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\ BOMB HITS CROWDED ENGLISH HALL-GAlT~\

{perils rescu ers...!
A true experience of Frederick Mock- 
ford, Incident Officer, Deptford Dis
trict Civil Defense, London... as ca- 
blegrammed by a war correspondent.
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WORKED THROUGH NIGHT UNTIL DAYLIGHT, BOMBS [ 
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How to Make YOUR Body 
Bring You3 FAM  E

.  Instead o f  SHAH f t  /  /  M \ \ V -

1 KNOW what it meani to have the kind of body that 
*  people pity! Of course, you wouldn’t know it to look at 
me now, but I was once a skinny weakling who weighed 
only 97 lbs.! I was ashamed to strip for sports or un
dress for a swim. I was such a poor specimen of physi* 
cal development that I was constantly self-conscious and 
embarrassed. And I felt only HALF-A LIVE.

But later I discovered the secret that turned me into 
"The World’s Most Perfectly Developed Man." And 
now I ’d like to prove to you that the same system 
can make a NEW MAN of YOU!

What Dynamic Tension W ill Do 
For You

I  don’t care how old or young you are or 
how ashamed of your present physical condition 
you may be. If you can simply raise your arm 
and flex it I can add SOLID MUSCLE to your 
biceps — yes, on each arm — in double-quick 
time! Only IS minutes a day — right in 
your own home — is all the time I ask 
of you! And there’s no cost if I  fail.

I  can broaden your shoul
ders. strengthen your back, 
develop your whole muscular 
system INSIDE and OUT
SIDE I I can add inches to 
your chest, give you a vise- 
llke grip, make those legs 
of yours lithe and powerful. 
I  can shoot new strength 
into your old backbone, ex
ercise those inner organs, 
help you cram your body so 
full of pep, vigor and red- 
blooded vitality that you won’t 
feel there's even "standing 
room" left for weakness and 
that lazy feeling! Before I 
get through with you I'll have 
your whole Trime "measured" 
to a nice new, beautiful suit 
of muscle!

Only 15 Minutes 
A Day

No "Ifa** "anda" or "mayfeaa." 
Just tell me where you want hand
some, powerful muscles. Are you fat 
and flabby? Or aklnnj and gawtar? 
Are you short-winded, pepleee? Do 
you hold back and 1st others walk 
off with the prettleet rtrls. best 
Jobe, etc.? Then write for details

about "Drmnme Tendon" and learn 
how I can make you a healthy, confi
dent. powerful HE-MAN.

"Dynamic Tension" is an entirely 
NATURAL method. Only 15 minutes 
of your spare time dally la enough 
to show amazlns results—and U*e ac
tually fun. "Dynamic Torwkm" does 
the work.

"Dynamic Tendon!"  That's the 
ticket I The Identical natural method 
that I myself developed to change my 
body from tbe scrawny, skinny-chested 
weakllnc I was at 17 to my present 
super-man physique! Thousands of 
other fellows are becoming marvelous 
physical specimens—my way. I give 
you no kad*els or contraptions to fool 
with When you hare learned to de
velop your strength throufh "Dynam
ic T en d o n /’ you can laugh st orf<- 
flnai muiHe-makers You simply 
utilize the DORMANT muscle-power 
In your own body—watch It Increase 
and multiply into roil, solid LIVE 
MUSCLE.

My method—"Dynemia Tendon"—  
will turn the trick for you. No theory 
—every exercise la practical. And, 
man, so easy! Spend only 15 minutes 
a day in your own home. Frees the 
very start you'll be using my method 
of "Dynamic. Tendon”  almost t—-*~- 
sdously every minute of the
walking, betiding over, 
B U llrf MUSCLE and ’

etc.
VITALITY

Holder of title. 
"Tho World's 
Most Perfectly 
Developed Man.** 
As be looks to
day. from actual 
untouched snap
shot.

FREE BOOK
In It I talk to you in strsight-frrxn-
the-shoulder language. Packed with in
spirational pictures of myself and pupils—fellows who 
became NEW MEN in strength, my way Let me 
show you what I helped THEM do. 8 te what I can 
do for YOU1 For s real thrill, send for this book today. 
AT ONCE. CHARLES ATLAS, Dept. 7ft. 115 East 
23rd Street, Now York. N. Y.

CHARLES ATLAS, Dept. 778,
115 E a s t  23rd S tree t, N ew  Y o rk , N . Y.

T went tbe proof that your system of "Dynamic Ten
sion" will help make a New Man of me—give me a 
healthy, husky body and big muscle development, fiend 
me your free book. "Everlasting Health and Strength."

Name ................. ............................
(Please print or write plainly)

I  Address .......... ................ ..........................

I  CltT.........................................  St at.........
O  Check here i f  under 16 for Booklet A.



TO OUR READERS O ur m w  attractive space-saving typography conserves paper in conformity 
with government rationing— but there is N O  REDU CT IO N  in reading matter.

“Only the strength of greater armaments— made by free men— in the hands of 
free men— can destroy the Axis machinery of slavery ”

—SECRETARY OF WAR HENRY L. STIMSON.
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Thud Qa&juc

SPITFIRE
YANK

An Exciting Novelet of 
W ar Over Tunisia

By
JOE ARCHIBALD

THE
CAPTAINS
BIRTHDAY

A  Zooming Novelet

By
NORMAN A.

DANIELS
•

Plus a Captain Danger Thriller 
and Many Others

TWO EXCITING COMPLETE NOVELETS
MITSUBISHIS OVER M A N ILA  Tracy Mason 13

Dave Tilden Wanted a Certain Jap Throat Be
tween His Fingers— and No Risk Was Too Great!

H O O D O O  CARRIER . .. Nathaniel Nitkin 44
Lieutenant McGregor Upsets the Plans of a Nazi 
Spy and a Slue of Japs!

SWIFT-ACTION SHORT STORIES
C O W BO Y  IN THE SK Y ............. Edward McCrae 34

The Nazi Gloried in His Own Brand of Killing— but a 
Texas Puncher Showed Him a New Trick.

BORROWED STRATEGY.......... Lt. Scott Morgan 63
Forced Down Behind the German Lines, Captain Danger 
Puts to Use Some Lessons Learned from the Huns.

SHALL LIVE TO FIGHT............Joseph J. Millard 74
A  Yank Maverick on the R. A. F. Sky Range Can 't Keep 
Hi$ Feet on the Ground When His Heart Is In the Air.

SPECIAL FEATURES
PROP W A S H ....... ................... Joe Archibald 8

A  Live-Wire Department for Readers.

PRELUDE TO DESERT
C O M B A T ...............Major John McL. Redding 31

America's A ir and Ground Forces in Action.

THE FIGHT OVER THE
S O L O M O N S ............. Lieut. Hulbert Burroughs 40

Hying Fortresses Proved They Could Take It.

B A T A A N ..................................  Don Blanding 55
A  Tribute in Verse.

"PHYLLIS H AD  THE
STUFF . . . " ............. Lieut. Charles W. Paine 58

A  Plane and a Crew Prove Their Mettle.

H O W  UNCLE GEORGE BOMBED 
TOKIO ................................ C. S. Forester 73

A  W ar Bond Message by a Famous Writer.

Also  See “Do You Know  Your A ir F o r c e ? "  a Quit Feature, 
Page 71; “From Numbers to Nam es," Uncle Sam 's  Fighting 
Planes, Page  85; "O ft  the Runw ay," A viation New s and Notes, 

Page 96.

Published quarterly by Better Publication*. Inc.. 10 East 40th Street, New York City. If. Y. N. L. PINES, President. Copy
right. 1943 by Better Publications. Inc. Names of all characters used in stories and semi-fiction articlea are fictitious. If 
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self-addressed, stamped envelopes, and are submitted at the author's risk. August. 1943. It sue

Read Our Companion Air Magazines: SKY FIGHTERS, R A F  ACES, and 
ARMY NAVY FLYING STORIES



I  TRAINED 
THESE M EN

l M o A c me
YOUCAN TR A INTHAT

AAT HOMC FOR

G e o d J c d r  
'- R a d iou t
Mail the Coupon for a FREE 

lesson from my Radio Course. It 
shows how N.R.I. trains you for 
Radio at home in spare time. And 
with this Sample Lesson I ’ ll Bend 
mv 64-page illustrated book, 
“ W IN  RICH REW ARDS IN  RA
DIO.”  It describes many fascinat
ing jobs Radio offers, tells how 
you can train for them at home in 
spare time!510 Week

In Spar* Tim#
*'I repaired some Radio 
feta when I was on my 
tenth lesson. I reaUy don't 
see how you can give to 
much for such a email 
amount of money. I made 

4600 In a year and a half, and I hare 
made an average of $10 a week — Just 
spar# time.*’ JOHN JERRY, 1337 
Kalamath 8 t.. Denver. Colorado.

Lieutenant Is
Signal Corps

‘1  cannot divulge any In-
formation as to my type fff y + f&i
of work, but I can say
that N.R.I. training Is S': '<2;|
certainly on*ntn* In mighty
handy these days." (Name —
and address omitted for military

$200 a Month
in Own In in eu  

•Tor several years I have 
been In bualnese for my
self making around $200 
a month. Busin tie baa 
steadily Increased. I have 
N.B.I to thank for my 

etert in this field." A RUB J. FROEH- 
NBR. 300 W. Texas Ave., Goose 
Creek. Texas.

More Radio Technicians and Opera*
tors Now Make $50 a Week 

Than Ever Before
There’s a big shortage of capable Radio 

Technicians and Operators because so 
many have joined the Army and Navy. 
Fixing Radios pays better now than for 
years. With new Radios out of produc
tion, fixing old sets, which were formerly 
traded in, adds greatly to the normal 
number of servicing jobs.

Broadcasting Stations, Aviation and 
Police Radio, Ship Radio and other com
munications branches are scrambling for 
Operators and Technicians to replace 
men who are leaving. You may never see 
a time again when it will be so easy to 
get started in this fascinating held. The 
Government, too, needs hundreds of com
petent civilian and enlisted Radio men 
and women. Radio factories, with huge 
war orders to fill, have been advertising 
for trained personnel. And think of the 
NEW jobs Television. Frequency Modu
lation, Electronics and other Radio de
velopments will open after the war! This 
is the sort of opportunity you shouldn’t 
pass up.

Many Beginners Soon Make SS. $10 
a Week Extra In Spare Time

There’s probably an opportunity right 
in your neighborhood to make money in 
spare time fixing Radios. I ’ll give you 
the training that has started hundreds of 
N.R.I. students making $5. $10 a week 
extra within a few months after enroll
ing. The N.R.I. Course isn’t something 
just prepared to take advantage of the 
present market for technical books and 
courses. It has been tried, tested, devel
oped. perfected during the 28 years we 
have been teaching Radio.
Find Out What N.R.I. Can Do for YOU

MAIL COUPON NOW for FREE 
Sample Lesson and 64-page illustrated 
book. You'll see the many fascinat
ing jobs Radio offers and how YOU 
can train at home. I f  you want to 
j u m p  your p a y —mail Coupon at once in 
an envelope or paste on a penny postal ? 
J. E. SMITH. President, Dept. 3H09, National 
Radio

Washington,

Extra Pay 
in Army, ; 

Navy, Too
Men likely to go into military 
service, soldiers, sailors, ma
rines, should mail the Coupon 
Now! Learning Radio helps 
Service men get extra rank, 
extra prestige, more interest
ing duties. MUCH HIGHER 
PAY. Also prepares for good 
Radio jobs after service ends. 
Over 1,700 Service men now 
enrolled.

Training Men for Vital W ar Jobs

GOOD FOR BOTH FREE
MR. J. E. SMITH, Pr«ldont, Dept. 3H09 
NATIONAL RADIO INSTITUTE. Washington, D. C.

Mill me FREE, without obligation. Simple Lossoa and 64* 
paae book. "Win Kirn Rewards In Radio." (Xo Salesman 
Will call. Writ* plainly.)

A f e .......................

Name ..........................................

A ddreis ......................................................................................

^ .....................................................  State.................... 4FR-2



Which comes first —
Your second helping ? 

or our second front ?

You w a n t  t o  see  t h is  w a r  w o n —and won 
quickly. You want to see it carried to the 

enemy with a vengeance. Okay—so do all of 
us. But just rem em ber.. .

A second front takes fo o d ...fo o d  to feed  
our allies in addition to our own men.

Which do you want—more meat for you, 
or enough meat for them? An extra cup of 
coffee on your breakfast table, or a full tin 
cup of coffee for a fighting soldier?

Just remember that the meat you don’t get 
—and the coffee and sugar that you don’t get 
—are up at the front lines—fighting for you. 
W ould  you have it otherwise?

Cheerfully co-operating with ra
tioning is one way we can help to 
win this war. But there are scores of 
others. Many of them are described 
in a new free booklet called “You 
and the War," available from this 
magazine.

Send for your copy today! Leam  
about the many opportunities for 
doing an important service to your 
country. Read about the Citizens 
Defense Corps, organized as part 
of Local Defense Councils. Choose 
the job you’re best at, and start 
doing it! You’re needed—nowl

Contributed by the Magazine Publishers of America EVERY CIVILIAN A  FIGHTER



TREE!
T H IS  V A L U A B L E  N E W  B O O K ’ 
“M athranatle. M ade R a n j"  — „ lv c . 
you  sim plified Instruction  la  every 
phaoe of f lltn rin t A L L  typeo of 
w ork , P L U S a  F R E E  D eL uxe Pro* 
f e l o n s !  10 inch  S L ID E  B IL E . 
Saves tim e, sim plifies a ll  calvulat- 

li>E, fnsetlons, estim atin g , pereen tace, 
decim als, costs, ra tio s , etc. Com plete 
In stru c tio n s fo r  u a ln r  a  S lide Rule.

BO TH  FBER—with 
offer.

if you want
A BETTER JOB and BIGGER PAY

H.eoA+1
T h ro  New
SnA D O W O R A PH  Meth . __
— You Bead Blaeprlnts the First D*y

BLUEPRINT READING
A M A Z IN G  N E W  IN V EN T IO N

MAKES ILUEPRINT MACING LAST AS SUING A MOVIE 
UARN AT HOME — EASILY. QUICKLY — IN SPARE TIME

Thousands off Men Wanted A t Oncel
Better Jobe — Bigger P*y waiting for men who can BRAD BLUEPRINTS.
Is a sew quiok sad easy shortcut wap us leans Blueprint Raiding u  Horn*
short time — at so unbelievably low cost. This sensational "Bhadowmph" Method of Blue
print Beading ww crested by Nationally Famous Experts — skilled In teaching technical 
subjects to men without previous technical education. They hare eliminated all compllcited 
details, they explain all technical words la simple language. Certain* eretjUxing you need 
to know about Beading Blueprints — no matter what 
kind of work you do.

NOW AN YO N E CAN READ B LU EPRINTS
Everything about Blueprint Beading is put right at roar 
finger-tips I Simple as A, B, C. No need to attend ao 
expensive trado or technical school. No previous techni
cal or special education is needed. Here's s speedy Blue
print Beading Courts for all trades that li ABSOLUTELY 
different. No dry textbooks — yon learn by seeing and 
doing — and you READ BLUEPRINTS from the 
FIRST DAY. Wl|h this am as log new method — I 
minutes a day la all 70a need to read Blueprints 
on sight. This simplified, spare-time. Home Study 
Course meets all Blueprint Requirements for Civil 
Service and National Defense Jobs.

MEN of A LL  AGES 
and A LL  TR AD ES

If  yo u  a rc  a
MwEiala Stof.at. W.ldo-, c«r 

Shipbuilder, 
li i lh 8hc*' “ ‘ I* 1 Worker,
Worker, Aviatisn Mechanic. ate. 

you  n u l l  know
Blueprint Reading

to  w in p rom otion  
•nd bigger pay

Q U ALIFY  Q U ICKLY  
FOR A  B IG  PAY  JOB

Here la really big news for you — If you hart 
a Job. or If yeu want a Jek la any branch off 
aviation, shipbuilding sheet metal work, weld
ing. electricity, machine tooling, plumbing, car
pentry. radio, building automotive and Diesel 
Engineering, or any other off tbs mechanical, con
struction or DETON810 INDUSTRIES — the AUS- ______
TIN TECH. "Hhadowgiaph** Method CAN HELP YOU QUALIFY for a BETTER 
JOB AND BIGQKB p a t  in an aasastngly short time. This marrslous home- 
study method Is so easy — II enables m o a schoolboy to learn Blueprint Beading 
from the first day!

This 24-Volume Blueprint Beading Ceune Is packed In a specially een- 
strueted bookcase, which in itself it a union* 'Working Model** designed 

A  to enable you to read Blueprints from the first dsy. The Course contain* a  
over 600 Actual Blueprint*—Charts—Table#—Diagrams—Signs—Symbols 
And other Instructive Pictures that help you to read Blueprint* practically

CR EA TED  BY 
NOTED E X PE R T S  t
H. V. WALSH.

AUSTIN TECHNICAL PUBLISHERS
»S  7th Aw,. Dly, SU-S. New York, N. V.

EV ER Y T H IN G  18 SEN T  TO YOU AT ONCE!
The eewplete 24-Voluss# BMsprint RaadlM Oeurss sent ts you together 

I sis# set FREE—"M; 
thlsf Is seat In one

with
Mathe-

Everythlsf Is seat In one ship- 
ICC GIFT OFFER 18 LIMITED.

the specially eonstmeted “Working Medal 
matle» Made Easy** and Professional Slide Rale.
went ACT TODAY—DUE TO RISING PRICES FREE

A U STIN  TEC H N IC A L PUBLISHERS
275 7tk A m » ,  Dlv. *M-». N«w Twrk, N. Y.

Ctnid ln  tad Farvlta ardin moMftM, Fall amtuot matt u r a u u i  trim.

SEND NO MONEY

Bend me on FREE AfPBOVAL your com
plete 24-Volume Blueprint Reading Course 
with special "Working Model'* Bookcase I 
am to gst FREE "Mathematics Made Easy** 
and Professional ttllde Rule. I  will pay poet- 
rain I ]  95. plus postage and C. O. D. chargee 
on intril. if i  rstura everything within 5 
dtyi you are to refund my money tn full. ’ 
Otherwlio I will remit ( 2  monthly for j 
1 months and a final payment of $1 for the 
4th month until the total price off $8.95 Is 
paid. (1 0% discount If full payment aocom- I 
panics order—earn* refund guarantee.) J
Name.............. .

....................................  I
Address....................................
City.................
Reference..........
Address.............

• State.

• *f ywv escloee $1.05 with coupon— 
*• WL * F*F postage charges. Every cent 
refunded If not satisfied.



A  Department Written and Illustrated by JO E A R C H IB A L D

T HANKS, Flannelmouth, for clearing a 
path for your superior through the stack 
of mail bags. W e can see there won’t 

be much time for hangar flying this meeting 
as we have not seen so much mail since we 
were dunned that time for a final payment on 
a new tunic.

W e see that Liverlips Logan is back and 
welcome, planeherder. W e thought you were 
ripe for a P-38? Oh, we remember now. You 
see Liverlips attended a USO party on Long 
Island and took a deb home which was against 
the rules and a Doberman pinscher took the 
seat out of Liverlip’s pants. He flew by that 
seat alone and he will be a kiwi until he finds 
where the Doberman hides its trophies.

Herman Beep Fooled 'em
Herman Beep is back from the Pacific. He 

dyed his hair, had a plastic surgeon put putty 
in the lines around his peepers, had uppers 
made, and fooled the flight surgeons in the 
U. S. Navy.

Herman exposed himself even before he 
got a look at a Zero and he said Washington 
should take action against men that put fraud
ulent ads in the journals of the trade. He 
read where Navy life rafts came complete 
with stills. Then when he took a test ride in

one of the rafts he found out the still made 
fresh water out of brine and not corn mule 
out of mash I

Anyway, the still is going to save a lot of 
lives. It will turn out three pounds of water 
an hour and enough fuel comes with it to 
make more than fifteen gallons of precious

aqua pura. When they gave Herman the first 
drink, he spat it overside.

“It is water,” he howled. “I am poisoned!”

Score 12-6-9
When you read where a fighting ace has a 

score of 12-6-9, it means he has downed twelve

planes, has six probables and has damaged 
nine.

It is rumored that the R.A.F. has accounted 
for 400 of Adolph Hitler’s iron horses. No, 
der Fuehrer hasn’t revived the Uhlans. We 
mean locomotives that haul his vital materiel. 
No doubt there are signs up over the doors of 
employment offices along W ilhelmstrasse ask
ing for new Casey Joneses.

As we told you when we came in, the mail 
is stacked up here higher than Nazi alibis 
outside Goebbels’ office. So we have got to 
get down to serious business. Before we 
brief the first report, we must admit we are 
eliminating certain contributions because it is 
almost impossible for us to decipher them. 
Our handwriting expert has been called to 
Washington to help interpret income tax re
ports so you citizens who insist on writing 
with your hands bandaged will have to wait 
until next time.

Let’s have that fat one there to start off, 
Liverlips. It smells— huh? Of lavender?
Oh, my! It is from a future SPAR named 
Eileen and that’s all she wants revealed. Let’s 
see now:

I want to congratulate you on your fine upstand-
(Continued on page 10)



tymmb COYNE Shop fyauwnq tot
E L E C T R I C I T Y ' S .
NOW IN BOOK FORM..for War Workers and Men in Service

Look Them Over in Your Own Home-7 DAYS FREE
FOR “BEGINNER" OR “ 
PRACTICAL, EASY TO

OLD TIM ER”— 
UNDERSTAND!

El

Thi« great J-volumc home-study and reference 
setcontainsthecompleteCOYNE TRAINING 
IN PRACTICAL ELECTRICITY . . .  RADIO 
. . . ELECTRONICS . . .  in book form! In 
•our own home, you can go over each part of 
electricity as if you were taking my course at 

Coyne. Then you keep the big, fully illustrated 
volumes handy to solve your everyday prob
lems on the job, doing essential war work!

Includes New Field of Electronics
You learn A. C. and D. C. Motors, Armature 
Winding, Aircraft Electricity, Air Condition
ing, Power Plants. House Wiring, Complete 
new up-to-the-minute training on Radio, Tele
vision, and the sensational new opportunity 
field of Electronics. Every subject indexed for 
instant reference.

S E N D  NO M O N E Y !
Get Entire Course RISK FREE
I'm so sure you'll never part with this set that I 
want to send it to you on 7 days FREE TRIAL. 
Mail coupon today. Books will strive postpaid 
Examine them in your own home. If satisfied, sene 
$1,951 " * * •'. .. n 7 days and then $2 a month until the total 
rice of $13.95 is paid. If not, return them and YOU 

A PENNY. Rush coupon NOW!
price < 
WON •T OWE NNY. Rush coupon NOV

BOOK OF 150 SHOP PRINTS
Whim Dltfrim,

Rifiia Heoksss

WITH YOtPC
REFERENCE

SET!

150 big 8 J* x 11 inch shop 
prints — actual wiring dia
grams. motor windings, radio 
hook-ups. Now yours FREE 
with txx>ks. Big offerl ACTI 
Also 1year of Personal Tech
nical Counsel by mall on any 
electrical or radio problem— 
FREB with your set. Mail 
coupon TODAYI

CTRICAL SCHOOL, H. C. LEWIS. Pres., COYNE ELECTRICAL i 
i. J 500 S. Paulina St.. Dept. C3-T5.* Chicago, III. 
■ !  _ Send me the big J-voLume NEW EDITIONa  a  mm Z — ocum me me wg j-vouimc n tw  r.uuION Coyne Electrical

■ ■ I I  y  U  L  I Reference aod Instruction Encyclopedia nnd 150 FREE Goyue
Is  U  I  fy  r  | Shop Prints. Within 7 days alter receiving the books. l ‘U cither
w  w  "  " "  I return them or send you $1.95 and then $2 a month until the total
£|aJ[£Y|||Qj||' | price of $13.95 is paid. We pay the shipping charges.

SCHOOL I n a m e ............ ..........................................................................................

*® o£t*eEliliSt’ * ADDRI£s s ............................................................
| CITY................................................. STATE.....................
■ OCCUPATION..............................................................A G S.................
I f  IV r 1(1 O t Send cash price,$12.55.with order If preferred 
"ufIVL lU/w save $1.40. Same 7-day free trial, return privilege.



irow to turn tpar» hours into money. Be a draftsman, 
meotlnx link between a mechanic. and an engineer, 
the WOToenul opportunities for promotion that exist 
No experience or artisttc talent is needed. You don't
o leave your present JM> while lottnl&g. Use spare time.

American School, Dept. DDCM. Drexei Ave. at 58 St, Chicago
Gentlemen: Send me FRE75 information covering special 

training in subjects checked below. No obligation on my part. 
□  Drafting and Design Q Electrical Engineering□  Drafting and Design

for mem and women
□  Cad AccAibirng for

Manufacturing
Diesel Engineering 
High School CourtHigh School Course 
Plastics
Mechanical Engineering 
Aviation □  Radio 
Shipbuilding

Architecture and Building 
Automotive Engineering 
Business Management

Addrett

Mother. Home, Love, Sacred. Patriotic, Comic 
or any subject. Don’t  Delay—Send ub your 
Original Pctem a t  once—for immediate con
sideration and FR E E  Rhyming Dictionary.
CHARD BROTHERS 7,? T c M

IF I S e n d  Y Q U3T H I S  FINE S U It
Will You Wear I t  a n d  Show I t  to  F rland i?
1 need a reltable man in your town, to Wear a fine made- 
to-measure, all-wool Oomonstrating Sult-advertlse my 

famous Color clothing—-and take orders. You can make 
up to $12.00 in a day. My line contains nearly 100 Quality 
fabrics, all apnrtflonal values, guaranteed. You need no 
oxperiaooe or moans. I supply everything required FREE. 
w n ie to A is  tefMUg aboutyourself-age. etc. for FREB outfit. 

STONEFJEIJ&. 1338 W. Harrlgea, Oept 1^977. Chicago

don’t WORRY
Why put up with years of 
needless discomfort and 
worry? Try a Brooks Auto
matic Air Cushion. Thi3 
marvelous appliance per
mits the opening to close, 
yet holds reducible rupture 
securely, comfortably—day 
and night. Thousands report amazing results. 
Light, neat-fitting. N o hard pads or stiff springs 
to chafe or gouge. Made for men, women and 
children. Parable, cheap, Sent on trial to prove it. 
Hpver sold in Btores. Beware of imitations. Write for 
Free Book on Bhptore, no-riak trial order plan, and 
proof of results. AH correspondence confidential.
m m  company, 1*2 f  ?tst, S i,  Marshall, * * A

PROP W A S H
(Continued from page 8 )

in g  m agazine . N o t only  a re  th e  s to rie s  th rillin g , b u t 
ed u ca tio n a l a s  well. I  especia lly  en jo y  th e  sh o r t 
s to rie s  by  officers in serv ice. I  h av e  ju s t  finished 
read in g  “S ilen t W ings F o r  V ic to ry ” by  C h arles  
B rig h t. To some, th e  In fo rm ation  con ta in ed  in  the  
s to ry  w as bo ring  b u t to  o th e rs  w ho u n d e rs ta n d  the  
bas ic  fa c ts  o f a v ia tio n  i t  w as a  su m m ary  th a t  can  
on ly  be exp la ined  by a n  ex p ert. K eep up C ap ta in  
D a n g e r !

B u t th is  le t te r  w a s  w ritte n  fo r tw o re a so n s  and  
If It is  p rin te d  in  “P ro p  W ash ” I don’t  w a n t a  s in 
gle w ord  le f t out.

H e re ’s  m y  second reason  an d  a  fiery  rep ly  to  a  
c e rta in  Irw in  T itu n lk  w ho h ad  h is le t te r  p rin te d  in 
y o u r  w in te r  issue. H e m a y  live w h ere  th e  B ronx 
cheer is popular, b u t he d o esn 't know n how  to  use 
It. A s th e  fine M ayor of N ew  Y ork once sa id , quote, 
“T he B ronx  ch eer w as  n ev e r b o rn  In th e  B ronx, bu t 
b ro u g h t h e re  b y  people of th e  o th e r  s t a te a ” Look it 
up, Irw in . I f  Irw in  Is a s  loyal to  y o u r m ag az in e  a s  
he  sounds you’ll be  h ea rin g  from  him  sh o rtly .

L e t m e en ligh ten  h im  a s  to  a  few  fac ts . M aybe 
flying w as a  w om an’s p as tim e  once and  a  m an 's  
gam e. J u s t  a s  gu n s w ere  back  in th e  old d ay  a  
B u t th is  is 1943 an d  an y  fem ale  sh a rp sh o o te r  in 
m y s ta te  can  knock th a t  ch ip  off h is  sho u ld e r w ith  
a  U. S. Rifle, C a lib er .30, Ml.

L isten , ch ipm unk, hav e  you  ev e r h ea rd  th e  ex p res
sion “ F ly e rs  a r e  m ade, n o t b o rn "?  A ny fem ale  b ird  
c a n 't  be  a  “J a c ” C ochrane  o r  a n  im m orta l E a .rh art 
b u t th ey  can  love flying. I know . I ’ve ta k e n  a  
gTound course u n d er Don R y a n  M ackler an d  w as 
ab o u t to  ta k e  a  flig h t course w hen p lan es w ere 
g rounded  because  o f th e  w ar. I  w ould r a th e r  fly 
th a n  ea t. B u t to  m e bo th  a r e  essen tia l.

You sa y  g ir ls  should  keep aw a y  from  flying. E v e r 
stop  to  th in k  of th e  g ir ls  fe rry in g  bom bers to  E n g 
land  so o u r a llies  can  h av e  w ax w eapons?  A nd a t 
th e  sam e tim e  o u r flyers can  be sp a red  th is  ta sk  
an d  fly figh te r p lanes in s te a d ?  E v er stop  to  th in k  
of the  g ir ls  tra in in g  m en o f  th e  a rm ed  fo rces to 
fly? R ecen tly  a  flyer fro m  th is  reg ion  su n k  th ree  
su b s  off th e  A tla n tic  shores. G uess w ho ta u g h t  him  
to  fly.

A gain  I say , bo ttleneck , th is  is 1943 a n d  n o th in g  
is e n tire ly  a  m an ’s  gam e. Oh yes, h e re ’s a n o th e r  
th ing . My h a ir  is  ju s t  p la in  n a tu ra lly  curly . I 
don’t  w ea r m akeup  an d  feel a t  hom e in slacks. I ’m 
5 ft. 6 ^  In. ta ll, g reen  eyes an d  In sp ite  of a ll th is, 
never lack  m ale com pany  e ith e r  w ith  civ ilians or 
serv ice m en. So you  see  no g irl h a s  to be a  H edy 
L a m a rr  to  a t t r a c t  m en !

I ’m  su re  m a n y  g ir ls  a g re e  w ith  m e so I ’ll be 
looking In “ P ro p  W ash ” fo r  a g re e m e n ts  an d  a rg u 
m ents. I ’m especia lly  good w ith  a rg u m en ts . You 
see, I ’m Irish . In  conclusion I ’ll sa y  in th e  fu tu re  
av ia tio n  will be one of A m erica’s  g re a te s t  fields fo r 
o p p o rtu n ities  90 w hy shouldn’t  fem ales c a sh  In on 
th e  p ro fits?  In c id en ta lly , my occupation  is m aking  
p a r ts  fo r a e r ia l cam eras, bom bs an d  rad ios.

Take that and that and that, Titunik! W ell, 
you put out your neck and it looks like some-

( Continued on page 86)

CAN SINK U-BOATS
— — t  A V )Y  *  ■ ■—

Umfc4 $+iNsf*r
10



NOW! MUSIC LESSONS
fo r  / e ss  M a n  7 * 0  d a y ?

WHICH INSTRUMENT 
00 YOU WANT TO 
LEARN TO PLAY ?

Thousands have learned to play this quick, easy 
short-cut way, right at home— AND YOU CAN, TOO!
•  Yus, thousands have learned  to  p lay  
quickly and easily  th is  rem arkab le 
“P r in t  and  P ic tu re ’’ w ay. And if you 
spend only a half ho u r of your spa re  
tim e each day follow ing th e  in s tru c 
tions, you, too, shou ld  be ab le  to  play 
sim ple m elodies sooner th a n  you ever 
dream ed possible.

HAVE REAL FUN LEARNING

T h a t’s w hy i t 's  such fun  learn ing  
m usic th is  m odern, sh o rt-cu t U. S. 
School way. You learn  to p lay  by p lay 
ing. W ith  th is  am azingly  quick, easy 
m ethod you need no special ta le n t o r 
previous m usical tra in in g . N either do 
you need to  spend endless hours on 
hum drum  scales and  ted ious exercises. 
You learn  to  p lay  real tunes alm ost 
from  th e  s ta r t . And you can’t  go w rong. 
Because first you are  told how to do a 
th in g  bv the  alm ple p rin ted  in s tru c 
tions. Then a  p ic tu re  o r d iagram  shows 
you how to  do it. F inally  you do 
it youraelf an d  hear how It sounds. 
N othing conld be d e a re r . And sooner 
than  you ever expected you’ll be 
th rilled  to  find th a t  you can p ick  up

alm ost any  popu lar piece and  p lay  it
by note.

And ju s t  th in k !  W ith  the  m any U. S. 
School C ourses to  choose from , you can 
tak e  lessons on any in strum en t you se
lect, f o r  leas t h a n  74 a d a y ! T h a t includes 
every th ing  . . . valuable sheet music, 
p rin ted  in stru c tio n s, d iag ram s and p ic 
tu res, and  our P ersonal A dvisory Service 
. . .  no ex tras  of any kind. Is it any w on
der th a t  thou san d s have taken advantage 
of th is  m odern w ay to  learn  mimic u t 
home in spa re  tim e . . . and  to  Win new 
friends, g rea te r  p o pu larity , and  enjoy 
m usical good tim es galore?

SEND FOR FREE PROOF

I f  you really  w ant to learn m usic . . . 
to  be invited  everyw here . . .  and  get lots 
m ore fun ou t of life . . . m all th e  coupon 
below ask ing  fo r F ree “ P rin t and P ic
tu re” Sam ple and I llu s tra te d  Booklet. 
See fo r yourse lf how easy and p leasant 
It is to  learn  to  p lay  th is  m odern, sh o rt
cut, m oney-saving way. Check the  in s tru 
m ent you w ant to  play. Don’t  w ait . . . 
do It now ! U. S. School of Music, 2948 
B runsw ick Bldg.. N. Y. C.

PLAYS ON RADIO
As a proud student 1 can’t keep 
from telling you that u  a result 
of my course 1 hive a rood posi
tion playing from KTHS ertry  
morning.-* J.8., Hedtreiief. Ofcla. 
* Actual pupils' names onrequest. 
Pictures by Professional Models.

See how easy it is !
My C ountry ’T is of Thee Sweet L and of L iberty

free Illustrated booklet.

U. S. SCHOOL OF MUSIC
2948 Brunswick Bid?., Now York City
I am inurested in music st&dy. particularly In the instrument 
checked below. Please »*nd me your * ***"'* “ * * t , ‘
"How to Learn Musto at Hoftn.”
Piano Plane Organ Trembon*
Gaiter Accordion Tenor Banjo Flute

UKtlele Prletlcal
Drum's and Flnoer

Traps Control
Hawaiian Plain

Guitar Accordion 
Violin Trndipot,
Saxophone Cornet

Piocolg
Mandolin
MMefn

Elementary
Harmony

I
Hare you Instrument?

...... !
Harmony

I
Name

(Please Print)

Look at the diagram. Itm first note ah the ihusic Is C.
Follow the dotted line U> the keyboard and locate “C* on
the piano. Find the other note* the same way. Now strike the 
notes eg Indicated end you'll be playing the melody of that
famoue patriotic hymn, "America." Easy as A-B-C, isn't it?

I Address ..........
I City .................................................  State.........*...........

NOTE: If  you are under 18 years parent roust slen coupon.
Pare 2d — Slick coupon on penny postcard.



THIS W ISDOM MUST D IE /”

"Ttut hi 'That 4jave Sean 
7?anted S ttu yylln j Jjumanltij
FOR every word that ha9 left the lips of bishops or states

men to enlighten man, a thousand have been withheld. 
For every book publjcly exposed to thfc inquiring mind, one 
hundred more have been suppressed—damned to pilieton. Each 
year of progress has been wilfully delayed centuries. Wisdom 
has had to filter through biased, secret sessions or ecclesiastical 
council meetings, where high dignitaries of state and church 
alone proclaimed what man should know.

Are you prepared to demand the hidden facts of life? Will 
you continue to believe that you are not capable of weighing 
the worth of knowledge that concerns your personil freedom 
tmd happiness? Realize that much that can make your life 
more understandable and livable has been left unexplained or 
intentionally destroyed. At first by word of mouth only, and 
now by private discourses, are revealed those truths which 
secret brotherhoods preserved in ancient temples and hidden 
sanctuaries, from those who Sought to selfishly deprive hu
manity of them.

Let the Rosicrucians, one of these ancient brotherhoods of 
learning, tell you about these amazing truths, and explain 
how you; too, like thousands of others, may now use them 
to enjoy the fullness o f life. The Rosicrucians, (not a re
ligious organization) invite you to use the coupon opposite 
and receive the FREE copy of the fascinating, Scaled Book, 
with its startling tale of self help.

Scrib* W. X  Xt
T H E  ROSICRUCIANS (AMORC)
R o s i c r u d a n  P a r le ,  S a n  J o s e ,  C a f i f o m ia ,  U .S .A .

P le a s e  s e n d  m e  y o u r  F R E E  S e a le d  B o o k .  I  
am s in c e re ly  I n te r e s t e d  In  l e a r n in g  b o w  I  m a y  
re c e iv e  t h e s e  lo n g -c o n c e a le d  f a c t s  o f  l ife .

m e  R O S I C R U C I A N S  ( A M O R C ) N a m e ..........................................................................................

SAN JOSE, CALIFORNIA, U. S. A.



H e saw  h is tracers pour into the cockpit of the enem y sh ip

miTSUBISHIS OUER IMIHIR
By TRACY MASON

For His Own Sake and that of a Girl, Dave TUdcn Wanted 
a Certain Jap Throat Between His Fingers—and No Risk 
Was Too D a ngerous  in  Battling  for that Objective!

CHAPTER I 

Japan’s R ound

T HE heat was omnipresent, ener
vating. The dust clogged nostrils 
and throats. The food was scant. 

The water was precious. And day and 
night, the Zeros and Mitsubishis droned 
overhead, unchallenged.

Lieutenant Dave Tilden, United States 
Army Air Force, lay on his back in a 
shallow fox hole and cursed the Japanese 
planes that dotted the brazen sky. He

had been swearing at those planes for 
days, weeks, and his fervor had not di
minished. His bitterness had increased 
in step with the heat, the dust and the 
number of Nipponese planes that had 
flown in over the islands, to concentrate 
on Bataan and Corregidor.

And Dave had had to lie there and take 
it, the bombing, the strafing, the pam
phlet raids. For in all the sector, includ
ing Bataan and Corregidor, there were 
but four—count them—four planes able 
to fly.

P-40s they were and they were hidden

A SWI FT M O V I N G  A C T I O N  NOVELET
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in the jungles somewhere about. Even 
Dave did not know their exact location. 
The Japs knew the planes were on the 
peninsula and the little brown men of 
Nippon were trying to pull them out of 
hiding. With a lack of imagination 
peculiar to the fliers of Tokio, they 
pulled the same trick, day after day, 
sometimes five or six times a day.

Inevitably, the Nips would send over a 
single bomber, unprotected by fighters, 
and the bomber would loiter around in 
the skies over Bataan, hoping that the 
Filamericans would rise to the inviting 
bait and swarm up to knock down that 
lone duck. So far, the Yanks and Fili
pinos had resisted the temptation, but 
the strain was growing increasingly ter
rific.

E SPECIALLY with Lieutenant Dave 
Tilden. Dave had come close to in

subordination at times when he had 
pleaded with the C.O. for permission to 
take up one of those precious P-40s and 
knock hell out of the Jap bomber that 
circled insultingly overhead.

“Don’t be a fool, Lieutenant,” the C.O. 
had said curtly. “That’s just what they 
want us to do. You know there’s a pack 
of Zeros hiding upstairs to spot your 
take-off point. Maybe you would get the 
bomber—so what? Our hiding place 
would be blasted to smithereens and 
we’d lose the few planes we have. Nope, 
we’re saving those ships for a more im
portant purpose than knocking out a 
Mitsubishi.”

“Such as what, sir?” asked Dave in ex
asperation. “We haven’t been up for 
over a week and those Japs are having 
things their own way. It—it burns me 
up, sir, to see them thumbing their noses 
at us while we just sit around with our 
hands in our pockets.”

“You think I enjoy it?” asked the C.O., 
quirking an eyebrow. “Don’t you sup
pose I’d like nothing better than to climb 
into one of those P-40s myself and light 
out after them?”

“I—I’m sorry, sir,” Dave muttered. 
“It’s just this darned sitting around— 
helpless—not doing anything.”

“ ‘They also serve who only stand and 
wait,’ ” the commander quoted softly. 
“Every man in the squadron feels the 
way you do, Lieutenant, but they’re 
chewing their knuckles and taking it.” 

Dave nodded. That was true, he knew. 
Big Rafe Samuels, for instance, had had 
to be restrained bodily from highjacking

one of the P-40s and going up, after a 
shower of particularly insulting leaflets 
had cascaded out of the skies.

Leaflets that had to do with pleasures 
the Jap officers were enjoying in Manila 
—with reference to the white women 
who had been left in the “open” city; 
the “open” city that had been bombed 
repeatedly after General MacArthur had 
told the Nip commander, Homma, that 
the Filipino capital was undefended.

There had been other instances in 
which the patience of the grounded fliers 
had been tried to the breaking point and 
discipline had vanished in a flare of blind 
rage. But, so far, none of the P-40s had 
taken off—so far, the Japanese insults 
had remained unanswered.

Dave had looked at the C.O. and voiced 
a question that had been on everybody’s 
lips since that fateful day of December 
9th—two days after Pearl Harbor.

“Any—any word about some planes 
being flown in?” he had asked. “Any
thing from the top?”

The C.O. had slowly shaken his head 
but his eyes had told Dave what he al
ready knew. Dave and the others knew 
secretly that they were kidding them
selves, hoping for planes to come boom
ing in to Bataan. At first, there had 
been supreme confidence that the planes 
were on their way. A carrier, perhaps, 
would bring them—roaring pursuits and 
medium bombers that could wipe the sky 
clear of Japs.

Then, as days passed and lengthened 
into weeks, with no planes coming in out 
of the east, the confidence gave way to 
hope, and then to doubt and, now, to 
resignation.

THERE were no planes coming.
Homma’s force had nearly a thou

sand planes to work with. A thousand 
planes—against four.

Who’s fault? What difference did that 
make now? It was too late for recrimina
tions ; too late to hurl charges at any one 
man or any group of men. Now they were 
all in the same predicament, the care
less, the complacent, the stupid, the 
courageous, the ones who had fought 
futilely for precautions that were 
laughed at.

The past was past. The future lay 
ahead—and a black future it was, npw 
that the hope of reinforcements had 
gone.

The men, most of them, were stoic 
about the situation. But Dave Tilden
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16 AIR WAR

was fired by a burning hatred; a hatred 
of all Japs and of one Nipponese “gentle
man” in particular—one Mister Ham- 
manita.

Lying in the foxhole now, with occa
sional sprays of dirt and the pebbles 
thrown up by the Jap bombs showering 
him, Dave again conjured up the face of 
Mister Hammanita and cursed heartily. 
What he would give, he told himself, just 
to get that little man’s neck between his 
hands!

There had been a time when the men at 
Camp Nichols had regarded Mister Ham
manita as something of a joke. The little 
bar the Jap operated, close to the field, 
was a favorite gathering place for pilots 
and ground crewmen and it was the 
fliers’ delight to get Mister Hammanita 
talking about the great friendship which 
existed between Tokio and Washington.

“It will endure forever,” Mister Ham
manita would say solemnly, his eyes 
alight behind the tortoise-shell glasses. 
“All this talk of war between our coun
tries is stupid. Japan knows that a war 
between the two great powers would be 
a suicidal mistake. Yess.”

“If there was a war, Hammy,” some 
pilot would put in, invariably, “where 
would your sympathies lie?”

Hammanita would give as invariable a 
reply.

“I have been happy here in the Philip
pines,” he would say. “My sons were 
born here, my home has been here for 

'many years. I have been back to Japan 
but three times since I came to Manila. 
My friends are here. The answer is ob
vious, yess?”

Oh, yess, Dave Tilden told himself 
bitterly. The answer always had been 
obvious but it was not the answer the 
airmen had thought.

They all, every one of them, had 
laughed at Hammy and his solemnity and 
he had played them for the fools they 
had been. While they had mimicked 
him and drunk his beer and jeered at his 
oddly incongruous clothes, Mister Ham
manita had been sneering at them.

AND Esther had been one of the few 
—how pitifully few—people who 

had been afraid of Mister Hammanita 
and his friends.

“I don’t like it, Dave,” the girl had 
said one day. “Have you noticed that 
close to every field on the islands there’s

one of those little Jap bars run by a little 
Jap like Hammanita? Those little men 
can see practically everything that goes 
on at the fields.”

“So what?” Dave had said jocularly. 
“You don’t think Hammy and his friends 
are laying any dastardly plot, do you? 
That little man hasn’t sense enough to 
come in out of the rain. Oh, he peeks 
and peers and acts owl-eyed but all Japs 
are like that. It’s their nature. It 
doesn’t mean anything.”

Esther frowned and tapped her perfect 
teeth with a long fingernail. Dave eyed 
her and felt a warm surge of affection for 
this girl sweep through him. The islands 
would be empty, he reflected, when she 
went back to the States. And he still 
had to get her promise to wait for him—-« 
to wait until his tour in the Philippines 
was ended and he could get back to some 
station on the other side of the world.

“I—I’m terribly fond of you, Dave,” 
was the most Esther would say, “but I’m 
afraid it’s not love.”

“You’re sure?” Dave asked dismally. 
“You’re positive that it’s not that you’re 
a soldier’s daughter and you’ve made up 
your mind that the life of a soldier’s wife 
isn’t for you?”

Her eyes were honest and direct when 
she looked at him.

“That may be it,” she admitted. “All 
my life I’ve been moving from one Army 
post to another. I’ve never been settled. 
Ever since Mother died, I’ve been taking 
care of the Colonel and that means being 
constantly on the move. His retirement 
isn’t so far away and then, at last, we 
can have a permanent home, permanent 
friends.”

“And a husband who isn’t jumping 
around the world,” Dave finished. “But, 
look, Ess. Suppose I leave the Air Corps 
when my tour is up. Suppose—”

She shook her head decisively.
“Uh-uh,” she said. “You’d be miser

able, Dave, and you know it. I can’t 
imagine you selling bonds or insurance, 
or even flying on a commercial run. 
You’re not built that way. You’ve told 
me how flying’s been in your blood ever 
since you were a kid—fast flying, dan
gerous flying.

“No, dear, your real place is in the 
Air Corps, Dave, with some girl who 
loves the life as much as you do.”

“There won’t be any other girl,” Dave 
said firmly. “There never will be.”



"P re se n t ly  I shall have  the pleasure of shooting you  In the stom ach ," said H am m an ita

CHAPTER II 

Sinister Plot

THAT conversation had taken place 
on December fifth, 1941. Esther 

and her father, the Colonel, were due to 
sail from Manila on the Ashima Mam 
on the tenth. And, Dave had mourned, 
he probably never would see her again.

He had shaken himself free of the 
gloom upon him and had taken Esther’s 
arm.

“Come on,” he said. “I’ll buy you a 
drink for an early Christmas present. I 
can’t go into Manila with you because 
I’m due for patrol pretty soon. But 
we’ve got time for a beer served by the 
glittering-eyed Mister Hammanita. Per
haps you can trap him, expose him and 
prevent the total destruction of our de
fenses, including Corregidor.”

“Now you’re laughing at me,” she said 
indignantly. He looked at her, her light 
hair making a halo about her oval face 
in the sun, and he laughed.

“I’m sorry,” he confessed, “but you’re 
almost as solemn as Mister Hammanita 
sometimes, though in the opposite direc
tion. There’ll be no war, Ess. Every

body’s been whooping up war talk for 
months and the war’s as distant as it al
ways was—in the Pacific, anyway.

“No, it’ll be darned dull here, as usual, 
for years to come. Sometimes, I’d give 
my shirt to be with the R.A.F. and see 
some real action.”

Her indignation waned but there was 
the shadow of a frown on her face as 
she stepped into Hammanita’s clean lit
tle bar ahead of Dave.

“I hope you’re right,” she said in a 
troubled voice. “But Dad thinks—” 

She broke off abruptly as the Jap 
proprietor of the bar slipped out of the 
room behind the main bar and stood 
there, bowing and hissing between his 
teeth to welcome the customers.

“Dad thinks what?” Dave prompted. 
“Nothing,” Esther said abruptly. 
“Military secrets, eh?” laughed Dave 

Tilden. “Your lips are sealed.”
The sun reflected on Hammanita’s 

glasses as he looked toward the girl and 
then at the Lieutenant.

“Your pleasure, Miss, Lieutenant?” 
he asked. “It is a splendid day, yess?” 

“Yess,” said Dave, “and our pleasure 
will be two beers—unless you’d rather 
have something else, Ess?”



18 AIR WAR

“I—I think I’ll have tea,” Esther said, 
“f  have some excellent tea, recently 

arrived,” said Hammy. “Lately, I am 
sorry to say, my tea has been of poor 
quality. The China incident, I suppose. 
But this tea is worthy of your drinking, 
Miss Blaney. I shall prepare it.” 

Esther looked after the Jap as he dis
appeared. Her eyes were wide when 
she turned again toward Dave.

“How in the world does he know my 
name?” she asked. “I’ve never been in 
this place before in my life.”'

“Qh, Hammy knows everybody,” Dave 
explained easily. “He’s sort of a walk
ing directory and he’s got a great mem
ory. He’s probably seen you out here 
at the field with the Colonel and he’s 
put two and two together, and there you 
are. Nothing sinister about it, I assure 
you.”

H ER frown had come back then as 
she shook her head.

“Nothing sinister about it,” she re
peated. “That’s what everybody’s say
ing. Everybody’s taking it for granted 
that there’ll be no war, that all this pre
paredness talk is coming from the jingo- 
ists on both sides.

“But Japan is having blackouts, Japan 
is perfecting her air raid defenses, Japan 
is doing everything possible to get ready 
for a war. Why all this sudden outburst 
of war preparations, Dave, if Tokio 
doesn’t expect to go to war.”

“It’s Russia,” Dave said mildly. 
“Japan is afraid that Russia is going to 
jump on them one of these days.”

“Bosh,” the girl snorted. “That’s the 
answer everybody gives and you know 
Russia has her hands full with the Nazis 
right now. She doesn’t want an eastern 
front at all.”

“Then, perhaps, Japan is getting ready 
to jump on Russia,” Dave admitted. 
“They’ve hated each other for years.” 

“Perhaps,” said Esther, uneasily. “But 
my idea is that when Japan jumps, she 
won’t jump toward Russia.”

“Japan,” announced Mister Hamma- 
nita from the doorway where he had ap
peared noiselessly, “will not ‘jump,’ Miss 
Blaney, if you will pardon my interrup
tion. I couldn’t help overhearing your 
conversation. With a thousand apolo
gies, I must say that you are mistaken. 
Japan wants no war. Japan is a peace- 
loving nation.”

“She is demonstrating that in China, 
I suppose,” Esther said swiftly. “Nan
king was a perfect demonstration of that, 
eh?”

Mister Hammanita shook his head.
“The China incident is a regrettable 

affair,” he admitted, “but I fear the 
Americans have heard only one side of 
the story. Far Eastern politics is an 
involved subject and one which presents 
many problems too deep for the unini
tiated to solve.”

“But—”
“Oh, come on, Ess,” Dave had inter

rupted. “I’ve only got a few minutes 
with you before I go on patrol. Let’s 
not waste them talking war. Drink your 
tea like a good little girl. It’s going to 
be a long time between drinks—of tea— 
when you go home.”

Esther sipped her tea, her face still 
troubled. Hammanita, with a murmured 
apology, vanished again into the back 
room.

“He doesn’t talk like a tavern owner,” 
Esther murmured, when the little man 
had left. “His English is perfect.”

“He’s been over here in the Islands 
long enough to talk like a college pro
fessor,” Dave said. “But let’s forget 
Hammy. Let’s talk about us. You— 
you’re sure you couldn’t change your 
mind about me before you sail for home?

“I’m really a fine specimen. Twenty- 
six years old, unbelievably handsome, 
a dashing soldier of the skies, kind to 
children and animals, and after we’re 
married I’d be the epitome of propriety 
—wowee, how’s that for a little high- 
sounding talk on my own hook. Hammy’s 
not the only one who can sling words 
around here.”

THE girl laughed. “You nut. I wish 
—oh, I wish things were different 

and we were in New York and you had 
some nice, stodgy business like a haber
dashery and I was a home girl who’d 
spent all her life in correct boarding 
schools and correct colleges and had my 
debut and all that.”

“Uh-uh,” Dave protested. “In that 
case, you’d be on the make for a wealthy 
husband and I wouldn’t have a dime 
then, any more than I have now. I’d 
probably never have met you, as a mat
ter of fact. No, this way is better, even 
if you won’t break down and admit it’s 
me you love.”
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His tone had been light, but beneath 
his bantering voice had been a hungri
ness that the girl did not miss.

“I’m sorry, Dave,” she said. “As I 
said before, you ought to get yourself 
a nice little girl who loves flying and 
the Army life. Forget me—as I know 
you will before the Ashima Main 
reaches Honolulu.”

“Never,” Dave had insisted stoutly.
And later, after Esther had gone back 

to Manila, Dave repeated that “never” 
more fervently as he crawled into the 
narrow confines of the interceptor 
plane’s cockpit. The squadron, with 
“Hippy” Smith in command, trundled 
down the field, turned into the wind and 
was off, streaking into the sky in per
fect formation.

In the air, some of Dave’s gloom dis
appeared with the exhilaration that al
ways touched him as he handled the con
trols of this bundle of power. There 
were no better planes, no faster, harder- 
hitting ships in the sky anywhere.

Let the Japs wage the war that Esther 
and a few others worried about. Every
body knew that the Japs were bad 
fliers. Look at the miserable showing 
they had made in China, virtually un
opposed. The A.V.G. boys under Chen- 
nault had proved that a Jap in the air 
was no match for a Yank, hadn’t they?

It might be fun, he had thought, if the 
Nips did kick up some kind of a fuss. 
The Fleet would blast the Tokio paper- 
and-spit warships while the Army Air 
Force would wipe the skies clean of all 
the Nipponese planes.

It would be over in a month, and then, 
perhaps, the little men of Tokio wouldn’t 
be so cocky. Yes, he had to admit that 
the Japs were getting a bit too big for 
their breeches. But that was the work 
of those strutting little generals and 
admirals like—what was the new 
Premier’s name?—To jo, or something 
like that.

The patrol flight had bored through 
the sky, over Corregidor and Fort Drum, 
then over Cavite, and back over Manila. 
It was a routine flight but Dave never 
ceased to thrill over the panorama of 
Manila Bay as his plane swept over. 
There was little Fort Drum, a tight for
tress with its batteries of big 16-inchers. 
And Corregidor—as impregnable, they 
said, as Gibraltar.

“Let anybody try to take those babies,”

Dave had told himself. “They’d get their 
pants wanned before they got to first 
base.”

That had been on December fifth, 1941. 
And two days later, on Sunday, Dave 
drew a 12-hour leave and went into 
Manila to say goodbye to Esther.

SHE had held up her lips for an im
personal kiss as he started to go. 

Dave, his heart a lump of lead in his 
chest, held her hand for a moment.

“You’ll be back,” he said miserably. 
“You’re sure to come back. And I’ll be 
waiting for you when you do. You’ll get 
tired of the States and humdrum life 
there. You were born to adventure, Ess, 
and you’ll be coming back to Manila 
some day.”

“I—I hope so,” Esther had said, with
out much conviction. “But—please
don’t wait, Dave. It wouldn’t be fair 
to yourself or the girl you’ll meet some 
day and marry.”

“Nobody but you,” Dave said, hoarse
ly. “Nobody—”

The telephone shrilled and Esther 
crossed the room to answer it.

“Yes—yes, he’s here. I—what?”
A hoarse voice rasped at the other end 

of the line and Dave could hear the click 
of the receiver. Esther’s face had gone 
dead-white and her eyes were wide as 
she slowly placed the phone back in its 
cradle. She put out a hand to steady 
herself as she turned.

“Ess! What is it? What happened?” 
“The field,” she said, slowly. “All 

leaves cancelled. Pearl Harbor—Pearl 
Harbor—”

He caught her as she swayed.
“Tell me!” he commanded. “What 

about Pearl Harbor?”
“Bombed,” she said heavily. “This 

morning. The Japanese—the Japanese 
attacked just after dawn.”

“God!” he said. “Pearl H a r b o r  
bombed! They did it ! The crazy fools 
did it!”

He whirled and made for his cap on a 
chair, hesitated only long enough to 
come to Esther’s side and kiss her.

“Don’t worry,” he said. “It’ll be all 
right. This hotel—it’s pretty strong. 
Get under cover if there’s a raid. Oh, 
Esther—don’t let them hurt you!”

Then he was racing from the room, 
running for the elevators, charging down 
the steps when the languid lifts failed
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to respond to his signal instantly.
Clark Field was a scene of orderly 

confusion—if such a thing could be en
visioned. Pilots were hurrying to their 
planes. Several squadrons already were 
in the air. The anti-aircraft batteries 
were on the alert. The big listening de
vices were turning constantly, seeking 
out the expected drone of approaching 
Jap planes.

Dave dashed into the squad room, col
lided with Hippy Smith.

“What’s it all about?” he panted.
The big squadron leader, who once 

had been one of West Point’s brightest 
football stars, hunched his heavy shoul
ders.

“Don’t ask me,” he confessed. “The 
place is a hotbed of rumor. All I know 
is the Japs came down on Pearl Harbor 
this morning and, from what I under
stand, they just about knocked it to 
pieces.”

“The fleet—?”
“Who knows? Some say it was at sea. 

Others say it was squatted there in a per
fect target.”

“Those sneaky devils! The Nazis 
were bad enough but this—”

“Don’t waste breath cussing them out,” 
Smith said. “Get to your plane and say 
it with tracers. On the double!”

He had gone up, with the others, on 
the constant patrol that swept the skies 
over Manila Bay. Hours had passed, 
without any signs of a Jap plane. Night 
fell and still the patrols kept of their 
ceaseless v i g i l .  Dave came down, 
grabbed a bite to eat and a few minutes’ 
sleep, and went into the air again.

Close to dawn of December the eighth, 
Hippy’s squadron had been ordered 
down to rest, to stay in reserve.

“No sense wearing yourselves out be
fore the fighting starts,” the C.O. ex
plained. “It’s obvious the Nips aren’t 
going to hit immediately. They must 
have concentrated most of their strength 
in that raid on Pearl Harbor. Maybe 
we’ll get a few days’ grace before they 
regroup and come at us.”

He had telephoned Esther at the first 
opportunity.

“Looks like Tokio is on my side,” he 
had said with an attempt at light-heart
edness. “You won’t be able to take the 
Ashima Maru now, my girl, and by the 
time this is over you’ll discover that you 
love me.”

“Oh, Dave,” Esther had said. “It’s all 
so terrible. I knew a lot of people in 
Honolulu and I can’t help worrying 
about what’s happened to them. Midge 
Parkinson and her two babies, Ruth 
Burns and her family—all of them.” 

“They’re probably all right,” Dave had 
said. “You know how first reports are 
exaggerated.” '

“I—I hope so. What do you hear at 
the Field?”

“Uh-uh, can’t say,” he told her. “You 
know—military information and all that. 
Right now I’m going to get forty winks. 
Saw your Dad a while back. He’s okay, 
of course. This business looks as though 
it’s taken forty years off him. Slated for 
retirement and now he’s right back in 
harness again. It’ll do him a world of 
good.”

CHAPTER III 
Shadow Over Manila

D ECEMBER eighth passed without 
an alarm and the morning of De

cember ninth. Dave had been slated for 
patrol duty, beginning at 1200 and he 
had spent the morning wandering about 
the field, restless, unable to relax. He 
was walking on the outskirts of the field, 
watching the formations in the sky, 
when he remembered Mister Hammanita.

Instinctively, he glanced toward the 
little bar. His lips grew thin and then 
he half smiled. Poor Hammy! All his 
predictions that Japan and the United 
States never would go to war had been 
knocked into a cocked hat. And now 
Hammy was due to be tossed into an 
internment camp, if he hadn’t been al
ready. It was going to be tough on 
Hammanita, with all his admiration for 
things American.

He strolled over, tried the front door. 
It was locked, of course, and a scrawled 
sign said “Closed.” He peered through 
the window and saw the place was as 
neat as ever. The picture of President 
Roosevelt still was in place with the 
crossed flags under it. The bar was spot
less, the glasses in order.

It was as though Hammy had left the 
place for one of the visits lie always was 
making to cousins in Mindanao and the 
other islands, instead of having been
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trundled off to wherever they were keep
ing the Japanese.

He turned to go and then stopped, 
tense, his eyes squinted. Had it been 
imagination, or had he caught the splut
ter of a wireless key? He listened, heard 
nothing, and shook his head.

“Nerves,” he told himself. “You’ll be 
catching spies in your sleep if you’re 
not careful.”

He turned back, then whirled again. 
Yes, there was the noise of a tele
graph key sounding somewhere—some
where nearby! He bounded back up the 
steps. Nothing moved inside. He put 
his ear to the keyhole and the sound of 
the clacking instrument was louder!

Lieutenant Dave Tilden never ceased 
to regret the foolhardy rashness of his 
next act. His duty was to summon the 
guard, have the place surrounded and 
capture—or kill—whoever was inside, 
operating that wireless.

Instead, he stepped back a pace and 
launched his big-shouldered frame at 
the flimsy door of the bar. The lock 
popped and he half-sprawled into the 
place. Then he was heading for the 
back room.

Bursting through the door, he found 
himself in the tiny kitchen, as immacu
late as the front room. It was empty, 
silent. The clacking of the telegraph 
key had been cut off at his first plunge 
at the door.

He glared about him, his fists clenched, 
eyeing a room that lay behind the 
kitchen. This was Hammanita’s bed
room and it was empty, its only decora
tion another picture of President Roose
velt, beside a portrait of President Que
zon. Underneath the two prints was a 
strip of paper which bore the slogan, God 
Bless America.

Dave Tilden shook his head again. 
Was he, he asked himself, going nuts?

.. Had he imagined the sound of the tele
graph key? There was nobody in this 
tiny place, nor anything that could pos
sibly indicate that Hammy was a spy or 
even a Japanese sympathizer.

H E MOVED back toward the kitchen 
and stiffened again as his bulk 

crossed a faded carpet close to the bu
reau. The floor—the floor had yielded 
a bit under his weight! He bent, 
whipped aside the carpet and grunted 
when he saw the ringbolt sunk in the

floor, the hinges that lay level with the 
flooring strips.

Unthinking, goaded by an unreasoning 
rage, Dave Tilden wrenched at the ring
bolt. If he had expected to find the trap
door locked from the underside, he was 
surprised. He staggered back as the 
wooden flap sprang up under his tug. 
He peered down into a black cellar.

“Come out of there, Hammy,” he 
called. “Come out before I come down 
there and kick your teeth in — you 
filthy spy!”

Silence prevailed.
“Okay, Mister Hammanita,” D a v e  

gritted. “You asked for it!”
He half stumbled, half slid down the 

steep stairs and glared about him, search
ing for Hammy. Overhead, the trap
door banged shut, closing out the faint 
light that came from above. He heard a 
sibilant hiss and then he was blinded by 
the glare of a searchlight, turned full on 
his face.

T i l d e n  launched himself forward, 
hands grasping for the unseen Jap. He 
felt one wrist caught in a clutch of iron. 
An excruciating pain shot through his 
arm and shoulder. A heavy foot landed 
in his groin and he yelped instinctively. 
Then he was whirling through the air, 
to crash against the wall. After that— 
blackness.

He could not have remained uncon
scious long. When he came to he found 
the place lighted, his wrists and ankles 
firmly bound and a gag twisted between 
his teeth.

He lay motionless, watching Hamma
nita at the telegraph key. The little 
man’s thick glasses were gone now and 
his face was intent as he bent over the 
“bug.” This was a Hammanita whom 
Dave never had seen before. Gone was 
the stolid, slightly lethargic expression 
the barkeep always had worn.

In its place were the avid features of 
a hungry fox, and the Jap’s face was lit 
by some inner fire that cast its glow 
through the yellow skin. Now Hamma
nita wore the face of a fanatic, and 
Dave Tilden shuddered.

Harmless, funny little Hammy! How 
many hundreds, thousands, more Ham- 
mys were there in the islands? Hammys 
who ran innocent, clean little bars close 
to army posts, naval bases, air fields; who 
decorated t h e i r  establishments with 
American flags and pictures of Quezon
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and Roosevelt, and slogans like “God 
Bless America”? How many of the lit
tle Hammys had been at Pearl Harbor? 
How many were in the States?

“We were the dopes!” Dave’s brain 
screamed. “We were the saps! And 
Esther was right, all the time!”

He must have made some movement 
then, because Hammanita glanced at him 
sharply and saw he was conscious. The 
Jap turned back to the telegraph instru
ment, the earphones clamped on his head, 
and then, after tapping out a brief signal, 
switched off the apparatus. The little 
man removed the earphones.

He was still Hammy, with the thick 
torso and the ridiculously short, slightly 
bowed legs, but he was no foolish figure 
now, as he looked down at Dave. There 
was an evil smirk on his mouth as he 
reached into a pocket of the ill-fitting 
jacket he wore and pulled out a pack of 
cheap Japanese cigarettes. Coolly, the 
spy lit one and blew smoke through his 
nostrils.

“Lieutenant Tilden,” he said in his 
correct, stilted voice. “You are an ex
tremely foolish young man.”

D AVE glared at him. Hammanita 
carefully deposited the p a p e r  

match in a coat pocket and inhaled again.
“Extremely foolish,” the Jap repeated. 

“But then, all you red-headed fools are 
alike. Scum. Boisterous, egotistical.” 

He spoke deliberately, as though sa
voring every word.

“He’s getting some of it back, now,” 
Dave told himself. “All the laughs we 
had over him, all the little digs we 
thought too clever for him to under
stand, have been boiling inside him, un
der that yellow skin. And now it’s his 
turn to laugh.”

“The very clever Lieutenant Tilden,” 
said Hammanita, mockingly. “The very 
funny Lieutenant Tilden. The one who 
always had something very clever and 
very funny to say about Mister Hamma
nita, yess?”

He seated himself in a chair, across the 
room from the trussed American. His 
hand moved, faster than Dave’s eyes 
could follow, and came up with a heavy 
service Colt. Hammanita eyed the big 
automatic fondly and balanced it in his 
hand.

“Presently,” said Hammanita, “I shall 
have the pleasure of shooting you in the

stomach. There are more elaborate meth
ods of inflicting death, but unfortunately 
there is not enough time to initiate you 
into the more exquisite tortures. I’m 
forced to merely shoot you in the stom
ach and leave you here to die at your 
leisure. Painful, to a certain extent, but 
nothing like the entertainment I would 
afford you, had I the time.”

“He doesn’t dare shoot,” Dave told 
himself. “He knows that a shot would 
bring the whole camp down on this 
place.”

Hammanita smiled, as though he had 
read Tilden’s mind.

“You’re doubtless telling yourself that 
I wouldn’t dare fire a shot, with the Field 
on the alert, yess? My dear Lieutenant. 
In a few minutes—seven to be exact— 
there will be so much noise around this 
place that I could fire a field piece at you 
and nobody would hear it.”

He leaned closer to Dave, hissing 
through his big, white teeth, his unspec- 
tacled eyes agleam.

“You see, Lieutenant, in exactly seven 
minutes, Clark Field is going to be 
blasted into the same size bits that our 
glorious heroes made of the red-heads’ 
naval base in Honolulu.”

He smiled mirthlessly as he saw Dave’s 
eyes narrow.

“I see what you’re thinking,” he said. 
“It is impossible for our bombers to get 
through your patrols, you say? No, 
Lieutenant. It is not impossible. I 
have kept a very careful check on your 
patrols since the war began. And I have 
found out certain things.

“With the help of friends who also are 
working for the Empire, we know that 
it will be possible for all your American 
planes—more than a hundred of them— 
to be on the ground in exactly”—he con
sulted his wrist watch again—“four min
utes. A bit of clever work with a short
wave radio, beamed in on your planes’ 
wave length, plus a few other well-laid 
preparations, and there won’t be a Yan
kee ship in the sky when we strike.”

TILDEN groaned. He recognized the 
truth of this. Red, Blue and Gold 

flights came in for refueling at 1200, 
while his flight, Black, with Green and 
Yellow, took off. Red-A stayed aloft 
until the three relief flights were in the 
air. If Red-A were called in by a fake 
summons, together with Red, Blue and
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Gold, the sky would be clear.
“One more minute,” Hammanita was 

saying. “Ah, you can hear them coming 
in now.”

Tilden listened. There was the sound 
of planes coming in, roaring down over 
the little “deserted” bar. Dave tried to 
count them but found it impossible.

“Your commander,” said Hammanita, 
“probably is trying now to keep your 
RedrA flight in the air. But he’ll find 
the channels jammed, once our order to 
come in has been given. And now, we 
should see some excitement.”

Faintly to Dave’s ears came the sound 
of shouting, the splutter of planes be
ing kicked back into action. Over those 
sounds came a deepening roar. Dave 
could hear the bark of anti-aircraft guns, 
the wail of the sirens.

Mister Hammanita carefully dragged 
at his cigarette.

“ T h o s e  are the Emperor’s planes, 
Lieutenant Tilden,” he said carefully, 
precisely. “Mitsubishis—the best bomb
ers in the skies.”

There was a terrific crash, another, an
other—explosions smashed d o w n  in 
showers that blended into one sustained 
roar. The cellar of the Jap’s bar was 
filled with dirt from the concussions. 
The lights went out and the hole in the 
ground was filled with thunder.

There was a vivid flash of blinding 
flame, and noise beyond the ears’ capac
ity. Dave caught a glimpse of Hamma
nita crouched against the farther wall as 
the shack that had housed the bar van
ished overhead and the acrid fumes of 
explosives swirled down through the 
hole that had appeared beside the hid
den cellar.

Daylight, murky, red-stained daylight, 
filtered dully into the cellar. Dave saw

that his legs and torso had been covered 
with dirt. There was a stunning blow 
on the side of his head and then, for the 
second time within a few minutes, Lieu
tenant Dave Tilden lost consciousness.

H E CAME to when they hauled him 
out of the wreckage of the bar. 

Hands stripped off the gag and tore away 
the bonds at his wrists and ankles.

“Hammy,” he spluttered. “Hamma
nita. Spy! He was using a transmitter. 
Told me—”

“Yeah,” said a rough voice. “You just 
lie still. You got a bad conk on the 
head, Lieutenant. Just lie still awhile.” 

“Lie still, nothing!” Dave struggled 
to his feet. “I’m all right. What hap
pened?”

“What didn’t happen?” bitterly re
turned the man who had unbound him. 
“They came in and wrecked the joint. 
Some phony radio call brought down 
Red-A and they got the lot of us. More’n 
a hundred planes smashed.”

“I’ve got to see the C.O.,” Dave said. 
“Help me over there, will you, soldier?” 

“Sure,” said the man, steadying Dave 
with a hand at Tilden’s elbow. “But it’s 
kinda late to see the C.O., or anybody 
else, ain’t it? Take a look.”

Dave looked out over Clark Field and 
groaned. In mangled heaps lay the debris 
of the air armada on which depended the 
defense of the Philippines. Columns of 
smoke still boiled up from burning bomb
ers and fighters. Here and there, a limp 
form was being lifted into a stretcher by 
Red Cross workers. It was an appalling 
scene of death and destruction.

Mister Hammanita, all the little Ham- 
mys, had done their fiendish work well. 

The C.O. was haggard and shadow-
[Turn page]
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eyed when Tilden got to see him. He 
listened to Dave’s story and shook his 
head.

“You were at fault, Lieutenant, in try
ing to get the man alone,” he said wear
ily. “But all of us were at fault—at one 
time or another. No use disciplining 
everybody who made a mistake.

“All right, Lieutenant. I’ll send out 
an order to look for Hammanita. Obvi
ously he escaped, unless he’s buried in 
the debris. I’ll have the place dug up, 
but I think he’s gone by now. You get 
to a hospital.”

“Sir,” Dave said, straightening. “I 
don’t need hospitalization. All I want is 
a plane.”

The C.O. smiled faintly.
“All I want is a couple of hundred 

planes,” he said. “And I haven’t got 
them. Find your flight leader, if you’re 
sure you can operate. Maybe he’s got a 
ship for you.”

CHAPTER IV
Sky Clash

H IPPY SMITH was a disheveled, 
red-eyed, raging giant when Dave 

found him. The squadron leader was 
swearing in a monotonous roar, using 
the same words over and over again as 
he viewed the ghastly panorama of 
wreckage that strewed the field.

Already, the bulldozers were at work, 
trying to clear a runway, filling in the 
bomb craters. They worked fast and 
efficiently, but everyone knew that even 
their engineering magic could not re
place the planes that had been blasted in 
the Jap attack.

“Yeah,” said Hippy, “I got two planes. 
Our flight—what’s left of it—is supposed 
to take off in a couple of minutes. Sure 
you feel up to it, kid?”

“If I don’t get a ship,” grated Dave, 
“I’m going to steal one from one of the 
other flights. I’ve got to get into the air.” 

“Okay,” Smith said. “Take the other 
plane. Maybe we can catch up with those 
so-and-so’s. I doubt it.”

It was tricky business, taking off from 
the pitted, debris-strewn field. Twice, 
Dave thought that his ship was going 
over on its nose as it bounced into a 
cavity in the earth, but each time, some

how, he managed to get past the gully 
and, finally, he was in the air, chasing 
Hippy up through the black clouds of 
smoke that marked the burning oil tanks.

Dave flew blind for several minutes 
before he broke out over the smoke pall, 
to find Hippy a quarter of a mile or so 
ahead of him and to his right. He jammed 
back the throttle to catch up to his 
squadron leader and soon was on Hippy’s 
tail.

Dave kept his head turning, his eyes 
roaming carelessly. The ships that had 
made the attack on Clark Field apparent
ly had all flown back to base—-those of 
them that had not been knocked down 
by anti-aircraft. The sky seemed clear 
of Japs. Tilden cursed as he saw his 
chances for revenge, no matter how be
lated, go dwindling.

“On your right,” came Hippy’s crack
ling voice in Dave’s earphones. “Start 
climbing. They look like Zeros.”

Tilden stared and felt his heart leap. 
There, far above them and to their right, 
were specks which rapidly grew larger 
to mark them as Japanese attack planes. 
Dave shoved up the nose of his ship and 
felt the powerful plane leap forward in 
a steep climb.

The six Japs came in fast. As Dave 
watched, they broke echelon and formed 
a wide circle, which began revolving as 
the two American ships approached. The 
formation, Dave knew, was one of the 
toughest to crack, when the enemy was 
in superior strength. But they were 
Japs—friends of Mister Hammanita— 
and there was no hesitation in either 
Dave’s or Hippy’s attack.

Hippy went in first, horning up into 
the very center of the circle, oblivious of 
the streaking tracers that were focused 
on his plane. He roared up, then winged 
over and his guns stuttered. One of the 
Zeros seemed to strike a stone wall in 
midair, thousands of feet above the 
ground. Fragments of wreckage spun 
from the Japanese plane as it appeared 
to fall apart. Flames spurted and the 
Nip went down, trailing a long column 
of white smoke.

THEN Dave was in the thick of the 
fight. The Japs’ circle was uneven 

now, and he picked out a straggler apart 
from the others. Squinting through the 
painted sight of his windshield, he 
caught the Zero full on, and pressed his
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stick trigger.
His tracers were high and the Zero 

lurched into a sloppy bank. Dave roared 
past, kicked over his plane recklessly, 
and got above the Nip, This time, while 
the Zero zigzagged frantically, there was 
no escape from Dave’s guns. He saw his 
tracers pour into the cockpit of the 
enemy ship.

For a split-second he had an exag
geratedly lucid glimpse of the Japanese 
pilot. He was standing up, trying to pull 
back the cockpit covering. Then the 
man’s head dropped forward and he 
sprawled over the instrument board as 
Dave’s plane flashed over his crippled 
ship.

Tilden banked sharply, then twisted 
over on his back in a tight loop as he 
caught a glimpse of the Jap plane pounc
ing on him. Bullets slammed into his 
right wing before he shook off the enemy 
ship. The loop brought him in back of 
the Jap, but the Nip went careening off, 
and was lost in the general melee before 
Dave could send half a dozen rounds 
after him.

Another Zero, flying erratically, blun
dered in front of him, wobbling precari
ously. Dave pressed the trigger and 
then relaxed his grip. The cockpit, he 
saw, was empty and the Nip plane was 
heading for its destiny without a hand 
at the controls. Some Jap pilot, ap
parently, had bailed out under Hippy’s 
attack.

He looked around for more game. The 
Japs, it appeared, had had enough. Now 
they were streaking away to the north
west, with Hippy hot after them. Dave 
increased his speed and joined the chase. 
He had gotten only one Nip plane and 
Hippy had put down at least two, maybe 
more.

Then there was a splutter, a hoarse 
bark of his motor. Dave yelled a purple 
word and looked at his indicators. 
Phooey! One of the slugs from the Nip 
who had been on his tail for that brief 
second had made a lucky hit. His motor 
was heating up and the oil pumps were 
out.

He looked about him. Far away, he 
could make out the columns of smoke 
that marked his home field. There wasn’t 
a chance of making that, he knew. 
Cavite? Maybe, with luck. He nosed 
down, cut his motor and began nursing 
his plane toward the naval base.

He had not gone far before he knew 
he could not make Cavite. He swung 
the gliding ship and headed for Cor- 
regidor. There was no field there, but he 
could try for a crash landing or, if worse 
came to worst, he could bail out and 
hope to get down on dry land.

His plane was fluttering like a 
wounded bird when the Jap struck at 
him. Out of nowhere came the Zero and 
roared down on him viciously. Dave saw 
the right wing, the one that had been 
chewed up in his previous encounter, 
spew bits of metal. Then the Zero roared 
over him and, miraculously, came into 
his sights.

Dave pressed the button and grunted 
when he saw the tracers find their mark. 
The Zero made a banking turn and 
headed back for another run.

“Missed!” said Dave Tilden bitterly. 
“A sitting pigeon and I missed him!”

BUT something was wrong with the 
Jap’s turn. Instead of straighten

ing out, he kept turning, heading a bit 
downward.

Dave craned his neck and then let out 
a shout.

“Miss, my foot!” he screamed at no
body. “That so-and-so is hit!”

It was true. The Japanese plane 
slanted downward toward Manila Bay 
in a long dive. It kept on diving until 
there was the geyser, far below, that 
marked the place it hit.

“Yeeow!” Dave yelled. “Got him. 
Now to get a couple more and—”

He suddenly realized that he held a 
dead stick in his hand and the water was 
very close. He wore no life jacket and 
the plane he flew, while it might be 
stalled into a pancake, with luck, was 
not built to float for more than a few 
minutes, at best. And there was no 
chance to reach Corregidor, or to bail 
out over land.

Delicately, he worked the plane lower 
and lower. The stubby-winged pursuit 
was no glider, by any means, but Dave 
Tilden almost made it one. Then, when 
he was twenty feet or so over the choppy 
waters of the Bay, he breathed a prayer 
and pulled back on the stick.

The plane bucked, then dropped, al
most vertically. It hit with a jar that 
loosened Dave’s teeth, and the water 
rushed into the cockpit.

Tilden was out of his chute in a twink-
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ling and hauling back the cockpit cover. 
He struggled out of the narrow chamber 
and felt the plane leave him as it settled 
and sank. He was swimming, encumbered 
by his flying clothes, splashing awkward
ly in the water.

He knew that death was very close. He 
was still weak from the injuries he had 
received in the attack pn Clark Field and 
the blow that Hammanita had given him; 
how weak he had not realized until now. 
He could not possibly get to land and it 
was not likely that any boats were 
abroad, with the sky alive with Jap 
planes.

He went under, fought his way back to 
the surface. Then he heard a roar that 
came closer by the second.

“Nips,” he said. “Probably going to 
strafe me for a little added entertain
ment. Oh, well, I got two of them.”

The roar came closer, then cut off 
abruptly. Tilden raised his head to see a 
sleek, yet stubby, small boat make a wide 
circle about him. Something plopped 
nearby, and Dave labored through the 
water to the life preserver that had been 
thrown him. He was dragged through 
the water and lifted over the side.

“P-T boat,” he told himself. “God 
bless the Navy!”

He was never to forget that trip back 
to Corregidor. He had flown through 
some mighty bumpy air but never had he 
met up with a jarring nightmare such as 
the voyage back to base in the P-T boat.

The little craft did not move through 
the water, it moved over it. It hit each 
wave crest at its top and ricocheted on to 
the next one. Dave hung onto a hand
hold set in the boat’s side and felt him
self drenched with spray.

“Here they come,” said somebody 
standing near him. “Best get under 
cover.”

He looked up and saw the Jap planes 
slashing down. The mosquito boat’s 
guns opened up with a hammering roar 
as the P-T went into a series of neck
jarring turns that reminded Dave for all 
the world of a roller coaster.

NE Jap slurred overhead and 
smashed into the sea just ahead of 

the boat. Another fell afoul of one of 
the pom-poms and streaked up into the 
sky, trailing a long plume of black 
smoke, before it fell off and flip-flopped 
back toward the Bay.

The other Nip ships drew off, warily, 
and circled awhile before they peeled 
off for their next runs. Dave heard 
slugs hammer on armor plate somewhere 
on the little craft, the sound of the hits 
peculiarly distinct over the roar of the 
P-T’s guns. Somebody yelled and Dave 
saw another Jap ship twisting seaward, 
a bright plume of flame.

Then, suddenly, the fight was over. 
The mosquito boat cut its speed as it 
slid into its protected slip at Corregi
dor. The Navy officer beside Dave 
turned and grinned.

“Fun, eh?” he asked.
“Yeah,” said Tilden weakly. “Lots 

of fun.”
He stayed at Corregidor for a week, 

by order of his C.O. He was there when 
General MacArthur and President Que
zon evacuated Manila and came to the 
fortress. Itching for action, he was un
able to get an order to return to his unit.

“What, would you do?” somebody 
asked him. “There aren’t any planes 
for you to fly.”

“They’ll be coming,” Dave said dog
gedly. “We ought to have reinforce
ments any day now.”

“Well—maybe,” the other man said.
He was at Corregidor when the Japs 

bombed the city that MacArthur had 
named an undefended place. He watched 
the towers of smoke rise toward the sky 
and he bit back the half-sobs that rose 
in his throat at his own futility, at his 
stupidity and the stupidity of so many 
others in not seeing the Jap menace for 
what it was.

Esther—what had happened to her?
Then, one day, he learned what had 

happened to Esther. He had been shifted 
to Bataan, and with all the other 
grounded airmen, he was helping build 
a secret airfield that was to accommo
date the planes that were coming to 
reinforce them. With the Filipino and 
American enlisted men, the flying of
ficers worked with picks and shovels, 
with logs to fill in swampy places, to 
make that airfield on which the planes 
from the carriers, the planes from Java 
or New Guinea or New Britain, would 
land.

At night, after the inevitable twilight 
Japanese air raid, the men would gather 
around the big radio—an antiquated 
battery set of erratic behavior.

Gathered about the horn loud speaker,
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they would listen to the Voice of Free
dom from Corregidor and hear words of 
encouragement spoken by Filipino and 
American announcers. Then, at times, 
they would hear broadcasts from the 
Japs, speaking from Manila.

I T WAS one of these Jap broadcasts 
that told Dave what had happened 

to Esther Blaney.
“This,” said a correct voice one night, 

“is Captain Hirotu Hammanita speak
ing. I am speaking to the Filipinos who 
have been misled into fighting against 
their friend and protector, Japan. I 
have some personal messages to give to 
the Yankees and our friends, the Filipi
nos, on Corregidor and Bataan,

“You are doomed, you know, unless 
you surrender. If you do surrender, you 
will be treated well. If you are so 
stubborn as to carry on this senseless 
fight, you must suffer the consequences. 
Not only you, but those you left behind 
in Manila.

“One of these left behind, a white 
woman and the daughter of a Yankee 
colonel, will speak to you tonight. She 
will tell you how all-powerful is the Em
peror’s Army. She has seen them with 
her own eyes and she will tell you what 
she has seen. This is Miss Esther 
Blaney, the daughter of Colonel Ross 
Blaney of the Yankee Army.”

Dave gasped.
The radio crackled and squealed. Then 

there came a girl’s voice. Despite the 
old radio’s distortion, Tilden recognized 
the voice as Esther’s.

“I have been given the opportunity to 
speak over the radio by Captain Ham
manita,” Esther said. “I want to ask 
you all to surrender.”

Dave felt sick inside. Some of the 
men around him shifted uneasily, curs
ing under their breath.

“Yes, surrender,” went on Esther. 
“Surrender if you know what’s good for 
you. Surrender if you want to live— 
instead of dying for freedom. If your 
life is precious to you, so precious that 
you would rather live a slave than die 
a free man, surrender.

“Surrender, if you are willing to give 
up everything that you have lived for, 
fought for—that your forefathers lived 
for and fought for. In that case, sur
render. Otherwise, fight on—and on— 
and—”

There was the flat crack of a slap and 
Dave could hear Esther moan. Then 
came Hammanita’s smooth, correct voice.

“There has been a mistake,” he said. 
“The white fool has been dealt with. 
Now we will hear a record.”

Music blared, while Dave sat beside 
the radio, his fists clenched and tears 
spilling down his bearded cheeks. None 
of his mates matje the mistake of say
ing anything to him. He was left alone 
in his suffering. . . .

CHAPTER V 
Desperate Mission

SO NOW he crouched in his foxhole 
while the Jap bombs sprayed him 

with dirt and pebbles. The sound of 
the ground fighting seemed much nearer 
than on the previous day. The ambu
lance trains passing his position toward 
the shore seemed much longer. And he 
had to sit there, a bird with clipped 
wings.

Somebody crawled to him and touched 
him on the foot. Hippy Smith, a gaunt, 
bewhiskered giant, beckoned. Dave 
turned and moved out of the shallow 
foxhole behind Hippy. Once screened 
by the thick jungle, they got to their 
feet and made for the C.O.’s shack. 

“What’s up?” Dave asked.
“Special orders,” Smith said. “The 

C.O. just got them. You’re slated for 
something pretty big, I think.”

The C.O. shuffled some papers on the 
makeshift desk before he began talk
ing.

“I understand the colonel’s daughter, 
Miss Blaney, is your fiancee, Lieuten
ant,” he said.

“Well—”
“I knew you’d want this detail,” the 

C.O. interrupted. “If you feel up to it.” 
“Of course,” Dave said tensely. “What 

is it, sir?”
The C.O. rolled a pencil between his 

palms.
“Colonel Blaney,” he said, “was killed 

at Clark Field.”
“I didn’t know that,” Dave said. “I’m 

sorry, sir.”
“We all are,” said the C.O. “But on 

the day he left for the field, the ninth 
of last month, he gave Miss Blaney some
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papers. He told her to keep them and 
to destroy them, if necessary, rather 
than have them fall into enemy hands. 
She kept them and, when Manila was 
evacuated by our forces, she destroyed 
the papers.”

He paused.
“But not,” he added, “until she had 

opened them and memorized most of the 
contents of the dispatches.”

He tapped on the desk top with his 
pencil.

“Colonel Blaney,” he said, “was con
nected with G-2, although few people 
realized it. The information that Miss 
Blaney is carrying in her head is of ut
most importance to the Allied forces. 
The Japs suspect it, but they have no 
proof. The young lady, I might add, 
has succumbed to neither threats nor 
mistreatment nor promises.”

“But she’s a prisoner, sir. What—?” 
“She is permitted an hour’s walk each 

day,” the C.O. said. “Always accom
panied by a guard, of course. Tomorrow, 
the guard will be a Korean and the hour 
for the stroll will be just after dark.

“The Korean is anti-Japanese. This 
thing, if it goes through, doubtless will 
cost him his life, but Koreans are fierce
ly patriotic and are perfectly willing to 
sacrifice themselves. This man has 
posed for years as intensely loyal to 
Japan, just for this chance to strike a 
blow at them. He’s not likely to muff 
it.” '

“And what do I do, sir?”
“Miss Blaney will be taken aboard a 

small boat at the waterfront. A Filipi
no girl, disguised as Miss Blaney, will 
continue the stroll with the Korean 
guard. She, too, is giving her life, or 
more, for freedom.

“We hope the Japs will not discover 
the switch until the boat has made it 
back to a certain point—here.” He 
pointed at a spot on the enlarged map 
of Manila Bay that lay in front of him. 
“You’ll be waiting there with a sea
plane.”

“Seaplane!” Dave exploded. “I didn’t 
think we had any seaplanes!”

THE C.O. grimaced. “We haven’t,” 
he said grimly. “No good ones. This 

plane is a patchwork of parts assembled 
from several that were sunk in the first 
few days. Maybe it will fly, maybe not. 
We’ve got to take the risk. We can’t

radio Miss Blaney’s information because 
the Nips would be sure to get it. No, 
she has to deliver that information first
hand to the proper authorities. How 
about it, Lieutenant?”

“Of course,” Dave said. “One thing, 
though. May I accompany the crew 
of the small boat that picks Miss Blaney 
up?”

The C.O. frowned.
“Irregular,” he said. “But—well, if 

the boat doesn’t get through; if the 
whole scheme fails, you’ll be of no use 
—-er—yes. I think we can arrange that.”

The night was.black as the tiny boat, 
propelled by muffled oars, slid into the 
quay at Manila, two nights later. There 
was the lapping of water against the 
weatherbeaten stone dock, the clump of 
sentry boots on the street overhead, the 
constant drone of Japanese planes in the 
air.

“Two minutes,” breathed the naval 
officer in Dave’s ear. “Close squeak 
back there with that destroyer’s flash
light, huh?”

Dave nodded his head. Cold perspira
tion coursed down his back and he found 
that his hands were trembling slightly. 
Suppose the Japs refused to let Esther 
take her evening stroll. Suppose every
thing had been discovered and—suppose 
—suppose.

Footsteps sounded and the naval of
ficer clutched Dave’s arm for silence. 
The sentry’s boots were loud on the 
cobbles as he hurried toward the per
son approaching.

“Choto mate!” the sentry challenged. 
“Moshi moshi!”

There came an answering voice in 
gabbling Japanese. There was the clat
ter of the sentry’s rifle as he brought it 
down to port arms.

“Okay,” breathed the naval officer. 
“Now we move.”

They went over the side of the boat 
and up the worn stone steps. The sentry 
stood with his back toward them and, 
beyond the sentry, was Esther and the 
Korean guard.

Dave moved silently, swiftly. His arm 
encircled the sentry’s neck and he jerked 
backward. The knife the naval officer 
had given him slid in and out again. The 
sentry gasped and went limp.

“Quick!” the Korean said, in English. 
“I followed, believe. Quick.”

Dave grabbed Esther’s arm and pushed
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her toward the steps where the naval 
officer waited. Then, out of the shadows, 
came a voice.

“Ah, Lieutenant Tilden,” purred 
Mister Hammanita. “I expected you. I 
could have killed you the moment you 
stepped in sight but I waited until you 
killed the guard. You see, otherwise, 
I might have been forced to treat you as 
a prisoner of war—not nice treatment, I 
assure you.

“But now, seeing you have killed a 
guard, you can be dealt with as a spy. 
Those refinements of torture I men
tioned at Clark Field that day—you’ll 
know them now.”

H E CAME out of the shadows, his 
pistol in front of him. Dave could 

see the glitter of his eyes in the dark
ness.

“Make no move,” the Jap ordered. “I 
would not shoot to kill, just to cripple. 
Raise your hands, yess?”

It was then the Korean moved. He 
brought up his heavy rifle and made a 
smashing sweep toward Hammanita. 
The Jap’s gun yapped once and the 
Korean doubled in the middle. Then 
Dave leaped.

One hand struck down the gun, the 
other grabbed the Japanese spy’s throat 
in a clutch his fingers had been aching 
for these many weeks. Hammanita 
kicked, squirmed, bit, clawed, but he was 
helpless. He screeched out one wild 
cry before Dave shook him like a rat 
and heaved him bodily over the sea wall, 
into the turgid waters of the Bay.

There was a girl standing beside Dave. 
For a wild moment he thought Esther 
had come back but closer inspection 
showed a dark-skinned girl, her face 
heavily powdered, wearing what ob
viously was a blonde wig.

“Go now,” said the girl in an accented 
voice. “Hurry! We must not die for a 
failure!”

Dave whirled and ran for the steps. 
The boat already was moving out from 
the pier as Tilden threw himself over 
the gunwale.

“Row,” hissed the naval officer. “Row, 
if you want to live.”

The little boat surged out into the 
bay. Behind them, they could hear 
pounding feet, hoarse cries, the single, 
brief scream of a girl. The oars moved 
rhythmically and the boat traveled fast.

_ Dave crouched in the stern, his arm 
around Esther.

“My dear,” the girl whispered. “I— 
I’ve found out, now.”

“I knew you would,” Dave whispered 
back. “Now, all we have to do is get out 
of this alive.”

All was confusion, back on shore. The 
Japs, Dave remembered, never appeared 
at a worse advantage than when they 
were surprised. Hammanita, apparently, 
had undertaken the exposure of this 
escape as a personal mission, doubtless 
to gain further honors for himself. Cer
tainly, it seemed, he had been accom
panied by no patrol.

The shot had brought other sentries 
but they were ignorant of exactly what 
had taken place. They had found a dead 
Korean, a dead Japanese guard, Mister 
Hammanita—Captain Hammanita—and 
a girl in a blond wig.

No wonder, then, that the searchlights 
were slow in coming on. One by one 
they showed, wavering uncertainly out 
over the Bay.

The spikes of glaring light cut 
through the darkness, moving here, 
there, into the sky.

“Only a question of time,” the naval 
man grunted. “They’ll spot us and then 
it’ll be Kitty-bar-the-door. That des
troyer—”

“Listen!” Dave said.
There was the sound of plane motors, 

approaching the shore. There were one 
—two—-three—four of them. And they 
were P-40s! They came in, sweeping 
over the Nipponese destroyer and there 
was the hollow roar of bombs finding 
their mark. They kept on, toward the 
brilliantly lighted shore line. Dave 
yelled aloud as he heard the rattle of 
machine-gun fire.

“Timed to the second!” shouted the 
naval officer. “What swell work!”

The P-40s, equipped with makeshift 
bomb racks, swept down the harbor 
front, blasting everything in their path. 
Then, before the Nipponese could re
cover, they were gone, and behind them 
lay the searchlight batteries, the anti
aircraft guns, in heaps of smouldering 
wreckage.

“Okay, now,” said the naval officer. 
“We’re out of their range. Start the 
motors.”

“Good luck,” said the C.O., just be
fore Esther and Dave climbed into the
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rickety seaplane that bobbed at its moor
ing in the carefully screened bay. “You’ll 
make it. The P-40s are busy in another 
sector and they’ll draw off most of the 
Nips. Get through, Lieutenant, and 
take care of this young lady. She’s very 
precious to us, right now.”

“And precious to me, sir,” grinned 
Dave. “We’ll get through.”

He paused to kiss Esther, in full view 
of the other pilots and the smiling C.O. 
There was a brief cheer from the hag
gard men he was leaving behind.

He would get through. He knew he 
would. He had to, so that, some day, 
he could come back to Bataan, to Cor- 
regidor, to Manila—the Philippines 
freed of all the Mister Hammanitas.

American flier Ray Vollmer settles an old score, begun in a 
soap box derby, against a Luftwaffe ace over Tunisia in
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A  combined a ir-a rm ored  forces operation over the Californ ia  desert— w ith attack bom bers b ru sh 
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to DESERT EDMBAT
By

MAJOR JOHN Me L. REDDING

America's Air and Ground Forces Are Learninq to Adapt the Fickle 
Ways of the Sand Country to the Requirements of Modern Warfare!

T HE desert floor is sparsely clothed with 
stunted growth—cactus, mesquite, Joshua 
trees, sagebrush and Palo Verde. The 

soil consists of sand and rubble from the 
mountains. Like an abandoned brickyard, the 
loose rock and shale make traveling by foot 
virtually impossible.

Tanks and half-tracks have supplanted the 
Gila Monsters and jack rabbits as denizens of 
the desert. When these armored monsters 
move, they mark their progress by towering 
walls of dust. But when they remain still, 
the tanks and half-tracks blend into the desert 
floor. W ith rudimentary camouflage, tanks 
melt from sight in an unbelievably short dis
tance.

From the air, at 3,000 feet, it is impossible 
to pick out a stationary tank. An entire ar
mored regiment, if properly dispersed, cannot 
be spotted. From the air the desert floor 
seems bare.

“The explanation,” explained Colonel R. H. 
Lee, who led the Second Air Support Sub
command in recent desert maneuvers with the 
Armored Force, “lies in the distortion caused 
by the heat.

“When I first flew over this area last May, 
I couldn’t see a hiding place anywhere. But 
the truth is that the whole desert is one huge 
hiding place for vehicles that remain sta
tionary. Ground commanders should always 
remember that. If they let the dust settle and 
remain stationary the planes above cannot 
pick up their dispositions.”

Desert Distortion
This is one of the lessons learned in the 

desert by the Air Forces Air Support units. 
They have learned too that it is impossible 
to tell the difference between tanks and trucks 
from normal heights when the vehicles are in 
motion. The heat waves emanating from the 
superheated sand destroy all form for the 
eye.

“But,” Colonel Lee pointed out, “there’s 
one thing to remember. When you see a dust 
cloud, and you can’t safely come down to look 
the column over, there is much to be learned 
by just watching the dust.

"If it billows along in a solid wall, that’s 
a truck column. If the dust wall is marked by 
curling spires of dust, it indicates track-laying
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vehicles—tanks or half-tracks. Bnt you can’t 
always be sure. There’s a little trick they 
pull out here

“They have the peeps dressed up with papier 
mach6 coverings that make them look like 
light tanks. They drag empty gas cans an 
logs behind them to help stir up dust. When 
you run into anything like that from the air, 
you must be very careful. Otherwise you’ll 
have your people outchasing the paper tanks 
while the real ones smack you somewhere 
else.”

Air support is the big problem of the desert 
maneuvers. The United States Army in the 
western desert of California is trying to de
velop a combination ground-air striking force 
that can move with speed and power. The 
highly mobile tank units can strike and be 
gone within a margin of minutes. To be effec
tive, combined tank and air operations must 
be co-ordinated to the split second.

Split Second Timing
The low-flying elements of the air support 

unit must strike immediately in front of the 
advancing tanks. They must be devastatingly 
swift. The attack lasts only a few seconds. 
Then the tanks and the armored infantry 
take over.

From there on in, with the enemy demoral
ized by the fury of the air assault, the ground 
forces can strike their blow. Like the hard 
swinging right that follows the sharp left, 
the tanks deliver the knockout.

Air support of ground forces consists gen
erally of four phases:

(1) The planned attack, where the planes 
deliver their blow according to the schedules 
laid out in the combined operations tent of the 
advancing army.

(2) The attack delivered by the air forces 
when a ground commander finds himself in 
trouble and appeals for aid through the air 
support party that travels with a division or a 
smaller task force.

(3) The “lead-in” attack where high flying, 
speedy pursuit-type observation planes spot a 
target and guide bombers summoned by radio 
to the mark.

(4) The supply support delivered by all 
types of planes in co-ordinated action.

Of all the phases of air support, probably 
the most spectacular, from an aerial stand
point, is the “lead-in attack.” During one of 
the later problems of the recent desert 
maneuvers, this aerial blow was carried out 
with perfect timing.

How It's Done
A high flying P-43, dodging in and out 

among the clouds, spots a column of dust 
marking the movement of enemy vehicles. 
The keen-eyed pilot is baffled by the dust and 
by the heat distortions. But he feels that the 
column moving below might be a target. He 
estimates the length of the column and flies 
far out of sight and hearing, drops from his 
high level and returns.

Now he is flying low. Following the con
tours of the ground, he approaches at an alti
tude of from 10 to 30 feet. Finally he bursts 
on the convoy from behind the screen of a low 
dune. Making a single pass under the pro

tection of his own guns, he verifies the com
position of the column.

Is it a target? Is there enough strength 
present to make it profitable for air attack?

There are tanks, half-tracks, personal car
riers, trucks and guns—thousands of men on 
the move.

The pilot of the observation plane pulls 
away abruptly. He leaves the impression that 
his is merely a strafing enemy plane. Actually 
he has a far more deadly mission.

Away from the column, he climbs once 
more, carefully avoiding any contact with en
emy planes. Safely free of the area, he radios 
Air Support Headquarters. He outlines the 
target, reports its approximate strength, its 
route and apparent destination. But in the 
desert rapidly moving armored columns can 
be lost easily. He is instructed—

Scramble
“Watch them. At 0945 meet bombers 

at. . . .”
Back at the airdrome, everything is in readi

ness for a mission. P ilots are briefed and.

The D ouglas A-20 or Havoc, show n here, Is the 
speedly light bomber that cooperates most closely 

w ith the ground forces

after an incredibly few moments, the planes 
take off. Meanwhile, high in the air, keeping 
out of the way of enemy aircraft, the observa
tion pilot continues to watch the enemy col
umn, marked by dust. He waits until the last 
possible moment before leaving to keep his 
rendezvous.

Finally he departs, meets the attack planes 
and guides them back. This time when he 
roars in at 30 feet he leads attack planes 
loaded with destruction. This blow is struck 
home hard and—the umpires decide—
“bloody.”

Tying Down the Foe
In this way the enemy can always be kept 

from moving by day. If he has to move at 
night, he doesn’t have the freedom of move
ment necessary for victory in the desert. 
What makes this type of attack especially 
damaging is the fact that t;he bombers are 
always within radio call of Air Support Head
quarters. If necessary they can be diverted 
to other more important targets. It keeps the 
planes in use, making them an always effec
tive weapon.

Another important operation is the re-sup
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plying of an arm ored battalion  by air. Ac
cording to  one problem  set up a t maneuvers, 
an arm ored batta lion  was locked in battle , un
able to  disengage. Ammunition was running 
low. Gasoline supplies were fast vanishing. 
W ate r and rations were needed.

O ver his radio net, the ground commander 
asks fo r supplies. An air support party  w ith 
a com bat of an arm ored division picks up the 
request, passes it  on back to support com
mand headquarters. There, afte r conferences 
w ith  Ground Forces, G-3, the decision is 
made. The battalion  will not be sacrificed. I t  
w ill be supplied by a i r !

A t the airdrom e where the big transports 
are based, a ground supply officer makes up 
the sto res needed to  keep the battalion  going 
—one fire un it of ammunition, a day’s ration  
of food and w ater and gasoline and oil fo r the 
tanks and half tracks. The supplies are a t
tached to  different colored parachutes de
signed to  aid the ground commander in pick
ing up the most necessary items.

Manna from Heaven
Ammunition goes on chutes of one color, 

w ater and rations on another, gasoline and oil 
on a third. W hile ground men load the big 
planes, support command headquarters co-or
dinates the operation. Pursu it ships must 
m eet the transports and escort them  safely to 
the scene. Low level bombers are on hand 
to  b last out enemy ack-ack and, then, afte r the 
chutes are lowered, to sweep across and 
keep enemy heads down while the supplies 
are picked up.

By now, the planes are in the air, and the 
ground commander knows that help is coming. 
He has drawn up his vehicles in a huge oval. 
The guns of the battalion  are all trained out
ward. He has his panels out indicating the 
d irection  of the wind and the path  along 
which he wishes the transports to  drop his 
supplies.

T he bom bers come over, then the trans
ports, swinging in at 400 feet. From  the 
opened doors come the chutes. They fall in 
clusters, m ostly w ithin the bivouac. The 
chutes tha t fall outside are retrieved by tanks

which move forw ard, guns blazing.
Men slide from  the hatches and double 

quick the ir way to  the am m unition chutes, 
dragging them back to  the covering tank. 
L ater they will pick up the w ater, food and 
gasoline. But first they w ant the w herew ithal 
to  fight.

"Air-Heads"
The attack bombers have kept the enemy 

down while the am m unition chutes are re 
trieved. The am munition is issued and the 
enemy is driven back sufficiently to  perm it 
gassing and distribution of the food and wa
ter.

Also, during the maneuver, an “air-head” is 
established. T ransport planes land 100 tons 
of supplies at an im provised airdrom e in  the 
desert flats in an hour and a half. O perations 
such as th is explain the Nazi success in Libya. 
O ur own Army ground-air team  is m astering 
the task.

Excessive tem peratures and the constant 
g ritty  sand flying about have created a main
tenance problem  com parable to tha t experi
enced in Libya. And com petent authorities 
say tha t the American desert, on the average, 
is ten degrees ho tte r than Egypt.

“Simplest and m ost im portant of all the 
maintenance dodges,” Colonel Lee explained, 
“was one tha t entailed a little  education. W e 
had to  teach the pilots to  stay out of each 
o ther’s prop wash. W hen they get in the 
wash, the intakes fill up w ith  sand. Simple 
enough, but very im portant.”

T here are many other im portant technical 
phases of maintenance. M ost of them  are 
secret, pertaining to  our own equipment. But 
Colonel Lee rem arked—

“Our planes—the ships we’ve been using out 
here have stood up very well. W e couldn’t 
ask much m ore than what we’re getting  in the 
way of perform ance.”

A mechanic w orking under lights at night 
was philosophical. Said he—

“G otta keep ’em flying. W e frequently  
w ork all night. But it’s w orth it to  see these 
babies take off in  the dawn ready fo r any
thing.”

Captain Pete Standish Was Too 
Old to Go on Bombing Raids  —

BUT, in his reconnaissance missions, he always carried bombs with him—just 
in case . . .
YOU’LL be amazed what happens when this veteran flier runs head-on into 
an emergency that would make many a younger man quail in THE CAPTAIN’S 
BIRTHDAY PRESENT, a zooming novelet by Norman A. Daniels that hits 

thrill tempo on all cylinders.

Coming Next Issue



COWBOY in THE SKV
By EDWARD McCRAE

The Nazi Gloried in H is Own Brand of Fiendish K illing— 
Until a Texas Puncher Showed Him  a New Trick!

I IEUTENANT TEX CONWAY, 
U.S. Airacobra Squadron 33 sta- 

d tioned in England, blew his nose 
violently and hurled his handkerchief 
to the floor.

“They can’t go up without me!” he 
protested desperately.

Major Amos Hartway, s q u a d r o n  
leader, eyed him without warmth. “No 
flying with a cold,” he said firmly. 
“Want to injure your ears permanently? 
Besides, this is routine patrol. Mc- 
Sweeney and Lincoln will be okay with

out you. If you’re so worried about 
them, come over to Communications and 
listen to their radio report.”

Lieutenants McSweeney and Lincoln 
waved mocking farewells to Conway as 
they raced to their idling planes.

“So long, c o w b o y  ! ” McSweeney 
yelled. “Take care of your precious lit
tle nosey-wosey!”

“Don’t blow too h a r d  ! ” Lincoln 
shouted. “Might injure little man’s ear
drums!”

Lieutenant Conway swore ferociously
34
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and sneezed. Then he went back to his 
bunk for a fresh supply of handkerchiefs 
and ephedrine.

By the time he reached the radio room, 
reports were coming in. Major Hartway 
was standing near the radio operator, 
listening to a brisk babble of voices in 
the loudspeaker. Conway stepped up 
and sneezed. Major Hartway motioned 
him brusquely to silence.

Lincoln’s voice came, thin with dis
tance.

“Bandits at 10 o’clock, Mac. Two of 
em.

“I see ’em, baby. Let’s go.”
There was a chatter which might have 

been static, or machine-guns. Then an 
alarmed shout.

“Look out, Line! Five Messups at 
four o’clock!”

“Hey, look—it’s the Executioner!”
“I saw him first!”
In the radio room, Tex Conway drew 

in his tortured breath with a groan. The 
Executioner was a Nazi ace who was fast 
becoming the nemesis of Squadron 33. 
More than one of their planes had gone 
down under his slashing attack. His ME 
109G was easy to recognize because of its 
insignia—a dripping headsman’s axe.

THE Nazi, whose name was Heinz 
Bulow, actually had been a state exe

cutioner in Germany before the war. 
Either because he was proud of his pro
fession or because he realized its psy
chological effect, he carried on the name 
and painted his symbol, a bloody axe, on 
his plane.

The babble of voices in the radio broke 
out again. Then there was a fierce ham
mering which was definitely machine- 
guns. Abruptly the radio went bloop 
and there was only the thin howl of 
static.

Major Hartway made an involuntary 
movement toward the dials, then checked 
himself. The Texan’s big fists knotted.

“You wouldn’t let me fly with them,” 
he breathed.

The major’s eyes were desolate, but 
still unyielding.

“Sorry, cowboy,” he said, his voice lit
tle more than a whisper. “You wouldn’t 
be much good to us deaf.”

Tex Conway turned his back and 
strode out.

Blackness settled upon him, deeper 
than any he had ever known. He’d al

ways had friends, back on the ranch at 
home: good friends, with the common 
bond of background, school, childhood 
and long years together on the range. 
But even that had been nothing like his 
friendship with McSweeney and Lin
coln.

The three had been welded together in 
a common front against death. Their 
swooping wings and hammering ma
chine-guns had fought off that grim old 
reaper time and again—brushed him 
aside as he was about to pounce on one 
of them. Nothing ties men together like 
sharing their lives and fates.

Hours later, Tex Conway was tramp
ing the field where the woods crept close, 
still fighting his grief and despair. Sud
denly the raid alarm went off.

As the sirens screamed he looked up 
to see Yanks pouring out onto the field 
and dashing for waiting Airacobras. But 
before anyone could even get to his ship, 
the invading plane appeared. It was a 
twin-engined ME 110, flying high and 
fast.

A hail of ack-ack stormed up to meet 
it. Miraculously the sky blossomed with 
puffs of smoke like black snowballs. 
The ship dipped, seemed to nose down, 
then rolled over. A black speck dropped 
and then the white canopy of a parachute 
bloomed. The plane righted itself and 
zoomed away.

Tex Conway spotted the parachute’s 
drift and saw that it would come down in 
the woods. He yanked his .45 from its 
holster and plunged into the underbrush 
to cut off the descending Nazi. Behind 
him he heard the pound of feet as his 
buddies followed.

The chute was spread over the brush 
in a little clearing and the crumpled 
body of the parachutist lay nearby. Con
way slowed. Another flyer pounded up 
beside him.

“Looks like he’s hurt.”
“Take it easy, bud, might be a trick.”
Several men converged on the still 

shape. As they got closer, a sudden fa
miliarity struck Conway. He dropped 
caution and sprang in to turn the body 
over. It was McSweeney.

He’d been shot, several times. On his 
bloody tunic was pinned a card in good 
English. It read:

This one had the bad taste to get himself 
killed. I have the other, John Lincoln, alive
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and well, I shall have the pleasure of execut
ing him tomorrow morning, myself. Perhaps 
next time you stupid Americans w ill not med
dle in things too big for you.

Heil Hitler!

The card was signed with the familiar 
drawing of the dripping headsman’s axe 
and under it the neat signature, Heinz 
Bulow, Col.

A red mist obscured Conway’s eyes 
for a moment. He remained on his knees 
beside the body until his vision cleared. 
Then he stood up.

“Pack him in for me, will you, boys?” 
he asked quietly, and, without another 
word, strode toward the field.

A T THE barracks he hunted up 
Michalsky, the daredevil Polish 

ace who’d been shot down in Poland, 
taken to Germany as a prisoner and es
caped, to wind up eventually in the U.S. 
Army Air Force. Michalsky was said 
to have known Bulow in Germany.

“Yes,” the Pole said quietly. “I know 
Bulow—the Executioner. He is mad, like 
Himmler. And like Himmler he kills 
because he loves it. But he is clever and 
dangerous in his madness.”

“Tell me everything you know about 
him,” Conway said, his lips tight. 
“Everything you ever heard or read or 
saw.”

One bit of information came from this 
catechism—one clue to the madness of 
Heinz Bulow. He gloried in executions 
—and he lived in deadly fear of being 
some day executed himself.

Perhaps that was the key to his mad
ness. He executed others in a frenzy to 
remove enemies who might some day 
wreak vengeance. Just as Hitler purged 
and purged in fear of assassination. This 
was Bulow’s madness and weakness.

It was late afternoon when Conway 
left the Polish flyer. He went to the 
hangars, found his mechanic.

“The ban’s been lifted,” he lied cheer
fully. “Gas her up, I’m going out.” 

“Yes, sir, Lieutenant,” the mechanic 
asserted, unsuspecting. “Cold all bet
ter?”

“Sure,” Conway replied. In truth, the 
consuming rage which was racing  
through his veins seemed to have scared 
off his cold. He went back to his bunk, 
dosed himself again with ephedrine and 
dressed for flight. Then, keeping a 
weather eye out for Major Hartway, he

scampered for his plane and took off.
He was circling for altitude when 

Hartway’s voice crackled ip his ear
phones.

“Conway! Where the blue blazes do 
you think you’re going? Return to the 
field! That’s an order! Come back 
here!”

Conway turned the set off.
As he gained altitude his ears began 

to hurt. He opened his mouth wide, 
gulped air, trying to equalize the pres
sure, It helped somewhat.

At five thousand feet the Airacobra 
skimmed along with less effort than a 
bird. It was a beautifully sensitive ship 
to fly, easy on the pilot.

Conway knew where he was going. 
They had bombed Bulow’s airdrome 
often enough to know its location. He 
came over the airfield at dusk, and Nazi 
interceptors snarled up after him at 
once. He circled the field and headed 
back toward England.

Locking the controls so the ship would 
fly herself, he slid back the canopy and 
climbed out.

Dusk shielded him as he dropped off 
the wing. He let himself fall as far as 
he dared before pulling the ripcord. And 
overhead Nazi planes snarled in pursuit 
of the pilotless Airacobra, headed back 
towards England. They’d catch it and 
shoot it down, perhaps—never know it 
was empty.

Conway came down in woods. His 
chute caught on tree branches and left 
him dangling in the air. He cut himself 
loose, gathered up the silk and climbed 
to the ground. He hid the chute under 
a rock and in the growing darkness 
headed for the field.

He counted on surprise, on the fact 
that the Nazis would never expect a one- 
man invasion of their territory. His 
outdoor training, years of hunting in the 
Texas hills, enabled him to move like 
an Indian in these open French woods. 
He evaded the sentries with ease and 
began a careful inspection of the field.

The Nazi fliers, celebrating a victory 
over the Americans, never knew that a 
Yank was making himself thoroughly at 
home in their base, looking them over, 
studying planes and hangars and making 
mental maps. Conway even looked in on 
the celebration dinner where Heinz Bu
low was the principal speaker and hon
ored guest.
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Tex Conway was watching through a 
window when Bulow spoke. He recog
nized the swarthy, thick-necked man 
with the light of madness in his eyes 
from Michalsky’s description. And he 
burned that likeness into his memory.

IT WAS near dawn before he found 
John Lincoln. The field had a guard

house—a stone building with barred 
windows, A sentry stood before the 
door, which was closed with a heavy iron 
bolt. It was the logical place for a pris
oner.

Conway had never enjoyed killing. 
But for the first time in his life there 
was a grim satisfaction in his heart as 
he squatted in the shadows and drew a 
heavy, sharp hunting knife from his 
clothes.

A moment later a silent shadow leaped 
from the dark upon the sentry. An arm 
went around his neck, shutting off the 
cry that sprang to his lips. A knee 
crashed into his back, doubling him 
backward. And then the knife slid in 
with cold finality.

Conway drew his automatic, carefully 
slid back to bolt, and levered the door 
open. This was the riskiest part of the 
job. Suppose an erring German flier 
were in there instead of Lincoln? 

“Johnny?” he whispered.
There was a stir in the darkness and 

a gasp of astonishment.
“Tex! How in the—?”
“Shut up. Come out of there.” 
Lincoln stumbled out. Conway closed 

and bolted the door. He caught the sen
try under the arms, hoisted the prone 
body upright. The soldier’s belt hooked 
over the bolt and held him there, al
though his head lolled forward on his 
chest. Still, in the darkness, it might 
fool anyone who did not come too close.

Shutting off Lincoln’s eager ques
tions, they ran for the tarmac. Planes 
were coming in and going out, others 
were being serviced by Nazi mechanics.

“We’ve got to swipe one of those 
110s,” Conway said. “They’re two- 
seaters. Can you fly one?”

“I’ll fly it if you steal it,” Lincoln re
plied.

“I’d like to get one crack at Bulow 
first,” Conway growled, “but it ain’t sen
sible. We’ll come back in our own ships 
to get him.”

They crept up to the edge of the land

ing strip and picked out a plane. Me
chanics were working on it, apparently 
readying it for flight. Another ship, a 
109, was standing nearby.

“That’s a single-seater. We’ve got to 
get the two-motored job.”

Dawn was beginning to show over the 
trees to the east. The traffic at the field 
slowed down. From the hidden messhall 
in the trees came the continued sound 
of revelry.

Then came the alarm. From the direc
tion of the guard-house they heard 
shouts in German. A rifle blasted into 
the night.

The men on the field looked up from 
their work. One mechanic started to 
run towards the scene of the disturbance. 
The other two stood irresolute. But the 
Yanks heard the racket from the bar
racks as the fliers barged out.

“Let’s go!” Conway urged.
. They darted from concealment and 
raced for the plane. The mechanics 
stared, at first mistaking the pair for 
Nazi fliers. Then they saw their error, 
and acted.

One was armed. He snatched for his 
pistol and Lincoln cut him down. The 
other turned and fled. In a moment the 
two Americans had scrambled into the 
plane.

Lincoln took the pilot’s seat, up front. 
Conway slid into the back, on top of a 
parachute seat pack which had been left 
there, and grabbed the machine-guns. 
As Lincoln hurriedly fumbled for the 
starter and swore at the unfamiliar Ger
man controls, Conway swung the guns 
to cover the approaching Nazi mob,

“Hurry up, sonny,” he said. “The 
welcoming committee is cornin’ fast.”

“Where the’heck is the—?”
A burst of machine-gun fire cut off his 

profanity. Some of the running fliers 
dived for cover, others fell and did not 
move. Rifles and pistols spat slugs across 
the field. Then the ME’s motors roared 
into life.

THEY trundled forward, raced down 
the flight strip and lifted into the 

air. Peering down, Conway saw the 
Nazis racing over the field again, and 
poured lead at them. Then Lincoln 
banked the ME and dived.

Two 20-mm. cannon and four machine- 
guns thumped and stuttered. Pieces 
flew from the grounded Nazi planes. Men
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ran, staggered and fell. Gasoline blazed 
up with a sodden thump.

Line pulled out and zoomed. He dived 
and raked the field again. Death and 
destruction blazed merrily behind them 
as they soared once more and pointed 
west for England.

The dark countryside slid under them 
and Lincoln chanted a war song. Con
way tampered with the radio, trying to 
find out if he could adjust it to their 
own wave length so as to signal the field 
that they were coming in with an enemy 
ship. Suddenly his earphones crackled, 
and a harsh voice spoke.

“Wait for me, Americans! We have 
unfinished business for this morning!”

Startled, Conway looked back. Against 
the lighter eastern sky, an ME 109 was 
coming in fast, a scant mile back.

“Hey, Line, Bulow’s here!” Conway 
shouted. “What luck!”

He swiveled his machine guns, tried a 
warning burst. The fast 109 darted in. 
At long range Conway tried to connect. 
His tracers fell short. Bulow jockeyed 
for the 110’s blind underspot but Line 
was on his toes and got away. The ma
neuver brought the two ships close and 
the machine-guns really opened up.

Conway saw the orange flames from 
the 109 twinkle like evil stars. Their 
plane leaped and thrummed to the hail 
of lead. Plastic flew in a shower as the 
storm swept briefly across the birdcage.

Conway felt the scorch of hot metal 
and the warm trickle of blood on his 
face. No bad hits. His own guns were 
hot with the barrage he had poured into 
Bulow’s ship.

Bulow darted in again, clung to their 
tail. Conway braced himself for the 
hail of lead, but nothing happened. He 
stared through the shattered birdcage. 
Bulow’s face was working, and he 
seemed to be struggling with something.

Had he hit the Nazi? No, the ship 
flew just as steadily as before, but no 
gunfire came from it. Realization struck 
him. His own bullets had smashed the 
electric firing control—Bulow’s guns 
were out of action!

He cheered hoarsely.
“We got him, Line—he can’t shoot!”
“Is he down?”
“No, he’s cornin’ up under us. Get 

away from him.”
“I can’t! He’s made hamburger out 

of our controls—I can’t fling this ship

around like I did before!”
Conway leaned over to look. The 

Executioner was sliding in close under 
them. They could see his swarthy, gleam
ing face, teeth bared in hate. They 
could see the insignia—the dripping axe 
on the plane’s cowling. What was he 
doing?

Memory stirred in Conway.
“Hey, Line—he’s trying to ram us!” 
“He can’t do that!” Line shouted. 

“That’s copyright by the Russians!” 
“He’s doing it. I guess they learned 

something from the Russians!”

BULOW was, in fact, trying to bring 
the shining arc of his propeller up 

under the tail surfaces of the 110 in the 
Russian ramming tactic. Properly done, 
the propeller would slice off the bigger 
ship’s tail and send it plunging down out 
of control.

The maneuver was new to Bulow. He 
had now reached the 110’s blind spot and 
was safe from the machine-guns above 
him, but he was having trouble. Craning 
his neck, Conway saw him reach up and 
slide back his canopy so that he could 
raise himself and see better. Now he was 
bringing his ship up again, his face lit 
with fierce triumph.

“Hey, cowboy, can’t you do any
thing?” Lincoln shouted.

“Do anything? He’s on our blind spot. 
I can’t reach him with the guns and you 
can’t kick this crate over— H ey!”

The word “cowboy” had suddenly 
rung bells in his mind.

He snatched his sheath knife and in a 
moment was ripping at the seat pack 
under him. He cut through the canvas 
cover, shredded the silk mercilessly and 
yanked out the shroud lines. Deftly he 
cut off several lengths, rapidly braided 
and knotted them into a sturdy rope. 
Even as he finished, he felt the fiirst vi
bration of Bulow’s propeller.

Metal screamed and their ship trem
bled in every part. Then it stopped as 
the Executioner’s nervous handling 
dropped him away again. He began to 
creep up once more.

Conway got on his knees and leaned 
over the side. The rope in his hands 
had been swiftly fashioned into a loop. 
Holding it in the deft fingers of a cow
boy, he watched Bulow’s plane rise un
der them.

The rope sailed out. Like something
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alive, the loop dropped through Bulow’s 
opened hatch and settled around the 
Executioner’s neck.

Conway saw the man’s surprise give 
way to terror. Bulow’s hands flashed 
up, too late. The loop tightened. Con
way took a turn around his machine-gun 
post. A moment later, Bulow’s plane 
dropped and the Executioner was 
hauled, kicking and strangling, from his 
cockpit, to dangle in midair.

Lincoln gave a startled yell as the 
plane swung to the sudden new weight. 

“Hey! What happened now?”
“The Executioner,” Conway yelled,

"is being executed.”
Michalsky had said Bulow’s one fear 

was of being executed. Staring now at 
the Nazi’s popping eyes, his purpling 
face and flailing hands, Conway knew 
that all Bulow’s fears and hates had in
deed come home to roost.

It was with relief that he cut the 
shroud lines and let Bulow go to a 
quicker death. The plane righted itself.

“Home, James,” Conway said. “And 
take it easy, whilst I contact our Major 
Hartway. He’s liable to be mad enough 
to shoot us. Forgot to tell you, Line, I’m 
A.W.O.L."
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AIR FORCES ATTACK , by Major N . F. Silsbee of the USAAF.
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C o u rte sy  B oeing A irc ra ft Co.

THE FIGHT over
T HE B-17s rolled down the Henderson 

Field runway early that October morn
ing, on their way to drop a few eggs on 

a Jap air base at Buka and an enemy shipping 
concentration at Shortland Harbor. The tar
gets were located at opposite ends of Bou
gainville Island.

The Zero base at Buka was visited first, and 
from 12,000 feet, the B-17s laid a beautiful 
pattern of 1,000-pounders right down the mid
dle of the runway. Five Zeros moved in to 
attack but they were turned back in short 
order.

The B-17s then turned south to Shortland 
and found 38 Jap ships, including battleships, 
cruisers and destroyers, not to mention troop 
and cargo transports, all gathered together 
for a nice bombing. The ack-ack was heavy. 
But from about 11,000 feet the bombers made 
their runs and scored direct hits on a cruiser 
and a transport.

Ten Zeros came up to intercept. Two were 
shot down. Three B-17s collected a few rou
tine perforations. Another was hit by a 20 
mm. shell that failed to explode. One of the 
navigators was killed by a stray 7.7 Zero bul
let. A radio operator was hit in the ankle. 

The B-17s turned for home. They arrived
•  L ie u te n a n t H u lh e r t B urroughs, Is th e  son of 

E d g a r  R ice B u rro u g h s , c re a to r  of T a rza n . B efore 
h o s tilitie s  b egan , L ie u te n a n t B u rro u g h s m ade h is 
ow n m ark  a s  a  w r ite r . H e co llabo ra ted  w ith  h is 
b ro th e r, Jo h n  C olem an B urroughs, in a  com plete 
boo k -len g th  novel, “ T h e  B ottom  of th e  W orld ,” 
w hich  a p p ea red  in th e  Sep tem ber 1841 Issue of our 
com panion  m ag az in e  S T A R T L IN G  STO R IES, and  
h e  a lso  a u th o re d  m a n y  o th e r  o u ts ta n d in g  sto ries .

By
LIEUT. HULBERT

BURROUGHS*
%

Ilickam Field, Hawaii
off shore near Henderson Field just as a flight 
of 25 Jap bombers was pounding the runway. 
It was easy to see that the B-17’s couldn’t 
land on the pock-marked strip, so they began 
circling high above the area to await devel
opments. From their grandstand seat, the 
B-17 boys saw quite a show.

U. S. warships near the island filled the sky 
with heavy anti-aircraft fire. Long condensa
tion streamers curled high in the sky as Ma
rine Grumman fighters dived on the attackers. 
American landing boats in the process of un
loading troop reinforcements cut the water 
with their white wakes as they chugged rap
idly away from their mother ships.

Exploding Jap bombs kicked up huge cloudi 
of dust and smoke on Henderson Field. Final
ly the bombers were driven off.

No Place to Go
The B-17b flew low over the field but the 

runway had been hit twice. In a moment, 
however, Marine construction crews swarmed 
about like ants repairing the strip. Nearby, a



In te rn a tio n a l N ew s Photo
T h is  d raw ing  ha s  been made by A r t is t  H e rm an  R. Bo lling  from  official photos of w recked Jap

"Z e r o "  fighters

the SOLOMONS
What Happened to the First Flying 
Fnrtresses tn Reach the Embattled 
Solomons Shouldn’t Have Happened 
to an Airacohra—but the Big Planes 
Took It and D ished  Ont P lenty!
Navy dive bomber, which had been h it on the 
ground, sent up clouds of black smoke. O ther 
bomb craters dotted the adjacent area.

F o r two hours, the B-17s circled. Then, 
when the M arines had finished the ir job, the 
bom bers landed—and just in tim e to get right 
in  the middle of a repeat perform ance of the 
show they had witnessed from  the air.

W ithin  15 m inutes another wave of Jap 
twin-engined bombers was spotted heading to 
ward the field. F or m ost of the Air Force 
fliers, the  receiving end of a bombardment 
was a new position. A sim ilarly new experi
ence was the ir scram ble fo r M arine foxholes.

The 20 Jap  bombers, flying at 20,000 feet 
in the ir usual V form ation, dropped their 
bombs. T hree hit the runway, one failing to 
explode. One B-17 was h it but only slight 
damage resulted. M ost of the other bombs 
fe ll wide. Again the indefatigable Marines 
scram bled onto the runway and, w ith shovels 
and crow bars, trucks and rollers, repaired the 
damage.

By evening of that day, the men were ready

for a b ite  to eat and a night’s sleep. B ut tha t’s 
a little  out of routine for H enderson Field.

At 6:30 P.M., a battery  of Jap  guns from  
the hills to  the west began shelling the field. 
F ive-inch pro jectiles w histled in term itten tly  
fo r an hour and a half. Red tracers from  Ma
rine coastal batteries rocketed back into the 
hills in reply. All was quiet at 9 o’clock and 
some of the men turned in fo r the night. 
They were optim istic.

No Rest for the Weary

Two hours later, the Jap  land batteries 
opened up again. A t 1:30 in the morning, a 
Jap  plane, probably a cruiser catapult type, 
dropped a flare behind the field and, in a few 
seconds, a 16-inch shell from  a Jap  battleship 
exploded overhead.

Then fo r two hours enemy battleships, 
cruisers and destroyers shelled H enderson 
Field and M arine em placements w ith five, six, 
eight and sixteen-inch projectiles. Some Air 
Force personnel sought protection  in open 
foxholes. O thers crowded into covered dug- 
outs. Throughout the rest of the night, many 
lay on their bellies on the ground behind logs 
or in bomb craters.

One Jap  shell exploded near a dugout in 
which six Air Force men were lying. The 
walls caved in and buried five of them. The 
sixth, Staff Sergeant Sebastian M araschiello, 
of Buffalo, N. Y., extricated  himself and, dur
ing the height of the shelling, managed to  res
cue three of the others.



A IR  W A R

A t 3:30 A.M. “M aytag Charlie,” an enemy 
plane so dubbed by the M arines because its 
engines sounded like a washing machine, 
dropped a flare ju st short of the runway and 
then laid two big bombs down the field.

Four m ore tim es before dawn, enemy planes 
bombed the runway.

Shortly  before sunrise, A ir F orce officers 
inspected the runway and cleared it of shell 
and bomb fragm ents. M iraculously, only two 
B-17’s had been hit, neither damaged badly 
enough to  keep it from  flying.

B ut the runway was damaged, particu larly  
on one end. A conference was held w ith  the 
B-17 pilots. Could they take the heavy bomb
ers off the shortened runway? They agreed 
it was w orth the try  ra the r than have the ir 
ships go through another pasting on the 
ground. M ore Jap  shells from  the hills broke 
up the conference.

The first B-17 taxied to the end of the run
way in the face of the bombardm ent. The 
pilot locked his brakes, gunned the m otors to  
fu ll RPM  and le t her go. The B-17 hurtled 
down the p itted  runway, dodged two cra ters 
and leaped into the air ju st in tim e to  miss 
th ree others. A half hour la ter, all the planes 
were off the ground.

A nother day had begun on Guadalcanal.

More Headaches
The Japs aren’t  the only headaches fo r the 

men in the Solomons. There is the little  m at
te r of w eather, fo r one thing. A “fro n t” in 
the Solomons is nothing less than a cement 
wall.

Then on the ground in the daytim e there 
are flies by the millions. M alaria-loaded mos
quitoes w ork the night shift, and they come in 
sim ilar numbers. M osquito bars are an abso
lu te necessity.

T here are no luxuries on Guadalcanal. The 
men sleep in ten ts on canvas cots w ith neither 
pads nor sheets. Officers and enlisted men 
usually wash the ir own uniform s. A few  have 
made deals w ith ex-cannibal M elanesian na
tives fo r laundry—provided the fliers supply 
the soap. T here is no hot w ater, of course— 
no fresh  m eat o r vegetables, no sweets, no 
cokes, not much mail from  home. And when 
the mail does come to the South Seas, it’s usu
ally a month or so old.

T ransportation , m ostly via jeeps and 2% 
tonners, is “rugged.” W hen it rains—and the 
yearly rainfall is about 120 inches, m ost of 
which falls during the th ree months rainy sea
son—the mud is ankle deep. W hen the mud 
dries up, the dust is ankle deep. GI shoes 
have at last come into the ir own w ith the Air 
Force officers.

D espite these hardships and discom forts, a 
trem endous amount of w ork has been accom
plished. One Air Force base in the New 
H ebrides was hacked out of a dense tropical 
fo rest and ready for use in 14 days—thanks 
largely to the typically American piece of 
heavy equipment known as the “bulldozer.” 
On one occasion, before adequate servicing 
equipment was available, one crew, anxious to  
get into combat, filled the big gas tanks by 
“bucket brigade,” passing five gallon “drinks” 
from  the ground to wing.

42

O ut in the jungle bases, th e re -is  lit tle  dis
tinction  of rank betw een officers and enlisted 
men. T here is lit tle  saluting. A man is taken 
fo r w hat he is really  w orth. Betw een officers 
and enlisted men, there is a feeling  of m utual 
respect and g rea t confidence. T h is is espe
cially true in com bat crews, w here m orale is 
very high.

V ariety  is not lacking in  the m issions on 
which the B-17 crews fly day a fte r day. L ieu
tenant Thom as H. T re n t o f H ardinsburg, 
Kentucky, and his crew  w ere out over Kap- 
ingam arangi Island (G reenw ich Island) near 
the Carolinas, when they spotted a  b ig  Jap  
radio schooner standing off the reef.

H aving no bombs and despite heavy ma
chine-gun fire, T re n t dove in fo r  an attack. 
F or 25 m inutes, his gunners strafed  the enemy 
vessel from  as low as 50 feet. By the tim e the 
crew  had finished its  job, the schooner was 
burning and had been beached.

A nother of T re n t’s “rou tine” experiences 
occurred on the afternoon of O ctober 15 when 
he flew to Guadalcanal w ith  other B-17’s to  
bomb a Jap  invasion force consisting of cru is
ers, destroyers and transports. W hile m aking 
his bombing run from  11,000 feet on a troop 
ship, fou r zeros made a concerted attack  upon 
T ren t’s plane.

All in a Day
In  the first b last of fire, he had his righ t 

aileron cable severed by a Jap  bu llet—that 
one-in-a-m illion shot. O ut of control, the 
plane fell 3000 fee t before T ren t was able to  
righ t it. Again the four Zeros came in, this 
tim e to  finish off the crippled B-17. T re n t’s 
gunners shot down two of the Japs and drove 
the o thers off.

F ree  at last of Jap  fighters, T re n t faced the 
alm ost hopeless task  of try ing  to  save his 
crippled plane. F o r five long hours, he al
ternately  nursed and cursed the faltering  
bomber. In  one stre tch  of rough weather, the 
plane began to  lose altitude. T ren t warned 
his men to  prepare to  hail out. B ut again he 
succeeded in  gaining control.

F inally  they sighted the ir home field and 
were ready to  try  a landing. In  a wide skid
ding turn, T ren t made the run fo r the field, 
found his righ t w ing dropping too low. I t  re 
fused to  come up even w ith full le ft stick. 
T ren t gunned num ber four engine, brought 
the wing up and made a perfect landing.

On the same flight w ith T ren t was Lieu
tenant W illiam  S. Cope, Salem, Ohio, pilo ting  
another B-17. As Cope was making his bom b
ing run on a Jap  transport, the an tia irc ra ft 
bursts grew  thicker. F ifteen  Z eros w aited 
overhead fo r our bom bers to  clear through 
the ack-ack.

Cope wanted no slip-ups. O ver the in te r
phone he told his bom bardier to  be ready to  
get bombs away.

In  the excitem ent of the attack , the bom
bardier caught only the w ords “bombs away.” 
Thinking tha t som ething had gone w rong and 
tha t it was an order to  dump the load, he 
hastily  je ttisoned  all the bombs.

A few mom ents la ter, two of the cast-off 
bombs, falling short of the Jap  transport for 
which they had been intended, landed squarely 
on the deck of a Jap  heavy cruiser. Badly
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damaged, the ship was later sunk by Navy 
dive bombers.

Captain Vincent M. Crane, Manchester, 
Massachusetts, and his crew, spent an inter
esting twenty minutes over Jap-held Rekata 
Bay one afternoon. From a height of only 
200 feet, they strafed ground installations, 
sank two anchored sea-planes, poured 700 
rounds of fire into a couple of hundred Japs 
scrambling around the beach, got hit by a 
37mm. shell which severed one of the control 
cables in the tail of their ship.

By skillful maneuvering, Crane made a suc
cessful forced landing at Henderson Field, 
tied the damaged cables together with bailing 
wire and made it back to his home field.

Returning from a tough bombing mission of 
Jap installations in the northern Solomons, 
three B-17’s ran into one of those cement wall 
fronts. For hours, they sought an opening. 
Lost and out of gas, they were forced down at 
sea. Lieutenant James Van Haur and his crew 
spent seven days at sea on a damaged raft. 
One man died at sea.

In another plane, Lieutenant Colonel Philo 
O. Rasmusen, Salt Lake City, Utah, was 
knocked unconscious by the force of the wa
ter-landing. As the ship was submerging, the 
co-pilot, Lieutenant Clyde Shields, of Aber
deen, South Dakota, himself suffering from a 
deep head wound, dragged the unconscious 
Rasmusen through the escape-hatch, and 
swam with him to the raft.

The pilot of the third plane. Lieutenant 
Willard G. Woodbury, Omaha, Nebraska, and 
his crew were luckier. Uninjured, they 
reached shore in a few hours.

Heavy Odds
Lieutenant Sam B. White and his crew will

have something to tell their grandchildren— 
if  and when. On a mission over Jap territory, 
they were jumped by fifteen Zeros. In a wild 
fight that lasted about twenty minutes. 
W hite’s plane was badly shot up.

Three hundred and fifty bullet holes riddled 
the ship, but the crew escaped with no in
juries. Lieutenant Everett S. Turner of 
Binghamton, New York, was struck on the 
sole of his shoe by a 20 mm. shell.

"It was a GI shoe,” said Turner. “The bul
let suffered more than I did.”

On another occasion, White and his men 
were out on a search mission. At 8,000 feet 
they flew into what W hite described as “an 
awfully pretty white cloud.” A terrific down- 
draft hit the bomber and turned it upside 
down. Crew members rattled around in the 
fuselage like peas in a pod. The controls 
went limp.

W hite shoved the stick forward, throttled 
the motors down. For terrifying seconds, the 
plane careened wildly downward. When it 
finally broke out of the cloud, it was in a ver
tical dive.

“She was indicating three hundred and 
forty miles an hour straight down and with 
the motors idling,” W hite reported later. 
“We were at two thousand eight hundred feet 
before I could get the nose up.”

The main spark-plug for such “routine” op
erations was tough, but affable Colonel L. G. 
“Blondy” Saunders, one of W est Point’s for
mer all-time star football players and coach. 
Working long hours with quiet determination, 
he still found time beyond his regular duties 
to accompany his boys on dangerous bombing 
missions.

It was the Colonel and his boys who had the 
hectic 24 hours operating out of Henderson 
Field that early October morning.

Next Issue: UTAH TAKES THE AIR, the inspiring story of Wendover 
Field, by CAPTAIN  CH ARLES D. FRAZER



When the Nazis Wangle a Fifth Columnist onto an American 
War Vessel, Lieutenant Doug McGregor Gets Busy— and 
Upsets the Plans of the Nazi Spy and a Slue of Nipsl
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HOODOO CARRIER
By NATHANIEL NITKIN

An Exciting Aircraft Carrier Novelet

CHAPTER I 

Mass Stomach-Ache

F OR days, since leaving Pearl Har
bor, the task force of the U. S. Air
plane Carrier Essex and her escorts 

of light cruisers and destroyers, had 
been steaming toward the Japanese 
Mandated Islands. Now they were near
ing their goal, the Japanese naval base 
in Ponape Island. Consequently, the 
Essex threw out constant high and low

patrols, an endless, tiring grind for the 
pilots.

It was the season of squalls in the 
South Pacific. The sun would be brassy, 
the sea was dazzling gold and purple, 
then a squall would loom. But between 
squalls, planes were taking off and re
turning to the Essex.

In the ward room, Lieutenant Doug 
McGregor put down his mug of coffee 
and filled his pipe. He was a thin, sandy- 
haired man of medium height, Fighting 
Squadron Seven’s executive officer.
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“When I get back to civilization, I'll 
hire a hotel suite, pull down the shades, 
and sleep, sleep, and sleep,” he said, 
lighting his pipe. “I'll forget these high 
patrols. And I’ll see Della.”

Lieutenant Commander Rainey, the 
tall, red-haired and green-eyed comman
der of Scouting Squadron Fifteen, 
grinned.

“Probably you won’t do that for a spell, 
Bo. We got to attack Ponape to draw 
the Nips away from the other side. The 
Marines will take that end. It’ll be a 
fight, man!”

McGregor nodded. He was thinking 
of the high patrols to guard against sur
prise attacks on the Essex’s task force, 
and of the scouting squadrons and Tor
pedo Squadron Twenty that scoured the 
seas for enemy submarines. And of how, 
back in Honolulu, Rainey’s sister, Della, 
was waiting.

Suddenly the alarm gong clanged. It 
was the accident signal—a crash.

“Let’s go aloft and see who it is,” he 
said grimly, and stopped short.

Rainey had put down his coffee mug 
and suddenly gripped his stomach, his 
face pale and twisted with pain. Doug 
McGregor grabbed him before he fell.

“What’s the matter?” McGregor de
manded anxiously.

Rainey pushed him aside.
“I’ll be okay. Prob’ly something I ate. 

I’ll join you on the flight deck as soon as 
I finish my Java, Bo. It will fix me up.” 
But Rainey’s face was deathly pale.

“I’ll find out who it is,” McGregor said. 
“I’ll be right back,”

H E WALKED out of the bulkhead 
door, and up the ladder to the 

walkway that extended the full length 
of the deck. Then as he climbed the 
short ladder to the flight deck, he felt a 
sharp pain grip his abdomen. It was like 
two white-hot iron prongs pressing his 
stomach, so sudden that his head split 
into a throbbing roar, and he was danger
ously dizzy. He clung to the ladder as 
though his life depended on it.

Aviation Machinist’s Mate O’Brien, on 
the flight deck near the ladder, had seen 
him. He reached down and grabbed Mc
Gregor’s wrist, helped him reach the 
flight deck.

Doug shook his head, but the pain was 
there, violently worse. He could not 
stand without swaying. O’Brien sup

ported him.
“Lots of pilots sick today, sir,” 

O’Brien said.
McGregor did not hear him. He was 

looking aft, at the destroyer U.S.S. Ven
able. She was almost sliding alongside 
a wrecked Grumman Avenger, kept 
partly afloat by its inbuilt flotation gear. 
From the numerals on the torpedo bomb
er’s fuselage, and a painted band ringing 
the fuselage, crossing the T, McGregor 
recognized the plane of Lieutenant Com
mander Delvin, commander of Torpedo 
Squadron Twenty.

It was unbelievable! Delvin was too 
good a pilot to have a common accident 
unless . . .  McGregor dismissed the idea 
of sabotage as fantastic.

After the Venable fished the cracked 
torpedo bomber from the sea, her blinker 
flashed off and on. Because of his ham
mering headache, McGregor could not 
unscramble the code message.

“Delvin’s dead, sir,” he heard O’Brien 
say, and then O’Brien asked: “May I help 
you to the ward room, sir?”

O’Brien climbed partly down the lad
der and helped McGregor reach the walk
way. Commander Bennett, the plump 
Air Group Commander, had just arrived 
in the ward room when McGregor en
tered, aided by O’Brien.

“Another one!” Bennett groaned, and 
glanced at O’Brien. “Let Lieutenant Mc
Gregor have some coffee and help him to 
the sick bay. If we get more stomach 
cases like that, we’re crippled. We’re 
supposed to attack Ponape tomorrow.”

A messboy brought coffee and Mc
Gregor drank it slowly. But after he 
finished, his pain became almost unbear
able. The steward, Cassidy, was busy at 
the coffee table. Cassidy’s face was 
white, and he was moving with a slightly 
bent back. McGregor wondered if Cas
sidy was sick too.

Because of many cases of abdominal 
pains, the petty officers’ ward room had 
been cleared and converted into a hos
pital. The sick bay was not big enough 
to accommodate everyone.

The Essex’s flight surgeon, Lieutenant 
Commander Murray, was telephoning 
when O’Brien helped McGregor into the 
petty officers’ ward room.

“We’ve a bad attack of stomach poi
soning,” Dr. Murray was saying. “No, 
sir. It’s ptomaine poisoning. Have every 
pilot return until the sick ones are sepa-
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rated from the others.” Dr. Murray 
paused to listen, then said, “I know sir, 
but a stomach poisoning attack is sud
den. Perhaps that’s what happened to 
Lieutenant Commander Delvin.”

Dr. Murray was phoning Captain W il
liamson, who was frankly worried. The 
Essex! was in the midst of the Japanese 
Mandated Islands, and to recall the pi
lots, would leave her without a single 

•patrol until sick pilots were sorted out. 
During this time, an enemy submarine 
might sneak through and send a couple 
of torpedoes crashing into the Essex’s 
thin skin, or Japanese patrol bombers 
would stumble upon the task force and 
proceed to dog it until bombers or an 
enemy striking force hit hard at the 
carrier.

R. MURRAY hung up the phone, 
and gave McGregor a careful exam

ination.
“Stomach poisoning, Doug,” he said. 

“Your case is mild though.”
He dismissed O’Brien, and with the 

help of a Pharmacist’s Mate, he forced 
a stomach pump through Doug’s gullet. 
The sensation was terrible. After pump
ing out McGregor’s stomach, Dr. Murray 
gave him a mild solution of mustard 
to drink.

“You may go to your cabin now,” Dr. 
Murray said. “I’ll report yopr case to 
Air Plot. You are relieved of flying 
duties until you recover. See me when 
you’re better.”

It was a short walk to McGregor’s 
cabin, which he shared with his skipper, 
Lieutenant Commander Jerry Lord, the 
tall, taciturn commander of Fighting 
Seven. He undressed and lay down, but 
the throbbing pain kept him wide awake.

When Lieutenant Commander Lord 
entered the cabin later, he was tired, and 
frowned as he saw McGregor.

“You too,” he groaned. “Half our pi
lots are laid up. Good thing the petty 
officers didn’t have lobster at mess last 
night.”

“Lobster?” Mcgregor asked.
“Yes,” Lord said. “Doc Murray looked 

into the commissary. He’s pretty thor
ough. Says it’s due to canned lobster.” 
He took a deep breath. “But know what? 
The Old Man found that those cans of 
lobster weren’t ordered at all.”

McGregor stared. “What do you 
mean?”

Lord shrugged. "Just this. The quar
termaster hasn’t any record for canned 
lobster. The steward doesn’t know 
about it.”

“In other words, somebody slipped 
cans of contaminated lobster into our 
commissary at Pearl Harbor?”

“That’s right,” Lord said soberly. He 
was taking off his flying togs, prepara
tory to having a shave and shower. “Your 
friend Red Rainey’s in a pretty bad 
shape,” he said. “Doc Murray says his 
case’s serious.”

“Will he recover?” McGregor asked 
anxiously.

Lord shrugged. “Can’t tell.”
“What happened to Delvin?”
“The Venable transferred his body to 

our ship by breeches buoy. Doc Murray 
says Delvin died of drowning, poor guy. 
Apparently he had a bad attack and 
passed out while taking off. Crashed 
into the sea. His cockpit was flooded. 
His gunner and bombardier are okay 
though. Couldn’t get to him on time. 
It happened too fast.”

Doug McGregor had a nightmare as he 
tossed and sweated in his sleep. In his 
dreams, he fought an overpowering sense 
of nausea and his head swelled almost 
to bursting point. He awoke with a start 
and found Lieutenant Commander Lord 
was bending over him with a tumbler 
of translucent liquid in his hand.

“Drink this,” Lord said. “Got it from 
Doc Murray. Barley water.”

McGregor drank it. He was surprised 
to find that the pain in his stomach had 
eased, and his head was becoming clearer. 

“Thanks,” he said.
Lord nodded. “See you later. Got to 

go to the ready room. Have a patrol.” 
Doug McGregor fell asleep again. He 

awoke with the sunrise, and the pain in 
his abdomen was gone. When he got 
out of bed he found he could walk as 
well as ever.

In his flying togs he reported to Dr. 
Murray. The surgeon gave him a hasty 
examination and nodded.

“You’re okay now,” he said. “Recov
ery from stomach poisoning is swift and 
complete. Go to the sick bay and wait 
for me. I must first attend to these men.” 

He glanced at some pilots lying on 
folding hospital cots that were set up in 
the ward room. Tired pharmacist’s mates 
were taking temperature readings and 
jotting them down on chart boards.
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CHAPTER II 

Jap Bombers Overhead!

D R. MURRAY was proud of his thor
oughness. So when he arrived in 

the sick bay, he gave Doug McGregor 
a real flight test including the Schneider 
Index test in which he felt Doug’s pulse 
while Doug climbed and descended a 
small step-ladder rapidly. Then fol
lowed an orientation test during which 
the pilot sat in a turning chair and bent 
double, shielding his eyes. He had to 
call the direction toward which the chair 
turned. The final examination was a per
ception test, wherein he pushed and 
pulled two rods, twenty feet away, until 
they were in perfect alinement.

“You’re fit for flying,” Dr. Murray said. 
“You may report to Air Plot for duty.” 

When McGregor reported to Air Plot, 
Commander Bennett ordered:

“Go to your ready room and take com
mand of the section that’s going to re
lieve Jerry Lord. He’s on a high patrol 
now.”

The ready room was almost empty 
when McGregor arrived. Only four pi
lots—Ensign Roberts, Reserve Ensign 
Prince, two petty officers and himself.

The “talker,” the squadron yeoman 
with earphones strapped to his head, and 
a telephone mouthpiece on a chest plate 
so that he could maintain constant com
munication on a battle circuit to Air 
Plot, was in position at the ready room 
blackboard. McGregor jotted the fig
ures on the blackboard on his chart 
board. It was the only way he would 
find the Essex in the trackless wastes of 
the Pacific.

“Ceiling unlimited,” the talker said, 
passing along data from Air Plot. “Sur
face wind two hundred and twenty-five 
degrees. Velocity ten knots, steady.”

It was ideal flying weather, and Mc
Gregor should have no trouble keeping 
his patrols spread far and wide to cover 
as much territory as possible.

“We will maintain line formation, 
each plane spread out as far as possible, 
within sight of the other,” he said to the 
pilots. “Signals will be passed by wag
ging wings. Don’t use your radio under 
any circumstances.”

“At six-thirty,” the talker interrupted,

“the position of the Essex was eight de
grees and five minutes north latitude; 
one hundred and sixty degrees, forty 
minutes east longitude. Course three 
hundred and thirty-three degrees, True. 
Speed thirty knots.”

After jotting down the information, 
McGregor said:

“We’ll fly twenty miles ahead of the 
Essex, return, and scout ten miles astern. 
We’ll repeat this procedure constantly.”

The bulkhead door o p e n e d  and the 
lights d i m m e d  automatically. Com
mander Bennett entered.

“I’d like to speak to the pilots, Doug,” 
he said.

McGregor s t o o d  aside and Bennett 
faced the pilots.

“Chinese Intelligence sources report 
that an enemy striking force is hunting 
for us,” he said seriously. “They don’t 
know the enemy’s strength, but say that 
the enemy has a fair idea where we are.”

Doug McGregor was abruptly won
dering if the matter of the cans of con
taminated lobster could be linked to the 
Japanese striking force.

“Ordinarily,” Commander Bennett 
said, “we would seek out the enemy and 
give him battle. But we must keep away 
from the Japs until most of our pilots 
recover. Japanese patrol bombers may 
be hunting for us. So if you see an 
enemy patrol bomber, shoot it down be
fore it betrays our position.”

Suddenly the talker said: “Pilots, man 
your planes!”

The loud-speaker repeated: “Pilots, 
man your planes!”

Though the Essex task force was in 
the home grounds of the Japanese Fleet, 
they saw not one enemy plane. Sub
marine patrols belonged to the scouting 
squadrons and to Torpedo Twenty, 
maintaining low altitude picket lines. 
It was ominous, McGregor thought, be
cause if the Japs were hunting the Essex 
they would throw out their patrol bomb- 
bers. Perhaps they already knew where 
the Essex task force was.

FOUR hours in the air, and three 
hours rest followed one another. As 

sick pilots recovered they were im
mediately pressed into service.

The Essex and her escorts were zig
zagging, neither nearing nor drawing 
away from Ponape Island. Captain 
Williamson had said they would not
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leave their post until they had raided 
Ponape. The task force was trying to 
gain time for more pilots to recover.

Nevertheless, though Doug McGregor 
felt as if he had become a mere automa
ton, whose only function in his Vought- 
Sikorsk Corsair fighter was to keep the 
Essex  and her escort ship afloat, at times 
he thought of the cans of contaminated 
lobster. Ptomaine poisoning alone had 
rendered the Essex Air Group impotent 
and had placed the task force in danger. 
He had several theories about how the 
canned lobster had been smuggled into 
the ship, but none of them were plausi
ble.

He discussed it with the pilots, but 
they knew little about it. In the ward 
room, he studied Cassidy. The steward, 
too, had recovered, but McGregor won
dered if Cassidy knew more than he re
vealed. After all, food belonged to Cassi
dy’s department.

Once he found Cassidy alone on Num
ber Three Deck. Though naval customs 
had erected a high barrier between Cassi
dy  ̂an enlisted man, and McGregor, a 
commissioned officer, he drew the stew
ard into a conversation about the lob
sters.

“No, it’s impossible to tell whether or 
not food is bad, sir,” Cassidy said. 
“Looks and smells just like good lobster, 
but though it’s harmless-looking, it’s 
deadly, sir.”

McGregor dismissed his suspicions 
when he remembered that navy cooks 
and stewards were thoroughly trained.

On the second night, Doug McGregor 
felt unaccountably restless. He knocked 
dottle out of his pipe, pocketed it, and 
left the ward room. Climbing the ladders 
to Number Three Deck, he paced aim
lessly.

Suddenly he found himself at the 
stern. He looked at the track of phos
phorescent water that the sea churned, 
and at the sky. Heavy clouds were pass
ing the port beam. They obscured the 
stars from time to time.

He was about to turn when he heard 
the drone of airplane engines. The 
sound faded, then abruptly grew 
stronger, the inharmonious throb of 
planes in formation, flying at low alti
tude. The noise was totally unlike the 
healthy roar of the Essex’s airplanes. It 
came from astern.

“Planes astern!” yelled a seaman from

aloft.
Doug McGregor darted toward the 

ladder. A figure suddenly loomed on 
the deck, and before McGregor saw him, 
they crashed. The other man was Cassi
dy, the steward.

“What’s it—our planes, sir?” stam
mered Cassidy.

McGregor picked himself up. “No. 
Enemy planes.”

Without waiting for more, McGregor 
ran to his squadron ready room and flung 
open the door.

“Enemy planes overhead!” he yelled. 
“Warn Air Plot!”

“Aye, aye sir!” the startled talker 
exclaimed.

McGregor had left his flying coveralls 
and helmet in the ready room, to make 
the most of his rest period. Swiftly he 
donned them.

“Lieutenant McGregor,” the talker 
said. “Air Plot says for you to take 
your section aloft as soon as they give 
word, sir. Lieutenant Commander Lord’s 
section has just returned, and their 
planes will not be ready on time. We 
do not dare to contact Lieutenant Mac- 
way’s section by radio.”

McGregor jotted down the data from 
the blackboard, then the latest informa
tion the talker gave Lieutenant Parnell, 
the assistant deck officer, arrived with 
the spotting sheet, which he tacked on 
the part of the blackboard marked 
“Spot.”

“We’ve run through a rain squall,” 
he said. “Hope clouds hide us from 
these bombers until you fix their hash.”

M cGREGOR grinned and studied 
the spotting sheet. He found his 

plane, Number Ten, on the starboard and 
memorized its position. He would have 
to crawl cautiously along the flight deck 
in the night toward his own Corsair.

The talker passed more information 
about the Japanese patrol bomber that 
shipboard radiolocators revealed. They 
were still miles behind, though the sound 
of their engines was distinct. They 
were circling, apparently waiting for a 
signal. He gave the probable bearings 
of the patrol bombers;

Then, abruptly, the talker and the 
loud-speaker said at the same time: 

“Pilots, man your planes!”
After the flight rendezvoused around 

McGregor’s Corsair, he led the pilots on
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a steep climb to the starboard of the task 
force. He watched the rim needles of 
his altimeter, and his compass carefully, 
and when the altimeter reached 15,000 
feet, he adjusted his oxygen mask.

Slowly the needle swung past 25,000 
feet, and when it reached 28,000 feet, he 
led the section on a long, sweeping bank 
aft and past the task force, miles away 
on their right side. He flew straight for 
ten minutes, and banked again, toward 
the Essex.

Then he saw tiny blue points of flame 
move below and ahead of him toward 
the task force—four pin joints. Either 
a four-engined Japanese bomber, which 
was unlikely judging from the discord
ant tone of their engines, or two bi- 
motored patrol bombers.

McGregor’s tactical maneuver had 
enabled him to make a long detour so 
that the Japs would not see his section. 
Now he was springing on the Japs from 
the rear.

He wagged his wings to catch his 
pilot’s attentions, not yet sure that his 
men had seen the targets. All the time, 
he watched, he watched the tiny blue jets 
so he would not lose them in the black 
night.

He flashed on the dim light on his 
turtleback twice in rapid succession, his 
signal to change to line formation. Be
cause it was necessary to give his orders 
by blinking that faint, shield light, he 
was slightly ahead of the line.

Nearing the bombers, Doug McGregor 
made out their dark mass against a 
slightly lighter sky. They looked like 
poor copies of the PBY Catalina.

He was waiting until he was near 
enough to make a sudden diving attack 
tell when suddenly a bright red light 
glowed on the sea. It silhouetted the 
Essex and drifted away from the carrier 
until a destroyer rammed it, But it had 
lit the sea long enough for the patrol 
bombers to try to straddle the carrier 
with heavy demolition bombs.

As he saw the dim bomb bays of the 
patrol bombers open, he flipped on the 
radio with desperation.

“Sioux from Comfightron Seven Dog 
Ten—urgent!” he called. “Sioux from 
Comfightron Seven Dog Ten—urgent! 
Enemy patrol bombers making a run on 
you.”

“Sioux” was the Essex’s code call, and 
“Dog” was his section code word.

Though radio silence had been decreed, 
Doug knew that the patrol bombers 
would have reported her position any
way. Then he began to get the answer
ing call:

“Comfightron Seven Dog Ten from 
Sioux—Roger.”

Just as he heard the last syllable of 
the acknowledging radio call, heavy 
bombs hurtled toward the sea. He cen
tered the foremost bomber in his iron 
sights, then flashed the weak turtleback 
light on and off—the signal to attack!

Simultaneously he pressed the sole
noid switch on the top of his stick. He 
heard his guns begin their hurried stut
ter, and saw tracers fountain from his 
wing guns and from his cannons. He 
saw tracers of other Corsairs grope for 
the Jap crates and disappear into their 
masses. And as his slugs ripped into 
tail assembly of the bomber he had 
selected, he saw a frantic response of 
orange fire from the guns in the Jap 
blister turrets.

D OUG McGREGOR eased the stick 
and slapped on a little more 

rudder. Brilliant tracers danced ex
plosively along his prey’s fuselage, 
crashed into the port wing nacelle. Sud
denly a volume of smoke blacked out the 
wing. A tiny tendril of fire silhouetted 
the plane and its mate, which was shud
dering under an awful hail of lead.

The wing nacelle of the first bomber 
exploded. The concussion threw the 
other off. McGregor bored into it, and 
suddenly it lurched and trembled. Then 
fire enveloped her. The patrol bombers 
spiraled toward the sea like torches fall
ing from a mountain top.

McGregor glanced at his compass and 
found he was on the course he had cal
culated. He would find the Essex with
out any trouble unless she was sunk, or 
gone off course to confuse the bomb
ers. If that were the case he had to keep 
radio silence so the enemy would not get 
wind of her new course.

He waited for his planes to rendezvous 
behind him. Though it was dark, he 
saw their dim outlines. One was miss
ing, a casualty to the Jap patrol bomb
ers’ turret guns.

Then Doug McGregor led his section 
on a steep glide toward the sea. But 
where the Essex should have been was 
nothing but the broad sea!
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CHAPTER III
A Spy Aboard!

FROWNING, McGregor tried to keep 
calm. It was a serious moment in 

which to get lost. The lives of his pilots 
as well as of himself depended on his 
judgment. If they were lost, the planes 
would crash into the sea, and fifteen 
hundred men on the Essex, thousands 
more on the cruisers and destroyers 
would be in more active danger because 
of the loss of valuable fighter planes and. 
pilots.

In such a case, he might be justified 
in breaking radio silence again to get a 
new bearing. But the Japanese patrol 
bombers had reported the Essex’s posi
tion and enemy listening stations would 
be on a twenty-four-hour schedule to 
pick the slightest call from the ship’s 
direction. They only knew where she 
was; they did not know her course. Ac
cordingly, McGregor resolved not to 
break radio silence until the last mo
ment.

He studied the gasoline gauge. He 
had another hour of flying left. Then 
looked at the instruments. He tried to 
put himself in Captain Williamson’s 
shoes by guessing what course his Old 
Man would have taken. Then he grinned.

He kicked the rudder pedals and shoved 
the stick slightly. His Corsairs followed 
his maneuver, and they skimmed over 
the sea until they crossed fresh tracks 
that warships left. And much to his re
lief, he found that all ships were afloat.

Following the tracks,he overtook the 
Essex and dived over the carrier's “is
land,” zooming sharply near the bow. It 
was the recognition maneuver. The 
Essex turned into wind and took aboard 
the returning fighters.

To McGregor’s surprise, his assistant 
plane c a p t a i n ,  Aviation Machinist’s 
Mate Second Class Corcoran took over 
his plane.

“Gosh, we thought you were goners, 
sir,” Corcoran said. “We sent a liaison 
plane aloft to warn the pilots of our new 
course. The liaison plane returned with
out locating you.”

“What happened to O’Brien?” Mc
Gregor asked.

“Bomb splinter killed him, sir.”

“Who lit the Coston flare?”
Corcoran shrugged. “Scuttlebutt 

gossip’s got it that a spy’s aboard. He 
dropped the flare. Everyone says he’s 
responsible for the ptomaine poisoning, 
sir. We didn’t catch him. Too dark 
on the decks.”

Before McGregor could ask further 
questions, a marine orderly approached 
him and saluted.

“Captain Williamson’s compliments, 
sir. You are requested to report to him 
in his cabin at once, sir.”

Some of the Old Man’s staff officers 
were in his cabin when Doug McGregor 
reported. Captain Williamson, a tall, 
thin man with a chiseled face that was 
tanned by years of exposure to sea, re
turned McGregor’s salute.

“What type of planes were they?” 
Captain Williamson asked, after Mc
Gregor made his report.

“I think they’re poor copies of our 
PBYs, sir,” McGregor informed.

Captain Williamson nodded to Com
mander Bennett, who said:

“Doug, you’re in command of Fight
ing Squadron Seven now. Jerry Lord’s 
wounded by a bomb splinter. It isn’t 
serious, but he can’t fly with his arm in 
a sling.”

McGregor saluted, but before he went, 
he turned back to Commander Bennett.

“Has Red Rainey recovered yet, sir?” 
he asked.

Bennett shook his head. “I think 
you’d better go and see him in the sick 
bay. Jerry Lord’s there, too.”

Just a minute,” Captain Williamson 
interrupted. “Before you go, I want you 
to realize that there is an enemy agent 
aboard this ship. Until we catch him, 
we have to be on alert.”

VfcOUG McGREGOR went to the 
MW  ward room for a cup of coffee and 
for a smoke, but did not bother to take 
off his flying togs. He had to be ready 
for any emergency, now that the Japs 
had a fair idea where the Essex was.

The presence of the spy aboard com
plicated matters, for unquestionably the 
spy was responsible for the contami
nated lobster. Was the spy in the 
steward’s department? The messboys 
hardly looked like spies, and Cassidy 
himself had been poisoned.

Thinking of the sick pilots, McGregor 
determined to go to the sick bay as soon
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as he had his rest to see Rainey.
In the ward room, he heard more of 

what had happened while he had been 
aloft. One of the Jap bombs had been 
a near miss. Its splinters had wiped out 
a marine gun crew and killed some plane 
crews. Lieutenant Commander Lord 
had been wounded when taking charge 
of flight deck operations.

Doug McGregor filled his pipe and 
walked to the coffee table to refill his 
mug. Cassidy was superintending the 
messboys. McGregor noticed that the 
steward’s hand was bandaged. He won
dered if Cassidy, who had been on Num
ber Three Deck when the Jap planes 
first had been heard, had been hurt by 
bomb splinters too.

Draining his coffee, McGregor tram
pled out the burning tobacco in his pipe 
and pocketed the briar. Then he left 
the ward room and walked aft to the 
sick bay,

There were a few hospital cases, which 
pharmacist’s mates now attended. Dr. 
Murray was busy bandaging Lieutenant 
Commander Lord’s arm.

“Hello, Doug,” Lord greeted.
“Feeling better?” McGregor asked. 
“Yes, except I can’t fly for a spell. 

You’re in command now.”
“Okay, but we’ll miss you,” McGregor 

said, and turned to Dr. Murray.
“Doc, may I see Red Rainey?”
Dr. Murray shook his head. “Nobody 

can see him. He’s in a coma.” 
McGregor bit his lips. “Dangerous?” 
Dr. Murray shrugged. “He may come 

out of it. Or he may not.
“Let me know how he’s getting along,” 

McGregor asked.
“I will, if you call me.”
Before McGregor left the sick bay, 

he heard Dr. Murray call out to one of 
his pharmacist’s mates:

“Break out medical supplies for a 
bottle of ipecac. Do you know what 
happened to the other? It was fairly 
full.”

“No, sir,” the Pharmacist’s Mate re
plied. “We’ve had a good many patients, 
but no ipecac case, sir.”

When McGregor left the sick bay he 
did not want to go back to the ward 
room. He wanted to be alone, to think.

He climbed to Number Three Deck 
and began pacing, thinking of Rainey. 
They had been classmates at Annapolis, 
and also at Pensacola. They had been

together aboard the Saratoga too. Rainey 
was only a temporary lieutenant com
mander, however, commanding Scout
ing Fifteen because its squadron leader 
had been killed in action.

Then Doug McGregor remembered 
Rainey’s sister, Della. The girl who 
was waiting for him in Honolulu.

He drifted aft to the stern, again 
watching the phosphorescent glow of the 
wake. He saw the silhouette of destroy
ers and cruisers, and thought how easy 
it would be to drop a red Coston flare 
fixed to a floating can and weighted 
down on one end. There was such a 
can, ringed by cork. When one end was 
removed, it was rubbed against the com
bustible material that ignited the flare.

A S HE turned he felt something un
der his foot. Wondering, he bent 

over and picked it up. It was a long 
strip of tin with sharp edges.

Determined to find out what the strip 
of tin in his hands was, he went to the 
ward room and examined it carefully 
under the ward room’s lights. It was a 
coiled strip with a key on one end, like 
a removable strip of a coffee can. Some
thing dark brown on one edge of it 
looked like dried blood.

Abruptly he looked toward the coffee 
table. Cassidy was still there, and his 
hand was bandaged. Cassidy had been 
on Number Three Deck when the Japan
ese bombers had arrived. The poisoned 
lobster had come from Cassidy’s depart
ment. Still, McGregor had to remember 
that Cassidy had been poisoned too,.

He walked to the coffee table, holding 
the strip of tin in his hands, apparently 
studying it. He took a mug of coffee, 
then put the strip of tin on the table, 
and drank his Java. Finally he lit his 
pipe and sat down. Smoking, he ex
amined the strip of tin carefully. When 
he finished his smoke, he knocked dot- 
tie out of his pipe, pocketed the tin, 
and left the ward room. He paused for 
a while, then climbed a ladder to Num
ber Three Deck and walked aft slowly.

Though he saw no one, Doug Mc
Gregor was sure someone was following 
him. His plan was working. He stayed 
away from the stern, stopped, and steeled 
himself for the attack.

It came like a thunderbolt. A figure 
leaped at him out of the dark with fists 
flying. Though McGregor had been ex
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pecting it, he was nevertheless surprised 
by the ferocity of the attack.

He retreated slightly, taking blows like 
a veteran boxer. Then he sidestepped 
and drove his fist into his assailant’s 
ribs, just below the heart. The man 
screamed with pain, and McGregor fol
lowed his advantage, driving his fists in 
like pistons. The man grappled with 
him. They fell on the deck.

The assailant landed on top of Mc
Gregor and drug his knee into the pilot’s 
throat. McGregor choked and tried to 
draw air into his lungs, but his chest 
pained. His assailant’s knee kept a 
steady pressure on his throat. In des
peration, McGregor jerked his body 
around and, robbed of balance, the as
sailant rolled aside.

McGregor kicked with all his might 
and his adversary screamed. McGregor 
sprang to his feet. The other man stag
gered to his own feet but before Mc
Gregor could stop him with his fists, the 
man bent double. Doug McGregor top
pled over him.

The noise of fighting brought a squad 
of marines to Number Three Deck just 
as the man ran aft, toward the stern.

“Stop him!” McGregor yelled. “He’s 
the spy!”

A marine whipped out his automatic 
and fired.

The man stopped in his tracks and his 
knees buckled. He struck a cabin wall, 
and slid to the deck where he lay, partly 
propped against the wall.

A marine nabbed the young lieuten
ant, but when he recognized him, he 
saluted and apologized. Then they ran 
to the downed man. The marine switched 
on a weak blue flashlight and played its 
beam on the fellow. He was the steward, 
Cassidy.

Commander Bennett arrived on Num
ber Three Deck on the run.

“What’s been going on here?” he de
manded.

Doug McGregor explained and pointed 
to Cassidy.

“That man’s the spy!” he accused.
The marines picked up Cassidy and 

carried him to the sick bay. Dr. Mur
ray made a hasty examination and shook 
his head.

“He’s done for.”
While he was in the sick bay, Mc

Gregor looked around and found 
Rainey’s bed. Rainey was still in a coma,

and a pharmacist’s mate was keeping a 
constant watch, wiping foam from his 
mouth.

CHAPTER IV  
Attack at Dawn

LATER, there was another meeting 
in Captain Williamson’s cabin. 

Though he was not a smoker, the Old 
Man had passed a box of cigars to the 
officers present. They were waiting for 
Commander Bennett to return from 
searching Cassidy’s effects.

Finally Commander Bennett entered 
with a sea-bag and saluted. He took 
his seat beside Captain Williamson, who 
opened the meeting.

“Lieutenant McGregor,” he said, “you 
are commended for quick thinking. 
Please explain how you found out that 
Cassidy was the spy.”

Doug McGregor explained again.
“It was easy for Cassidy to include the 

cans of contaminated lobster in the com
missary,” he said, in conclusion. “It was 
his job to purchase food. And he could 
fix it so we’d eat the lobster and there’d 
be a wholesale attack of ptomaine poi
soning just before we attacked Ponape 
Island.

“He was on Number Three Deck when 
the Japanese patrol bombers arrived. He 
must have known they were based on an 
island in vicinity. As for the flare, it 
was only a floating can such as is some
times included in a lifeboat’s equipment. 
It could have been camouflaged as an 
ordinary can, and when he was ready he 
only had to slip a cork ring through the 
can. If he hadn’t been in such a hurry 
and had made sure he had thrown the 
strip of tin overboard he might still be 
spying for the enemy.”

“Cassidy certainly had plenty of 
nerve,” Captain Williamson observed. 
“He poisoned himself to throw off sus
picion.”

McGregor shook his head. “I heard 
Dr. Murray complain that a bottle of 
ipecac is missing sir. I did not know its 
significance until after Cassidy was 
killed. He faked stomach poisoning by 
taking ipecac.”

Captain Williamson nodded. He 
turned to Commander Bennett.
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“What have you found among Cas
sidy’s effects?”

Commander Bennett drew a long green 
steel box out of the sea-bag, which he 
gave to Captain Williamson. At the 
captain’s directions, the officers broke 
open the box and found a bunch of let
ters held together with rubber bands. 
As Captain Williamson read letter after 
letter his face turned purple.

Then he cleared his voice and said:
“These letters give a clear picture of 

Cassidy’s activities. His term of enlist
ment was over a few years ago, and he 
ran an export house which was a front 
for arms smuggling to Mexican and Cen
tral American revolutionary parties un
der Axis sponsorship. He organized the 
Columbia Police Reserve Association, 
which was a secret army of fifth colum
nists. He was trained in navigation and 
sabotage by the Japanese Navy. He was 
recalled to active service after Pearl 
Harbor—a paid enemy agent all the 
time.”

The captain turned to McGregor.
“Lieutenant, do you know the reason 

for Cassidy’s sabotage?”
“Perhaps to weaken us so that a Jap

anese carrier task force would sink us,” 
McGregor said.

“You guessed right, Lieutenant. He 
had his plan of escape after we should 
be sunk. He meant to launch a big balsa 
raft from Number Four Deck and wait 
to be picked up by the enemy. These 
papers would entitle him to consider
ation.

“He had betrayed our mission to the 
enemy. I don’t know how he did it, 
but the Japanese carrier, Koiyu, and her 
escort warships that were cruising just 
out of sight of Ponape knew exactly 
when we would bomb Ponape, and they 
have devised a neat time-table schedule 
of their counter-moves. The idea was 
that if he failed in his ptomaine poison
ing attempt, the Koiyu  would launch 
her planes and attack us while our Air 
Group was bombarding Ponape. If we 
did not attack Ponape, the enemy would 
know the reason, and the Koiyu  would 
attack us—tomorrow afternoon! The 
rendezvous of the carrier the night be
fore the attack, and the time-table of 
her movements is in this paper, so near 
that we only have to send our planes 
across to spot her.”

“Sir,” M c G r e g o r  said, “while the

enemy patrol bombers betrayed our po
sition, the enemy would still not know 
exactly where we are. On the other 
hand we know where the Koiyu  is. 
Wouldn’t it be a good idea to give them 
the works at dawn before they have a 
chance to attack us? If we sink the 
Koiyu, we’d accomplish more than by 
raiding Ponape. The Japs will have to 
reshuffle their fleet, and it will be an 
ideal time for the marines to carry out 
their mission.”

Captain Williamson smiled/ “I was 
thinking of that, too.” Then his face 
became grave. “We’re still under
manned. Cassidy saw to that, and the 
Japanese wouldn’t dream we would at
tack them for a time. This means not 
only that surprise must be complete, but 
that the enemy high patrol must be 
wiped out. It is your mission, Lieuten
ant McGregor. All depends on its suc
cess, or the attack ends in disaster.” 

“We will wipe out the enemy high 
patrol,” Doug McGregor promised 
firmly. . . .

LIEUTENANT McGREGOR felt 
the Essex tremble as she raced to 

get into a strategic position to launch 
her attack. He was fresh, having had a 
good four hours’ sleep, a shave, and a 
shower. Now he was in the ward room, 
drinking a mug of coffee before going 
to his squadron ready room.

Lieutenant Nordhoff, executive officer 
of Scouting Eighteen, entered the ward 
room, beaming happily. Taking it as 
an omen, McGregor brought him a mug 
of coffee.

“Have you heard from Red Rainey?” 
he asked.

Nordhoff nodded. “He’s out of his 
coma. He’s getting better now. Say, he 
asked me to tell you to phone him.” 

With a grin, McGregor picked up the 
ward room phone and called the sick 
bay. After preliminaries, he talked hur
riedly with Rainey and hung up smiling. 
Then he went to the ready room.

After transcribing data from the black
board, he faced the pilots.

“This squadron’s mission is to destroy 
the enemy high patrol with a single 
stroke,” he told them grimly. “Failing 
that, we must keep the enemy engaged 
at high altitude while the scouting 
squadrons and Torpedo Twenty give the 
Nips the works. But we must not fail.”
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“At three-thirty,” the talker inter
rupted, “the position of the Essex was 
nine degrees, eighteen minutes north 
latitude, and one hundred and fifty-nine 
degrees, five minutes east longitude. 
Course one seven zero True, speed thirty 
knots.”

McGregor marked the data in his chart 
board and checked it with the notations 
the talker made on the blackboard.

“We shall drive our planes to maxi
mum altitude,” he went on then. “We 
must stay in formation, always. To wipe

Gregor found that Torpedo Twenty’s 
Avengers, because of their great size, 
were spotted ahead of Fighting Seven’s 
Corsairs.

Then the talker cocked his head and
said:

“Pilots, man your planes!”
The loud-speaker repeated:
“Pilots, man your planes.”
The bulkhead door opened, accom

panied by simultaneous dimming of 
lights. McGregor led his pilots out into 
the passageway, and up the ladder to the

B A TA A N
By

DOM
B L M D I M G

Bataan . . . Bataan 
Bataan falls! Bataan!
Like the tramp of feet on the road of doom, 
Like the bomber’s roar . . . like the cannon’s 

boom,
Like the drums of death the words command 
Men and Women of every land 
To stop! To listen! To understand!
To pulse our hearts to the weary beat . . . 
Advance . . . retreat . . . advance . . . retreat. 
There is glory in such defeat,
Bor each man gave of the best he had,
Bearded veteran , . . beardless lad 
Gave of his strength, his hope, his life,
For mother, brother, friend and wife.
Unknown heroes whose fame is sung 
When “Bataan” is uttered by any tongue.
Take those banners from wounded hands 
A nd carry the battle to stricken lands.
Work and sacrifice, hope and give.
That glorious word must forever live,
Symbol of courage. That splendid name 
Should be stamped with blood and seared with 

flame
On the heart of every woman and man.
Dare to forget i t . .  . if you can!
B A T A A N !

out the enemy with a single stroke”— 
he stressed his words to accent their im
portance—“we must have formation, 
team-work, and timing.”

As he spoke on, the talker occasion
ally interrupted, passing information 
from Air Plot, data about the weather, 
the position of the Essex task force, di
rection and speed after the attack was 
over, and the direction and position of 
the nearest land.

Then Lieutenant Parnell arrived with 
the spotting sheet, which he tacked to 
Spot. The pilots studied it, memorizing 
the location of their planes. Doug Mc-

walkway. The night was clear, starry, 
and brisk. McGregor walked aft cau
tiously until he came to where the Cor
sairs of Fighting Seven were spotted. 
He climbed the ladder to the flight deck 
and flopped on his belly.

As he crawled along the flight deck 
in the night, to escape the whirring pro
pellers that could cut a man in half, he 
felt the Essex turn into the wind. At 
last he came to his plane, Number Ten, 
and rose slowly.

“She’s okay, sir,” Aviation Machinist’s 
Mate Corcoran said with enthusiasm. 
“Bag a Nip for me, sir!”
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McGregor grinned. “I will,” he prom
ised.

He boarded his Corsair and left the 
’chute straps dangling free in case of a 
crash. He fastened his safety-belt.

Now the palisades were down, and he 
heard the roar of engines springing to 
life. The Avengers ahead of him were 
taking off one by one.

Then it was his turn, and he eased 
his Corsair into take-off position. On 
the forward end of the island, he saw 
the dim light of the deck officer’s hooded 
flashlight sweep skyward and make a 
couple of circles. He locked his brakes 
and gunned his engine. Then the light 
swept forward and downward, and si
multaneously McGregor released his 
brakes.

H E FELT his Corsair hurtle for
ward. The figures on the walkway 

were blurred. Then the Essex rode over 
a swell, and the Corsair was thrown into 
the air. Before the fighter could stall, 
the pilot eased her and rose to five thou
sand feet, where he waited for his squad
ron to rendezvous behind him.

At last Fighting Seven rendezvoused 
in sections formation, and McGregor led 
them on a long climb. He donned his 
oxygen mask and expected his pilots to 
do the same when the altimeter passed 
the thirteen thousand-foot mark. Still 
the squadron climbed.

Suddenly the stars dimmed, and there 
was a graying on the eastern horizon. 
It was a sort of chilly gray that made 
Doug McGregor shiver in spite of 
his electrically warmed coveralls. He 
glanced at the altimeter. It read twenty- 
five thousand feet. He calculated the 
planes would reach the enemy force just 
before dawn reached sea level.

Still he led his Corsairs on a long 
climb. Now ice was forming on the 
wings, and he shivered again. He turned 
on the de-icers, and the ice coat snapped 
off explosively.

Then the altimeter read thirty-seven 
thousand feet. The geared supercharg
ers could not take in any more altitude, 
and McGregor leveled off. Now dawn 
reached sea level. The air was blue with 
a weird luminosity. The sun would 
break out of the horizon any minute. 
The dive and torpedo bombers were get
ting ready.

Hardly had the squadron reformed

when, ahead and below him, McGregor 
saw a thin line of Mitsubishi Double 
Zero fighters in line formation sweep 
the skies. These Zeros would see the 
dive and torpedo bombers unless the 
Corsairs attacked the Japs first.

McGregor wagged his wings to call his 
squadron mates’ attention to the Zeros. 
Through his rear view mirror, he saw 
his fighters reform into right step eche
lon formation, the maneuver he had de
scribed in the ready room. Then he 
kicked his rudder bars, and his Corsair 
went into a vertical bank.

He kept his Corsair in a controlled 
dive that was almost vertical, centering 
the leading Zero in his iron sights. The 
distance was not great, and he thumbed 
the solenoid to warm his machine-guns 
and cannons. Then he studied his 
opponent.

The Zero was a sleek and streamlined 
job, but it lacked armor protection 
for its pilot. If he put his first slugs 
in the target area, the Jap pilot would 
be a goner before he knew it. That, Doug 
McGregor resolved to do.

He watched the Zero grow alarmingly 
as though the plane were determined to 
collide into the Corsair. It was an illu
sion, he knew, and he shoved it out of 
his mind to judge distance accurately. 
Then the Zero was well within gun 
range, and McGregor flipped on the 
radio.

“Fightron Seven from Comfightron— 
attack!”

Simultaneously he pressed his eye 
against the eye-piece of his telescopic 
sight. The Zero seemed to leap toward 
his eyes. He saw the Jap pilot’s hel- 
meted head. The Jap was looking at him 
with startled eyes, but he could do 
nothing to get out of his hopeless trap. 
The Corsair was diving vertically, and 
every move on the Jap’s part would be 
easily countered by a slight shift of the 
Corsair’s dive.

McGregor thumbed his solenoid. His 
guns yammered, and his tracers lanced 
at the Jap. His slugs ripped into the 
Zero’s thin hide, just aft of the pilot’s 
cockpit.

He corrected it with a little elevator, 
and the exploding holes walked forward. 
They disappeared into the cockpit, thud
ding into the Jap’s face. McGregor took 
his eyes out of the telescopic eye-sight 
to avoid the sickening sensation caused
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by the sight of bullets mashing a human 
face.

He shoved the Corsair slightly, diving

fast the stalling Zero before leveling.
n the battle, Fighting Seven was mak

ing out Well, but there were quite a few 
Zeros that had escaped the initial rush. 
Accordingly, he zoomed and skidded 
under the belly of another Zero. He 
hammered it with burst after burst of 
hot lead. The Zero lurched, enveloped by 
a thick column of oily black smoke.

THE fight was over almost as soon 
as it started, without a single instan

taneous fatality to the Corsairs. A few 
were so wounded that they had to limp 
back to the Essex. McGregor feared 
that one of them might crash into the 
sea, though.

“Last plane, Scouting Eighteen, be
ginning dive,” he heard over the radio.

It was a signal to the Essex to get into 
position to take aboard returning planes.

Doug waited for the Corsairs to re
form behind him and fill all gaps. Then 
he led them on a gentle glide to lower 
altitudes.

He saw the main battle then. The Jap
anese carrier, Koryu, was rocking under 
a hail of light and heavy demolition 
bombs. Fore and aft, huge columns of 
smoke shot skyward, punctured here and 
there by red fire. The breeze carried the 
smoke clear over the carrier, obliterating 
her flight deck from observation.

But the dive bombing attack was not 
accomplished without casualties. The 
warship’s A.A. guns barked vigorously, 
sending great globs of flame ranging sky
ward. Shrapnel blossomed everywhere, 
and some hit Scouting Fifteen Daunt- 
lesses, and some killed Scouting Seven

teen’s Helldivers. But on the whole, the 
A.A. fire was ineffectual, for the dive 
bombers had done their work.

Now Torpedo Twenty’s Avengers 
broke through the destroyer screen and 
skimmed over the surface of water 
toward the Koryu. Japanese cruisers 
turned their turret guns to raise geysers 
of water to stop the torpedo bombers. 
They were too late. The tin fish were off, 
cutting through the water toward the 
stricken Japanese carrier.

Suddenly a torpedo exploded on the 
Koryu’s stern. She turned around like a 
shaking thing, and then a huge column 
of water shot to the sky on her bow. 
Another ripped into her ’midships.

All of a sudden, the carrier’s flight 
deck buckled. A wall of fire burst out 
explosively and mushroomed in the air. 
Flame spread far and wide, and then the 
“covered wagon” listed sharply to star
board.

Doug McGregor watched the doomed 
carrier grimly. She was gone, and all the 
treachery, deceit, and murder she had 
brought had boomeranged on her. Then, 
as the Japanese cruisers and destroyers 
realized they had failed to protect the 
Koryu, they left the burning carrier to 
her fate.

Lieutenant McGregor grinned mirth
lessly. The cruisers and destroyers were 
not going to be let off so easily. The 
scouting squadrons and Torpedo Twenty 
would return to the Essex to rearm. 
They would seek out the fleeing war
ships to sink as many as they could be
fore Japanese reinforcements arrived.

McGregor flipped on the radio.
“Sioux from Comfightron Seven— 

scratch one flat top, scratch one flat top,” 
he said laconically.

NEW SCIENTIFIC 2-WAY TREATMENT WITH QUINSANA POWDER 
-O N  FEET AN D  IN SH O ES -  IS  PRODUCING  A M A Z IN G  R E 
SULTS. IN  TESTS ON THOUSANDS OF PERSONS, PRACTICALLY 
ALL CASES OF ATHLETE'S FOOT CLEARED UP IN A  SHORT T IM E .



A Flying Fortress Proves Her Mettle When Grim  
Enemy Fire Makes a Sieve of Her— But She's No 
Tougher Than Her Daring Pilot and Her Crew!

A T  5 A.M. on 
October 3,

X  1942, I was 
awakened at a mis
sion hut in one of 
our bomber stations 
in England. It was dark, and for a mo
ment I didn’t know quite where I was. 
The hut was so small that I could reach 
out on either side of me and touch the 
other officers in their beds. I wondered 
what I was doing awake at that hour.

Then I remembered that, the day be
fore, I had been assigned as pilot of a 
B-17 on a bombing operation over Oc
cupied France. At the moment I didn’t 
know the exact location of the objec
tive, but I had been told that it was a 
munitions plant that was now making 
goods of war for the Nazis.

I dressed quickly and gulped down the 
tea that was brought me. After that, I 
went to the Intelligence office, where 
they gave me the exact location of the 
objective. My navigator, Lieutenant 
Thompson, of St. Louis, and my bom
bardier, Lieutenant Komarek, of Mus
kegon, were there, and I then met them 
for the first time. We learned that the 
objective was the Potez plant at Meulte, 
in Occupied France.

Very shortly after, we got news that 
the operation wouldn’t take off as

planned, but we were to stand by. There 
was a good possibility that we’d “get 
on with it”—as the R.A.F. says—before 
the day was out.

Getting Acquainted
We stalled around until about noon 

while I got acquainted with my crew. I 
had never met any of them before. They 
had worked together, but I was a 
stranger to them. We were polite about 
the whole thing, but we wanted to know 
more about each other.

As C.O. of a B-17 that was going to 
take off on an operation over enemy ter
ritory, I wanted to know more about 
them. They’d flown together as a crew 
and called each other by their first names. 
A good crew does that.

In the air you’re all out on the same 
party. You have to know what each 
member of a crew will do under any 
situation of the thousand and one that 
may come on you without warning.

But I didn’t know them, so I went 
through the motions of inspecting the 
ship. I discovered her name was Phyllis.
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It was because of a picture on her front 
end. It was a picture of a swell girl, 
but no one in the crew could quite agree 
as to whose girl it was.

The rear gunner, Technical Sergeant 
Taucher, a coal miner in normal life, 
said it was because “Phyllis” was two of 
the crew members’ girl. That remark 
caused indignation among the rest, and 
the thing has never been finally settled. 
The ship, so far as I could see, was just 
called Phyllis because she was Phyllis.

I went through the usual routine of 
checking the ship and seeing that every
thing aboard—including the guns—was 
okay. I’ve never seen a sweeter func
tioning aircraft than Phyllis when we 
took off. She had a good crew, and I 
hope that I—the pilot and captain—am 
in their class.

Lawyers Aloft
One thing I found in our favor was 

that two of the crew—myself and Lieu
tenant Long, the co-pilot—were lawyers, 
and that Lieutenant Komarek, the bom
bardier, was in his last year of law before 
he got in the Air Force.

Lawyers are often looked down upon, 
but I can only say that my co-pilot and 
my bombardier were swell airmen. The 
rest of the boys did okay, too, in spite of 
being commercial artists, truck drivers, 
statisticians and other assorted trades.

In the middle of the afternoon, the 
signal for our take-off came. As is usual 
at these moments, I was so scared I could 
hardly walk. Somehow, though, I man
aged to make it.

Phyllis was a long way from her home 
in Seattle, but she was magnificent. That 
was what our ground crew did for us. 
The guys who’d like to fly, but who take 
out their yearning by seeing that every
thing is right before the take-off.

We were in vee of vees all the way in 
to the target. The main formation was 
in vees, and we, who were in the “rear 
guard,” were in echelon of vees, from 
left to right, inside the rear wings of 
the main formation. Our ship was “Tail- 
end Charlie.” We were the rearmost 
left-hand ship in the formation, and 
hence the last to bomb.

Making the Run
We hit scattered heavy (high alti

tude) flak on our way in, but it was 
slight, and did no harm. We got well 
over our targets, in formation and un

molested, when I heard the bombardier 
yelling through the inter-phone.

“Bomb doors open! Left! Right a 
bit! Right hard! Right, damn it! 
Right!”

I kept trying to follow his directions. 
It was tough because we were in the 
slipstreams of the ships ahead and it took 
a lot of rudder to keep Phyllis on the 
course he wanted. At last he was 
through.

“Okay! Bombs away! Button her 
up!” he said, which meant for me to get 
the bomb doors closed. Then he said 
“Hit-H/t-HIT on target!” It sounded 
fine.

The bombing part was easy. We’d got 
over the target and dropped them on the 
nose •— by the grace of Lieutenant 
Komarek. All we had to do now was get 
back.

But that’s when they started to pour in 
on. The open bomb doors had slowed us 
down a lot, and we were behind the for
mation. The Germans’ strategy was ob
viously to pick on the last ship and shoot 
it down.

Most of the others got no attention at 
all from them. And I might say that I 
think it would be a lot better if the last 
ships in a formation were to slow down 
momentarily and let “Tail-end Charlie” 
get his bomb doors closed and catch up 
before they hightail for home. You can 
get a lot of interprotection from even 
two other B-17s. And we certainly 
needed it right then.

"Tail End Charlie"
But there we were—-behind the others, 

pulling between 47 and 50 inches of mer
cury—a heck of a lot at that altitude— 
and trying to catch up, meanwhile tak
ing evasive action. The flak was really 
being poured on, heavy flak. I saw it 
below me, in front, and then above me.

We were bracketed, and I knew that 
when it came next, they’d have us. They 
did. We started getting hits and plenty 
of them. I could feel the ship buck and 
shudder each time they hit us. And I 
might say, incidentally, that one of the 
boys in the other ships saw them hit and 
destroy one of their own pursuits, an 
ME 109-G.

Things were happening fast, and it’s a 
little hard to get them in their proper 
order, I’m trying to tell what occurred 
in about five seconds, but it’s going to
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take a lot longer than that to do it.
I was talking about their pursuits. I 

forgot to say that I had seen a dogfight 
—or what looked like one—ahead and 
above me—just a flash of it. That was 
when we were on the target.

Then came the flak, as I’ve said be
fore. And then the hits. But after that 
came something worse. The flak sud
denly stopped cold, and I knew we were 
in for it. That’s the toughest moment 
of a bombing raid—the few seconds 
between the time the flak stops, and the 
enemy pursuit comes at you. I found 
time to be scared, but not for long.

Enemy Aircraft
Just then all the gunners in the crew 

started calling through the interphone.
“Enemy aircraft at three o’clock, Lieu

tenant! . . .  At five o’clock! . . .  At nine 
o’clock!”

Sergeant Taucher, the rear gunner, 
was more specific.

“Hell, Lieutenant, they’re coming in! 
From behind! There’s a jillion of ’em! 
They look like pigeons!”

“Give ’em hell, boys!” I said, or some
thing like that.

“I can’t,” he said. “My guns are 
jammed. I’m trying to clear ’em!”

“Keep swinging them around so it 
looks like you’re firing,” I said.

“Okay, Skipper!” Then, “I’ve got one 
gun cleared now.” He started firing.

He told me later that once he got his 
guns going he didn’t take his finger off 
the trigger from the time their forma
tion started to come in until the last 
ship of it had gone out.

They were employing two tactics that 
were new to me—and darned effective. 
When they peeled off to attack, they 
came in so close together that by the 
time one ship had shot us up and banked 
away, the next in line had his sights on 
us.

Dogfight
The other dodge they used was to pre

tend to come in on one of the other ships 
and then do a twenty-degree turn and 
shoot hell out of us. And while Taucher 
said their fire came mostly from a range 
of about 1,200 yards, he also said that 
they were so close when they finished 
firing that he could see their faces.

Mostly they came from the rear, but 
at least one of them got up under us 
from in front, stalled and, as it fell off,

raked us the length of Phyllis’ belly. I 
could feel his hits banging into her.

As a matter of fact, I could feel the 
effect of all their fire. It was rather like 
sitting in the boiler of a hot water heater 
that was being rolled down a steep hill.

Tough Going
I began to realize that things were get

ting tough. There was an explosion be
hind me as a 20-mm. cannon shell banged 
into us just behind the upper turret and 
exploded. I kept thinking, “What if it 
hit the flares?” If it had hit the flares and 
ignited them, I knew we’d go up like a 
rocket.

Then I looked out at the right wing 
and saw it was shot to pieces. There 
were holes everywhere. A lot of them 
were 20-mm. cannon holes. They tear a 
hole in the skin you could shove a sheep 
through. The entire wing was just a 
bunch of holes.

I looked at Lieutenant Long, the co
pilot. That was a treat. There he was 
with his wheel shoved clear over to the 
right in a desperate-looking right-hand 
turn which seemed, at the time, very 
funny because my control wheel was 
centered.

I started to laugh and then decided 
there wasn’t anything to laugh about. 
The position of his wheel meant his 
aileron control cables had been shot 
away.

That wasn’t funny at all.
About that time several other unpleas

ant things happened all at once. First, 
the waist gunner, Sergeant Peterson 
yelled through the interphone.

“Lieutenant, there’s a bunch of con
trol wires slapping me in the puss,” 
which meant that the tail surface con
trols were being shot up. Second, the 
right-hand outboard engine “ran away,” 
and the engine controls were messed up 
so we couldn’t shut it off. Third, the 
left-hand inboard engine quit. And 
fourth, the ship went into a steep climb 
which I couldn’t control.

More Grief
I forgot to say that the whole left-hand 

oxygen system had gone out with the 
first burst of flak, and that I was trying 
to get the ship down to 20,000 feet to 
keep half my crew from passing out. 'I 
forgot to tell about this before because 
things were happening too fast to tell 
them all at once.
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Behind me there was a pretty nice 
little piece of drama going on that I 
couldn’t see. My radio gunner, Ser
geant Bouthellier, passed out from lack 
of oxygen, and the radio operator, Ser
geant Parcells, seeing him lying by his 
gun, abandoned his own oxygen mask 
and put the emergency bottle over his 
face.

. Sergeant Bouthellier revived, just in 
time to see Sergeant Parcells pass out 
himself. He, in turn, took the emer
gency bottle off his own face, and re
vived Parcells. After that, on the verge 
of going out again, Bouthellier called 
through the interphone to tell me that 
the oxygen supply line was damaged.

With Lieutenant Long’s help, I man
aged to put the ship into a steep dive 
and leveled out at 20,000 feet. At this 
altitude, everyone could keep going 
without oxygen.

To return to the fourth unpleasant 
thing that happened—when Phyllis went 
into a steep climb, I simply couldn’t hold 
her level. There was something wrong 
with the controls. I had my knees 
against the wheel, and the stabilizer con
trol was in the full-down position.

The control column kept trying to 
push me through the back of my seat. I 
motioned to Lieutenant Long to help 
me and between the two of us we man
aged to get it forward and assume nor
mal level flight.

Roll Call
Then I started to think. The enemy 

fighters were still shooting us up, we 
had a long way to go to reach England 
and safety, we were minus two engines 
and it took almost full left aileron to 
hold that damaged right wing up.

It was clearly time to bail out of that 
aircraft. It seemed a funny idea, but I 
decided it was the only thing to do. So 
I yelled into the interphone.

“Prepare to ditch!”
Then I started to call the roll. Every

one answered “Okay, Skipper!” except 
the top gunner, Sergeant Coburn. Ser
geant Peterson was badly hurt, but he 
answered, “Okay, Skipper,” and even had 
time to ask me if I were wounded.

“How’s the ship, Lieutenant?” he said.
“Okay,” I said.
“On second thought,” he said, “what 

I really want to know is, how are you?”
I might say right here that it was the 

finest bomber crew that ever took off.

The whole gang was right on the nose. 
Everyone did his job every inch of the 
way.

I’m the one who is telling the story, 
because I was the guy in command. But 
there were nine other men in Phyllis, 
and any of them could tell you a better 
story of what happened. Phyllis had it 
all right—but so did her gang.

But to get back to what happened—I 
gave the order to prepare to “ditch” 
ship with visions of a German prison 
camp in my mind. But just about that 
time, Sergeant Coburn, the top gunner, 
slid out of the top turret, and fell to a 
position between me and CO-pilot Long.

Coburn’s face was a mess. He was 
coughing blood, and I thought he’d been 
wounded in the chest. It later proved 
that he wasn’t, but he was clearly in no 
condition to bail out of an airplane.

Long Voyage Home
Things were tough right then. They 

were still shooting at us, and the coast 
of France was a long way away. Our 
target had been about 60 miles inland, 
and with our reduced speed—two en
gines out of action—it would take us 
quite a while to get to the coast.

I felt a little sick inside. I yelled 
through the interphone that anyone who 
wanted to could ditch right then and 
there. But no one wanted to. Phyllis 
was still “airborne,” as the British say, 
and I guess by this time they trusted 
her. Meanwhile, the enemy pursuit 
kept pouring lead into us, and there’s 
no evasive action you can take when 
you are shot up the way we were.

Lieutenant Long left his controls and 
went back to give first-aid to Sergeant 
Coburn. Immediately, I had the prob
lem on my hands of keeping Phyllis 
from climbing through the ceiling. The 
stick just wouldn’t stay forward, and I 
kept on gaining altitude.

I called for help through the inter
phone, and I’m sure everyone; on that 
ship thought I was injured. Lieutenant 
Komarek tried to get up through the 
hatch to help me, but he couldn’t be
cause Lieutenant Long and Sergeant 
Coburn were on the door in the floor 
through which he’d have to come.

I didn’t dare throttle the engines, 
either, for fear we’d just quit flying. 
Phyllis, at this point, had a stalling 
speed of about 160 m.p.h., in spite of
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her ambitious climbing tendencies. So 
I just fought her.

Meanwhile, Coburn was doing his best 
to bleed to death. Throughout, how
ever, he never lost consciousness, and he 
kept making funny remarks.

Finally, the radio operator, Sergeant 
Parcells, came forward and took over 
first aid for Coburn, allowing Lieuten
ant Long to crawl back into the co
pilot’s seat. Between us, we got Phyllis 
under control.

We were over the Channel by that 
time, and some British Spitfires took us 
in tow. The Jerry pursuit stuff gave up 
and departed for home. We went into 
a dive from 20,000 feet for anywhere on 
the coast of England.

Bellylanding
The runaway engine gave us a lot of 

trouble. The electrical system was shot, 
and we couldn’t shut it off. Long tin
kered with the fuel valve, but no soap. 
I was afraid to tinker with the fuel 
valves. Finally we gave it up. Phyllis 
was still flying, and I didn’t want to ask 
her too many questions.

We made a wheels-up landing at the 
first aerodrome we saw in England. We 
could only make left-hand turns be
cause both Long and I knew that if we 
ever got that shot-up right wing down 
we could never pick it up again.

I buzzed the field once and scraped 
a chimney or two off some buildings at 
the end of the runway. I knew we were 
going to have to crash-land because the 
hydraulics were shot, and I couldn’t get 
the wheels down.

Besides, I didn’t want to land Phyllis 
normally at 160 m.p.h. She’d have 
coasted clear across England.

So we bellylanded her the long way 
of the runway and cross-wind. It was 
a darned fine landing—marred only by 
the fact that Coburn, the wounded man, 
kept making remarks about how tired he 
was of flying—sarcastic remarks.

I promised him that I’d put him bn 
the ground and was lucky enough to do 
it in good shape. We all walked dway 
from that landing. Bellylanding a B-17 
is an art, and both Long and I agree we 
have mastered it. Sergeant Coburn 
agrees, too.

And next time anyone tells you a For
tress can’t take it, give them the works. 
One of the boys said it after we got back.

“Phyllis had the stuff.” God rest her 
soul.

Oh, yes, Komarek, the bombardier, got 
sick after we landed. But he was con
siderate about it. He took off his fly
ing helmet and used it as a receptacle so 
the kids t h a t  dismantled Phyllis 
wouldn’t have to clean up after him. 
We all laughed about that.

^ 4 ( (  R adio  J d tamS 1

THERE’S good news for America’s 
army of radio amateurs. The 
Office of Civilian Defense an

nounces the WERS, the War Emer
gency Radio Service, a home-grown net
work of communications which will re
quire the volunteer aid of every capable 
“ham” in the country.

Using transmitters with a maximum 
of 25 watts input power, on three bands, 
WERS will connect Civilian Defense 
control center with all district controls, 
with wardens’ posts, fire houses, hospi
tals and industrial plants, as well as 
with mobile forces like fire-trucks and 
emergency medical teams and walkie- 
talkies.

The use of thousands of sets un
hampered by wires or cables, means the

new system will be virtually invulner
able to bomb hits or sabotage. Its use in 
air raids is obvious, but it will also be 
used in emergencies of any kind such as 
floods, fires, hurricanes, explosions or 
any other catastrophe where telephone 
lines may be down.

Amateurs are urged to apply and to 
collect junked sets and unused materials 
which can be assembled into communica
tors. Not only amateurs, but repairmen, 
electrical workers, radio engineers and 
licensed operators are needed.

Personnel selected to operate the new 
stations will be trained and after pass
ing an elementary FCC test, will receive 
licenses. Write to: War Emergency 
Radio Service, Office of Civilian De
fense, Washington, D. C.
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BORROWED STRATEGY
By LIEUT. SCOTT MORGAN

Forced Down Behind the German Lines in Tunisia, Captain Danger 
Puts to Use Some Lessons He Learned from the Huns Themselves!

CAPTAIN Allen Danger cruised 
at a little less than two hundred 
m.p.h. The Lockheed Hudson 

wasn’t on a bombing expedition this 
time. Instead, a large panoramic camera 
was being operated amidships, the lens 
taking in as much of Tunisia as possible.

There were mountains and fields and 
desert. Not far east was the Mediter
ranean, the next objective of the Allied 
armies. Occasionally, flak started fly
ing at them, but Captain Danger flew

high and paid little attention to it.
This was all enemy territory, but 

wouldn’t be much longer. The Ameri
cans were moving forward. The Free 
French were cutting into the Hun lines 
and the British Eighth Army was dar
ing Rommel’s remnants to turn around 
and fight. The days of the Axis in Africa 
were truly numbered.

If Captain Danger’s mission was a 
success, those days would be fewer than 
ever, for he was trying to establish their
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lines and how the enemy would disperse 
when the attack started. Such informa
tion was vital., It meant the saving of 
thousands of lives.

So far, air reconnaissance hadn’t been 
too good. The Huns were masters at the 
art of camouflage and in the shielding 
of troop movements. Also, they almost 
always sent up fighters to drive off any 
reconnaissance or photography planes.
• That was why Danger kept his eyes 

open and was set to streak for safety if 
any of those Heinkels or Messerschmitts 
came up to greet him.

“How is it going back there?” he spoke 
into the intercom.

A lieutenant at the camera answered 
that he was taking pictures of the whole 
area, but unless the camera saw more 
than he did, their mission wasn’t going 
to be considered very successful.

Then the opposition came. Apparent
ly, the four Heinkels had been on patrol 
somewhere and were notified by radio 
of the presence of the intruder. They 
flew very high and into the sun, so that 
Danger didn’t see them until they were 
actually diving upon him.

“Battle Stations,” he called tersely. 
“Four Heinkels coming from starboard. 
Welcome them warmly if they get too 
close. Hang on, boys, we’re going home.”

Danger’s orders were for him not to 
fight unless necessary. It was much 
more vital that he get those pictures to 
the base. But the Heinkels were swifter 
than the Hudson, and they swarmed 
down on it like a quartette of humming
birds intent on one honey-dripping 
flower.

The tail turret started blazing away 
and the four Heinkels veered off. They 
knew better than to try sampling this 
honey. Two of them came back from 
starboard, two from port. Captain Dan
ger turned his nose left and opened up 
with the forward guns and cannon. The 
tail gunner started blazing at the other 
pair.

Danger was busy at the radio, too, 
calling for help. Several times the Hud
son staggered under the impact of bul
lets, but none hit a vulnerable spot. He 
saw a cloud formation ahead and raced 
for it with the four Heinkels on his tail. 
They were about a thousand feet higher 
and maneuvering to dive, one by one, in 
an attempt to quiet that tail gun.

The first Heinkel swooped down, guns

flaming. Its port wing suddenly devel
oped a bad case of termites, for pieces 
flew off. The plane went into a spin 
that ended in the trees below.

The second one came down and strafed 
the Hudson hard, but there were no 
casualties and the ship was still quite 
manageable. Then clouds closed around 
it as the third and fourth Heinkels 
plunged. Danger gave her full gun and 
took advantage of the lull to wipe sweat 
and oil from his face.

There was something wrong with the 
starboard motor. Bullet trouble prob
ably. He could limp home on one en
gine, but he couldn’t fight those Hein
kels without both motors in action.

THE clouds suddenly thinned and he 
was in clear sunlight again. Direct

ly ahead, he saw a welcoming sight. Six 
Lockheed Lightnings were roaring his 
way, their pilots eager for a go at the 
Huns. The Heinkels spotted them about 
the same time, made one last savage at
tempt to knock down the Hudson and 
then gave up.

The Lightnings swept past like 
meteors. Captain Danger had a pretty 
well-founded idea that all of the Hein
kels wouldn’t get home. He idled the 
motors a bit, nursed the half crippled 
one and made his base without any more 
trouble.

The tail gunner had a wounded arm 
and a big grin. He’d got his first Heinie 
and the excitement of it made him for
get the pain from the bullet gouge. Dan
ger complimented him, supervised the 
removal of the camera and the plates 
and while they were being developed, 
he walked briskly to Headquarters.

A grim-faced major-general listened 
to his report and frowned.

“They’re a smart lot, those Jerries,” 
the general said. “We’ll be ready to 
start a general offensive in a very short 
time, and so far, we know nothing about 
how those devils will deploy their 
troops. Air reconnaissance does little 
good, and we have no espionage system 
within their ranks at all.”

“But they have plenty of espionage 
within ours, sir,” Captain Danger said. 
“They built up an excellent spy system 
before they left. They probably know 
just about when our attack will begin.” 

“No, Captain.” The general smiled. 
“But the only reason they don’t, how
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ever, is because not even I am sure of 
the zero hour. I’m afraid when it comes, 
we’ll just have to push through and take 
our chances.”

Captain Danger shook his head slow
ly from side to side. “It will mean big
ger losses, sir. I have an idea, though. 
It requires considerable cooperation. 
First of all, we still have troop transport 
planes flying around the area, haven’t 
we?”

“Lots of them. Three armies are 
linked by radio and by air. We exchange 
officers and information, naturally. 
Why?”

Captain Danger spoke for ten min
utes, eagerly, but with his voice cold as 
ice. Few men had a greater hatred for

nally, he ordered his own plane, a Lock
heed Lightning, fueled to the hilt. He 
bought rations at the canteen and re
turned to the general’s office.

When he emerged this time, he carried 
a brief case in one hand, a .45 automatic 
in the other, and he stopped to talk with 
no one. The props were ticking over, 
the ground crew moved away and Dan
ger climbed into the plane without any 
help.

He raised one hand in a signal and 
then roared down the field. A moment 
later he was in the air, nose pointed to
ward Libya. Behind him, he left the 
impression that he was travelling far 
and fast. The brief case and the drawn 
gun indicated the contents of the case

C A P T A IN  D A N G E R

the Axis powers. Captain Danger had 
been fighting in this war for years— 
even before the United States was in 
it to the hilt. He knew the enemy, ap
preciated their courage and staying 
abilities, but he also knew that they 
were now on the defensive and things 
were changing.

When he left, Captain Danger went 
straight to the canteen, greeted friends 
on all sides and ordered a soft drink. 
While he swigged this, he talked about 
a contemplated trip and a chance for 
the boys to get some letters out in a 
hurry.

Then he went to his quarters and 
changed into his newest uniform. Fi-

were very important and his mission 
vital.

Once in the air, he relaxed and 
grinned. If the enemy spy organization 
had no more than fools on its staff, 
they’d have flashed word about that 
brief case. He adjusted the safety belt, 
pursed his lips and whistled shrilly. He 
warmed up the guns, tamed the engines a 
bit and waited hopefully.

What he had to do was extremely 
dangerous. It might end disastrously 
for him and even if it didn’t, he’d be 
required to take one of the major risks 
of his already peril-filled career.

At ten thousand feet he was breath
ing oxygen and reaching for more sky.
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At twenty thousand he settled back. He 
was already in enemy skies and things 
would happen fast.

TWENTY minutes later they did.
This time the Huns were taking no 

chances. A whole squadron was scour
ing the heavens for him. Two Heinkels 
made the first contact, radioed frantical
ly  and in a moment the sky was alive 
with planes, all intent on knocking him 
down.

Danger’s whistle faded as he turned 
the safety ring and dusted the top of 
the firing button with his thumb. The 
only pleasant feature of the whole af
fair lay in the fact that he had to make 
this seem very, very real. To do this, 
the more Hun planes he shot down, the 
better.

Two were coming at him head on. Be
low, were a couple more and behind him 
were half a dozen. Danger’s lips parted 
in the grin of battle, he braced himself 
and moved the stick. The Lightning 
nosed down, engines screaming.

He singled out one of the pair below 
and rode at it with guns pounding. The 
enemy plane started wild maneuvering 
to avoid the hail of death, but Danger’s 
firing was too accurate.

The German ship seemed to hang in 
the air for a moment while smoke 
poured out of the cockpit. Then a small 
object went hurtling out. A moment 
later the parachute blossomed.

The others were upon Danger now. 
They were all aiming for his tail as
sembly in a very apparent effort to crip
ple him so he’d have to go down. Ob
viously, they didn’t want him to fall in 
flames.

The Lightning suddenly refused to 
respond to the controls. She began to 
flutter like a wounded bird. This was it. 
Danger set his jaws, threw the cowling 
back in case he had to hit the silk, and 
started a spin to earth. One hand 
clutched the briefcase.

At two thousand feet, he managed to 
whip the hurtling craft out of its spin, 
but it was a dead pigeon and he knew it. 
Nothing but the stamina built into it by 
American plane workers, kept the ship 
together. He looked for a spot to land, 
saw one in the distance and went into 
a glide.

Farther away, he could see tiny ob
jects moving fast along the roads. That

would be armored car and motorcycle 
patrols out to encircle him and close in 
before he could get away.

Danger cut the engines as the ground 
came up in a sudden spurt. Landing 
under the belly of another Zero, his 
gear made contact, but the field was very 
small, very rough and studded with 
dwarfed trees. One of these encoun
tered the port wing. The plane was 
whipped half around by it, struck more 
of those trees and came to a shudder
ing halt.

Captain Danger was thrown forward 
by the impact. His stomach hit the 
crash cushion so hard that despite its 
softness, he had the wind knocked out 
of him. Blood ran down from a lacera
tion on his temple, too.

Five minutes went by before he man
aged to clamber out of the plane. He 
stepped back a few paces and listened. 
The sound of the motorcycles and 
armored cars was very close, even easily 
distinguishable above the roar of the 
enemy planes swarming overhead.

Danger hurled the brief case into the 
plane, drew a wide-barreled pistol and 
aimed it. Before he could pull the trig
ger, one of those Heinkels opened up 
with its machine guns, pounding the 
earth in front of Danger so that he was 
forced to drop flat.

When he got up, another swooped 
down. Danger fired one incendiary 
bullet from the special gun he carried. 
It missed the Lightning, and more ma
chine gun bullets compelled him to re
treat fast.

Soldiers were swarming onto the field. 
Rifles and sub-machine-guns were aimed 
at him. Danger raised his arms high and 
threw away the incendiary pistol. A pair 
of soldiers seized him. He was searched, 
and his arms were roughly tied.

One of the Heinkels made a landing 
farther down the field where there were 
no trees and taxied part way over. Its 
pilot leaped out. He was a blond, nar
row-faced man. At first glance, Danger 
wondered how anyone so old would be 
allowed to fly a plane. Then he saw 
that the pilot was really young. His set 
face and the deep wrinkles under his 
eyes were the result of too much fly
ing and fighting.

H E SPOKE good English and 
stepped up to Captain Danger.
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“You made a very good landing, Mein 
Herr. At first, I believed we had dam
aged your plane so badly you were bound 
to crash.”

Danger stared at him. “I don’t seem 
to understand. You mean you tried to 
shoot me down intact? First time I 
ever'heard of a German trying to save 
the life of an enemy.”

“For your life we care nothing,” the 
pilot barked. “It is the brief case you 
carried. Where were you destined?” 

Danger- gave him a sarcastic laugh. 
“If you knew I carried the brief case, 
you must also know where I was going.” 

The pilot demanded Danger’s papers 
and a soldier turned them over. He 
whistled in amazement and there was a 
tinge of respect in his voice when he 
addressed Danger again.

“So—we were more fortunate than we 
thought. Our friends back at your camp 
did not say it was Captain Allen Danger 
who was acting as messenger boy. I had 
a number of friends who met you, Cap
tain1. They are no longer alive.” 

Danger said nothing. He did pretend 
to be agitated when he saw soldiers loot
ing his plane and he swore softly as one 
of them appeared with the brief case. 
This was turned over to the German 
pilot. He opened it, sat down on the 
grass and motioned Danger to sit be
side him. Danger got down on his knees 
clumsily for his arms were bound be
hind Tiis back.

-- The German extracted a sheaf of im
portant looking papers. He scowled at 
them.

“Code. Of course I suspected as much. 
This means you carry important mes
sages, Captain. Perhaps you will read 
them for us.”

“You know better than that,” Danger 
snapped. “If you and your pilots had 
not been smart enough to lay down a 
machine-gun barrage between me and my 
plane, you’d never even have laid eyes 
on those orders—I mean plans.”

“So—they are orders. Very well, 
Captain. You will be taken to our gen
eral headquarters at once. It isn’t far 
away. I will meet you there and, as one 
pilot to another, Colonel Graum is any
thing but gentle. He is the Gestapo 
man who will have the task of making 
you talk. Don’t be a fool, Captain. 
Colonel Graum has special treatment for 
fools.”

Danger was helped to his feet, hustled 
into an armored car and driven to the 
Nazi field base. It was in a town about 
seventeen miles from the sea. Danger 
took advantage of his position to note 
the tanks, artillery, flame throwers and 
infantry concentrated around this spot. 
He noticed also the elaborate camou
flage which kept most, of this hidden 
from the air.

Colonel Graum proved to be a small, 
extremely thin individual with a face 
like a hatchet. On the surface he looked 
like a school teacher who might be afraid 
of his bigger pupils, but Danger wasn’t 
deceived.

Perhaps, at one time, Graum had been 
just such a school teacher, but the Ge
stapo had taught him different methods 
of handling men. Now he was a cold 
demon, trained in all the wiles of tor
ture and the arts of mayhem.

Graum didn’t arise. He merely looked 
up at Danger as if he were a new speci
men of worm with legs. He glanced at 
Danger’s papers.

“Ah, yes,” he said in a mild voice. “So 
we have the good fortune of capturing 
Captain Danger. You understand me, 
Captain?”

Danger replied in German that he did. 
Graum eyed him coldly for a moment or 
two. Then he concentrated on the con
tents of the brief case. With all the 
papers spread before him, he went over 
them, one by one.

“They are in code, but signed by high 
commanders of your forces, Captain. 
They are very important. Where were 
you taking them?”

“To Berlin, H en  Colonel,” Danger re
plied. “I thought Hitler might like to 
see them. Naturally, we all want to 
oblige Der Fuehrer. By the way, where 
has he been hiding lately? I’ve been 
praying one of those British bombs 
would crawl down his neck.”

RAUM’S face turned slightly pink. 
“Our Fuehrer has been too busy 

defeating the Russians to address his 
people as often as he’d like. You will 
refrain from commenting on him, do 
you hear? You are not fit to speak his 
name. Now—answer my question with
out any further foolishness.”

“I gave you the only answer you’ll 
get,” Danger shouted. “So go ahead and 
put your little boys to work on me.”
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Graum smiled. “Ve^y brave. Ah, yes, 
you Americans are stupid pigs. You 
underestimate us. You think we resort 
only to direct methods to get our in
formation. Sometimes we do, yes, but 
mostly our superior brains contrive ways 
to get any information we are after.”

Danger laughed scornfully. “Then 
let’s see you try and read that code, 
Colonel.”

Graum snapped an order. In a few 
moments, a lieutenant appeared. Graum 
addressed him.

“You will contact the usual sources 
near the American base. Demand a full 
explanation of the code used between 
the Americans, British and French. 
Have it relayed here at once, by radio. 
There is to be no delay, is that under
stood?”

The lieutenant saluted and disap
peared. Graum leaned back and tapped 
his fingertips together.

“You see, Captain, we are quite able 
to get that code and within an hour or 
two, also. Meantime you will be shown 
how much better it is to comply with 
my demands. Remember, you are a 
prisoner of war. I shall treat you like 
one, provided I get the information I 
need. Otherwise—well, you shall see.”

The pilot who had helped to shoot 
down Captain Danger came in and 
saluted stiffly. Graum gave him orders 
to escort the prisoner about and give 
him the full benefit of the scenery. Dan
ger’s arms were freed and he rubbed cir
culation back into them as the German 
pilot led him out into the streets.

“I am Ludwig Freytag, Captain. Your 
education begins in this courtyard. Come 
this way. And, Captain, if you have 
any ideas about escape, drop them. There 
are more than a hundred thousand troops 
between you and freedom. Also, I will 
shoot you down if you make any stupid 
attempts.”

Danger shrugged. “I can’t see how 
an opportunity could arise, but if one 
does, I’ll take my chances, Freytag. 
Once out of this town I could give you 
a good chase. You see, I’ve flown over 
here so often I know the shortest and 
best route back to my own lines.”

“Across the desert?” Freytag derided. 
“Absurd unless you have a car or a plane 
and how can you hope to get them? Any
way, I am obliged that you have in
formed me of the route you will take.

Should a miracle happen and you do get 
clear, I shall make it my business to cap
ture you again. Now—you will stand
here.”

Danger stood with his back against a 
cement wall. Freytag remained beside 
him. Then Danger gasped. A squad of 
eight soldiers marched into the court
yard and lined up facing him. To him 
it looked like a firing squad.

“Now look here, Freytag,” Danger 
said, “what is this? I’m a prisoner of 
war, and I possess information you fel
lows need. Therefore, you won’t shoot 
me, but is it just one of your well known 
scares? To level rifles at a man or 
even instruct your squad to shoot and 
miss just to scare me into submission?” 

“No, Captain,” Freytag replied. “I 
know better than that. With someone 
else it might work, but your reputation 
is too well known. You do not scare. 
Therefore, we shall work on the greatest 
weakness an American possesses.”

“The greatest weakness,” Danger 
pursed his lips. “I’m interested.”

THREE more men entered the court
yard. Two were soldiers, the third 

an old man who could barely stand erect. 
They hustled him against the farther 
wall and propped him against it. The 
two soldiers got out of the way fast.

Brief commands were given. The 
squad did an about face, rifles clicked, 
rose to shoulders and a volley blasted 
the old man into oblivion. Captain Dan-, 
ger shivered.

“I’m beginning to understand,” he 
said. “You believe an American’s great
est weakness is his sympathy. Perhaps 
you are right, Freytag. Until some 
months ago we believed in helping peo
ple, in feeding the hungry and minis
tering to the old and sick. But some
thing happened when Pearl Harbor was 
struck.

“We’ve become tough. We have de
veloped a brand-new mission. To kill, 
Freytag. To kill Nazis and Japs and 
Italians. Blood-letting has become our 
business and you and your kind have 
proven able teachers.”

Freytag scowled. “That man,” he said, 
“could not have been saved, no matter 
if you promised to tell everything. He 
murdered one of our troops. However, 
you will now accompany me into the 
prison. And you will also refrain from
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criticizing the Axis.”
Danger walked beside Freytag into 

the dampest, darkest hole he’d ever been 
in. Once the prison had been used to 
punish natives. Now it was a German 
concentration camp. Cells were packed 
with scrawny, bleary-eyed men who had 
no hope left. Most of them were French. 
Nazi Gestapo guards, armed with short, 
thick clubs, patrolled the corridors and 
not a prisoner made so much as a whim
per. They knew better.

Freytag motioned with one hand to 
encompass many of the cells.

“These pigs,” he said stonily, “are a 
nuisance. Some are here because they 
refused to pay proper respect to the 
forces of D ei Fuehrer. Some we suspect 
of being spies. Others are sympathetic 
to Britain. We also have a woman’s divi
sion. Would you like to see it?”

“No,” Danger said curtly, “but I wish 
to thunder some of our boys could see 
this. Also, some of our workers back 
home. They’d get a pretty good idea of 
what we’re fighting for.”

“The New Order,” Freytag snapped, 
“does not know the meaning of softness. 
However, you as an American, do. Now 
you will tell Colonel Graum exactly what 
he wishes to know. Otherwise, you will 
be forced to stand in the courtyard and 
watch one of these pigs be executed 
every ten minutes.”

“So that’s what you’re driving at,” 
Danger said coldly. “I should have 
guessed.”

“There are enough,” Freytag pointed 
out, “to keep firing squads busy for 
hours. Can you stand to watch them be
ing executed because you are stubborn? 
We shall see.”

Danger managed to glance at his watch 
as Freytag led him out of the prison. As 
they crossed to the courtyard, Danger 
heard the sound of a multi-motored plane 
and he looked up.

Freytag said, “Don’t look for help, 
Captain. That is one of your planes. A 
transport by the sound of it. They are 
used to ferry wounded to hospitals in 
Egypt or Casablanca. Unless we have 
nothing else to do, we never bother with 
them.”

“Listen,” Danger said, “that one seems 
to be in trouble.”

The engines whined to a shrill pitch 
and then stuttered a few times as if the 
plane was out of gas. Finally, they were

shut off altogether and even Freytag 
became excited. Then the roar came 
back and gradually faded away as the 
plane raced out of earshot.

Danger and Freytag stood against the 
wall again. A fresh firing squad ap
peared and a few moments later another 
victim was dragged out. This one was 
a woman of about fifty, speechless in 
terror.

“You and your kind,” Danger said 
slowly, “rival the reddest devils in Hell, 
Freytag. Call off the party. I can’t stand 
here and watch that woman shot and you 
know it.”

FREYTAG smiled and barked a com
mand. The firing squad lowered its 

rifles.
“So,” Freytag nodded, “it is as easy 

as that, eh, Captain? Colonel Graum is 
very clever. He said you would hardly 
stand more than four or five executions. 
You see, we do not resort to physical 
violence. It is quite unnecessary. Now 
take a final look at the prisoner. She 
will remain there, facing the squad, un
til you have told the entire truth. If you 
hesitate, a signal will result in her imme
diate death.”

Danger walked with his shoulders 
drooping, his footsteps lagging. He 
cursed under his breath and his hands 
clenched and unclenched until Freytag 
became apprehensive enough to draw 
his pistol.

Colonel Graum was in his quarters, 
as mild looking as ever. Freytag made 
a brief report. Graum looked at Danger.

“You were going to tell us, Herr Cap
tain, where you were bound with those 
code messages. Also what they are. Do 
you need a hint that we are in a hurry?” 

“I’ll talk,” Danger said with a long 
sigh. “I was to deliver one set of orders 
to the British Eighth Army and another 
to the British Air Forces on Malta. I 
don’t know what the orders are.”

“The Eighth Army and Malta,” 
Colonel Graum breathed. “Ah, yes, I sus
pected as much. Now, Captain, perhaps 
you do not know what is in the messages, 
but you do know the purpose of them. 
Talk!”

“I’ll say nothing more!” Danger 
shouted.

Graum raised one hand. Freytag 
opened the door and spoke to a non-com 
outside. Danger slumped into a chair.
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“All right,” he groaned, “I’m finished. 
Don’t have that woman shot. There is 
talk of a general attack on your lines, 
Colonel. It will come from all sides and 
air armadas from Malta will take part. 
Perhaps those papers contain the zero 
hour. If they do, rest assured that I 
don’t know it.”

Graum smiled. “That is the truth, 
Captain. It is well that you did not lie. 
Already, most of these papers have been 
decoded. The zero hour is tonight, right 
after darkness.

“Your generals do not know you have 
been captured. Those to whom you were 
dispatched with messages were ordered 
not to radio for confirmation. We have 
time enough to prepare and you shall 
have the privilege of seeing how we can 
stop your attack. Stop it short and 
slaughter your men until the casualty 
lists will make America gasp in horror.” 

Graum picked up a phone. He made a 
terse report, hung up and leaned back.

“My High Command awaited only the 
verification you just gave me. Now we 
are taking steps to hold your forces back. 
Strong positions have been formed weeks 
ago and they will now be maimed. Guns 
are strategically placed and ready to rip 
your ranks to pieces.”

Danger didn’t reply. He just stared at 
the tips of his shoes. Freytag stepped 
forward at attention.

“Herr Colonel, my orders are to take 
part in the defense. With your permis
sion I shall join my squadron.” 

“Permission is granted,” Graum nod
ded. “I too have a part to play, but not 
quite yet. I shall have a car waiting, but 
until the guns start to roar, my place is 
right here, entertaining Captain Danger 
to whom we are most grateful. You will 
have my car brought to the door.” 

Freytag saluted, turned and goose- 
stepped out. Graum laid a Luger on top 
of his desk with studied deliberation 
that wasn’t lost on Danger. Ten minutes 
went by. Outside, there was a chaos of 
sounds as men and machines were moved 
into position. Danger slumped still 
lower in his chair while Colonel Graum’s 
smile became broader.

TEN more minutes went by. The con
fusion had died away already. The 

Nazis were certainly ready to take their 
pre-arranged positions. Danger stirred 
restlessly.

“How soon?” he asked.
“In about an hour,” Graum said. “A 

diversionary movement will be started 
by the Free French column. It is sup
posed to throw us off guard. Then the 
Americans will attack our center front. 
The British will push forward and your 
fighter squadrons from Malta will fly in. 
That is, they will start, but our forces 
will meet them before they reach the 
shore. Be patient, Captain.”

Danger put the flat of both feet firmly 
on the floor and drew erect in his chair. 
Now and then, he glanced at a clock 
behind Colonel Graum. It would be 
dark soon. By now, the Nazi forces were 
either in position or well on the way.

Suddenly, Danger came out of the 
chair in one leap. It carried him to 
Graum’s desk and he slid on his stomach 
across it. Graum tried to pick up his 
gun, but he had been a fraction too sure 
of himself. Danger whisked that Luger 
out of the way. He reached both hands 
forward and grasped Graum before he 
could arise.

Strong fingers encircled the colonel’s 
throat and silenced the shout that arose 
to his lips. Those fingers dug deeper 
and harder. Graum’s face turned red 
and then purple. His struggles grew 
weaker, but Danger didn’t let go until 
the man was dead.

Lowering the body to the floor he 
picked up the Luger, made sure it was 
ready for action and went to the door. 
There would be a guard outside, but 
patrols were bound to be few. The Nazis 
didn’t have any too many men to spare. 
The barracks and streets should be 
empty.

He opened the door a crack. A sentry 
stood about four feet in front of the door 
and a car was pulled up with a driver 
dozing over the wheel. Danger opened 
the door wider, brought down the gun 
on the back of the sentry’s neck and 
before he collapsed, Danger was running 
straight toward the car.

The driver saw him, pulled a pistol 
and Danger shot the man through the 
head. That shot aroused all troops left 
within the town and some came out of 
the prison.

Danger got the car door open, hauled 
the dead driver out and slid behind the 
wheel. In a second he was gaining speed 
down the street. Rifle shots banged. 
Steel whizzed by his head and more
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steel peppered the car, but it was travel
ling at top speed by now and in the 
advancing dusk became a difficult target.

Danger saw a barricade at the end of 
the road. It was a flimsy affair and he 
crashed through it before the startled 
guards unlimbered machine guns. He 
tore down a desert road and prayed the 
tires would hold up.

Gradually, he came into wilder coun
try, and then the whole expanse of the

believed to be imminent.
The car motor seemed to have devel

oped an extra loud roar. Danger fiddled 
with the choke and the roar became even 
greater. He looked up. A Heinkel was 
circling him. He’d been seen.

There was no doubt about it because 
the red sun was barely behind the hori
zon and still threw crimson rays across 
the desert.

The Heinkel came down in a dive with
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desert was before him. Here there were 
no roads, only endless miles of sand. 
He roared up and down dunes, nego
tiated small wadies and kept the throttle 
wide open. It was almost dark now, but 
the danger of pursuit was heavily 
present.

It wouldn’t come except by air, but 
that was the worst of all. Some fifty 
miles ahead were his own outposts, but 
there were bound to be strong German 
formations hidden there waiting for the 
general attack the Nazi commanders

guns chattering. Danger slapped the 
brakes hard. The car skidded around 
crazily, but this move had outwitted the 
pilot in the Heinkel. Not for long 
though. The plane nosed upwards, cir
cled again and this time it was bound to 
catch Danger in the full blast of its guns.

DANGER opened the throttle wide 
and scooted across the sand. He 

topped a ridge and below him was a 
steep wadi. He had the car door open 
and as the machine rolled over the bank,
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he hurled himself out. The moment he 
hit the sand, he kept rolling, but not 
down into the wadi. When he stopped, 
both hands dug frantically into the sand, 
throwing it upon himself as camouflage.

He lay very quiet as the Heinkel dived. 
Its guns strafed the car. Cannon shells 
set it afire. The car turned over on its 
side and flames leaped high. The Hein
kel rose once more, scooted off and then 
banked to come back for a landing.

Danger waited until the plane’s pro
peller was kicking up a miniature sand
storm. At that moment the pilot’s vision 
would be clouded. Danger arose and 
jumped down the incline into the wadi. 
It was littered with big stones and he 
crouched behind one, Luger ready.

The pilot started sliding down the in
cline, too, and he was prepared for trou
ble. A sub-machine-gun was held ready. 
The light from the burning car brought 
the pilot into bold relief. It was Freytag. 
Danger called his name.

Freytag turned quickly and Danger 
shot him in the chest. Freytag’s gun 
stuttered a few times and then he 
dropped it. Before Danger reached his 
side Freytag had fallen beside the gun, 
but he made no attempt to pick it up.

Danger knelt and turned Freytag over.
“I knew you’d come,” he told the Ger

man. “That’s-why I told you how I’d 
make my escape if the chance came. You 
wanted all the glory of getting me and I 
also knew that’s how you’d think. I 
wanted your plane, Freytag.”

Freytag coughed blood. “Clever of 
you, Captain. What difference does it 
make? Your armies will be hurled back.”

Freytag was dying. Danger could see 
this, but he could also see, in his memory, 
how Freytag had enjoyed the spectacle 
in the courtyard where the firing squads 
worked.

“There will no attack,” Danger told 
him. “None was contemplated for to
night. Those code orders were faked. 
I deliberately let myself be shot down.

When your agents at our base went after 
the code book, it was ready for them. 
They were permitted to radio it and by 
now they are probably dead. As soon as 
your High Command believed an attack 
was imminent, they deployed their 
troops. They went to arranged spots 
where heavy guns and pill boxes were 
hidden. We had to find out where these 
were. By taking up these positions, the 
troops gave away every strong point on 
your lines, Freytag.”

The German’s eyes burned in fury and 
pain. Danger went on talking.

“Those transport planes you believed 
to be carrying wounded men were 
equipped with cameras. Pictures were 
taken of every move your army made. 
Right now, our forces know every sin
gle strong point and when the attack 
does start, we shall know where to throw 
our men with the greatest hope of suc
cess.

“It isn’t a new trick I worked, Freytag. 
Your own forces pulled it long before 
France was invaded. They wanted to 
see how the Belgians and the French 
would deploy, so one of your planes 
made a forced landing with papers, just 
as I did. The French and Belgians 
moved into position and your observa
tion planes took it all in. I merely bor
rowed the strategy, Freytag. Freytag

The German was dead. Captain Dan
ger arose and sprinted up the side of 
the wadi toward Freytag’s plane. In it 
he’d be quite safe until he reached his 
own lines. Then there would be a chute. 
He didn’t have to risk being shot down 
by his own guns.

Danger looked around in the gloom 
just before he took off. The desert was 
quiet now, but very soon Americans, 
British and French would sweep across 
it in a wave that couldn’t be stopped. 
The Nazis would have a Dunkirk of their 
own as soon as they were driven to the 
beaches.

LEND-LEASE FOR RUSSIA
Another Exciting Captain Danger Story

By LIEUT. SCOTT MORGAN



HOUJ UI1CLE GEORGE BOmBED TOKIO
By C. S. FORESTER

Author of “ Captain Horatio Hornblower”  

and other famous novels

M Y Unde George was an eccen
tric person; he was not mere
ly eccentric in that he kept 

a very large cash balance in his bank ac
count, but he was also eccentric in that 
when he died last year he left that money 
to me.

Ten thousand dollars it was, and 
except for saying that Uncle George 
was eccentric I will take back all the 
hard words I have ever said about him.

I bought War Savings Bonds with 
that ten thousand dollars, of course. 
Some for myself, some for my wife, and 
some for my children, so that I still 
haven’t used up yet the full quota that 
we can buy this year; I hope to do that 
soon.

But meanwhile, I thought rather 
proudly to myself that ten thousand 
dollars would be something for Uncle 
Sam to get along with.

Uncle Sam is spending 50,000,000 dol
lars a day on this war. It was quite a 
surprise to me when I worked out that

my handsome ten thousand dollars was 
only paying for three minutes of it; but 
still, I was paying for three minutes of 
the war and I wanted to know which 
three minutes it would be.

I let chance dictate that; I did tit-tat- 
toe on the calendar and got April 18th, 
and I did tit-tat-toe on the clock and got 
9 o’clock and I spun a penny to decide 
whether it was a.m. or p.m. and it turned 
out to be p.m. It didn’t seem to be a very 
interesting bit of the war to own, 9 pjn. 
on April 18th, but when I turned my 
radio on and heard that Tokio was com
plaining bitterly of having been bombed 
at noon that day I did a few more cal
culations.

I think I have got it right although 
sums to do with longitude and summer 
time nearly give me delirium tremens. 
My calculations seem to show noon in 
Tokio is 9 pjn. here in New York. If 
that is right I paid for the bombs that 
fell.

Either me or my Uncle George.

A WAR BOND MESSAGE FDR ALL AMERICANS!
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SHALL 
LIVE TO 

FIGHT
By

JOSEPH J. 
MILLARD

A Yankee Maverick on the Sky  
R a n g e  of the R.A.F.  Can't 
Keep H is Feet on the Ground 
When His Heart Is in the Air!

I T SEEMED to Cincinnati that 
the fight had just begun when 

the voice of Squadron Leader 
Congreve came through the phones.

“Brush off, you chaps. Disengage 
and brush off for home.”

Johnny Shane, the Yank from Cin
cinnati, glared around at the remain
ing planes of Squadron Thirty-One. 
Three or four were still mixing it up 
with a flock of Messerschmitts but 
they were gradually edging westward. 
The remaining Spitfires had already 
slipped free and were forming out 
over the Channel. The battered 
’Schmitts and Heinkels that had 
started the scrap seemed to be per
fectly willing for Thirty-One to quit 
and go home.

“Why, you tea-table cream puffs,” 
Johnny Shane growled disgustedly, 
“what’s the matter? Did the Fighter 
Pilot’s Union put you on a thirty- 
hour week or something?”

Thirty-One hadn’t started out like 
a bunch of quitters. When this aerial 
combat, Johnny Shane’s first, had ex
ploded around his ears, the tea-drink
ers of Thirty-One had gladdened his 
heart with their responsive fury. His 
first day and first patrol with Squad
ron Thirty-One had begun to look like

The Nazi tried to dodge but pieces of w ing be
gan to fly off the ’Schm itt, then a roll 

of b lack sm oke!
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a disappointment to Johnny Shane 
until it happened.

They had completed a leisurely pa
trol and were out over the Strait, 
wheeling around for the return to 
base, when the squadron of ’Schmitts 
and Heinkels blatted down out of the 
clouds without warning. After the 
first numb shock of meeting reality 
face to face, Shane had hurled himself 
into the fight with the same gleeful 
enthusiasm he had once carried to the 
football field and, later the prize ring.

Consciously he forgot everything 
he had learned in weeks of training 
and knew only the fury of conflict. 
But subconsciously that training did 
its part.

The Spitfire became merely an ex
tension of his own fighting fists and 
the controls a delicate part of his own 
hair-trigger nerves and muscles.

He had hurled the Spit around the 
sky like Joe Louis’s left, darting it in 
and out, striking and feinting and 
dodging the lacing fingers of death 
a score of times. He hadn’t downed 
an enemy yet but he had seen his 
tracers go home twice, had seen bits 
of wreckage fly out from the impact. 
His own wings were spattered with 
holes that he couldn’t blame on moths, 
and a screaming demon had sliced in 
over his right knee to take the glass 
off his turn-and-bank. But Shane him
self was unhit and thirsting for more 
fight when this screwy walk-out was 
called.

IT DIDN’T make sense. What if 
the R.A.F. boys had been out

numbered seventeen to twelve? Con
greve and Wheeler had each taken out 
a ’Schmitt and young Fillstaff had 
laced a shroud for a Heinkel to bring 
down those odds. Now the Messer- 
schmitt he himself had crippled was 
edging out of the scrap and he’d be 
darned if he’d let it stagger home for 
repairs.

They were beyond the Channel, 
now, over the coast of occupied 
France. Anything that didn’t blow

up or burn up on the way down now 
had a good chance to salvage, and 
Johnny Shane hadn’t jumped a job 
and come to England just to make 
Nazi repair crews put in some over
time.

“Brush off,” Congreve’s voice came 
again. “Brush off and no more fool
ing about it.”

Johnny Shane looked back at the 
huddle of Squadron Thirty-One and 
then back to where the crippled 
’Schmitt was slanting eastward. His 
lip curled.

“Nuts to you, McGillicuddy,” he 
howled, and pounded the throttle of 
his Spitfire against the brass. “You 
panty-waist go on home. I’ll see you 
at tea-time.”

The Spitfire said har-roooooom and 
went down toward the fleeing Messer- 
schmitt like a bat out of hell. Heinkel 
saw the dive and tried to intercept. 
The Nazi pilot kicked his crate back 
out of the way again at the last mo
ment, bubbling round German oaths 
at the madman who apparently would 
as soon go through him as around him. 
Tracers and a couple of thirty-seven 
millimeter nose-gun shells kicked 
around under the Spit’s tail and only 
added impetus. Johnny Shane had a 
date with the ’Schmitt and no foolin’.

“Saint Louie woman,” he caroled, 
hurling his voice against the howling 
thunder of the Merlin, “with her dia
mond ring . . . ”

The Nazi saw destruction roaring 
down and tried to dodge. Johnny 
Shane laughed and led off, exactly 
the way he used to lead off on a V of 
ducks with his old over-and-under 
shotgun. The Spit danced to the back
lash of the eight Brownings and 
thumbed its nose, waggling smoke 
fingers of tracers at the enemy.

Pieces of wing began to fly off the 
’Schmitt, then a roll of black smoke 
and, last of all, the pilot. Johnny 
Shane hung on long enough to see the 
parachute blossom and then snapped 
up and back and practically into the 
arms of two Heinkels.
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Something went powp, like a blown 
up paper sack, and the Spit tried to 
roll over on her back. When Shane 
got the left wing down again, stream
ers of fabric were fluttering where 
shrapnel from a nose-gun had shred
ded the tip. He whip-sawed, spoiling 
the Nazi gunner’s aim, and darted to
ward one of his annoyers.

That Heinkel promptly cut away, 
making him waste cupro on the empty 
air. '

“Come, Krautie,” Shane coaxed, 
tightening his pursuing turn. “Nice 
Krautie. Come to papa and taste some 
nice, hot sluggie-wuggies.”

The Heinkel ignored the bait and 
led Shane into a merry-go-round. The 
merry-go-round broke down abruptly 
when a couple of ’Schmitts climbed 
aboard with the idea of riding Shane’s 
tail. One of them stopped playing 
and got serious, and Shane skidded 
out of the circle with his wind-screen 
gone and a rip in his nice new flying 
suit.

HE flipped and tried to get around 
to make it an even exchange. A 

Heinkel and a ’Schmitt had been sit
ting upstairs, waiting for just such an 
opening. They converged on Johnny 
Shane with a lot of enthusiasm and 
he discovered things suddenly weren’t 
going so well. Space has three dimen
sions and there were four Nazi crates. 
The result was that every way he 
turned, he was running into the fire 
of somebody’s tracers.

The net began to tighten and Shane 
began to perspire. At training school, 
they’d taught him that a Spitfire going 
three hundred miles an hour takes 
three miles to turn around. The 
devil of it was that some flannelmouth 
had apparently told the Nazis the 
same thing, for every time Shane made 
such a turn, they were there ahead 
of him. A Heinkel skidded into his 
path and lost the war then and there, 
so far as its pilot was concerned, but 
the remaining three still had Shane 
bracketed nicely.

“Well,” Shane philosophized, “I 
wanted action and I got it—while it 
lasted. It’s been nice knowing you.”

Streams of tracers converged up 
ahead of the Spit’s nose and he was 
headed for them, with no chance in 
the world of doing anything about it. 
Shane changed his song to Bury Me 
Not On The Lone Prairie, and thought 
wistfully of a gal in Cincy.

Then suddenly the tracer streams 
broke apart, whirling aside to let 
the Spitfire thunder through, un
touched. Shane screwed around to 
analyze the miracle and saw his erst
while enemies going east with all the 
symptoms of a sudden and intense 
homesickness.

He looked up to find the reason and 
gulped.

The reason was just over his head 
in the form of Squadron Thirty-One, 
diving to the attack. They hadn’t 
gone home after all.

Maybe, inspired by Shane’s daring, 
they had decided to come back and 
make it a mop-up.

“Good boys,” Shane roared. “Ride 
’em down, cowboys!”

But Thirty-One had different ideas. 
With the Nazis in full flight, the en
tire Squadron wheeled and engulfed 
Shane’s Spit. Once more the voice of 
Congreve, brittle with anger, clashed 
in the phones.

“Brush off, Cincinnati. And in case 
you aren’t familiar with our English 
terms, that means go home—fast,”

Shane slumped in the pit, mopped 
perspiration and glowered. A swell 
bunch of cold potatoes he’d hooked 
up with. Here he had not only downed 
two Nazis single-handed but had set 
up the rest for an easy kill, and what 
thanks did he get? None. The lily- 
livered tea-drinkers were sore because 
he put up a scrap for their confounded 
little blob of an island. Nuts to them!

Shane glared at his ruined dash and 
sulked. This was a helluva war, any
how. He’d come over from America 
and enlisted with the R.A.F. because 
he pictured the fighter pilots as
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plucky, hard-fighting lads who de
served all the aid they could get. And 
what did he fintj?

Pooey! Up at six-fifteen, with an 
hour for bath and dressing. Break
fast at seven-fifteen. With tea! Tea 
for breakfast, and a lot of meaningless 
chatter about cricket and rugby and 
square-pushing. And a guy to lug 
your outfit and help you dress! Double 
pooey! They called him a batman but 
when Shane tried to talk about the 
Cincinnati Reds and their pennant 
chances, the dope only looked vague 
and said: “Oh, quite. Quite.” If the 
English really wanted to discourage 
Hitler, let ’em invite him over for a 
cup of what they called coffee. That 
would cure anybody of wanting to 
move in.

B Y the time Squadron Thirty-One 
sat down on its home grounds, 

Shane had worked himself into a swell 
case of homesickness and general mal
content. One peep out of sissy-pants 
Congreve and he’d give that gentle
man what he gave Kid Carnivan back 
at the Golden Gloves in Chi and then 
walk out on their tin-horn war.

He climbed stiffly out of the pit and 
saw Squadron Leader Congreve’s slim 
figure striding toward him. The 
Point’s face was white with anger and 
his eyes were dark, snapping hollows 
of flame. Shane wriggled out of his 
Mae West and stood waiting with fire 
in his own blue eyes and a pugnacious 
set of his square jaw.

He saw the other pilots of Thirty- 
One climbing down, not paying any 
attention to him and being very obvi
ous about it.

“Shane!” Congreve’s voice crackled. 
“Suppose you explain yourself.” 

Shane dropped his eyes and hung 
his head in mock embarrassment.

“Oh, I’m terribly sorry, sir. I’m 
afraid I played a little too rough and 
broke two of the Nazis’ nice aero
planes. And one of their pilots got 
hurt, too. I didn’t mean to. Really, 
I didn’t. I only meant to slap their

wrists and just scare them a little, 
but—”

“Shane!” Congreve was trembling 
with suppressed anger. “I think 
you’re crude humor is out of place. 
Did you or did you not hear my order 
to withdraw from contact with the 
enemy and return to base at once?”

Shane’s head snapped erect.
“You’re darn tooting I did, he 

barked. “And if I’d listened to it, 
there would be two more Nazi planes 
to come back and smack you around 
next time. Maybe the British method 
of making war is to dance around, 
sticking out your tongues at one an
other, but I don’t play that way. I 
came over here to fight and I mean 
fight! If I’d had three Cincinnati 
school kids up there with me, there 
wouldn’t have been a Nazi left. The 
one thing they don’t teach us in 
America is how to quit and run when 
the fighting’s hot.”

“Then,” Congreve’s voice shook, 
“you still have the most important 
lesson of this war yet to learn, Shane. 
Listen to me. I’ll excuse some of your 
impetuousness because you’re new at 
this business, but I won’t excuse de
liberate disobedience of orders. If 
you wanted fight, I wish you’d been 
with us over Dunkirk or before Lon
don when the Luftwaffe came. There 
is a time to fight and a time to retreat 
and I’m leader of Thirty-One because 
I’m supposed to be able to judge 
which time is which. Do I make my
self clear?”

HANE felt vaguely ashamed. 
Mention of Dunkirk and the 

memory of what he had seen of dev- 
asted London was a grim reminder 
that this war was not, after all, quite 
the pink tea he had painted it. Con
greve was drilling on, not waiting 
for an answer.

“The Reich, Shane, has most of 
Europe turned into a supply factory. 
From the beginning, Hitler has had 
more planes than we, and more op
portunity for replacement. We’ve cut
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down that lead, thanks to our own 
efforts and the help of you Americans, 
but it still isn’t even. Hitler can lose 
planes and pour more into the breach. 
The loss of even one Demon jars Bri
tain’s defenses clear to their founda
tions. We’ve had to learn a bitter 
lesson, the one I’m teaching you now. 
We’ve had to learn to fight and run 
away, in order to be here with a plane 
to fight another day.

“You still don’t know why I gave 
the brush-off order when I did out 
there. You didn’t know, as I do, that 
the Nazis were deliberately working 
us back over their own ground, that a 
scrap that started over the Channel 
finally ended miles inland over oc
cupied France. It was a beautiful 
trap, Shane. We were being decoyed 
over a hidden battery of AAs. At the 
proper time, the Nazis would drop out 
and leave us nicely centered above 
the keenest gunners in the Reich. You 
were safe because you kept their 
planes in the line of fire. That was 
why we didn’t pursue them any 
further. We don’t like seeing the 
enemy escape any better than you do 
and we’ve tried plenty of times to 
blast those guns out of business. But 
so far the guns are still there and 
we’re still forced to fight and run 
away to live to fight another day.”

R ED washed up into Shane’s face 
but the anger remained in his

eyes.
“You knew all that,” he snarled, 

“but I didn’t. What am I supposed 
to be—a mind reader? Do you think 
I’d have wallowed around over their 
Bofors if you’d bothered to let me in 
on your little sewing-circle secrets? 
Do I look—”

“That is not the question, Shane. I 
gave an order. You deliberately dis
obeyed, thereby endangering the lives 
of the other Squadron pilots and risk
ing a valuable Spitfire. This is war, 
Shane, and orders are not generally ac
companied by alibies and explanations. 
You ignored a superior officer’s com

mand. What punishment that will 
rate, I haven’t yet decided. You will 
go to your quarters and remain there 
until I send for you. Dismissed!” 

Shane straightened, his mouth a thin 
angry slash across his white face, and 
marched toward his quarters, con
scious of the unfriendly faces of his 
squadron mates. Nuts to them! Nuts 
to all of them! So he was in the wrong, 
but Congreve didn’t have to get so 
tough about it. Everything came out 
all right and he did down two enemy 
planes in his first combat. But would 
the tea-drinkers acknowledge that or 
pop in a word of congratulation? Not 
they. Not when one of their bloody, 
blasted rules had been infringed.

Slumped on his bunk, brooding into 
his cupped hands, Shane heard the 
other pilots of Thirty-One clump into 
the briefing room. There was a mut
ter of low-voiced talk, the words in
audible. He could make out Con
greve’s voice above the others, prob
ably pooling all the resources of 
Thirty-One’s brain power to decide on 
a fitting punishment for Cincinnati, as 
they’d called Shane when he arrived.

SHANE growled under his breath.
Presently Congreve’s voice raised 

to audible volume.
“Orderly. Oh, orderly. Get this 

special report off to Wing at once. 
It concerns a matter that must have 
immediate attention, so rush it.”

So that was it? Going to carry his 
beef up to the potbellies who flew 
mahogany desks, was he ? Deah, deah! 
That new chappie from Amedika was 
a naughty boy today. He fractured one 
of the precious rules. Would you ad
vise sending him to bed without his 
supper or something more drastic, like 
a slap on the left wrist?

The whole trouble with Johnny 
Shane was that there hadn’t been any 
such word as “discipline” on the side 
of the tracks where he grew up. You 
came out of the cradle fighting and 
you kept on fighting to get anywhere. 
But it was every man for himself and
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luck rode the hardest fighter. Being 
told how to fight and, worse, when to 
fight, was a new experience that 
simply refused to cog itself into the 
machinery of his makeup.

He could realize Congreve’s position 
and the justness of his anger. In his 
heart he knew these British lads were 
first rate scrappers who could smile in 
the face of death and take time off for 
a spot of tea.

But, Johnny Shane told himself 
again, they didn’t have to get so 
tough about it. . . .

Trouble was the British had no 
sense of humor. Like that time dur
ing training when the Rolls engine on 
Shane’s Miles Master trainer pooed 
out on a solo hop. Shane landed the 
miniature fighter safely but had to 
walk a mile back to training base. The 
instructor met him.

“I say, Cincinnati, what happened? 
Where’s your plane?”

And Shane, feeling flip, had ex
plained with dead seriousness:

“Well, you see, sir, I was cruising 
along at two hundred when a Spitfire 
passed me. He was going so fast I 
thought I was standing still and got 
out to look at my engine.”

The instructor had stared, shocked 
and solemn.

“Oh, I say, now. That was a bit silly 
of you, what? You should have no
ticed the jolly old earth wasn’t under 
your wheels.”

THE siren over the dispersal office 
chose the moment of Johnny 

Shane’s deepest gloom to let go with 
a whoop that lifted him right off his 
bunk. Automatic reflex 'made him 
snatch at his Lewis helmet with its 
wash-basin-size earphones zippered in
to the flaps. He was half-way to the 
door when the thundering herd 
pounded out of the briefing room and 
down the hall, right past his quarters.

Shane stiffened with his hand still 
reaching for the door knob and the 
eager light faded out of his blue eyes. 
So that was it. Johnny Shane was in

the doghouse. Thirty-One was going 
up without him. They’d rather de
pend on a moss-covered regulation 
than on a pair of fighting wings and 
eight eager Brownings. Okay! Let 
’em. From now on, Shane told himself 
bitterly, he’d obey the absolute letter 
of every order in the book—until some 
of those laddie-bucks grew sorry or
ders had ever been invented.

He stamped back, hurled his helmet 
into a corner and slumped onto his 
bunk, trying to tell himself that he 
didn’t care. But he did. Coming over 
here in the first place had been more 
than a lark. To Johnny Shane, the 
kind of life people in England and 
America took for granted was worth 
fighting to preserve. Bottled up in
side him, suppressed by the hard shell 
he wore as a mask, was a surprising 
amount of sentiment over this thing 
called Freedom, Being left out of a 
chance to fight for it—hurt like the 
very devil.

Outside, the Merlins alternately 
thundered and whispered and then 
thundered again, taking off. He heard 
Thirty-One circle once to assemble 
formation and then go streaking south 
and west. Shane made a tight gulping 
sound, swallowing the sudden lump in 
his throat.

He stood it for eight minutes and 
then wandered dismally out and over 
the dispersal.

A blank-faced communications ser
geant hesitated and finally answered 
his question.

“No harm in the telling, I guess. It’s 
the same bloody routine the laddies 
have been hitting for a week. Every 
afternoon a mess of ’Schmitts and 
Heinkels come over and make a stab at 
Portsm’th or Southhampton, like. 
Then, when the interceptors go up, 
they start a running fight back for 
home, using all sorts of tricks to decoy 
a squadron in over that blasted AA 
trap they’ve set up inland.

“Congreve is too smart for them, 
though. He fights them up to here”— 
he stabbed a forefinger onto the map—
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“and then cuts away before they can 
nip him. It’s getting beastly tiresome, 
though the boys bag a few on the way. 
Not enough to pay for the petrol they 
waste, I’m thinking.”

Shane was staring at the map, his 
eyes wide. The sergeant’s stubby fore
finger was resting almost on a sweep
ing curve in the river. Just beyond 
that curve, a cross-hatching of red 
lines with cryptic numbers and sym
bols arrowed around it, marked the 
location of the Anti-aircraft Trap. A 
light was beginning to glow in Shane’s 
eyes.

“Does Thirty-One always turn back 
at that curve?”

“Surest thing, fellow. Make a lark 
of it, those lads. They call the bend 
there their pylon and fine the laddie 
who cuts it too close a round of 
drinks.”

“Um-m-m," Shane’s mind was 
clicking at top speed. “They’ll get a 
sweet shock if their lovely pylon 
blows up under the seat of their pants 
one of these fine days.”

H E turned and dogged out onto the 
field, wandering aimlessly. His 

Spitfire stood behind the line, checked 
and ready. Mechanics had finished 
slapping strips of doped fabric over 
the leading edges of the two wings, 
covering up the eight gaping gunports. 
It was a trick they’d started only re
cently. Not only did the fabric keep 
damp out of the gun barrels but, by 
sealing the ports, it added some three 
or four miles to takeoff speed. Later, 
when fighting time came, a single 
burst ripped away the fabric and left 
the guns dry and eager for their 
deadly work.

Shane’s eyes were narrowed and a 
frown creased his forehead. He 
couldn’t get the thought of that bend 
in the river off his mind. The Nasties 
weren’t so dumb. If they tricked the 
R.A.F. lads into the habit of turning 
on that bend every afternoon, it was 
only a matter of time until some smart 
Kraut got the idea of setting another

AA trap back there. The moment 
when Thirty-One, abandoning pursuit 
and reforming for the flight home, 
were wheeling leisurely above that 
bend would be the perfect time for 
Bofors and pom-poms to open up on 
a cold meat target.

CURSING to himself, Shane went 
back and told his worries to the 

sergeant.
“Lumme, Cincinnati,” the big corn- 

man smiled, “we’ve thought of all that. 
It would be a right trick, but they’re 
missing it. We photograph that sec
tion of river every morning for a sign 
of activity. After all, you know, those 
chaps can’t just carry an AA battery 
in their coat pockets and po'p it down 
any old spot. There aren’t roads solid 
enough to move up batteries along 
there and you can be sure, if so much 
as a pickaxe moved down there, Con
trol would know it.”

“Nuts!” Shane snapped. “You don’t 
needs roads with a river that wide. 
What’s to prevent their setting up a 
battery on a barge and floating it down 
there after a photo flight?”

“Oh, they can’t.” The sergeant was 
shocked. “The river’s too shallow, for 
one thing, and for another, it would 
take a heavily ballasted barge to give 
their guns a firm footing.”

The sergeant dismissed the whole 
silly idea with a wave of his hand and 
returned to his book work. Shane 
studied the map a moment longer and 
then went out. He was still worried. 
The gag was just too good for smart 
Nazis to overlook.

Suddenly he stiffened, mouth drop
ping open. Of course! The very 
shallowness of the river. Of course a 
light barge of shallow draft would 
rock under the recoil of guns, making 
aiming uncertain—

But a light barge wouldn’t rock if 
it were run aground and firmly wedged 
on sand bars. And it could be pulled 
down by tow-ropes, if there wasn’t 
draft enough for a tug.

The idea exploded fire in Shane’s
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eyes. He started to whirl back toward 
dispersal office and then stopped. The 
vision of the complacent ground man 
jarred him. He looked across and 
there stood his Spit, practically whist
ling for him to climb aboard. For a 
single moment Shane hesitated, think
ing of his orders to remain in quarters.

“To hell with orders,” he barked, 
and legged it for his ship.

A Spitfire can clmb twenty thou
sand feet in nine minutes. Shane had 
his up and was crowding that record 
before the ground men got outside to 
see what was happening.

FOR the first time, he began to won
der what he could do about it, even 

if his crazy hunch had a grain of 
foundation. Thirty-One had been gone 
twenty minutes and they’d be using 
full throttle along before this. He’d 
never catch them.

Suddenly he remembered the direc
tion of their flight. South and west. 
Of course! Thirty-One was heading 
for Portsmouth or Southampton first 
as interceptors to bang in on the Nazi 
feint. That meant practically straight 
west, time out for a scramble over the 
Channel coast and then a running fight 
back south and east.

By slamming straight across the 
diagonal, cutting across between 
Havre and Rouen, he might beat or 
at least meet them.

And then what? Shane’s lips 
curled wryly. He’d slam up to the 
squadron and start yelling his crazy 
hunch an3 what would happen? Con
greve would give him what’s what for 
breaking orders and refuse to listen.

And if Shane tried to relay his guess 
to Control, he’d probably get a cold 
shoulder.

If Congreve had actually reported 
his defection to the higher-ups, the 
name of Shane would smell bad clear 
up to Adastral House. And besides, 
his hunch might be all wet. Or it 
might be good for later but this might 
not be the particular day the Nazis 
picked to uncork their surprise.

Thinking of all this kicked Shane’s 
mind into a whirling tangle but didn’t 
stop him from driving toward France 
with everything the Merlin could pour 
into the prop. If he was right and did 
nothing about it, Thirty-One was due 
to be blown right out of the blue sky.

Shane leaned forward in the pit, 
holding his breath, banging at the 
throttle gates for an extra sliver of 
speed. The blue Channel fled away 
beneath him, giving way to green that 
was France.

He studied his instruments and cor
rected his course a trifle, inching 
south a little.

Almost abruptly, he came on the 
scramble. The whirl of scrapping 
planes literally popped out of the sky 
off to his right. A trail of smoke was 
arcing downward out of the mess but 
he was still too far off to identify the 
victim’s nationality.

Shortly he could make out the planes 
and see that, true to form, the Nazis 
were making it a running fight and 
gradually pulling out of it, getting set 
for the break-away. Up ahead, toward 
the horizon, a silver snake crawled 
across the green. The river—and the 
bend where Thirty-One turned back.

For a moment Shane considered 
swinging around and hurling himself 
into the scrap from the east. Maybe, 
if he tore up enough sky, he could herd 
the Nazis back into the arms of Thirty- 
One for a payoff fight before they 
reached the bend. The idea died al
most at birth. For one thing, he 
lacked enough leeway to make the 
sweep around. And for another, if his 
crazy hunch was sound, the Nazis 
wouldn’t let one lone Spitfire stand 
between them and their coup.

No, there was only one thing to do 
and Shane did it. From twenty thou
sand, he pointed the Spitfire’s nose 
down the long slant toward the dis
tant bend. His only chance was to get 
there first and either spring the trap or 
prove himself a complete idiot.

Suddenly his earphones began to 
crackle.
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“Cincinnati! Cincinnati! Point 
calling Cincinnati! Are you com
pletely insane, man? Get back here. 
That’s an order. Pull into place at 
once. When we get back, consider 
yourself under arrest.”

SHANE’S lips peeled back from his 
teeth. The wind was howling at 

the pit-cover and the Merlin was 
screaming defiance at the universe. 
The air-speed needle was thumbing its 
nose at the four hundred mark, and the 
scramble of planes was already drop
ping back and up. The noise and the 
excitement fanned the rebellion in 
Shane’s breast to a consuming flame. 
He thumbed on his transmitter and 
lifted the flap mike.

“Cincinnati to Point,” he yelled 
gleefully. “Here’s an order for you. 
Ground me for doing my job, will you? 
Bellyache to the brass-hats because I 
play for keeps, huh? Well, kiss my 
prop-wash and run for home, Clar
ence. I’m heading east and I may not 
be back.”

He snapped off the mike, then, and 
jerked his phone jack. Let Congreve 
yell his throat out. If a game was 
worth playing, it was worth playing to 
the hilt.

Shane was in this, now, and he’d 
see it through and take the conse
quences afterward.

He looked out the side of his pit and 
jerked as a long trail of white snakes 
went wriggling past, scant inches from 
his wing. A Messerschmitt was on his 
tail, crowding down and feeling for 
him with its tracers. Shane kicked his 
Spit out of line and saw bluish vapors 
puffing from the ’Schmitt’s nose as the 
automatic cannon fumbled for him. No 
bursts came, though, so he knew he 
was still beyond effective range. Those 
were contact shells, exploding at a 
touch, but keeping still without.

Shane whirled back and there was 
the river, leaping out into a broad 
sheet almost in his face. He tugged 
back the stick, tensing his stomach 
muscles and grunting at the impact of

the pull-out. For a moment he thought 
the Spit was stuck in the groove. Then 
it began to lift and he was rocketing 
up the river, so close to the water that 
he could see the geysers ahead where 
the Messerschmitt’s misses were strik
ing.

Directly ahead, the silvery sheet 
bent into a sweeping curve to the 
south. It was somewhere along that 
curve that Shane should meet his 
future. He’d already determined from 
the map that this was the only definite 
spot where Thirty-One made a prac
tice of passing. If there was a trap, 
it must be here.

The Spit trembled suddenly and did 
a little flirt that indicated cupro nickel 
in its tail. The controls were sud
denly sluggish but they still func
tioned. Shane kicked up into a sharp- 
banked S-curve, saw tracers race by 
and turned his attention to the banks 
of the river.

For a moment he felt sick with dis
appointment. The broad river swept 
on between its low green banks and 
vanished around the lazy curve, with
out a sign of barge or hidden AA bat
tery anywhere. Then he was wrong 
and the consequences of his brain
storm would be the worst lacing any 
fighter pilot ever got from his superi
ors.

He took the curve in the river with 
a sharp bank, eyes sweeping the shore 
lines with waning hope. Here again, 
as far as he could see, there was noth
ing suspicious.

Not even a—
Suddenly Shane was stiffening, star

ing wide-eyed at a spot on the east 
bank of the curve. Something there 
didn’t look just right. The red clay 
bank was a different shade.

SHANE abruptly yelped aloud. It 
was there, and he’d almost missed 

it. A wide, flat barge was pulled in 
there, covered with a layer of clay and 
sand from which protruded queer 
humps and mounds of painted canvas. 
Not satisfied with mere camouflage,
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the barge had been cut into the very 
shore itself to keep it from making a 
noticeable bump on the shoreline. It 
was the wetter clay, still fresh from 
digging, that had betrayed the trap. 
From higher up, it would be invisible.

Upstairs, the milling fighters were 
separating. The van of the Nazis were 
already nearly overhead, streaking 
eastward. In another moment Con
greve and his Squadron would be 
wheeling lazily into a turn, directly 
above the waiting battery.

The Spitfire trembled again and a 
lacing of holes licked across the right 
wing. Shane had ignored the ’Schmitt, 
giving it time to set itself for the kill. 
He ruddered desperately, kicking 
away from the slugs. But he was too 
low for maneuvering and the ’Schmitt 
was glued to his tail. The tracers fol
lowed, nipping at his wings and tabs, 
licking toward the pit with eager hun
ger.

Over there the barge waited quiet
ly, holding its load of death for the 
bigger game up above.

The swing had carried Shane away 
from the barge, into a tight turn, with 
the ’Schmitt turning at his heels. 
Shane took a deep breath, tucked his 
head down between his knees to force 
blood to his brain and yanked on the 
stick. The screaming Spitfire literally 
spun on one battered wing, almost 
scraping the low river bank.

Then suddenly it was around and 
levelling, and the gray-green curtain 
of impending blackout was lifting 
from Shane’s eyes. The Nazi had 
tried to follow that turn but he lacked 
the belly for it, as the British say. The 
maneuver ended with Shane cutting 
back almost at right angles to the 
Messerschmitt,

He thumbed the red button long 
enough to pour a hammer-blow of 
.303s just below the hatch cover. The 
Nazi skidded away from him sideward, 
as though actually knocked aside by 
the impact. One wing came up sharply 
and the nose plowed water. It ended 
with the 'Schmitt up-ended, its tail

and one wing sticking grotesquely 
into the air.

No one tried to get out of the par
tially-submerged pit.

All this was split-second stuff, and 
then the ruined Messerschmitt was be
hind Shane and the barge was dead 
ahead. He could see queer, frantic 
scurrying and humpings under the 
canvas and a pair of red eyes began to 
wink at him from a dark hollow amid 
the camouflage.

Shane ruddered until the winking 
eyes were swimming over the orange 
tip of his gunsight image on the wind
screen and tripped his own guns. The 
Brownings said Brrrrup-pup-pup and 
shook the plane. The canvas shield on 
the barge began to jerk and rip and the 
red eyes stopped winking. A shape
less thing rolled around under the can
vas and stopped with one queerly hu
man leg poked out into sight.

Then Shane was lifting the Spitfire, 
skimming the deadly barge and zoom
ing. Little patches of daylight came 
into his pit, suddenly, and a strap of 
his chute pack tugged into two jagged 
strips and fell away from one knee. 
Shane whirled the Spit over and down 
and rode a steady stream of liquid fire 
back across the barge, raking it from 
side to side.

H E lifted again, winged over and 
came back from down-stream to 

pour more hell into the trap from stem 
to stern. A pom-pom let go almost un
der him and the blast of its muzzle 
gas threw the Spit over on one wing. 
Overhead, black puffs bloomed out in 
a rough circle but Squadron Thirty- 
One wasn’t in that ring of shrapnel.

In a tight line, nine of the original 
eleven ships were cutting away, wheel
ing and doing a follow-the-leader 
down the river along the path of 
Shane’s repeated dives. The Nazi 
barge, its camouflage torn away now, 
tried to pump down the muzzles of a 
battery of rapid-fire guns to meet the 
menace.

“You kids never learn, do you?”
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Shane said, and poured cupro across 
the barge just behind the gun butts, 
cutting through just ahead of Con
greve’s ship to do it. The AAs stopped 
moving.

The Spitfire zoomed again and hung 
on its side for a moment, making the 
turn. Down on the barge, someone 
led off with an automatic rifle on a 
target that was momentarily pinned in 
the air.

A bee whined into the pit and filled 
Shane’s hand with the splinters of his 
battered stick. Another one hummed 
through and set Shane’s leg afire. Still 
a third one hit him somewhere. He 
could not tell where, but it knocked 
the wind out of his lungs and pulled 
a shadowy curtain over his eyes.

Shane fought the curtain, holding 
it back by sheer physical effort, while 
he got the Spit levelled off. Back 
along the river, nine Spitfires were 
systematically pouring the barge full 
of death, roaring down in short straf
ing dives until nothing moved below. 
Shane set his teeth against the numb- 
nees and headed home.

HE never remembered that trip.
Memory cut off at that moment 

when Congreve’s boys were strafing 
the barge and took up again when 
ercks were hauling him out of the pit 
back at Squadron Thirty-One’s home 
base. Since there was nobody riding 
with him, Shane concluded he must 
have flown the Spitfire home and 
landed it unaided. But it was, so far 
as he was concerned, a conclusion 
based entirely on circumstantial evi
dence.

After a while, Shane was lying on a 
table with what felt like live coals 
bandaged onto one leg and his chest 
feeling as though he’d walked into Joe 
Louis’s left. Other than those annoy
ances, he felt pretty good—physically. 
The flight surgeon had his back turned 
and was fussing over somebody on the 
next table.

Presently the FS moved and the 
somebody turned out to be Congreve.

His lean face was white and there was 
a shiny dew on his forehead but he 
managed to smile at Shane. Shane 
stuck out his jaw.

“Okay,” he growled. “Dish it out, 
fellow. I can take it. So I kicked over 
on orders again. What do I rate for 
this shindig?”

CONGREVE closed his eyes and 
opened them again.

“My job,” he said softly.
“Huh?” Shane gaped at him. “You 

off your base?”
“No. Off my legs—for at least a 

month. Some Knott-Bremse went 
through both of them, just above the 
knee.” He winced as the surgeon 
dropped antiseptic. “You got out with 
a scratch, Cincinnati.”

“Yeah, but—” Shane fumbled for 
words and got out the first thing that 
came into his head. “That report. 
I’m—I mean, you put in a bad mark 
on me—”

Congreve twisted around, fumbled 
in his jacket pocket and tossed a 
folded sheet to Shane.

“Copy of my report, fellow. Read 
it.”

Shane got it open.
It read:
“The new Yank replacement is go

ing to be our prize. He fights like a 
demon and has a priceless sense of 
humor worth pounds to our morale. 
Like most Yanks, he’s a bit head
strong. Had to discipline him for over
eagerness but he’ll come through. Sug
gest if I stopped a pack, Shane would 
do splendidly in my place. The other 
lads seem to take well to the idea of 
following him. We’re giving him the 
brush-off right now to sober him down, 
but he’ll fit.”

Shane wet his lips. “But—but—” 
Congreve grinned. “You Yanks have 

some priceless slang expressions. 
One is particularly apt right now, 
Cincinnati.”

Congreve rolled back, grinned up 
at the ceiling and said softly:

“Nuts to you!”



UNCLE SAM’S FIGHTING PLANES
Below is a listing of names (by the numbers) accorded official recognition by the Army and 
Navy as popular designations for American aircraft. For official use within the Army Air 
Forces, numerical designations will be retained. (Navy symbols are shown in parentheses.)
HEAVY BOMBERS
B-17 F ly in g  F o r tr e s s
B-24 (PB4Y) L ib e ra to r

SCOUTING OBSERVATION 
(S 03C ) S ea g u ll
(OS2U) K in gE sker

MEDIUM BOMBERS 
B-18 B o lo
B-23 D ragon
B-25 (P B J)  M itc h e ll
B-26 M arau der
B-34 (P V ) V entura

UGHT BOMBERS 
A-20 (B D )
A-24 (SB D )
A-2S (SB2C)
A-29 (P B O )
A-34 (SB2A)
A-35
(SB2U)
(T B D )
(T B F )

Havoc ( A t ta c k )  
D a u n tless  ( D iv e )  
H e lld ir e r  ( D iv e )  
H u d so n  ( P a tr o l)  
B u ccan eer ( D iv e )  
V en gean ce ( D iv e )  
V in d ica to r  ( D iv e )  
D e v a s ta to r  (T o r p e d o )  
A v e n g e r  ( T o r p e d o )

P A T R O L  BOM BERS (H ying  Boats) 
QA-10 (PB Y ) C atalina
(PB 2Y ) C oronado
(P B M ) M a rin er

FIGHTERS
P-38
P-39
P-40
P-43
P-47
P-S l

L ig h tn in g
A ira co b ra
W a r  haw k
L a n cer
T h u n d erb o lt
M u stan g

TRANSPORTS
C-43 (GB) 
C-45A CJRB) 
€-46 (R5C)
C-47
C-53 (R4D)
C-54 (R5D)
C-56 (RSO)
C-61 (GK )
C-69
C-76
C-S7
(JR2S)

TRAINERS 
PT-13 & 17 

(N2S1 & 3) 
PT-19 & 23 
(N 2T)
PT-22 (N R ) 
BT-13 & 15 (SN V ) 
A T-6 (SN J)
(SNC)
AT-7 (SNB2) 
AT-8 & 17 
A T -10
AT-11 (SNB1) 
A T -13 & 14 
A T -15 
AT-19

T ra v e le r
V o y a g e r
C om m ando
S k y tra in
S k y tr o o p e r
S k y m a s te r
L o d e s ta r
F o rw a rd e r
C o n ste lla tio n
C aravan
L ib e ra to r  E x p re ss  
E x ca lih u r

C a y d e t
C o rn e ll
T u to r
R e c r u it
V a lia n t
T ex a n
F alcon
N a v ig a to r
B o b c a t
W ic h ita
K a n sa s
V  a n k ee -D o o d le  
Q rew m a k ec  
R e lia n t

V ig ila n t
T a y lo rc r a f t  G ra ssh o p p er  
A ero n ca  G ra ssh o p p er  
P ip e r  G ra ssh o p p er  
S e n tin e l

FLYING FORTRESS



P R O P  W A S H
(Continued from page 10)

body washed it fo r you, pal! D on’t  you real
ize tha t Napoleon and Ju lius GaesaSr never 
got ahead of the femmes, so who do you th ink 
you are? W e have to  agree w ith  a lo t E ileen 
says, too. W ell, did we leave a w ord out, 
E ileen? You te ll them  again sometime. W e 
get on to  Buddy W oods, 83 Jackson Ave., 
Langly View, V irginia. Ah, here’s one of 
our boosters. F ile th a t w ith  the war stam ps 
of ours, F lannelm outh. Buddy says:

I  have read your mags and like A ir  W ar best. In  
the last issue, all the stories were good, especially 
the one written by Joe Archibald. How about an 
Ambrose Hooley story? I am enclosing a self 
addressed envelope and three name strips for my 
World War Portraits. So long and please send my 
portraits a t once.

So you like us, Buddy. T here will be peo
ple who will disagree w ith you, the ones that 
have a jealous nature. W hen you come to 
New York, call a t our office and we w ill give 
you a cigar. W ho said that? Our cigars— 
well, here is a character tha t belongs in R ip
ley’s column. H e never heard of Ambrose 
Hooley. H is name is Dave O’Toole and lives 
at 118 P ark  St., Clinton, Mass. H ere is Dave’s 
d ish :

I’ve been reading your mag now for about two 
years and I think it’s tops. For my dough I’ll take 
Am W ar and its companion' mags, everytime. I 
don’t know why you waste ink and paper by print
ing R.A.F. Aces, though.

One thing I can’t figure out, why do all these guys 
keep writing and telling you not to print World 
War I  stories. I’ve been reading A ir  W ar for qu ite  
a while and I can’t remember any such stories. Per
sonally, I  like World War I stories. Why don’t  
you junk R.A.F. stories and put in a few about the 
Marine Air Corps?

Who is this Ambrose Hooley guy? I can’t  place 
him.

I just bought the Spring issue but haven't had 
time to read it yet. I read Prop Wash though, and 
I think that Mart Caidin and Jimmy Gaddy should 
get together and write a contradiction of Major 
Seversky’s' “Victory Through Air Power.”

Well, peel me off an Archibald original and a 
picture of you.

I  thought “Tokens for Tojo” was in the groove, 
and that’s no kidding.

W atch out fo r Ambrose in one of our com
panion journals, Dave. Maybe M arty and 
Jim  will take you up on tha t suggestion, but 
get that tongue out of your cheek, Dave. All 
right, you like stories of the last rhubarb and 
we still wear the old fashioned nightshirt and 
we go tta  righ t to! This is a free country, 
Dave. W e wish you would try  to like R.A.F. 
ACES though. Awright, we only asked.

Now, here is a com munication from  Staff 
Sergeant Jam es Campbell, F o rt Clark, Texas. 
R ight from  the feed bag, pals, so look alive 
here! The Sarge says:

After reading your magazine A ir  W ar I found that 
I enjoyed most of your stories immensely. Espe
cially “Desert Hawk” by Ralph Oppenheim. There 
should be more stories by that author. I am in
clined to agree with some of your readers concern
ing the stories of Captain Danger, I think the stories 
about him are too fantastic and impossible.

Also I think it would be a good idea to have some 
of your air heroes working with the ground force, 
it would be more interesting as after all in modern 
warfare it has to be that way in order to get co
ordination to win a battle, coordination between 
Planes and Tanks.

Also please do not have women in the picture, I 
think it would only spoil your stories. There are 
men like myself who are against it. And I am sure 
that you have more men readers than women,

A soldier spurning the pigeons! The next

thing we w ill expect is to  hear th a t Musso 
is building a new villa w ith  specific instruc
tions to  the arch itec t not to  put a  balcony 
on it. B ut we generally go along w ith  the 
service men, especially t o p - k i c k s ,  Jim . 
Thanks, and good luck to all you boys there.

You go t O N E  from  H IM , L iverlips? Give 
it here. I t ’s tha t Irw in  T itun ik  of 3307 F ish  
Avenue, the Bronx, N. Y., the guy E ileen 
brushed off. Oh, we ju s t can’t w a it!

I  w ould like to  c le a r  up  som e th in g s  t h a t  w e re  in  
m y le t te r  in  th e  W in te r  1943 issue o f A ir  W ar . 
In  th e  c losing  p a ra g ra p h  I  asked  fo r  pen -pals, 
p re fe ra b ly  b londes. W ell, a s  som e m a y  h a v e  re a l
ized I  w a s  on ly  k id d in g  a ro u n d . Som e m oron fro m  
A la b a m a  took  m e se rio u sly  a n d  a c tu a lly  w ro te  m e 
an d  sa id  sh e  f itte d  th a t  descrip tion . I  go t a n o th e r  
le t te r  fro m  a  lad y  w ho doesn’t  know  h e r ru d d e r 
fro m  h e r  ailerons. She w ro te  com plain ing  ab o u t 
th e  f irs t  p a r t  o f m y  le tte r . X s till am  dead  se t 
a g a in s t g ir ls  In  av ia tio n . L ook w h a t th e y  d id  w hen  
th e y  s ta r te d  d riv in g  au tom obiles !

Y our m a g  is OK. K eep th e  s to r ie s  in  W orld  W a r  
II.

A s fo r ' pen -p a ls  le t’s h a v e  som e so ld iers , sa ilo rs  
an d  a irm e n  (p a r tic u la r ly  a irm e n )  d ropp ing  a  few  
lines to  th e  above ad d ress . I  w r ite  to  six  fellow s 
in  th e  se rv ice  now, tw o  of w hom  I  go t w ith  th e  help  
of y o u r m ag.

I  am  n u ts  ab o u t a v ia tio n  an d  hope to  be a  p ilo t 
in  th e  A rm y  A ir F o rc e  in  ab o u t five y ea rs .

Look at him, guys. Again he sticks out 
his neck! And we liked him so m uch too. 
T hat “m oron” from  Alabama will skin you, 
pal! Thanks fo r your good w ord about A IR  
W A R though.

H ere is one we like. I t  is from  “Snuffy 
and the Boys,” U. S. Naval A ir S tation, Lake 
City, F lorida. W hen the members of the 
fighting forces like us, we can take the lumps 
from  the civilians, Snuffy! The gang te lls us 
here:

I  w on’t  s t a r t  off sa y in g  th a t  I ’m  a  r e g u la r  re a d e r  
o f y o u r  m a g ; because I ’m  not. I ’ve  re a d  tw o  copies 
though , an d  m y b udd ies an d  m yse lf find i t  a  sw ell 
m agazine . W e a re  a il  sa ilo rs , an d  a re  connected 
w ith  av ia tio n , a n d  w e w ould  like to  see m ore s to rie s  
o f N av a l a v ia tio n  a p p e a r  in  y o u r m ag.

H ow  ab o u t som e s to r ie s  on T .B .F .’s, G rum m ans 
an d  th e  b es t N av y  fig h te rs  going, th e  F4U . H ow  
ab o u t doing u s  gobs a  good tu rn ?  W e a lso  w ould  
like to  see th is  le t te r  in  y o u r  m ag.

Leave it to  us, Snuffy. T here is nothing 
too good fo r the gobs, no t even a M arine’s 
best torch . Pancake P o tts  and your co rre
spondent w ill never fo rget sailors. W e chased 
a Zep over the channel once and forced-landed 
on a cruiser. Pancake was going down the 
funnel when a gob reached out from  the 
crow’s nest and pulled him to safety. P an
cake got a crow  de guerre. W here w ere we? 
F rank  B roccoli-pardon-Troccoli of 22-26 21st 
St., A storia, L, I. F rank is ju s t th a t about 
our magazine. W ouldn’t you think?

I  a m  h ap p y  to  in fo rm  you th a t  I  h av e  fin ished 
yo u r m ag az in e  ca lled  A ir W ar. T h in k in g  i t  m y 
du ty  to  in form  you  of th e  good a n d  b a d  p a r ts  of 
yo u r m ag, I  decided to  w rite .

F i r s t  o f a ll I ’ll te ll you of th e  good p a r t . W ell, 
th e  m ost in te re s tin g  th in g  in  th is  book ( I  th in k )  
is  “P ro p  W ash .” (D on’t  g e t a  sw elled  head  a s  I  
can  change m y  m in d ). The b e s t s to ry  w a s  “T a r 
n ished  W ings” a n d  I  liked  "T he Y a n k  an d  T he U ni
corn”  too.

N ow  I ’ll h a v e  to  b r in g  dow n th a t  sw elled  h ead  of 
y o u rs b y  g iv ing  you  th e  b ad  new s. W ell f irs t  of 
a ll I ’m a f ra id  I 'l l  h a v e  to  ag ree  w ith  a ll y o u r  o th e r  
“fa n s” th a t  C a p ta in  D an g er isn ’t  so ho t.

T hen  in  th e  W in te r  issue o f A m  W ar you  re 
fe rred  to  a  F ly in g  F o r tre s s  (B -1 7 ) a s  a  Consoli-



d a ted  B-24. ( “T h e  O dds Be D a m n e d /’ b y  L ieut. 
R o b ert B. H oltz, page 85.)

F o r  th e  fo llow ing m is tak e  I  sha ll no t g ive you 
c red it. In  a  le t te r  se n t in b y  M a rtin  C aidin  It w as 
s ta te d  th a t  th e  P-38 w as th e  fa s te s t p lane in th e  
w orld . M ay I call M a rtin ’s a tte n tio n  to  th e  P-47 
T h u n d erb o lt w hich  d ived a t  th e  ra te  of 725 m iles 
per. 1 am  su re  M artin  would be in te rested  in th is.

N ow  before I ta k e  off I would like to ask  you fo r 
an  a u to g rap h ed  p icture of y o u r p a n !

Now we accept pats on the back, Frank, 
w ithout getting  excess suet in our noggin and 
may we say our clavicles are used to  the Os
cars? Please don’t  change your mind or the 
C.O. here might, if you get what we mean. 
A fter all, we have a righ t to  make a living 
like norm al guys and—well, the P-47 T hun
derbolt is faste r than a P-38, Frank.

Oh, we make m istakes and everybody else 
does. U ntil this war goes on another year, 
we all won’t get our crates straightened out. 
Thanks for everything.

W ith  tim e so precious, we lay off the solo 
flying for the nonce and bring in a form ation 
of sky w riters which we introduce to you as 
they zoom over the spo tter’s cubby hole on 
the roof. Bob Harm on, 10 Crestm ont Rd., 
M ontclair, N. J., Donald Bradley, 1645 Boule
vard, Jersey  City, N. J., Allan Paterson, 13180 
Sorrento, D etro it, Mich., and M ilt Halpern, 
1300 P atte rson  St., M cKeesport, Pa. They 
drop these neat b its of A IR  W AR propa
ganda :

T his Is th e  firs t tim e T ever re a d  y o u r  m ag az in e  
an d  I th in k  i t 's  sw ell. B u t I  hope you  w on’t  ju m p  
down m y neck fo r  th is  b u t I  like fly ing  s to rie s  about 
W orld W a r 1 too, ju s t  like Jo h n  P au l S tau te r . J r .,  
an d  I 'm  no t w acky . T he b e s t s to ry  in th e  S pring  
issue 1 th in k  w a s  "T he D ese rt H aw k .” C ap ta in  
D anger w as  good too. B u t I  d id n o t like th a t  “B is
cu its fo r  th e  S quadron .”

F ro m  now  on I ’m going to  get y o u r m a g  a ll th e  
tim e. P lease  p u t a t  le a s t one W orld  W a r  I sto ry  
in th e  book. I t  d o esn 't h av e  to  be  a  long  one b u t 
ju s t  a  good s to ry .— B o b  H arm o n .

[T u r n  page]

CAmerica’s B̂eii D̂ime’s V/or£h
of Picture Entertainment

t  N ow  on Sale  at A ll  Stands t

M y s t e r y  F a n s !
Here's Your Chance to Obtain 

World-Famous Best Sellers
A T  O N L Y  2 5 /  P E R  C O P Y 1

FIRST FOUR TITLES 
NOW  ON SALE!

CRIME OF VIOLENCE, by Rufus King 
MURDERinthe MADHOUSE, byJonathanLatimer

SAINT OVERBOARD, by Leslie Cbarleris 
DANGER IN THE DARK, byMignon G. Eberhart

Form erly priced at $2.00 and more, these 
m asterpieces of m ystery are now only 25c 
each at all stands in the new PO PU LA R  
LIB RA RY  E D IT IO N  — com plete and un
abridged—packed w ith thrills, suspense, sur
prises, and action!

PO PU LA R  LIB R A R Y  books are easy to 
read and easy to carry—they represent Amer
ica’s biggest entertainm ent value!

Only books of proven m erit are selected— 
and they are printed and bound attractively  
for your perm anent enjoyment.

Ask your newsdealer or bookseller
for POPULAR L IB R A R Y  books.
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I  h a v e  ju s t  fin ished re a d in g  th e  sp rin g  issue of 
A m  W ar. I  en joyed  a ll th e  s to r ie s  b u t  X enjoyed  
"D e se rt H a w k ” a n d  "T h e  W eeping C rocodile” m ost.
I  en jo y  y o u r  colum n “P ro p  W ash ” v e ry  m uch.

E nclosed  you  w ill find th re e  nam e s tr ip s  an d  a  
se lf  ad d ressed  a n d  s ta m p e d  envelope fo r  m y  se t of 
fam ous W orld  W a r  I  A ces .— D onald  B rad ley .

Included  a re  th re e  covers fro m  S e t  F ig h ters , 
R .A .P . A cks, a n d  A ir  W ar. W ould  you p lease  send 
m e th e  se t  of tw elve  p o r tra i ts  o f 'W orld W a r  A ces?
X a m  v e ry  in te re s te d  in  a n y  in fo rm atio n  concerning 
W .W . flying. I  have  ju s t  fin ished re a d in g  “Sky 
H aw k ” a n d  i t  w a s  v e ry  good. K eep up  those a r t i 
c les on th e  o th e r  co u n try  a ir -w a rs— A lla n  P a te r 
son.

I  ju s t  re a d  th e  sp rin g  issue o f y o u r m ag  an d  I 
p erso n a lly  th in k  i t  is  th e  b e s t a i r  m ag az in e  I  hav e  
ev er read . T he C a p ta in  D an g er s to ry  w as  excep
tio n a lly  good a n d  If y o u  ta k e  h im  ou t like S m a rt 
A lec Bob C hute sa y s  you should, I  w ouldn’t  g ive a  
p lugged  n ickel fo r  y o u r m a g ’s  chances o f rem ain in g  
th e  p o p u la r  m a g  i t  is a t  th e  p resen t.

I  re a d  y o u r  co lum n firs t w hen I  g o t th e  m agazine  
an d  X th in k  y o u  h av e  th e  r ig h t  id ea  w hen  you give 
y o u r fa n s  a  chan ce  to com plain . P lease  t r y  to  see 
yo u r w ay  c le a r  to  send m e a  p ic tu re  of yourse lf 
so th a t  I  w ill be ab le  to  fill th a t  e x tra  space  in m y 
rogues gallery .

T he th in g  I  like  b es t ab o u t y o u r m ag az in e  is 
th a t  you  d o n ’t  m ess th e  s to ries  up b y  p u ttin g  dam es 
in  them . Too m a n y  m a g s ru in  th e ir  s to ries  by  in 
se rtin g  g ir ls  w ho don’t  have  a n y  r ig h t  to  be s ittin g  
in  th e  cockpit o f a  P-40 .— M ilt E a lp ern .

Have patience, Bob. O ur heart is kind of 
in the old fuss too. P a r t of it. W e lost the 
chunk over M ont Sec when we were all alone 
and seven Fokker D7s jumped us. W e are 
here so did not get killed. Donald can come 
in  and land and have a Babe R uth  bar w ith 
us fo r the P R O P  W ASH plug. Thanks, Al
lan. P re tty  soon we w ill get our pictures 
taken and it  will serve all of you righ t, M ilt. 
W e had one taken la st week but when they 
w ere developed, you could see the shrapnel 
we caught over Conflans righ t next to  our 
floating ribs. W e got into an X-Ray studio 
by m istake. W e also know what happened 
to an arrow  tha t got shot off our altim eter 
th a t day too.

On every menu there is always som ething 
special so our plate du jour this evening is a 
sw ell b it of correspondence from  A ir Cadet 
M el P o rte r, San Antonio, Texas. All of you 
gather up fron t and take a tip  in the a rt of le t
te r  w riting  containing constructive criticism  
and unbiased opinions. Everybody paying a t
tention? H ere’s a real flyer!

I  ju s t  finished th e  S p ring  issue  o f .Air  W ar. B e
fore  I  p ass  ju d g m e n t upon i t  I  w ould like to  com 
m en t on d ifferen t a r tic le s  In it.

R a lp h  O ppenheim ’s "D ese rt H aw k ” w a s  a  well 
w r itte n  s to ry  w ritte n  a ro u n d  a  r a th e r  stock  plot. 
Good read in g  how ever.

T he novelet, “C a p ta in  D an g er’s  Convoy,” w as, to 
sa y  th e  leas t, a  l i ttle  fa n ta s tic . A ny m an  who 
dow ns 6 en em y  a i r c ra f t  in one day, d es tro y s an  
e n tire  sq u a d ro n  of Ju n k e rs  87s, and , th o u g h  tied  
a t  th e  w ris ts , m an ag es to  escape fro m  an  a rm ed  
g u ard , is  m uch  m ore va lu ab le  a s  p u b lic ity  th a n  a s  
a  com bat pilot.

“ I t  T ak es  All K in d s,” b y  Low  M artin  w as  tops 
a s  a  sh o rt sto ry . I  w a s  r a th e r  prejud iced , how ever, 
a s  I  cam e in to  C adets from  G lider T ra in in g .

B ow en 's “K ille r  o f K a lin in ” doesn’t  quite  add  up 
to  w h a t I  w ould  ex p ec t from  a  w r ite r  w ith  h is 
background  an d  experience. A nd fo u r M E 109s 
felled  by one, single, tw o place figh ter. Tsk, tsk .

“T he W eeping C rocodile," b y  N o rm an  A. D aniels, 
w a s  v e ry  good read in g , b u t do th o se  th in g s  rea lly  
h ap p en ?  Also, an y  fool w ho know s w h a t our hero 
d id  in  th is  opus, an d  ta k e s  th e  foolish chances he 
did, shou ld  be m ade to  w e a r a  poin ted  c a p !

P lease , don’t  g e t m e w rong. I  don’t  d islike your 
m ag, in fa c t i t  w as sw ell an d  took  m y m ind off 
th e  w a r  fo r a. w hile. ,

T h e  th in g  th a t  im pressed  me m o st w a s  th e  r e 
m a rk a b le  balance  you gave  to  th e  sto ries . T he fic

tio n  w a s  evened u p  re m a rk a b ly  b y  th e  f a c ts  p re 
sen ted  in  th e  fillers.

I  hope som e day , to  do h a lf  a s  m uch  fo r  m y  coun
t r y  a s  th e  t ru e  w riteu p s  ab o u t th e  boys o v e r M id
w ay , G uad a lcan a l, a n d  B u rm a  rev ea l th e y  did.

X am  19, com e fro m  S pokane, W ash ing ton , h av e  
75 h o u rs  o f govt, tra in in g , a m  a  "G ad g e t” w a itin g  
fo r  p re -flig h t to  fig h te r  ( I  h ope) tra in in g . A ll th e  
luck  in th e  w orld  fro m  a  lu ck y  fellow  to  a  ta le n te d  
g en tlem an . (T h a t’s you, Joe , I ’ve  re a d  y o u r  stuff, 
too .)

W e wish we had the knack o f briefing our 
alleged authors tha t you have, Mel. I t  looks 
like you get your unsurpassed tac t from  ta c t
ical flying, hah? W e blush a t your last w ords 
of encouragem ent, Mel. Now, why can’t  all 
guys be nice like you? I t  m ust be the en
vironm ent. W e are glad tha t m ost of the 
fresh  fish have been rationed. W e all jo in  
together here in w ishing you the best of luck 
grabbing those wings. L et us know!

An irate fem ale drops a Lew isite bomb on 
tha t Irw in  T itun ik  and it looks like we will 
have to  put a ceiling on him  fo r  the sake of 
harmony in th is guerre. Shirley Rosenstock, 
71 H erzl St., Brooklyn, N. Y., yelps:

B oy am  I  b o ilin g ! I  w ish  Irw in  T itu n ik  w ould  
do th e  w orld  a  fa v o r  a n d  go boil h im self in  oil. 
W ho does h e  th in k  he is, an y w ay , te llin g  g ir ls  to  
keep th e ir  noses o u t of fly ing? W h ere  does h e  th in k  
th e  a i r  corps w ould be if  th e  g ir ls  d idn’t  he lp  in 
th e  fa c to rie s  m ak in g  sh ips to  fly in?  W h a t abo u t 
th e  W om en’s F e r ry in g  S q d rn ?  T hey ’re  re liev in g  
m en fo r  th e  A ir Corps.

H e’s a  fine .one. H e  c a n ’t  see f a r th e r  th a n  h is 
nose. W ho is h e  to  te ll th e  g ir ls  w h a t th ey  should  
do a n d  w h a t th e y  shou ldn ’t  do? Boy, he doesn’t  
w a n t m uch does h e :  B londe, Fem ale , B lue E yes, 
betw een  12% an d  13, betw een  4 ft. 11 in. a n d  5 ft. 
ta ll, s tream lin ed  figure an d  perso n a lity . H e  couldn’t  
g e t a n y th in g  h a lf  a s  good a s  th a t  w ith  th e  bee-ooti- 
ful p e rso n a lity  h e 's  got.

G ive D ave L ockyer m y th a n k s  fo r b ack in g  up 
th e  f a i r e r  sex. H e  m u st be  a  sw ell fe llo w !

P lease  send m e th e  se t o f W orld  W a r  Aces an d  
how  ab o u t a  p ic tu re  o f  y o u r cu te  face . Y our m ag  
is sw ell. K eep i t  th a t  w ay.

W e make no comment or offer a way out 
fo r Irw in. F rom  Brooklyn th is pigeon is, pal! 
W ell, you b e tte r s ta r t w ishing they w ill tear 
down all the bridges between M anhattan and 
F latbush, th a t’s all. And you notice how she 
likes Dave? Tsk, tsk, Irw in, you step right 
up and say you are sorry . No m ore time for 
you righ t now, woman hater.

W hen M artin  Caidin of 1210 W heeler Ave., 
Bronx, N. Y., w rites us, we have our hands 
full. Space does not perm it us to publish 
M arty’s long le tte r  in its entirety . B ut we 
just have to  le t M arty in  P R O P  W ASH, so 
here he is.

A fte r  p ra c tic a lly  m u rd e rin g  a n d  th re a te n in g  th e  
g u y  w ho se lls  m ag s a ro u n d  th e  corner fo r  a lm o st 
two m onths, 1 finally  found  the  M ay issue o f Ant 
W ar, an d  m y n u m b er 1 com plain t th is  m onth , is  
th a t  th e  m a g  is n o t p roduced qu ite  enough. W e 
hav e  to  w a it  too long  fo r  i t

G addy  p rev io u sly  pu lled  tw o decisive b o n e rs  in h is 
le tte r. One w as  h is  s ta te m e n t of th e  T h u n d erb o lt 
being  th e  f a s te s t  sh ip  flown. Uh uh, n o t y e t ! The 
follow ing w as  given ou t by  th e  A rm y . T h e  P-47 
T h u n d erb o lt is th e  fa s te s t  s ing le-eng ine  p la n e  to d a y  
in th e  w orld , an d  w ill p robab ly  su rp a ss  th e  h ig h 
speed P-88 L ig h tn in g  a t  ex trem e a lti tu d e s  o f  above 
38,000 o r  40,000 feet.

I t  w a s  a lso  sa id  by  th e  a rm y  th a t  th e  T h u n d er
b o lt holds th e  w orld ’s reco rd  fo r  speed In a  pow er 
dive, a t  a  speed of 725 m ph. B u t d id  you g u y s  ever 
th in k  th a t  th e  tru e  d iv ing  speed  of th e  L ig h tn in g  
is a  se cre t t h a t  th e  A rm y  re fu ses to  g ive o u t?  This 
s ta te m e n t w as a lso  g iven by  th e  A rm y. G etting  
i t  a ll tog e th er, o u r  P-38 to d a y  is th e  fa s te s t  diving, 
fa s te s t  flying, an d  fa s te s t  clim bing  ship  in th e  world.

W h ere  d id  J im m y  ever  g e t th e  id ea  th a t  the 
W hirlw ind  is in  th e  ex p erim en ta l s ta g e ?  Boy, you 
su re  a re  beh ind  tim e  on th a t  one. T h e  W hirlw ind 
h a s  been seeing ac tio n  fo r  over a  y ea r , an d  success-



ful action , too. I t  u ses th e  sam e ta c tic s  a s  th e  
L igh tn in g , d iv ing  and  zoom ing to  a tta c k  an d  then 
going like  hell. I t s  firepow er is co n cen tra ted  like 
th e  P-38.

W ell, a lthough  th is  cover o f  A tr W a r  w as one 
o f th e  best, I  s till see som e e rro rs . T ak e  an o th e r  
sq u in t a t  th e  size o f the  J a p  pilot b a ilin g  out com-

gared  to  th a t  o f the  bom ber. W h a t is  th e  ship, th e  
;-19? J a p s  a re n 't  th a t  sm a ll; yet. A nd the W ild
ca t. I know  th a t  some m odels of the W ild ca t c a rry  

6 50 ca lib re  w ing guns, th ey  a re  in se rv ice  w ith  
th e  B ritish  F le e t A ir Arm. But, notice th e  end gun 
o f  th e  th ree  50s. T h a t gun should  be qu ite  n e a re r  
th e  in sign ia , in stead  of all th ree  together. T h e  a r 
ran g em en t Is som ething like th e  ea rly  Spitfire Mk. 
1, w hich  h ad  th e  guns w idely se p ara ted . Look a t  
th e  H u rrica n e  (ea rly  m odel), and  notice th e  d iffer
ence. B ut, th e  covers a re  g e ttin g  b e tte r. C ouldn 't 
ou r inside illu s tra tio n s  be a  little  b e tte r?  T hey  a re  
r a th e r  poor, you  know.

T h a t’s a ll io r  me r ig h t now. so w e can  also  con
s id e r  th is  p a r t  of a  personal le tte r  to Jim m y, a s  th a t  
Is w h a t he asked for.

W hat do you think, Jim my? Caidin is one 
character we do little  quibbling w ith as he 
m ust live inside the sanctum sanctorium  
where a irc raft data is compiled. I suggest 
tha t you two guys exchange le tte rs person
ally to  get all your differences straightened 
out. Tfmnks for your corrections and sug
gestions in  respect to  A IR  W AR, M arty. 
And keep writing.

Comes a citizen w ith a flair fo r insulting 
his superiors and he is W illiam  Jameson, 153 
Syme St., Sharon, Pa. He addresses us as a 
reprobate and signs off w ith love. But we 
are willing to indulge a character who goes 
fo r A IR  W AR. Bill’s burst is about a four 
second one and here it is:

H av in g  n o th in g  b e tte r  to  do, I  tak e  up m y pencil 
an d  w rite . I  Ju s t finished read in g  the  sp rin g  issue 
o f  A ir W ar. “ D esert H aw k ” w as a  sw ell story . 
"B iscu its  fo r th e  Squadron" w as good. T h is is m y 
f irs t le tte r  to  you, o r fo r  th a t  m a tte r , th e  first to 
a n y  m ag . You re a lly  have  a  good m ag  here. I 
hav e  been re a d in g  i t  fo r  ab o u t 1 % years .

You re a lly  o u g h t to  have  a t  lea s t one W orld  W a r
[Turn page]
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“W ith  God
A ll Thlngi Are Possible!” Are you faring difficult Problems? 
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you Worried about some one dear to you? Do you ever get 
Lonely— Unhappy— Discouraged? Would you like to nave more 
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dear friend, then here la wonderful N EW S— N EW S of a remark
able N EW  WAY of P R A Y E R  that la helping thousands of other 
men snd women to glorious N EW  happiness and joy! Whether 
you have always believed In P R A Y E R  or not, this remarkable 
ffEW  W A Y  may bring a whole NEW  world of happiness and joy 
to you— and very, very quickly, too!

So don't wait, dear friend, don't let another minutei go by! 
If you are troubled, worried or unhappy IN  A N Y  W AY  — we 
invite you to clip this Messao* now and mall with W stamp 
for F U L L  IN F O R M A T IO N  about this remarkable N EW  W AY  
of P R A Y E R  that is helping so many, many others and which 
may just as certainly and quickly help YOU!

You will aurely bless this day — so please don t delay. 
Just clip this Message now and mail with vour name, address 
and 3< stamp to LIFE-STUDY FELLOWSHIP Bos- 3508 
Norot on. Conn. Thi# wonderful NEW Message of PRAiLK ana 
FA1T11 will be oti the way to help you by return mall!
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Newest Styles!•TODBOWN If AT HOMS d OUR NKW TENTED

U.S. EYE-GLASSES CO.. 1557 Milwaukee Ave., Dept. 8 82 Chicago, 1U.

SUPER JUJITSU
N O W  G E T TO U GH  
D O U B L E - Q U I C K I
L e a rn  h o w  Y O U  c a n  b e  d a n g e r o u s .  
L ic k  b r u te s  tw ic e  y o u r  s iz e  w ith  only 
your bare b a n J t , e v e n  w h e n  th e y  a r e  
a r m c d .T h is  p o w e r f u l  f ig h t in g  sy s te m  
i s  u n b e lie v a b ly  e ff ic ie n t.  Y o u  d o n 't  
n e e d  o x - l i k e  m u s c le s  —  i t 's  b r a in s  
t h a t  c o u n t !  N e w ,  e a sy  s e l f - s t u d y

___ c o u r s e  a t  a m az in g  low price. F r e e - t r ia l
offerand money-back guarantee. Hurry! write today for FREE 
D ETA ILS. Nelson Co., 321 S. Wabash,Depf. H M  l.Chicago

S O  N G W R  I T E R S
If you'ro really Interested In scngvrrUlng. you should write for our free 
booklet It explain.-* our splendid service plan which new writers praise 
so highly. Li t us help you as we have helpod others. Write today for 
FREE INKPIUIMJ BOOKLET.
A L L IE D  M U S IC  CO.. Dept. 32. 204 E. 4th 8t-. Cincinnati. Ohio

HOMELY BLOTCHED
S U R F A C E  S K I N

I s to ry  In y o u r m ag. T hose s to rie s  a re  a  th in g  of 
th e  pas t, b u t th ey  a re  s till m y fav o rites . I am  
shooting  a  N am e S trip  an d  15c your w ay , so If you 
still hav e  an y  of th em  old d u sty  P a tr io ts  you rav e  
abou t send th em  to me, you old Incendiary .

W ell. I got to close now  . . . My, these  fleas a re  
th ic k ! T hey keep ru n n in g  o u t of the  se am s of your 
book, A ir W ar.

My b ro th e r  is a  F ly in g  C adet in th e  A rm y A ir 
C orps and he is  sta tio n ed  a t  No. C aro lin a  s ta te  col
lege fo r p re lim in ary  tra in in g .

A request fo r W orld W ar I. W e bet H it- 
Ier would like to  unload the headaches he's 
got at the present in the 1917 K aiser’s lap. 
Okay, Bill, as long as you send soothing 
syrup in the same package w ith the arsenic, 
we can take it.

The next epistle tickles our slightly frayed 
vanity. Jud  Rosenberg, 6 E llsw orth  Ave., 
Cambridge, Mass., wants a loan of our amaz
ing technique. He m ust have been talking 
to  Pancake P o tts  somewhere. But le t him 
speak.

I have ju s t  finished read in g  th e  Sp ring  Issu e  of 
A ir War. and  I can  sincerely  s a y  th a t  I th orou gh ly  
enjoyed it, excep t fo r  the  fa c t th e  C ap ta in  D an ger
sto ry  w as too leng thy .

How abo u t som e sto rie s  ab o u t C hina, and R ussia , 
om ittin g  these so-called A m erican  an d  R ritlsh  crack  
aces?  I th in k  w ithou t these s to rie s  yo u r m agazine  
will become r a th e r  m onotonous. A fte r  all, I rea lly  
th in k  these v a lia n t n a tio n s  deserve  som e praise , 
earned  by th e ir  own m erit, an d  not by ours. R igh t?

I would also  like to h e a r  from  som e of y our o ther 
readers* p re fe rab ly  those o f th e  fem ale sex.

I f  I m ay  ask , m ay  I borrow  som e of y our sense 
of hum or?  You see, I ’m In th e  h a b it of d a tin g  up 
pigeons an d  your sen se  o f hum or m igh t com e in 
handy.

W e agree w ith you regarding China and 
Russia, Jud. 100 percent. Look fo r a great 
lead novel in a coming issue of A IR  W AR 
tha t shows the Russian flyers in action. By 
—now who do you think?

You give us nostalgia, Jud, asking fo r some 
of our “W ay w ith the dolls.” In  Longeron, 
France, 1918, we were famous as a raconteur 
and appeared before the D aughters of Jeanne 
d’Arc as toastm aster. They all screamed at 
us— the gendarmes came in—there was that 
four days in a bastile fo r telling a perfectly 
harmless sto ry  about a peasant’s daughter and 
the traveling snail sauce salesman.

You can take our word—but here is another 
le tte r  coming along and the mail sacks keep 
piling up—no it is three letters, all quickies. 
The trio , from  left to right, are Ed Rafferty, 
700 Chess St., Bridgeville, Pa., D elbert Den
ton, Box 258, New M ilford, Conn., and Rich
ard Foltz, 195 W est S treet, Leom inster, Mass. 
Rafferty leads off in what we think is a bari
tone voice.

I f  you are  one of th e  thou san d s who some tim e o r 
o th er su ite r from  b lo tchy, blem ished epiderm is, due 
to  local irrita tio n , send fo r th is  FRKK booklet de
sc rib ing  ko ra to ly tir  and a s trin g en t p repara tions 
form erly used by prom inen t Now E ngland  Specialist. 
I t 's  yours for the  asking. W rite a t once. D. W. T racy 
Co.. 1(187, F8. New H aven, Conn. ________
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I have ju s t  finished the W in te r  issue  o f  A ir W ar. 
I th ink  it w as a ll sw ell, excep t the C apt. D an g er 
s to ry . T h is  tim e i t  d id n ’t  seem  so good. W hy don’t 
you p u t som e A m brose H ooley s to ries  in y o u r m ag?

I am  enclosing th re e  nam e s tr ip s  fo r th e  p o r tra its  
of W orld W a r A ces.— E d  R affe r ty .

1 Just b ough t m y firs t copy of A ir W ar and I 
th ink  it’s  tops fo r  anybody  w ho likes av ia tion  
sto ries . I ’m se riously  th in k in g  ab o u t k ick ing  m y
se lf in th e  p a n ts  fo r not buy ing  It before. I p a r 
tic u la r ly  liked  th e  fa c t a r tic le s  in th e  W in te r  issue. 
Keep It up. I am  also  enclosing  th re e  nam e s tr ip s  
and  a  se lf-ad d ressed  envelope fo r  th e  se t of p ic tu res 
of W orld W a r A ces.— D elb ert D enton .

I have  Ju s t finished read in g  th e  Sp ring  issue of 
A ir W ar and  I th in k  th e  s to ry  "D esert H a w k ” w as 
sw ell. I a lso  liked C apt. D anger. P lease stick  to  
W orld W a r  II  sto ries . W hy not p rin t A ir W ar 
m ore o ften ?  I  th in k  i t ’s th e  best m ag. on the 
s tan d s. I f  you send a  se t of se p ia  W orld  W ar A ces  
I su re  would a p p rec ia te  it. H ere’s hop ing  you 
p rin t th is .— R ic h a rd  F o ltz .

W e will consult Ambrose about this, Ed.
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W e are beginning to  think Capt. Danger takes 
m ore in the Prop W ash than he does from  the 
N azis and all o ther enemies.

W ho can find fau lt w ith Del’s nice le tte r?  
And thanks, Dick, fo r those kind words.

A custom er named J. W . Knowles, N eder
land, Texas, makes his debut in PR O P  W ASH 
and hopes he makes good. Give him a chance 
here!

T h is  is m y  firs t le tte r  so don’t  baw l m e o u t if It’s 
te rrib le .

I  h av e  som eth ing  to  say  abo u t M artin  C a id in ’s 
le tte r . H e w as ta lk in g  abou t P-38s no t being used 
fo r  figh ting  J ftps. W ell, I  can  say  th a t  a  J a p  Zero 
c a n  tu rn  fa s te r  an d  on a  dim e a t  th a t. (A  P-40E  
is n o t good fo r th e  Ja p s .)

M y fav o rite  p lane  is th e  P-39 lo w -a ltitu d e  fighter. 
D on’t  lis ten  to  those boys w ho w a n t N av y  sto ries. 
I  don’t  like th e  N av y  o r  th e ir  p lanes. I  w a n t to  
g e t in th e  A rm y  A ir Corps.

I  th in k  you have  a  swell m ag, an d  I  th in k  Capt. 
D an g er is  good.

B y  th e  w ay  do you know  th e  speed o f  th e  F ocke- 
W u lf  190?

O f course you like the Navy, J. W . The 
Focke-W ulf 190 has a speed of 375 miles per 
hour. Nice stin t for the first try  and luck 
getting  into the ARMY air corps.

Bill Hasselbrink comes right to the point 
and we fe lt it I Billy lives on Rural R. No. 2, 
Princeton, Indiana. The H oosier hot shot 
shoots this sharpy a t us.

I  have  been read in g  A ir W ar fo r a  good while, 
hop ing  each tim e I  open y our m ag az in e  to  find a  
s to ry  abo u t th e  firs t b ig fuss, b u t I u su a lly  d o n 't ! 
So I  Just read  those corny sto ries abo u t W orld  W ar 
I I . O ccasionally  I  find a  good one such a s  “T a r 
nished W ings." Some of yo u r re a d e rs  praised  
"B u rm a  B oy" h ighly , b u t f ra n k ly  I  th o u g h t it 
reeked !

C apt. D an g er is fa ir , b u t I  h av e  read  b e tte r  
s to r ie a

H ow  ab o u t to ssing  in a  sto ry  ab o u t W orld  W a r I?
T he nam e s tr ip s  an d  stam ped  and  addressed  en 

velope a re  fo r  th e  W orld W a r  I  Aces pictures.
Corn, he says. F ighter planes w ith great 

intrepid pilo ts pouring on the coal to the tune 
of anywhere between 300-450 miles per hour 
and shooting cannon and machine guns. Oh, 
Bill! W e wonder if you think Hedy Lam arr 
is an iceberg and Greg Rice a wheelchair her
m it. W ell, if everybody in the world liked 
the same thing as the next guy, there would 
be plenty of bloodshed in fron t of the m ar
riage license bureaus. W e’ll see if we can

[T u rn  page]

INSURE YOUR HOME 
AGAINST HITLER*.

8*0  WM SAVINGS BONDS S  STAMPS

your Hospital 
and Doctor Bills

P A ID /
SICKNESS or ACCIDENT

inters NOW, before n 'rtootatefpro- 
teet your savings ogotnsl Hospital 
expense. Here'S On omozlng offer of 
safe, dependable coverage under 
America's most popular Hospitaliza
tion Plan. Family or^lndividual 
eligible. No Medical Examination. 
When sickness or accident strikes, 
you may go to a ny Hospital in 0. S. 
or Canada under any Doctor's 
care. YOUR EXPENSES W ill BE 
PAID exactly as Policy specifies. 
WAR coverage inc!uded.The Com
pany under supervision of the 
Insurance Dept.No agentwill call.
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v°luobie benefif!

MAIL COUPON AT ONCE!
! NORTH AMERICAN MUTUAi INSURANCE CO. 
i Depf.TG3-8, .Wilmington, Del.
! Please send me, without obligation, details about 
{ your "3c A Day Hospitalization Insurance Plan".
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D o n 't  B uffer e m b a r r a ssm e n t an d  d is c o m fo r t  c a u se d  b y  lo o s e  d e n ta l  
p la ten . A j'i'ly  CROW N R iX IN E R . In  a  j i f fy  )'"ur p ln te  Ata l ik e  n e w  
a n d  s ta y s  th a t  w a y  u p  to  4  m o n th s . N o o ld  fa sh io n e d  h e a t in g  to  
b u rn  y o u r  m o u th . J u s t  s q u e e z e  CROW N fro m  tu b e  a n d  p u t y o u r  
te e th  bark  In . T lieyM I f i t  a s  sn u it ly  a s  e v e r .  In v e n to r  la  a  r e e o tm iie d  
a u th o r ity  in  d e n ta l  f ie ld . A p a te n t  h a s  b e e n  a p p lie d  fo r  CROWN RE
L IN E R  to  p r o te c t  y o u  fro m  Im ita to r s . A fte r  y o u  r e l ln e  y o u r  p la te  
evith  CROW N, ta k e  y o u r  f a ls e  U -eth o u t  for  c le a n in g  w ith o u t  a f fe c t 
ing: th e  CROWN R ELIN ER . CROWN R ELIN ER  ta g u a r a n te e d  .  . . 
I t 's  h a r m le s s . NOT A POW DER OR P A ST E ! I f  n o t a e t ls f te d . e v e n  
a f t e r  4 m o n th s , r e tu r n  p a r t ly  u><ed tu b e  fo r  f u l l  r e fu n d .
R C t f NER T IO H T E N S FA LSE TEETH  OR NO C O ST . P e r fe c t  fo r  
P a r t ia ls . L o w ers a n d  U p p ers .

Dept. 7G08

J.  Cl ement s  of  A l gonac  wr i tes :  
p la t e s  w e r e  s o  bad th e y  r a tt le d  w h e n  
ta lk e d .  N o w  I ca n  e a t  s t e a k s ,  t o m  on
t h e  c o b ."  R e l ln e  y o u r  p i s t e s  w ith  
CROW N. It'E  t a s t e le s s .  H a s  th a t  n a tu ra l  
p in k  c o lo r . O rder a  t u b e  o f  CROWN  
REL1NER to d a y  . . .  e n o u g h  t o  l a s t  a  
y e a r . W e I n c lu d e  F R E E  a  tu b e  o f  
CROW N P la te  c le a n e r .  SE N D  NO M ONEY.
J u s t  s e n d  n a m e  a n d  a d d r e s s .  P ay  p o s t 
m a n  S l.O O  f o r  c o m b in a t io n , p lu s  p o s t 
a g e ,  o r  aen d  c a sh  and  w e  p a y  p o s ta g e .
A c t  a t  o n c e  a n d  e n ju y  t h is  n e w  h a p p in e s s .

CROW N PLA STIC S
4358 W. Philadelphia A v a . Drtrolt. Mloll.

PLAN  SUIT FREE BONUS
EARN CASH Showing to Friends!
Write at once If you want this fine made-to-measure suit!
1 aend it FRHE a* a bonus for you to show frlenda and / 
earn up to S10.00 , $12.00 lu a day taking orders fur latest i  
style made-to-measuro fuaranteed suits at amazingly low p 
prices. Also complete line of L*dtea* Tillered .Suits. No> 
experience, no money needed. Write for FK1TE RAMP1.ES 
—telllnz about yourself—age. etc. PIONEER TAILORING 
CO., Congress & Throop St, Dept. W-1277, Chicago. III.

(S ID E L IN E  S alesm en  an d  A gen ts)
6 eU our Illustrated Corale Booklet, and other novelties. Kach booklet 
size AM by 2%. Ten different sample booklets sent for 506 or 25 as
sorted for $1.00. Shipped prepaid. Wholesale novelty price Uat eent 
with order only. No C.O.D. orders. Send Cash or Stamps. Print 
name and address.
R EP8A C  8 A L E S  C 0-. I W est 13th 8t., Dept. 4408. New York City 
C 4 S H  FOR YOUR SURPLUS, UNUSED U. S. STAMPS 
Nall Order Dealers: Collectors: We buy accumulations and surplus 
UNlT8 EI> U. 8 . Postage Stsmi s at 90% face value for denominations 
He to 19c. 85% face value for denominations 20o to 50c. Small 
lots 85% . MAIL STAMPS REGISTERED Money sent by return mall. 
G A R B ER  SE R V IC E .  72 Fifth Ava.. Dept 4408, New York City

DICE • CARDS
Perfect Die*. Maaric Dice. 
Magic Cards—READ THC 
B A C K S  — Inks. D au b s , 
Poker C h ips. G am ing 
L ayou ts. D ice  Boxes. 
C oun ter G am es. Punch- 
b o a rd s . W RITE FOR 
C A T A L O G  T O D A Y .

K. C. CARD CO.. 1223 W. Wuhlmton Blvd.. Chlt.M. III.

HAND-COLORED In Oil
PHOTO FNLARGEMENT

B eau tifu lly  m o u n t e d  In 7 x 9  
w hile  fram e m at. Made from  any 
p ho tog raph , snapsho t o r nega
tive. O riginal re tu rned . Send 
35f and stam p —no o th er charges.

COLORGRAPH, D«pt. TF-31 P L U S  3. STAMP 
3127 Milwaukee Ava.. Chicago. tor Hailing

satisfy you, Bill, as you act like a deserving 
client.

Comes a Dave Lockyer type who wants 
some of Dave’s chicks. E lray  Estes, Gen. 
Del., Goliad, Texas, goes all out fo r the d is
taff side, particu larly  blondes. He also chal
lenges the crate diagnostician, M artin  Caidin. 
E lray , which m ust be pig latin  fo r Rayel, 
w rite s :

W ell, pa rd n er, I finally  m ade up m y  m ind to  w rite  
y our ru n  dow n m a^. W hy Is It ru n  dow n? W ell, 
how  can i t  be an y th in g  else w ith  C a p ta in  D an g er 
in it?

Say, w ill you te ll th is  fellow  M a rtin  C aidin  w ho 
th in k s  so m uch of h is  G rum m an X F 5 F - ls  th a t  I 
w ouldn’t  t r a d e  h im  one T h u n d erb o lt fo r  a ll the  
X F 5 F - ls  you could pu t in T exas.

A no ther th in g  I ag ree  w ith  D ave L ockyer in h is  
little  speech ab o u t th e  dam es. I f  you could sp a re  
som e of th e  nu m b ers out o f your li t t le  b lack  book 
D ave, I su re  would ap p rec ia te  them , and if som e of 
the  little  b lue-eyed b londes ask  w h a t I look like, 
tell them  I ’m so r ta  on th e  C la rk  G able side.

T h e re ’s one little  th in g  I w an t to  tell the  re s t  o f 
you guys an d  th a t ’s to  leave  th is  fellow Ja n o s ta k  
alone cause he’s  m y pal, see? I f  a n y th in g  h appens 
to  h im  I ’ll b e a t a ll of your noses to  a p u lp !

W ell. I  guess th a t  ta k e s  o are  o f th e  critic ism  for 
th e  tim e b e in g ; I am  enclosing  th re e  nam e s tr ip s  
fo r m y p o r tra i ts  o f W orld  W a r Aces, and  I b e tte r  
ge t them  o r e l s e !

You had b e tte r sta rt asking them to put an 
ell on the Goliad post office, E lray, if you are 
a Gable type. W e will watch the papers to 
see if you have made a bottleneck of the mail 
service there. Speaking of necking—address 
books, we will stack ours up against Dave 
Lockyer’s. N ot that you asked us—say, we 
have lost it. L iverlips! F lannelm outh! You 
both come here. Search them. Oh, if the 
Mrs. gets—while the search goes on, le t’s tu rn  
to this flimsy from  Jim m y Flem ing who has 
a most unusual beef. Look:

T his Is th e  second tim e I hav e  w ritte n  to  yo u r 
m ag., only  th is  tim e I  hav e  a  co m plain t to  reg is te r . 
On th e  cover o f yo u r la s t  Issue It looks like th e  
A m erican  figh te r p ilo t Is w aving  to  the  Ja p s  balling  
o u t of th e ir  bom ber. And th e  Ja p s  a re  w aving  
back. I  R E A L LY  don’t  th in k  th a t  h a p p e n s ! Those 
J a p s  a re  Just yellow  ra ts  and  everybody know s It 
except them iiclvea. And w hy  one o f o u r pilots 
should  w ave to  them  a f te r  th e ir  d ir ty  b ack -stab b in g  
Job on P e a rl H arb o r is beyond m y com prehension.

B u t besides th a t  yo u r m ag  Is re a lly  good, espe
c ia lly  th e  s to r ie s  "D ese rt H aw k " an d  " I t  T ak es  All 
K inds."  Those w ere sw ell s to r le a  U ntil I can  find 
som eth ing  else w rong  w ith  y o u r m ag  I sign off.

About that p icture, Jim my. Are you sure 
the U. S. pilot was not thumbing his— of 
course not, as our a rtis ts  are very refined 
gentlemen 1 Nice letter, Jim m y. The Japs 
are w hat you say.

Jim m y Solen is a card and should get sent 
two thousand miles for a cent and a half. W e 
are kidding, son. Jim m y is rationed a t 1356 
State St., B ridgeport, Conn. Mr. Solen sells 
us this bill of goods as we are a pushover to 
day.

To s ta r t  a t  th e  beg inn ing , the  cover on yo u r 
S p ring  issue w as very  nicely  d raw n , b u t w eren ’t  
th o se  Ja p an ese  flyers a  trifle  sm all?

I  like those  s lo g an s on th e  con ten ts page  an d  th e  
new space-sav ing  prin ting . T hose  Inside p ic tu res 
a re  re a lly  som eth in g  to  w rite  hom e about,

I hav e  never read  a  m ag az in e  w ith  so m uch space 
fo r  the  readers. T he num ber of a r t ic le s  you p rin t 
In each issue su rp rised  me. T h a t a r tic le  on the  
A rm y A ir F o rces by L ie u te n an t G enera l A rnold  w as 
very  good.

Boy, oh, boy, is  th a t  C ap ta in  D an g er fa n ta s t ic !  
In  th is  issue a lone  he should  h a rd ly  be ab le  to w alk  
w ith a ll h is m e d a ls !

F o r  some s tr a - a - a - n g e  reaso n  I  like y o u r  co lum n; 
p ro b ab ly  because th e re  is so m uch freedom  and 
in fo rm ality .

W ell th e re  Is no sense In m y ta k in g  up a  whole 
colum n b u t I  will w rite  ag a in  before those men In 
w h ite  co a ts  w ith b u tte rfly  n e ts  an d  e rsa tz  M ae 
W ests ca tc h  up w ith  you.
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Somebody has got to  see that a U. S. hero 
has m ore medals than Tubby Goering. I t 
m ight as well be Captain Danger, dear reader. 
They say when Tubby crosses U nter Den L in
den, he makes a noise like three arm ored 
K nights playing ping pong on a tin  roof. But 
the best part of your le tte r was where you 
said you liked our column! I t  shows us you 
are above the average in intelligence and will 
go fa r in life.

R obert Smith, 364 N. Main St., Canfield, 
Ohio, is next on our h it parade for this month. 
Bob prom ises to support our cause much bet
te r  than he has in the past and ju s t w rite 
and ask us if you need encouragem ent in your 
w onderful new endeavor, Robert.

I  have  ju s t  read  th e  Sp ring  Issue of A ie  W vr. and  
hav e  considered  it  th e  best m agazine I ’ve read . 
T h is  is  m y firs t issue o f A ir  W ar . an d  1 have  en
joyed  I t considerably. All y o u r s to rie s  in th is  Issue 
a r e  v e ry  in teresting , especially  "C ap ta in  D anger,” 
a n d  “D esert H aw k .” I ag ree  w ith  Gene U nderw ood 
a n d  w ish you would se t asid e  a  pag e  o r  tw o  for 
p ic tu res of fighter c ra ft. I shall hope to  purchase  
m a n y  m ore issues of A ir W ar in th e  n e a r  fu tu re .

W e bring up the tail-end Charlie of this 
flight, H. Loren Sinn, Carnation, W ashing
ton, Rte. 1. Mr. Sinn certainly does not sin 
against A IR  W AR as he likes everything 
about it. W e will show you:

I  like C ap ta in  D an g er’s  s to ries ab o u t th e  b es t o f 
a n y  in y o u r m agazine. They a re  a  little  on the  
fa n ta s tic  s id e ; th e  w ay  I  like 'e m ! T h a t 's  one re a 
son I 've  follow ed y our com panion science fiction 
m ag s fo r S years . One a u th o r  I  would like to  see 
on y o u r con ten ts pag e  is  R a lp h  Oppenheim , a u th o r  
e x trao rd in a ry . O uch I I  see he Is com ing up in the  
n ex t Issu e ! I  like yo u r sto ries. I like yo u r a u th o rs  
b u t I  do n o t like your q u a rte rly  schedule! L e t’s 
have  a  b i-m onthly . I  a lso  get yo u r com panion a ir  
m ags.

So we finish at this point and send L iverlips 
and Flannelm outh out w ith the mail that will 
have to be held over for the handwriting ex
pert.

W e reg ret tha t we are unable to  p rin t let- 
___________________ [ Turn  page]

THE NEW EST LAUGH HIT!

Now on Sale |Q< At A ll Stands

Learn  this 
Profitable  
Profession
in 90 Days 
at Home

Independence —  Now and Future
Hundreds of men and women of all ag«  18-50 make $1 0 .0 0  to 
$20.00 In a single day siring  scientific Swedish Massage end 
Hydro-Therapy treatments. There is a big demand from 
Hospitals. Sanitarium*. Clubs, Doctors and private patients as 
well as opportunities for establishing your own office.
Loam this Interesting money making profession in  your own 
home by mall, through our home study course. Same Instructor* 
as in our NATIONALLY KNOWN resident school. A diploma 
is awarded upon completion of the course. Course can he 

completed in 3 to 4 months. Iligh School train
ing is not necessary. Many earn big money 
while learning. Begin this home study course 
at once and become independent. Write today.ScllCharb Anatomy Charts & Booklet FREE
Enroll now and we will include uniform coat, 
medical dictionary, patented reducing roller and 
Hydro-Therapy supplies without extra cost. Be 
prepared to help meet the growing demand for 
massage during and after the war.
Send coupon now for Anatomy Charts and booklet 
of photographs and letters from successful 
graduates. These will all be sent postpaid— FREE.

THE College of Swedish Massage 
Dept. B63, 100 East Ohio Street. Chicago
You may send me FREE and postpaid. Anatomy Chart*, booklet 
containing photographs and letter* from graduates, and oomploto 
details of your offer.
Name ....................................................................................................
Address ...........................................................................................................
City ..........................................................................  State............................

YOU A R E U N D ER  A R R E S T !
THERE'S A THRILL IN BRINGING A CROOK 

TO JUSTICE THROUGH SCIENTIFIC

C R I M E  D E T E C T I O N !
I have taught thousands this exciting, profitable, 
pleasant profession. Let mo teach you. too, in your 
own home. Learn Finger Printing. Firearm* 
Identification. Police Photography 
and Secret Service Methods thor
oughly. quickly and a t small 
cost.

of All American Bureaus
of Identification employ students and graduate* 
of 1. A. S. You. too. can fit yourself to fill a 
responsible crime detection Job with good pay and 
steady employment. But don’t  delay—get the do- r p r r  I l f  
tall* now. Let me show you how easily and coin- ■ 
pletely I can prepare you for this fascinating work. Send for Thrilling 
during spare time, in your own home. You may pay "BLUE BOOK 
as you learn. Write today. . .  Now. . .  Be sure to O F  C R I M E "  
state age.
IN S TITU TE  OF APPLIED SCIENCE
1920 Sunnyslde Avc.,______Dept. C-796, Chlcoqo, III.

W A N T E D
TO BE SET TO MUSIC

New songs In great demand. 8end us your Poems for FREE exam
ination. We set them to Music. Phonograph records and Load 
Sheets made. Send for Free booklet today.
CINEMA 80N 6 CO., P. 0 . Box 2828. Dept. B-9, Hollywood. Calif.

73n  SHAVES FROM I BLADE
A M A ZIN G  N EW  '•«=* 

BLADE SH A R P EN ER
New sharpener for all makes of 

a  double-edge razor blades I,
* performs miracle* I *‘N o tl' 

necessary to  change blades.” '  
writes one user. A nother says.
"Have u*4»d 1 brndoovcrTOO rtmee. RAZOROLL 

I really sharpen* blade* because It strops on leath- 
’ er.Gives keen, smooth shaving ed^rs. No guess

work. Blade held at correct ansTe and proper 
>reeeur e —au tomatica 1 • r . Just tarn crank to sharpen No rears. Well made. Handsomo. compact, sturdy.

•  fe w  o u n ces. W ill la st years. M akes kloof g ift .
_  Tcm) NO MONFYV Writ® tod ay. Pay postm an only
^  I v lI l l lE I Z  | ]  p las few  cen tsp o sta x o . U se

RAZOROLL for 5 days and i f  you 're not delighted  with  
sm ooth velvet shaves you * e t .  return RAZOROLL and w e ',I return  
r o o t  d ollar. Hurry—order today. RAZO ROLL COMPANY
620 North Michigan Avenuo, D ept 208. Chicago, Illinois

SONG POEMS
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SEND NO MONEY!
Improve jour sight with stylish, good- 
looking Classes at BIG SAVINGS! We 
GUARANTEE perfect fit, highest qual

ity and expert workmanship. 
Just send name and address 
for FREE Catalogue 
g ra d e  G la s s e s .
Write today!

H O M E  S E R V I C E  
S P E C T A C L E  C O .

lO I  t  CHESTNUT S T ., DCPT. |$ $ ,

FRF-

SCt I PTl ONS
EXPERTLY

PI LLED

W I L L I A M  W.  L O R D

♦‘SUPER-MIND”
Em inent Internationa! P sych ic

HIs Predictions for Past Years 
H ave Proved  95% Correct

,  /-\I T F C T T n N C  answered upon roeoipt of Utter In yi 1 t v a r o  handwritinp and one dollar.
LORD. 20 W est Jackson Blvd.. R-8. Chicoqo, Illinois

P ro tec t y o n r  Idea w ith  a 
p a ten t. D on’t  delay. Get

_____ _  F ree  " P a te n t Guide.”
CLARENCE A. O ’BRIEN & HARVEY JACOBSON 

Registered Patent Attorneys
Woshinqton, D. C.

INVENTORS
CLARENCE A 

Reg
38-H Adams Building,

AA A C  I C L I Q U I D  /W A K E S

PHOTOS APPEAR
O N  SCAtfFS, T IES. STAT IO N ERY, Etc*"

Reproduce any snapshotoiielofk. !?<****'. tcood, paper.
Simply apply Uquid. Llkemagtaphotoappears wiUiIn 
2minutes in  broad daylight. Harmless to negative.
Won’t washoff. Full colors included. Cotnpletehit 
for 300 photos only $1. Sand no money, just Dame. j  
Pay post man $1 plus few centsposUROon delivery.
(Canada $1.25 money order only.) Order today. I 
L&M Mfg. Co., Dept.242,NeaveBldg., Cincinnati, O.

VJ D I C E .  C A R D S .
" Specialties for Magicians use. Inks. 
•  W Shiners. Check-Cop. Daubs. Catalog 

♦ y  te n  cen ts , stamps or coin.
H IL L  BROS.. Box T. Sallda. Colo.

LET THE STARS BE YOUR GUIDE!
☆

Your Daily Horoscope Appears 

in Every Issue of

EVERYDAY ASTROLOGY
Featuring a Sign-by-Sign Analysis 

for Each Solar Group

☆

te rs  from  an old pal, Vaughn H unt, and H arry  
Bingham, J r ., Don Robinson, Bob Congdon, 
Robert Pasdue, Dick Bolitho, F red  Yoroslav- 
sky, and P ete r Gray, in th is issue. W e are 
giving our personal atten tion  to  a  le tte r  by 
A lfred Siman, 217 M yrtle Ave., Brooklyn, 
and he will hear from  us. W e hope “Dem 
Bums” win this year, Al.

W e have read in the papers tha t a man is 
to  be hanged fo r sheltering an escaped Nazi 
p ilo t and it is the penalty he deserves. W e 
would like to  see the penalties fo r black m ar
keting and war profiteering made m ore severe. 
Any individual tha t takes advantage of the 
war to  line his pockets w ith  legal tender is 
ju st as vicious as the harborer of an escaped 
Nazi prisoner.

Save the fa t and do not chew it too much. 
W e believe that is a very good slogan fo r a 
war poster. W e notice in our own section of 
the country tha t in te rest in civilian defense 
is below sea level and let us rem ind everybody 
connected w ith th is vital American battle  line 
tha t w ith  each passing month, the ocean be
comes narrow er. The cruising range of the 
new bombers increase w ith  every month. 
L et’s keep on the a lert!

Japan is s till a  very m enacing octopus in 
the Pacific and we have only nipped at one 
of its d irty  yellow tentacles. I t  looks like 
Rommel is to  give up the last chunk of Mus- 
so’s African empire, but a fte r  that, the hard
est struggle comes. The next year w ill be 
one to  try  the stou test hearts among us and 
we’ve got to be ready to make the sacrifices 
that are absolutely essential when freedom  is 
at stake.

W e will give L iverlips Logan ju st three 
seconds to hand over our address book as 
our night is ruined if we don’t. W e mean we 
jo tted  down the name and address of a very 
civic minded lady in Hackensack who asked us 
to speak in behalf of man’s best friend in time 
of war. O ur subject was to  be “Chow Dogs 
and How They Carry the Mess to  the Soldiers 
in the F ield.” So we appeal to your patrio t
ism, L iverlips. You got ju st one more second.

Be seeing you next issue.
—JO E  A RCHIBA LD .

OUR NEXT ISSUE
■ J^E X T  issue of A IR  W AR brings you two 
•LX novelets of the kind tha t makes us tw irl 
our props w ith pride. S P IT F IR E  YANK is 
by Joe Archibald, and having read it already,

THE G IANT M AG AZ IN E OF 
PUZZLE ENTERTAINMENT

BEST
CHDSSWDRD

PUZZLES
EVERY MONTH— 10c A T ALL STANDS ONLY 25c AT ALL STANDS
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we envy you arm chair pilo ts who have that 
pleasurable task  s till ahead of you.

H ero of S P IT F IR E  P IL O T  is Ray Voll- 
m er, a Yank from  Cleveland, Ohio, who had a 
very special m eeting w ith a Nazi ace named 
L othar R itte r. Back in Cleveland, nine-year 
old Ray Vollm er was dumped out of a soap 
box derby by L othar R itte r and given some 
scars to  remember.

Years la ter, Ray’s brother M arty met Lothar 
R itte r  again in an air derby in Cleveland. 
R itte r  crowded M arty into the pylon and won. 
So the German had two silver cups and Ray 
V ollm er had his dead brother and a scar on 
his chin to  remember.

And then Ray Vollmer m et Lothar R itte r 
again in  the sky over Africa. You take it 
from  there, telling any m ore’d be cheating!

Companion novelet in the same issue is T H E  
C A PT A IN ’S B IR TH D A Y  PR E SE N T , by 
Norm an A. Daniels.

Captain P ete Standish of the RAF was too 
old for combat flying—or even piloting a 
bomber. H is V entura went out on recon
naissance missions only—the pilot snapping 
off camera shutters in the F uehrer’s face. The 
final blow came when Standish was put into a 
grasshopper—a Vultee Sentinel w ith all of 120 
horsepower—and sent out to  spot tanks.

I t  looked like curtains for S tandish's th irst 
fo r action. But W oji, his devoted Polish me
chanic, had other ideas. The Captain’s b irth 
day was coming up and W oji wracked his 
brain trying to  think up a suitable present. 
W hen he got it—will you be su rp rised !

Keep your eye peeled fo r these two super- 
duper novelets, in next issue’s A IR  W AR. 
And also—look forw ard to  another grand Cap
tain Danger yarn, L E N D -LEA SE F O R  RUS
SIA, by Lieut. Scott Morgan. I t ’s a real 
th riller! See you then—happy landings!

—T H E  E D IT O R .

What do you think of AIR  WAR? Please 
address your letters and post cards of com
ment and criticism to The Editor, A IR  WAR, 
10 East 40th St., New York, N. Y. Thank 
you1

■  A U D E L S

Aircraft
W orker

Answers Your Queatioos. Every 
Mechanic 6P Aircraft Worker should 
own this useful book, containing clear, 
concise, practical information, point* 
era, facts and figures r eh ting to correct 
modern chop practice.

9 Sections— 240 Pag t s—  
Fully Illustrated— Covering 

I—Aircraft Materials, Terms, Parts, 
a—Blueprints, Working Drawings.
3—  Mathematics, How to Figure.
4— Layout and Bending. $—Tools 
and Machines. 6— Riveting, Spot 
Welding and Hints. 7— Fabrication, 
Blocking, Angles, etc. 8—Assembly, 
Fuselage, Wtng&Tinal—How to Use 
Tools. 9— Tables fr* Data, Symbols, 
Army 6? Navy Specifications, etc.

Money back if not O.K. To get 
this assistance for yourself mail cou
pon today.

SEE IT TODAY— —  —  —  —  —  —

P u b lishers, 4 9  W est 23 rd  S tre e t .  New York
MaM AUDELS AIRCRAFT WORKER (P r ice  * 1 ) .  II s a t is fa c to r y ,  I wiH r em it  
S i  o n  Its  s a la  a rr iv a l, o th e r w is e  I wiH r e tu rn  t h e  b o o k .

Oc c upa t i o n  — -
PAL

E m p lo y e d  b y . ------------ ------------------------- -------------------------------------------------------------

Over 200,000 Satisfied Users
a s 00 YOU C l O P T O B A C C O ? !

U

Banish the craving for tobacco a s  
thousands have. Make yourself 
f r e e  and happy with Tobacco 
Redeemer. Write for free book
let telling of Injurious effect o f  
tobacco and of a treat-1  (  
ment which h a s  relieved 1 F R E f c  1 
many m e n .  IBOOKI 
T H E  N E W E L L  C O M P A N Y P  11 
2 1 0  C la y to n  S ta t io n ,  S t .  L o u is ,  M o .

Over 30 Years in Business

(Rood Owi Companion 
Gih Cbdtion WaqapmA

A R M Y  N AVY  FLYING STORIES 

SKY FIGHTERS *

RAF A CES

Now on Sale— Each 10c Everyw here

W A N T E D
TO BE SET TO MUSIC

Publisher, need new songs! Submit one or more of tout best
* poems for immediate consideration. Any subject. Send poem.
. PH O N O G RA PH  REC O R D S  M A D E
* FIVE STAR MUSIC MASTERS. 611 Beacon Bide.. Boston. Mass

SONG POEMS

FALSE TE E TH#, LOOSE? SU PPING ?

f«iBSP
Igghtent Them f f k k f c w f i i.  Cost
C A T - T A L K - L A U G H  with FALSE TEETH that won t 
slip or slide. Use "GUM GRIPPER," new plastic Detital 
Plate Rcliner. Just squeeze on with handy tube. Place 
teeth in mouth, wear them while they set—snug and com
fortable. Easy to apply 1 Not a powder or paste. Can be 
scrubbed or washed. One Application Lasts 5-€ Months 
—or your money back. Only $1.00. Try GUM GRIPPER 
today. FREE OFTER—Order now and receive FREE of 
extra cost, generous package Dental Plate Cleaner. 
Cleanses without brushing. Won’t harm denture.
SEN D  NO M O N E Y  — T E S T  A T  O U R  R IS K
Send name and address. When package arrives, deposit 
$1.00 plus postage with postmani You must be satisfied or 
yo ur mono y back. Send $ 1.00 with order and we pay postage.
W EST LABS.. 127 N. Dearborn S t .  Dept. 50B. Cr.icago. III.
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Acid Indigestion
Relieved in 5 minutes or 
double your money back

When exresR stomach add causes painful, *uffoc*tlng cu. four
and heartburn, dtxitore usually prescribe the fastest-actin* 

medicines known for symptomatic relief - medicines like those In 
Boil-ans Tablets. No laxative. Bell-ans brings comfort in a jiffy or 
double your money back on return of bottle to us. 25$ everywhere.

DRAWforMONEY
Be An ARTIST!

Tratocd Artists Are Capatslo o l  earning 
$ 30 -$ 50 -$ 75  A W EEK
Use Your Spore Time to Prepare 

For a Profitable A r t  Career
It's interesting and p!na*ant to study Art 
the W. S. A. way. C O M M E R C IA L  ART. IL -  
LU ST R A T IN G . C A R T O O N IN G — all In ONE 
complete course. No previous Art experience 
necessary—hundreds have profited by our 
practical home study method since 1914. 
Write today for information in FREE 
ROOK. "A rt for Pleasure A Profit*'—tells 
all about our course, service—and commer
cial opportunities for you In Art. State age.

W A S H IN G T O N  SC H O O L  OF ART 
ST U D IO  668-F. I ll5 - I5 th  ST., N. W., 

W A SH IN G T O N . D. C.

g & t s s
N ELSO N  CO.

Complete Home-study courses and
self-instruction books, slightly used. 
Sold, rented, exchanged. All tub- 
jects. Satisfaction Guaranteed. Cash 
paid for used courses. Full details 
and 84-page illustrated bargain 
catalog FREE. Write today! 

Wabash Dept. 227 Chic*

G O O D  m o n e y ;
Y O U R  S P A R E  t i m e /

B e  o u r  D e a le r  tn  y o u r  lo c a l i t y  fo r  I 
ST R O N G  U N IO N  M ADE W O RK  AN D  sP O R T  }  
G A R M E N T S . N o e x p e r ie n c e  n e c e s s a r y .  E a sy , j 
w ork . M illio n s  o f  d e f e n s e  w o r k e r s  b u y  I 
w ork  u n ifo r m s . A d v e r t is in g  o n  g a r m e n ts  | 
b ig  s a le s  fe a tu r e . W e su p p ly  e v e r y th in g  
n e e d e d . W rite  I m m e d ia te ly  fo r  F R E E  O utfit. 

ROBT. STRONG O A RM ENT CO ..
2330W.Cerraak Rd..Dept. A8.Chicago. III.

LODESTONE t,VE$1ANpeDr V5?Na
•  K eys «o Pow er, *1. P ostage  e x tra  if  C.O.D. Charm s. 
Pow ders. O ils. H erbs. N ovelties, etc., described in 
F K E E  Catalog.
D. SM YTH E C O . Box T, N EW ARK. MO.

OLD LEG TROUBLE
Rasy to use Viscose Method heals many old 
leg sores caused by leg congest ion. varicose Teln*. 
swollen legs and injuries or no coat for T R IA L . 
Describe your troublo and get FREE BOOK, 

T. G. V ISC O SE  M ET H O D  C O M P A N Y  
140 N. Dearborn Street. Chicago. Illinois

E N T E R T A IN IN G  P U Z Z L E S  O F  
E V E R Y  V A R IE T Y

I N

POPULAR
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PUZZLES
«

Only  I Q p  at All Stands

Off the Runway
AV IAT IO N  NEW S A N D  NOTES

W TO W  that the “am phibious Jeep” is an 
1  vl established reality , it is hardly su rp ris
ing to  learn  tha t a “ flying Jeep” is already in 
production a t the W ayne, M ichigan, p lant of 
the Stinson D ivision of V ultee A ircraft. The 
new est Jeep is a small, highly-m aneuyerable 
plane designed to be the "eyes upstairs” of 
the artillery , arm ored forces, cavalry and in
fantry . C arrying pilot and observer, it can 
land on cow pasture or highway, weighs barely 
a ton.

/ T makes good reading for American eyes 
to discover that German-made training 

planes in two more South American countries 
have been displaced by new and advanced U.S. 
trainers. Fairchild has announced proudly 
that a shipment of PT-19s has just arrived in 
Uruguay while another PT-19, first of a large 
number to follow, has been flown from Hag
erstown, Maryland, to Argentina. Other 
PT-19s are already in use in Brazil and Chile.

I N order to  whip up the tempo of blueprint 
deliveries in its Dallas, Texas, plant. 

N orth  American has introduced a new type of 
light tra ile r which is attached to a bicycle 
pedaled by young women employees of the 
corporation. T here are a number of these 
tra ilers and riders, and all of them are kept 
plenty busy rushing the blueprints to  the far 
corners of the NAA and B plants in the Texas 
city.

W ^U RING the last 11 months of 1942, Amer- 
Mw jean combat planes in action shot down 
almost three Axis planes for each American 
loss plus another enemy plane probably de
stroyed, according to a recent compilation by 
Secretary of War Stimson. A comparison by 
types indicates the following.

ENEM Y LOSSES
Shot Prob- o.s.

Down ables Losses
B om bers..............

.......... 294......... ........  7 5 . . . . , ..........164
Miscellaneous . . .

Totals 987 362 309



A U T O M A T IC  lOO per cent salvage of vi
ta l w ar m ateria l is being accomplished by 

a pneum atic chip collector which uses a je t of 
air to  blow the m etal Chips and shavings into 
a covered container on lathes at the General 
E lectric  p lant at Schenectady, N. Y. O rdi
narily, because m etal parts are machined at 
high speed, the chips fly around the machines 
and oh the floor and can be contam inated when 
they are shovelled up for salvage.

H UNTING U-boats by airplane is not the 
simple process it appears to the unini

tiated. Two times out of three, the subma
rine crew will spot the searching plane first 
and dive before the plane sights it and comes 
in for the kill. The U-boats have perfected a 
look-out system calling for three crewmen to 
stand back to back on the conning tower, thus 
covering all air approaches. The plane, on 
the other hand, must fly low to spot the sub
marine under water.

Co n s t r u c t i o n  of thousands of helicop
ters, the d irect lif t airplanes that can 

hover w ithin a foot of the ground, go back
wards or forw ards w ith equal ease, is p re
dicted by Igor I. Sikorsky, founder and engi
neering manager of Vought-Sikorsky. He 
firmly believes that the helicopter, which he 
has developed to new heights of efficiency, is 
the logical solution to the introduction  of 
aviation to millions of persons w ithin the next 
two decades.

M LA TE  model of the Japanese Zero Sght- 
-x*. er plane which was captured intact in 
China has just reached this country for exam
ination by Army and Navy engineers. Tests 
of the Zero, made soon after its capture, indi
cated that its wings Buttered dangerously at 
a speed of 400 miles an hour. I t  was found to 
be extremely fragile, with a thin skin, its 
wings and fuselage built in one piece, and 
armed with two 20-mm cannon and two 30-cal. 
machine-guns.

Answers to Questions on Page 71

1. (d) to measure the angle of elevation of a
celestial body.

2. (c) 1903.
3. (b) Congressional Medal of Honor.
4. (b) Major.
5. (b) A mid-wing monoplane.
6. (c) Near W est Point Military Academy,

New York.
7. (c) a single place, single engine pursuit

plane.
8. (c) a Squadron.
9. (b) below the stratosphere.

10. (c) a mountain range in New Guinea.

High School Course
at Home Many Finish in 2 Years

> your time and abilities permit. Course 
sfdent school work—prepares for college
. . . ___ i __ ■ rr ci P l ln  n m #

■ Go as rap—* •
I  equivalent to iwiucu* buuwi i
I  entrance exams. Standard n.R. texts Bupp led Diploma.
I  Credit ̂ or H . 8 . apbj< ^ j> lr«*dy cotn©i»t«dI.JMnrje J£ f a

I  boI L>fI ?I Bulletin on roquoat. N o obligation.

N f f l u / f O l H S m M  f'
S I  T O  B E  S E T  T O  M U S I C  Q

Send your Poems for our new offer 
and FREE "Rhyming Dictionary” today. 

P h on og rap h  R e co rd s  M ad e
V A N D E R B ILT  M U S IC  STU D IO S

Dept. RG. Box 112 « Coney Island. N. V,

Free for Asthma 
During Summer

If  yon suffer with those terrible attacks of Asthma when It 
is hot and sultry ; if heat, dust and general mugginess make 
you wheeze and choke as if each gasp for breath was the very 
la s t; if restful sleep Is impossible because of the struggle to 
breathe: if you feel the disease is slowly wearing your life 
away, don’t  fail to send a t once to the Frontier Asthma Co. for 
a free trial of a remarkable method. No m atter where you live 
or whether you have any faith in any remedy under the Sun, 
send for this freetrial. If  you have suffered for a life-time ana 
tried everything you could learn of without re lie f; even if 
you are utterly discouraged, do not abandon hope but send 
today for this free trial. I t will cost you nothing. Address 
FRONTIER A ST H M A  CO . 359-K Frontier Bldg.
462 N iagara St. Buffalo, N. Y.
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PARTNERS
IN THE BUSINESS OF

YICTORY !

I V hen i t  comes to  winning a war, one 
t r a in e d  m a n  is worth a dozen untrained men I

T hat’s true of Amcrica’3 armed forces— 
which need chemists, mechanics, machinists, 
electricians, radio experts, accountants and 
a  dozen other classifications of trained men. 
And trained men in America’s armed forces 
get better pay and higher ranking!

I t ’s true of America’s victory-vital in
dustry. Today, business and industry are 
crying for skilled, trained manpower! Never 
was o p p o rtu n ity  g rea te r fo r th e  a le rt,

ambitious man w h o  has mastered his line 
of work through study and practice!

Yes, the t r a in e d  m a n  in  u n if o r m  and 
the t r a in e d  m a n  i n  i n d u s t r y  are “part
ners in the business o f  victory.” Whether 
you’re serving Uncle Sam in barracks o r  
factory, farm  o r  office, t r a in in g  can make 
you a  more valuable citizen and a real asset 
to  your country!

Before you tu rn  this page—tear off this 
coupon, m ark it  and mail i t—ju st as thou
sands of successful men have done!

IN T E R N A T IO N A L  C O R R E S P O N D E N C E  S C H O O LS
H E L P I N G  T O  T R A I N  A M E R I C A N S  F O R  V I C T O R Y

BOX 3969-X. SCRANTON, PENNA.
Without cost or obligation, please send me booklet and full particulars about 
the course before which I have marked X:

TECHNICAL AND INDUSTRIAL COURSES

SPECIAL 
TUITION It ATCS 
TOR MEMBERS 

O F THE

□  Air Brake
□  A ir C o nd ition ing
□  A irp la n e  D r a ft in g
□  A rch ite c tu re ! D raftin g
□  A rch itec tu re
□  A uto  E ng ine  T u n e-u p
□  A uto  T echn ic ian
G  A via tion  □  A v ia tio n  M echanic
□  B lu e p rin t R eading
□  B o ilerm aking
G  B r id g e  E n g in e e r in g
□  C h em is try  □ C oal M ining  
O  C iv il E ng ineering
□  Concrete Engineering

□  A ccoun ting  Q  A dvertising
□  B ookkeeping
□  RuMnewi <>»r respond  ra c e
□  Burinr*>n M anagem en t
D  C arto o n in g  Li C iv il Serv ice

□  C o n trac tin g  an d  B u ild ing
□  C o tto n  M an u fac tu rin g
□  Dim nl Engine*
□  E lectrical D raftin g
G  E lec tr ica l E ug inoering  
G  E lec tr ic ian
□  E lec tr ica l M ain ten a n ce
□  F o o n d ry m a n  □  H e a tin g

D  M an a g em en t of In v e n tio n s
□  M arin e  Engine*
□  M echanica l D ra ftin g
□  M echanica l Engineering  
O  M ine F orem an
O  N a v ig a tio n  □  P a tte rn m a k in g
□  P lastic* □  P lum bing  
D  P ub lic  W orks E ng ineering

□  I f e a l  T re a tm e n t of M eutla □  P u lp  an d  P a p e r  M ak ing
□  R ad io , G enera l
□  R ad io  O p e ra tin g
□  R ad io  Serv icing
□  R . R . Section  F o rem an

□  H ighw ay E ng ineering  
Q  H ouse  P la n n in g
□  In d u s tria l M eta llu rg y
□  T-ooomotiva E ng ineer
O  M a c h in is t G  In sp e c to r

BUSINESS COURSES
□  C ollege P re p a ra to ry  □  F in rt Y e a r  College_
G  C om m ercia l
□  C om m ercia l I llu s tra tin g  
p  Coat Accounting
□  C . P . A ccounting

O  S a n ita ry  E ng ineering  
O  S h ee t M eta l W ork 
G  S h ip  D ra ftin g  
G  S h ip fittin g  Q  S h o p  P rac tic e  
C  S te a m  Elect no G  S te am  Engine*  
O  S te am  F il l in g
□  S tru c tu ra l  D raftin g
O  S tru c tu ra l E ng ineering  
D  S urv ey in g  an d  M ap p in g  
Q  T e le g rap h y  O  T ele p h o n y
□  T ex tile  D esigning
□  T o o lm ak ing  O  T ool D eeign
□  W elding. G ae a n d  E lec tric

U  R . R. S igna lm an  □  R efrig e ra tio n  C  W oolen M an u factu rin g

D  A dvanced D reaem aking
LJ kooua a n d  C ookery

0  F orem an*h ip  _
□  G ood E ng lish
□  High School 
Q  M anag ing  M en  a t  W ork

HOME ECONOMICS COURSES
C  n o n e  D teesrnak ing
G  P rofessional D ressm ak in g  an d  D eeigoing

.....................Ago............ Addrett...........

□  R ailw ay  P o sta l C le rk  
1 G  S alesm ansh ip

O  S ecre tar ia l D  Spanish
G  S how card  a n d  S ign  L e tte r in g  
Q  T raffic M an a g em en t

□  T e a  R oom  an d  C a fe te ria  
M an ag em en t, C a te rin g
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How MoToR’s NEW FACTORY SHOP MANUAL 
Serves as Your Complete Repair, Tune-Up & 
Service Guide for Every Car Built Since 1935!
A NY export mechanic can tell you 

f \  th a t th is  is the ONE and ONLY 
book needed to know everything ne
cessary to keep A m erica's cars rolling 
today! Easy, step-by-step instructions 
anyone who can read can follow. Hun
dreds of photos, diagram s and  draw 
ings show exact how-to-do-it.

Packed full of sh o rt cuts, i t  saves 
time and money—even fo r the experts. 
T ry  it at our risk, and see for your
self!

I t ’s a BIG BOOK. 8Ml x 11 inches. 
More than 900 illustrations; over 600 
pages. Special w ater-proof binding. 
Lies open a t  any page fo r work-while-

S am e FREE 7-D ay O ffer  
Applies on M oToR’s  New

TRUCK
R E P A I R  M A N U A L !
J u s t  published, fo r  tru ck  spe
cialists, service stations, fleet 
o w n e rs  —th e  f i r s t  c o m p le t e  
T R U C K  R E P A IR  MANUAL, 
covering EVERY jobon EVERY 
truck m ade since 19361 1400 
pictures, 904 pages. 300,000 facts 
ba>ed on truck  m anufacturers* 
own official m anuals. Used by 
U. S. Armed Forces. Every es
sential fact you need to know to 
do ANY job. S trong, w a ter
proof binding, size 8M» x 11.

Covers all models. 1936-1942. 
All G aso lin e  E n g in e s ;  A L L  
DIESELS, Hesselmans, Diesel 
Fuel Injection Systems. All bas
ic ad justm ent and rep a ir pro
cedures described in easily-un
derstood tex t and p ic tures: Fuel 
System s. G o vern o rs , Lubrica
tion System s, Ignition  System s, 
Sfarters, Generators. Clutches, 
Transm issions, F ront and Rear 
Axles, Torque Dividers, Trans
fe r  Cases, Brakes, etc.

Offered to  you on the sam e 
F R E E  7-Day TR IA L offer. Ju s t 
check box in coupon a t  rig h t— 
and  mail us coupon.

you-read. The only up-to-date 
book of its kind in all America!

Just Like 150 Official Shop 
M anuals—But AU in One Book!
MoToR’s FACTORY SHOP MANUAL 
contains all essential information from 
each manufacturer’s own official shop 
procedure manual. Just look up the Job. 
the model, the make, and go to work! 
Quick Index gives you page and job In
stantly. Clear Instructions detailed pic
tures give you the "dope you want at 
once. PARTIAL Contents here can only 
give you an idea of the jobs it covers!

Thousands Now in Use!
Used by the U. S. Armed Forces, trade, 
technical schools all over the country, 
auto servicemen In nearly every town.

Right now'—to see how this book can 
help you get at each Job easier, do it 
b e tte r , and finish It fa s te r—send coupon 
below for a FREE 7-DAY TRIAL.

S E N D  N O  M O N E Y
When the postman brings you the FAC
TORY SHdP MANUAL, try it out on a 
few extra-tough lobs. See how the book 
can pay for i ts e lf the first few days you 
use it! And unless thoroughly satisfied, 
return book In 7 days and pay nothing. 
Send coupon without money, TODAY! 
Address: MoToR Book Drpt., Desk 648, 
572 Madison Avenue, New York, N. Y.

Published by MoToR, The Leading Auto- 
motive Business Mag- 
axine. Where MoToR’s 

j U | l^ l l i y  manuals are used you 
are assured of high 

standards of service and repair work.

Clear, P ictured, Job F acts on 
Every Car Built Since 1935!
Nearly 200,000 service and repair 
facts on all these makes:
Am erican Ford O ld sm ob ilo

Bantam G raham O ve rla n d
Auburn Hudson Packard
Austin Hupm obile Pierce
Buick Lafayette A rrow
C ad illac La Sa lle Plym outh
Chevrolet Lincoln Pontiac
C hrysler L inco ln Reo
Cord Zephyr Studebaker
De Soto M ercury Terraplane
Dodge N ash W illy *

600 pages; 50 pages of carburetor
text, charts, illustrations, covering 
all models.

Over 450 charts, tables covering 
important specifications, clearances, 
measurements, arranged in handy 
form. Including: Tune-up Chart: 
Valve Measurements; Compression 
Pressure; Torque Wrench Reading: 
Starting Motor; Engine Clearance: 
Main Sc Rod Bearing Journal Di
mensions; Generator; Clutch Sr 
Brake Specifications; Front End 
Measurements, etc.

Detailed, pictured Instructions on 
Engines; Electric. Fuel. Cooling. Lub
ricating Systems; Transmissions;

Wheels: Front Ends: Universals; 
Rear Ends. etc., etc.

MAIL COUPON NOW FOR 7-OAY FREE TRIAL

M o T o R  B O O K  DEPT., D e sk  6 4 8 , 5 7 2  M a d iso n  Avenue, New  Y o rk , N. Y.
Rush to me at once: (check box opposite book you want).
rnM oToR 's  FACTORY SHOP MANUAL

If O K.. I will remit 51 In 7 days, 
and $1 monthly for 4 months, plus 35c 
delivery charge with final payment 
($5.35 in all). Otherwise I will return 
book In 7 days. (Foreign price, $7 cash 
with order).

City______
Employer_

I— MoToR's TRUCK REPAIR MANUAL
_ (Described at left in the box.) 

If O.K.. I will remit $2 in 7 days, and 
$2 monthly for 3 months, plus 35c 
delivery charge with final payment 
($8.35 in alii Otherwise I will return 
book In 7 days. (Foreign price. $11, cash 
with order).

Address______________________________
ite.____________________________ Age

_Occupation_

□ SAVE 38c! Check here if enclosing payment (check or money-order) WITH 
coupon. We will then pay 35c shipping costs. Same 7-day return privilege.
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your rationo

raise
Helps the war in many ways

BE
W I S E ! Clear Heads Choose

The whiskey with the 

"Happy Blending"
Calvert Distillers Corp., New York City. BLENDED WHISKEY Calvert “Reserve” : 86.8 Proof 6 

Neutral Spirits. Calvert ^ ‘Special” : 86.8 Proof —60% Grain Neutral Spirits.


