



























































































































































The Gallows Birds 51

shouting, furious gyrines back. The
Spad throttles opened up with a song,
the blocks were kicked away, and with
a roar the three little black ships flashed
forth across the field, wing to wing,
hurling back a propeller blast filled with
dust, dead grass blades and castor oil
into the marines’ shouting faces.

Gone!

Halfway across the field they rose up-
ward in a sweet steep zoom wing to
wing, and at three hundred feet rolled
over like three plates. They came back
upside down, passing over the heads of
the throng on the field with silenced
throttles.

“And what's more,” the great voice
of Angus McGillibrochle boomed down
as he drifted over, “if Wee Willie or I
e'er sce ye laddies in the air, in Nieu-
port, Spad, Bleriot, Renault, or one of
yer own blasted Yankee crates, we'll
hop upon yer tails so hot and sair thot
there’ll be nothing left of ye except the
pinfeathers.”

“You're full of oatmeal and bagpipe
wind!” howled Slim.

“Send us your address, you Annies!”
screeched Finnegan. “We'll be up there
to give you what Brian O'Boru gave
the Black Douglas!”

“What was that, Finnegan?" said the
Conch.

But Finnegan didn't quite know, and
it didn’'t make any difference anyway.
The three swift black little chasse ships
had opened up their throttles again.
They went away roaring, climbing on
their backs. At a thousand feet again
they rolled over like three plates, and
went soaring away into the twilight sky
like rockets, northwest for the battle-
front.

“Oh, God, that's what we ought
“to be doing,” said Slim, with hot boyish
tears springing into his eyes as he
watched them go. “They had plenty of
their own damned Camels already, and it
wouldn’t have made any difference to
them if we'd kept the little honeys. It's
back to the mud-scows for us now. It
isn't right!”

CHAPTER 1V
Out of Luck

¢ HAT the hell, bud,” said Finne-

gan  philosophically. “You
wouldn’t expect a Mac to unloose his
hookers from anything worth good
dough, would yuh, even if he didn't need
it and had a million more like it. The
only thing a Scottie would give you free
is the smallpox, and he wouldn’t give
you that if he thought his wife could
use it. There's no use bawling, leather-
neck. They've got the crates, and we
ain't. I'd just like to be able to sneak
into those tough Macs' own chicken-
roost some dark night, that’s all. And
would I clean it plenty. Say, I wouldn't
leave them an oil-can.”

“Me neither,” said Slim vindictively.

“Well, anyhow, guys,” said the Conch
with a shrug and a brown grin, as the
pepper-grain planes faded away into the
dusk, “we can take the credit for having
set the cock-eyed little buses up okay,
which I kind of had my doubts of, be-
tween you and me. If they haven't
fallen to pieces before they're out of
sight, they're probably all right. I only
wish now we'd sort of planted a Mills
bomb with its pin out underneath each
of their scats, though. Yes, suh, that
sure would have zoomed them, if zoom-
ing's what they crave.”

“It'd take more than a Mills bomb to
rattle those hardboiled Aunies’ pants,”
said Slim. “I'll bet they cat ’em for
breakfast, cut up and sprinkled with
sugar. But I'll say this much for them,
can they fly!”

“Boy, ol boy,” agreed Finnegan with
reverence. “They may be only ignorant
heathen Celts, and all that. But you said
it, ace, can they fly!”

Major Pruyn was still sitting on the
ground with both hands planted on his
stomach, in a kind of Buddha-like con-
templation. Several of the squadron
kiwis and aerial truck-drivers had made
motions of helping their peerless leader




























































































































































Stars and Bars

CHAPTER XI
Court Finds Von Zant

T seemed to the Allies that America

would never enter the war. She
came in when France and England were
beaten to their knees and when a vic-
torious army under von Mackenson and
von Kluck were in the fight, fresh
from the terrific victories of the
Balkans. Fresh from terrific smashes
at Italy. There was no spark of re-
sistance left to the Central Powers in
the Balkans. The two field marshals
had seen to that. Russia was slipping
fast. There was a treaty about to be
signed—the treaty with the Bolsheviks
that would remove from the Allied
strength ten million fighting men and
the resources of a nation holding one-
seventh of the land area of the world
within her borders.

Eighteen miles from Paris, German
guns thundered against the French
capital.

The prize of the war, Paris, lay within
easy grasp.

Aud then a stiff line of olive green
uniformed men charged madly out of a
woods before a town called Chateau-
Thierry. A handful of men opposed
to a great army. And so fierce was that
assault and so hungry those shining
hayonets that the advancing host recoiled
upon itself in surprise. The Imperial
Army had shot its bolt. Its men were
weakened by hunger. No artillery op-
posed the advance of those victorious
Marines. No great resistance greeted
that American attack.

The Imperial Army permitted itself
to be pushed back, much as an elephant
noves at the command of its mahout.
For the week Paris was saved. The
French Government sitting in the south
of France, where it had flown when
the situation seemed hopeless, took heart
and rallied the shattered French di-
visions. The English tightened belts,
looked back, saw Anglo-Saxons holding
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the line, and fought shoulder to shoul-
der with the men from the United
States.

It was at that moment that the tide of
war turned against the Central Powers.

ROM the 11th Squadron, R.F.C.

two men were transferred to the
American forces. They went because it
was explained to them that the American
Air Service needed seasoned American
officers, and that they could he more
valuable in an American uniform than
in a Canadian uniform.

Court Wayne and Tommy Thompson
were commissioned in the American
Air.  Court was made C. O. of the
newly formed 60th Pursuit Squadron.
Under him he had war-tried American
pilots who had been transferred from
English, French and Belgian Esca-
drilles. He found no joy in his new task.
Rather, he found a dull fear. A fear
that crept up upon him in the night, a
fear that told him that the stone walls
and iron bars were close to him, and
that his days as a free man were few.
He knew that sooner or later he would
be recognized as Court Wayne, “mur-
derer” and an escaped prisoner. When
that recognition came—he shuddered.
In some things he was not a steel ma-
chine.

He found von Zant the first time he
took his new command on a cruise over
the Lines. He had a new station at Sen-
lis, near the Oise. He had traded his
Camel for a Spad. He liked the Spad
better ; it was a better fighting weapon.
He was leading the 60th along the Oise.
They followed him on in a sort of awe.
All of them had heard of the 11th and
the man the Lines knew as “The Ex-
terminator.”” They were proud to serve
under him. It gave Court a laugh. He
would not be much of an idol if they
found he was an escaped convict. He
was friendly with none of them except-
ing Tommy Thompson. That friend-
ship never grew less.

They were headed north along the
Oise when the enemy formation jumped
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and cscaped convict home on a litter.
They carried him on board the transport
at Bordcaux on a litter. It was a few
days after the Armistice had been
signed. T{e knew that he was still
living. It made little difference. He
knew that he was going back to the
States—and back to prison. It did not
hurt so much as the knowledge that
Jane had not visited him in the hospital.
He believed that he could depend upon
Jane—but she had not believed in him.
He knew the story. They had told her
the old tale—Courtney Wayne, savage,
coward, murderer—shot Art Sheldon
in the back—escaped life termer. He
could think sanely of those things now.

They carried him down the gangplank
in Charleston. They handled him rather
gently he thought for an escaped mur-
derer. They loaded him into a private
ambulance that rolled along on noiseless
wheels and without a jar. They drove
him until it seemed they would never
stop. Then they unloaded him again
and carried the litter up a flight of gran-
ite steps. A knife of ice pierced his
heart. He struggled to keep from cry-
ing out. He heard the creak of forty
ton gates swinging open. He felt the
chill of the prison interior. They were
carrying him along the hall—the cold
stone lined hallway. He knew this hall-
way well. Tt led to the warden’s office.

They carried him into the brilliantly
lighted room. A man was bending over
him. A man who touched his shoulder
with a gentle hand. Court recognized
him. The warden of the prison.

“I'm glad to see you back, Wayne,”
said the Warden.

A tear welled out of the corner of
Court’s cyes. He tried to smile. He
tried to he game. He could only croak.
“Thanks!”’ he said. “I’d be a liar if I
said I was glad to be back.”

Then he noticed that there were other
people in the room. Several of them.
They were looking at him curiously. He
blinked rapidly. He stared. He saw
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golden hair and blue eyes. He blinked
again rapidly. Jane? Here? He groaned.
He couldn't act like this they'd think
him a nut, but he was looking at a face
that was Jane's and at a smile that was
Jane’s and he was listening to a con-
tralto voice that sounded like Jane’s. The
voice was reading from a paper with
a huge red seal:

—and we do hereby unconditionally par-
don the said Courtney Way~2, and order that
the Warden of the said institution shall re-
store him to full liberty and rights upon
receipt of this instrument, and that this un-
conditional pardon shall be in effect until
such time as the Courts shall have reversed
the sentence under which the said Courtney
Wayne was imprisoned.

(Signed) Wooprow WILSON,

He stared at them. Jane was laugh-
ing hysterically. She came over to the
side of the litter and kissed him gently
upon the cheek.

“You thought I deserted you,” she
charged. “You thought I had run away.
I did. T ran to Washington with a
sworn statement signed by one Sonia
Maryk, daughter of the one time Aus-
trian Ambassador to the United States.
She told the whole tale, Court. Told it
in front of a group of officers. They took
down her statement and she signed it.
She said she was sorry. She wanted
your suffering to end where her’s began.

“I felt a little sorry for her. She told
how von Zant had shot Sheldon in the
back because Sheldon knew too much
and was dangerous to them. Then she
told how the crime was fixed on you.
The President gave me an audience. 1
presented the affidavit and told him the
story. He wrote the pardon—and
you’re going home—with me.”

And so the litter was moved back to
the comfortable ambulance. The Forty
Ton Gates swung open for the last
passage of one Courtney Wayne, and
on the front seat of the ambulance, two
starry blue eyes looked out into the night
and found the sun to be shining in
golden splendor.

THE END
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