSTRUCTION
fuselage block that would allow it to For the strongest possible construction
be turned by hand would help tre- of the wing we would advise you to make
mendously. We’ll give you some it in one piece. If that seems too much of

dope on this hunch later on in the & problem or your supply of wood is lim-
ited you can construct the wing in two

article. ieces and join in the center with a good
One of the early Morane-Saulniers 8|ue joint. ! g
had the distinction of having the first Make the fuselage and nose construction

machine gun mounted so that |t ShOt In one pilece, _gettlng all cress sections as
through the propeller. It was not syn- Found as possible. .

chronized to fire through the gaps between The long bracing struts running from
the blades but the blades were protected the bottom of the fuselage far out to the

; _ outer part of the wings should be very
\Ilgltthsmggileé)laiiesﬂs]g tggltlgzhwoglztrzg b(;]el_ broad and flat. Struts 1., M, N and O should

flected be slightly smaller in all dimensions. The
A French aviator, Roland Garros, in- undercarriage struts are about the same

vented this clever arrangement, and went Weight as these struts.
out and raised the devil with the German Tail assembly should be constructed
airmen, but Garros had the misfortune to  Seéparately and cemented to the job after
be shot down behind German lines and the ~Wing and fuselage have been carefully
secret was out. joined together. . )

In no time Anthony Fokker was com- The hardest part of your job will be to
missioned by the Boche big wings to im- get all the struts their proper lengths and
prove on Garros’ invention. This he did in  in exact relation to each other. To do this

short order and the synchronized machine Successfully it will be necessary to make
gun came into being. It is interesting to them in series, making all slightly longer

note that Garros picked the Morane-Saul- than necessary. Take each group of equal
nier from all the available French scout Struts and sand all ends at one end of
planes for his experiment. group. Lay that end on table and tap un-

The Morane-Saulnier 29 C.I is called a til they are all flush. Without removing
parasol monoplane in that the wing is Your hand turn them around and sand the
raised above the fuselage by bracing mem- other ends to the exact length desired.

bers. The bracing is similar to numerous In this way you get absolutely correct
planes of modern times. The tricky under- Mmeasurements and there is no reason that

Carriage bracing came in mighty handy your JOb shouldn't look per‘fectly true from
when additional strength was needed for a  any angle when completed. [Turn to p. 72]

70
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WING

If you make the wing in one piece meas-
ure from the extreme forward point at the
center of wing to an imaginary line drawn
from one trailing edge wing tip to the other.
Allow about a quarter of an inch extra for
sanding the finished edges. You now have
a piece of balsa or soft pine in the shape
of an oblong. Carefully draw or trace on
this block the exact wing shape and cut out,
Ieaving an eighth of an inch extra all
around. Now shape your wing for curve
from leading edge to trailing edge. When
you are satisfied it is okay, lay a sand-
ing block on the edge of a table and rub
wing edges against sand paper, holdinﬁ
wing firmly and at same angle through al
movements. It is better to rub wing
against sand block than to rub sand block
against wing. You will get a straighter
edge.

inally give a round edge to leading
edge by cupping a piece of sandpaper
around balsa and rubbing gently back and
forth. Ailerons can be indicated by draw-
ing on wood with blunt point or by actu-
ally cutting out ailerons and fitting them
back with thin tin hinges or pins. That
part is up to you.

FUSELAGE
In making the fuselage you nave a prob-
lem of getting all outer edges at a given
cross section equidistant from an imagi-
nary line, running through the center of the
block of wood you are working with. You
can't get in to the center of the block to

measure from, so you have to establish a
measuring line parallel to the center line
of the block. Sounds complicated, but don't
be scared. Look at the small drawing in
the text.

Notice that you can measure in to the
block from the string of wood fastened to
the ends of the braces P and Q. A couple of
nails or screws centered through braces
P and Q will hold the roughly shaped fuse-
lage in position and still allow you to keep
revolving it as you do your shaping. You
can take a sharp razor blade and pull it
toward you along the length of the block
and slowly get the fuselage into a general
round share. Note in the drawing of the
book-endlike holding gadget that the
measuring brace “S” is exactly one inch
from the center screws or nails. Nov/ look
at drawing cross section “C”; you will
note that the outer edge is one half inch
from the center.

So if you cut down your fuselage block
at this point till it is exactly one half inch
from the measuring edge “R” your fuselage
will be the right thickness. Nowtake an-
other cross section, cross section “A.”
You will find this one measures a little
over five-eighths of an inch from the center
to the outside edge. That leaves you three-
eighths of an inch to measure back from
measuring ed%e “R.” .

We think that now you can readily see
that this simple device is a mechanical help
in keeping your fuselage lined upland at
the same time getting it approximately
round. Your block of wood should be a
half an inch or more longer than the fin-
ished fuselage at each end so that you can
cut off the waste at either end after the
job is finished.

You will find that the screws or nails will
become loose as you work oil the fuselage.
Tighten them from time to time, trying
not to get the job out of line. Of course
as you work back to the rear end of the
job it will be too thin to shape on the
braces." Shape this part after removing
finished fuselage from braces.

In making future models you will fina
this bracing contraption will help you to
shape a round nose that you want to fit
on a model that has more or less square
body.

ASSEMBLY

Jack up the wing until it is exactly level,
looking at it from in front. Tilt the trail-
ing edge down in back until it has the right
angle when looking at it from the side.
This can be done by laying blocks of wood
or books under either end of wing. Now
do the same stunt with fuselage, getting st
in its correct location in relation to the
wing. Tie or clamp the fuselage in position
so that it cannot move. Take your big
struts and cement to lower part of fuselage
and to wings. Now fit in the four pairs of
struts marked L, M, N and O and cement
into position. Anchor undercarriage info
place by cementing struts into place in the
same manner in which you did the wing
to the fuselage. Now you are ready to
cement on the tail. This will be simple
after you have licked the wing and the
undercarriage.

PAINTING

Painting will follow the same procedure
as in former models. For you newcom-
ers we'll suggest that you use plenty of
liquid wood filler before painting. This
keeps the paint from sinking in and losing
its luster.

As far as we know this is the first time
any plans have ever appeared for model
makers for the Moraine-Saulnier 29 C.I.
We hope you like them and that you'll get
out a swell job.

Next Issue: How to Build the FOKKER
TRIPLANE DR. 1
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PFALZ

HOPE

Down roared the Vee-wodge pi Pfalz ships

Here's How Hunch Haledon Wes Cannonaded

into

Triple-Barreled Action on the Ace Route!

By ARCH WHITEHOUSE

Author of “Wings of the Lancer,” “The Han Hunter,” etc.

a j»UMP” MCGUIRE was
sentry on the four-to-six

I / trick that night and Bump
“thought” he had heard something
but was not sure. Bump was being
cagy. They weren't playing any more
tricks on him after that Hallowe’'en
ghost business nearly a year before.
Since they'd pulled that one on him
down at Le Mans Bump was not call-

ing out the guard unless at least one
brigade of the Prussian Guard started
drilling on the field. And lie wasn't
waking up Captain Haledon for some-
thing he “might” have heard. Not
any. Every man in the squadron
knew “Hunch” Haledon too well for
that.

If anybody was going to have
hunches the captain was going to at-
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tend to that little thing for C Flight
ef Squadron 84 himself.

Sleepy guards see strange tilings
in the dawn after a night of pacing
around the Besseneau hangars. They
hear all forts of things, for the wind
makes the guy-wires whistle and the
girders creak end the canvas flap.
They try to stay awake, but by
5 a m, they're so tired that the only
reason they don't go to sleep is that
they’'re afraid someone will come
along and shoot them.

They couldn't blame Bump Mc-
Guire for that Pfalz.

Still, there it was by the dawn’s
early light, when Corporal Purvis
came around. And “Tubby” Sprigg,
for one, swears to this day that the
engine was still warm when he first
put his hand on it, just to make sure
he wasn’t seeing things.

Bright and shiny, it stood out there
in the middle of the field. A brand
new German Pfalz, with straight-
sided crosses, double-N struts and a
180 Mercedes that had not had its
paint burned off. A beaut from prop
to rudder.

The corporal spotted it first when
he was marching Pat Grimes around
to relieve Bump. They were doing
guard duty with sidearms then, or the
corporal would have taken a shot at
it from prone position. As it was, all
he could do was to draw his Colt and
yell at Bump.

“Here-—by Post Three, Corp!”
Bump vyelled in reply. “Time for re-
lief, ain't it?”

“What's that out there, McGuire?”
the corporal bellowed.

'iMiU M P saw it, struggled to get his
Jit® gun out of his hip holster, and
almost shot his foot. off. The report
echoed across the field and the guard
turned out.

Someone fired four shots at the
Pfalz, but it never moved.

“What the hell's all the racket?”
demanded Captain Haledon, coming
out of nowhere,

HOPE IE)

Haledon never did sleep late, any-
way. And he had plenty to keep him
awake. C Flight was no dess of bro-
mide in any war. The first shot had
brought him out of his liut at a can-
ter.

“There’'s a Jerry plane out there,
Captain,” the corporal barked. “What
about it?”

“What about it?” demanded Hale-
don. “When did it land? Where’s
the pilot, and what's it doing there
anyway ?”

One question at a time was usually
all the corporal could handle. Two
made him dizzy. Four left him
speechless with his Colt hanging by
the trigger guard from his horny fore-
finger.

Captain Haledon Itd the way gin-
gerly out toward the plane. He de-
ployed to one side to be out of the
line of fire, in case someone started
firing.

From an angle they could see
the curved cut out of the cockpit, but
no pilot.

“The damn thing’s empty!” he
barked. “The guy got away. Where
were you, Corporal?”

“1 just seen it,” the corporal mum-
bled. “McGuire was on guard duty
and didn’'t see it at all till just now.
Then he tried to shoot it.”

Haledon grabbed the corporal’s gun
and moved forward cautiously. The
rest of the guard padded as cau-
tiously behind him.

The Pfalz was empty. Not a soul
in the cockpit even after Haledon had
gingerly tiptoed to the dew-dripping
plane to peep over the edge of the

combing.
But—
Yes, there was something there.

Hunch Haledon’s hand caught it as he
reached up to peer in. A string looped
around the handle of a hand pressure
pump hung over the edge of the
leather combing. Haledon’s fingers
followed the cord until it reached a
card hanging outside. Fie drew the
card up to the dim morning light and



76 THE LONE EAGLE

there in bold Teutonic script was
written:
Presented to
CAPTAIN HALEDON
No. 84 Squadron
American Air Service

In Token of Our Appreciation of His Good
Will and Continued Efforts to Get a Hun.
Such Persistence Should Be Suitably Re-
warded.
From the Pilot Officers
Jagdeta.flel 15 German Air Service

Haledon had to read if twice before
he fully sensed the biting sarcasm of
the message. Then with a stifled oath
he ripped the card from the string,
folded it once and shoved it under
his arm.

"What's that mean, Captain?” the
corporal asked. “Does it mean they
give it to yer?”

“Shut up!” growled Haledon, “Put
those guns away and roll this thing
into my hangar. We'll see who lias
persistence. Get your backs into it!”

The guard detail, jaws hanging
like wet tailboards, blinked from the
corporal down, then hoisted the kid-
ney tail of the Pfalz and began the
slow march toward the hangar. Hale-
don stalked on in front, internally
boiling and creating enough B.T.Us
to fire a decent sized donkey engine.

It wasn't his fault that he had not
scored in the two months he had
been on the Front. It was not his
fault he had been made a captain
in three weeks. Such a break would
have been different, too, if he'd been
anyone else. But he was Hunch Hale-
don, of the Back Bay Haledons, and
he couldn’t help that, either.

He had not been a football star
at Yale, but he had given Marty
Trinkler, the welterweight champion,
a thorough trouncing on the dance
floor of the Vanity Casino the night
the United States had declared war
on Germany. You can't duck pub-
licity on a thing like that.

Hunch Haledon had never made
a homer in the ninth with three on
base, either, but he had risked his

life in his father's munitions factory.
He had hurled himself on a bomb
tossed near a magazine and had man-
aged to chew the burning fuse away
before it could ignite the detonator
and blow half of Fall River into
Narraganset Bay, More publicity
Hunch Haledon didn’'t want.

The result, of course, was inevita-
ble. He'd been a marked man from
the day he signed up with the Air
Service. Hunch Haledon had been
news the minute he went solo, flash
news the minute he put up his bars
and front page news the day the old
Carmania -warped out of her pier.

“I'm not so good,” Haledon had
tried to explain, the day he sailed.
“Plenty of the boys here have bet-
ter flying school records than mine.
Hell, I had more than fifteen hours
of dual before I went solo. Plenty
of them pulled a three-pointer with
less than ten.”

But the papers had only intimated
that Hunch was being modest. Wait
until he got to the Front. The world
would hear from him.

“Don’t make it too ic jjh for me,”
Haledon had pleaded. "1'm just lucky
m-and play my hunches.”

And naturally the papers ate that
one up. Young Haledon had already
shown plenty. Just wait until he
started playing them on Heinie.

ALEDON was remembering this

as he strode toward the hangar.
He was still reflecting bitterly on it
when they shoved the German Pfalz
into the corner where Hank Blain’s
Spad had stood the day before.
Hank's Spad, a flamer, had been
traded for a brand new Pfalz! That
griped Haledon. He ordered a special
guard placed on the Pfalz, then hur-
ried to the mess hall.

The gang was trickling in, weary
and war-worn. The major was at the
head of the top table playing with a
soft-boiled egg.

“That's what we get for decorat-
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ing our ships up,” he said sourly.
“Why do I have to be a marked man
in this damned war?”

The major left his spoon in the
egg-shell, stared at the card a min-
ute, then glanced up at Haledon
guestioningly.

“A Pfalz!” barked Haledon. “A
brand new Jerry Pfalz left out on
our field—for me! How it got there,
no one knows. None of the guard
saw it land. But there it was when
dawn came.”

“And so Skipper Haledon of C
Flight has got a Hun at last!” said
“Brick” Bradshaw of A Flight.

THE major was quick, but not
quick enough. Bradshaw felt
a 9-point-2 explode on his chin and
he wound up under the engine crate
that was subbing as a serving table.

“Haledon! Captain Haledon!” the
major said, raising. “Save your ef-
forts in that manner for the enemy.
Now let's get this straight. | under-
stand you to say that a brand new
German Pfalz has been presented to
you, left on our field. It carried this
very neat presentation card?”

“Yes, sir,” said Haledon, rubbing
his knuckles.

"Amazing! Extraordinary!”
major sat down abruptly,
for his egg spoon. “Could
joke?”

From the rumble of muffled con-
versation that came from the other
tables, the red-faced Haledon knew
that if it were a joke, it was on him.

“Well, what are you going to do
about it?” the major finally asked,
his egg spoon held halfway between
his ruddy face and the table. “You've
got to do something about it, you
know.”

“I'll do something,” Haledon prom-
ised grimly. Then turning to the
orderly he growled: “Get me some
breakfast.”

He sat there, his arms folded on
the table, directing blazing glances
at the others. They ignored his de-

The
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fiant gaze and displayed amazing in-
terest in oatmeal which was being
sweetened with marmalade. They
all knew Hunch Haledon. He was
daring them to make one crack.

But he knew what they were think-
ing, too. What was the use in ignor-
ing facts? He knew they had ex-
pected much of him, and that as far
as getting Huns was concerned, he
had let them clown. He had been a
good leader. He had kept them out
of trouble. He had enabled every
other member of C Flight to get
Huns. And until Hank Blain had
gone down yesterday, he had not
lost a man.

None of the others could say
that. The leaders got the Huns and
the kids went West. Pot-hunters,
glory-chasers, grandstanders, they
were getting the squadron a licking.

His stomach muscles constricted as
his breakfast was placed before him.
Even the coffee nauseated him. He
wasn't hungry, but he had to go
through the motions, to play his
part. The others were wandering up
to the top table in twos and threes
to read the scourging presentation
card. He could tell by the flickering
muscles at the upper part of their
jaws, the efforts they were making to
keep from laughing aloud.

He dared them to laugh!

But outside, they were laughing.
He knew it. He could hear them.

One by one everybody left the
mess. The major got up, folded his
glasses and carefully put them away
in his breast pocket beneath a row
of ribbons, none of which indicated
that he had ever fired a shot or

drawn a sabre in anger. His foot-
steps resounded along the floor.
There -were no other footsteps.

Hunch Haledon was alone. Alone
with his soul and, as George Eliot
has said, the human soul is hospita-
ble, and wall entertain conflicting
sentiments and contradictory opin-
ions with much impartiality.

“Two strikes on me to start,” he
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muttered as he played with the oat-
meal. “l came out here like any
other American to do my bit as best
I could. What the hell do they want
me to do—turn out to be a Billy
Bishop in two weeks?”

He dreaded derision. He knew
what it could do. So far he had
held his flight together—until Hank
Blain went. If they should lose
confidence in him now, no telling
how many more might go. That was
the worst of it

"l could turn in my captaincy and
let someone else take the streamers,”
he thought glumly. “Then 1 could
devote my time to getting Huns. I'll
get Huns, if that's what they want
—damn them!”

There were footsteps again, but
Haledon stared ahead at the blank
wall. Just the orderly coming in to
clear up, probably. Well, he could
wait. Nothing to go out for, anyway.
Only to get the gibes and ratting of
Brick Bradford and his mob.

CHAIR rasped on the floor next

to him and someone sat down—
lightly. Haledon turned his head
further away and stared at the wall
at the typewritten details on “Advice
to Pilots on Being Taken Prisoner.”
Cheerful stuff that.

There were more footsteps and the
clatter of another breakfast. More
rancid coffee smell, that made Hale-
don sick. The orderly’s footsteps
clunked down the mess hall floor,
and the door creaked and crashed.

Outside the six ships of B Flight
took off on another patrol, to engage
the Pfalz of Jagdstaffel 15.

“Can | go with you this after-
noon, Captain?” a voice beside Hale-
don asked.

“You can go to hell, for all I care,
rasped Haledon, without turning.

“Yes, sir,” the voice replied. “But
before | do, I'd like to get a Hun,
like the one you got. | saw it out
there in the hangar. They told me
it was yours.”

Haledon started to turn angrily,
but checked himself. The voice was
newy strange, youthful. He had never
heard it before.

“l just came up, you know,” the
voice was going on. “Just reported
to the major. He sent me in here for
my breakfast. Told me you were in
here. I'm to be in your flight. A
replacement.”

“That's too bad,” Haledon growled,
working hard to maintain his aloof-
ness.

"Oh no,” the voice said. “I'm de-
lighted. | always wanted to get with
you. I'd read all about you long be-
fore I came over. Now, here I am!
I never thought I'd have this luck.”

“My God! What is this?” Hale-
don ranted, finally turning around.

“Just me. I'm Second Lieutenant
Worth. Thej/ call me ‘Sonny’ Worth.
That is, my sister has always called
me Sonny and somehow, it has stuck.
My real name is Gerard Langdon
Worth, but | guess Sonny is better,
eh?”

“It sure is,” growled Haledon.
“How old are you? I'll bet you lied
to get in.”

“Maybe. But you won’'t give me
away, will you?”

Haledon stared at the youngster.
He was brand new. Pathetically new.
New blouse, new bar, new belt, new
boots and new breeches.

“What the hell were your parents
thinking of to let you come over
here?” Haledon growled. “Don’t
they know there's a war on?”

“No. .. . Er, you see, they're both
dead. Just Sis and | left, and she
couldn’t come.”

The pangs of remorse were sharper
shafted than the bitterness that had
consumed Haledon minutes before.

“Sorry,” he mumbled. “Pretty
crude of me. Please forget it.”

“That's ail right. Gee, it's great to
get a good start, like this, isn't it?”

“1 hope so. And you're assigned to
C Flight? Let's see your book.”

The vyouth, his eyes agleam, his
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hair a turbulent thatch of reddish
gold, flipped open his breast pocket
and drew out his log-book. Haledon.
glad to evade those eyes, studied the
test marks with interest.

‘Damn good, according to this.

You certainly can shoot, if this
means anything. | hope you can
ﬂy_”

"Of course | can,” answered the

youth, amazed at the question. “You
come up with me, and I'll show you.”

IT wis Haledon's turn to be startled
nom He stared at young Worth for
several minutes, then handed back
the book. He bit his lip once, turned
away and his mind went back to the
Pfalz,

“I'll do it,” the lad said suddenly.

“What?”

#What you're thinking about. You
want me to go up and dog-fight you,

don’'t you? You think | can't fly,
eh? That's fair enough. | don't
blame you. If | were Captain Hale-

don, I'd want to know what my re-
placements can do, too.”

“Wait a minute! Wait a minute!”
said Haledon. “Let me think. I'm
getting a hunch.”

The youngster returned to his
toast and coffee. For minutes the
C Flight skipper tormented himself
with an idea.

“Look here,” he said finally, “how
would you like to fly my Spad?”

“Fly your Spad? You mean it?
The one with the hunched-up bull-
dog on the side? You mean it, Cap-
tain?”

“Sure! That bulldog business was
the major’s idea- It meant something
to him. Something about a Yale bull-
dog. A fighting insignia, | guess he
meant it to be. | don't know.”

Kaledon’'s mind was clicking like
the rocker arms of a 230 Hisso now.
He was planning to play the big-
gest hunch of his career. If only the
kid would go for it. His book read
well enough. . . ,

“l1 won't crack it up for you, Cap-

tain,” young Worth was saying for
the third time. That brought Hale-
don out of his reverie.

"I'm not afraid of that, kid. I'm
not afraid of you. Come on, gulp
that java down and let's go. Where's
your stuff?”

“I'm in your shack. The middle

cubicle. My stuff has been put in
there, anyway.”
“Okay! Come on, let's get going.”

Haledon glanced out the windows.
“Now look here. We're doing this
on our own. Say nothing to anyone.
Just get your helmet and goggles,
a Sidcot suit if you have one, or a
short flying jacket. That's all you'll
need.”

“1 understand.”
was a little puzzled.
want anyone to know?”

“I'm going to try something new
in starting replacements. If it works,
okay. If not, we can forget about
it. See?”

“1 see,” young Worth said thought-
fully. “But | can fly your Spa-d?”

“That’'s right. You fly my Spad
and 1—11 fly the Pfalz.”

Young Worth stood stockstill in

But the youngster
“You don't

his tracks. “You mean, you'll fly
that German plane and dog-fight
with mej?”

“Sure. It will make it mare real-

istic for you. It will give you a
good idea of what the Pfalz can do
in the air—without taking any
chances.”

“But suppose some other Yanks
see you in the air. Won't they think
you're a—"

“No. If I'm flying with you like
this, they’ll realize what we're doing,
and if they do come down on me,
you can signal them off. Under-
stand?”

“Let’'s go,” said Worth with an air
of resignation. “I'll leave it to you.
| guess you're taking the chances,
not me.”

He stopped, just as they were en-
tering the door of the shack.

“Captain Haledon,” he said, “just
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what does it feel like to be an ace?”

Hunch Haledon laughed shortly.
“1 wouldn't know, Worth. But we’ll
find out—sometime today.”

Ten minutes later Haledon and his
new replacement appeared through a
slit in C Flight's Besseneau. They
had evaded a meeting with the major
by taking a circuitous route past the
cookhouse, past the sick-bay, and
making a quick dash across the
driveway that separated the hangars
from the living quarters.

RDERS were given quietly to the

Flight sergeant and Haledon’s
Spad was wheeled out. The Hisso
was started and warmed up while
the skipper inspected and checked
the Pfalz. The stick was ungainly
and the controls heavier than those
of his own Spad, but beyond that,
it appeared normal. An armorer-
sergeant was consulted on the Fok-
ker gun-gear, and Haledon was
shown how the gun was loaded, stop-
pages cleared and the position of
the lever which set the gear in ac-
tion.

“Is she fueled?” Haledon asked.

“Fueled? Yes, sir, Why?”

“I'm going to fly her. Run her
out.” t #

“But you can't fly her with those
markings. Wait until we paint them
out.”

“No, I'm flying her as she is.
Leave them on.”

“But you're taking an awful
chance, sir,” remonstrated the Flight
sergeant meekly,

“Sure, 1 know. I'm likely to be
shot down by my own men, or if |
am shot down in Germany, | can
be stuck up against a wall and given
a bandage for my eyes. But I've got
a hunch, Sergeant. I've got a hunch.”

He went cut to young Worth and
told him to particularly take notice
of the white flippers on his tail—just
in case.

“We might as well play safe,” he
said. “In case we should run into

any other Pfalzes. This Pfalz has
two white flippers, which is its own
especial marking. Remember that,
along with everything else they have
taught you. Now buzz off and I'll
meet you at fifteen hundred over the
field in a few minutes. After that,
follow me.”

The kid took the Spad off in grand
style. A neat pick-up of the engine,
a steady lifting of the tail and a
straight run full into the wind. He
hoiked beautifully over the stone
wall, made a climbing turn that could
not be improved upon, then settled
into a steady, careful climb for al-
titude.

“He’ll do,” Haledon murmured.

In five minutes a blustering major
fumed and stamped onto the tarmac
of C Flight's hangar, screaming his
orders to Hunch Haledon who was
thumping the wheels of a German
Pfalz off the uneven turf of the
field. But uselessly.

The Pfalz climbed well and Haie-
den had no trouble in discovering
all her quirks in a few circuits of
the field. He caught up with the
kid at fifteen hundred, then gave a
signal to fly east toward Guyencourt
where the line twisted around the
canal at Rerry-au-Bac.

“He’ll wonder what this is ail
about, | suppose,” reflected Hunch
Haledon, “but it wouldn't do to tell

him too much. He'd think | was
nuts. | guess | am.”
Together they climbed as they

headed into the early morning sun.
The captain signaled young Worth
in closer and- he came up and stuffed
his wing tip just above and behind
the two white flippers. Haledon
nodded and pointed east again.
Haledon checked everything ahead.
He spotted B Flight's Spads doing
a routine show well north of Guyen-
court and so turned slightly south-
east toward Apremont and the Foret
d’Argonne. It was in that sheltered
corner of the forest south of the
Retourne River that the Pfalz pilots
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of Jadstaffel IS lived in the com-
parative lap of luxury.

Haledon forgot the kid while he
fumed about the trick that had been
played on him. He wondered how
they had placed that Pfalz there
without anyone hearing or seeing it.
He wondered how they knew his
name in spite of all the publicity
he had received; wondered how they
knew he had failed to get Huns.
True, his ship had been carefully
marked, at the major's orders, but
that did not sufficiently explain
things.

What, he mused, was the Worth
kid thinking by now. Did he real-
ize what was up? What direction
they were flying, or just what was
in Haledon’s mind?

He decided to play his luck for a
few more miles and hoped that
young Worth had not spotted the
Yank balloon lines below, nor the
tracery of trenches that made a black
lace embroidery design out of Bermi-
court and ran toward the Suippe.
He hoped. . . .

WHITE BLOB of smoke blos-

somed in front of them and
Hunch Haledon turned to evade it.
Young Worth should be wondering
plenty now.

Bong!

A black blob this time.
getting worried, too.

Bong! Bong!

A white blob, then a black one.

Haledon turned, nodded to Worth,
and gave the signal to open up and
start the dog-fighting business.

The kid drew away and Haledon
shot in deeper toward the green car-
pet of the Argonne. He turned once
and let the kid come down on him.
The Spad hurtled at the Pfalz, held
the line and Haledon could see
Worth, his head glued to the rub-
ber eye-piece of the Aldis sight.

“That's the stuff!” Haledon mut-
tered. “Now try me again!”

The Spad cleared and went up

Fritz was

again. Haledon eased around and
worked his v/ay further east. The
kid came down once more and Hale-
don put the Pfalz into a tight spiral.
The kid missed and went out wide,
and Haledon smiled,

“You came in too fast. Don’t hang
on to that sight too long. You'll
fly through someone that way. It
gets 'em down, but you never get
over it.”

The kid came in again and he was
hot. There was no mistaking that.
Haledon was thankful Worth was
not pressing his triggers.

He hoiked again and flew into a
splutter of white and black blobs.
All around them Archie bursts were
decorating the blue sky with bulbous
rosettes of smoke.

"Any minute, now!” Haledon mut-
tered, watching the sky like a hawk.

The kid came at him, swished over
his plane with inches to spare and
Hunch Haledon zoomed up, let her
fall off, and kicked her into a spin.
The Pfalz went down, with the kid
following Haledon down, according
to plan. The Worth kid was cer-
tainly sticking to the rules.

“Come on, you Jerry mutts!”
breathed Haledon. “Where are you?
Does nothing work in this game?
I've tried careful maneuvers, smash-
ing attacks, long range gunnery and
mass smashes, but nothing works for
me. | just can't get Huns,”

Then it all blew up in his facet

He looked back and saw the kid
still following him down—with a
Vee-wedge of green Pfalz ships dead
behind him.

“Holy Moses!” he gasped. “It
worked!”

He neutralized everything, then
hoiked hard as he pulled out. The

Pfalz whipped out of it and stood
on her tail. The kid followed him
around but a little gingerly, so that
Haledon was able to continue the
curl and with an extra burst of
throttle, whanged her into a roll at
the top of a loop and came out, his
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nose dead on an amazed Pfalz leader.

Hunch Haledon preseed the double
aluminum triggers in the oval han-
dle of the Jerry joy stick. The two
Spandau guns opened sluggishly,
then warmed up to a raging bellow.

The leader took the first burst full
amidships and collapsed under a ter-
rible welter of lead. A quick press
on his left pedal and he drew the
double guns of the Pfalz across the
face of the formation. They spoke,
chattered and screamed.

The Pfalz formation nosed down
—after the Spad which was circling
tight below. Haledon started the
first ten Words of the only prayer he
knew and watched the kid continue
the game.

The Spad, below, jerked hard in a
fiat turn and the five Pfalzes, ham-
pered by a tight formation, swept
past him with a roar. Haledon bore
after them, the throttle all the way
up the quadrant.

His guns chattered again, and an-
other took the full force of the burst
and waggled its tail assembly away.
Something swished past him in
flames, and Haledon recognized the
markings of the leader.

He spotted it clear and then some-
thing yellow, with a bulldog insignia
on the side, slashed across his sights
and poured a burst into a sub-leader,

out of there!” roared Hale-

Vi-®* don. “You keep playing at
dogfight.”

But the kid had scored and the
thrill of victory was in him. He was
in and out like a bobbin, taking snap-
shots at everything—unless it had
white flippers. The sub-leader, a
black-helmeted giant, was trying to
raise himself clear of a burning cock-
pit. He twisted in his seat, clawed
his way to the back of the fuselage
dome and hung there for several
seconds. The stricken Pfalz rolled
over gently, and the black giant fell
away, clutching and clawing at noth-
ing.

“What a finish!” gasped Haledon.
“Well, it's either them or us. Here
goes!”

The white-fiippered Pfalz bashed
into two more with forking bursts
of fire. The Spad came across from
nowhere again and tried to get in
a shot, but Haledon hipped Worth
out and finished his own job. Two
more Pfalz ships took a wicked beat-
ing, lost all control and smashed into
each other.

“Poor devils!” Haledon muttered.
“They can't figure who is who. They
try to concentrate on the Spad and
find a Pfalz slapping it to them and
they haven't figured out which is
which. Still, all's fair in love and
.. . teaching our young Mr. Worth.”

Only two were left now, flounder-
ing about over the Argonne. Hale-
don knew he and Worth had to work
fast. He slammed at one Pfalz that
was trying to bring its nose around.
His burst took out most of the cen-
ter-section struts. A wing flapped up
like a huge lid, folded over and left
the fuselage with a naked look.
Young Worth raged in and threw a
burst at it but Haledon was greedy
by now. He edged him out, nosed
down and poured slugs at the waver-
ing Jerry.

As he screwed out of the dive to
find the last enemy, there was a
sepulchral creak below and the Pfalz
broke in two and dropped away,
throwing wings, struts and chunks
of painted plywood in all directions.

“Now then, Mr. Worth! To one
side, while an ace finishes his job!”

The kid waved to him from off his
wing tip and Haledon nodded. Then
he pointed at the lone Hun and
Sonny Worth took up the signal,

Haledon rammed the throttle up,
flew on straight while the kid in the
bulldog-marked Spad nosed down at
the retreating Jerry. The heavy-
nosed Spad caught him in a few
seconds and young Worth eased back
on the stick and rammed two jetting
bursts up at the Pfalz.
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The Jerry seeing two forks of
tracer prodding up from somewhere
under his wheels, instinctively jerked
back on the stick. The Pfalz went
up, stood on its tail, wavered an in-
stant and gave Haledon his perfect
shot.

He was calm, icy calm, as he
wheeled his own Pfalz into position.
A black blob belched out off his
flippers, but he never flinched. He
drew the perfect bead and pressed
the two aluminum triggers.

“Such persistence should be suit-
ably rewarded,” he muttered.

The Pfalz in front of him took
two sprays of death and slid through
the wing-root connections. The white
panels with their black crosses dan-
gled lonesome like a giant, gasping
gull, then gave up the ghost and
fluttered away, flipping edge over
edge toward the green patch of
spongy green below.

The stripped fuselage with its
cargo of death swirled as the eleva-
tors tried bravely to steady the dive.
With a final growl of defeat the
Mercedes took the aerial bit, snarled
into full control and took the fabric
and spruce coffin to its destiny.

“That's all, Mr. Worth,” muttered
Hunch Haledon. “You've had your
first lesson. Now let's try getting
back.”

When they had joined forces again
Haledon was repeating to himself:

“Five and one. Five for me and
one for you, Mr. Worth. Mr. Sonny
Worth, eh? It should be spelled
S-u-n-n-y, kid. You certainly brought
some sunshine into my life.”

Then his eyes narrowed into slits.
He peered ahead—and gulped. He
glanced back hopelessly, wondering
if young Worth would be equal to
the occasion,

“Stick with me, kid,” he breathed
as he nosed down and shot for the
battered fortress of Brimont.

Ahead hung three winged wedges
of woe. Two flights of Spads. Above
them, a flight of silver Nieuports.
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“Sit over me kid! Don’'t let them
get at me.”

He twisted in his seat and turned

to look for young Worth. But he
we nowhere to be seen!
“What the—" he croaked, “Where

the—"
Then a shadow passed across the
instruments of his cockpit. He
looked up. There not six feet above
his head dangled the knock-kneed
undercarriage of his own Spad.
The kid had “sat over” him with
a vengeance.
“Cripes!”
don.

muttered Hunch Hale-
But he grinned just the same.

HE Spads came up, deployed care-

fully and split up. The planes of
A and B Flights. What the devil
were they up to?

He glanced back under the tail-
skid of the Spad sitting above him
and saw the Nieuports in perfect
formation directly behind him. A
Flight with Brick Bradshaw up front,
was on his right now; in tight, B,
with goggle-eyed “Buster” Breck in
the lead, was on his left.

They were waving! Or were they
signals to go in and get him?

No. They were waving!

Then it all came to Haledon with
a surge of blistering realization.
They had come to bring him in—in

triumph.
“Good old Bradshaw! Good old
Breck! You can’'t beat good old

Eighty-four!”

The armada roared on through a
white-blobbed avenue set up by the
gunners below. Behind, a few desul-
tory blacks added to the decorations.
They crossed the line, young Worth
still maintaining his brood-hen de-
votion over the Pfalz.

“l1 had a hunch,” muttered Hale-
don, “but | didn't think it would
work out this way. | wonder. . . <
The lids of his eyes grew to a nar-
row line. “l wonder now,” he said.
“l wonder if this was a plant |
wonder. . .
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Back at the field a blustering
major was sprawled out over a map-
Btrewn deal table, blubbering into a
telephone.

“But | tell you, Colonel,” he was
saying, “it worked! Yes, it worked!
We just got confirmation on the
fight from Number One Hundred and
Nine Balloon Company. Haledon
got five and the new man one. Now
what about that decoration we were
talking about?”

There was a short pause which
gave the major a chance to let his
features relax, then twist their lines
upward into a broad, wholesome mean-
ingful grin.

“Splendid,

sir,” he said. “Splen-

IN THE NEXT

did! Yes, we'll get the Pfalz back
to the Wing Repair Depot this af-
ternoon. Thanks for lending it to
me. | had an idea it would work.
The rest of the boys are bringing
him in now. Yes, here they come
now. . Glorious!”

The major rammed the telephone
back on its prongs and sat back to
watch the Pfalz come in. He splut-
tered a minute when he saw a mob of
mechanics shooting off Very lights
in a greeting, but there was nothing
be could do about it now. After all,
they had an ace in 84 Squadron!

“It was a dirty trick to play on a
man,” reflected the major, “but all’s
fair in love and war!”
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Haywire Ace

Cal fired at the German

Young Cole Plays Hlde-and-Seek With Fate While Air
Intelligence Puts Him, to a Test!

By ROBERT SIDNEY BOWEN

Author of “Three-Man Patrol,” “The Color-Blind Ace," etc.

LICKING his heels together, took the envelope, and dismissed the
and snapping his hand up in dispatch rider with a nod. Ripping
a smart salute, the wing dis- open the envelope he pulled out the
patch rider held out the yeHheet inside and stared at the typed

tinted official envelope. words. He read a few of them and
“From Colonel Manders, sir,” he then his brows went up in a look
said. of mild surprise. A few more and his

Major Harmon, C.O. of the 16th eyes tightened in speculative con-
Yank Pursuits, known also as Har- cern. When he had finished the com-
mon’s Hellions, returned the salute, munication he handed it over to “Jeff"
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Sparks, “A” Flight leader, who stood
beside him on the tarmac.

"“Well, there's one thing about this
war,” he grunted. “It doesn’t get too
damn boring. Something popping
every day. Have a look at this from
the colonel.”

Sparks took the communication. It
read:

To: Major Harmon
From: Colonel Manders
Subject: 2nd Lt. Frederick Cole.

This flying officer assigned to your unit
yesterday for active duty is under suspi-
cion by intelligence of possessing enemy
affiliations and sympathies.

It is believed that he was bom of Ger-
man parentage although this fact has not
been definitely established as yet. It is
known, however, that prior to our entry in

the war he received considerable mail from
Germany, and several Germans who have

since returned to their own country, were
among his friends.

Therefore you are to maintain a strict
observance of this officer and if you detect
any attempt on his part to communicate
with the enemy in any way whatever, you
are to place him under close arrest and in-
form me immediately.

This officer had the highest score m
aerial gun marksmanship during his reg-
ular training period. | mention this so that
you may judge his actions accordingly.

Colonel Manders
C.0. 42nd Wing
US.AAS., AE.F.

Making a queer sound in his throat,
Jeff Sparks handed the communica-
tion back.

“The big bugs are spy-cratry, if
you ask me,” he grunted, and glanced
down the tarmac at a lean straw-
haired youth working on his Bentley

Camel. “True, the kid has the hair
of a Hun, but that's as far as it
goes.”

“Check,” the C.O. nodded. “Still

you know how dizzy this damn war
can be at times. Birds that look like
spies aren't. And those that don’t
look like 'em have got wireless sets
hidden under their hats. You took
Cole up last evening for a short
2cok-see patrol. Flow'd he act?”

“Like any greenhorn,” the “A”
Flight leader replied. “Scared as hell
at Ms first Archie, but with enough
guts to keep on tagging along. Of
course | kept clear of any Hun ships.
They all rate that much of a break.
But today I'm going to have a look
at him in action. In fact, I'm taking
‘A’ out on the usual morning show
in a few minutes.”

"Fair enough,” the C.O. said, and
heeled out his cigarette. “I'll be
waiting to hear what you have to say
when you get back. Luck.”

It was fifteen minutes before Jeff
Sparks raised his hand in signal to
the five ships in V formation on the
ground behind him, and then shoved
the stick forward. Taking off with
the bored nonchalance of a veteran
pilot, he “lifted” the Camel up to
seven thousand feet, took a look back
to see that the others were in place,
and then winged around and headed
for No Man's Land and Germany-
controlled air beyond,

On the way, he glanced back now
and then to take a peek at the new
replacement under suspicion by In-
telligence. Green though he was,
young Cole was flying every bit as
well as the next man. And to a war
eagle like Sparks that's what counted
most.

“Nuts to Intelligence!” he growled
into the smooth roar of his Bentley.
“Those crummy bums have to stir up
a lot of prop-wash now and then for
fear they won't get any publicity out
of this mess. Why, hell, they—"

He stopped short and forgot all
about how crummy Intelligence was.
Dead ahead of him and a couple of
miles behind the German lines were
ten things that occupied his entire
attention immediately. They were
ten Fokkers led by the black-and-
white striped plane of von Khole,
Germany's deadliest ace in that sec-
tor. Von Khole had been very much
of a thorn in the side of 16, and in the
side of Jeff Sparks in particular.



HAYWIRE ACE 87

Five times the “A” Flight leader
had crossed props with the Hun ace.
Four times it had been a draw, and
the fifth time von Khole had come
close to shooting the pants right off
Sparks. In fact, if a couple of 16th's
pilots hadn't piled down into the
scrap, and as a result scared the Ger-
man off, von Khole might have suc-
ceeded in doing just that little thing.

“My old pal, von Khole, eh?”
Sparks said grimly. “Fair enough!
I've got a hunch that six is going to
be a lucky number for me.”

Signaling to the rest of the flight
for more speed and altitude, he led
the way up to the same level as that
of the enemy planes, and then ma-
neuvered southward to rob the Ger-
mans of the advantage of the sun at
their back should they attack, instead
of waiting to be attacked.

But Sparks knew that they would
attack because, while von Khole was
all kinds of a German bum, he had
what it took to fly combat planes.
Thus, by the time Sparks had led his
flight halfway through the maneuver,
the Hun pilots rammed their throt-
tles wide open and came tearing in,
hell for leather.

Kicking left rudder hard, Sparks
lined up the striped plane in his
sights, and let go with both guns.
Had von Khole continued his roaring
charge, he would never have enjoyed
another slug of schnapps in this
world. However, he banked in awing-
screaming maneuver that came close
to taking both of them clean off,
whipped out from under Spark’s
blasting fire and went scooting away
into the clear,

A curse in his throat, the Yank
“A” Flight leader heeled around on
wing tip and started in savage pur-
suit. But that was all; he just started.
Two other Fokker pilots decided that
he might just as well be turned into
cold meat for them as for their com-
mander. And they came plowing in,
guns blazing. For the next couple

of seconds Sparks had all he could
do to slam-bang his way through a
web of tracers’ smoke and hissing
bullets that tried to slap down and
envelop him. plane and all.

One of the pair of Fokker pilots
paid with his life for his foolishness,
and the other had one hell of a tough
job limping down to a ground-loop
landing in the middle of No Man's
Land. Sparks didn’'t take a second
look at either plane. No sooner had
they started down, than he pulled out
to the rim of the fight and took a
look around for von Khole’s plane.
He spotted the German ace, and also
something else that brought a grunt
of surprise to his lips. It was young
Cole slamming in on the German like
nobody’s business.

“Boy!” Sparks shouted aloud. “If
he clips von Khole in his very first

scrap, will | write a razz letter to
Intelligence H.Q.! And how, 111
love to!”

E NGINE roaring full out, the Yank
replacement had piled in so close
to the German’s ship that he could
have reached out and smacked him
on the nose with his fist. But he
didn't; neither did he fire either of
his guns. From where Sparks flew
he thought he saw the suspected re-
placement raise his free hand in some
sort of signal, and then careen away

to the right.
“Well, I'll be damned!” Sparks
choked. “He must be a—"

The rest of that remark was never
finished. Cole’s guns had suddenly
started hammering, and a Fokker
heeled over on wing tip and headed
out of control toward the ground.
Yet, as Sparks watched, he wondered
if Cole had tried to miss the Fokker
and had come too close. He had gone
in at the enemy plane from a crazy
angle, and if he had missed it could
not be held against him. Yet—

Sparks snapped out of his thought
trance and started back to work
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again. However, there wasn't any
more work to do. With three of
their comrades in a heap of flames
on the ground, the German survivors
obviously decided that they weren’t
so hot that morning, and called all
bets off. A red Very light arced out
from the pit of von Khole's striped
plane, and the others promptly made
themselves scarce toward the east.
For half a moment Sparks was
tempted to give the signal to chase.
But on second thought he changed
his mind. The dizzy actions of the
young replacement hadn't jelled with
him so good. So he signaled to head
for Ifitli's drome.

HE C.O, listened silently right

through to the end of Spark’s re-
port. Then he scowled and pensively
rubbed the stubble growth on his
chin.

“If he did signal to von Khole,”
he presently grunted, “we’re suckers
to give him a second opportunity.
Yet, if he actually did nail that Fok-
ksr with trick shooting, and meant
to do it, it's a cinch he’s not doing
any cheering for the Kaiser's gang.
Damned if | know what to say. Got
any suggestions?”

“One that's bound to work, |
think,” Sparks said promptly. "May-
be you've forgotten, but it's my turn
to challenge von Khole to a personal
show. So how about this? TI'll drop
von Khole my challenge, then I'll tell
the kid that I want him to find cut
if he likes the way my ship is rigged.
You know—I'll say that he didn't
seem to be getting the maneuverabil-
ity that he should out of the way
his job’s rigged. I'll tell him to test
flight it over to Issy and back. Of
course, I'll have arranged for von
Khole to meet me this side of Issy.
And—"

“Are you crazy?” the C.O. broke
in angrily. “Suppose the kid is all
right, and von Khole slaps him down
in flames? Why, damn your eyes,

we'd be no less than a couple of
murderers. A greenhorn sent up
against von Khole in a solo scrap?
Hell, no!”

“Now, wait, wait!” Sparks barked.
“Of course I'm not that dumb. And
I'm not that kind of a louse. I'm
going to slide over in the clouds
right after him and see what hap-
pens. If von Khole goes to work on
him, then I'll go to work on von
Khole, and signal the kid to clear
out. Bui if they start signaling, and
tossing Kisses at each other—well,
then I'll go to work on the Kid.
Okay ?”

“Sure,” Harmon nodded. “Why the
devil didn’t you say that in the first
place? And you know something?”

“What?” Sparks demanded as his
commanding officer, and closest
friend in France, hesitated.

“1 hope both our fears are all wet,”
Harmon grunted. “My idea of noth-
ing at all is a lousy spy who'll eat
and drink wuth the guys he’s plan-
ning to push under.”

“He’'s my idea of less than noth-
ing,” Sparks agreed savagely.

Some five hours later Sparks stood
on the tarmac and watched young
Cole take off in his own ship and
climb slowly up for altitude. A
strange, eerie sensation was stealing
through him and he didn't like it at
all. Somehow, he had half a hunch
that the replacement was wise to the
real motive for the test flight.

Yet damned if Sparks could decide
whether grim amusement or sullen
hatred had burned in the youngster’'s
eyes while he listened to his instruc-
tions. At any rate, Cole hadn't said
a word. He had simply nodded
quietly, saluted, and gene down the
tarmac to make his flight leader's
ship ready for flight. And now, he
was on his way east to—what?

Sparks finished the thought with
a curse, waited until the replacement
had slid up into some low-hanging
clouds, then signaled to a waiting
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mechanic and leaped into the pit of
a spare ship. Three minutes later he
yanked it off the field, and without
wasting time getting altitude, head-
ed on a bee-line course toward the
southern end of the sector. Then
when he was a mile or so over on
the German side he started climbing
up through the clouds and around
toward the north. The instant the
Camel’s nose poked up through the
top of the layer, he flattened off,
eased back the throttle a bit and let
the plane more or less mush forward,
practically all of it hidden in the
milky crest of the cloud layer.

Ten minutes later he saw the flash
of wings in the sun, and in the next
second was able to make out the
black-and-white stripes of von Khole’s
plane. Snapping his eyes westward,
he peered hard at the cloud crest,
breath clamped in his lungs, and his
heart pounding against his ribs like
a trip-hammer gone haywire. And
then, suddenly, he saw it. His own
plane zoomed up through the cloud
crest and leveled off in the general
direction of the half-Allied and half-
German war village of Issy. Snap-
ping his eyes back to von Khole's
plane, he saw the Fokker suddenly
streak forward and up for attack
position advantage.

“Now for it!“ Sparks breathed, and
started to close in on von Khole's
rear. “Now for it. And am | hoping!”

For several breathless seconds the
young Yank fledgling obviously didn’t
see the German Fokker swooping
down toward him. But the instant
the air trembled with Spandaus yam-
mering, the greenhorn was right up
on his toes. In a whirlwind maneu-
ver that even brought a gasp of
admiration from the veteran Sparks,
the fledgling practically turned his
ship inside out, made von Khole's
marksmanship a total loss, and then
went whanging down to get in a few
shots of his own.

Sparks saw the tiny muzzle flash

of a single shot from one of the kid'’s
guns. But that was all. Guns had
jammed, or else the fledgling had
recognized who was in the pit of the
Fokker. But at any rate the green-
horn didn’'t continue firing. Instead,
he whizzed by von Khole's plane like
a comet in high gear, stuck out his
free hand and pointed toward the
ground. Then up, around, and down
he came on the German’s tail. Then,
and then only his guns crackled in
earnest, but Sparks saw the tracers
skipping by wide of von Khole’s
plane, and knew that the fledgling
couldn’'t get to first base with that
kind of shooting. And then when
von Khole started to go to town,
started to give the greenhorn a good
taste of made-in-Germany bullets,
Sparks made up his mind.

“Okay, kid!” he shouted in the
roar of his engine and went zooming
up to join in the scrap. “That's good
enough for me. Now, I'll help you
take the tramp.”

BUT even as the last word raced
off Sparks’ lips, the greenhorn
suddenly cut away from von Khole's
twisting ship and came piling down
alongside Sparks’ ship. Across the
few feet of space Sparks saw the set
features of the kid's face, the mad
glint in his eyes, and also the savage
gesture for him to get the hell out
and stay the hell out. Sparks grinned
and waved one hand.

“Check, youngster!” he shouted.
“You knew we wanted to find out,
and now you're damn well going to
show us, eh? Let's go, then!”

Of course the fledgling didn’t hear
any part of it, but he certainly went
to town as he tore away from Sparks’
wings. Von Khole, seeing two enemy
ships instead of one in the sky, tried
with all the tricks lie knew to pull
out and head for home. In fact, in
all of their previous meetings, Sparks
had never seen the German ace fly as
he was flying now. But there was
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something more than just a pilot in
the pit of the fledgling’s plane. There
was a fighting Yank eagle gone com-
pletely wild.

A dozen times Sparks swore that
the greenhorn was going to crash
straight into the Fokker and carry
them both down to a burning hell.
But each time the fledgling pulled
away in the nick of time. Pulled
away while von Khoie had another
attack of “nerves” and went into
another mad dive for the ground.
And all the time not a single shot

ripped out from the greenhorn’s
guns.
“Is he rubbing it in?” Sparks

cried. “He’s going to force that bum
to land. Right! Damned if he isn't
showing me how he can get his man
the hard way. Intelligence, you lugs,
are you going to hear about this,
and how!”

XACTLY eight minutes later the

German ace was so completely
jammed with the jitters that he was
about ready to pile out of his pit and
jump the rest of the way to the
ground. Being shot at is bad enough
any day in the week, but when some
crazy fool lets his guns slide and,
instead, practically parts your hair
with his wing tips and nicks your
wings with his prop tips and more
or less rolls his wheels up the back
of your neck, and comes within a
hair's breadth of turning your ship
into a load of falling junk a dozen
times each minute, it's too much for
even an ace of aces.

And so von Khoie finally took the
hint. He cut his throttle and went
sliding down to a scared man’s land-
ing in a small field some half a mile
in back of the American lines.
Hardly had his wheels stopped roll-
ing, than the fledgling wind-braked
his own plane to a quick landing,
leaped out and ran over to his pris-
oner, service automatic in his hand
and ready for business. Two minutes

later, Sparks was out of his ship
and had joined the Kid.
“Well, are you satisfied, Captain

Sparks?” Cole asked before the
“A” Flight leader could open his
mouth.

“You were wise, eh?” Sparks grunted.
“I'm sorry, Cole. But we received a
dispatch from Wing, and—"

“l suspected as much/' the Kkid
broke in, “That sort of thing's been
happening ever since | joined up.”

“But | saw you wave to this Ger-
man this morning!” Sparks said.
“You passed up a chance to wing
him. And it looked like you nailed
the other Fokker by mistake.”

“It wasn't a mistake in either case,”
the fledgling said. “The mistake I
made was requesting assignment to
Harmon’s Hellions. | mean, | didn't
know he was in front of Sixteen.
Captain Sparks, this is my brother,
Karl. He chose the Fatherland, and
I chose my own country, America.
When Karl went back to Germany he
took our real family name. | kept the
American one.”

“Then you didn't know until—"

"Not until I recognized Karl in the
air this morning,” Cole said. “l—
wel!l, | couldn’t shoot down my own
brother. But when you sent me over
alone, | guessed what was in your
mind. You certainly made it tough,
sir. But, then, | always was better
than Karl in most things. May | ask
you a favor, sir?”

“Shoot, Cole. Anything, and con-
sider it granted.”

"I'm a little tired of Intelligence
men sitting on my neck,” the fledg-
ling said. “Now that I've removed
the only thing German | just could
not kill, you can take my word that
I'll concentrate on all the rest. Will
you please write Intelligence H.Q. to
that effect?”

“A  pleasure!” Sparks grinned
broadly. “In fact, Cole, you and |
will compose that letter together.
It'll be a masterpiece, and howl!”
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MILITARY

ELL, my winged friends, you've

learned a little about flying and about

the ship. | said, a little! There's plenty

more to learn, and you may be sure you
will never learn it all.

Because the Lone Eagle himself was
somewhat of a War Flyer, it might be a
good time right here to tell you a little
about military flying, but again, you cant
Ic3.rn it 311

There are three main types of flying,
each with its distinct problems. The sim-
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plest, of course, is private flying, that is,
hedge hopping for the fun of it.

And then there’s transport flying, which
is a precise, highly scientific job that takes
a lot of training and responsibility, using
high-priced equipment and aids, and has
to do with the safety and rapid transit of
the public.

The Defense Of a Nation

And then there’s the branch that carries
the glory of the defense of one’s country
—the military branch of the game.

The three branches of military flying are
Pursuit, Bombardment and Attack. These
are the main ones; the others are second-
ary, such as observation, photography and
many others. But the three fighting arms
are the ones that carry the load.

As aviation has advanced it has become
increasingly evident that the day of the
lone aerial bandit is fading into the day
when fighting jobs are done in groups.
And because of the necessary control of
these groups, they have been standardized
for more effective action. You've probably
heard these groups called a lot of dif-

FLYING

ferent things, and the names mixed up, but
today you're going to get some clear idea
of the organization of fighting units. So,
lock your safety belts and here we go.

The smallest military unit is the “Ele-
ment.” It consists of three ships, usually
in triangular formation. The “Element
Leader” is the man whose ship takes the
leading position in the triangle, gives ov
relays its orders, and is responsible for'.its
conduct, etc., such as a corporal handling
a squad on the ground. Figure 1is an Ele-
ment.

The Flight Unit

Now the next larger unit is a “Flight."
It consists of two or three Elements. You
will see that in the case of three Elements,
the flight itself becomes a large triangle
made of the three smaller ones which still
retain their positions relative to each
other. Also, the Element Leader in the
first Element of the Flight is called the
Flight Leader. He is in charge of the
whole Flight, while the Element Leaders
have charge of their own Elements in the
Flight. See Figure 2. .

ext above comes the Squadron. It will
either have two or three Flights compos-
ing it. The leader of the whole squadron
is the “Squadron Commander” and he then
has charge of say two Flights, each con-
sisting of three Elements, each consisting
of three planes, or eighteen ships. When
the Squadron Commander has charge, he
also is Leader of the first of the two flights
that go to make up the Squadron. See Fig-
ure 3. NP

The position of the second Flight in re-
lation to the first Flight in simple forma-
tion would be not less than thirty plane
lengths to the rear and at least fifteen
wing-spreads to the side.

The next larger grouping is the “Group,
as shown in Figure 4. The Group may have
anywhere from two to four Squadrons in
it. The man in charge is the “Group Com-
mander,” and he has a lot of men and a
lot of money in equipment under his com-
mand. If each of his four Squadrons con-
tains two Flights, he is in charge of sev-
enty-two ships, including his own. Three-
Flight Squadrons would make it a hua-
dred-and-eight ships.
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Formation of a Group
Now we're (?etting a lot of ships, and
we've got to dispose of them properly to
keep them from getting in our hair like
mosquitoes. The Flight being the big tri-
angular formation of nine ships, that ma-
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neuvers as a unit, the Group Commander’s
Squadron of two Flights becomes Squad-
ron No. 1, because the Group Commander’s
ship is the front ship of tlie front Element
of the Front Squadron, etc. (Quite a dif-
ferent setup from the situation in the
trenches where the big boys telephone up
from the rear and tell you what to do,
isn’t it? In the air, the bigger they are
the farther up front they are. Up to a
certain limit!)

All right.© The Group Commander’s
Flight leads the first Squadron, and the
Second Flight in the Squadron is to the
left and rear of him.

Then the First Flight in Squadron 2 is
to his right and to the rear of the Second
Flight of the First Squadron.

The third Squadron is disposed the same
as Squadron 2, but to the rear of it.

Now comes the decoration. Squadron 4 is
broken up into Elements. Remember those
little three-ship units back on the first
page? Well, these Elements are placed to
kind of make a frame around the whole
Group Formation.

A Formidable Unit

And there’s the layout of your Group, a
formidable mess of fighting machine if you

wanted to attack it. There’s a lot of man-
power. Around a hundred men whose train-
ing cost the government fully ten thou-
sand dollars per man, and as many ships
that cost plenty more than a million dol-
lars. There are literally millions of dol-
lars tied up in such a unit.

There is a bigger unit in the organiza-
tion, but you're lucky when you see a
whole Group, The bigger unit is called a
“Wing,” is under command of a “Wing
Commander,” who is really way up there
in the Air Force. He will be in command
of two or three such Groups as mentioned.

Now, whether you noticed it or not, the
arrangement of a Group when it is_flown
as a unit brings out a problem which, in
the Army where rank and responsibility
are of supreme importance, has to be taken
Care of beforehand.

It reminds you of the politicians’ wives
in Washington who squabble over who's
going to sit where when they throw a
feed for a foreign politician. It has to he
arranged in terms of the importance, and
importance in the Army is at least inter-
preted in terms of rank.

Proper Placement

So, with the big boys sitting up at the
head of the table, so to speak, how are we
going to arrange the minor leaders? The
Group Commander, by taking charge has
replaced first the Element Leader who
would have had charge of the first three
ships had they been alone.

But the Element Leader had already
been replaced by the Flight Leader when
the Element became one of the three which
made a Flight. And then, when the two
Flights had been formed into a Squadron,
the Squadron Commander had super-
ceded the Flight Leader. And now the
Group Commander has taken over the posi-
tion. It is a matter of greater military im-
portance than it sounds, this business of
putting those deposed men ia their proper
places.

All right. Here's their disposal and the

(Concluded on Page 113)
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When Faced with Death, Larry Blake Learns that there
Are Two Kinds of Gentlemen Fighters!

By HAL WHITE

Author of “Fly High and Die,” “Spad Bad Boy,” etc.

T was one of those battles in

which the pilots on both sides
I fought in a bitter frenzy of hate.
No quarter was asked, given nor ex-
pected. If you went down, you
stayed down. Every man knew that,
and every man went at the enemy
with a berserk fury that was like the
savage roll and tumble of fighting
jungle tigers.

94

Even the attack of the double
flight of Pfalzes had seemed more
sudden than usual. The Americans
had been scouting far behind the
German lines in a futile search for
the hidden German battery of heavy
guns that was smashing everything
in Allied territory.

There had been nothing more omi-
nous in sight than a fleecy bank of
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cumulus cloud above them in the
afternocn sky. They had been watch-
ing that cumulus, too, always sus-
picious of what such cloud hanks
might contain.

But when the ten enemy ships
came from behind that screen they
dropped the thousand feet to the
American crates with the speed of a
cougar springing from a rocky ledge
onto the back of a deer.

With this difference, the Ameri-
cans were not helpless. They had
steel claws and teeth, and they used
them, while the roar of their motors
and the racketing of their Vickers
guns*was a defiant challenge that
filled the heavens with noise.

The German ships were red. But
they could have been any other color
and they would have looked the same
to Captain Peter Cranston and his
men. Because for days now the men
of his flight, and of every other
flight in the sector, had been seeing
red whenever they looked at any-
thing German. And each day, as
they searched in vain for the hidden
Boche battery, and the huge guns
continued to smash and destroy, their
eyes grew more bloodshot and the
red more brilliant.

The slim, quiet Cranston drove his
crate like a man possessed of devils.
He was everywhere in the same
breath.

IG HANK STEVENS rode with
shoulders hunched, and snarled
into the slipstream.

Dade Parker, handsome as a Greek
god, owned a smile that captured the
hearts of both men and women. The
smile was still there, as he rode his
pitching Camel, but the German
pilots who looked back and saw it
through the blur of Parker's prop
got no pleasure out of it. For now
it was the smile of a man who would
kill a German with the same eager-
ness he would kiss a pretty woman.

Larry Blake sat behind his gun

FOOLS 95

trips, his face a hard, graven mask
of hate. For today he fought with
hatred r.ot only for the Germans but
for one of his own team mates. That
man was Dave Finland, a replace-
ment. Kirtland had announced, upon
his arrival:

"I'm from Wyoming, gents, an’
honin’ to saw the horns of some of
these Hcinie sidewinders T

Kirtland was giving a good ac-
count of himself in this fight, and
Blake didn't like it. For the 43rd
Pursuit Squadron was a swanky out-
fit—fighters from hell, but gentlemen
every one of them. And here was
this roughneck, Kirtland, badly-uni-
formed, rough-mannered', uneducated,
from the sticks, winning himself a
place among the officers and gentle-
men of the 43rd! The thought lashed
the snobbish Blake to fury. Rough-
necks had no right to be good at
anything!

Blake herded a Pfalz pilot out of
the melee arid engaged him in a
savage little private war, off to one
side. The Hun lost, but there was no
armistice. He had been climbing.
Suddenly he was going down—as
nearly straight down as a Pfalz can
fall—with his limp body flopping
loosely in the cockpit and blood run-
ning from his mouth.

That made Blake feel better. He
hoped Kirtland had seen that. He
turned in time to see Captain Cran-
ston drop like a thunderbolt onto a
German wdio was circling with left
wing down. The wing stayed down,
the ship going into a sideslip and
from that into a wild, ungoverned
dive that ended in a pillar of fire and
smoke on the ground a mile below.

Kirtland had seen both those vic-
tories, and his grey-blue eyes
gleamed with admiration and the
light of battle. His lean body tensed
in the cockpit, and his wide, humor-

cits mouth drawled determined
words into the roar of his big
Clerget;
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“Time | got me one o' them Ger-
man gents, too!”

He slapped his throttle across the
arc, and went screeching after a Hun
who was gnawing at Dade Parker’s
tail with machine gun slugs. Parker
went up in a graceful loop, intending
to come down behind his pursuer and
make a sieve of him.

But in that moment of the loop
when a ship hangs almost motionless
in air, upside down, another red
crate whipped in from one side with
Spandaus beating out a chorus of
death. Parker's Camel came out of the
loop, but Parker was dead in his
cockpit, his body cut almost in two
by the wicked Spandau bullets from
that second red ship.

The Camel swooped down on the
inside of the loop, but it did not
level off. It pointed its spinning prop
at the ground and kept right on go-
ing, end over end, wing over wing,
five thousand feet to the carpet.
Parker’s safety belt had been cut by
the slugs, and his body was thrown
clear, falling like a plummet to reach
the ground ahead of the ship,

They all saw that and they went
wild. For smiling, handsome Dave
Parker had been a favorite. They all
saw him die, but it was Dave Kirt-
land who moved fastest, who beat
Blake and the others to it.

The tall westerner, his bronzed
face swept of color and his lips flat
against his teeth, whirled his Camel
and went after the German who had
downed Parker. The Hun pilot saw
him coming and jockeyed for posi-
tion with a swift, expert wingover.

The kiwi shoved his stick to the
firewall, went down like a roller-
coaster wagon, then pulled the crate
into a zoom that centered the black-
crossed ship in his ring-sights. Tracers
streaked from his guns to knock
splinters from the German's struts.
The Hun writhed like a belly-bitten
hound, and laid his ship on a wing-
tip to escape the punishment.

But the hot muzzles of the Yank's
guns followed the maneuver, and
curled hair flew from the coaming of
the German’s cockpit and back into
his face. Something harder than
curled hair hit him a moment later,
almost lifting his head from his
shoulders.

His big body sagged forward and
to the right, carrying the stick with
it, and the Pfalz howled down the
skylanes, with one wing pointed to-
ward heaven and the other toward
hell.

WO Germans ganged Kirtland

then, compelling him to do a wild
dance to escape. A slug ripped his
boot, and another his helmet, and his
plane was riddled.

Then Hank Stevens roared in, with
Cranston alongside. They, too, were
under fire, with Spandau slugs shred-
ding their wings, but so savagely did
they attack that Kirtland’s opponents
ducked the hail of lead and rud-
dered away.

The fight had been moving toward
the American lines, and shortly after
that it ended. Germans and Yanks,
by mutual consent, winged for home.
None of the surviving Americans
was badly wounded, but there was
blood over everything, from superfi-
cial wounds. And their planes were
so badly shot up that their progress
through the air was a sort of blind
stagger. The Germans were worse
off, one of their ships being com-
pelled to make a crash landing be-
fore they had gone a mile from the
fight.

Kirtland looked across at Blake and
grinned, but Blake only glared and
turned away his head. Blake, officer
and gentleman, was boiling. For a
week he had been baiting Kirtland,
goading him with thinly veiled in-
sults, trying to get him to ask for a
transfer. But Kirtland refused to
lose his temper.

For a week, too, Blake had been
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telling Cranston and the others that
a damned roughneck didn't belong
with this hand-picked outfit. But the
Westerner had gone right on making
a place for himself that neither
Blake nor anyone else could take
away from him.

Blake had been badly brought up.
All his life he had been taught to
scorn people who were not of his so-
cial standing. Anybody who could
not shine in a drawing room and pick
the right fork at a formal dinner was
contemptible, in his eyes. And Kirt-
land—well, Kirtland didn't even
bother with a fork, usually. He used
his knife.

Major Knowles was on the tarmac,
waiting anxiously, when the four
ships wabbled in to a landing.

“Where's Parker?” he asked. There
was suffering in his eyes, for he had
loved the boy, as had all the others.

Captain Cranston drew an unsteady
hand across his lips, and jerked his
head in the direction of enemy ter-
ritory. “Gone,” he said.

In the major’s lean, kindly face the
lines of worry and strain seemed to
deepen. He looked at the four ships,
bullet-riddled, ailerons flapping, fly-
ing wires snapped by slugs. He looked
at the blood on the faces and on the
flying coats of his men, and he said,
half to himself:

“You've been through hell.” Then
he added, wearily, “Did you find any
trace of that battery?”

Cranston, lighting a
shook his head.

“What happened?”

“A double flight of Pfalzes jumped
us, seven miles behind the lines.”

The major nodded, staring absently
at the mechanics clustered around the
smashed crates.

“I've just had word from Wing,”
he said. “Those guns have been busy
again today. They blasted a battery
of 155’ howitzers loose from its trail
spades, destroyed all four guns, killed
twenty-two men.”

cigarette,
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Cranston and the others looked at
him, wordless.

“And that's not the worst of it,”
the major went on. “They concen-
trated on the railhead at Vilie en
Terre and blew the whole thing—
rails, trains, men, everything — to
Kingdom Come.”

“Vilie en Terre is ten miles be-
hind the lines!” Cranston muttered
the words in amazement.

“Ten miles.” The major ran his
fingers through his graying hair.
“And those guns must be at least
that far on the other side. God knows
what they're using to have such a
range, and to do so much damage—
sixteen-inch naval guns, maybe.

“Anyway, Wing puts it squarely
up to the squadrons on this front to
find that battery and destroy it
We've got to do it, boys— some-
how.”

TH AT night the pilots of the 43rd

barged into the village and to the
estaminet with the intention of tak-
ing on liquor. They wanted to for-
get Dade Parker, a clot of lifeless
flesh out there near the wreck of his
plane.

And they wanted to forget, for a
few hours at least, that infernal Ger-
man battery.

Blake was with them, and Kirtland,
and Blake’s eyes were scornful as he
looked at the Westerner. It was true
that Kirtland did not match up with
the others. His uniform was cheap
and badly tailored, and his legs were
slightly bowed. He walked with the
rolling stride of a man used to high
heels and rough ground. And his
grammar was terrible.

But his tall, muscular body had a
catamount grace, and the gray-blue
eyes were fearless and alive. The
others had accepted him for what he
was—a man and a fighter. All but
Larry Blake.

Cranston sensed trouble brewing,



98 THE LONE EAGLE

and drew Blake aside as they entered
the estaminet.

“Listen, my fine fellow,” he said,
“l can see that you're all set to stir
up a row with Kirtiand. Don’t do it.
He may not be like the rest of us in
some ways, but he's a scrapper from
hell, and that's what counts up here.

“More than that, he's a fine chap,
personally, which you'd find out if
you weren’'t so blinded by your own
damned conceit. That's plain talk,
Larry, but | mean it. If you can't be
friendly with Kirtiand, at least lay
off him. If you don’t, he may knock
you loose from your ears.”

“You think so?" There was cold
fury in Blake's eyes and in his voice,
“Maybe you think he'll beat me in
the air, too,”

“He might.
today.”

“That was an accident. I'll be an
ace before he gets his second e. a.”

Cranston grinned and laid a friendly
hand on Blake's shoulder. “That’s
the spiirt, Larry. Concentrate your
venom on the Hun, and don’t go stir-
ring up a feud in our outfit. If you
do, young feller me lad, I'll boot you
around the tarmac so hard you can
button your swanky pants around
your neck. That's a promise.”

But there was trouble coming, and
neither Cranston nor anyone else
could stop it. It began soon enough.
Kirtiand, alone for the moment, was
standing at the bar in bantering con-
versation with the pretty barmaid,
when an enlisted man of an infantry
regiment entered. He braced up to
the bar at a respectful distance from
the officer and ordered cognac

“Crave to cut the trail dust outa
my tubes,” he announced to the girl.
“How about a shot?”

Kirtiand caught that broad Western
twang, and said:

“Yuh ain't from Wyoming, by any
chance, buddy?”

The doughboy grinned.
home range.”

He made a good start

“She’s ray

“Yip-e-e!” Kirtiand slapped the
man on the back with a force that
knocked his steel helmet over one
eye. “This is on me, feller.”

They had a drink together, and an-
other, talking shoulder to shoulder
at the bar. When the infantryman
had gone, Kirtiand threw some franc
notes on the counter, picked up the
bottle of cognac and strode over to
the large table where Cranston, Blake,
Stevens and some of the others were
sitting. There was an empty chair,
and he sat down, plumping the cognac
bottle on the table.

“My treat,” he drawled. “Drink up,
gents.”

RANSTON filled his glass, passed

the bottle to Hank Stevens, who
helped himself.

“Jest met up with a jasper from

the tumbleweed country,” Kirtiand
grinned. “Shore seemed like old
times tub—"

“We noticed,” Blake cut in coldly.
The bottle had come to him, but he
ignored it. “Quite a family reunion.
Why didn’'t you invite your enlisted
man friend to sit in with us?”

“Quit it, Larry!” Cranston snapped.

But Blake was one of those men
who get ugly when they have liquor
in them. He turned his glass upside
down on the table with a clink that
sounded sharply ir. the sudden si-
lence.

“Have it your way,” he snarled, and
got to his feet. “I'm leaving.”

Dave Kirtiand was on his feet, too,
now. The puzzled, hurt look that had
been in his eyes was gone, and a
dangerous, steely glint showed there.

“Then you're not drinkin’ with
me?” he asked quietly.
“Not now, nor ever. You cheap

------ I” The word he used was a fight-

ing word in any language, and the
men in that room gasped as they
heard it.

“Wait!” The Westerner’'s bronzed

face was pale, but he held himself
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rigidly in control, “You ain’'t quite
yoreself, mister, or yuh never woulda
said that, I'm askin’ that you take
it back,”

Blake laughed harshly.

“Here’s your apology,” he snapped,
and his hand smacked against Kirt-
land’s cheek.

The others at the table came to
their feet then, but they made no
move to interfere. Blake had some-
thing coming to him, and they hoped
he'd get it.

“Yo're takin’ on too much steer,
Blake.” Kirtiand spoke quietly, but
his eyes were blazing.

Blake struck then with his clenched
fist. The Westerner caught the blow
in his raised palm, and his own big
knuckles jarred against Blake's jaw.

LAKE staggered. Then he tore in

with everything he had, which
was considerable. He was blocky and
powerful; not as tall as Kirtiand,
but more heavily built.

The two men traded punches that
crunched with a sickening sound
against flesh and bone, in the smoke-
filled air. Blake was a wolverine—
short, hard, vicious. Kirtiand a pan-
ther—tall, muscular, swift as light-
ning.

Blake rushed in recklessly. Several
times he bored through Kirtland's
guard and rocked the Westerner with
smashing blows that drew blood on
the tall man's lips.

But, in his fury, he left himself
wide open, and soon he took a punch
over the heart that sent him back-
ward with heels dragging the boards.
He tore in again, and steely knuckles
grazed his cheek, spilled him head-
long over a table in a crash of glass
and splintered wood.

The bearded, white-aproned French
proprietor danced frantically on the
edge of the crowd, wrung his hands.
But there were too many big Amer-
ican shoulders between him and the
fighters for him to get to them.
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And then Blake, rushing, ran smack
into a whizzing left that came up
from Kirtland’s boot-tops to connect
with his chin. He did a back somer-
sault, landed on his shoulders and
slid.

He lay for a moment, blinking at
the rafters, his face a smear of blood.
Then, before anyone could reach him,
he rolled over, tried to get up. He
could get no further than hands and
knees, and so, with red dripping from
his face to the floor, he started to
crawl toward Kirtiand,

The watching crowd exclaimed
with appreciation for that gritty play.
Kirtland’'s bloody lips parted in a
grin of real admiration, and it was
the big Westerner himself who lifted
the half-conscious Blake into a chair
and bathed his face with a wet towel
that someone brought.

When Blake had been revived with
a stiff shot of cognac he looked up
at Dave Kirtiand, standing beside
him. Kirtiand laid a hand on his
shoulder and spoke in low tones:

“Hell, Blake, no use our lockin’
horns this way. S’posin’ we—"

Blake shrugged off the friendly
touch, and Kirtiand had his answer
in the hate-brimmed eyes that stared

into his. He straightened, sighed
deeply.
“All right, mister,” he muttered,

turning away, “we’ll play her as she
lies.”

« * * * *

An eager youngster named Bill
Merritt came up from Pool the next
morning to take Dade Parker’s place.
That afternoon "A” Flight went on
another hunt for the hidden German
battery and ran smack into a seven-
crate flight of Pfalzes.

The five Americans went in with
Vickers pounding, motors howling
for the kill. They went in for blood,
and got it. Hank Stevens ripped
lungs and liver out of a Boche pilot
with almost his first burst, and the
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Pfalz kit the grass roots head on,
with motor wide open.

The fight spread out, became a
mile-wide, mile-high ball of furious
combat. Kirtland shook three Huns
from his tail as a dog shakes water,
and went up in a climbing vrille to
engage a German who was intent on
letting out Merritt's brains.

He caught the red Pfalz in his
ring-sights, lost it as the German
side-slipped, then picked it up again
and drove a burst into the tail assem-
bly.

The German pilot jumped as though
he had sat on a hornet, shot a
startled glance at Kirtland, and rud-
dered into the clear. Kirtland fol-
lowed. The German did a back flip,
red wings flashing in the sun, and
Spandau slugs whined past Kirtland’s
nose.

Kirtland put a wing down, came
around in a vertical bank, caught the
Hun just coming out of his dive. His
Vickers guns blasted like a riveting
machine, and those rivets nailed the
German to the firewall of his cock-
pit. The dive steepened, became a
spin. And a dead pilot cannot pull
out of a spin—

Blake saw that, and immediately
went berserk. The hated roughneck,
in less than ten days, was even with
him—two ships apiece. He threw cau-
tion to the winds, struck at his
throttle with a clenched fist, and
risked losing his wings in a shriek-
ing Immelmann.

Eyes aflame behind his goggles,
rage in his heart, he saw nothing,
heard nothing but the flash and crash
of his guns as he drove lead at a
circling Pfalz.

The Pfalz flipped up a red tail
and dived. Blake followed grimly.
He did not see two other red tails
go up, two other red noses come
sniffing hungrily for his blood. The
gray Camel shuddered with the im-
pact of Spandau lead, and still he
held to his course, unheeding.
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Not until a tracer bullet spanged
the motor cowling, glaring at him
with a warning white eye, did he
turn his head. And then it was too
late. They had him in a crossfire,
raking him from propboss to tailskid
with a hail of slugs.

He banked grimly, found clear air
for a moment, lost it as quickly. Lost
it, knew he was gone, braced himself
for the agonizing shock of bullets,
even while feet and hands still
worked desperately at the controls.

And then, abruptly, he realized that
the hail of death had stopped, and
he looked back, new hope in the eyes
behind the oil-smeared goggles. Some-
one had saved him.

Someone, yes. And that someone
was Kirtland, riding the haunches of
those two Pfalzes as a cougar rides
a steer. Snarling, ripping, clawing
with Vickers bursts that left the
Pfalz pilots with but one thought—
to get out, and get out fast!

One of them made it, got away.
The other took a burst through the
motor banks that sent black smoke
wisping into the horrified face of the
man in the cockpit. The smoke thick-
ened, blossomed into flame that rolled
back along the fuselage.

Out of the smoke lifted two gloved
hands, desperate, imploring, fingers
opening and closing spasmodically.
Then the smoke trail lengthened, be-
came a long black slide tipped with
a hot swirl of red.

B LAKE leaned into the slipstream
and drew a breath of clean air.
He looked up at the blue arch of the
sky as though he had never seen it
before. God, it was good to be alive!

But when the five ships landed
later on the home tarmac, and the
pilots legged out of their cockpits,
he had to force himself to approach
Kirtland, and his voice was harsh
when he spoke:

“Thanks, Kirtland,” he said shortly.
“You got me out of a bad spot.”
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Kirtland's eyes lighted. “Ferget it,
buddy,” he drawled. fGlad | hap-
pened along. We—"

He broke off and his half-extended
hand dropped to his side as Blake
turned away abruptly. He forced a
grin as the other pilots swarmed
around him with congratulations, but
his eyes were steely with anger.

In his hutment, Larry Blake sat
on his cot and smoked savagely. Kirt-
land had three enemy ships to his
two, now. Worse than that, he owed
his life to the Westerner —to that
roughneck! That was the bitterest
cup of all to swallow.

And then big Hank Stevens, his
hutment mate, came in, and Stevens
started right in on him.

IfAT the hell's the matter
with you, Larry? | saw how
you treated Kirtland, just now; we all

< *W

saw it. It was beastly!”

Blake bristled. ‘‘Listen, Hank—" he
began.

“Listen, nothing! You listen! |1

know how you feel about ‘officers and
gentlemen,” and | share your feeling,
to a certain extent, | like polish in
a man as well as you do. But—"

“You can't stand there—”"

“Shut up! I'm talking. You don’t
know a gentleman when you see one.
Dave Kirtland is a gentleman, or he
would have knocked your teeth down
your throat v’hen you refused his
hand out there.

“And I'll tell you something that's
a damned sight more important in
this war than the kind of dressed-up
lounge lizards you call gentlemen.
That something is men—honest-to-
God he-men! Men like Dave Kirt-
land, like all those ‘roughnecks,” as
you call them, whose bayonets are
between us and those German coal-
scuttle helmets over the way!”

“Look here, Hank—"

“And as for you, Mister Blake—
well, if you don't get wise to your-
self we're going to conclude that
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you're a damned rotter! Put that in
your pipe and smoke it!”

Stevens slammed out without giv-
ing Blake time to reply.

That night the hidden German
guns tore another American battery
and its personnel to fragments, and
ripped a Red Cross unit, nurses,
doctors and wounded men, to bloody
shreds.

That was the last straw, Squadrons
near and far took to the air with a
grim determination to find that bat-
tery, or die trying. Some of the pilots
died trying, but none of them found
the battery.

The sound and flash ranging sec-
tions of corps artillery had located
the hidden guns somewhere in the
vicinity of Aaronville, about ten miles
behind the German lines. But in that
hilly, broken, wooded area the bat-
tery lurked undiscovered.

Kirtland began to go on long, lone
prowls over Aaronville, circling high,
sweeping the ground with powerful
glasses. He was about to give up in
despair when late one afternoon he
found something.

The sun had set, and the blue haze
of approaching darkness was in the
air. Suddenly, nearly four miles be-
neath his circling wings, he saw a
wink of flame—another, another, and
a fourth.

Seconds later he heard, above the
drumming of his motor,, the deep,
thunderous roar of the firing. He
marked the general location on his
map, and sped, grinning, for home.
It was a bit too early for what he
intended, and he was almost out of
gasoline. “l1 couldn’t spot the exact
location of them drygulchers,” he
explained to the major. “Too near
dark, an’ | was roostin’ too high. An’
we can't send bombers to drop their
eggs all over a forty-acre lot.”

“Then what—?”

“Major, with your permission, I'm
goin* to land near there and do a
little gumshoe work, on foot.” ,
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«Til go with you,” Hank Stevens
said eagerly. But Kirtland shook his
head.

“Nope, fellers,” he said, “This is a
job for a lone range dick an’ not a
posse.”

The major nodded. He knew that
Kirtland was right, but he knew, too,
that the tall pilot had one chance in
a hundred of coming back alive. He
held out his hand. “Good luck, old
man,” he said quietly.

Circling again over Aaronville,
Kirtland looked down and saw no
lights, no sign of life. The night was
fine, with stars and a crescent moon.
Enough light, but not too much.

H E CUT the motor and slipped
quietly earthward, landing in a
field a mile south of the ruined town.
The battery, he figured, was about
half a mile south of the village. He
left the plane in the field, and headed
north.

He wriggled through a fence on
the edge or the field, stumbled through
a gully, and crawled like a stalking
lynx up a grass-grown hill, his hand
close to his old, cedar-butted six-
gun.

At the top he lay fiat in the tall,
dry grass, looking down a long, gen-
tle slope to a gulch with a much
steeper hill, almost a cliff, on the
other side. Then his nerves tight-
ened, and he gave a low exclama-
tion. He had caught the faint gleam
of a light against that steep hillside.

He crawled down the long slope
to the gulch below, and lay looking
up at the steep, rocky side of the hill
where he had seen the light. There
it was again, as though a curtain had
moved slightly in the breeze.

And then he understood. The Ger-
man battery was caverned in that
hillside S He knew, too, that it would
be next to impossible for bombers to
hit so steep and narrow a target. And
the Allied artillery could not reach
it without moving their guns into the
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front-line trenches.
regular Gibraltar!

Kirtland thought a while. Then,
smiling grimly, he began to crawl
upward toward that camouflaged gun
cavern. A buzz of voices sent him
fiat on his stomach again, and he lay
staring, unable to believe his eyes.
For the flexible raffia that covered
the broad opening, making it look
like a part of the hillside, was roll-
ing upward like a theater curtain.

Higher and higher it went, until
the interior of the gun position was
revealed like a stage when the cur-
tain rises. The opening, he judged,
was about a hundred yards in length,
and some thirty feet in height. Flash-
lights shimmered bluely on the great
tubes of four 16-inch rifles.

Men moved about, ammunition car-
riers clanked, immense shells were
slammed home with hollow, chucking
sounds. The gunners swung onto
their seats, officers snapped out firing
instructions, and the black snouts of
the big guns moved, up, down, to
the right or left, like lions sniffing
out their prey in the distance.

Kirtland knew that neither guns
nor bombs could destroy that battery.
He knew that he had to do some-
thing. But what? One lone Yank
against that powerful outfit! He
laughed bitterly, there in the dark,
at his own insanity.

But, crazy or not, he had to try.
Circling far out, away from observa-
tion, he climbed the rocky hillside
and then edged back, on a level with
the battery floor, until he crouched
near the opening. Lying fiat, he
risked a peek around the base of the
heavy wooden upright at one side.

The light inside was dim; only
the faint glow of the tiny bulbs on
the gun-sights, and the occasional
wink of a flash. The gun muzzles
stopped their motion, became rigid
on the distant target, whatever it was.

A guttural command snapped out.
Kirtland jerked back, clapped his

The place was a
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hands over his ears and opened his
mouth. He was just in time. With
a blinding flash and a rending roar
the gun nearest him fired.

The others followed in order. The
earth shook beneath Kirtland’s prone
body, and his senses reeled. Great
shells howled through the night wuth
a sound like freight trains crossing
a bridge.

Kirtland lay dazed for a moment.
Then, risking discovery, he writhed
forward on his stomach until half
his body was beyond the opening.
Suddenly his muscles tensed, and he
rolled on his left side, six-gun free
in his right hand. He had seen what
he hoped to see. A flashlight played
for an instant on a row of shells be-
hind the first gun, then lifted to
throw its round glow on a fuse rack
above.

The light moved away then, but
Kirtland lay with his lips flat against
his teeth in a hard grin. Fuses! Give
him that light again and he could
set off one of those things with the
sure, deadly aim of a man who could
clip a rattler’'s head at twenty yards.

One fuse alone, set off apart from
its shell, might do something. But
the explosion of arack of them would
surely start something. Kirtland
waited. He had time to think of what
would probably happen to him if his
plan worked.

There was a flash again. It played
on the fat, round bulk of the shells.
Then it lifted, framing the dull cop-
per gleam of the fuses in its beam.
A hand reached to the rack.

Kirtland’'s arm came up swiftly,
and his revolver beat a crashing tat-
too of six rapid, blurring shots. The
fuses went off like a bunch of cannon
crackers, and the huge shells fol-
lowed instantly, one after another.

Kirtland heard and saw only the
first of those giant explosions. It
hurled him backward, blinded, stunned,
unconscious, his limp body rolling

(Continued on page 104)

ACCOUNTANCY

One of America’s best paying professions

These Are

OPPORTUNITY DAYS
for the Trained ACCOUNTANT!

1JfTITH new state and federal legislation requiring
W more aecurate accounting from businesses than
ever before, the trained accountantis certainly a man
to boenvied. Much indemand, member of “America's
best-paid profession/* an important figure in affairs,
he is one of the most influential and necessary indi-
viduals in the Whole business scheme!

His is a profession YOU may be considering at this
moment. If so, don't fail also to consider critically
how, when, and from whom you will secure your
Higher Accountancy training. Consider particularly
LaSalle's record of more than 500,000 Accountancy-
trained men and women during the past thirty years
—arecord.unsurpassed by any othereducationalinsti-
tution..

Remember, top, how numerous are the available

As to the training itself, you will find it absolutely
complete; from Elements through to Accounting
Systems, and a choice Of twelve post-graduateelec-
tives, including G. P. A. Coaching that qualifies you
thoroughly.

Spare-time study does it all! No interference with
your presentworkand acareful analysis of thousands
of student historiesreveals that some have realized, in
increased later earnings, as high as $50 returns on
every' hour devoted to such study.

If you' are'actually in earnest—are willingtowork
devotedly for your future success, look into this
subject carefully, thoughtfully, and from every angle.
Full information and a 48-page survey of this op-
portunity field will be sentyou on request

Signand mail coupon for complete details

LASALLe' eXTENsFoN*UNIVERSITY
A Correspondence Institution

Dept. 43»D-HR ChUogo

Kindly tell me more about the present / ;'t\T&

opportunitiesin Accounting and how (l M
your training can help me %rasp them. LQ
Alsoscud ~ —frc-e—yourbookleton /C,

“ Accountancy, the Profession That Hu KM
Pass.” I-reg fM |

0O Higher Accountancy L_

Other LaSalle Opportunities: lisSSSS il& W

If morei nt.erested in one of the

indicated below, check and mad now.

eBusmess Management nExpert Bookkeeping
Modern Salesmanshlp DC. P. A, Coaching

O Law—Degreeof LL. B. pTrafflc Management

O Commercial Law pStenotypy

m\lne

Present Position
Address------- L e s -

108



104

(Continued from page 103)
down the rocky slope while those
frightful bursts spread from shell to
shell, from gun to gun, with shatter-
ing, volcanic power.

The whole long face of the hill
erupted in smoke and flame, while
stones and debris rained around the
American as he rolled. But he was
out cold, and knew nothing of all
that—

A long time later Kirtland opened
his eyes. Slowly, his gaze going to
the shattered hillside, he recalled
where he was. Slowly, too, he real-
ized that he was hurt. His face, caked
with dust and powdersrnoke and
blood, felt stiff as a mask, and there
was a warm wetness of blood along
his. ribs.

All ground him were huge rocks,
sent hurtling down the slope by the
explosions. By some miracle none of
them had crushed him. He sat up,
felt himself ail over, decided that
no bones were broken.

And then he heard guttural Ger-
man voices near at hand, and his
faculties returned with a rush. He
flattened and began to crawl toward
the gully, But he was too late. A
German loomed above him, Luger
gleaming in the starlight.

Instinctively Kirtland’s hand went
to his holster, but it was empty. He
cursed fiercely, gripped a stone the
size of a baseball, and hurled it

The German yelped and his Luger
spat flame, the bullet grazing Kirt-
land's cheek. Before the man could
fire again, another shot rang out from
behind Kirtland, and the big Heinie's
knees buckled. More shots cracked,
and Kirtland ducked behind a rock to
escape the slugs.

Someone joined him there, crouch-
ing beside hirn.

“Can you travel, Kirtland?”

Kirtland

stared, and his lips
widened in a grin.
“Blake! What the—?"
"Don't get any wrong ideas.”

THE LONE EAGLE

Blake's cold tones wiped the grin
from Kirtland’s lips. "1'm saving your
life, if 1 can, because you saved mine.
Now, come on. We're going. Take
this,” He thrust an automatic into
Kirtland’'s hand.

The two wriggled away among the
rocks, heading for the field where
their planes waited. The Germans—
there were perhaps a dozen—followed
grimly, their bullets humming close.

When they got through the first
gulch and onto the long, gentle slope .
of the hill, the two men jumped to
their feet and ran, crouching low.
They were hard targets in the dark,
but a bullet seared Kirtland’s side,
and another drilled Blake's left arm.

"You hit?” Kirtland jerked out, but
Blake did not answer. They gained
the crest of the hill and dived, stag-
gering and stumbling, down the other
side. They could see the field now,
and a faint silver glint of moonlight
on the wings of their planes out
there.

Through the second gully they
scrambled, Kirtland weak, reeling
with loss of blood, Blake's breath
hissing between his teeth as he half
dragged his companion up the steep
south bank of the gulch and to the
fence that bordered the field.

There they stopped to reload their
automatics with fresh clips, and to
spang swift, jolting shots that
dropped two of their pursuers.

THEN, out in the field, a great
wave of flame sprang up, and near
it another. Blake gave a cry of
despair. Sneaking Huns out there had
set their planes afire, cut off their
escape!

“Well, damn you, | tried, anyway!”
Blake exclaimed bitterly. A hail of
bullets punctuated his sentence.

Kirtland glanced around swiftly,
gripped Blake’s arm.

“Come on—into that shellhole!
We're fightin’ it out!” He wriggled
under the fence, Blake close behind,
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and they tumbled together into a GET
huge old crater left by an exploding

shell, BIG M USCLE!!

The blazing planes lighted the field HUSKY
with a weird glare, revealing crouch-
ing Germans who stalked their prey
like timber wolves. Shoulder to
shoulder the two Americans went to
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IPEELOTS—this is aviation’'s biggest
Jt yearS Get ready for thrills in the air
news!

All Washington—in fact the whole coun-
try—is buzzing with conflicting reports
and opinions concerning America’s air
policy. Come right into the hangar, fel-
lows, and let's talk it over — and when
you've formed your own ideas, write and
tell me what they are.

Our air-minded President has advocated

the strengthening of our sky forces up to
a total of over 13,000 planes. Many avia-
tion authorities are all for the President’s
plan—while others are opposing him ham-
mer and tongs.

The planes we now have, they maintain,
are enough to defend our coastlines. To
build many more would be wasteful be-
cause planes become obsolete at so rapid a
pace that it's a regular shell game: Now it's
here, now it's gone! Today's plane is to-
morrow's contribution to the junk heap.

We've Got to Decide

This is no time to hem and haw however.
It’'s a time to act! So we have to make up
our minds in a hurry—and stick to our de-
cision. The argument advanced in favor of
going ahead with an intensive building pro-
gram is that the United States is fourth or
fifth—according to who does the estimating
—among the powers of the world with re-
spect to military planes, when we should
be first.

The recent revelations concerning the
air power of countries the world over have
been shocking. I'll give you the figures—
but remember this: Figures never lie, but
liars sometimes figure! And these figures,
devoted as they are solely to the number
of planes, leave out one very important
factor—the quality of the planes con-
cerned. U. S. A. doesn’t need to blush on

that account, for we're up on top in the
efficiency and modernity of our craft.

Well—figures say that Germany is two
and one half times as strong in the air as
we; Italy, one and a half times as strong;
Great Britain, one and a quarter times as
strong. That's according to one estimate.
Another estimate—this time one made by
our own army—presents the following in-
formation: ~y

The British Empire has 4,000 fighting
planes; France, 3,000; Russia, 4,700; Ger-
many, 3,000; Italy, 3,200; Japan, 2,000.

But the latest bombshell is the follow-
ing bit of news:

Germany is producing 500 planes a
month— Italy, 200 planes per month and
going up—Great Britain, 250 planes a
month— Soviet Russia’s figures are secret,
but hundreds of thousands of youths are
receiving air training. France is at present
behind Italy in production, but is making
strenuous efforts to remedy the deficiency.

lu the face of a world armed to the
teeth, what is the best policy for Uncle
Sam? You name it!’

Training of Pilots
President Roosevelt is said to be in
favor of increasing our army force from
its present 2,000 up to 10,000 planes—and

our navy has already been authorized to
build up a fleet of 3,000. Large military
orders will call for top speed operation of
our military aircraft factories and a con-
sequent increase in production.

In addition, according to a plan formu-
lated by the Civil Aeronautics Authority,
there is a proposal to train 20,000 college

students annually as air pilots. An even
larger number of mechanics will be
schooled.

I don’t think there will be much opposi-
tion to this plan of training pilots. Super-
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vised by army, navy and civilian flyers,
with every care taken for safety, thousands
¢l ambitious lads will get a good course
in aeronautics that is sure to serve them
well. We'll build up a vast reservoir of
trained flyers in case of emergency. This
study of aviation will be undertaken by
students as a branch of vocational train-
ing. It's a great idea—don’t you think so?

Air-minded youths the country over are
shouting “Whoopee!” They see a chance
to spread their vyings and fly—and are
naturally enthusiastic. It's a great thing
for them—and for our country. Let’s hope
there’'s no hitch in the proceedings. Maybe,
one of these days, commencement exercises
with caps and gowns and all the trimmings
will be held at airports, and the matriculat-
ing students allowed to fly off to their
homes with diplomas tucked under their
arms!

This new pilot-training plan will inci-
dentally popularize the airplane more than
ever as a private flying machine, With
thousands of persons knowing how to fly
when they leave college, civil aviation will
be in for a tremendous boom. Which is all
to the good and will help the prosperity
of the nation.

Join LONE EAGLES OF AMERICA

Meanwhile, kiwis, while waiting for your
big chance, study the flying lessons printed
in THE LONE EAGLE—they’ll give you
a good groundwork — and also try your
hand at building the swell model planes
we're giving you in every issue.

Also, if you want to do your bit in
America’'s march to air supremacy, you
belong in our world-wide organization—
THE LONE EAGLES OF AMERICA,
Ccrr.e on up and join, the sky’s fine!

There are no dues or fees. All we ask is
your interest, in aeronautics and in THE
LONE EAGLE Magazine.

See the coupon elsewhere in the depart-
ment. Clip out, sign it and mail it in to us.
We'll send you a handsome membership
card and you'll be a full-fledged Lone
Eaglet, joined in a common cause with
thousands of other air-fans.

Letters to the Editor

Thanks, everybody, for your swell let-
ters—and keep them rolling in. Remember
that I want your views and opinions re-
garding THE LONE EAGLE—plus your
viewpoint on national air defense problems
and anything interesting you may have to
say about aviation or your own air expe-
riences.

Letters, postcards, membership coupons
—they're all welcome. We want to hear
from each and every one of you—and
we're especially grateful to regular corre-
spondents who send us word of their activ-
ities several times a year. Their letters
ore always interesting.

Let's look at some of the epistles re-

(Continued on Page 10S)
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(Continued from page 107)
cently received. We start off with a note
from Cecil Anderson, Trout Run, Pa.:

After reading your last issue | think 1| should
write you again. I've been a member of your club
for Over a year and this is my second letter.

I guess there isn't a magazine on the market
I haven't read, but | have found that THE LONE
LAGLE is the book for me. | think the flying
course is excellent and, of course, the Hangar is
tops with me too.

Quite some time ago. | read one of Ooorge
Bruce's stories called “THE FIGHTING MONG-
ItEL.” One minute | held my sides laughing and
the next | felt like crying. It certainly was swell.

1 especially like the letters from pen puls and
I would like to hear from Hawaii, Texas, Alaska,
and from across the sea, and I'll be glad to answer
ail letters from anywhere”

Ok! I almost forgot. | think the members of this
club should have a means of identification, May |
suggest a pair of bronze wings similar to those
that head the Arbund the Hangar department?

I'll land on your tarmac again soon | hope.

Thanks for your letter, Cecil—but please
write more frequently in the future. Now
let’s turn our attention overseas to the mis-
sive from First Class Aircraftsman James
Somerville, Hut 16, R. A, F., Peterboro,
Northants, Eng.:

Thanks for my membership card and your letter.

The squadron is now at the Armament Training
.Station in Yorkshire, where the flying pupils now
work with live ammo and eggs for the first time
since they started flying. It is a bit of a thrill
for them when they take off with their first load
of bombs or their first belts of ammo in their
guns. Though this is the first time they have
dropped live bombs they are doing quite well as
we have only been here a week and have only
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toad three days flying, with four direction applica-
tion, with the given wind, shift and direction,
and we have had three direct groups on the center
of the target.

Now tell the Lone Eagles to beat that one, even
if it is the Royal Air Force of Great Britain.

Okay, James! Now, well fly back home
agairi for a word from Edmond Rose,
Metairie, La.:

I am a constant reader of THE LONE EAGLE
and SKY FIGHTERS. Looking over some old
issues, | noticed that the Lone Eagle formerly had
a pet parrot who was attached to him. | thought
the parrot would be in other stories but I notice

he is not in recent issues., | hope you will have
the parrot in the next issue.

Anybody else missing John Masters* pelf
If so, let me know. Well restore him to a
place in our novels. And now we steer to
Columbus, o.t for a chat with Dick Har-
bold, of 924 Linwood Ave.:

I have just finished reading "PILOTS OF
DEATH,” and | thought it was wonderful, it
sounded just like the real McCoy and no fake

stuff,. Port Columbus is just about a 10 minute
dmre from my home here in Columbus, Ohio, and
I go out there often to look at the planes coming
in and going out, watching beginners learn to fly
with smiles on their faces;

A friend of mine that went to the same high
school that- I did just received his Pilot's license
out at the Port and he was acclaimed the youngest
pilot in the State of Ohio; he is really the one that
got me interested in flying. | went out there with
him a couple of times and it was swell. Please
enroll me as a meinher as | have sent in my clip-
ping to that effect. Well, my guns are jammed
and there are two Heinies on iiiy tail, so 1'd better
get to workl

Next letter’'s from Richard Brooks,
Glasco, Kansas:

This is tile first letter I've written yon since
joining your organisation in 1634, so | tope it

rates tetter than being thrown In the waste basket.

I have always been interested in aviation and 1
hope to become a transport pilot sometime in the
future.

Judging from the stories 1|
Tin: 10M. EAGLE | would advise yon to keep
John Masters in the war. Be sure and continue
those Ambrose Hooley stories, too.

I would like to be listed as a pen pal and would
like to write to other members. Your companion
magazine SKY FIGHTERS is certainly good too.
Keep up the good work,

have read so far in

Vincent Holcombe of Richmond Hill,
N. Y., has this to say:

That story, “PILOTS OF DEATH,” featuring the
great World War pilot John Masters, was wonder-
ful. I hope you will keep up the good old World
War novels and have none of this modern stuff.

I hope I will get a job in Uncle Sam’s air corps.
Please have some more plans of ships in the
magazine, | am a model builder. Have never been
up, but my daft promises to take me in a plane
one of these days.

Well, one of those Boches is pumping slugs in
my gas tank, and I guess I'll have to land.

Again we skip across the ocean, to visit
with Allan Blake, Hut C. 9, No. 1. T. Wing,
R. A. F., St. Athans, S. Wales, England:

Comrades of this vast organization, here | am,
just one little, cog in a vast piece of machinery,
waiting to hear from all and any who may (safe
to write to me.

Before asking you to write, | suppose | must
make my letter interesting enough to warrant mv
friends sending me all the letters | expect. My

(Continued on page 110)
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offer in return is a long and interesting letter tfl
All who write, discussing anything you may wish.
I promise to furnish a large photograph of myself
in Royal Air FbTce; uniform to all who send me
one of themselves. Also | am willing to send a
photo of any aeroplane or airship in the world
upon request* haying a collection of nearly 1,000
on hand. | will also answer any question regard-

ig the life and the planes in the English It. A.

Hoping you all are striving as hard as | am
to make this movement more widely known, | must
leave you, but please don't forget which way to
splash _that ink, and soon- [ ]

My instructor is calling me to go down ror a
flip in my training kite, as we call all ©hips here.
It is a MILES MAGISTER.

Now hearken to a girl—Marion Kluter,
of Cleveland, O.:

I am sending in my coupon to Join the L. K. A.
and to tell yon bow much I enjoy your mag., espe-
eially the John Masters series. Most men done
approve of girls in aviation, but truthfully I'm
3list as interested in the progress of aviation as
any man can he® .

Tour I> E. A. flying course is really tops and
will sure be a great help to me when 1 enroll for
ground flying next year.

We’'re headed for Australia now—and
here’'s William Osborne, our welcoming
committee of Clarke St., Kennington,
Bendigo, Victoria, Australia;

I have been reading TUB LONE EAGLE and
SKY FIGHTERS for about 12 months now, and |
want to say that they stand superior to all other
magazine that | have read, | like the AmbroseMoo-
lev varus, and think that “SATAN'S ARMADA
was the best ftill-length novel I've ever read.

YVould vou pleaso admit me to membership m

LONE EAGLES OF AMERICA,
22 WEST 48th STREET,

NEW YORK CITY.

Gentlemen:

Please enroll mfe as a member of the LONE
EAGLES OF AMERICA. | am Interested In
flviug. and hereby pledge myself to work for
the advancement of aviation.

Street

City and State.....................
Do you want to be listed as a Pen Pal?
State whether you are a pilot, can fly,
ridden as passenger, or intend to

have
become a

P oilot. ., s e .

Date....,,.,.....

(Signature)

IMPORTANT:
dressed envelope
ident-iUcation card.

SPECIAL OFFER: To obtain a genuine
leather AVIATOR'S combination membership
card case and loose-leaf memo-book-—tear the
name THE LONE EAGLE from the covers of
any three issues. Mail these to the above ad-
dress, also enclosing a stamped self-addressed
envelope and 4 cents in TJ. S. stamps. Or, if yon
want your card case right away, send only ONE
cover name-strip and .12 cents in stamps, also
enclosing a stamped self-addressed envelope.
If alleady a member check here O
Foreign readers are required to send Interna-
national lieply Coupons or American Stamps

Enclose a stamped self-ad-
if you want a membership

4.39
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THE HONE EAGXJES OF AMERICA and also, list
me as a Pen Pal. My favorite sports are tennis and
Itoliing, and my hobby—stamp collecting.

Fellows, the next issue of THE LOME
EAGLE will be check-full of thrills! It'S
an ace number—opening with VULTURE-"
OF DOOM, a complete book-length novel
of U-Boat menace featuring John Masters.
This grand yarn will make yourlheart do a
Vriilc in excitement. For humor fans, there
will be an Ambrose Hooley howl, GOOSE
STEPBROTHERS. For model builders,
the Fokker Tripiane Dr. L And for every-
body interested in current history—THE
ANSWER TO THE MODERN HORROR
WEAPONS OF WAR, by Arch White-
house, a timely feature that will arouse lots
of comment. Just wait and see.

While waiting for the June issue of THE
LONE EAGLE, don’t neglect to obtain
the May issue of SKY FIGHTERS. WINGS
FROM HELL, the novel of spy activities
by Robert Sidney Bowen which will ap-
pear: in our companion magazine, packs
many a thrill. So long—and don’t forget
those letters!

—BRUCE MCcALESTER.

P. S. See THE SWAP COLUMN, Page 8.

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 the parentheses are
the ages of the members.

James l.aetaray (17), 752 Carroll St., St. Paul, Min-
lie-sota.

Joseph Daly (14), 596; Manhattan Ave., New York City.

Jc&n Seymour (18), 4906 Woodland Ave., Kansas City,
Missouri.

George Friend, Jr, (14), 224 B. Boston, Youngstown,
Ohio.

John Aster (20), 402214 W. Harrison St.,. Chicago, IlI.

Jack Sadler (1S), 708 Dougherty Place, Flint, Michigan.

Bill Osborne (18), Clarke St., Kenningten, Bendigo,
Victoria, Australia.

Howard littiedike (15), Fillmore, Utah..

Richard Lenake (1T), 1840 Irving Pic, R<l, Chicago, III.

Charles Bruna, Jr. (24), 310 IS. 70th St., New York

City, N. Y.

Somerville, Hut 16. No. 3 Souadron,

Force, Peterfeoro, Northants, England,

Marion Kluter (16\V2)«8016 Freble Ave., Cleveland, O.

Thomas H, Willis (21), 21 Main St., Southington,
Connecticut.

FhiJl E T. Krimmer (29), 2443 N. 22th St., Milwaukee,

J, Royal Air

Wisconsin,

A* C, Blake, Hut C. 9, No. 1 Squadron, Royal Air
Force, St. Athan, Nr. Bairy, Glamorgan, South
Wales,

S. Raymond Kinsella® (37), Woodlawn & Warren Rd,,

St. Louis, Missouri.

R. Martin, 33 Warnington St., Plaistow, London F, 13.
England.

Harold Davis (20), 89 Inglis St., Sydney, Australia,

Bernard Ldwenhach (14),
Milwaukee, Wisconsin.
Burtis Woolhtt (13), 113 E. Hamilton, Flint, Michigan.
Calvin Schriver (13), Box 502, Paris, Arkansas.
Eugene Lewis (15), 201 Lee St., Biloxi, Mississippi.
Richard Smith (14), R. F. D. No. 1, Pitcairn, Pdnria.
Otto Werner (14), Box 336, Aitkin, Minnesota.
Parrel! Fifield (14), 3400—1st Si, Des Moines, lowa.
Phil Hanna (12), 4309 Los Fell*, Los Angeles, Calif,

2920 W. Highland BlvtL

in 90 Days at Home

ana women of an a«<s_|8- ke *10.0¢
OGO m a s grl)e lay gmng saaent%«le Swe tso assage e
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fefenltariums, Clubs: I% ctors and
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Learn this, mtelrestl tig raoaey-making' protection’ la_you?_own
m

rlvﬁte patients as

home_ by mai throug_lh our hoiae study oourso. 8atn
SsstHTCtors aa 11l o ut NATIONALLY KNOWN resident eahmi.
A-cnp-ouia is awarded .upon- corepletion of; tho course. Course

-can becompleted in 3 to 4 moxiths.’ High School
trammg is hot hscesoary. Many earn big mono/.'
while leaning.

Anatomy Chads and Booklet" FREE

Enrol! how .end we will include uniform oosL’-
medical dictionary, patented reducing roller eai’
Hyorc”Therapy supplies 'without éextra cost. «
The reducing oourse alt&is x&sy be worth many
times the modesi tuition fee.

Send esupoii now for Aaatomy Ghe.tasod
bookletcento!Ring pLotogrgpba fehd Ietters
rom s.ucaoas u | Jg %détates* These will au
eusgut postp

THE C6i s of $werfith asssga

Successcr to National College™ of fifag

ept. G 83—20 East Adams Sirseh Chicago
You BWKy .iWnl. me KKLK and p.>Mipfid, Aa&tcmy Charts,. booklet
containin I|||at0%f||pba and letters from graduates anil eoiupkte
details, of your o
iSTajjie e e L L, . m .S, ,
City-.

INVENTORS

gimll ideas, may have large commercial possmll ties. Write us for
FKBL tubk “ Patent (|n|t|0 for the.3Even.tor" ;al Uof }n -
veinion" sonii. l),eim/* are- dahae*>Ik in pateut'3 =
mation ou .hsw .to l.-icceed,, CLAREfJpE_A, 0" 4
feERMAN, 5345 Adams Bulldlflt,. Washington, V,

Go asrapidly as your time md abilities permit. Course
equlvalent to reS|dent school work-— re ares you for

en rance '_?e Standard H é)p ed—
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American School, Dost. K-4S3, Orexd at 58th, Chlcajo

ORIGINAL POEMS, SONGS
for PUBLICATION and RADIO

and for submission t.o motion picture,
record and transcription markets,
WESTMORE MUSIC CORPORATION, Oeat, 44F, Portiand. Ore.

Wtnner.,, Most V/or!d's
School Congests —
EASY TERMS —FRtE TRIAL
WRITE FOR LITERATURE DEPT. B-*3

WOODSTOCK TYPEWRITER CO, WOODSTOCK, Il

EVERY ISSUE OF COLLEGE HUMOR 15 EVERYWHERE



(Us8- TF South Van Ness

She Go! *400*
for a Half Delia

9 will pay CASil/er]
\W.P Gilits. 11ilS ~

stamps!
psir?sr'

N~ J"ard MardoiMirir.iszeC0
or a single Copper Cent, Mr.
Manr.-ojrof New Yorli, 22.&00.00for
M>neSilver Dollar. Mss,G..F. Adams, Ohio,
=<ceelved$740.00forafe weld coins. Twill pay bif pricea
for all kindsofold cc:03,ii;iecii.ie, bills and stamps.
I WILL PAY $1C9.00 FOR A DIWIES

S, Mint,; SSO.Cttfors93?

SONG POEMS WANTED

TO BE BET TO MUSIC
Free Examination. Send Your Poems to
HA9. MgNEIE, BACHELOR OF MUSIC
Eos Angeles, Calif.a

statement of the ownership, manage-
ment, CIRCULATION. ETC*. REQUIRED BY THE

ACTS'OF CONGRESS OF AUGUST'24; .1912, AND;
MARCH 8, 1933, of The"Lone.. Eagle,- published bi-
monthly at New York, M. Y, for October I, 1938.

State of New- York ) =
County of New York

Before me, .a Notary Public in and-for the State and
County aforesaid, personally appeared N. L, Pines,
who, having been duly sworn according to law, deposes
and says that he is-th-e-Publisher of The Lone E&gie,
and that the following is, to the- best of his knowledge
and Belief, a true statement of the pwnershii), manage**
ment, etc., of the aforesaid publication for the date
shown in the above caption required by the Act of
August 24, 1912, as amended by the Act of March 3,

1933* embodied in section E&WPostal Laws and Regiila” .

tions, printed on the reverse of this form, to wit

1, That the name!? and addresses of the publisher,
-editor, managing -editor, and-business manager are:..

Publisher, Better Publications, Inc;, 22 West 48th
Street, New York, N. Y,: Editor, Bruce MCAiestei\
22 .West. 48th -Street,- New York,- N, Y .; -Managing
Editor, None; Business Manager, H, L* Herbert, 22
West 48th Street, New York, H* Y.

-2* That the'owners are: Better Publications:-,- Inc., 2-2
West 48th Street,- New York, N. Y ,. N. L. Pines, 22
West 48th Street, New York, N; Y.-

g. 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
securities, ares None.

4, That the two paragraphs next above, giving the.
names of the owners, stockholders, and security holders,
if any, contain only the list of stockhoiders arid
security holders as they appear upon the books of the'
company, but also, in case where the stockholder or
security holder appears upon the books of the company
as trustee or in any other fiduciary relation, the name
of the person or corporation for whom such trustee is
acting, is given; also that- the -said, two paragraphs

contain statements embracing affiant's full .knowledge.

and belief 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 M's 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 securities than as so stated by
him. .
v N> L. PINES, Publisher*

Sworn to and subscribed before me this 3rd day of
October, 1938. Eugene Weehster, Notary Public,

My commission expires .March 30, 1939.
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FIGHTIN* FOOLS

(Concluded from page 105)

when Blake and Kirtland, too eager,
showed themselves half out of their
hole, Mauser bullets came speeding
to drop them, side by side, uncon-

scious, onto the muddy bottom of
their shelter—
* * * * *

Side by side they were when they
came to, blinking dazedly in the light
of a hospital ward. Kirtland stared
up at a pretty, blue-eyed nurse who
was taking his pulse. She smiled at
him, noted something on a chart,
and turned to take Blake's wrist in
her cool fingers.

Kirtland turned his head, and the
eyes of the two men met. Blake
winked solemnly, and Kirtland
grinned.

The nurse dropped Blake’s wrist.

“You two are doing beautifully,”
she said, and showed white, even
teeth in an impartial smile at both
men.

Then she moved away with a swish
of starched linen.

The two were silent a moment.
Then Blake spoke:

“Nice, huh, Dave?”

Kirtland's eyes glowed.

“Yeah, Larry. Mebbe—mebbe she's
got a friend.”

A slow grin widened Larry Blake’s
mouth, but his dark eyes were wet.

“Mebbe she has, feller. 1t shore
ain't gonna do no harm to ask.”

answers TO QUESTIONS
ON PAGE 91

3. May, 1917
4. Nlettport 11
3. Navy Gross =

1. .Tultus B-UClder '
2, Bene Fenek, to avenge
George Guynemer

Read

THE LONE EAGLE

-Every Issue

N
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