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Fascinating!

Educational!

MAKE MONEY
with these Popular T oys

Get this great outfit! Make toy castings o f Buck with his marvelous Disintegrator 
Pistol . . . .  Wilma Deering, his faithful Lieutenant . . . .  and Killer Kane, the 
arch-criminal of the 25th Century. Paint your castings in bright, lifelike colors. 
Make all the toys you  want. Sell them at a big profit! M illions o f  people are inter- 
tested in Buck s exploits . . . .  and follow  them daily in newspapers and radio. 
Start your ow n toy business with this com plete outfit. Make real money.

Complete Outfit
$2-50

Each Buck Rogers caster comes 
in a large attractive box with 
full color cover showing Buck’s 
adventures. Includes a complete 
set of moulds for making 3 big 
figures: The Weird Depth Man, 
Buck Rogers himself, and Dr. 
Huer, the inventor. Set also in
cludes mould handles, damps, a 
large supply of lead, ladle, 4 
cans of paint and 2 brushes.

Buck Rogers 
Extra Moulds

Strange 25th Century creatures 
. . . .  speedy Interplanetary Rocket 
Ships . . . .  friends and enemies of 
Buck and Wilma . . . .  you can make 
them all with Extra Moulds at $1.00. 
Three large figures in  each mould 
except the big Buck Rogers Flagship. 
Complete list in  coupon.

You Can M ak e  
O ver 2 0 0  Toys 

an Hour
It doesn’t  take long 

to make enough toys 
to pay fo r  your Buck 
Rogers C a s t e r  and 
start saving money.

Get 2  Sets 
lit O ne!

Make U. S. Soldiers with 
same outfit. For only 95c 
more you may get big 3 fig
ure mould for making armies 
of soldiers! This gives you 2 
sets in one! S’ee coupon.

How to Buy
See Buck Rogers Caster at Toy 

Dealers or Hardware and Depart
ment Stores. If they can’t supply 
you, order your choice of outfits on 
the coupon below. Sent postpaid in 
U. S.

J o b b e r s !  D ea lers !  
Fill Your Stocks Now 

BIG PROFITS l ~
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The Weird Depth Man with his strange weapon J) 1 
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A dynamic action group beautifully 
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integrator Rays, Flying Belts. Sizes, 
Wilma, Killer Kane. 2% ".
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A  D e Luxe Set with complete Electric Melting Ladle and Stand. Large fine 
figures Of Buek Wilma and K iller Kane. Includes complete moulds, 
clamp, handles, large supply of lead, candle for smoking moulds, 4 generous 
cans of paint, and two brushes. Lithographed box in four brilliant colors.

SEND THIS COUPON
Rapaport Bros., 701-K West Ohio 

Enclosed find Money Order for $ . . . . .
O U T F IT S  L

□  Buck Rogers Caster $2.50
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Prepare Quickly at Home in Spare Time
F O R  A

Good Pay Job
IN  T H E

Fast-Growing
A V IA TIO N
INDUSTRY

W A L T E R  H IN T O N : trail blazer, pioneer, ex
plorer, author, instructor, AVIATOR. The first 
man to pilot a plane across the Atlantic, the 
famous NC-4, and the first to fly from North to 
South America. The man who was a crack flying 
instructor for the Navy during the War; who 
today is training far-sighted men for Aviation, 
Hinton is ready to train you at home in your 
spare time. Get his book. Listen to what he has 
to say. He brings you real opportunity to get 
into Aviation and cash in on its big future.

My famous course trains you right in  your own home— gets you ready for one of the good ground jobs 
*-©r cuts many weeks and many dollars from flight instructions. Send for my big free book today.

Don’t sit back and envy the men who are in 
the midst of the romance, adventure and fascina
tion o f Aviation. YOU DON’T HAVE TO. For 
right in your own home, in your spare time, I’ll 
give you the training you need to get started in 
this growing, well-paid industry. Send for my 
FREE BOOK. It tells all the facts.

Many Make $40, $60, $75 a Week
Yes, sir. Through the simple method I have 

worked out, I can train you at home to fill 
many well-paid jobs in Aviation. Naturally, be
fore you can fly, you have to have additional 
flying instruction and practice. Even on that 
instruction I save you time and money. But 
when you graduate from my course you have 
the neeessary foundation to begin such work as 
Airport Manager, Metal Worker, Assembler, 
Wing Doper, Transport Worker, Welder, Instru
ment Maker, Inspector, Wood Worker, Airport 
Worker, Mechanic, and scores of other well-paid 
positions. Some of my graduates have landed jobs 
paying $40, $60 to $75 a week. Others, with the 
additional low-cost flying instruction I arrange 
for have become pilots at $300 a month or better. 
Send for my free book now and get the interest
ing particulars. Learn how I fit you to fill a 
good job in Aviation.

You Have Many Types of Jobs to 
Choose From

This simple, fascinating, easy-to-leam  course actually 
covers the ground so thoroughly, that my graduates now 
fill many types of Aviation jobs. A t good salaries, too 
Read the 11st of jobs in the center of this page. Check 
them over carefully. Then remember that they are but 
a few of the. many jobs that Aviation offers the trained 
man.

Aviation Is Growing Fast
Get into Aviation now—when you can still get in  on 

the ground floor of a new industry—when you have a 
chance to  forge ahead without having to displace lots of 
older men. Aviation is a young industry, where young 
men earn real money. Most, famous pilots are in their 
early thirties, or even younger. It is a young man’s 
industry, which means that there are plenty of opportun
ities to forge ahead. But just because it  is  run by 
young men, don't get the idea that Aviation is a small

Here are just a few of the many
well-paid jobs  in the fast grow ing 
Aviation Industry

ON TH E GROUND
Airport Superintendent Purchasing Agent
Instrument Specialist Aerial Mail Clerk
Electrician Motor Expert
Shop Foreman Radio Operator
Hangar Crew Chief Airplane Mechanic
Traffic Manager V Field Work

IN THE AIR
Air Express Agent Private Piloting
Air Mail Pilot Weather Observer
Aerial Photography Flight Instructor
Airport Manager Commercial Pilot
Test Pilot Field Manager
Aerial Passenger Agent Transport Pilot

My Training is Thorough, 
Practical, Up-To-Date

I ’ ve put my eighteen years of experience— including fire 
years of instructing officers and men in the Navy— into 
my thorough, Quick Training. And I've made it all so 
clear that almost anybody can understand it. My Aviation 
friends know that Hinton-trained men are well qualified 
to work for them.

Send for My Free Book Now
Now is the time to act. D on 't sit content with a 

humdrum, no-future, low-pay Job. Act now— to get your
self into Aviation— the industry that is quickly growing 
into a giant business. Get into Aviation. Study at home 
in your spare time for a- w ell-paid job with a real future. 
M ail the coupon for my free book today.

Waiter Hinton, Pres, 
Aviation Institute 

of U.S.A„ Inc. 
Washington, 

D. C.

business. Millions are being spent yearly to develop and 
improve airways and planes. Thousands of men earn 
good livings from the business. And thousands will enter 
it in the future. It is a great and growing industry, 
this Aviation, an industry that still brings romance,’  
excitement, thrills— even while it is bringing big oppor
tunities and good pay.

FLIGHT INCLUDED
“ Give her the gun!" 

You’ re off! Yes siree, 
as soon as you completo 
my course, I  arrange a 
free flight for you at an 
accredited air field. It 
doesn’ t cost you a penny 
extra. It is my gradua
tion present to you.

These Men Made Good With My Training

CWIdHfor my H
BOOK on AVIATION

Mr. Walter Hinton, President 935-M
Aviation Institute of U. S. A , Inc.
1115 Connecticut Avenue, Washington, D. C.

Please send me a Free copy of your book, “ Wings of Opportunity,”  
telling all about my opportunities in Aviation and how you will train 
me at home for them.

Accepted for Royal 
Canadian Air Force
“ I  sent your letter with an applica

tion tor enlistment In the Royal Canadian 
A ir Force and I received a letter stating 
that my application is accepted and I  can 
enl:s* as soon as there is a vacancy.”  
JOSEPH  J. BEISIG , Melville, Sask., 
Canada.

Perfectly Satisfied 
W ith  Course

" I  am perfectly satisfied that the results 
obtained to date from your Course have 
made its cost insignificant. Rest assured 
that you have a life-long booster for 
A viation Institute training.”  L. W. 
ARCHER, P. O. Box 58, Curacao. D. \V. L.

Name
(Print clearly)

Address............................................................................  Age.

City...................................................................  State.
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Devil of the Yellow Doom

Illustrated by Eugene M. Frandzen
Strange’s ungloved fingers squeezed the trips. Two scarlet lines 
sprang from the throbbing guns and he saw his tracers streak into 

the black ship. As he fired, he glimpsed the second Boche 
diving again on the blimp.

DEATH VISITS PARIS 
/  IN A

FIENDISH GUISE
^  ©  © ©

Four twisted bodies lay huddled on a Paris 
airport, their flesh a deep yellow, their faces 
horribly swollen. No one who viewed these 
stark figures knew what manner of death 
had struck— and none was aware that this 
scene foreshadowed a ghastly slaughter. To 
Philip Strange, dubbed by his foes, the 
“ Brain Devil,”  went the task of unraveling 
this knot of the Grim Reaper. But even a 
Brain-Devil would be off-guard at finding 

his most baffling barrier to be—  
a man already dead.

©  ©  ©

CHAPTER I 
D e n  op  D e ce ptio n

T HE tiny room was dark, save for the 
small yellow circle on the wall where a 
peep-hole had just been uncovered. As 
the lone occupant bent for a cautious look, a 

mumble of voices and the tinny discord of a 
mechanical piano became audible from the room 
beyond.

In the dim-lit Montmartre den called the “Winking 
Owl,”  no one saw that furtive eye scan the smoky base
ment. The low-trimmed, swinging lamp had been care
fully placed so that the tiny hole in the wall lay in 
deepest shadow.

The gaze of the unseen man passed over the mongrel 
throng— three grim-faced men in the shabby garb of 
Apaches; a girl with a painted smile, wearily drinking 
absinthe; two sullen poilus, former Montmartre thugs, 
back at their haunts on leave; and a dozing, tattered 
old cripple, his beard almost in his wine, one palsied 
hand gripping a walking-stick.

There were others in one corner, Apaches with their 
women, but the glance of the hidden watcher gave them 
a scant inspection. His probing eye shifted toward a 
table close to the zinc-covered bar. Three men sat there, 
one a French capitaine with the wings of a pilot on his 
sleeve, the others Yankee lieutenants. In face, figure, 
and uniform, the two Americans were perfect twins. 
Both had the same good-natured grins and devil-may- 
care expressions. Only a trained observer would have 
caught the difference. One face was a trifle less reckless, 
once voice less boisterous.

The man at the peep-hole turned quickly as a faint 
buzzing sound came from behind him. He felt around 
in the darkness, picked up a telephone.

“ Eighteen,” he whispered, in French.
“ Has Q-9 reached there f ”  asked a low but sharp voice. 
“Yes, with two American pilots alike as peas— ” 
The man at the other end of the wire drew a harsh 

breath. “ Then he succeeded! Those two are the Jay 
twins, the aides Captain Strange sometimes uses.”

“ Himmel!”  said the hidden observer. “ What if they 
suspect this place— ”

“ You fool, Q-9 brought them there on the pretext 
o f seeing an Apache den. Be ready to help him. I mean 
to find out from them where that meddling Brain- 
Devil is hiding.”

“ I understand,”  said the man in the darkened room. 
He put down the phone. Crossing the room, he unlocked 
a narrow door. Leaving it ajar for a hasty exit, he 
hurried back to the peep-hole . . . .

“ Fortunately, mes amis,”  the black-haired capitaine 
chuckled, “ I know Leon, the proprietor, so you can be 
sure this is not the cheap brandy he sells to the rabble.”

“ Let’s hope so,”  Noisy Jay said with a grin. “ My 
stomach’s delicate.”

“ Like a goat’s,”  growled Tom Jay, lifting his glass.
“ Speaking of goats,” said Noisy, unabashed, “ lamp 

the beard on the old boy just leaving.”
Tom glanced aside. The tattered old cripple was limp

ing by, leaning on his stick. The wine seemed to have 
been too much for him. Just as Tom looked around, the 
ragged figure swayed and lost his balance. Before Tom 
could move, the cognac glass was knocked from his hand. 
The old man lurched heavily against the table, and with 
a crash the other two glasses and the bottle fell to the 
concrete floor.

“ You clumsy fool!”  snarled the capitaine.
He sprang to his feet, snatched at the cripple’s stick 

as though he would break it over his head. With sur
prising agility, the other man leaped back, jerking his 
end of the cane. A slender blade hissed into sight, re
vealed itself as a sword. A hand no longer palsied drove

[ 4 ]



GRIPPING “PHILIP STRANGE” MYSTERY NOVEL
By Donald E. Keyhoe

Author of “Weird Wireless,” “Squadron of Masked Men,”  etc.

the tip to within a fraction of an inch of the capitaine’s 
throat.

“ Stand still!”  came a sharp command. Green eyes, 
swift and alert, shot a glance about the den. “ The 
first move, and I slit Herr Muller’s throat!”

A deathly pallor came into the spy’s face. As though 
paralyzed, he stood there, glaring over the empty sword- 
cane. Two of the Apaches had jumped to their feet, 
only to stand rigid at the threat from the man with the 
sword. With a quick movement, the pseudo cripple 
thrust his left hand under his coat and brought out an 
automatic.

“ Here, Noisy, cover those rats!”
At that suddenly-familiar voice both of the Jays 

started in amazement.
“Phil!” Noisy burst out.

THE tattered figure had straightened. Through his 
astonishing make-up came a hint of lean features 

beneath. Muller’s eyes almost popped from his head. 
“ Captain Strange!” he whispered.

The green eyes of the G-2 ace burned into the Ger
man. “ Yes, mein Herr—but you can give up hope of 
the reward.”

Tom Jay had sprung to Strange’s side as Noisy faced 
the snarling Apaches. Strange spoke to him without 
taking his eyes from the spy. “ There’s a Renault outside. 
Start the motor and be ready!”

As Tom raced for the door, Strange caught a furtive 
movement at his left.

“ Watch the bartender!”  he flung at Noisy.
Noisy wheeled, trying to cover both corners. Strange 

had a swift feeling of menace from back in the gloom.

C 5 ]
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He dropped the tip of his sword to Muller’s heart.
“ Follow me! Noisy, get back to the steps!”
With the spy following the sword point as though 

mesmerized, Strange backed to the entry. He was almost 
at the steps to the street level when he saw something 
gleam in the shadows. Flame spurted from a pistol 
stuck through a hole in the farther wall.

A bullet plunked into the door-frame, two inches from 
Strange’s head. Noisy Jay whirled and fired as another 
shot blasted from the peep-hole. Muller had hurled him
self back as the first shot came. Strange feinted a lunge, 
sprang toward Noisy.

“ The light! Then run for it !”
Noisy’s gun roared, and the oil lamp * disintegrated 

with a crash. In the split second before darkness came, 
Strange saw an Apache leap 
His sword flicked out like 
blades clashed with a ring
ing sound. With a lightning 
twist, Strange snapped the 
Apache’s knife from his 
grasp. His slender sword 
plunged fiercely in the gloom.
A cry, a sobbing gasp, and 
a dark shape slumped to the 
floor.

Outside, an engine roared.
Strange jumped backward, 
sword jabbing to left and 
right. A bottle crashed 
against the wall close by. He 
heard Muller’s hoarse voice, 
a sudden rush of feet. A 
face, barely a blur, loomed 
out of the dark at one side. Strange caught the dull 
glint of a gun. Before he could lunge, there was a 
blasting roar from behind him. In the flame from 
Noisy’s pistol he saw that pale blur turn in to a scarlet 
ruin.

He whirled, seized Noisy’s arm and dashed for the 
street. The Renault’s motor was throbbing. Tom Jay 
let out the clutch as Strange and Noisy tumbled into 
the rear. The closed car bounded forward, whirled on 
two wheels into the black maw of an alley. A few mo
ments later it careened into the Rue D’Orsel.

“ Slow down,” ordered Strange. “You’ll have the 
gendarmes after us— and this car is stolen,”

“ Holy smoke!” said Tom.
Noisy was profanely picking himself up from the 

floor, where the last wild turn had spilled him.
“Would you mind,” he demanded of Strange, “ ex

plaining what the hell this is all about?”
“ I supposed by this time,” Strange said dryly, “you 

might have a dim suspicion. Your German spy friend 
was about to poison or drug you.”

Tom glared around at his twin. “ You poor sap, I 
thought you knew that bird.”

“ He said we’d been on a binge together,”  Noisy re
torted. “ How can I remember everybody I get tight 
with ?”

“ You’re both a credit to G-2,”  snapped Strange. “ I’ve 
warned you a dozen times that Paris is thick with 
spies.” He peered out at a crossing where a blue-green 
light made a faint, eery glow in the darkness. “Tom, 
head south till you come to the Rue de la Fayette, then 
turn west.”

He bent over and lifted a musette bag from the floor. 
Taking out a make-up kit, he dipped a cloth in some 
pungent liquid and wiped it over his face. The hollows, 
and lines vanished and the bits of crepe hair which 
formed the beard came off in his quick-moving fingers. 
Another application of the liquid to his hands, and the 
gnarled and heavy veins disappeared.

“ I still don’t savvy all this,”  complained Noisy. 
Strange bent to place his gray wig in the kit. “ I 

spotted Muiler on the Champs Elysees yesterday, and 
last night in this make-up I trailed him to the ‘Winking 
Owl.’ I guessed it was a spy nest, so I kept watching 
him. Do you remember a funny-looking shavetail who 
bumped into you near the Crillon tonight?”

“ Yeah, the dumb hick. I was about to sock him—” 
“ I’m glad you didn’t. I was the hick.”
“ You?” yelped Noisy.
“ Yes, I was trying to warn you against Muller. That 

fat-head M.P. who interfered made me lose sight of 
you till you jumped into Muller’s taxi. I took the first 
machine I found and followed. There was no time to 
get police, so I changed back to thd> beggar’s outfit. 
That’s all— except that you two owe me a sword-cane.” 

Noisy sighed mournfully. “ Guess we’re just a couple 
of dumb clucks.”

“ Speak for yourself,”  snorted Tom from the front 
seat. “ I’d never have gone if you hadn’t claimed that 
bird was a long-lost buddy.”

STRANGE drew a folded uniform and puttees from 
the musette bag. Long practice at quick change 

showed itself in his swift-moving fingers. In an in
credibly short time the beggar had become an Air 
Service captain. Strange switched on a tiny light in 
his make-up kit, inspected himself in his special mirrors.

“ A bit rumpled, but then Colonel Jordan isn’t a 
stickler for appearances.”

Noisy looked somewhat startled.
“ That’s funny, I was just going to tell you Jordan 

wanted you— ” he swore in sudden exasperation. “ Hang 
it, if I live to be a hundred. I’ll never get used to that 
mind-reading business of yours!”

His tone was half-bantering, but Strange caught the 
resentment back of it. A shadow crossed his face in 
the brief instant before he switched off the light. All 
his life, he had had to guard against losing friends 
because of the uncanny powers his brain had developed.

“ It wasn’t telepathy this time,”  he lied carelessly, 
“ 1 knew the Chief was in Paris. I saw you two on a 
sort of drinking-search tour, and I surmised he’d told 
you to look for me.”

“ That’s a hot one,” Tom Jay said in disgust. “We’re 
hunting you, and you trail us. Why didn’t you show 
up and save us all that trouble?”

“ You were doing pretty well, and besides, I still had 
a couple of days leave.” Strange looked back at Noisy. 
“ Jordan tell you what he wanted?”

“ You know blamed well he didn’t,” growled Noisy. 
“You think it makes people feel better if you ask ques
tions instead of coming right out with what they are 
thinking.” -f*

Noisy’s accusation was true. Strange had caught the 
Jay Bird’s thoughts as though he had given them 
tongue . . . .  That Colonel Jordan, the Chief of G-2, 
had dashed into Paris three days ago . . . .  That he 
had held mysterious conferences with Major Andre, at 
the Surete . . . .  That the colonel had been— to use 
Noisy’s unspoken words— “hopping about like a Mex
ican jumping bean.”

“You’re a hell of a guy!” Tom snapped back at his 
twin. “ Here Phil just saved our skins because he was 
smart enough to savvy that Kraut— ”

“ Forget it,”  grunted Strange. “As for telepathy, I’ve 
told you before it’s nothing mysterious, just an instinct 
left over from primitive days when there wasn’t any 
language. Animals have similar instincts—look at the 
homing pigeon, or a dog that finds its way home after 
being carried several hundred miles away.”

“ Maybe so,”  Noisy said dubiously. “But I still think 
you’re half-brother to the devil. And one of these days
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I’ll bet you’ll read somebody’s mind and get a terrible 
shock.”

“ He will if it’s a goofey one like yours,”  cut in Tom.
“ At least it won’t sound like an empty rain-barrel,” 

responded his twin.
“ Time out,”  Strange intervened. The car had reached 

the Rue de la Fayette. “ Go straight out to the Porte 
de Pantin,”  he directed Tom. “ Then head for the 
Third Paris Defense field.”

“ But Colonel Jordan wants to see you down at the 
Surete,”  said Tom.

“ No, he’s at Third Defense,” Strange answered before 
he could check the words.

“ I saw him two hours ago, and he never mentioned 
it,”  Tom objected. “ How do you know he’s gone out 
there ?”

“ I can’t tell how I know,” Strange said irritably. 
“Confound it, I just know he’s out there!”

He regretted the outburst as soon as he spoke. But 
it had happened before, that sudden flash of annoyance 
at being pressed to explain what he himself did not 
quite understand. Usually it was irritation at the in
quisitiveness of some one he did not like. Sometimes it 
was caused by a brief hatred for the gifts, which, from 
his childhood, had set him apart.

Tom drove on in silence for several minutes. Then 
Strange spoke in an almost humble voice. “ I’m sorry, 
old man—my nerves seem on edge tonight.”

“ It’s okay, Phil,”  Tom said without rancor. “ I just 
couldn’t understand, knowing you hadn’t seen him.”

“When you get to know a man well,”  Strange said 
quietly, “ your minds sometimes are linked together, 
especially if you are close friends.”  He hesitated, “ More 
than once, I’ve been sure you two were at certain places, 
and later I found I was right.”

“Judas Priest!” erupted Noisy. “ If I ware a woman 
I’d hate like the devil to be married to you!”

CHAPTER II 
Y ellow  D e a t h

STRANGE chuckled, and the tension was gone. He ' 
sat back, gazing into the night. The car passed 

through the long, darkened street. The old fortifications 
had been left behind, and Tom was driving through the 
bumpy streets of a village near the drome, when from 
the direction of Vitry searchlights began to stab at 
the clouds. Archie batteries started a deep-throated 
rumble.

“ That’s queer,”  said Tom. “Wouldn’t expect a raid 
on a night like this.”

“Too bad it’s not closer,”  Noisy said sarcastically. 
“Those searchlights might help you find a few more 
bumps.”

“ Listen!”  Strange interrupted.
An odd clanking became audible above the boom of 

the distant guns, as though a chain were being dragged 
over the cobblestones. There was a sawing sound, a 
crash, followed by cries of alarm. Tom jammed on his 
brakes, and all three jumped out. The queer clanking 
sounded again, this time at one side of the dark street. 
Sparks flew from the stones.

“ What the devil?” yelled Tom.
A frightened villager ran up the street, half-clad. 
“ Mon Dieul”  he groaned. “ My poor little shop—the 

roof— it is half torn off!”
A bang of metal on metal cut short his lament. Fire 

spouted up in a small geyser, a hundred feet ahead. 
A lamp-post had been broken off, and the gas ignited. 
By the glare, Strange saw something like a double 
anchor jerking its way through a fence. A rope stretched 
up into the night. With a hasty word to the Jays, he 
sprang to the wheel of the Renault. The twins leaped to

the running-boards, and he sent the car bouncing over 
the cobblestones.

“What was it?” shouted Tom.
“ A balloon grapnel,” Strange said swiftly. He turned 

on the headlights in defiance of military orders. He 
could see where the sharp prongs had torn a gap in 
the drome fence. The car swerved through the break. 
Strange stared into the gloom above the headlights. 
Something was wrong, he knew, even if it were a 
French blimp, as he suspected. Grapnels were used only 
in emergencies, and the silence of the engines was 
ominous.

He pounded the klaxon horn, and in a few seconds 
lights showed from the squadron hutments to the right. 
A searchlight flickered out and swung toward the car. 
As Strange twisted out of the glare, the beam lifted to 
follow the rope which curved from the sky. The gray, 
fat belly of a blimp showed just under the low clouds. 
Strange recognized it as one of the French night patrol 
craft, used for low altitude work over Paris to detect 
stray lights which might , guide German bombers. He 
sent the Renault racing after the grapnel, for the 
breeze was taking the blimp straight toward Bobigny.

“What are you going to do?” shouted Noisy.
“ Bring that thing down before the grapnel kills some

body,” Strange answered grimly.
The gi-apnel was now but fifty yards ahead. As it 

dug into the grassy earth he hurled the Renault over 
the half-buried prongs. There was a loud scraping and 
the front axle passed over the hook. Strange put his 
foot on the brake. With a savage jerk the blimp hauled 
the line taut. Strange let the car be dragged for a short 
distance, then bore down on the pedal. The brakes were 
locked, but the balloon still moved in the breeze, jerking 
the Renault forward a yard or two at a time. Strange 
was momentarily expecting the front axle to shear off 
when a lorry filled with poilus rumbled out from the 
squadron motor shed.

As the men transferred the grapnel line to the heavier 
machine, a motorcycle raced up to the scene. A skinny 
French lieutenant bounded fi’om the side-car, began to 
sputter in broken English.

“Why you stop ze blimp, 
que? You crazy Ameri- 
cains zink eet funny, non?"

STRANGE did not an
swer. His green eyes 

were following a search
light as it tilted up toward 
the blimp. The poilus had 
brought the balloon down 
to three hundred feet. The 
light fastened on the small, 
open car suspended be
neath. Suddenly, the French 
officer stiffened, and a gasp 
went up from the poilus.

A ghastly, yellow face appeared in the brilliant light. 
Even at that distance, there was something to chill the 
blood— a queer and horrible blankness, like a face de
void of features. The sinister figure dangled, half out 
of the car, head and arms limply hanging against the 
side. The swaying blimp imparted a gruesome move
ment, like some hideous puppet controlled by invisible 
strings.

“Sacre nom!”  whispered the French lieutenant. His 
face, as he turned to Strange, was suddenly pale and 
sick. “What awful thing is zis?”

Strange lowered his eyes from that silent figure 
above. They showed nq trace of emotion.

“ Have the blimp hauled down near the searchlights,”  
he commanded. He spoke in French. The lieutenant
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obeyed as though glad of a stronger mind to take 
charge. The truck driver started in toward the build
ings, towing the blimp slowly. Strange and the Jays 
took the Renault and drove quickly to the line. As they 
stopped near a hangar, Strange saw two Spads and a 
D.H. The engine of one Spad was idling. All three 
ships carried American cocardes.

Four men with flying-suits stood beside a dapper little 
French major, staring up at the approaching blimp. 
One of the four was bow-legged and stocky, with an 
underslung jaw and a pugnacious face that would have 
given strong competition to a prize bulldog.

“ There’s Colonel Jordan,” muttered Tom Jay, tearing 
his gaze from the now half-shadowed blimp. “ You were 
right, Phil.”

The G-2 colonel had already recognized the Jays. He 
strode over quickly, followed by the major. Strange saw7 
that the little Frenchman was Commandant Andre, head 
of the Surete air intelligence, with whom he had had 
more than one dangerous adventure.

“ What have you two idiots done now?”  Jordan harked 
at the Jays. Then he saw the G-2 ace. “ Strange!” He 
thrust out a thick-fingered paw. “ I was afraid the 
Boche had got you.”

The French major’s bright eyes searched Strange’s 
face.

“What now, mon ami, that you go around snagging 
our patrol blimp?”

“ Then you couldn’t see from here?” Strange said 
gravely. At their blank looks, he explained in a few 
words.

“Le diable!" Andre cried. He whirled to look at the 
blimp. The truck had been driven between two hangars, 
and the ground men were hauling down the balloon. 
Again, as the searchlight shifted, Strange saw' the 
dangling figure. A second later the blimp rolled in a 
cross-current of air. Strange shouted at the handling- 
crew, but his warning came too late. The poilus had 
jerked on the line.

Like a dummy, that limp form came tumbling down. 
Some of the watchers broke and ran.
Strange restrained a shiver at the ugly 
sound of the impact. After all, the poor 
devil was already dead. He turned to 
Andre.

“ Better keep everyone away from the 
body. There may be some disease.”

The order was quickly given. Strange 
pressed forward as the craft was grounded.
There were four men in the blimp, slumped 
in death. The vague blankness which 
Strange had noted in the first man’s fea- 

* tures was now horribly clear. Something 
had swollen those faces till they hardly re
sembled anything human. Their eyes were 
now but creases in yellow flesh, their mouths and nos
trils likewise all but lost from view.

Underneath the starboard engine, one of the men had 
collapsed upon some ballast bags. Another lay with a 
wrench in a monstrously swollen hand. The other two 
had died at the controls. There was not a thing in sight 
to explain how they had met their end.

Strange turned and saw Andre’s horrified look.
“ A post-mortem is the only thing which will tell what 

did it,”  he said, adding in a low voice, “ I’d suggest han
dling them with rubber gloves.”

Andre nodded dazedly, looked around for the squad
ron commander. Strange joined Jordan and the Jay 
twins while the flight-surgeon sent for gloves and 
stretchers. The searchlights had been shuttered, and 
hooded working-lanterns lent a ghostly atmosphere to 
the scene. And now one of the waiting Yankee pilots 
approached Colonel Jordan.

“I guess this changes your plans, sir,”  he said in an 
awed voice.

“Yes, you’d better switch off your engine until— ” the 
G-2 chief stopped short, as a rocket went streaking up 
from behind a hangar. “ What’s the idea of that?” he 
barked.

A S though in direct answer, a roar of diving planes 
swelled above the drone of the idling Spad. An

other rocket shot into the night, leaving a trail of 
sparks. Strange had whirled as the first rocket went 
up. He was half-way to the rear of the hangar when 
he heard the thunder of engines. He turned and raced 
toward the line.

Just as he reached the Spad, he saw a flash of gunfire 
beside a searchlight truck. In an instant the shutters 
of the huge lamp opened, and its white radiance flooded 
the blimp. Strange swore under his breath. Then there 
were two spies on that drome!

Only a moment did the beam rest on the captive blimp. 
There was a scuffle at the truck, and the light was hur
riedly pointed skyward. But the damage was done. 
Standing on their props, three black-nosed Fokkers 
dived at the balloon.

Strange vaulted into the pit of the Spad, snapped 
his belt. A hasty flip of the throttle cleared the half- 
fouled plugs. One of the Yank pilots dashed up.

“Pull the chocks!”  Strange shouted.
The man recognized him and swiftly obeyed. The 

trembling fighter roared out onto the field. One of the 
hurtling Fokkers twisted aside in its dive. Twin Span- 
daus blazed through its prop, and tracers smoked into 
the ground close to the Spad’s wing-tip. Strange rammed 
the throttle full on. The Spad charged through a red 
hail, then black wings flashed past as the Boche was 
forced to zoom.

Eyes slitted against the wind, Strange held the ship 
close to the ground! Off to one side, poilus had scattered 
in panic under the German guns. A blast from one of 
the Fokkers lanced through the gray balloon. The 

second Boche opened fire.
The Spad was fighting to lift itself into 

the air. Strange threw a swift glance over 
his shoulder. The third German was 
sweeping down at his tail. He waited a 
second longer, then with a lightning flick 
of controls whirled in a fierce chandelle. 
That amazing turn, with the wings almost 
scraping the earth, caught the Boche off
guard. He skidded wildly as the two 
planes plunged toward each other.

The Vickers were already charged. 
Strange’s ungloved fingers squeezed the 
trips. Two scarlet lines sprang from the 
throbbing guns, and he saw his tracers 

streak into the black ship. The German zoomed fran
tically. Strange dived beneath and raced toward the 
other ships.

A Chau-chat gun was flaming from a ground emplace
ment. One of the Fokkers whipped around for a sav
age burst at the gunners. The second Boche was diving 
again on the blimp. Strange pressed his face against 
the Aldis sights. The rudder shifted precisely under his 
feet, and a dark shape leaped into line with his sights. 
The trips went down again under his firm touch. Into 
the tail of the Fokker hammered hot Vickers lead.

The pilot whirled, a stunned look on his face. Before 
he could kick aside, that deadly fusillade had jumped 
from the tail to his cockpit. A red-hot torrent poured 
into his body. Struck dead instantly, the German jerked 
forward under the blast. The Fokker pitched down as 
his body fell on the stick.

(Continued on paye 58)



Sky Skirmish O  ver the Suez Canal
STARTLING STORY BEHIND THIS MONTH’S COYER

By C. B. Mayshark
© © ©

A  BLOODY war that will draw in all the nations 
of the world—a conflict that will drain civili- 

. zation of its youth—a conflagration that will 
make the World War seem like a series of practice 
maneuvers! All that, and more, is what many experts 
insist is now in store for us.

There is no doubt but what the Italo-Ethiopian situa
tion is the gravest impasse that has confronted Europe’s 
statesmen since 1914. Proposals and counter-proposals 
have devolved into quibbling and bickering. As this is 
written, peace moves have been of no avail, and instead 
of the positions of the various nations becoming clearer 
and more easy to define, they have now been tightened 
in a web of confusion. It is extremely difficult for even 
those “ on the inside”  to make an open-minded analysis 
of the situation. Indeed, most reports are colored so 
that they overly favor either one faction or another. 
It is clear that it would be ridiculous for us to attempt 
to predict success for either side. Moreover, it is not 
our purpose to pass judgment as to right or wrong in 
this imminent war or even to vouchsafe an opinion as 
to the outcome. We seek to offer only a purely fictional 
viewpoint dealing with possibilities.

Newspapers are replete with news of the British Fleet 
maneuvers in the Mediterranean Sea. There is not one 
iota of a doubt in anyone’s mind as to the purpose of 
the operations. As a matter of fact, the British Gov
ernment finally acknowledged the fact that the opera
tions were other than routine. During the summer, the 
Italian Government has transported hundreds of thou
sands of troops and millions of dollars worth of war 
materials through the Suez Canal to the territory ad
jacent to Ethiopia.

The Suez Canal is controlled by the British, and one 
might think they would be happy at the thought of the 
increased traffic and the correspondingly increased rev
enue. That, however, is a much too simple conclusion. 
The problem that the Suez Canal offers is much more 
involved than that, for this thin strip of water is the 
key to the widespread British Empire.

As a matter of fact, the British are so adverse to an 
African conflict that there has even been talk of clos
ing the Suez Canal. Should things come to a head, it 
is very likely that the Canal will be closed. Certainly the 
repercussions of such an act would be far reaching, and 
it was this thought that gave birth to the idea for our 
cover this month.

Assuming that the British have denied the Italians 
access to the Suez Canal, we can likewise assume that 
the Italians will retaliate. Let us suppose that a flight 
of flying boats has been dispatched from a base in Italy 
to proceed to the Canal region to force access, or gain 
it by intimidation. But a British aircraft carrier is 
found lying in the mouth of the canal, and with the 
first appearance of the Italian planes, orders are issued 
fcr  flight preparations of several British two-seaters. 
As they take the air, the Italians veer off. Perhaps 
they did noj expect any stiff opposition. However, the 
British are determined. The orders read that the air
craft carrier must remain in the mouth of the Canal 
and deny the entrance of any ship flying the Italian 
flag. Nor is the British Naval commander taking any

chances on being bombed by the persistent Italians.
Sensing the fact that they must beat down the Brit

ish two-seaters before they can accomplish their pur
pose, the Italians swing into action with a vengeance. 
Attacking in an echelon formation, they sweep in upon 
the British with all guns roaring. The leading Italian 
ship is the first one to become entangled, and the two- 
seaters pounce upon it with the vigor of tigers.

Banking and climbing with everything they’ve got, 
the British ships finally manage to attain a position of 
advantage. But the Italian flying boats are fast and 
easy to maneuver, and the two gunners in the bows 
of the twin hulls spray their opponents with lead. The 
bomber officer inside the Italian ship is also on the job 
and several bombs are released. As shown on our cover, 
these projectiles have caused a conflagration among 
buildings on the shore, but thus far the aircraft carrier 
has not been touched.

But how long can the British planes protect their 
mother ship— or, on the other hand, how long can II 
Duce’s machines be effective? Will some of those 
bombs blow the carrier to smithereens? All that is 
only a matter of conjecture. In an air battle, anything 
can happen. Nor does victory always go the strongest.

THE armaments of Italy and Great Britain present 
a truly interesting picture. England is admittedly 

the strongest on the sea, but the question of strength 
in the air is something that requires careful analysis. 
Italy possesses approximately 1,600 service planes and 
the home flying fields of most of the Italian squadrons 
are within easier striking distance of most of the areas 
where hostility is likely to occur than are the air forces 
of Great Britain, which is naturally forced to keep a 
good part of her air strength at home. Most likely the 
only British planes which would see any real action are 
those carried by King George’s aircraft carriers and 
by his other naval vessels.

At the present writing, it would seem that a war 
between England and Italy would be a war involving 
ships and airplanes. There is nothing which would be 
indicative of the outcome of such a conflict. Certainly, 
Italy’s submarines would supplement the fight of the 
Italian airplanes and surface craft, but on the other 
hand England’s ability to blockade Italy and thus in
flict severe damage on Italian commerce must be taken 
into consideration.

Such a set-to, however, may never come to pass at 
all. The League of Nations is making a concerted ef
fort to preserve the peace of Europe— and of the whole 
world. There is always a chance that the various over
tures which are being made will finally be successful, 
and it is our devout hope that this will be the case. Yet, 
if worst comes to worst, it is likely that the conflict will 
be of short duration.

The Italian ship shown on this month’s cover is a 
Savoia-Marchetti S-55. It is a long range bomber and 
one of the most airworthy— and seaworthy— of the 
Italian flying boats. The British planes are Hawker 
Ospreys. They are two-seater, fleet reconnaissance 
ships and possess the fine features of performance that 
are to be found in all Hawker aircraft.
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Left: This picture, the only
authentic photograph of the Bed 
Knight after death, substantiates 
the statement that he was shot 
through the head. Note the bullet 
hole just left of the nose and the 
bruised chin where the Baron 
crashed into his cockpit coaming. 
Previous stories have always 
stated von Richthofen was shot 

through the chest.
•

Right: Here’s the famed-flyer’s 
grave at Bertangles where he was 
buried with full military honors 
by the British. The cross was 
made from an old R.E.8 four- 
blader. The Recording Officer who 
took charge of the burial stands 
beside the crypt, which was 
opened several years later when 

the remains were removed to 
German soil.

Joseph Nieto Photo

Baron von Richthofen?
G O G

NEW  EVIDENCE CONCERNING THE GREATEST 
MYSTERY OF THE W AR

Who Slew

By Arch Whitehouse

THE ghost of Baron von Richthofen is stalking 
the skyways again. As certain as the seasons, 
he comes back and holds the stage, for men con

tinue to ask the same old question:
“Who killed von Richthofen?”
From his vaunted post in Valhalla, the Baron may 

be smiling enigmatically—as he smiled in most of his 
photographs. He alone holds the secret of his glorious 
end on April 21, 1918. That was the day when a young 
man swept down out of the sky in a battered Camel to 
save the life of a pal by pouring a burst of bullets into 
a scarlet Fokker triplane. And at the same time that 
the young man pressed his trips, two Australian ma
chine gunners who lay in a sap-head near Vaux-sur- 
Somme raised the muzzle of their Lewis gun and also 
fired at a low flying triplane— and watched it stagger 
to earth.

These two “Suicide Squad” members received tjie 
Distinguished Conduct Medal. Captain Roy Brown— 
the man in the Camel— was awarded a bar to his Dis
tinguished Service Medal. And ever since, the question 
has reverberated down the years:

“Who killed von Richthofen?”
Initially, the resume just given represented all that 

was actually known concerning the death of this man 
who had been credited with eighty victories in the air. 
The rest was all hearsay. There used to be ugly stories 
concerning his end—for example, those to the effect 
that he was shot down in a disabled plane between the 
British first and second line, and that on his attempt 
to leave his cockpit and make for a shell hole, he was

shot down in cold blood by infantrymen. Even in Ger
many, this fabrication has been denied and discredited.

Now, as the years roll away, new and interesting evi
dence crops out tending to substantiate one angle—that 
von Richthofen was not shot down from the air, but 
from the ground.

The writer wishes to take this opportunity to explain 
that he in no way is attempting to discredit either side. 
Personally, I would like to drop all this, but our read
ers from all over the globe simply will not let us. I 
was always under the impression that the Red Knight 
had been shot down from the ground and it was only 
years after the war, that I learned that Captain Roy 
Brown, of 209 Squadron, R.A.F., had been credited 
by many for the finish of the Bloody Baron. I will 
say this, however: Not one word has ever come to my 
attention indicating that Brown ever claimed credit for 
downing von Richthofen.

In his report on the fight—and his reports were 
usually pathetically modest— Brown said: “ At 10:35 I 
observed two Albatrosses burst into flame and crash. . . . 
I dived on large formation of fifteen or twenty Alba
tross scouts, D-5’s, and Fokker triplanes, two of which 
got on my tail and I pulled out. Went back and dived 
on pure red triplane which was firing on Lieutenant 
May. I got a long burst into him and he went down 
vertically and was observed to crash by Lieutenant May 
and Lieutenant Mellersh. I fired on two more but did 
not get them.”

The time, place, and machine details given in Brown’s 
report tally exactly with what was believed to be von
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Richthofen’s finish. But on 
the other hand, all Australia 
claims credit for the von 
Richthofen victory; and as 
We have stated so many times 
before, two men were given 
the D.C.M. for the work.

But here comes another 
queer angle: The men who 
were given these medals 
were named Evans and Buie.
Remember that— then read 
the following official account 
of the action written at Bon- 
nay on the very day of the death by Donald L. Fraser, 
Brigade Intelligence Officer of the 11th Australian In
fantry Brigade:

“ About 10:45 a.m. on April 21st, I was in the wood 
at J.19,c.75.63 (a map reference indicating a point near 
Corbie) and saw two aeroplanes approaching, flying 
westward directly toward the wood at a height of about 
400 feet. I had noticed that the leading machine car
ried British markings, and just as it reached the edge 
of the wood, I heard a strong burst of M.G. fire com
ing from the direction of the southeast corner of the 
wood. Immediately afterwards, the red painted enemy 
machine appeared overhead, flying very low, about 200 
feet above the ground.

“ I lost sight of the British machine as my attention 
was concentrated on the enemy plane, which was flying 
as if not under complete control, being wobbly and ir
regular in flight. It swerved north, then eastwards, 
rocking a great deal, and suddenly dived out of sight 
with the engine running full open.

“ I ran out of the wood and over to where it had fallen, 
about 200 yards away alongside the Bray-Corbie road. 
About six men reached the wrecked plane ahead of me.

“ I immediately undid the airman’s safety belt and 
got assistance to pull him from the wreckage, but he 
was quite dead and was consid
erably cut about the face—appar
ently shot through the chest and 
body. O

“ I searched the dead airman, 
taking his papers and personal ef
fects and giving them to Captain 
Milliary, of the 11th Brigade, who 
turned them over to our German
speaking Corporal Peters. The Cor
poral’s investigation identified the 
famous German airman, Baron von 
Richthofen. I reported this to Gen
eral Cannan and the Third Austra
lian Division promptly. On General 
Cannan’s direction, I went out to 
get particulars of the machine gun
ners who had brought the plane 
down and found Sergeant Popkin, 
of the 24th Australian M.G. Com
pany, at his anti-aircraft post (J.
23.b.3.7). I congratulated Sergeant 
Popkin on his successful shot and 
afterward found out that two A.A.
Lewis guns belonging to the 53rd 
Battery had also fired on the ship 
from an acute angle.”

(Note that this is the outfit to 
which Evans and Buie belonged— 
the men who received the D.C.M. 
and who probably received this con
sideration token it was found that 
von Richthofen had been struck by 
a bullet that travelled across his

breast from the right to the 
left side. This bullet coidd 
have been fired from the 
53rd B a tte r y ’s guns and 
could have hit von Richt
hofen in this manner if his 
ship was being violently 
maneuvered, as no doubt it 
was.)

Fraser later explains that 
he believed that Sergeant 
Popkin actually  hit von 
Richthofen first, but he is 
most insistent that there 

were only two planes in the skv at the time of the event 
— not three.

General Monash, the leader of the Australian forces; 
gives an even more puzzling account. In a letter to his 
wife, he explained that the event had taken place over 
his 11th Brigade headquarters and that von Richthofen 
was shot dowm by an Australian cook and his K.P. as
sistant, the two using a Lewis gun mounted on a pole 
outside the cookhouse. General Monash also declares 
that the Red Knight was diving on an R.E.8 and that 
all the machine guns in that area opened fire. Yon 
Richthofen’s engagement with the R.E.8 was broken 
off, states the General, when a lucky burst from the 
cook’s gun brought him down. Then, to make it all the 
more mystifying, he states: “ Before the machine could 
be approached, the enemy artillery put down a circle 
of shrapnel all around the wrecked ship and maintained 
their fire for more than an hour while members of von 
Richthofen’s flight circled round four or five times and 
then majestically flew away.”

Next comes George M. Travers, a lieutenant of the 
52nd Battalion, who claims to have been on Corbie Hill. 
He also states that there were only two planes, the one 
flown by May and the scarlet Fokker. May’s guns were 

(Continued on page 83)
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In this picture, Albrecht von Richthofen,the Baron’s father,is seen seated fifth from 
the left, bottom row. The Baron, with bandaged head, is behind him. The second man 
from the left, bottom row, is Lothar von Richthofen, the Red Knight’s brother, 
and the flyer in the upper left-hand corner holding the dog is Karl Almenroeder, 
the Baron’s pet protecting tail-man. We are reminded that on July 16, 1917, a year 
before his death, von Richthofen also had a close call. Then, too, he left his forma
tion and the security of his tail-man—and Flight Commander A. E. Woodbridge, 
of No. 30 Squadron, R.F.C., nailed him with lead. The Baron managed to get down 

safely, but he spent several weeks in the hospital and was never 
again the same old killer.

Baron von Richthofen, greatest of the German 
aces, still retains his fame as the most colorful 
figure in all air-war history. His life story is 
known to millions, but the enigma of his death 
is still as puzzling as ever. In this dramatic 
article, Mr. Whitehouse considers several bits 
of new testimony regarding the death riddle—  
additional “pieces” for this baffling jig-saw  

picture which may never be completed.

[ 1 1 ]



The Spad hit a high bank—and Phineas unceremoniously kerplunked into a water-filled hole.

Fallen Archies
WHIZZING “PHINEAS” WHOOP

By Joe Archibald
Author of “Sea Gullible,” “One Hun, One Hit, Three Errors,” etc.

“  T ^ owerful Katin ka” 
r -^ h a d  been upsetting 

J L  the A l l i e d  apple 
wagon for days. Powerful 
Katinka was the name of 
a Heinie gun battery which 
had been set up about a 
mile from Mont Sec. The 
Yanks had christened it 
thus. It was no ordinary 
Archie battery but one that 
was more efficient than it 
had any right to be in the 
year 1918. The brass hats at Chaumont suspected that 
the Krupps had uncovered a tow-headed Teuton prodigy 
who had passed trigonometry at Heidelberg with an 
average of one hundred and fifty per cent. When shrap
nel could tag a Spad, flying top speed, two out of three 
bursts, then something had to be the matter. In three 
weeks time, Powerful Katinka had sent five Allied ships 
to the cleaners via the scrap iron route. Of course

Chaumont could only think 
up one slogan. Get that 
blankety-blank gun! They 
had not thought up how. 
That was up to the Air 
Force.

Kufus Garrity was un
fortunate enough to have 
attained the rank of Major. 
He was even more unfor
tunate when the Wing dealt 
him to that corner of the 
hectic war zone where Bar- 

Le-Duc basks in what the French call sunshine. For it 
was the same place where Lieutenant Pinkham was 
tossed after he was snagged out of a pilots’ pool.

“ Well,” Phineas observed one night at mess, “ the 
brass hats said they didn’t care how we got the gun, 
haw-w-w-w-w! It is my talents, then, that will not 
know their own strength.”

“ I suppose you have got it all written down, you

The brass hats decided their auto was running 
on gas— but they didn’t mean gasoline! And 
though Phineas always claimed his ghost would 
come back to haunt Major Garrity, what chance 
had the Boonetownite’s spectre in competition 

with the ghost of last month’s English 
breakfast?

[ 12]
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muzzle head,”  Major Garrity bristled. “ Would you mind 
showing me the reeipe?”

“ I would like to go over solo tomorrow and look for 
it,” Phineas retorted. “ The bombers ain’t even been 
lukewarm yet. They have hit everything but Joan of 
Arc’s birthplace tryin’ to strike it. I suppose you have 
noticed that it has been quiet for the last twenty-four 
hours? Or have you?”

“ Go ahead,” Captain Howell said, “ I ain’t listenin’.”
“ I bet it means,” went on the unabashed flyer from 

Boonetown, Iowa, “that maybe one of the two-seaters 
hit close to it by mistake so they’re goin’ to move it. 
Maybe they were chased by a Fokker an’ dropped what 
bombs they had left. It’s the only way those big-crate 
bums could tag anythin’, haw-w-w-w-w! It is like keep
ing your eggs in the same basket too long in the same 
place as maybe somebody might drop an anvil in it by 
accident. Haw-w-w-w!”

“ Why, sure,” agreed Bump Gillis blandly. “Now what 
was it you said?”

“ That’s teamwork,” Phineas howled at the C.O. “ They 
don’t pay any attention to me.”

“ Which proves they are of sound mind,” the Major 
clipped. “ Now about this gun— ”

“ Oh, pardon me,” Phineas sniffed, “ did I change the 
subject? Excuse me as it is hardly nothin’ I know about 
hooked rugs.” He got up and kicked back his chair. 
“ Do I go up solo tomorrow or don’t I? Huh, maybe I 
ought to write it down what I ask you as— ”

“ Get out of here!” Garrity yelped. “ Sure, go ahead 
and fly solo— so low the Kraut infantry can hit you 
with bricks! The law of averages ought to start work
ing my way pretty soon!”

“ Oh, I’ve got nine lives,” Phineas informed him. 
“ Haw-w-w-w! Did I ever tell you about how my Ma 
got scairt by a tabby cat just before I was born? But 
if I have lost count of the ones I’ve used up and I go 
west tomorrow, lookout, Major, as re
member what I always promised. I’ll 
come back an’ haunt you, haw-w-w-w!
Thanks for everythin’. Bon swar, 
bums!”

“ Hey-y, half-wit!”  Bump G illis 
called to him. “ You left a letter.”

Howell gestured to the Scot and 
grinned. “ Maybe it’s from a dame—■ 
that letter. Pull it out an’ we’ll read 
it. If it is, we’ll send it to Babette 
an’— ”

Having ignored his hutmate’s . hail,
Phineas Pinkham went on his way.
Bump grinned and yanked the folded 
paper from the envelope. A puff of 
dust came with it. Bump’s mouth 
opened wide and his nostrils quivered 
like those of a scared mule. He sneezed 
into his cup of coffee. The contents 
geysered and sprayed Howell and the Old Man plenti
fully. Howell likewise sneezed and blew a cigar stump 
loose from Garrity’s lips. Everybody sneezed. Eyes 
watering, faces-the color of ripe tomatoes, the pilots got 
to their feet and groped their way toward the door. 
Glad Tidings Goomer, mess attendant, shuffled’out of 
the kitchen door laden with a big pitcher of water. He 
stopped, his big nose twitching like that of a rabbit 
on the scent of delectable cabbage. Suddenly a sound 
like an elephant trumpeting into a megaphone belched 
from Glad Tidings. The pitcher of water popped out 
of his hands and went through a window that was not 
open.

“ Are they dumb!” grinned Phineas as he increased 
his pace. “ They should know my handwritin’ by this 
time. Haw-w-w-w-w! Well, I’ll just get my bicycle an’

pedal toward where my Babette waits for me.”
“ I’ll kill that guy yet,” exploded Bump Gillis.
“You ought to get sub sedse id your thick sgull,” the 

Old Man was raving. “ Eved if he put dowd rosary beads 
sub place I would nod touch theb for a thousa’d francs. 
I—er—ah-h-h-h-h-chew-w-w-w-w! I’ll skid hib alive, 
the hobely ape! Pingab, you— a-h-h-h! Chew-w-w!”

LIEUTENANT PINKHAM turned a deaf ear to the 
sounds issuing from the drome of the Ninth Pur

suit Squadron and pedaled his way toward Bar-Le-Duc. 
Darkness was coming on fast and was bringing a thin 
mist along with it. It was just such a night when odors 
carry and the Pinkham proboscis had been designed so 
that it could undoubtedly out-smell a beagle hound. Said 
nose began to sniff when its owner had eaten up a mile 
of road.

“Phew!” Phineas erupted. “ Somethin’ has forgot to 
git buried, it smells like. An’ it seems to be cornin’ from 
straight ahead— ugh! Maybe it’s the Jerries movin’ up 
someplace, haw-w-w-w!” As he pedaled on the obnoxious 
nocturnal aroma waxed stronger. The pilot from Boone
town screwed up his face and got off his bicycle. “ If 
I don’t git off,” he ruminated, “ the smell’ll knock me 
off.”

Phineas walked along another half mile until his eagle 
eye spotted something in the high bushes on the side 
of the road. He leaned his two-wheeled chariot against 
a tree and went into the ditch to investigate. There he 
found a wooden case one side of which had been bashed 
in. Holding his nose, Phineas gingerly examined the 
contents, some of which had spilled out. Smoked had
dock! It had been exposed to the elements for quite 
some time and the result did not remind one of attar 
of roses by any stretch of the imagination.

“Boy!” exclaimed the explorer. “ An’ I been blamin’ 
Bump Gillis for not changin’ his socks often enough 

every time the wind was just right. I 
got to apologize to him, haw-w-w-w! 
It must of fell out of a truck an’ it 
looks like the Limeys missed their 
haddie for a lot of breakfasts. Huh, 
well— it might come in handy, at that. 
I’ll just cover it with some branches 
and stuff.”

An hour later Phineas arrived in 
Bar-Le-Duc and lost no time in reach
ing the domicile of his light of love, 
Babette. • 9

“ Bong soor,”  he said in greeting to 
the little French ma’amselle. “ Has 
what I have been expectin’ arrived?” 

“Mais oid”- said Babette, “ an’ it ees 
crazee, Pheenyas. All ze time as it 
goes along you get eet ze more cookoo 
in ze head.” Suddenly Babette sniffed 
suspiciously. “ What ees eet ze smell?” 

“ Haw-w-w-w-w!” guffawed Phineas, examining some
thing that sat on a table. “ I was just passin’ by the 
fishin’ bank,” he explained. “ Boy, I want to hear this 
on the victrola, Babette, don’t you?” He placed a disc 
on the machine he had been looking over, applied the 
needle, and switched on. The sounds that emanated 
from the record were strange indeed.

“Ees eet enough that I hear you wizout zat theeng,”  
Babette complained. “ What ees eet ze awful smell? 
Pheenyas, vous ees cafarde.”

“ I never heard that word but I bet it means I’m 
crazy,”  the Yankee Romeo yipped above the din of the 
record. “ Don’t I git insulted enough without you doin' 
it? Boy, this is spooky, ain’t it?”

“Bah,” said Babette and she pranced out of the room. 
“ You come an’ smell like ze sweel can an aussi mak’ ze
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awful noise. Bah!”
“Well, I guess 1 know when I 

ain’t welcome,” concluded Phineas 
and shut off the record. He 
wrapped up the two black rubber 
discs in a sheet of paper, gathered 
the little square box under his 
arm, and took his departure. “ I 
bet if I walked out of-a glue fac
tory you would expect me to smell 
like lilies of the valley. Well, it 
ain’t any trouble for me to find 
another dame. Adoo!”

In high dudgeon Phineas headed 
back to the drome, one hand con
trolling the handlebars of the bi
cycle. “ That’s dames for ya,”  he 
muttered. “ I wish somebody in 
this guerre would git a sense of 
humor.”

Two miles out of Bar-Le-Duc 
the smoked haddock began to re
mind its custodian of its presence.
Phineas stopped off, grinning good- 
naturedly, and removed a couple 
of slabs of it. Then he continued on toward the drome. 
A quarter of a mile from where Major Rufus Garrity 
held forth, Phineas again dismounted. He walked to
ward the northern boundary of the flying field, climbed 
a high tree, and secured the square box to a high limb.

“ That is that!” he chuckled when he had returned to 
earth.

Back on his means of locomotion burdened only with 
two well-seasoned strips of smoked haddock wrapped 
in paper, the errant pilot pedalled onto the drome. He 
ditched his bicycle and then took a look at a big car 
that was standing outside the French farmhouse where 
Major Garrity suffered his headaches. Sergeant Casey 
cut across Phineas’ path.

“ D’you smell anythin’, Lootenant?” he queried.
“ Why— no— the air is sweet like baby breath,” re

plied Lieutenant Pinkham, sniffing at the ozone. He 
continued on his way to the big U.S. boiler. “ Brass 
hats,” he commented, “ an’ crabbin’ about Powerful 
Katinka again, I bet. Haw-w-w-w!” He turned back 
to Casey and yelled, “ Where’s the driver of this jilopi?”

“ Gittin’ a cup of java in the groundmen’s barracks,” 
said Ca^ey, eying his superior suspiciously.

Phineas stopped beside the car and looked into the 
back of it. Sergeant Casey mumbled something under 
his breath and went on his way to a hangar. When the 
Pinkham scion walked into the Frog farmhouse he did 
not have the haddock. The pair of colonels holding forth 
in Garrity’s office looked as serious as a five-alarm fire. 
They were sipping cognac.

“ It’s gone,” one was tossing at the Major. “ They’ve 
moved it. Bombs were getting too close to it, I’ll wager. 
The Krauts figured that sooner or later— ”

“ There,”  Phineas,coughed out, “that is just what I 
said, I leave it to anybody. Boys, it’s good to see a brass 
hat who agrees with me. I was tellin’ the Major only 
tonight— ”

“ Shut your big mouth,” the Old Man yelled. “ You 
fresh— !”

“ Did you ever learn to salute?” huffed a colonel im
portantly. “ Stand up and— ”

“ Ha ha,” laughed Phineas, “ imagine that! I could’ve 
sworn I saluted you both. My mem’ry ain’t what it 
used to be. Tomorrow I’m going solo and will spot that 
Jerry gun for you, sirs. It was only maybe two hundred 
years ago that the Pinkhams was spottin’ blockhouses 
for Daniel Boone. Every war has had a Pinkham of 
gome kind in it.”

“ Can’t you stop him, Garrity?” blustered a brass hat. 
“ By— !”

“ Only with prussic acid,”  the C.O. retorted. “ And 
then just for over night. Get out of here, Pinkham! Re
port to me in the morning.”

“Awright,” Phineas snapped and went out.
“You smell anything?” inquired a colonel, nostrils di

lated.
“ Seems to me I do,”  confessed Garrity. He yelled for 

Glad Tidings Goomer, mess attendant. The sad-faced 
hash slinger popped out of a door and saluted six times. 

“What’s that smell?” bellowed Garrity.
“ Huh? I dunno. Maybe it’s what we et tonight. That 

stew is gittin’ worse, sir, all the time. Or else maybe 
it’s— ”

“ Clean up that kitchen,” stormed the Major.

A N hour later the brass hats got into the car and 
drove away. They made the chauffeur stop at 

the edge of the field. They got out and sniffed at the 
air.

“ It’s getting worse, Henry,” declared one, his voice 
carrying to where Phineas Pinkham was leaning against 
a hut. “ Simply awful, what?”

“You think it might be gas?”
“ Haw-w-w-w-w-w!” exploded Phineas Pinkham. 
“What was that, Henry?”
The brass hats piled into the bus and it rolled on 

for about a hundred yards. Then they stopped and 
climbed out once more. The Old Man and three pilots 
were watching from the door of the farmhouse.

“ That smell gets less the farther away that car goes,” 
Bump Gillis said.

“By cripes, I smell a rat,”  raged Major Garrity. 
“ Where’s Pinkham?”

“ I’m right here,” yelped Phineas as he strode onto 
the scene. “ What you got on me now? Nothin’, that’s 
what! I don’t know a thing. It ain’t no use to ask as— 
haw-w-w-w-w! Look! ”

The brass hats were getting into the car but they 
had big handkerchiefs tied over their noses.

“ Boys, that’ll do no good,” said Phineas. “ I— er— I 
mean, how could you stop a smell like that, huh? Why 
— er—huh—”

“ A rat was it you smelled?” Howell tossed at the 
Major. “ That smell has got to be from at least a de
funct elephant. Phew-w-w-w!”

“ Pinkham,” Garrity roared apopleetically, “you know
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something about this. You—by cripes, I’ll— if you’ve— ”
“ That’s right,” wailed Phineas indignantly, “blame 

me. Always blame me. You saw me come in an’ go 
out. Did I do anythin’ ?”

The Old Man swore and went into squadron head
quarters. Phipeas walked on toward his hut. An hour 
later he was summoned forth by an orderly. Five min
utes after that Major Rufus Garrity was eyeing him 
like a lion looking at a wart hog.

“ So you didn’t know a thing, eh?” he shot out. “ They 
found a ring in that car after they found the fish. The 
Limeys said they saw you wearing it once. The brass 
hats stopped at the Bristol outfit and almost tore the 
car apart before they found the fish. Well— ?”

“ Oh, th'em blabbers!” erupted Herr Pinkham, “ that’s 
beef-eaters for ya. Awright, I did it. But I’ll get even 
with them pip pip, cheerio bums. You wait! They can’t 
prove anythin’ by the ring. I can say I lost it someplace 
and somebody else must’ve picked it up. I hope some 
of them Limeys put it on and press the sides of it. 
Haw-w-w-w!”

“ Why you— !” The phone buzzed. Major Garrity 
picked it up. Phineas yawned and leaned against the 
wall.

“You what?” Garrity cut in. “ The ring—you mean 
—huh? Pinkham? Why— I—what’s that? Don’t you 
insult this outfit! You put it on and—what? So are 
you!” He slammed down the receiver.

“ That pink-eared fathead,” Garrity hooted, “ callin’ 
us— ”

“We’ll get ’em,” Phineas said. “They can’t—did he 
get sprayed with red ink from that ring? Haw-w-w-w!”

Phineas emerged from the 
Operations office a minute later.
He was brushing pieces of crock
ery out of his hair.

“That is assault!” he yelped 
at the convulsed pilots in the big 
room. “ I will have him up on 
charges!”

“ That was a pretty geranium 
that was in that pot, too,” gasped 
Bump Gillis. “ Now we have no 
home touch here. Ha ha ha!” He 
rolled off his chair.

Phineas hooked a finger into 
the collar of his tunic and fished 
out a clod of dirt. Howell’s 
mouth was open when he threw 
it. It was quite a shot.

“ Eatin’ dirt!” Phineas chided 
him. “Why you’ll git worms!”

Captain Howell coughed up 
the dirt and made a flying leap 
at Lieutenant Pinkham. Phineas 
stepped aside and pushed the 
door open. The leader of “ A”
Flight went through it like a 
flying squirrel. Phineas went out 
the back way yelling, “ Crash 
siren!”

Major Garrity barged out of 
.the Operations office. “ Ship cornin’ ? Where— light the 
flares! Don’t stand there, you dumb clucks! Every
body out! Hurry!”

“ Haw-w-w-w-w-w! ”
Major Garrity stiffened. His whole frame seemed to 

inflate from jowls to shins. Bump Gillis became alarmed 
as the Old Man shivered like a ship when it strikes a 
reef. The head of the Ninth was never any nearer to 
a stroke.

“ That’s enough,” he yowled. “ It’s all T stand. I’m 
gettin’ out of the service. I’ll chew cordite. I’ll chop

a hand off. Oh, I’ll think of something!” Swearing, 
he ran back into his sanctum and slammed the door.

DAWN. Phineas Pinkham, assuming a mien of in
nocence that would have made a new-born lamb 

look like a wolf, strutted out of his hut dressed for the 
airways. He went into the farmhouse where three 
other Spad pilots were gulping down hot java.

“ Where the hell do you think you’re goin’ ?” Cap
tain Howell cracked.

“ Solo,” retorted Phineas sweetly.
“ After what you pulled last night? You’re nuts if 

you think the Old Man— ”
“ Ask him,” Phineas suggested. “ If you want to take 

a chance of waking him up, haw-w-w-w-w! It is a 
morning he wants to sleep late. I would rather try to 
file the hangnails off a Bengal tiger that has an ulcer
ated tooth. But if you want to blab like the Limeys—” 

“ Aw, let him go,” another pilot interrupted testily. 
“ Maybe a German Von will kill him for us.”

“ If one does,” Phineas flung at the speaker, “ remem
ber, I will come back and haunt you. Adoo.” He went 
out to where the Spads were warming up.

Phineas had painted a new insignia on his bus, a rab
bit jumping out of a silk hat. Sergeant Casey began 
to argue when the Boonetown trickster climbed into his 
crate and yipped, “ Contact!”

“You can’t go out without them other guys—er— 
looeyes. You—”

“ Look here, are you forgettin’ your place?” Phineas 
asked with great dignity. “ You want to look out or you 
will get a severe reprimand, Sergeant. I am soloing 

today. Git busy, slave!”
“ Gh, awright,” came from the 

resigned Casey. “ To h— !” He 
shoved an ackemma toward the 
Spad’s snout. “ Spin the prop for 
the lootenant!” He said some
thing else when the prop was 
revving fast enough to drown his 
words. They would not have 
looked very well in print.

The Spad shot away. Phineas 
circled the field once when he got 
aloft, then pointed the prop boss 
toward the palpitating front. 
The groundmen watched the 
ship nose toward the carpet 
when it had eaten up two or 
three miles of ozone.

“ He’s forced down,” Casey hol
lered. “ Ha ha, I hope he lands 
on a cement walk! Well, I didn’t 
see nothin’ an’ you guys didn’t 
neither, see? We’ll wait an hour 
before we send the meat wagon 
out. Then it ought to be too 
late. Come on, police up around 
here. This dump looks like— ” 

However, Phineas Pinkham 
had landed as lightly as the pro
verbial feather. In a field a quar

ter of a mile from where he had his store of over-ripe 
smoked haddock. As he walked to the spot he drew a 
length of heavy twine from his pocket.

“ I’ll show them blabbin’ Limeys,” he growled. “ Then 
I’ll go huntin’ Powerful Katinka. Haw-w-w-w-w!” 

The amazing disciple of Merlin, Houdini, Herman 
the Great, and all other pioneers in the art of making 
things seem what they are not, pulled camouflage away 
from his case of fish and then began a very unpleasant 
task. He tied a heavy spike on one end of a long piece 

(Continued on page 78)

BLAM! “Powerful Katinka” keeled and 
cement flew in chunks.



Snapshots of the War

A little-known German ace, Oberleutnant Max 
Ritter von Midzer, one of the crack pilots of 
Max Immelmann's staff el. Von Mvlzer, who was 
present in the air when Immelmann was killed, 
denies that the “ Eagle of Lille”  was shot down 
by an Englishman. He claims his ship broke up 

in the air.

Signal Corps, U.S.A.
This is how an American observation plane landed at Comme de la Saints, France, after an 
aerial battle in which the main wing spar was cracked. Pilot Lieutenant W. Brown, of the First 
Aero Squadron, was fortunate enough to get it down safely. It all happened on July 6, 1918. We're 
wondering, incidentally, whether Lieutenant Brown is still alive to tell us more about this flight.

Here's the much-discussed Sopwith Snipe, the fastest and finest ship on 
the Western Front. In a machine o f this type, Major Billy Barker out- 
maneuvered sixty Huns and destroyed seven of them before he was so 
badly wounded that he had to withdraw from the scrap. A beautiful 

little job, the Snipe!

“ Flight”  photo
The heartbreaker for the Germans—the old Bristol Fighter that broke 
the streak of the single-seater era! Here she is with her 275 h.p. Rolls 
Royce “ Falcon”  engine. She did 182 top at her best and could be stunted 
like a Spad. Many declare that the old “ Brisfit”  won the war in the air.

In  comparison with the craft above, note this German Junkers, one o f the early attempts to 
put over the all-metal and armored idea. This machine was probably the first real attack ship, 
being expressly designed for trench strafing. It was turned out by Professor Junkers and 

financed by Tony Fokker, who at that time was flirting with the all-metal notion.

They took 'em young in the German air service. This is 
another of Max Immelmann's group who covered him
self with glory—and medals— before the war ended. 
If there's anything they left off his left breast, we'd 
never know it. But who ever heard of him? He's 

Unser Erfolgretcher Kampf Flieger Leutnant 
Gustav Leffers.
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HERE’S lots o’ people flyin’ around in airplanes with very 

little knowledge of the gasoline engine and what makes it tick. 
Nothing in the world pays better dividends for a little kindness 
than one of these babies. Also, there is nothing in the world that 
can do as dirty a trick in return for neglect or abuse.

At the right, we have a sketch of the Lambert R266, a sweet 
little power plant which turns up 85 horse power at cruising speed 
and weighs a little more than 200 pounds. Most radial, air-cooled 
engines have odd numbers of cylinders so, regardless of the posi
tion of the propeller, the odd cylinder provides assurance that 
there is nd “dead center” in the firing cycle. Thus, all cylinders 
have fired once at the completion of two rotations of the crank
shaft.

To explain this more fully, suppose we number the cylinders of 
our Lambert 1, 2, 3, 4, and 5. Now, after cylinder 1 fires, cylinder 
3 fires; and after cylinder 3 fires, cylinder 5 fires. In short, the 
order calls for the firing of every other cylinder. Thus, the second 
cylinder from our number 5, which has just fired, is number 2, 
and the second from that is 4. Number 1, of course, follows 4— 
which completes the cycle. Each cylinder has now fired once, and 
the crankshaft has rotated twice. Thus, the cylinder firing order 
is: 1, 3, 5, 2, 4—and back to 1.

G a s o l in e  t a n s

IN the four, stroke cycle engine, a cylinder 
doesn’t fire each time the piston goes up 
and down. It fires on every other down
ward stroke.

THE vaporized gasoline is drawn into the 
firing chamber through the open intake 
valve on the first down stroke of the 

. piston. This is called the Suction Stroke.

NOW, as the intake valve closes, the piston 
comes up and compresses the mixture of 
gasoline vapor and air, making it very 
explosive. This is called the Compression 
Stroke.

THEN, i f  the timing is correct, the piston 
starts down from compression and a spark 
is discharged from the spark plug. This 
spark explodes the mixture and the ex
plosion forces the piston dowji. This is 
called the Power Stroke.

HERE, the exhaust valve is released and 
the piston starts back on the up stroke. 
The fumes of the burned fuel are forced 
through the open valve and out through 
the exhaust manifold. This is called the 
Exhaust Stroke.

YOU student pilots should develop 
“ motor sense.”  You should get the “ feel”  
of your engine because it’s your best 
friend. It’ll pay you back with interest 
for a little thoughtful consideration. 
Don’t fail your motor—and it won’t fail 
you.

[17]



Legion of the Flame

Illustrated by C. B. Mayshark

KERRY KEEN 
ENCOUNTERS THE 
TORCH-BEARERS 

OF W AR !
O © G

T HE corridor of the Army and Navy 
Club was a bedlam. Men in uniform, 
civilian clothing, and incongruous com
binations of both, huddled in groups about 

loud-speakers. Some ran about making frantic 
inquiries for information as they stuffed their 
nervous fingers under the still-sticky flaps of 
telegram envelopes. Others sat in the big 
chairs of the New York club staring at news
paper headlines— pathetically helpless.

There was no sense to it all. No reason.
America was not at war— but war had struck 
America. There had been no warning, no 
frantic mob spirit of 1917, no intimation that 
war was at hand. No one even knew who the 
enemy was. But the enemy had struck!

There had been no warning— except that , 
strange radio signal that had been caught by 
a young amateur across the river in Wee- 
hawken. Two nights running he had tuned 
it in at 23.61 meters. On the third night he 
advised the Intelligence Officer at Governor’s 
Island. Then, next morning, the young ama
teur was riddled with a burst of machine gun 
bullets as he stepped out of his home, and 
forty-eight hours later, Governor’s Island was 
a shambles, as a result of an aerial bombing 
raid, staged with startling swiftness and ac
curacy. As far as could be understood, the 
machines engaged in the lightning-like raid 
carried British, French, and Italian markings.

The unfortunate part of this tragedy lay in the fact 
that twelve hours before the raid the machines of the 
Second Corps Area together with four National Guard 
units under the same jurisdiction obeyed a mad order 
given by Brigadier-General Alton Fullard and flew out 
to sea on a secret mission to a point far beyond their 
range—and they had never come back! Eight com
plete squadrons wiped out with hardly a word to in
dicate what had happened.

New York, the Metropolis of the nation, was left 
defenseless.

No wonder men who had seen war on a dozen fronts 
were stupefied. No wonder men dropped exhausted 
into the club chairs of the Army and Navy Club. Even 
these hardened—

But suddenly a low ripple of expectancy flittered 
through the crowd in the club lobby. A man in Air 
Service equipment, with crisp, iron gray mustache 
clipped in military fashion, strode in. His jaw jutted 
out like the turret of a gunboat. His eyes were small, 
dark and set close together. He flipped a short swag
ger-style cane up to his right eyebrow in response to 
a number of salutes.

“ Steelback”  Fullard was what the boys out at 
Mitchel Field called him.

He strode on, avoiding the glances of the men about 
him. One or two actually tried to intercept him and 
ask for information, but he flipped the leather bound 
stick in a manner that indicated that he had no wish 
to speak to anyone.

“ The yellow dog!”  a young Navy Ensign snorted 
under his breath. “ If he don’t turn in his resigna
tion and get out of the country tonight, someone ought 
to shoot him.”

Brigadier-General Fullard stalked on past the ele
vator and strode up the stairs. He wished to avoid 
the two Army Majors who were waiting to go up to 
the emergency Corps Area office. Up three flights he 
climbed, then turned down the corridor, inserted a 
key in the last door, and pushed it open. He went on 
into his sitting room and switched on a light.

A man in boots, Bedford cord breeches, and khaki 
shirt stood in the shadow between the two windows 
that looked down on the ̂ street.

For a moment Brigadier General Fullard stood petri
fied. The man in front of him smiled— a viperish smile.
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As Barney dived the black amphibian upon another two-seater, the 
fires of wrecked planes lit up the Jersey meadows. One of the main! 
supports of the aerial highway had been hit—a long section of the 

Skyway lay tangled in the mud.

“ Who are you? . . . .  What are you doing in this 
room?”  snapped Fullard, peering toward the man in 
the shadows. As he spoke, his hand moved toward the 
bell-button on the wall, but a glinting weapon in the 
hands of his “guest” halted him.

“ Keep away, Fullard,” the man said. “ It’s all over 
— this time.”

“ Brainard!— Brainard, you swine!”  gasped Fullard. 
“ Then it was you who . . . .  who gave that order and 
sent those men to their doom.”

THE man before him nodded. It was the nod of 
a man who has won— a patronizing gesture that 

burned the nerves of the Brigadier-General. Then the 
man crouched and jerked his gun trigger. There was 
a low “plop”  and something caught Fullard in the face.

Then the General’s assailant darted to one side, low
ered his gun, and stared at his victim with cruel in
terest. The Brigadier stiffened, struggled to keep his 
feet. His eyes went glassy. Blood trickled down his

Out to a “dead spot”  in the Atlantic roared 
America’s proud squadrons of the air—  
ordered to a watery grave by their own 
commander. And now from the sky a ruth
less, unknown enemy struck, pouring de
struction upon defenseless New York.

t

True, America was not at war. Yet flames 
leaped from the canyons of Wall Street and 
airports nearby lay in utter ruin. There had 
been no warning of this holocaust— none 
save the meager messages intercepted by a 
lone radio amateur. And the body of that 
amateur now lay huddled on a doorstep 

— riddled with bullets!

© © ©
face, ran along the curve of his jaw, and 
dropped off the prow of his chin.

Fullard tried to speak, but no sound save a 
choking gurgle came from his mouth. The man 
before him only wratched with diabolical inter
est the; effect of the shot. Then satisfied, he 
stepped forward with fiendish calm, curled a 
cruel right-hand blow, and felled the tottering 
Brigadier like an ox. Then he unbuttoned the 
fallen Army man’s coat, slipped it clear of his 
limp arms, and with a cruel smile pulled it on. 
Finally, he made a hurried examination of the 
room.

His eyes searched the walls, floors, and fu r 
niture in a vain search for something. At last, 
consulting the watch on his wrist, he gave up 
and went back to the distorted body on the 
floor. A quick flip and he had removed the 
identification bracelet around the Brigadier’s 
sun-tanned wrist and transferred it to his 
own. Then'he drew a small pocket-knife from 
his breeches pocket and went across to the 
pine-panneled wall. He found a small hole that 
had been started there. For two or three min

utes he worked on it, then took a small metal slug 
from his pocket and forced its round-nose end into 
the wall. He carefully collected the slivers and shavings 
that had fallen and put them in a small sheet of paper 
which he twisted up into a tiny lump. With a last 
glance at the body on the floor, he went into the ante
room, and picked up the Brigadier’s trench coat and 
hat.

Tugging the cap down over one eye, “ Steelback”  man
ner, and swinging the trench coat over his arm, he took 
up the swagger stick, glanced at himself in the mirror, 
and marvelled at the striking resemblance he made to 
the man who lay dead in the other room. Then he 
walked out.

A T his Graylands home on Long Island, Kerry Keen 
sat before elaborate radio equipment. For three 

hours he had sat thus, with the dial of his set tuned 
to 23.61 meters, checking the incoming signals back and 
forth with every bit of equipment available. Finally he
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decided that the mysterious messages were coming from 
a station located somewhere in the lower part of Man
hattan. Again and again he re-checked his directional 
beam control.

Across the room, Barney O’Dare was taking down 
notes on another set, which was tuned to commercial 
stations that were giving out the amazing details of the 
latest air raid that had destroyed Floyd Bennett Field 
and had blown up the National Guard hangars at Miller 
Field, Staten Island.

Keen studied the notes as Barney passed them over 
to him. He frowned and seemed unusually tired. He 
had enjoyed no sleep for more than forty hours.

“ The set has a decided Marconi twang,” he said for 
the tenth time in an hour.

“ So? . . . .  Well them Limey planes are all fitted with 
Marconi sets made at Electra House in London.

“ Bah! You Micks would blame it on the British. I 
tell you every British service ship has been accounted 
for.”

“But some of these babies had British markings, 
didn’t they?”

“ Paint’s cheap! Wait a minute. . . . Hello, he blew 
it at last. He’s getting out.”

“ Where is it?” asked Barney anxiously.
“ Somewhere down near the Battery. He told them 

to come in from the North River side— an Autogiro, I’ll 
bet a hat. Get that bus out, Barney!”

“ There’s two hundred buildings down there around 
the Battery,”  Barney sniffed. “ You’ll never get him.”

“ I’ll bet a buck there’s only one offering a roof big 
enough to take a chance like that. If they can do it, 
we can. Get going.”

Keen hurled himself away from the radio with a 
weary groan. He pulled a black coverall out of a closet, 
pulled it on. Then he took out a parachute, helmet, 
goggles, and black gloves. Finally, he slipped a scarlet 
mask in his breast pocket and gave the room a careful 
look-over before he left.

Inside the secret hangar 
Barney already had a sleek, 
black amphibian on the turn
table. The motor ticked with 
a strange hiss. Keen snapped 
the lights off and Barney 
pulled the lever that opened 
the hidden door through the 
fantastic rock garden. Si
lent, well-oiled gears raised 
the massive doors and the 
folding-wing job rolled onto 
the foliage - shielded ramp.
When the doors had closed 
behind them, Barney drew 
back two long levers which 
unfolded the wings and Keen 
rotated two cranks that shoved fhe tips out three feet 
further.

The mystery ship taxied down into the water and 
took to her floats. The motor, muffled by the latest 
Skodas, purred like the power-plant of a $10,000 car. 
Keen guided her out into the open water, took her off 
carefully, and climbed until the altimeter showed 3,000 
feet. Then he cut out the mufflers, and the black plane 
hurtled along at 250 m.p.h. toward the tip of Manhattan.

He held her to a course which avoided the swaying 
blades of light that criss-crossed about the sky from 
Fort Hamilton and Fort Hancock. When more beams 
hurriedly broke out from Fort Slocum, outside New 
Rochelle, and a test burst fanged out from the Anti- 
Aircraft battery at Fort Wadsworth on Staten Island, 
Keen doused the navigation lights and shut the motor 
off. He glided the craft for two or three miles, then
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cut in the Skodas again. At last, he curled clear of 
Sandy Hook and eased toward the tip of Manhattan.

“ Still fighting the remains of the blaze at Governor’s 
Island, Barney,”  he muttered to his gunner.

“ An’ look ye at Bennett Field. Still burning!”
“We’ll get the devils, Barney.”
“ Ay, and get a packet ourselves, too, I’m figuring.” 
“ Shut up, Morbid. This may be a lark before we get 

through.”
Ay, an’ yer lark might turn into a buzzard before 

yer can say ‘Abyssinia’.”

BRR-OOOM! The A-A guns had rasped out again 
and their ship danced in the concussion. Keen, 

however, held to his course and actuating his flaps eased 
down at a ridiculously low speed. Like a ghost, the black 
plane approached the tip of Manhattan which was now 
in shadows since nearly all of the lights had been doused 
by a government order. A large blaze, however, burned 
in the financial district and threw a pall of smoke across 
toward the North River.

“ Where the hell you goin’ ?” demanded Barney. 
“ Taking a look around,”  smirked Keen, sending the 

slow-flying amphibian down into a scarf of the black 
smoke. “ See that building facing the Aquarium . . . .  
down there?”

“ The new Navigation Building?—why that’s full of 
steamship agencies and shipping firms. What’s the 
idea?”

“ Look at the roof! Half a block long-and as level as 
a table! Now hold tight!”

Barney gulped as he watched' Keen maneuver the 
ship down. They cut in from the Jersey side and pierced 
the thick blanket of smoke, expecting any instant to 
smash into the granite walls of a skyscraper, but Keen 
held her firm, nose on the circular Aquarium, then he 
put her into a daring side-slip. The black plane slid 
toward the top of the building. The flaps braked her, 
and she dropped with a crunch on the pebble-coated 
roof. Keen rammed on the wheel brakes and held his 
breath. She came to a dull crunching halt not ten feet 
from the retaining wall that overlooked the lower end 
of Greenwich Street.

“Whew! You take the biscuit, boss,” gasped Barney 
when he could get his breath. “ Now what?”

“ Plenty! You get her turned around first. Then have 
everything ready for a take-off. If any other ship tries 
to land here . . . .  a 'Giro, for instance, let her have a 
drumful. Give me a few minutes and I’ll be back with 
you, but you must be prepared to take her off. Get 
that?”

“ Oooof!” spluttered the still-trembling Barney.
While the Mick struggled to get the tail around and 

back the ship as near to the wall as possible, Keen 
slipped out of his parachute harness, drew on his scarlet 
mask, and ran along the edge of the retaining wall. His 
fingers worked like lightning as he felt for wires— 
aerial wires.

At last he found what he was seeking—a four-strand 
antenna hung over star-shaped porcelain insulators in 
the typical Navy manner. The joints were properly 
soldered and shielded. The lead-in carried through 
bakelite fittings and was carefully protected as it ran 
over the retaining wall.

“ Neat job,”  agreed Keen. “ It would never have been 
noticed from above. Direction most suitable for re
ceiving short-wave signals from out at sea. Now let’s 
find where the lead-in goes.”

He leaned over the wall and peered down. The in
sulated lead-in wire trailed down to a window two sto
ries below the roof. There was a light in that window— 
a remarkable fact, considering that nearly all the win
dows on that side of the building were in darkness.
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Keen studied the situation a minute, then coolly 
climbed over the edge of the wall. He was like a cat 
in his movements now. All the weariness of the hour 
before seemed to have been dissipated in that tingling 
flight from Long Island. He found the indentations in 
the brick facing, steadied himself. His lean fingers 
caught the top of the wall and with a last glance at 
Barney, who was climbing back into the amphibian, 
he started down the buttress.

A slip would have meant death—death hundreds of 
feet below. But Keen was planning minutes ahead and 
he lowered himself step by step with amazing skill. 
Once he was level with the window-sill of the lighted 
room, he stepped lightly across and held on by the sash 
that was partly open. He waited a moment and lis
tened while he got his breath. There was no sound in
side. No talking. He smiled at the break Fate had 
given him. He did not get many. Keen had to make 
his breaks.

Quietly he raised the lower sash so that there was 
room to enter. Then he drew his gun and flicked the 
shade cord so that the roller dog allowed the linen 
shield to screech up with a crisp flap.

The scene that met his eyes almost made him fall 
back.

FACING him in the center of the room, his back to
ward a large roll-top desk that was cunningly fitted 

with a complete two-way radio set, stood Brigadier- 
General Alton Fullard. Keen knew him from the many 
photographs that had appeared in the newspapers dur
ing the past three days.

Keen dropped into the room, completely covered in 
his black coverall and scarlet mask. In his hands he 
held a gun that squinted its lone orb directly at Fullard’s 
belt buckle. The man in the Air Service uniform took 
three back steps, tried to get his hands on the radio set.

“Nothing doing, Fullard. I want to see that wave
length you were using. Edge off!”

“Who are you ?”  the man gasped.
“You’ve heard of me, Fullard, just as I have heard 

of you,”  Keen snapped, shoving the Air Service man 
away from the desk roughly. “Just as I thought. Work
ing on 23.61, eh. You sent for help a short time ago, 
didn’t you?”

“ How do you know?”
“ Ever hear of a directional antenna? I have one, 

and I checked every licensed station that is listed on 
that unusual wave band only to find that there were 
none in this area. But my instruments showed you were 
somewhere in lower Manhattan—though there was no 
way of finding out exactly where until you called for 
help and told your confederate that he was to come in to 
the roof from the North River side. This happens to 
be the only building in this section that jibed with the 
.requirements for a landing. Now what about it?” 

“You—you are the Griffon?” husked the man in uni
form.*

The scarlet-masked man only rasped on. “ Why did 
you send the ships of the Second Corps area out to that 
ridiculous rendezvous 68 W. 36 N—a point at least 400 
miles away from any land on the Atlantic seaboard? 
That meant a flight of at least 800 miles regardless of 
wind— and not one of those planes had a range of more 
than 600 miles.”

“ It was a mistake—a typographical error, I tell you.” 
“You lie! The position was pointed out to you on 

two different occasions and the impossibility of their 
return explained, but you turned down all suggestions. 
You knew they were going to their deaths!”

“ It’s a lie . . . .  a lie . . . .  a mistake in the Signal 
office.”

“ That’ll be all, Fullard. You’ve written your own

sentence with that set there. You had that young ama
teur killed when he warned the Intelligence Officer of 
the 16th Regiment. You knew the net was drawing in 
then.”

“ If it’s a matter of money,” the man in uniform urged 
oilily, “there’s plenty.” The man in the mask stared down 
at the stack of bills that had been tossed over to him. 
He picked them up, stuffed them in his coverall pocket.

“ Thanks! There’re plenty down at Governor’s Island 
who can use this. But you’re not clearing off, Fullard.”

The man in uniform blanched and backed away. “What 
do you want?” he husked, wild-eyed.

“ The easiest way out. There’s a gun on your desk 
there. Use that. They’ll see that you are well covered 
up. You might even get a military funeral. They’re 
funny that way in the Army.”

“You mean . . . .  suicide? Like hell!”
“ All right, it’s up to you. 

How would you like a court 
martial, muffled drums, rib
bons removed, and a firing 
squad? That’s the alterna
tive, you know.”

“ I’ll take that. Let’s go.”  
“ Fine. Lead the way to 

the roof.”
“Who are you, anyway?” 

demanded the Army man 
again.

Keen flipped a card across 
the table. The captive picked 
it up and smiled. “ I guessed 
it,” he said, pocketing the 
card. “ Come on.” Then he 

pulled his cap down over his eyes and slung the trench 
coat over his arm. Keen followed, his gun hidden in a 
fold of his coverall.

They went out into the corridor and mounted two 
flights of stairs. Keen wondered how he could turn 
him over to someone and still retain his masquerade. 
The Army man was wondering what the Griffon had 
on the roof.

They shoved the fireproof door open, stepped out on 
the pebbled roof. For a moment the Army man tried 
to focus his vision. Then he spotted the amphibian at 
the far end— and he knew he was sunk.

“ Go on— over there. Get into that ship,”  ordered the 
Griffon.

But before either could take another step, there was a 
low moan above them. Something was descending on 
whirling rotors. Then from the far end of the roof a 
gun spat flame. Barney had seen it too. , *

Keen stood stock still wondering what to do. Then 
before he could make a move, the Army man swung 
his heavy trench coat out and smothered Keen with its 
wide folds. Keen fired once and threw the enveloping 
coat away. He saw the Army man climbing up on the 
parapet of the roof and stand erect with his arms up. 
Out of the smoky darkness above crept a black and gold 
Autogiro, a swinging rope ladder dangling from its 
wide-splayed undercarriage.

The next series of events happened so fast that Keen 
never quite decided which happened first. He saw the 
Army man grab the rope ladder and flip away. Then 
there was a blaze of bullets from the direction of the 
amphibian and the ladder jerked.

“ No, Barney!” screamed Keen. But Barney did not 
hear.

The Autogiro staggered. The dangling figure, twist
ing not twenty feet above the parapet of the building, 
let out a low cry. Then the ’Giro slid away, its motor 
opened with a roar, and it climbed into the smoky mist.

(Continued on page 68)



Japan—A ir T itan of the East
In this, the second article on the air strength of the nations, is told the story of Japan’s persevering rise 
in air power since the World W ar— a rise which now places Nippon third in military sky strength, with 
no less than 1,939 planes in her services. Mr. Martin will consider the flying forces of France in our Janu

ary number. Don’t miss it!
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By David Martin

WHEN one attempts to gauge the air strength of 
Japan, the data must necessarily be offered with 
tongue in cheek; for though Japan stands third 
in military air power, the figures at hand hardly tell 

the whole story. In our measurement of power, we 
must train our attention on the insistent aero growth 
enjoyed by the land of Nippon in the past ten years. 
First line aircraft leaped from a total of 328 to fully 
1,939 in that decade— and even the most blase expert 
must raise his eyebrows in 
the face of such progress.

What a record! And the lit
tle yellow men are not thought 
of as being particularly me
chanical minded. Certainly, 
their youths do not have the 
same broad opportunity to 
familiarize themselves with 
engines, cars, motorcycles, 
and the like, as does the 
young American, Englishman, 
or German. Yet we’re asking 
ourselves: Where will the
Japanese Imperial Air Service 
stand in power by the end of 
1936 ? If it continues the pace 
chalked up in the last two years, it will lead the world!

At this writing, the strained international relations 
stirred up by the Italo-Ethiopian situation threaten to 
plunge the world into a Martian mess involving Britain, 
Italy, France, and possibly the United States. All this 
has diverted attention from the activities of the Jap
anese, which for many months elicited close scrutiny. 
America had watched the work of the Japanese flyers 
in the Shanghai uprising and later in the Manchurian 
land-grab with great care, but of late the European 
tangle has swung the needle of interest in another 
direction. The announcement of the under-cover Ger
man Air Service, the recent naval agreement between 
Germany and Great Britain, and the Italian move on

Ethiopia provided new and intense discussion.
But we must not overlook Japan which, you will 

probably recall, was the one great power that agreed 
to supply the Ethiopians with war materials! If an 
African war breaks out and Japanese ships become em
broiled in the resulting blockade, you can prepare your
self for almost anything.

And if Japan is drawn in, you can bet all you own
that the Japanese Naval Air Service will be in there

with plenty to show for their 
efforts of the past ten'years.

There’s a story behind all
this: After the Great War,
in which Japan played but a 
modest part, her admirals and 
generals figured that the first 
line of defense had suddenly 
been taken from the laps of 
the navy and set down in the 
cockpits of the air service. 
Japan had no air service to 
speak of in 1918— but Japan 
was the first nation in the 
world to lay down a vessel 
originally intended as an air
craft carrier! Today they 

have four of the finest ships of this type in any Navy.
But we are digressing. As soon as the Great War 

actually closed, Japan quietly saw her chance. There 
were hundreds of skilled pilots in the world, all looking 
for jobs. There were dozens of training squadrons with 
full facilities in Britain and France. Those young mert 
who had suddenly been left without a war on their 
hands were delighted to go to Japan for a few months 
to teach young Japanese Army and Navy men how to 
fly. And when you were taught by a fresh-from-the- 
front ex-service man, brother, you were taught! These 
instructors had faced death, listened to the zip of lead, 
and seen the glare of tracers. They knew how to fly and 
—what few pilots seem to learn today— they knew how

First off, here’s the Japanese Kawasaki 88-2, a two- 
place job turned out by the Kawasaki Dockyard Co., 
of Kobe. There are two models of this craft, one a 
light bomber and the other an attack ship. Both are 
powered with Japanese-made B.M.W. engines and 

carry three machine guns.

The Nipponese are decidedly interested in their country’s air defense. These five trim fighting ships were 
purchased with money donated by employees of Tokyo firms. They’re Army craft—four Nakajima

91’s and a Kawasaki light bomber.
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to crash. The era of para
chutes had not yet dawned, 
remember; and while the 
parachute may be the aerial 
life perserver, the boys of 
the'old days could do a lot 
of funny things to get 
down safely under condi
tions that would call for a 
bail-out today.

The Nipponese sopped all 
this up with a will. Frank
ly, the Japs I saw were 
real pilots. And I saw plen
ty of them getting the 
same courses in 1919 that 
we war flyers had been getting under more distressing 
conditions in 1917 and 1918. There’s no doubt that 
Japan “ won the war in the air,” if you get what I mean. 
They got more out of it for a small outlay than any 
other nation.

After that, they were able to buy up the overproduc
tion of British, American, and French aircraft factories 
at low rates. Once they had the machines and pilots 
they went to work in a businesslike manner and organ
ized their Army and Navy Air Service. For like the 
United States, they make a distinct difference in the

two types of service.
For one thing, they built 

up their Naval Air Service 
on British lines and even 
went so far as to employ 
thirty British naval experts 
to organize it. As everyone 
knows, the Japanese Navy 
is a direct copy of the 
British, and it was natural 
that they should continue 
this type of training and 
organization with the aid 
of men who had once built 
up the Royal Naval Air 
Service.

With the Army Air Service, however, they under
took different tactics. Here they employed French 
and German officers, and while the Navy used British 
and American machines, the Army devoted its efforts 
to French equipment. But still they were not satisfied. 
They wanted their own equipment, so with Government 
backing, several large manufacturing and shipbuilding 
concerns were given contracts to design and manu
facture planes and motors. Following the usual Japanese 
tactics, they first purchased a number of manufacturing 
licenses on noted European and American motors and

Cream of the Japanese pursuit crop is the Kawasaki 92 
fighter, shown above. This deadly craft has a top speed 
of 225 m.p.h. and can climb to 16,400 ft. in nine minutes. 

The power plant is the 450 h.p. B.M.W.

JAPAN’S AIR FIGHTERS
Army Single-Seater Fighters

Name Type Motor Armament Speed Remarks
Nakajima 91 Mono. 450 Jupiter 2 Vickers I 198 French type.
Kawasaki 92 Biplane 450 B.M.W. 2 Vickers I 225 Cream of service.

Army Reconnaissance

Kawasaki 88-2 Biplane 450 B.M.W. 2 Vic., 1 Lewis 136 Also a bomber. (See below)
Kawasaki 88-1 Biplane 450 B.M.W. 2 Vic., 1 Lewis 142 Wonf military prize.
Mitsubishi 92 Mono. 420 Jaguar 2 Vic., 1 Lewis 136 British type.

, Army Day Bombers

Kawasaki 88-2 Biplane 450 B.M.W. 2 Vic., 1 Lewis 142 Carries 1,000 lb. bomb.
Kawasaki 93 Biplane 600 B.M.W. 2 Vic., 1 Lewis ? On secret list.

Army Long-Distance Bombers

Kawasaki DoN Mono. (2) 450 B.M.W. 0 ? Re-designed Dornier.
Junkers G-38 JMono. (4) Junkers 9 Re-designed German air- v. 

transport.

Nakajima 90 Biplane

Navy Shipboard Fighter

450 Jupiter 1 2 Vickers I 192 All-metal fighter.
Navy Reconnaissance

Nakajima 91 
Nakajima 90-llb 
Kawanishi 90

Biplane
Biplane
Biplane

450 Jupiter 
450 Jupiter 
450 Jupiter

2 Vic., 2 Lewis 
2 Vic., 1 Lewis 
2 Vic., 1 Lewis

160
140

For catapult work. 
Landplane version. 
Twin-pontoon ship.

Navy Bombers

Aichi 92 Biplane 600 Lorraine 2 Vic., 1 Lewis 9 Three-sea ter.
Kawanishi KF-1 Biplane (2) 450 Jupiter ? 123 Flying boat.

Navy Long-Distance Patrol

Navy 90-1_______I Mono. (3) 700 Hisso. 6 guns 136 Flying boat.
Number of Army squadrons—34 
Number of Navy squadrons—40 
Balloon corps—2 
Airship squadrons—1

Aircraft carriers—4 
Seaplane transports—2 
Number of first line aircraft—1,939 
Flying personnel—17,000
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also complete planes. After British, French, American 
and German experts had shown them all there was to 
be shown on how to put this material into production, 
the Japs began making their own. So today they turn 
out fighting craft comparing favorably with first class 
Western planes.

That’s how Japan came to be able to offer war sup
plies to Ethiopia—meaning planes, motors, machine 
guns, anti-aircraft guns, and modern rifles.

And now let’s consider their Army Air Service.
The headquarters of the Military Aviation Arm is 

at Kojimachi, Tokyo, and the Director is Lieutenant- 
General G. Hori. The system includes four departments: 
General Affairs, Technical,
Supply, and Inspection.
There are four main flying 
schools at Shimoshidzu, 
where training, tactics, and 
reconnaissance are taught.
The fighter training school 
is at Akeno, and at Ham
amatsu they provide train
ing in day and night bomb
ing. Moreover, a headquar
ters field at Tokorozawa 
offers flight training and 
engineering.

The M ilitary  Corps 
usually consists of eight 
aviation regiments, two 
balloon corps, and the four 
main flying schools. About 1,000 planes of various types 
are now on hand. The eight aviation regiments consist 
of thirty-two squadrons. There are fifteen fighting 
squadrons, eight bombing squadrons, and eleven re
connaissance outfits. The balloon squadrons are usually 
quartered at Chiba.

The activity of the military squadrons during the 
Manchuria trouble so stimulated national attention that 
within a few weeks 150 planes, 60 anti-aircraft guns, 
many A-A machine-guns, searchlights, and motor-car 
equipment was purchased and donated to the govern
ment by public spirited groups.

Would any of our Lions Clubs or Epworth Leagues 
like to donate a new Boeing to our national defense? 
You get the idea—the attitude over there is different.

At present, most military aircraft are manufactured 
in the Government arsenals at Tokyo and Nagoya. The

Nakajima, Kawasaki, Ishikawajima, and Mitsubishi 
companies also manufacture fighting ships.

The Japanese Air Service (Army) uses Nakajima 
91’s and the Kawasaki 92 for their pursuit ships. You 
no doubt have seen pictures of them in this magazine 
before. The Nakajima is a high-wing monoplane pow
ered with a Japanese-made British “Jupiter” rated at 
450 m.p.h. It has a top speed of 198.7 miles per hour. 
No details of the armament has been disclosed. The 
Kawasaki 92 uses the Kawasaki-made German B.M.W. 
rated at 450 h.p. and it does 225 top. It won the recent 
Japanese military trials for single-seaters, competing 
against many fine machines. It’s a stubby biplane of

unusual maneuverability.
For reconnaissance they 

use the Kawasaki 88-2 and 
88-1, both biplanes powered 
with the 450 B.M.W. They 
also use the Mitsubishi 92 
monoplane powered with 
the Mitsubishi-made “Jag
uar.” The latter model does 
136.

The day bombers are the 
Kawasaki 88-2 and the 
Kawasaki 93 biplane. This 
latter is a two-seater, all- 
metal job with a 600
B.M.W. motor and appears 
to be on a stringent secret 
list. Practically nothing is 

known about it abroad, but we presume it is a larger 
version of the single-seater 92,

The long-distance bombers— and the pilots of the 
Japanese Air Service have to do a great deal of this 
sort of work in their training— use the Kawasaki-Dor- 
nier DoN monoplane fitted with two 450 B.M.W. motors. - 
They also have the Junkers G-38 monoplane which uses 
four Junkers engines. This is the same ship as that used 
by the German Luft Hansa lines. It carries a disposable 
load of 20,100 lbs. at a speed of 134 miles per hour.

They have a lot of these G-38’s— so if you think 
Japan can’t do a nice bombing job on short notice, 
look up the performance figures of this Junkers G-38 
and get a shock. In addition, the Japanese have a num
ber of De Havilland Moths for transport, ambulance, 
and certain communications work. They also use 

(Continued on page 89)

Don’t let those hieroglyphics on the tail fool you! The 
sky-hurtlers o f the Land of the Rising Sun are Airplanes 
with a capital “ A ,”  as is amply evidenced by this Kawa- 
nishi 90 Reconnaissance Seaplane. A 450 h.p. Jap-made 
“ Jupiter”  powers this hahy, and two Vickers and a Lewis 

compose the lead-throwing equipment.

This shot of a recent Japanese Naval Review outside Yokohama harbor shows a flight of 600 h.p. Lorraine 
motored Aichi Seaplanes speeding over the battleship fleet. The Aichi’s are bombing jobs.



Taxi in on this runway and pick up a plane load of laughs! In this department, we present a collection 
of jokes, cartoons, and humorous verse. For all original contributions which we can use here, FLYING  
ACES will pay $1. No contributions will be returned unless a stamped, self-addressed envelope is enclosed.

"Himmel— Idt looks like der three-point 
landing!’ ’

Not Guilty
R. A. F. Sergeant: See a plane come 

down near here, sonny?
Johnny (nervously fingering his sling

shot) : N-n-no, Sir. I’ve only been shoot
ing at the windows in that empty house 
over there.

Free-dom of the A ir 
Ace: What is a Scotch airplane? 
Deuce: Shoot. What is it?
Ace: A glider.

Dumb Dora thinks an outside 
loop is an aerial for a radio 
compass.

Competition

Lady: How come
you’re a tramp?

Hobo: Crowded out 
of my profession. I’m 
a sky writer from 
Pittsburgh.

Got A way Just in  
T ime

First Novice Pilot 
(in a tailspin) : Say, 
just look at the earth, “Orders is
will you!

Second N. P. (looking over side) : 
Boy, we’re lucky we left it when we did. 
It sure is acting queer!

orders. The Lootenant said to break it ml"

sudden I saw a Fokker coming out of 
the corner of my eye—

Phineas: Gosh, how did it ever get 
there?

Spot Landing
“Joe’s some aviator! He landed in a 

jailyard measuring 20 ft. by 30 ft.” 
“ How did he do it?”
“Well, he flew too low over the city 

and the cops grabbed him.”

Prophesy
Nilly: When I become an aviator 

they’ll have a plane that flies itself.
Willy: Yeah, and when you’re an 

aviator, they’ll need one.

Too Quick for H im
German Pilot (in prison camp) : Did 

you see the new Sop Snipe?
Ditto: Not in time.

Performance!
Howell (just back from a patrol): 

. . . . I was flying along when all of a

W h y  Bother?
Greaseball (to aviatrix about to take 

off) : Say, the rudder on your ship’s 
fallen off, miss.

Aviatrix: Oh, that’s all right. It’s 
in the back—nobody will ever notice it.

Contact !
“ This is my plane,”  exploded the pilot 

getting into his second-hand contrap
tion. “And anything I say goes, see!” 

“ For gosh sake,” spoke up the me
chanic weakly, “Say ‘engine,’ mister!”

F irst Confirmation
Green Pilot (radio-ing to other ship 

on first patrol) : Say, Bob, are you all 
right?

Second Pilot: Sure, I’m Okay.
Green Pilot: Then that was a Kraut I 

shot down.

Not Much Sense

H e: Do you think airplanes 
will ever take the place of au
tomobiles?

She (blushing) : Silly! Who’d 
want to park in a damp old 
cloud!

Oh , Bab y !
Phineas: When is a nurse like 

an airplane?
Gillis: Don’t keep me in 

agony. When?
Phineas: When she’s a twin- 

pusher. Haw-w-w-w!

/&£o
/"-i* /jjj

Pilot: Sewed, by George!

Woof!
C.O. (after pilot has crippled 

ship in landing) : Where’s your 
dog?

Would-be Ace: Dog? Whatya 
mean?

C.O.: Well, you’re the first 
blind man I’ve seen that didn’t 
have a dog.

Expedition

Flyer (after landing): Say, 
sonny, how far is it to Bunk- ville?

Boy: It’s 24,996 miles the way 
you’re going—but if you turn 
back it’s only 4 miles.
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Design for Killing

Wately fought to hold the men in their Fokker-blasting maneuver 
—but he had hoped for too much. The circle formation of Spads 

suddenly broke to the four winds.

CAPTAIN CARSON WATELY sat hunched in the 
pit of his riddled Spad and watched that hell 
swirl about him. His eyes were squinted— hot 

like glowing coals. The 169th Pursuit had more than 
they could handle. The truth struck like a dull, throb
bing pain.

He hurled his ship across that fight. The checkered 
Fokkers were clever, damned clever. They didn’t thun
der across the air without rhyme or reason. They 
fought together like a well-oiled machine, and their 
system was taking its toll of the bewildered Spads.

Vimy Salzer wpnt down in the oven pit of a flaming 
Spad. A hot lingering curse spat through Wately’s lips. 
He caught a glimpse of Salzer’s white, tortured face and 
his heart hammered hard. He’d show these damned 
Boches— he’d show ’em!

Across the flight, he could see Dell Freeman with his 
huge, square body buldging against the sides of his cock
pit. Freeman was a wild, mad fighter without thought 
of fear. He had a notion that he was untouchable. And 
he fought with that idea foremost in his head. He was 
a hard man to handle, was Freeman, yet he was a fighter 
worth having.

For the past ten days, Freeman had got a victory on 
every flight. Ten confirmations within ten days. Today, 
he was out to make it eleven straight, and he fought 
with a wild abandon— fought like a wild man. Wately 
cursed him as he admired his courage. He needed Free
man to help him with the rookies. He didn’t want to lose 
him by a crazy chance.

Beyond Freeman was Dobbins— a kid who had been 
raised in Wately’s home town. The boy had the makings 
of a fighter. Right now, the kid was slamming through a 
brace of Boches and hammering out Vickers lead as he 
thundered through.

Then Wately hunched down. Spandau lead caught 
him in a crossfire. That was the way these particular 
Jerries worked. In pairs— bouncing a man about be
tween them until he didn’t know which way to turn, and 
then finishing him oif.

Do ten victories make an 
Ace? Dell Freeman, fearless 
fighter of the 169th, had 
rung up ten in as many 
days. But out of the Eastern 
shadows roared the dread 
von Berger and his circus, 
Spandaus flaming, bent on 
smashing the Yank flyers 
while they were still green 
— green like Dell Freeman.

o Q o

Wately kicked the rudder bar. An
other stream of lead whined past his 
ear. He cursed, lunged back. Again he 
was at the cross-point of the four 
streams of fire from the two ships. He 
cursed and pulled the stick, kicking the 
Spad up. The hammer of the slugs 

stopped. He whipped back and stiffened.
Below him, and to the left, a little drama leaped into 

life. Freeman, the bully, had whipped onto the tail of a 
Fokker. He was bearing down hotly for the kill that 
should keep his line of records unbroken. He wanted 
to make it eleven kills in eleven days . . . .

But at that very instant, to the right of Freeman, a 
Fokker had attached itself to the tail of Lieutenant 
Whipple’s ship, with deadly intent. Whipple was sitting 
white and fixed in the pit. The slugs were hammering 
through his fuselage— eating their way closer— closer—  
closer to his hunched head. He suddenly lost his reason, 
and held that Spad in the death stream with a frozen 
hand . . . .

Freeman might have gotten the Hun who was pepper
ing Whipple, or he could have at least driven him off. 
But he wasn’t taking any chances. The kill in front of 
him was sure— he didn’t want to spoil his score. That 
was the kind of a man Freeman was. His record meant 
more to him than saving a buddy.

Then Kid Dobbins came into the play. Like a catapult
ed thing, he hurled his Spad across the nose of Free
man’s ship to blast the Jerry who was killing Whipple. 
So close Dobbins came to Freeman’s screaming prop, 
that Freeman was forced to turn down slaunehwise and 
let his Jerry go.

Dobbin’s guns were spitting flame. The Jerry was 
forced off Whipple’s tail. Whipple pulled out with shat
tered control and limped toward home. Dobbins sent his 
Spad screaming in pursuit of the German who lifted 
into a cloud bank and was lost. Dobbins was lost with 
him. Freeman shook his fist at that cloud, shouted 
curses.

Wately knew that to stay in that sky was suicide. 
With heavy heart, he signalled his men home. Freeman 
followed reluctantly. His record had been spoiled by a 
mere kid.

Half way back, Wately jerked a look back for Dobbins 
but he wasn’t there. A cold feeling crept up Wately’s 
spine. He couldn't turn back now. Dobbins had taken
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THRILLING STORY OF W AR  SKIES 

By Orlando Rigoni
Author of “ Suicide Spandaus,” “The Scarlet Scourge,”  etc.

his chances, he’d have to play his string out. With a 
swift, tight movement of the stick, Wately sent his Spad 
screaming for the landing field at Passavant. He tax
ied to the line in a cloud of dust.

THE men came down in his backwash. They crowded 
up. Freeman strode before Wately.

“ Well, captain, I ain’t exactly used to this kind o f 
thing.”

“ Meaning what?”
“ Meaning that we ran away from those Huns. Have 

you developed liver trouble all of a sudden?” Freeman 
said hotly.

Wately colored. His thin, rather bony face flushed all 
the way to his hair. “ Freeman, you’re a damned fool!” 
he snapped. “ We hadn’t a chance there in that fight. 
We’ve got to get organized. I know what’s eating you. 
You’re mad because you didn’t make your kill today.
Well, get this straight—I’m not risking the whole flight 
for the personal glory of you or anybody else!”

“ I’d of got my kill if it hadn’t been for that damned 
fledgling of yours. That’s twice he’s spoiled my 
game— ”

Wately cut in swiftly, “you could have saved Whip
ple yourself, but you weren’t thinking of anything but 
your record. The Kid did save Whipple, and in doing 
it, he had to cut across the nose of your ship. He took 
a damned long chance.”

“ I’ll say he did,”  Freeman cried, “ I nearly put Vic- 
kers lead into his worthless hide!”

A tense silence flung among the men. Into that silence, 
Wately’s voice came cold and hard. “ I wouldn’t put it 
past you, Freeman.”

Freeman snarled and turned into the 
crateshack to fix up his record-board that 
he kept on the wall. Wately followed the 
straggling flight over to the canteen. Dully, 
he wondered where the kid was. He or
dered a cognac and drank it with a single 
gulp. That didn’t help much. For ten min
utes he stood there, glaring at his face in 
the cracked mirror behind the bar.

Suddenly, Freeman came in and braced 
his huge, square body against the bar. His 
shaggy head was like the head of a lion.
It was set tight against his wide shoul
ders. There was an oil smear across his 
face from the stacks of his Hisso. He 
drank a brandy and smacked his lips. Then he turned 
toward the men beside him with a dramatic gesture of 
his hand. ' t

“ The kid came back just now,”  he snorted, “ with a 
damned fine fairy tale. He said he got lost in that cloud 
and came out over Neuville. He said he got mixed up 
with von Berger’s crazy circus arifl got away by the 
skin of his teeth. I don’t believe a word of it. He had 
the jitters, maybe, or— well, he might have been try
ing to grab off a chunk of the glory soup all for him
self.”

Wately was facing Freeman. His slim body was drawn 
up rather stiff and straight. The posture matched his 
polished boots, and clean-shaven, sun-tanned face. Car- 
son Wately was a military man. His words were swift, 
and hard.

“ If the kid says he ran into von Berger’s circus, then 
he did. If he says he saw pink elephants with wings,
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than he saw them, too. I’ve known the lad since he wore 
knee pants. He’s not the lying kind— none of the Dob
bins ever were.”

Freeman drowned his drink and smacked his thick 
lips. “ So you’re falling for his palaver, are you? You’re 
crazy as hell, Wately. What would a crack outfit like 
von Berger’s be doing down here against a bunch of 
green Yanks?”

“ If we’re a bunch of green Yanks, the war would be 
over sooner if there were more like us. We didn’t do 
so bad against that Staffel at Etain,”  Wately said 
stiffly. The Germans are out to teach us a lesson. They 
figure that it’s much better to blast us while we’re 
green than wait until we become invincible.”

Freeman spat. “ I’ve heard a lot of that talk, Wately. 
You sound like old Shaggytop, from Mons.”

“ It isn’t talk, Freeman. Outside of Richthofen, von 
Berger is the best man for the job.”

“ Tell you what I’ll do,”  Freeman said grimly, “ I’ll 
just bet you fifty dollars, Captain, that the kid didn’t 
see anything—not a damned thing!”

“ I’ll take that bet,”  Wately agreed quietly. “Just be
cause the kid happened to spoil your record is no reason 
to be down on him. He’s got courage and skill. Someday, 
he’ll be showing you how to do your fighting, Freeman.” 

“ Bunk!” Freeman cried, “ he’s just a dumb cluck 
that’s run into a lot of luck. The next time he pulls any 
more fast ones on me, he’ll find lead of a different brand 
coming his way. His story about von Berger is all pop
py-cock to make a name for— ”

A tight, flat voice in the doorway, said, “ just what 
do you mean, Freeman?”

Freeman and Wately spun around. Dobbins, the kid, 
was standing in the dorway with his thin 
legs braced a little wide. His white, point
ed face was streaked with blood that had 
dried and clotted. There was a burning 
fire in his squinted eyes.

Freeman tensed visibly. The kid 
crossed the floor and confronted him. 
“ We were just discussing that pipe- 
dream of yours,”  Freeman told him with 
a half sneer in his voice.

Dobbins stiffened. “ It wasn’t a pipe 
dream, sir!”

“ Then it was a wild grab at the glory 
soup!” Freeman snapped.

“ I’m not grabbing at that kind of 
glory, Freeman. I hate grandstanding, and I hate a man 
who’ll let a buddy die because he’s out after glory of his 
own. I say, I saw von Berger— ”

A mighty wrath surged to Freeman’s face. He had 
set his heart on that record of killings. This kid, before 
him, had spoiled it all. Venom was in the words as they 
struck out, “ you lie!”

A LMOST like a physical blow those words! The kid 
winced. Then his long arm shot out. The blow 

caught Freeman on the thick-corded neck!
Freeman laughed— a laugh that was a loud, animal 

noise. He didn’t change his position. His thick shoulders 
swung with his arm. Back of his fisted hand, was the 
two-hundred pounds of his hard body. Dobbins was lift
ed by that blow and flung across the room.

Wately leaped in front of Freeman. “ Enough of 
(Continued on page 85)



War Planes Album

GOTHA GTAHDAHP
The Standard Gotha

W HEN one mentions a Gotha, 
we instinctively think of the 

standard Gotha— the pusher powered 
with the two 260 h.p. Mercedes. This 
isn’t hard to understand, for this is 
the model that carried out the night 
raids over France and England and 
was best known to flying men. But 
Gotha also made many other models.

The firm originally was an old 
wagon works and in the early days 
of aviation—that is, a few years be-

Gotha Tractor Seaplane -

THIS is an interesting model of 
the Gotha line, inasmuch as we 

note that they have incorporated the 
twin-engine design into a giant sea
plane. The floats show excellent 
streamline design and craftsman
ship. The usual display of criss
crossed, bracing struts, however, 
cluttered up the area below the 
fuselage.

The motors in this ship were set 
tractor fashion in complete metal 
cradles and the radiators were swung 
beneath the top plane. The wing sec
tion carrying the motor mounts was 
braced with a heavy metal tube 
faired to streamline section and run
ning from the root of the lower front 
spar to the upper end of the inside 
interplane strut. The two together 
formed a splayed “ M” design with 
an inverted “ V” over the nose of the 
fuselage.

It will be noticed here that the 
forward gun cockpit has been dis
pensed with, much as in the 1918 
tractor Gotha shown at the bottom 
of the next page. The tail assembly

fore the war broke out— Duke Carl 
Edward induced the firm to go in for 
airplanes and he also was the mov
ing factor in launching an air school 
on the factory grounds. The ships 
proved to be good and by employing 
skilled pilots many noted European 
prizes were won. During the war, the 
firm initially financed other com
panies in the manufacture of air
craft until they discovered that a 
real long-distance bomber was badly 
needed. There is no doubt that they 
“ lifted”  many of the features of the

GOTHA S5APLAHT
is interesting because so many ships 
today use the same idea. The tail 
plane was a wide monoplane airfoil 
and at the tips were braced fins and 
inverted “ kidney” rudders. In gen
eral, this model was trim and neat 
in structure and probably had a fine 
performance. We have been told that 
it did well over 100 m.p.h, fully 
loaded.

The pilot sat in a wide control pit 
under the center-section and his
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first Handley-Page, but lifting or no 
lifting they produced a fine ship.

The standard Gotha had a top 
speed of 72 m.p.h. at 12,000 feet. It 
employed the first tail-tunnel idea in
corporated in a bombing ship. The 
wings had a span of 77 feet for the 
upper wing and 71 ft. 9 inches on 
the lower. The engines were set 14 
feet apart and the air-screws were 
10 ft. 2 inches in action-diameter. 
The ship carried a bomb load of 
2,722 pounds and its weight fully 
loaded was 8,763 lbs.

The feature of the ship which im
pressed the Allied flying men who 
first saw it was the sweep-back of 
the wings from the engine spiders 
and the large balanced ailerons set 
in the upper wing. The undercar
riage followed the Friedrichshafen 
practice, carrying two wheels under 
each motor nacelle. There were two 
gunners aboard the standard Gotha, 
one in the nose and the other well 
down the fuselage. The rear gunner 
also manned the tunnel gun which 
fired under the tail. The pilot sat in 
the forward nacelle and alongside 
him the bomber-officer who was in 
absolute charge of the ship. The 
pilots on these machines were usual
ly sergeants, while the bomber- 
officer was a commissioned man.

bomber-officer sat beside him. Ap
parently there was no forward-firing 
gun aboard, but the rear man 
handled two guns, one swinging to 
fire over the tail and over the top of 
the upper wing and a second to shoot 
down the usual Gotha tail tunnel.

Another model of this machine 
was made with the motors set in 
pusher position and also included a 
well-fitted front gun turret and 
bomb-release compartment.



One of the most amazing chapters of War-time history is the story of a wagon manufacturing concern 
that became one of the major aircraft building plants for the Imperial German Air Service— the Gotha 
company. The giant ships which this firm turned out were used in the attempt to overcome the terrible 
blows inflicted by the British Handley-Pages. But thanks to Allied night-flying pilots, they failed, 

though only by a scant margin. Here are some of the most interesting of the Gotha models.

Gotha  T wo-P lace Seaplane

THE Gotha firm also made sev
eral single-engine machines, be

lieve it or not, and this twin-float 
single-engined job, built expressly 
for the Turkish navy to fight the 
British Shorts in Mediterranean 
waters, is particularly interesting.

The machine was a wide-winged 
monoplane seating two. The pilot sat 
forward well under the center sec
tion behind the Mercedes engine. He 
had a fixed gun mounted on the right- 
hand side of the engine and firing 
through the prop with the Fokker 
synchronization gear. In addition, he 
had a heavy caliber 'gun mounted 
over the top center-section that fired 
over the propeller arc. An observer 
sat further down the fuselage and 
had one Parabellum gun.

Equipment included outside cam
era mounts, bomb racks, and wire
less. The large tanks enabled the 
machine to carry out long-distance 
patrols, but it was not particularly 
suited for maneuvers or defense. The 
motor cooling system incorporated 
lateral radiators slung along the left- 
hand side of the fuselage beside the 
pilot’s cockpit.

The tail was typical of war-time

practice— a massive fin to offset the 
surfaces presented by the sides of 
the box-like pontoons, an underslung 
balanced rudder, and a normal mono
plane tail. The pontoons were built 
mainly for strength and endurance 
in landings and take-offs, with little 
effort toward real streamlining. They 
were braced with plenty of tub
ing. Performance details are sketchy, 
but 100 miles an hour was good be
low 5,000 feet. She had a ceiling of

607m  SfAPLANF
Thro S£AT£A

14,000 and landed at 45.
The wing ‘ bracing system con

sisted of three sets of interplane 
struts on either side, wire braced 
and mounted on steel center-section 
struts. The lower wings were bolted 
to the lower longerons and braced 
from the base of the inner-set of 
struts to the pontoon stay structure. 
From that point on they relied on 
broad struts, main spars, and plenty 
of piano wire.

The 1918 Gotha

THIS bomber of the 1918 crop 
was unusual for the Gotha line 

inasmuch as the main fuselage had 
been cut down so that there was no 
forward nose turret. In all proba
bility, this was done to eliminate pos
sible injury to the forward gunner 
by flying chips of propeller blades.

Looking at the ship from the 
front, one gets an impression of grim 
efficiency. The 260-horsepower Mer-

1918 GOTHA
cedes engines were well faired into 
the spider-nacelles carried on the 
lower wing spars.

The first pair of interplane struts 
swept upward and outward from the 
base of these nacelles and ran to the 
upper wings. The next pair were 
less staggered and the outer pair 
perpendicular. An extra pair of 
lighter struts supported the over
hanging tips of the top planes. Bal
anced ailerons were carried on the

top planes, and shorter, unbalanced 
ailerons on the lower.

The fuselage accommodated two 
pilots side-by-side and well up front, 
and it is assumed that a single for
ward firing gun provided the frontal 
attack armament. A gunner’s plat
form was built a short way down the 
fuselage, and had a Parabellum gun.

It will be noticed here that the 
narrow' Handley-Page type biplane 
tail was incorporated into the de
sign, giving the rear gunner a wider 
arc of fire and narrowing the blind 
spot. Inside the fuselage w’as the 
bomber’s cabin with the toggle- 
releases for dropping bombs.

According to figures issued by the 
Germans, the ship had a top speed 
of 115, but when a captured ship W'as 
tested out by the French, it could do 
no better than 98 full out. Nor was 
this the only misleading statement 
concerning the speed and climbing 
ability of certain War-time ships. 
Today it is just the opposite. Manu
facturers, once they have sold cer
tain models to their governments, 
are prone to give figures which fail 
to do justice to the actual speed of 
the craft in question.
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A P P Y
LAND I

B Y  A R C H  W H I T E H O U S E

Fighting Old Man Weather . . . Fireproof Planes 
Next? . . . The Case of the Diesel Engine

Both speed and gun-power have been raised by our enterprising designers, but how will they overcome 
“ dat ol’ debit” weather? Is Solene a real step toward safety from flames in the air? And what of the

Diesel airplane engine that held so much promise?

© © ©

DURING the late war, many a weary infantryman, 
standing in mud and water up to his hips or 
slogging along roads that were ankle-deep in 

mire, used to look up into the sky to regard with envy 
the airmen waging battle with the enemy. The air 
service was the suicide club of those days, but never
theless numerous foot-sloggers gladly applied for trans
fers to the air branch to escape The filth and disheart
ening slime of ground action.

It was once said that bad weather “made” the R.F.C., 
for every crack gunner or pilot seemed to be a man who 
had seen service in the line under fire and had trans
ferred “to get out of the mud.”

Maybe the weather did “make” the war-time R.A.F. 
by providing that organization with man-power, but of 
late it is playing havoc with air defense organizations 
all 'over the world. Many of them will not admit it, 
but so far they have found no defense against “ Dat ol’ 
debil” weather.

The recent air exercises in Great Britain, which 
might have been staged anywhere by any country hav
ing an air service worth the name, brought out many 
interesting problems that will have to be overcome if we 
are to get the full value of our 200 m.p.h. fighters, our 
two-seaters, and our long distance bombers. The Brit
ish manuevers are pertinent because for some strange 
reason the. British are not backward in explaining to 
the world the mistakes they made, the problems they 
faced, and the failures that cropped up. Complete de
tails of the exercises were openly published in every 
magazine that cared to print them.

The British are a strange race.
But, as we have said, these mistakes and problems 

are common to any air power, and an inspection of the 
facts will bring out many points that should be con
sidered by all air service officials.

In spite of all the original preparation, attention to 
detail, and selection of areas, the weather played merry 
Hades with everything. It should be noted, however, 
that the British went on with them, realizing that real 
warfare cannot wait- for Old Sol. The R.A.F,., divided 
into two groups, Defense and Attack, went about their 
work with a will, but regardless of any tactical findings, 
one thing is certain— Old Man Weather had two strikes

on both teams, and sometimes three.
A new system of standing day patrols with fighter 

craft was tried out, and while the weather was fair 
they managed to intercept the raiders. But as soon as 
the visibility dropped off or night fell, the bombers had 
an open path— or were only prevented from reaching 
their targets because of low hanging mist. The search
lights, probably the most powerful in the world, were 
utterly useless against poor visibility; and no inter
ceptor can stop a raid if he doesn’t know where the 
enemy ships are. The raiding bombers doused their rid
ing or navigation lights once they reached the “danger” 
area, and while the anti-aircraft details tried to pick 
them with microphones and tip off the defense ma
chines, the actual success was negligible.

Much of the trouble seems to be based on the non
cooperation of the Air Ministry and the War Office. We 
can appreciate that over here. The defense of London, 
as far as the anti-aircraft is concerned, is in the hands 
of the Army, and the Whitehall officials could not see 
their way clear to let their trained gunners and search
light men take part at that time. As a result, the 
searchlights were manned by inexperienced men—or 
weren’t manned'at all.

Actually, the defense side seems to have had the bet
ter of the argument, but no one seems to have considered 
that a full complement of experienced ground aids might 
(or might not) have improved their chances further.

The attackers, of course, got a raw deal because they 
did not get an opportunity to show how they could evade 
the trained forces on the ground.

It should be explained that these maneuvers took 
place over a period of three days, a period that saw 
practically all types of weather. Single-seater raids 
numbered sixty-seven, of which twenty-seven were in
tercepted. There were thirty-seven combats, and from 
what we can make out twenty-four of the raiders were 
“ shot down.”  Most of the engagements took place be
tween 12,000 and 19,500 feet.

All the problems involved should be interesting to 
Americans. If we consider air attacks— on the West 
Coast, say—we must keep in mind the fogs which 
frequently blanket the coast from Vancouver to San 
Francisco and on down. At least so I am told. And
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the East Coast is surely no exception.
In such cases we have all the ele

ments the R.A.F. faced in the recent 
maneuvers—fog, clouds, and ground 
mist which will play havoc with both 
attacker and defender unless means are 
devised to penetrate the fog or listening 
devices are designed that will positively 
pick up enemy motors and provide the 
defense fighters with their correct posi
tions. Navigation lights, provided they 
are on, can only be seen up to a distance 
of about two miles, and only then from 
certain angles. It should be explained, 
however, that in most of the British 
cases attackers that broke through the 
defense, or evaded the searchlights 
and made successful raids on selected 
targets, were usually intercepted on 
the way out— which is hardly a victory 
for the defense.

Somehow, this all drains down to one 
point: The single-seaters either get, or 
miss, the incoming raiders. If they get 
them, O.K. If they miss them and then 
manage to shoot them down after the
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damage has been done, we can hardly 
see the point in the light of defense. 
Perhaps our air defenses, like many 
other things, are no stronger than the 
man on the ground. If so, perhaps it’s 
still simply a matter of offense ver
sus offense, rather then defense versus 
offense, as far as our high-speed fight
ers and attack ships are concerned— 
while Mr. Weather is the third man in 
the ring. And in the meantime that big 
Boeing bomber with all the greenhouse 
gun turrets still looks tops to us.

H eke’s A n Idea

A RE we at last attaining the fire- 
proof ship? Let’s hope so! Adolph 

Prussin, a German-born inventor who 
spent many years experimenting in 
Great Britain and is now working with 
the Guggenheim School of Aeronautics, 
has devised a way to solidify gasoline 
and has made it proof against incen
diary bullets. So far, the stuff has only 
been tested in a small single-cylinder

F L Y I N G  A C E S
motor and the exhaust heat has been 
used to vaporize his bricks of fuel 
which are now known as Solene.

We have been informed that Clyde 
Pangborn has fired a number of incen
diary bullets into blocks of this fuel— 
with no fire resulting. A few years ago 
if a fiction writer tried this one in a 
story, he would have been given a smug 
smile and a pitying glance.

Probably many an invention of this 
sort was first conjured up in the brain 
of some young air story writer.

T he Diesel Engine

\X7E have often wondered what hap- 
' '  pened to the Packard Diesel engine 

which reached its greatest height of 
popularity somewhere about 1930. 
Many of our readers have, too, and we 
still get plenty of letters concerning it. 
After going through a lot of material, 
we have discovered that many well 
known engineers have come to the opin- 

(Continued on page 90)
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fhe New Airmail Pals
W ELL, buzzards, as we go to press with this 

number, our new and quicker method of secur
ing pen pals for you hasn’t had sufficient time 

to get under way, but by the time the next issue reaches 
you the new plan will be whirring along under full speed.

Everything is in readiness here at GHQ! We have 
a batch of letters from some very choice pen pals still 
on tap here from previous mails, and the first letters 
received calling for these particular types of pals will 
be first served. For instance, a lot of you readers have 
written in telling us of your interest in solid models. 
It so happens that Bob Walton, Visalia, Calif., is a solid 
model enthusiast, so the first letter received from an 
F.A.C. head over heels in solid models, will receive Bob’s 
letter, and his letter-will be sent to Bob.

We’ll bet, too, that a lot of you readers are aviation 
photograph collectors. And speaking about photographs, 
we’ll send the first letter received from a first-class pic
ture devotee to Dick Meyers, of Allentown, Pa., who has 
four pictures of Wiley Post and his “Winnie Mae” that 
he’s willing to swap for other interesting aeronautic 
“ shots.”

And are any of you musically inclined? If so, we’re 
sure you’d enjoy corresponding with Herb Forbes, of 
Kendallville, Ind. His letter is all set here for a quick 
take-off, via the mail man, to the first musician who 
writes in.

If you’d like to exchange model building plans with 
an Airmail Pal, we have any number here all warmed 
up and ready to go. Take Phil Draushar, of Long 
Island City, for instance; Leland Stanford, Jr., of Hono
lulu— and a scad of others.

And speaking about Honolulu, that reminds us that 
we have a bunch of Pal letters from distant lands 
awaiting those self-addressed envelopes of yours. Bruce 
Davis is one of these. He’s down in New Zealand wait
ing for a correspondent who likes to swap yarns, who’s 
interested in amateur radio— and particularly someone 
who can tell him something about the late Jim Wedell.

Patrick Lynch, of England, is another. Pat will send 
copies of Flight, the British air magazine, to the first 
Pal who can send him any of the following back copies 
of Flying Aces which have the War Planes Album

section intact: November 1930, December 1930, any 
1931 issues, and the February 1932 number. So if any 
of you air fans have these copies for swapping purposes, 
write us enclosing a stamped envelope and we’ll send 
your letter over to Pat Lynch.

We may even be able to find a Pal in just the city 
where you want one. Running our eye down the list 
here, we have the following on the Pal menu: Ashland, 
Ohio; Greensboro, N. C.; Philadelphia, Pa.; Wilming
ton, N. C.; Oklahoma City, Okla.; Erie, 111.; Union City, 
N ..J .; Palmyra, New York; San Bernadino, Calif.; 
New York City, N. Y .; Newark, N. J .; Des Moines, 
Iowa— and a whole flight of others. Name it and you 
can have it!

So come on, F.A.C.’s—let’s get going! With this new 
method, every reader who wants a pen pal is assured of 
getting one he’ll like— and getting one in short order!

HOW TO GET AN AIRMAIL PAL
TflRST, write a letter just as if you were writing 

to your new Pal—the kind of a letter which tells 
your age, your particular interests in aviation, your 
hobbies, what kind of a correspondent you seek, et cet
era. Then, send this letter to Airmail Pals, care 
Flying A ces, 67 W. 44th St., New York City. And 
he sure to enclose a stamped, self-addressed envelope.

Now, when your letter arrives, we select a Pal for 
you from our batch of letters—the sort of Airmail 
Pal your letter indicates you want—and we mail his 
letter to you in the stamped envelope you send us, 
and we mail your letter to him. Then you’re all set! 
Of .course, if you want additional Pals, just write us 
again.

First off, as the letters come in, we’re going to take 
care of you scriveners who have previously written to 
us, but whose letters are still on the unused file of 
the old Airmail Pals. So watch for the postman, buz
zards—letters will soon be coming your way.

In the new Airmail Pals, you’ll get a correspondent 
pronto, because just as soon as your letter reaches us, 
we’ll mail back a Pal letter to you in the stamped, self- 
addressed envelope you enclose. ,



and T here in the A ir
In this department, FLYING ACES presents some of the odds and ends of aviation— interesting1 facts 

about flyers and their foibles, news picked out of the sky here and there. We hope you like it .

PILOTOPICS
By ROY HUMPHRIES

1— Imagine Soviet jumper Vokhonsky’s surprise when, on jumping re
cently from a fast moving plane, he found the earth dropping away from 
him. Because of cross winds he went up for twenty-five minutes before finally 
landing eight miles away.

2— Dr. John Brock, Kansas City’s outstanding amateur pilot, was recently 
honored at a Washington, D. C., dinner after completing his 2000th daily 
consecutive flight.

3— Men have never been successful in building airplanes that fly by flap
ping their wings after the manner of birds. The Albatross, however, switches 
the tables—for it imitates the plane by taxiing for 70 or 80 yards along the 
water before “ taking off.”

4— Fishermen at Montauk Point, L. I., N, Y., receive a supply of 10,000 
Maine angleworms daily. Rolf Wilson flies regularly to Bangor for the 
Izaak Walton cargo.

Plane Becomes Non-R igid Balloon

A /TOST of you readers are acquainted 
with flotation gear, that is to say 

the air-tight bags, included among the 
equipment of the Navy’s land planes, 
which may be automatically inflated to 
keep the plane afloat if it lands on 
water.

What to do in case the automatic 
flotation gear functions while a plane 
is in flight has long been a favorite 
topic of conversation—and argument— 
among the flyers of VB Squadron Five, 
attached to the U.S.S. Ranger.- Until 
recently, pulling the bags off by diving 
the plane seemed to be the only solu
tion, since the bags are too far out on 
the wings for the pilot to reach out 
and puncture them with a knife.

“ The p r o b l e m,  however, is now 
solved,” states a recent note from the 
Ranger, “ and by our former A & R 
officer, too. Lt. A. C. Olney, now of 
the Naval Air Station, had one of our 
BF2C’s out for a test flight, when, at 
2,000 feet the gear functioned, the re
taining plates snapped off, and the bags 
ballooned out tight as drums. After 
recovering from the initial shock of 
having his airplane develop a sudden 
case of the mumps, Lieutenant Olney 
discovered that, aside from his slightly 
ludicrous appearance, he had no par
ticular worries; the plane didn’t handle 
normally, of course, but it did handle 
satisfactorily. He returned to the sta
tion field and made a normal landing 
without further incident.”

New Use for A irplane Dope 
COME 500 years ago—before the time 
^  of Columbus—a member of an an* 
cient American race died in Mammoth 
Cave, Kentucky, pinioned under a boul
der. To this day his “mummy” has 
been preserved by the coolness of the 
depths in which he died.

Recently, CCC youths removed the 
boulder in order that scientists might 
study the body. And when it was found 
that further preserving agents were 
needed, the mummy was painted with 
airplane dope.

E xperiment in  Physics 
<<T?OR every action there is an equal 

and opposite reaction.” One new 
air officer at the Navy’s Pensacola, 
Fla., school recently became “ dripping- 
ly aware” of this physical law, accord
ing to the Bureau of Aeronautics.

The student hauled his stick back 
sharply in making his first sea landing, 
and the result was a bounce of con
siderable magnitude. Immediately, he 
pushed her forward again with equal 
promptness and deftness—leaving the 
plane “pontoonless and serenely float
ing with tail over the dashboard.”
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Cradle in  the Deep

A N  ocean-going yacht owned by Wil- 
liam K. Vanderbilt is said to be 

the only private yacht carrying an air
plane for use by its owner. A specially- 
built cradle constructed on the after 
deck of Mr. Vanderbilt’s vessel, A lco r , 
carries a twin-motored Douglas am
phibian.

ZMC-2 Has Sixth Birthday

/T'HE Navy’s metalclad a i r s h i p ,  
ZMC-2, recently observed the six an

niversary of her first flight by a train
ing hop from the Naval Air Station, 
Lakehurst, New Jersey.

Since taking off on her first flight 
from Grosse lie Airport, Detroit, on 
August 19, 1929, the ZMC-2 has flown 
approximately 60,000 miles during 
1,425 hours in the air.

Built by the Metalclad Airship Cor
poration of Detroit, the ZMC-2 was the 
first successful airship with the hull,

including the hull covering itself, built 
entirely of metal, for which “Alclad,” 
an aluminum alloy, was employed com
mercially for the first time. In her con
struction, a special type of seam sealing 
compound was developed and a machine 
for rapidly riveting thin sheets together 
designed. Through her six years of serv
ice, a careful cheek has been kept on the 
behaviour of the various materials used 
in the airship.

The characteristics of the ZMC-2
are:
Volume ........................ 202,000 cu. ft.
Length ........................ 150 ft.
Diameter ....................  53 ft.
Height ........................ 64 ft.
Gross lift ....................  12,200 lbs.
Horse power ..............  400
Useful lift ..................  3,200 lbs.
Speed ............. ............  52 knots.
Range-nautical miles

(cruising speed) . . . .  600
The airship is operated from Lake

hurst for training and experimental 
work.

NR-211
A MERICA’S most famous airplane 

license number is NR-211. This 
flying tag was initially used by Lind
bergh on the Ryan plane he flew from 
New York to Paris in 1927. Then it 
was NX-211, for the Ryan was at that 
time an experimental job. In its pres
ent form, the number first appeared on 
the Lockheed Sirius seaplane which 
Lindbergh flew in several exploration 
ventures, and today, NR-211 appears 
on the Colonel’s new Monocoupe.

F irst Love

'T'HE famed Canadian War ace, Lt.
Col. William A. Bishop, recently re

turned to his first love—flying. He took 
instruction in order to get back into the 
“feel of it.” Receiving his pilot’s li
cense, he now commutes between Mon
treal and his home in Muskaka, Ont.

O n  the Light P i ane Tarmac
Side-slip into this corner, all you light plane fans! On this tarmac, FLYING ACES has set up a clearing 

hangar for facts and fancies about light planes and light plane flying.

© © ©

A PPARENTLY, the Curtiss-Wright Corporation 
believes there is a growing interest in sport 
planes and light commercial machines for busi

ness executives— for Guy W. Vaughan, president of the 
noted concern, has disclosed that his firm is ready to 
market a new series of Whirlwind engines equipped 
with dynamic dampeners. These power plants will be 
particularly suitable for light planes, sport ships, or 
small cabin jobs. All the power plant lessons learned 
in modern transport aviation have been incorporated in 
this new engine, and as everyone knows, the heart of 
the plane is in the motor. Many manufacturers declare 
that the lack of suitable, reasonably-priced engines that 
will stand up under the limited mechanical servicing 
that the typical private plane demands has always re
tarded the production of low-priced, efficient airplanes.

THE new Aeronca, one of the most popular light 
planes of this country, is the basic trainer of a new 

$2-A-Week flying club that has been organized at 
Newark Airport by Milton Hertko, 11 Franklin Street, 
Hillside, New Jersey. The plan calls for twenty boys 
of high school age who can pay this low fee for flight 
training. So far, the idea seems to be going over well. 
Those interested in this plan, no doubt can get full 
information from Mr. Hertko. Girls, too, are welcome.

GLIDER enthusiasts who have considered adding 
small motors to their craft will be interested in 

the recent flight staged by Herr Robert Kronfeld, the 
noted German glider expert. He flew from Croydon, 
outside of London, to Paris, a distance of 235 miles, 
in four hours and ten minutes. He used what is known 

as a power glider— a soaring glider equipped 
with a 5 horse-power motorcycle engine. The 
actual cost of the trip was $1.50 for fuel.

The complete outfit used by Kronfeld cost 
approximately $1,375, but it is believed that 
under reasonably good production, the ship 
could be built for less than the price of a light 
car.

In the flight to Paris, Kronfeld reached a 
height of 4,000 feet and attained a top speed 
of 60 m.p.h. Actually, the trip involved bad 
weather, hail, and thick blankets of fog, but 
he landed at Le Bourget with little or no 
trouble.

T HE much advertised “ Flying Flea,”  or 
the French Pou du d e l, has been taken 

up with much enthusiasm by flight fans in 
several European countries. Already a eom-

(Continued on page 91)

For years the Aeronca has been one of the most popular of American light planes—  
€i real pioneer in the sport-flying game. And now here's the new Aeronca C-8 sea
plane model that'U suit any sportsman for fishing or hunting. I t  has a top speed of 

98 m.p.h. and a cruising speed of 85.



Lives of the Aces in Pictures
XLII—Capt. Armand Pinsard, of the Cigognes—27 Victories

1—Armand Pinsard was an experienced French airman before 
the war. He entered aviation in 1912 after a brilliant cavalry 
career. Soon after the outbreak of the World War he parti
cipated in a bombardment of the German Headquarters while 
the Kaiser was visiting it. Pinsard was promoted to second 
lieutenant for his services in the raid.

3—Later, Pinsard was again forced down by mechanical 
trouble, and this time he was not as fortunate. His ship out 
of control and no good landing field in sight, he came down 
among rocks and tree stumps in a terrible crackup behind the 
German lines. He and his companion were knocked unconscious 
and were removed to a German prison hospital.

5—After leave to recover his strength, Pinsard went to a 
training school to learn the new methods of warfare which had 
changed since his long imprisonment. He was made a lieutenant 
in the Cigognes. One day his machine was struck by shell fire 
and damaged so badly that he was just able to gain his own 
lines when the plane completely collapsed.

2— Engine trouble forced Pinsard to land back of the German 
lines during a reconnaissance flight. He worked over the balki- 
motor while his companion made ready to set fire to the 
machine in event the enemy apprehended them. Pinsard mirac
ulously corrected the trouble just as a group of Germans came 
upon them— and the Frenchmen managed to fly out of reach.

4.— Pinsard, on recovery, planned to escape from imprison
ment. He was caught six times. Once he jumped from a moving 
train but was later caught and punisheji severely. In February 
1916 he and a companion finally made a successful escape and 
walked 200 miles in fifteen days. They reached the Swiss border 
and freedom in a state of exhaustion.

6—Armand Pinsard was born in May 1887. Upon his release 
from over a year’s confinement, he quickly revenged himself by 
downing fifteen German planes befoi'e June 1917. He ranks 
high in the list of French i^es despite his late start. The high 
honors which his country bestowed on him were a well-earned 
tribute to his heroism.
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With the M odel Builders

One o f our F.A.Cds, Frank Metcalf, of Oak Park, III., won first 
prize in Oak Park High School’s aviation club contest urith this 
trim, 28 inch, solid scale model of Benny Howard’s ,lIke.”  It’s 
fitted vnth full controls, instrument board, aluminum bucket seat, 
and all. Ye Managing Editor of F l y in g  A c e s  sends along greetings 

—for he used to go to O.P.H.S. himself.

One guess who built this one! You’re right, our old friend, Norman Sin
clair, of Southampton, Eng. This model of the winning plane in the 
England-to-Australia race—the D. H. Comet— includes retractable landing 
gear and all the rest of the details. It has a span of 11 inches. Norman 

has also turned out the new Gloster Gauntlet.

This Albatross D-8 was made by Arnold Smith, of Pittsburgh, Pa. 
It*8 one of the finest models of the famied war-time ship we*ve ever 
seen, and Arnold has taken rare care that his photography brings out 

the best in it—which is a tip to you model photo-ers.

W. G. Sharp, who conducts a doss in model airplane work at the Kannapolis, 
N. C., Y.M.C.A., sends us this photo of one of his younger groups■. The 
models were made by Mr. Sharp, but the future flyers in this picture chipped 

in vnth some of the doping and detail ux>rk.
The Fair child-2 U is still a popular bus with the model build
ers. This snappy craft was made by G. Stewart, who runs 
the Stewart Model Shop in Bakersfield, Calif. The plane 
shows rare workmanship and careful attention to detail.

A ski-plane—and it reminds us that Winter is upon us. This 
zippy cabin job takes off from the snow, just as the Arctic 
planes do. Leslie Stuart, of Auburn, R. I., fashioned it from  
plans for  a light seaplane. Darn thing looks perfect to us!

L eft: Here* 8 a neat Macchi-Castoldi 
racer built by David Willis of Decatur, 
III. The M-C, you’ll remember, is the 
fastest plane in the world— the Italian 
job that did lAO m.p.h., all of which is 

traveling, and no mistake!

Right: And now a snappy Boeing
P-26A, with a real airport background. 
This one was turned out by George 
Wagner, of Reading, Pa. George even 
goes to the extent of making pilots out 
of something or other. How do you 

do it, George?
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The Stinson Reliant S R -6

Here's Mr. Winter's SR-6 fitted with Hying prop and ail tuned for a fast R.O.G.! Contact! And now 
run your eye over its big brother, the real Stinson Reliant, pictured at the bottom of the page. 

You’ll find that every detail of the model will “ gee”  with its counterpart.

By William Winter

T HIS latest Reliant, like its prede
cessors, vaunts beauty, strength, 
and enduring performance. In

deed the Reliant type has been so suc
cessful that more than 250 of them have 
been sold since June, 1933. Moreover, 
the Lycoming motor has been used in 
more than 600 Stinsons, and it is esti
mated that this faithful power plant 
has a record of 80,000,000 miles!

With the 260 h.p. motor the SR-6 
cruises at 133 m.p.h. The ship comes 
equipped with Smith controllable pro
peller, dual ignition magneto and mul
tiple disc wheel brakes, besides other 
more conventional fixtures. In addition 
to the pilot the plane carries three pas
sengers, 60 gallons of gas, 5 gallons of 
oil, baggage, and 80 lbs. of special 
equipment. With this load, the Stinson 
climbs 875 ft. per min., has a range of 
500 miles, and lands in 225 ft. with the 
aid of wing flaps.

Our model, like all Stinsons, can be 
relied on to give abnormally long 
flights, and its beauty is only matched 
by its stability in flight.

Fuselage

XTOTE before beginning construction 
-*• ̂  that a full list of materials is given 
at the close of this article. Incidentally, 
if you do not wish to mar your maga
zine, make tracings of the plans on any 
semi-transparent paper.

First, fasten the longerons of 3/32" 
to the bench on top of the side layouts. 
Cut all the cross pieces shown in that' 
plan and cement them in place. When 
dry, remove the finished sides from the 
form and separate them f(om each 
other with a double edged razor blade. 
Cut all the cross pieces shown in the 
top view, and by the use of pins to hold 
the work in position connect the two 
sides at the widest points. When dry, 
fasten the remaining cross pieces in 
place and carefully check the align
ment. It will be noted that the rudder 
post of 1/8" by 3/16" is attached so that 
its greatest dimension is crosswise on

the fuselage. It is best to bend the rear 
hook of .028 music wire and to fasten 
it in position at this stage of construc
tion. It is necessary to crack and cement 
the longerons at the front of the fuse
lage, as shown in the top view, to attain 
the necessary shape. All fairing formers 
are cut from 1/32" sheet balsa. The 
notches should not be cut until the 
formers are in position and you are 
ready to fasten the stringers in place. 
All the formers are marked as follows: 
Top-T, Side-S, and Bottom-B. After 
the formers have been cut to shape, 
those on the bottom should be glued in 
place. The stringers of 1/16" sq. should 
now be attached at the positions shown. 
This order of construction is followed 
so that the stringers will not be “wavy” 
in appearance. The top fairing is done 
in like manner. The side fairing runs 
back as far as the third cross piece. 
Tl, Bl, and SI form a perfect circle- 
The short upper stringers between Tl 
and T2 are inserted in place and re
quire no notches. There are two doors, 
one on each side of the body. Block E is 
cut to shape from soft balsa, sanded 
and cemented flush with the front 
edges of T4.

To cover, use separate pieces of tissue 
for the flat portion of each side. Nar
row strips of tissue will have to be cut 
so that the fairing may be covered in 
a ship-shape manner. As each strip is

An exact replica of a famous plane 
— a model that will fly with the 
same fine performance of the ship 
after which it’s patterned! That’s 
what you model builders say you 
want, and here it is in the Stinson 
Reliant SR-6. To make sure you 
won’t go wrong, we give you nine 
full pages of plans, so follow Mr. 
Winter’s directions and you’ ll have 
a fine craft suitable not only for 
flying but for parlor display as 

well. Go to it!

© O ©
doped in place, the edges will have to 
be repeatedly trimmed. The finished 
covering is evenly sprayed and given 
a smooth coat of clear dope. The win
dows are covered with cellophane. The 
edges of the windows and of the doors 
are painted black with a fine brush.

Landing Gear and T ail W heel 
’T'HE fillet blocks shown on the front

and side views are cut to shape from 
soft balsa 3/4" by 7/8" by 2 1/4" and 
sanded smooth. When finished, glue 
them firmly in place as designated. Note 
the holes made to receive the bamboo 
pins. The struts are cut to the dimen
sions required and streamlined from 
blocks of hard balsa 3/8" by 1 3/8" by 
3 7/8". Cut the holes shown on the de
tail for the bamboo pegs. The pants are 
built up in three layers. The outside 
ones are 3/16" sheet. The center one 
is a block 2 15/16" by 9/16" by 1 3/16". 
The shaping is not done until the three 
plies have been firmly glued up. The 
11/2" wheels rotate on short .028 axles 
and are mounted in the pants at the 
position shown. The struts are fastened 
to the pants and to the fillets with bam
boo pins and with cement. The joint at 
the pants is braced with two pieces of 
.014 music wire as shown and bound 
with thread. The complete joint is 
evenly glued. The joint at the fillet is 
braced in like manner but with one 
piece of wire.

Streamline a small piece of balsa of 
the size shown in the tail wheel mount- 

/Continued on page 95)

This is the prototype of our feature model— the 1385 Stinson Reliant. It’s powered with the 860 h.p. 
Lycoming engine and, is equipped with Smith controllable prop, multiple disc wheel brakes, duel 

ignition magneto, and other A -l aero apparatus. AU, told, the four-place SR-6 rates tops!
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STINSON RELIANT—Plan 1



STINSON RELIANT—Plan 2
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STINSON RELIANT—Plan 3
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STINSON RELIANT—Plan 4
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STINSON RELIANT—Plan 5
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STINSON RELIANT—Plan 6
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STINSON RELIANT—Plan 7
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STINSON RELIANT—Plan 8
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STINSON RELIANT—Plan 0
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Photo Your Models in an Air Fight!

Action and plenty of i t !  Fact is, that Kraut plane may zip_ into an Immelmann any second and 
come roarin’ back throwing Spandau lead—not that we’d give the Stearman we’ve “ rung in”  to 
play Jerry much o f a chance against our snappy Boeing FjB4. Yep, this is ace-high photography, 

and you can get swell “ shots”  Hlce this, too.

DID you “ shoot” a picture of your favorite sea
plane model at rest on the movie-scene Arabian 
Coast inlet that we staged in last month’s 

photography article? Okay! And now load another roll 
of film into your camera, for this time we’re going up 
into the air to train our lenses on a dramatic model- 
plane air fight. Let’s g o !

From the looks of things, that German pilot (see 
photo above) has a real job of maneuvering on his 
hands to get away from that speeding member of the 
famed High Hat Squadron in his hurtling Boeing F4B4 
fighter. Of course, you fellows can use any type of 
models you have on hand when you snap your scenes. 
And it isn’t necessary to limit the number of ships to 
two, though you’ll find three’s a crowd unless you have 
a camera that takes large pictures. As for the pilots, 
you can make them out of modeling clay.

Here’s how you go about it:
First of all, to portray the idea of flight, your planes 

must be suspended in the air by fine black wires or 
black thread against a fairly dark background. If you 
use thread, be sure it’s suffi
ciently dark so it will show as 
little as possible in the fin
ished picture, and be careful 
that your thread or wire 
doesn’t cross in front of any 
part of the plane (see dia
gram), because if it does it 
may show against the ship.

The diagram will guide you 
in making your “ set.”  Your 
planes may be suspended from 
any convenient place. If you’ve 
got them on hand, a long pole 
laid between' two ladders will 
do very nicely, for this type of 
“ hanging” permits greatest 
ease in arrangement.

The picture above was taken 
indoors at night with super-

A  little fine, black wire or thread 
plus a fairly dark, plain cloth 
backdrop— and you photo fans 
will be all set to rig up your 
models and “ shoot” a battle- 
royal, air combat scene. So “dig”  
into this month’s photography 
article which gives full instruc
tions. Incidentally, F l y in g  A ces 

would like to see how you make 
out, so after you snap your sky 
fight settings, send in your best 

prints for publication on our 
model photo page.

o  o  o

sensitive panchromatic film. Two 
photoflood lamps and a background 
of plain cloth were the accessories 
other than the “ hanging” set-up. 
The plain cloth background should 
be of color contrasting with the 
color of your planes, and it should 

be fairly dark, as stated before, in order that the 
hanging wires or thread will not show against it.

After you have suspended your planes in the desired 
positions, place an ordinary floor lamp slightly to the 
left o f your “ set”— as shown in the diagram— and tilt 
the shade so that the light is directed on the planes. 
This light should be diffused, or softened, by stretch
ing a thin piece of cheesecloth over the front of the 
lamp shade.

To the right, set up another floor lamp, as indicated. 
If your lamps are placed at the distances designated, 
it will not be necessary to use more than one photoflood 
bulb in each.

Now you are ready to place your camera in position 
(see diagram). After locating your planes in the finder, 
set your distance scale at the proper footage. Set the 
diaphragm, or stop opening, at /. 6.3 and the shutter- 
speed at 1/25 o f a second. With both Photoflood lamps 
turned on, you are ready to “ shoot”  your picture.

If you have a fixed focus camera, do not get closer 
than about eight feet from your subject— unless you

use a p o r t r a i t  attachment, 
which will permit you to work 
within arm’s length from your 
subject and thereby obtain a 
large image. (A portrait at
tachment is an inexpensive 
lens that slips over the regular 
lens of your camera and can be 
purchased from almost any 
s t o r e  selling photographic 
supplies.)

If your camera has a slower 
lens than /.  6.3, place it on a 
table when “ shooting” a short 
time exposure— about one sec
ond. Splendid pictures of 
models cap be made with any 
camera, even the inexpensive 
box type outfit, by giving a 

(Continued on page 92)

And here, photo fans, is how it’ s done. Note carefully the 
positions of models, lights, and ships. The supporting 
wires or threads are indicated by the dotted lines extending 

upward f  rom, the models.

[ 4 6 ]



T h e  Vortex T heory of Lift
AERODYNAMICS SIMPLIFIED—V

This month, Mr. Zier continues his discussion of the principles of air flow governing1 bodies in flight with 
an explanation of the Vortex theory of airfoil lift as developed by Prandtl, of Germany. By careful read
ing of these articles on aerodynamics you will learn to understand the varied forces affecting the per

formance of your flying models. Don’t miss them!

© © ©

By Avrum Zier
Model Department Editor

IN our last article, discussion centered about the 
early theory of how lift was developed over an air
foil section, namely the “ Partial Vacuum Theory.”  

It was pointed out that this explanation had to be dis
carded because of its failure to account for the many 
discrepancies which arose during experiments simulat
ing airflow over an airfoil section.

After the rejection of the “ Partial Vacuum Theory” 
the Vortex theory of lift was developed. Though this 
working hypothesis has not as yet been fully justified 
as to its validity, it does, however, account for the many 
phenomena which the “ Partial Vacuum Theory” failed 
to explain.

The Vortex theory of lift developed by Prandtl is 
based upon the assumption that the nature of air is 
to act according to Bernouilli’s theorem, which states: 
“ An increase in velocity over a surface will cause a 
decrease in pressure over the surface.”  This theorem, 
as we shall see, bids fair to be one of the most impor
tant ever developed, for while explaining the tendency 
of an airfoil to lift it also accounts for the behavior of 
many other objects in an airstream.

Let us consider calm air at sea level conditions. This 
air, as we know from our study of the atmosphere, is 
exerting a downward pressure of 14.7 pounds per square 
inch on the earth’s surface. Since air is capable of doing 
work it must contain energy, which, when in a theo
retical calm state, is all converted into pressure energy.

But air is never in a calm state, so let us now assume 
that it is in motion under a certain velocity. The air now 
must contain energy with which to move, hence jve 
can say that the air contains velocity energy. Ber
nouilli’s theorem is based on the assumption that air 
contains a certain amount of energy when over a sur
face which remains constant.

Following this assumption, when air is in motion a 
certain amount of pressure energy is being converted 
into velocity energy and the sum of the two energies 
is always equal to a constant. As the velocity increases, 
more pressure energy is being converted into velocity 
energy. It therefore follows that when we have an 
increase of velocity over a surface we will also have a 
decrease in pressure.

Perhaps we can best illustrate Bernouilli’s theorem 
by reference to the action of a baseball. Those of us 
who have seen Dizzy Dean let loose one of his fancy 
curves— which almost threaten to encircle the batter’s 
neck— no doubt often wonder how it is done. Though 
it may be unknown to Dizzy himself, the ball is thrust 
from his hand in such a manner as to give it rapidly 
increasing rotational velocity. The baseball, because of 
this rotational velocity, tends to retard the air on the 
one side and accelerate it on the side toward which it

is turning (See Fig. 8). Following Bernouilli’s theorem, 
we have a greater decrease in pressure on the side hav
ing the greater velocity, and hence the ball will tend 
to lift in that direction. As the rotational velocity of 
the ball increases, a point is suddenly reached where 
the pressure on the side having the greater velocity be
comes excessive. At this moment the difference in pres
sures causes a sharp lift which carries the ball off the 
line of flight and into an out-curve or an in-curve, de
pending on the rotation of the ball. Of course, the mere 
twisting of the ball before it leaves the hand will not 
always result in a curve. There is a certain knack in 
twisting the ball so that it attains the proper rotational 
velocity— a knack not easily acquired. The ability to 

(Continued on page 92)
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M ake the Lockheed Electra
By Joe Battaglia

IN the past four years there 
have appeared in the transport 
field of aviation a number of 

highspeed, all-metal ships seating 
from ten to fifteen passengers, 
namely the Douglas DC-1, Boeing 
247, Yultee V -l, and Lockheed 
Electra. All of them have won their 
share of popularity. They’re the best you can get.

To the uninformed, most of them look somewhat 
alike. The exception, however, is the Lockheed Electra. 
This ship was originally designed for a single large 
rudder mounted in conventional position, but Lock
heed engineers now produce the craft with a twin rud
der empennage, each rudder being mounted near the 
outer tips of the horizontal tail surfaces. Another dis
tinction of the Electra is its landing gear, composed 
of two single struts which fold backwards and are 
operated by an electrical mechanism.

The ship seats ten passengers and two pilots and is 
fully equipped for flying in all sorts of weather, in
cluding blind flying. It travels at better than 200 
m.p.h. at top speed and cruises at 190 m.p.h.— all of 
which is velocity plus!

When the Electra first made its appearance it gave 
an amazing performance. Taking off and flying on one 
engine, it climbed to an altitude of 14,000 feet and flew 
from Albuquerque, New Mexico, over the “ Great 
Divide.” These ships have been used extensively in the 
West, and now the Eastern Airlines company has 
bought five to augment its “ Great Silver Fleet.”

The Lockheed company recently ordered a number 
of display scale models from the author of this article 
and extended permission to publish the performance 
specifications of the Electra. We give them in full at 
the close of this article in order that you may see how 
such data are listed by the designers.

Photoed in simulated flight, your solid scale 
model of this speedy Lockheed transport should 
look like this—<ind it will if you caref ully follow 

directions given in this article.

Right off the reel, as the old- 
timers say, the swift Electra 
made a name for itself when it 
proved in its very first appear
ance that it could take off and
fly on one engine. Today, line 
after line is adding Electras to 
care for fast passenger traffic—  
and you solid model fans will 

Building the want to get your bid in, too. 
Model Here’s how—

IN building a
model of the O O O

Lockheed “ Elec
tra 10-A,” you should first make templates of all im
portant parts, namely: wing-fuselage, empennage sur
faces, engine cowls and nacelles, and propellers. Each 
template for the wing and horizontal tail surface 
should be made in one continuous piece, including left 
and right halves.

Templates can be made of Bristol board, or any stiff 
paper. Transfer the outlines of the above parts to the 
stiff paper, first copying them on tracing paper. Then 
cut around the outlines. Use the usual carving tools if 
you do not have a machine with which to cut the wing, 
fuselage, etc., or a lathe on which to turn out cowls, 
engine nacelles, and wheels. Anyone who is handy with 
carving tools can turn out as good a job, the only dif
ference being the time saved by the use of machines.

T he W ing

W HEN you have cut a block of wood to the proper 
dimensions of the wing, lay the template on it 

and trace the outlines on the block. Cut with a knife 
or saw along the lines. Then sand the edges straight.

Now plane down the wing to the shape of a “ Clark 
Y 18” at the root, tapering down to a “ Clark Y 9” at 
the tip. When through with this, sand the entire wing 

smooth. In order to obtain dihe
dral, draw a line through the cen
ter of the wing from leading to 
trailing edges. Draw two lines 
parallel to the center line 1/16" 
on either side of it.

With a fine bladed hand saw, cut 
along these lines at a downward 
angle to the center line so that both 
cuts meet at the center of the wing 
to within 1/16" from the lower side 
of it. This done, pour some cement 
into the crevice and bend the two 
halves of the wing upwards from 
the tips. Place a small block of 
wood underneath each tip to meas
ure the exact angle of dihedral, 
then anchor the center of the wing 
to the surface on which it rests. 
While this is drying go on to the 
tail surfaces.

Here's the real Lockheed Electra poised on the runway ready for a scheduled hop. The Electra, 
which is built principally of Alclad 2Ust., a high-strength duralumin, is a ten-passenger job capable of 
better than 200 m.p.h. A s  you construct your model, check it unth this photo and you won't go wrong.

[ 4 8 ]

Tail Surfaces

LAY out the rudder on 1/16" 
sheet balsa and the horizontal 

tail on 5/64" sheet. Cut out these 
(Continued on page 93)
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The Gas Model Comes Into Its Own
By Leo Weiss

National Gas Model 
Champion

o o o

FOR many years before 
they “caught hold” in 
A m erica , gasoline-pro

pelled models held an im
portant place in the model 
building activities of other 
countries, notably England.
The British models, however, 
were invariably heavy af
fairs, due mainly to the large 
size of the motors then employed. Long flights with 
these jobs were rare, and serious crack-ups came far 
too often to make the building of such craft a practical 
—or economical—pastime,

It remained for “ Bill” Brown, of Philadelphia, to in
troduce, in collaboration with his father, the first really 
suitable gasoline engine for model airplanes. This ad
mirable feet, accomplished about four years ago, proved 
to be the spark which started gas models on their way 
to the heights— much as Lindbergh’s feat revitalized 
modern aviation.

Three years ago, at the 1932 National Contests, at 
Atlantic City, Maxwell Bassett, also of Philadelphia, 
entered the Wakefield Event to fly the first gas model 
at a National contest. He placed fourth with a time of 
four minutes. On the same day, however, he made a 
practice flight of thirteen minutes—the longest recorded 
at the meet. Heartened by the success of his little en
gine, designer Brown developed a new and larger one.

At the 1933 National Contests the following year, 
held at New York City, Bassett proved the superiority 
of his new model by placing first in all four outdoor 
events. Naturally, there was a great deal of protest 
from the builders of rubber powered models, but the of
ficials decided that since there were no rules excluding 
fuel-powered ships, it was perfectly permissible to allow 
them to compete.

Following this contest, interest in the performances 
of these models grew by leaps and bounds compared to 
the past. In July of that same summer, I flew a gasoline 
powered model in Van Cortlandt Park, New York, and 
managed to keep it in the air for about a minute on one- 
twentieth of an ounce of gas. Then, a few weeks later, 
Joe Kovel, of Brooklyn, made a flight of fourteen min-, 
utes with his eight-foot, all-balsa model. These two 
flights alone sounded the cry that was rapidly being 
taken up throughout the country.

At Akron, Ohio, in the 1934 contests, Maxwell Bassett 
again demonstrated that he was the leader in powered 
craft. He beat out fifteen other contestants, winning 
over his nearest competitor by four minutes. In this 
contest, there was only one event in which gas-powered 
models could be entered, this being known as the Texaco 
Event, named after the trophy which served as first 
prize. At this time, the writer was continuing to ex
periment with fully-streamlined models— and had the 
misfortune of seeing two of his ships go up in flames, 
not, however, through fault of the engine.

The East had now seen several gas contests. These 
events followed one upon the other, and sometimes only 
a few weeks separated the contests. But it was not until 
the 1935 Eastern States Contest that the gas model

With g a so lin e -m otored  
models now achieving rec
ord flights of more than an 
hour’s duration, a flood of 
enthusiasm has greeted this 
type of craft. So we’ve asked 
Leo Weiss, gas model cham
pion of the 1935 National 
meet, to tell FLYING ACES 
readers something about the 
rapid rise of the fuel- 
powered job in the model 
world— and something about 

his own experiences. 
Go ahead, Leo—

G O O
record was broken. On that occasion, all the models that 
placed broke the record— and Joe Kovel topped them all 
when his giant model flew for 64 minutes and 40 
seconds!

My next and final step in this brief history is to tell 
how I finally “arrived,”  as they say. The St. Louis Na
tionals were held, following the Eastern States meet, 
July 27-29. Up to this time, the best that my six-foot, 
midget gas model had done was two minutes and a half. 
Its showing at the Eastern States contest was dismal 
and little was expected of it in the course of the Na
tionals. However, it did come through— and I think it 
proved an entirely new principle in gas model construc
tion.

My ship was an all-balsa, silk-covered model with an 
area of about five and a half square feet. Its weight 
was five and quarter pounds. This, in the opinion of 
most observers, did not give the plane the necessary 
“ floating”  power in the glide back to earth after the 
gas had been exhausted. But when the timers gripped 
their stop watches the ship took off and stayed in sight 
up to within twenty-eight seconds of the world’s record!

I think it established one thing definitely: That added 
weight (and consequently more gas) may be more than 
compensated by a radically clean design. How the other 
gas model builders will take to this theory, I cannot 
prophesy, but I’m sure that a course of action similar 
to mine in the construction of gas models will result in 
record-breaking flights.

As an example of the true advancement of this sci
ence, consider the winning times in each of the impor-

(Continued on page 94)

Here’s S. Thorne Chancellor, of Santa Barbara, Calvf., one of our 
F l y in g  A c e s  readers, with his high-flying gasoline model. This “ shot”  
gives you some idea of the size of fueUpowered jobs. We have an idea 
that our gas model builders ought to add a little more balsa and actually 

fly in their ships themselves!

This beautifully-streamlined job is one of the author’s powerful 
gasoline-propelled models. It’s built to “ go places” —and it’s the 

nearest you can come, in miniature, to a real ship.

[ 5 0 ]



Here’s Willis L. Nye, who presented the Fleetster in our September number, three-pointing again with 
one of the Army’s high-performance observation jobs. On your solid model, you can reproduce the cor
rugated surface of the fuselage by scoring with a sharp tool along a straight-edge. The scale for the

plan below is *4 inch equals 1 foot. Good luck!

i THonns-noRSE
f ■USrHRtVf • 053£• OBSERVATION -PLANE-
$ C u r t is s . Conqueror h.p. motor

O
3  2
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How to Make the Airspeed Envoy
W ith the ever-increasing interest in fast commercial planes, we know you’ll want to build a solid scale 

model of England’s swiftest transport— the new “ Overseas Model” of the Airspeed Envoy.
Gather your tools and materials and let’s go—

© © ©

By Nick Limber

KNOWN as the “ Overseas Model,” an improved 
version of the Airspeed Envoy has recently 
been produced by Airspeed, Ltd., Portsmouth, 

England. The new machine has been fitted with two 
7-cylinder Lynx IV C. engines and has a top speed of 
174 m.p.h. Before we tell you how to build a solid model 
of this fast ship, we shall describe some of its features.

The performance of this cabin job considerably sur
passes that-of the previous Airspeed machines, even 
though certain structural alterations have increased 
the weight to 5,850 lbs. Despite the extra weight of 
the larger engines, a large payload is still permissible 
as well as a long range. The cabin, incidentally, can 
be arranged either as a six or eight seater.

The well-known Airspeed retractable undercarriage 
is retained, and behind the engines are fairings very 
similar to those placed behind the “ Cheetah” engines 
in the “Viceroy” flown in the England-Australia Air 
Race. The leading edge of the outer portion of the 
wing has now been completely covered with plywood 
extending from the top of the front spar to the bottom 
of the same spar around the leading edge. This makes 
the structure not only rigid in torsion but also strong 
enough so that it will not easily damage.

Flaps have not been employed in the ship since the 
manufacturers feel that not only are the take-offs and 
landings adequately short without their use, but it 
must be remembered that when the undercarriage is

lowered it acts somewhat like flaps— that is, it con
siderably increases the drag and appreciably retards 
the glide of the ship.

The Envoy proves to be an ideal ship for long trips 
because the luxuriously furnished cabin is highly 
sound proof and the seats comfortable. Moreover, each 
passenger has a folding table and an ash tray at his, 
or her, disposal. For the entertainment of the passen
gers, a Plessey A.C.44 wireless set is fitted in the after 
bulkhead of the cabin. The remote control is mounted 
in a small box at the pilot’s right hand. A spacious 
luggage compartment is also contained in the after 
bulkhead of the cabin.

The ship, when fully loaded, has climbed from 2,000 
feet to 2,200 feet on only one engine. It will also inter
est you to know that the new Envoy can make safe 
landings on water without pontoons. This was proven 
by a customer of Airspeed, Ltd., who ran out of fuel 
while flying over Langston Harbor. The ship settled 
quietly in the water, and though the pilot came out 
through the cabin door grumbling that his shoes were 
wet, the ship was brought in without much trouble.

With standard tanks full, the maximum range at 
cruising speed is 638 miles, and the payload is 1,131 
pounds. The fuel consumption is 24 gallons per hour 
at cruising speed.

Visibility from the pilot’s seat is excellent. We do
(Continued on top of next page)

From the M odel Builder’s Workbench
E xpert F inishing

MUCH has been said about the finish 
and construction of solid scale 

models. Every model builder is often 
forced through necessity to invent 
methods of his own. However, here are 
a few tips.

An excellent filler for balsa wood is 
clear lacquer. It is much better than 
clear dope or banana oil, but takes 
slightly longer to dry. Apply several 
coats of lacquer, sanding with fine sand
paper after each a p p l i c a t i o n  is 
thoroughly dry. Colored lacquer also 
makes a good paint for models. It is 
superior to dope and drys harder. When 
painting, however, lacquer often does 
not dry smooth, this being the main ob
jection to its use. I have found a cer
tain product, “Nu-Enamel,” on the mar
ket now, to be the best for painting 
models. It drys without leaving brush 
marks.

Often when attaching wings, a build
er finds that he must hold the wing 
until the glue sets. I have conquered 
this difficulty by inserting pins into the 
body with the heads clipped off, and 
pushing the other end into the wings.

On larger models, this may be done 
with struts and other parts, making 
them stronger and saving much time. 
Clear lacquer or dope carefully applied 
to a finished model gives a very high 
gloss.

Bending bamboo has always been a 
difficult problem. While building a well 
known model company’s “ Capt. Page 
Racer,” I hit upon this idea. First trace

Attention, 
Model Builders!

FLYING ACES wants plans and direc
tions for building flying scale models 
of the latest modern planes. In order 
to be printed in this magazine, draw
ings must be done in India ink, and 
must fit a 7 x 10-inch page. Plans 
should not exceed six pages. Photo
graphs of completed models must ac
company plans. Send in your work, 
model builders, and get it printed!

the outline of the tail surfaces, or part 
to be bent, upon a sheet of paper. Then 
cut out and trace on a piece of one- 
fourth or any similar size hardwood. 
Make this form slightly smaller than 
the real outline, but not much, however. 
Notch this evenly in the center of the 
sides. Then take the bamboo strips and 
using a candle, gently bend the bamboo 
around the form. This prevents bend
ing one part so that it is too large, and 
makes uniform shapes.

Balsa may be bent slightly by mak
ing small indentations with the finger
nail about one sixteenth of an inch 
apart and covering lightly with glue 
afterwards. Do not bend too much, 
though, or the piece will break. Clear 
dope is better than banana oil for cover
ing. It leaves no gloss if applied too 
heavily.

Melton K eener.

Miscellaneous H ints

T  AYMEN tend to the idea that model 
makers’ tools are all small and deli

cate. But more than one expert has been 
seen prowling around with gas pliers.

(Continued on page 54)
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not hesitate in saying- that no better visibility has been 
attained by any other cabin job produced in Europe 
thus far.

C o n st r u c t in g  a  Solid  M odel

FIRST construct the fuselage and tail. After you 
have selected the type o f wood you are going to 

use, draw the side view of the fuselage on the block 
o f wood. If you are making the ship three times as 
large as the plans, the entire drawing may be enlarged

three times. When you have finished drawing the out
line of the side of the body, you must cut around this 
outline with a knife. The surface must then be sand
papered smooth.

Next draw and cut away the top view of the body. 
With sandpaper, shape the fuselage as shown in the 
drawings. When this is completed, dope the fuselage 
and allow to dry. While the body is drying, construct

(Continued on page 94)

The Airspeed Envoy
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Make the Daniel R.O.G. Low-Wing
By

R. T. Daniel
G O O

HERE’S a snappy- 
flying stick model 
that’s been thor

oughly tested— and come 
through with flying col
ors! Moreover, the com
ing of the Winter months 
always brings greater en
thusiasm for these midget 
craft, for a “ flying field” 
large enough for this 
plane is available to al
most anyone. A space 30. 
feet square, preferably 
indoors, is sufficient in which to put the Daniel Low- 
Wing through its paces.

The writer has designed and built several of these 
models and they have proven to be excellent performers. 
However, materials must be selected with care, and 
workmanship must be accurate.

Wing

THE wing spars are made from fairly light 1 /16" 
by 3 /64" balsa strips. Taper each spar from the 

center to the tip so that each measures 1 /32" square 
at the tip. Slightly cut each spar on the outer edge at 
the center and crack with the fingers so that each piece 
may go in place on the drawing (see next page). The 
ribs are flat and are cut from 1/32" balsa. The tip out
lines are made by bending to shape a piece of bamboo 
1/32" thick by % "  wide while applying heat. This bam
boo may first be soaked in water for several hours to 
facilitate bending. After the piece has thoroughly stiff
ened and cooled, trim it to 1 /64" thick and split off 
two pieces 1/32" wide for the tips.

Tail Unit

THE tail members are attached to a tail boom “ X.” 
This is 1/16" square and is tapered (beginning 

where it joins the motor stick) to 1 /16" by 1/32" at 
the rear end. The tail cross piece, “ C,” is made of 1/64" 
by 1 /32" bamboo. The ribs, “ B,” are made of 1/16" by 
3/64" balsa shaped as shown. The paper covering forms 
the outline of the stabilizer. The fin framework is eom-

Beginners will find this 
natty job easy to con
struct, but beginner or 
vet, you’ll all want to 
build this fast flying, 
light landing job! The 
origin al Daniel Low- 
W ing  was presented to 
the editor. And it’s still 
in trim after numberless 
flights —  even though 
Mrs. Editor’s Hun-mind
ed cat managed on one 
occasion to ground strafe 

it.

O O O

posed of 1/32" by 3/64” 
balsa strip. It is covered 
and then cemented to the 

side of the tail boom, “ X .”  Attach the tail unit to the mo
tor stick with cement. Give it a very slight positive angle 
of incidence, just enough to make sure that the rear 
edge is tucked down a little. A very slight amount of 
left rudder may be of advantage to help give the turn.

Propeller and Landing Gear

THE propeller is cut from the regular “ X ” type of 
block. A point to be observed: Do not round off the 

blade tips according to the dotted lines until after the 
prop has been carved, since to do so would change the 
angle of attack in this part of the blade. The prop shaft 
is .016" music wire.

The wheels are cuLfrom 1 /32" light sheet balsa. First 
mark them out with a compass, then give a good coat of 
cement on each side. Later, put a drop of cement over the 
hole on each side where the axle is to go. When dry, cut 
out. If the cement is put on entirely after the wheel is 
cut out, the contraction caused by the drying cement will 
tend to curl up the wheel. The hubs are likewise made of 
1 /32" light sheet balsa.

Miscellaneous

SELECT your material for the motor stick carefully.
Use hard, straight balsa 1 /16" by x/8"  by 6". The 

ends may be tapered on the bottom side, the amount of 
taper depending on the weight of the wood. Over-taper- 
ing will weaken the stick. The thrust bearing may be cut 
from 1/64" sheet brass or steel. The model is powered 
with a loop of 1 /32" square brown rubber.

Just wind *er up—and she’ll dart past that pair of pliers and take the 
air before you can say “ prop” ! The Low-Wing boasts clean lines and 
the best of flying features; and the photo above, which you may refer 

to as you build, proves that it’s no idle boast.

Model Builder’s 
Workbench

(Continued from page 52)
Such an instrument is desirable for cut
ting music wire, which is tough enough 
to destroy the edge of any ordinary 
tool. A fine nosed plier is of course in
dispensable. Pliers with two long- 
rounded points are excellent for the 
bending of well-shaped hooks and fit
tings.

If your last model is still in good 
shape, recheck the amount of dihedral. 
Probably, to your surprise, the dihedral 
is now much less than the plans origi
nally called for. A short additional step 
while constructing the wing will guar

antee the selected dihedral angle for 
the life of the model. A small strip is 
countersunk to fit flush with the upper 
surface of the wing and is extended 
one rib past the angle point. In this 
manner the likelihood of the wing losing 
any dihedral is lessened. The strip thus 
attached to the center section aids in 
supporting the weight of the outer
wing sections.

When it is necessary to construct a 
wing in two panels, each of which is 
to be attached to a fillet or the fuse
lage sides, thin strips should be insert
ed and glued between the first two ribs. 
This is done to prevent the covering 
distorting the otherwise unsupported 
first rib and to brace it enough to with-
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stand the weight of the wing.
The fuselage construction of a model 

is a dead giveaway of the builders’ un
derstanding of model mechanics. A 
fuselage should be braced suitably (1) 
to support any landing gear strut that 
does not attach to a longeron at a cross
piece, (2) any type of center section 
struts that do not attach to a longeron, 
or (3) to support wing panels that are 
mounted as mid-wing or low-wing ar
rangements. A mid-wing especially 
should be braced internally at a point 
directly between the buts of the trail
ing edges of each panel. A mid-wing 
model has a mean habit of folding its 
wings and crushing the fuselage under 
a comparatively slight shock.



THE DANIEL R.O.G. LOW-WING
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Flying Aces Club News
The old world is humming with F.A.C. news, so let’s join “ Doug”  Allen while he makes a talking “ news- 
reel” of events during the past month. Before we begin cranking, we want to thank the many F.A.C.’s who 
wrote in expressing their appreciation of our new way of presenting the Club News. W e like to get letters

— so keep ’e m coming!

( ( T F  you’re sure our cameras and all 
I  sound apparatus is safely aboard, 

guess we’re ready for our trip.”
Thus spoke Douglas Allen, addressing 

Herb Powell, Managing Editor of Flying 
Aces. “ Everything is aboard,’ replied Herb, 
so with Arch Whitehouse at the controls of 
our giant Flying Aces transport, the 
“ Three Musketeers of the Air” are off to 
make the first F.A.C. “ newsreel!”

Heading our ship westward over the Hud
son, Arch dips low over the giant Nor
mandie lying at her pier, and it is not 
long before we drop on the tarmac of the 
Camden, N. J., Airport. In Camden, we want 
to see Anthony Buczko-—for he’s become 
interested in radio as a result of the forma
tion of the Flying Aces Radio Corps and 
is brushing up on the subject prior to get
ting his license. We find Tony working on 
a new set and before he really knows what 
it’s all about, we’ve “ shot” a number of feet 
of film, and have also secured on the sound 
record his protestations that he’s really not 
doing anything to get excited about.

Leaving South Jersey, we head north
west and in a few hours set our plane 
down at the Wayne County Airport, De
troit. We’re just in time to get in on the 
Michigan Air Circus! What a busy place! 
“ Doug” leaps out of the plane with a 
camera over his shoulder and Herb follows 
with the sound apparatus. We’re just in 
time to get some pictures of a great stunt
ing exhibition! Milo Burcham, Hollywood 
stunt flyer, holder of the upside-down-fly
ing endurance record of over four hours, 
has just purposely dropped a wheel! Our 
cameras grind as Burcham brings his plane 
down—closer and closer to earth. Our sound 
apparatus is all set for a terrific crash, 
but we’re happily disappointed for the 
plane comes in on one wheel without as 
much as a scratch on the fuselage!

“ There’s Bill Balough,” shouts “ Doug”  
suddenly—right into the sound apparatus, 
and again the cameras grind away, for 
Bill is one of our most active members and 
is on the staff o f the Air Circus. Before 
leaving, Bill insists upon taking us around 
and demonstrating some of his handiwork 
in putting in window displays, and let us 
tell you, folks, Bill is to be highly compli
mented— at every opportunity he boosts 
Flying Aces and distributes F.A. stickers. 
As a result, there are going to be a lot of 
new readers of Flying Aces in Detroit ter

Friends, meet Charlie Crzybowski, a member 
of the Polish Cadet Corps, Hartford, Conn., 
and an active F.A.C. Charlie finds F l y in g  
A c e s  indispensable in his work of teaching the 
Junior Cadet Corps the whys and wherefores 

of model building.

ritory! Nice work, say we. Keep it up!
We’re back in the ship just about ready 

to give ’er the gun when Arch calls out: 
“ For the love o f Mike, look at that!” A 
car had just backed into a parking space, 
giving us a qlear view of a colorful and un
usual tire cover. It carries a picture of a 
vulture and bears the letters “ F.A.C.”

“ Oh, I know what that is,”  says Doug, 
and he goes on to explain that its the offi
cial insignia of Carl Ulanowicz’s unit. Since 
our cameras are packed away, we take 
some “ still” shots—and if they turn out 
okay, we will reproduce one in an early 
issue of the Club News.

Again in the air, we head due south for 
“ Dixie,” hoping to get some pictures of 
Dick Lemore, of Bladon Springs, Ala. Dick 
has recently sent us a letter from the re
fueling- endurance record holding Key 
Brothers, operators of the Meridan (Miss.) 
Airport, accepting honorary membership in 
the F.A.C. Unfortunately Dick was out to 
a movie, so we move on. Hope to find you 
in next time, Dick!

While in the South we also drop in at 
Birmingham, Ala., to see Norman C. Thom
as, and get some views of his fine models. 
His Douglas 0-38 is a blue-ribbon winner.

W’e also drop in on Bill Hill, Winston- 
Salem, N. C„ where we get some excellent 
pictures of his Flying Aces Hi-Climb R.O.G. 
(built from, plans in Flying Aces) and of 
his Curtiss-Robin and Page Racer. With 
Pensacola, Fla., only a short distance away, 
we surprise David Henneques, Jr., by drop
ping in on his tarmac and “ shooting” his 
Boeing P-12, together with the clever 
hangar he made from an Erector set.

We’re all but ready to head directly for 
the W’ est Coast when we pick up a radio 
message from Major J. P. Tumulty, head 
of Ohio Squadron No. 1, Cleveland, inform
ing us that they had seen our blue and gold 
plane pass overhead and felt disappointed 
because we did not drop in. After a con
sultation, during which “ Doug” insisted 
that we should alter our course and drop 
in on this loyal Squadron, Arch heads the 
ship northward and we settle down on the 
tarmac at Cleveland. It’s late when we ar
rive, so we lay over in Cleveland for the 
night. Taking our flashlight equipment 
along, we secure some top-flight pictures of 
Ohio Squadron No. 1 in action at one of 
their colorful meetings! What a business
like organization! First they have their 
roll-call; then they take up general busi
ness, talk of airplanes, designs, contests, 
Flying Aces, and the F.A.C.; and finally 
they serve refreshments. Frank Plank, Ad
jutant, and Major J. P. Tumulty, Squad
ron Commander, are certainly two fine fel
lows to have in command, and they have 
a mighty fine bunch of fellows, too!

Bright and early the next morning, Arch 
gets us out of bed with the command— 
“ Immediately following ham and eggs, the 
Flying Aces transport leaves for the West 
Coast!”

Within an hour we board ship, bidding 
farewell to Ohio Squadron No. 1 assembled 
on the field to see us off. Westward we 
speed, and can Arch handle a ship! You 
should see him guide the ship through a 
storm area over Estes Park, in the Rockies!

By nightfall we land at Olympia, Wash
ington, after a non-stop flight from Cleve
land. As we land, a fellow comes running 
across the field to greet us. It’s Jack Phipps, 
of Seattle.

“ Come with me to the Executive Depart
ment in the morning and you can ‘shoot’ 
some pictures of the Governor signing a 
letter accepting honorary membership in 
the F.A.C.,” says Jack; and sure enough 
next morning we get some nice sound 
pictures o f Governor Clarence D. Martin 
signing his letter accepting membership. 
Informing us that he always wanted to do 
a ’chute jump, Jack drops off over Seattle 
after flying a short distance with us when 
we head for Tacoma.

We are met at the latter city’s airport 
by our old friend, Paul Guerrero, Com
mander of Washington Squadron No. 1 and 
head of the F.A.C. Philippine Squadrons. 
Paul tells us that Squadron Commanders 
Fred S. Ponce, of the Mapa High School, 
and James B. Coulter, of the Arellano High 
School, Manila, plan a model contest, and 
that Captain Jose Valderrama, Lopez, 
Tayabas, is making great strides in his 
section of the Philippines. Paul insisted 
upon taking us to Vashon Island, Washing
ton, where we get some first class pictures 
of Captain Thelma Haltom Castronuevo, 
who recently gave a beach party in honor 
of our popular Philippine Commander. Both 
Thelma and Paul informed us that most 
of those in attendance were wearing F.A.C.

( Continued on page 91)

Well, Buzzards, though our present trip doesn’ t take in Australia, we want you to meet Major

g. M. Cameron18 boys— Australian Squadron No. 1. That surely is an A -l flock of models, right?
f  course, all the 69 members don’t show in this picture nor the two planes owned by members of 

the Squadron. Incidentally, these high-flyers just celebrated, the first birthday of the F.A.C ._ in that 
far-off land, and tee wish we’d been at the party, for we know this bunch had a siveU. time.
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Citations and 
Awards

of the Flying Aces Club
The Distinguished Service Medal 

of the Flying Aces Club has been 
awarded to the following members of 
G-2 for exceptional services to the club:
W. D. Davis William Kaempfer
Bob Rosenbush W. Joseph
Walt Baylis Ralph Sassano

The following winners of the Dis
tinguished Service Medal of the Flying 
Aces Club have been given the first 
award of the bronze props for addi
tional services to the club:
Otto Gruytch Bernard Danowitz
Leonard Tarver

The following winners of the first 
award of the bronze props have been 
given the second award of the bronze 
props for additional services to the club:
Robert Vahan 
John Gilchrist 
Henry Bukowski 
Baddy Cornett 
Fred A. Dragone, Jr. 
Edward Diller

William Boss 
George Hartley 
John Roy, Jr.
David Henriques, Jr,
Harry F. Euker

The following winners of the second 
award of the bronze props have been 
given the third award of the bronze 
props for additional services to the club:
Francis Schweitzer Ted Jacobs
Raymond Dowsett LeRoy Wilder man
Hargis Blakley Alfred Costen

The following members of G-2 of the 
Flying Aces Club have been awarded 
the silver F.A.C. ring for exceptional 
service to the Club:
John Guest David L. Moffat
Russell Moore Arthur Freeman
William Griswold

The following members of G-2 have 
been cited by the Flying Aces Club for 
exceptional services to the club and are 
being considered for the Distinguished 
Service Medal:
Lindsey Henderson Winthrop Difford
Sherman R. Higdon Philip Varker

All Questions 
Answered

This section of FLYING ACES is 
at your service, F.A.C.’s. Send in 
your questions and requests for 
air information, and we will be 
glad to answer them here in the 

order received.
Arnold McLean, Tantas City:—A 

primary glider costs about $350. A full 
account of this sport and regulations 
may be obtained at the Department of 
Commerce for Aviation in Washington.

Gerry Nistal, New Rochelle:—The
sweep-back of the wings is the most 
outstanding feature of the Douglas as 
compared to the Boeing transport. I do 
not know of any Portuguese aces. 
Think up another nation. Fokker’s was 
the first synchronized gun used. That 
used by Garros was not synchronized, 
but fired through the prop, and the 
blades of the prop were protected by 
bands of steel—all of which I have men
tioned 500 times before.

(Continued on neat page)

Join The Flying A ces Club
’T 'O  advance the cause of aviation, over 50,000 men and women, boys and girls, have 

banded together to form the Flying Aces Club. To become a member, fill in and mail the 
application coupon below, along with a stamped, self-addressed envelope for return of 
your official membership card.

It costs nothing. There are no dues. After becoming a member, you will be all set to 
win your Cadet Wings, Pilot Wings, Ace’s Star, and perhaps the D.S.M. Take the first 
step NOW—fill in and mail the membership coupon!

It’s easy to start an F.A.C. Flight or Squadron. Tell your friends about the F.A.C. 
and its official magazine— Flying Aces. Ask them to buy a copy and join the club. Count
ing yourself, six members are necessary to form a Flight; a minimum of 18 for a Squadron. 
To become a member, each applicant must fill out and mail the application below. Be sure, 
when writing, to enclose a stamped, self-addressed envelope for your reply. This is 
important.

Honorary Members
President and Mrs. Franklin D. Roosevelt 

Vice Pres. John Nance Garner
Casey Jones 
Wallace Beery 
A1 Williams 
Col. Scaroni 
Gilford Pinehot 
Major von Schleich 
Lieut .-Col, Pinsard 
C. E. Kingsford-Snuth 
G. M. Bellanca 
Capt. Boris Sergievsky 
Colonel Roscoe Turner 
Charles W. A. Scott 
Richard C. DuPont 
Amos V  Andy 
Jackie Cooper

Rear-Admiral Byrd 
Capt. Edward Rickenbackar 
Colonel W. A. Bishop 
Major G . A. Vaughn, Jr# 
M rs. Gilford Pinehot 
Willy Coppens 
Genersl Balbo 
Josef Veitjens 
Amelia Ear hart Putnam 
Senator David I. Walsh 
Lowell Thomas 
Tom Campbell Black 
Eric Kingsford-Smith 
Walt Disney 
Frankie Thomas

435
A W A R D S A N D  HONORS

The D.S.M.
The Flying Aces Club Distinguished Service 

Medal is the highest award of the Club and is 
given to those whose work on behalf of the F.A.C. 
is “beyond and above the call of duty." It has 
been awarded for obtaining prominent men and 
women as Honorary Members, for exceptionally 
successful activity in the promotion of the Club, 
for outstanding work in covering the secret 
assignments of G-2.

Winners of the D.S.M. who merit further 
awards will be given beautiful bronze props. 
Worn on the ribbon of the D.S.M., they may be 
compared to the bronze palms awarded to win
ners of the Croix de Guerre. The highest award 
of the F.A.C. is the D.S.M. with three props.

The Ace’s Star
The Ace's Star is awarded to regular members 

of the F.A.C. who have qualified for their Cadet 
and Pilot Wings and who have succeeded in en
rolling five new members in the Flying Aces 
Club. Each new member must fill out the Appli
cation Coupon below. Get five of your friends 
to do this, send in their applications all together 
and win the F.A.C. Ace’s Star.*

Official Charters
F.A.C. Flights and Squadrons are recognized 

only when they have been awarded Official 
Charters. These Charters are illustrated to depict 
the various steps of advancement in aviation, 
and the wording is in keeping with the high 
ideals and purposes of the Club. They are printed 
on a very fine grade of paper and the names of 
the Squadrons are hand-lettered. Charter appli
cations must always be accompanied by a com
plete list of members with their addresses. For 
the Flight Charter send 25c, for the Squadron 
Charter 50c, to cover costs.

W E not only have a 
new supply of the 

handsome F.A.C. Club 
Ring, but now offer you 
the beautiful Identifica
tion Bracelet, as well. 
Both are finished in an
tique silver — the ring 
being self-adjustable to 
insure a p e r f e c t  fit. 
Either ring or bracelet 
will be sent postpaid any- 

where in the U.S.A. for only 50e each.

COUPON
No. 37

Save This Coupon for the
N E W  CAD ET W IN GS

of the Flying Aces Club
All members with Official Membership Cards 

are eligible for Cadet Wings. This coupon, with 
two others and 10c, entitles members to Cadet 
Wings. Do not send this coupon alone. Save it 
until you have three. Then send them in all to
gether with a self-addressed envelope and 10c to 
cover cost of wrapping and mailing. Only one 
pair of Wings to a member. If you lose yours, 
send 25c for new ones.

British send one shilling in  coin or International Reply 
Coupon for one shilling. ________________

W  COUPON
No. 34

Save This Coupon for the
N E W  PILOT’S W IN GS

of the Flying Aces Club 
All enrolled members who have won their 

Cadet Wings are eligible for Pilot’s Wings. This 
coupon, with four others and 10c, entitles Cadets 
to Pilot’s Wings. Do not send this coupon alone. 
Save it until you have five. Then send them all 
together with a self-addressed envelope and 10c 
to cover cost of wrapping and mailing. Only one 
pair of Wings to a member. If you lose yours, 
send 25c for new ones.

Canadians send International Reply Coupon for 15c. 
British  send one shilling in  coin or International Reply 
Coupon for one shilling.

December Membership Coupon
I , the undersigned, hereby make application for member

ship in the F ly ing  Aces Club. I agree to live up to its 
rules and regulations; to foster the growth and develop
ment of aviation: and cooperate with all other members 
in the work of spreading aviation inform ation, building 
up confidence in flying for national defence and transporta
tion. I w ill aim to build up the C« ib and its membership, 
and do my best to win the honors that the F lying Aces 
Club offers.

Volunteers for G-2
G-2, the Inner Circle of the F.A.C., is open to 

a restricted number of members who are qualified 
for Secret Service activities. Those who are 
chosen will have unusual opportunities to win 
the Club's Distinguished Service Medal. Those 
who are accepted will be given a secret number 
and identification card as well as the secret 
code. Assignments will be made by letter and 
code.

My name is .............. ...... ........ .
A g e ..... ...............................
Street

City .............................S ta te........
Mail this application, enclosing a self-addressed, 

stamped envelope. Canadians send International Reply 
Coupon worth 5c. Briti&h send a similar coupon worth
sixpence.

FLYIN G  ACES CLUB — 67  W . 44th  St., New Y o r k  C ity
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58] December, 1935F L Y I N G  A C E S
Joseph Keen, Baltimore:—The Go

shawk and the Hawk are two different 
ships. There are so many types of 
Hawks that it is impossible to answer 
all your questions on them, as you do 
not state which ship you mean.

M. Perry Horton, Old Greenwich:—
Thanks for your letter. I am still not 
certain about interceptors here, but 
many men in the service continue to 
point out to me that we do not need 
them, and I was really expressing their 
views. It is still a problem. I don’t know 
how to start a National Air Reserve. I 
believe it should be done by some one 
with real background, like Lindbergh, 
Doolittle, A1 Williams or Frank Hawks.

Then it would have some real basis.

Louis Cyr, Acushnet, Mass.:—Fonck 
had the insignia of the Storks on his 
ship. That’s all, as far as I know. He 
is still alive.

Robert Harris, San Francisco:— 
Floyd Bennet was not killed in a crash. 
He died of pneumonia. Head or tail 
winds affect flight so much that no in
strument can correctly indicate your 
actual ground speed.

Kenneth Austin, Belmont, Mass.:— 
There was no single-seater Bristol 
Fighter. There was the Bristol Bullet 
and the Bristol monoplane. Garros was

not in the Storks. Pinsard was, I be
lieve. Pinsard is credited with 27 vic
tories. Garros is credited with five.

Tony Jacobs, New York City:—
Thanks for the pictures. We have them 
all. The Belgian government uses 
Fairey Fox, Fireflys, Renard R-31 Bre- 
guet XIX bombers, Avro, Morane and 
Stampe-et-Vertongen trainers.

Thomas Anders, St. Louis:—The man
you ask about is not known to us, but 
you do not state what army he served 
in. That would help. The Italian Macchi 
C-72 (440.6759 miles per hour) is the 
fastest ship in the world.

By  A rch W hitehouse.

---------------- -------------------------

Devil of the Yellow Doom
(C on tin u ed  fr o m  p a g e  8)

Strange pulled up sharply. The Boche 
who had first attacked him was slash
ing back from his right. A Spandau 
burst raked his wing-tip as he turned. 
He rolled into a vertical bank, swiftly 
closed the gap. The other Boche zoomed 
to aid his comrade, and the tail of the 
Spad quivered under a sudden pound
ing. Strange hurled the ship into an 
Immelmann. As he twisted back he 
saw but one of the Fokkers. The other 
was screaming down at a spot beyond 
the balloon. The D.H. was taking off, 
and the German was plunging to finish 
it before it reached flying speed.

Something cold touched Strange’s 
heart, and he knew without the faintest 
doubt that the Jays were in that ship. 
His clenched hand shot the stick for
ward. Like a flashing arrow, the Spad 
went down the sky. The other Boche 
dived after him with flaming guns. 
Bullets ripped through the Spad’s left 
wing. Strange grimly steepened his 
plunge.

Three hundred feet below, the second 
German was pulling out for the kill. 
The D.H. was barely in the air, and the 
crafty Boche had made his dive behind 
a searchlight beam. As the Fokker 
slued into position, Strange aimed his 
shrieking plane. His tense fingers 
jammed the trips together. Red light
ning stabbed from his cowl, straight 
for the German ship.

The Fokker jumped like a living 
thing in frenzy. Its nose came up, 
twisted to one side. For a moment, as 
Strange fought his ship from its dive, 
he thought he had failed to score. Then 
the black ship burst into flames and 
the furious speed of its plunge hurled 
it across the sky. One second, it seemed 
the Bessoneau hangars were doomed. 
Then with a blinding flash the ship 
struck the nose of the blimp.

The terrific heat of the flaming 
hydrogen forced Strange to a hasty 
turn. He put his hands before his eyes 
to shut out the dazzling light. As the 
Spad roared away from the flaming bal
loon, he dropped one hand to the stick. 
Suddenly, Spandau bullets vengefully 
pounded his wings. He crouched and 
flung around in a tight half-split.

Another burst crashed into the fuse

lage close to his padded head-rest. As 
he ducked, the instrument board went 
to pieces under a smoking stream from 
the guns of his unseen foe. Strange set 
his jaw, rolled blindly into a turn. 
Though he still could not see, he knew 
where the Boche was flying. To his un
cannily sensitive brain, the German’s 
murderous hate was like a magnet out 
there in the night. It was not the first 
time he had sensed the direction of 
danger from the fury of an attacker.

CHAPTER III

Blue Circle and Dot

TAHE Spandau hail had ceased as he 
made that turn, but in a moment it 

came again, just as he whipped around. 
He snapped the trips together, hurried
ly crossed the controls. Over the spit
ting guns he now caught a twisting 
shape, the blur of the last black Fokker. 
With cool precision, he brought the 
Vickers to bear on the darting ship.

Br-r-t-t-t-t-t-t! One short burst—and 
the thrashing belts ran out. Strange 
snatched at the charging handle of the 
nearest gun. There might have been a 
blank in the belt to give the pilot warn
ing . . .  .

But the German had seen him hastily 
jerk at the gun. In a grinding turn he 
whirled to pounce on his prey. Strange 
tensed for a flashing ren versem en t. The 
Spad snapped about in the first swift 
twist of that violent maneuver.

Something leaped out of the smoke- 
filled sky—the other Yankee Spad! And 
panic raced into the pilot’s face as he 
saw Strange in his path. Strange 
hauled the stick to his belt, stood on 
opposite rudder. His ship screeched up 
and into a stall—and the other Spad 
shot underneath.

By that split-second change of direc
tion, Strange had averted collision. But 
now the Boche had him at his mercy. 
The black ship’s nose shot upward, and 
two livid streaks probed at the end of 
Strange’s wing. Probed—and suddenly 
ended. Strange twisted around to see 
the Hun ship wobble and fall off. 
Tracers were still visible—but they 
were blazing into the Fokker’s pit! Blaz

ing from the nose of a thundering D.H. 
which had charged in.

The man in the Fokker never knew 
what struck him. Strange saw him fall, 
head lolling on his shoulders. Then an
other storm of lead raked over the side 
of the Fokker. Above the din of engines 
came a tearing sound as the ship’s right 
wing collapsed. Turning onto its side, 
the German plane moaned down to a 
fiery finish.

The Spad had regained flying speed. 
Strange banked close to the D.H. and 
signaled his thanks to the Jays. Tom 
waved back, and Noisy, grinning from 
the front pit, shook hands with himself 
above his head in pugilistic fashion. 
Then the two-seater nosed down. 
Strange followed the D.H. to the 
ground. The field was as bright as day 
from the glare of the burning balloon 
and the two blazing Fokkers. Colonel 
Jordan and Andre dashed up breath
lessly as Strange jumped from the 
Spad.

“Are you all right?” panted the G-2 
chief.

“Yes, thanks to Tom and Noisy.” 
Strange wheeled to Andre. “ Did you 
catch the second spy?”

“ The second one?” blurted the 
Frenchman.

“ That spy at the searchlight was act
ing on signal from some other man— 
the one who fired the rockets,” Strange 
said impatiently.

“ S a cre  b leu ! I will turn this place 
upside down—”

“Wait! There’s something more im
portant. Have your men get the body 
that dropped from the blimp.”

“ It is too close to the fire.” Andre 
pointed to where the balloon still 
blazed.

“ Then i t’s safe for the moment,” 
Strange muttered. He motioned toward 
the wreck of the Fokker which had not 
burned. “Have someone find out if 
there’s a wireless receiver in that ship.”

Andre hurried away to give the or
der. Jordan tugged at Strange’s elbow.

“ The spy who switched on that 
searchlight is dying. I want you to try 
hypnotism to make him talk—or see 
if you can read his mind.”

Strange grimaced.



“ That’s pretty cold-blooded, colonel.”
“Can’t help it,” growled Jordan.

'X'HEY pushed through the crowd at 
the truck. Strange saw a crumpled 

figure in mechanic’s coveralls. The 
man’s chest was bared, and blood was 
oozing from under a first-aid pack. The 
flight-surgeon stood up, whispered to 
Jordan. The G-2 chief turned hastily 
to Strange.

“ Hurry! See what you can learn.”
“All right,” Strange said curtly. 

“ But clear this mob away.”
He knelt by the dying man. He had 

no heart for this task, but he wasn’t 
supposed to be human. He was only a 
thinking-machine . . . .

The spy’s blood-flecked lips moved 
slowly.

“ Too late, Herr Brain-Devil,” he 
whispered. “You will learn . . . .  noth
ing . . . .  from me—” his words 
trailed off, and he turned his head to 
look toward Germany. A faint smile 
touched his face as he died. Strange’s 
eyes filmed as he caught that last 
thought.

“ Did you get anything?” Jordan 
asked in a subdued tone.

Strange faced him stonily. “Yes, col
onel—priceless military information. 
He was thinking of his home and of 
a little girl named Elsa.”

Jordan flushed at the biting words. 
“We had to try it,” he mumbled. “He 
might have given you the key to this 
thing."

“And he was only a spy,” Strange 
added bitterly. Then his expression 
slowly altered. “You’re right, of course, 
Colonel. I was only imagining myself 
in his place—a spy, dying in the midst 
of—”

He stopped as Andre came running 
from the direction of the squadron of
fice.

“ Come quieklyl” the little French
man  ̂ gasped. “ Something has hap
pened!”

They raced after him to the Adrian 
hut office. The door to the orderly room 
stood open, and lying by the telephone 
switchboard was the body of a poilu. 
One leg was twisted under him, and 
the nails of both hands had been dug 
into the flesh so tightly that it bled. 
The man’s drawn features gave mute 
evidence to a death of agony, and their 
terrible expression was increased by the 
wild dilation of his eyes.

On his right cheek was a round 
bluish spot probably two inches in 
diameter. In the center was a faint 
black dot. As Jordan saw the blue spot 
he jerked around and stared at Andre. 
Strange caught the look.

“ Why does the idea of poison upset 
you?” he demanded.

“ Then you know that symbol?” whis
pered Andre.

“ Symbol?” rapped Strange.
“ The blue circle and the dot. It is 

the same mark which was found on the 
other victims.”

“Your symbol is a paralyzed area,” 
Strange said grimly. “ It’s caused by the 
poison. And I think I can explain the 
dot.” He took a pencil and pulled open 
the dead man’s mouth. A tiny steel
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point, like the end of* a needle, was 
visible inside the cheek where it had 
been driven through from the outside.

“A poison needle!” exclaimed Jor
dan.

“ Practically a perfect means of mur
der,” Strange said tersely. “That black 
dot is possibly curare—or more likely 
strophanthus mixed with snake venom, 
like the Kombe arrow poison. Who
ever examined your other victims of 
whom you had planned to tell me should 
have discovered it.”

“ The reports haven’t come through,”
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Jordan said, staring at the dead poilu. 
“ The men were killed in the last twen
ty-four hours.”

“Where?” Strange clipped.
“ Two at Bar-le-duc, both Intelligence 

agents. And an entire dawn patrol 
flight—found dead in their ships just 
as they were due to take off. That was 
at the 46th. Moreover, one of Andre’s 
men was killed at Le Bourget.”

“And now those devils strike right 
under our noses,” Andre said furiously.

Strange eyed him queerly. “Who do 
you mean by ‘those devils?’ ”
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“Who but this monster, Lacoste, the 
notorious poisoner, and the three trai
tors who escaped with him?”

“ I was going to tell you, Strange,” 
put in Jordan. “You’ve heard of La
coste, of course—the French murderer 
who married women for their money 
and then poisoned them?”

“Yes. But the last I heard he was in 
the old prison at Fauborg St. Denis, 
awaiting the guillotine.”

Jordan scowled. “ I know. And in the 
same cell block with him were those 
three damned renegades you turned up 
at the 46th, the ones who’d been rob
bing Army paymasters and secretly 
peddling cocaine.”

“ I remember them,” nodded Strange. 
“Cormak was the leader. Ross and 
Hickman were members of a Chicago 
gang who found things too warm and 
enlisted under false names.”

“ Tough eggs,” grated J o rdan.  
“ Tougher than we thought. The night 
you left for London the three of them 
and Lacoste broke out of prison, leav
ing five guards and two officials poi
soned. It’s a mystery how they worked 
it, and also how they managed to 
vanish.”

Strange was watching Jordan’s an
gry face. “ They sent threats of some 
kind?”

Jordan started, glared at him. “Yes, 
damn them! And since you’re so smart, 
guess whose name was at the top of 
their murder list!”

“ By your tone, I suppose it was 
mine.”

“ Right. Mine was next. Also the 
Jays were on it, and the two men who 
were killed in Bar-le-duc—”

“And the seven pilots of their old 
outfit,” finished ■ Strange. He flicked a 
keen glance at Andre. “ And this La
coste threatened S u rete  officials, I sup
pose?”

Andre’s swarthy face hardened. 
“ Old, may his black soul burn! And 

since then Colonel Raimond, chief of the 
S u rete , has disappeared and is thought 
murdered. The judge who sentenced 
Lacoste died yesterday of poisoned wine 
at a sidewalk cafe. Then this agent of 
mine at Le Bourget, poor fellow.”

An odd gleam came into Strange’s 
green eyes. “Clever!” he said, half to 
himself. “Almost too clever.”

“More vicious than clever,” growled 
Andre.

Strange glanced at him sharply. “ I 
didn’t mean Lacoste. But now you men
tion him, do you know what poisons he 
was convicted of using?”

“Arsenic, cyanide, strychnine and a 
dozen other uncommon ones I could not 
even pronounce. Our men found he had 
an old copy of Schmidt’s T oxico logy , 
and was trying a new poison for every 
murder.”

Strange gave an imperceptible start 
at mention of the German book. He 
turned quickly to the door. “ Let’s get 
at that post-mortem. This looks more 
serious than I thought.”

A S they neared the hangars he saw 
the Renault. “Andre, I’ll have to 

ask you to get that car back to its 
owner.” He added a brief explanation

of what had occurred at the Winking 
Owl.

“ N om  d’tin n o m !”  exclaimed the little 
major. “ If you told me sooner I would 
have flashed word to the S u re te ."

“ H err  Muller and his pack probably 
fled at once,” said Strange. He stopped 
short. “Muller! Why didn’t I think of 
that!”

“What do you mean?” grunted Jor
dan.

“Muller used to be the right-hand 
man of Karl von Zenden, the imper
sonator.”

“ That mocking devil whom they 
called the ‘Ace of a Thousand Faces?’ ” 
queried Andre.

Strange gave a grim nod. “The most 
brilliant spy in the N a ch rich tend ien st. 
He was locked up at Vincennes. If he’s 
escaped, too, and is mixed up in this—” 

“No chance,” snapped Jordan. “Your 
old enemy is dead. I myself saw the 
firing-squad finish him.”

“ You must have rushed the trial,” 
Strange said in surprise.

“Good reason. We heard rumors the 
Boche were planning some scheme to 
free him. I had him secretly moved to 
the dungeon of that old castle where 
we hid Schriemer and von Lauss in 
April. We tried him the next day, and 
he was shot the following morning. We 
didn’t even wait for dawn—got word 
there might be an air strafe at the 
last minute.”

Strange started on toward the line. 
“ It must have been a blow to Ger
many,” he said thoughtfully. “ No one 
could approach him in masquerade. He 
was on the stage before the war as a 
lightning-change artist, and his work 
was almost miraculous.”

“You’re no slouch yourself,” rumbled 
Jordan.

“I’ll never equal von Zenden.” There 
was a curious admiration in Strange’s 
voice. “ He was the perfect spy. I’ve met 
men who could erect mental barriers 
against my attempts at telepathy, but 
von Zenden is the only one who ever 
deliberately forced himself to think 
along a false trail in order to trick 
me. He had nerves like iron.”

“Well, they failed him at the last,” 
the G-2 chief said sourly. “ They had 
to carry him to the post; he was so 
terrified he couldn’t even talk.”

There was a grim satisfaction in his 
words. Strange gave him a peculiar 
look.

“ Now, what the devil?” Jordan de
manded.

Before Strange could reply, C apitaine  
Lerue, the squadron commander, strode 
up to Andre.

“We found a wireless in that Fok- 
ker, as you suspected. But there is also 
something startling—the plane was one 
of the captured Fokkers kept at the 
Neuilly repair depot.”

Andre’s black eyes almost popped 
from their sockets. “Name of a little 
pig!” he burst out. “ Order a Nieuport 
started at once. I will soon know about 
this!”

“ Tell them to start the D.H., too,” 
boomed Jordan. “ I’ll go with you.”

He was looking around for one of 
the G.H.Q. pilots when a klaxon sound
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ed. A long, black Hispano limousine 
with a French Staff pennant on its 
hood slid to a halt on the cinders. The 
non-com at the wheel hastily opened the 
door. A severe-faced French colonel, 
with pinched lips under a cropped mus
tache, emerged from the car. He wore 
a drab French field uniform and car
ried a heavy dispatch case in one hand.

“Colonel Raimond!” gasped Andre. 
“ M on  D ieu , I thought you were dead!” 

“ I have been working secretly on this 
Lacoste case,” snapped the other. He 
spied Jordan. “ I rushed here to warn 
you of a diabolical scheme—” he broke 
off, stared around. “What is this?” 

Strange followed his glance toward 
the waiting field ambulance. Stretcher- 
men were carrying one of the yellowed 
corpses to the machine. Andre, still 
dazed, made a hurried explanation. The 
French colonel swore.

“ Where will those devils strike 
next!” Then he gestured toward the 
men with the body. “ Go ahead. Andre, 
send the corpse to the S u rete  for au
topsy at once!”

“ Oui, m on co lon el,”  Andre said re
luctantly. “ I will tell the driver—”

“ A S u rete  man will be better,” 
grated Raimond. He beckoned to the 
non-com who had driven the Hispano. 
“ Take the ambulance to the medical 
examiner at Headquarters.”

A red-faced sous-officer had started 
to take the wheel. As Strange glanced 
at Raimond, he thought he saw a swift 
furtive signal pass between them. That 
look galvanized some motor-center of 
his brain into furious activity. His 
green eyes raced over the French col
onel, photographing every detail of 
uniform, face, and posture. His gaze 
flicked to the dispatch case. If he were 
right it would have a peculiar 
lock . . .

He stiffened. There was suddenly a 
feeling of dismay in the air—he could 
sense it as though some one had crjed 
out.

CHAPTER IV 

A erial A mbush

CTRANGE turned. The red-faced 
^  sous-officier was staring at two 
poilus who were hauling a hose toward 
the embers of the blimp. The red-faced 
man jerked around, and Strange saw 
panic in his eyes. Then Colonel Rai
mond gave a hasty command.

“ C apita ine Lerue, stop those men! 
That heavy stream might destroy some 
clue in the wreckage.”

Lerue, surprised, ran through the 
smoke toward the wreck. Strange’s eyes 
were riveted on Raimond’s face. In the 
waning light it looked rigid and gray. 
He turned, stepped carelessly to the 
side of Colonel Jordan, who was stand
ing near the Jays.

“ Don’t ask any questions, but stop 
that ambulance driver!” he said in an 
undertone. “ Noisy, slip me my gun.” 

Jordan’s mouth opened, closed with a 
snap. He started toward the ambulance 
as Strange wheeled back toward Rai
mond. Strange was within ten feet of 
the other man when there was a sud



den yell from the ambulance driver. 
The French colonel sprang back, his 
free hand at his hip. Strange’s gun 
flashed up from his side.

“ Stand still!’’ he rapped. “ Or this 
time you’ll stay dead!”

Only a fraction of a second did con
sternation show in the other man’s eyes. 
Then he was again the arrogant S u rete  
chief. “What’s the meaning of this?” 
he snarled. “ Andre, arrest this fool!” 

“ It’s no use, von Zenden,” said 
Strange. “You gave yourself away.” 

“ Strange, think what you’re saying!” 
cried Andre. “You know von Zenden is 
dead.”

“ He’s tricked you,” Strange snapped. 
“ I knew it when Jordan said—”

“ Look out!” Tom Jay shouted. 
Strange leaped to one side as he saw 

von Zenden’s body tense. The red-faced 
sergeant had whipped out a gun and 
fired. As Strange sprang, von Zenden 
quickly turned and slammed the dis
patch case fiercely against his elbow. 
The pistol blasted into the air, then 
fell from Strange’s numbed fingers. 
Two shots crashed above the drone of 
the idling engines. Strange dived for 
his gun. Some one fell against him as 
his left hand closed on the weapon. He 
spun around on one knee, thinking it 
was von Zenden. Instead, a poilu  was 
slumping beside him, a bullet-hole in 
his head.

The ambulance lurched forward as 
he jumped to his feet. He saw Jordan 
sprawled on the ground. The G-2 chief 
was up again in a second, hurling 
curses after the speeding machine. Me
chanics scattered wildly as the car 
plunged toward them. Strange looked 
around hastily for von Zenden. In the 
dim light there was no sign of the 
Prussian or the false sous-officier. A 
motorcycle, sputtered into life near one 
of the shops. He dashed to the spot, 
recognized Lerue and one of his pilots. 
The machine rocketed in pursuit of the 
ambulance which now had almost 
reached the gate. A moment later and 
Andre and Noisy Jay ran up breath
lessly.

“ S u cre b leu !”  yelled the Frenchman. 
“Then those others escaped, too!”

“ No, those were your men,” Strange 
told him. “Von Zenden and that red
faced agent are still here some place.” 

Andre sent poilus scurrying for 
rifles. There was a brief rattle of gun
fire' from the sentries at the gate, as 
the ambulance roared through. Noisy 
Jay suddenly caught at Strange’s arm.

“ That limousine’s door is open! It 
was closed before.”

Strange ran to the opened door while 
Andre tore around to the other side. 
A huddled figure was visible in the 
rear of the machine. Strange covered 
the man quickly.

“ Don’t move! Noisy, switch on that 
dome-light.”

A white glow shone through the 
frosted glass.

“ Good Lord!” yelped Noisy. “Some
body’s drilled him.”

Strange slowly lowered his gun. He 
had not expected such an ending for 
the Prussian. There was a grim dark 
hole above the dead man’s nose. He had
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been shot squarely between the eyes, 
as though some one had taken deliber
ate aim. There was no blood, only a 
sinister blackness. Even in its waxen 
grayness the resemblance to Raimond 
was perfect.

Strange reached out and gripped the 
dead man’s wrist. At the stunned look 
on his face, Andre thrust one hand in
side and touched the corpse. He recoiled 
as though from an electric shock. 

“ N o m ’de D ieu ! He is cold as ice!” 
“You’re right,” Strange muttered. 

“ He’s been dead for hours.”
Andre almost dropped his pistol. 
“B-but he was alive a few minutes 

ago—”
“Von Zenden—not this man. This is 

the real Colonel Raimond.”
“ I don’t understand,” Andre said 

dazedly.
“ There’s no time to explain now. Von 

Zenden’s still loose. We’ll have to be 
on our guard or he’ll escape.”

“No one will leave this field,” Andre 
said fiercely. “ Knowing that devil’s 
skill, I would not let even myself pass 
without examination.”

T IE  turned with an oath as the low 
rumble of idling motors changed 

suddenly. A muffled report came as 
Strange ran toward the line. Near 
Andre’s Nieuport, at the end hangar, 
he could dimly see a struggle going on. 
In a second, he saw a poilu  mechanic 
stagger back and collapse. Two figures, 
mere shadows, leaped toward the Nieu
port. Strange fired at long range. One 
of the figures stumbled, lurched back 
to face him. A small shiny object 
flashed up in the wounded man’s hand. 
With a low but vicious snarl something 
whizzed past Strange’s ear. His finger 
closed on the trigger of his gun. By the 
spurting flame he saw the red-faced 
spy-

The Boche took a step forward, 
doubled over and fell. The Nieuport’s 
engine roared, and a cloud of fine 
cinders blew back into Strange’s face. 
He blindly emptied his gup at the flee
ing ship. Then, cursing himself for let
ting the Prussian trick him, he ran 
back to the idling D.H.

The alarm had already spread. Some 
one was clambering into the rear pit 
of the two-seater. Strange recognized 
one of the Jay twins as he reached up 
and pulled down his goggles.

“ Hold it!” he shouted. He vaulted up 
and into the front' cockpit. “ All set! 
Take her off!”

The Liberty thundered, and the big 
ship charged out onto the field. Strange 
snapped his safety-belt, looked hastily 
around the pit in the hope that the 
pilot had left his goggles. He saw none, 
but an ear-phone helmet with a voice- 
tube connection to the rear cockpit— 
standard equipment in G.H.Q. ships— 
hung at one side. He put it on, adjusted 
the mouthpiece, fastened the helmet 
buckle. As the D.H. lifted, he bent to 
speak through the tube.

“ Tom? Noisy?” he snapped.
“ It’s Noisy,” came the quick answer.
“ Give me the stick,” ordered Strange. 

“Get onto those Lewises—and remem
ber we’re fighting von Zenden!”
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A searchlight flickered up from the 

drome as he took the controls. He 
banked, slitting his eyes against the 
wind, then caught a blur of wings be
low and to the right. The Nieuport was 
twisting around, hardly a hundred feet 
from the ground. As he pushed the stick 
forward, the Nieuport skidded and 
plunged down over the trees. Strange 
snatched at the charging handles of the • 
Vickers, expecting a fast ehandelle. 
Then he paused, trips half-closed.

The Nieuport seemed on the point of 
crashing. He saw it rake through the 
top branch of a tree, then swoop off 
into the clear space above the field. 
Eyes narrowed, he hurled the D.H. 
after the single-seater. Von Zenden 
might be wounded. One of those blind 
shots might have hit him. Or he might 
only be trying to give that impression, 
intending a swift attack.

With a crazy half-roll, the Nieuport 
pitched back in the D.H.’s path. 
Strange raked it briefly as he kicked 
aside. The Nieuport tightened in a left 
bank. Strange whirled in a vertical 
turn, drove two bursts up the fuselage. 
Cherry-red, his tracers lanced into the 
pit. The fighter dropped in a slip, 
straightened and thundered on.

Strange gazed at it in astonishment. 
His bullets had gone straight to the 
mark. Unless the spy was wearing a 
bullet-proof jacket . . . .

Another searchlight blazed up from 
the drome. The beam caught the Nieu
port’s left wing-tip, shifted to spot the 
plane. Strange jumped. The cockpit was 
empty!

Hardly believing his eyes, he rud
dered in toward the ship. The Nieuport 
rocked in bumpy air, crabbed down into 
the beam. For a second Strange could 
see squarely into the pit. The stick was 
tugging against the safety-belt, which 
had been snapped around it.

“Good Lord!” came a shout in his 
ears. “Von Zenden’s fallen out!”

“He never was in the ship!” Strange 
answered savagely. “We’ve been fooled 
by a clever trick. He hooked the belt 
over the stick and slammed the throttle 
open. Probably expected the ship to 
crash and draw the crowd. By a fluke 
it took off instead.”

“ Phew! That Heinie is smart, all 
right. But are you sure it’s von Zenden? 
Colonel Jordan said he saw him shot.”

“Jordan’s a poor judge of character. 
Von Zenden is too proud to show the 
white feather in front of a firing squad. 
It must have been some poor wretch 
who was drugged and made up to look 
like him. That rumor of an air strafe 
was spread purposely so the execution 
would be ordered before daylight.”

“If you’re right where are you head
ing?”

Strange had swung around to paral
lel the highway.

“Von Zenden probably made a break 
while this was going on,” he rapped 
through the voice-tube. “We’ll fly to
ward Paris and watch for a speeding 
car.”

“ Okay,” came the answer. “ But I’m 
still in the dark about this business. 
Where does von Zenden hook up with 
those dead men in the blimp?”
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CTRANGE eased the throttle, gazed 
^  down at the road. “ I‘m not sure,” 
he said grimly. “ But I think Germany 
is1 back of the escape of Lacoste and 
those others. Something big is in the 
wind, and von Zenden must have charge 
of it.”

“But how could they kill that blimp 
crew—”

“ I don’t know,” grated Strange. “ But 
something must have gone wrong with 
their plans. That non-com with the red 
face must have killed the switchboard 
operator so he could call von Zenden 
at some secret base and tell him the 
blimp had been brought down. There 
must be a wireless at the place, for 
those Fokker pilots were on the scene 
in a twinkling—”

“I begin to get it. Von Zenden fol
lowed up so he could make sure the 
bodies were destroyed. That’s why he 
was so anxious to get that ambulance 
away. But what about the real Rai- 
mond’s body?”

Strange leveled out at five hundred 
feet, stared ahead for a moment before 
answering.

“ They must have held Raimond pris
oner for a while before killing him. 
When the alarm came about the blimp, 
von Zenden would naturally think ,of 
posing as Raimond to get quick action. 
He undoubtedly had the body put in 
that car so he could use it for a model 
and save precious time in making up. 
He’s cold-blooded enough to think noth
ing of it.”

There was a pause, then a soft laugh 
came through the voice-tube.

“Thank you, m ein  F reu n d , you have 
told me several things I wanted to 
know.”

As he heard that suddenly mocking 
voice, Strange spun around in amaze
ment. A Luger was trained at his head. 
The man behind the gun laughed again.

“I am sorry to startle you,” the voice 
came ironically through the tube. “Per
haps I should have been more gentle 
in dispelling the illusion.”

With a swift movement, he shoved 
the Luger close to Strange’s face.

“ Put your hands outside the cock
pit!”

After that first moment of shock, 
Strange had started to reach for his 
pistol. But at the spy’s fierce command, 
he lifted his hands from the pit. He 
knew when a voice held murder.

The D. H. nosed down slightly, 
leveled out again as von Zenden took 
the stick. Strange was still looking 
backward, tautly waiting his chance. 
But the Luger never wavered.

“ Take your feet from the rudder,” 
the Prussian ordered. “ Now turn 
around, and keep your hands in sight.”

His tone was still smoothly mocking, 
but Strange knew what lay beneath. 
He sat motionless, hands on the Cowl
ing, as though resigned to his fate. The
D. H. banked into a climbing turn, 
spiraled upward. Strange fixed his eyes 
on the tachometer, waiting the first 
sign that von Zenden’s gun hand had 
shifted to the throttle. In a few sec
onds the Prussian’s cool voice sounded 
through the tube.

“ Hold up your left hand, my dear
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Captain. Higher . . . .  Good! Now take 
your right hand and reach across to 
the throttle when I tell you. I will 
allow you two seconds to bring the 
tachometer to 1500 revolutions, and to 
get your hand in sight again . . . . 
Now!”

Strange gritted his teeth as he fol
lowed the order. Von Zenden was beat
ing him at his own game of mind-read
ing, it seemed. He heard the spy laugh.

“ I hope you are not annoyed because 
of our shift in positions?”

With an effort, Strange conquered 
his anger. His only chance would be to 
play the Prussian’s game.

He tilted his head to speak into the 
mouthpiece strapped on his chest.

“ Since I put myself in this trap,” he 
said calmly, “ I shouldn’t complain.”

“ It was quite a welcome surprise,” 
von Zenden assured him. “ I knew I 
would capture you some time, but I 
expected more difficulty. At that, I had 
a bad moment. There was no time for 
careful make-up, and I thought you had 
discovered me.”

Strange glanced quickly at the com
pass as the D.H. swung into straight 
flight.

“A clever idea, impersonating one of 
the Jays,” he stated carelessly. “ Un
less, of course, the three of you hap
pened to be seen at once.”

“I decided not to risk that. After 
borrowing your young friend’s blouse 
and Sam Browne belt—at gun-point, I 
regret to add—I thought it best to ren
der him hors de com ba t. Unless his skull 
is harder than I think, he will sleep an
other hour or so in the propeller shed.”

CHAPTER V 

B loody B arjois

CTRANGE breathed a little easier, 
^  for he had begun to fear that Tom 
Jay was dead. His question had been 
intended to draw this information. He 
knew the Prussian’s weak point'— 
vanity. Von Zenden, the spy, missed the 
audiences who had applauded him as 
“ The Man of a Thousand Faces.” When 
nothing was at stake, he could not re
frain from boasting of some daring 
trick or a brilliant escape he had made.

“ If you had used your marvelous 
brain,” von Zenden said silkily, “ you 
would have guessed that move. Switch
ing insignia and becoming a French 
subaltern would be too common, and a 
mechanic’s coveralls would hide the uni
form but give me no authority. What 
else but a change from French to Yan
kee—an olive-drab blouse to match the 
French field breeches, and a switch 
from an old man to a young one? I 
am afraid the Mental Marvel has 
slipped from the days when’ I knew 
him on Broadway.”

Strange had listened; but his mind 
was divided, half of it busy with a plan 
to overcome the spy. If he could keep 
von Zenden talking . . . .

“You took a desperate chance to get 
rid of that body,” he said.

“ I play for high stakes,” von Zenden 
answered suavely. Then his tone 
abruptly hardened. “ Enough of this. I
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have not forgotten the last time you 
threw me off guard in this way.”

For several minutes there was only 
the roar of the Liberty. Strange 
watched the compass. They were ap
parently heading for Germany. His eyes 
roamed over the luminous dials before 
him, to the stick which now and then 
moved between his knees. A grim look 
had come into his face. Months ago, he 
had decided to die fighting rather than 
be taken prisoner in Germany. No 
ordinary death waited him there, he 
knew..A bullet from von Zenden’s gun 
would be better than the ignominy of 
a public hanging in Berlin—or worse.

He made a quick estimate. The D.H. 
was about twelve miles northeast of 
Paris. It was flying at two thousand 
feet, just under the patchy clouds. The 
spy would not dare to cross the Front 
that low. When he started to climb 
through those clouds would be the 
time—

“ We are going to land,” von Zenden’s 
voice came sharply through the tube. 
“ Raise your hands above your head. 
The gun is in my throttle hand, and I 
shall fire if you make a move.”

For a second, Strange tensed to make 
a desperate lunge at the controls. Then 
he slowly lifted his hands. The other 
would have been suicide. He sat there, 
the prop-stream buffeting his arms as 
the Prussian banked to the south. The 
Liberty fell to idling, then revved up 
two or three times. To a casual listener, 
it would have seemed that the pilot 
was merely clearing the plugs and 
keeping the engine warm. But Strange 
knew it was a signal.

Almost at once, a speck of green 
light flickered out of the blackness. Von 
Zenden glided toward it, banked care
fully as another speck appeared. Mid
way between the tiny green lights a 
faint white glow shone out, spread in 
the shape of a fan. At a thousand feet, 
the Prussian cut the switch. Liberty 
silent, the D.H. moaned down through 
the night.

Under the tilted right wing Strange 
glimpsed a grayish blur. It looked like 
a building perched on a knoll with a 
dark mass of trees around it. The two 
green lights and that vague white fan 
were at a lower level.

By now his arms were aching, but 
he hardly felt the pain. His eyes were 
glued on the altimeter. They were down 
to three hundred feet and von Zenden 
was slipping to bring them close to the 
white glow. Strange waited, muscles 
taut.

Dead-stick landing! If he seized the 
controls now it would mean a crash. 
That was why von Zenden had switched 
off the engine—so that his prisoner 
would not take a chance while he was 
watching the ground.

Trees flashed beneath the landing- 
gear. Strange saw men appear in the 
fan-shaped glow, then cleared ground 
showed ahead. The D.H.’s wheels 
touched earth close to the lighted spot. 
The ship bounced, started to settle 
again. Strange stared at the air-speed 
meter. The hand was at 60 . . . .  55 
. . . . now 50 . . .  .

Suddenly Strange sank his long fin
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gers into the crash padding. Then with 
savage force he drove his left foot 
against the rudder.

The D.H. swerved violently. In spite 
of his hold, he was thrown against the 
side of the cockpit. A groan—then the 
clatter of the Luger to the floor-boards 
came from behind. Strange snatched the 
stick. The D.H. struck on one wheel, 
yawed wildly. He kicked hard to 
straighten it, grasped the switch. The 
prop was still turning over. If he could 
only start the Liberty—

Crack! The two-seater lurched drunk- 
enly as a landing-gear strut collapsed. 
Before Strange could throw the switch 
on, the D.H. had plunged around to
ward the trees. With a crash and a 
jolt the nose dug into the ground. The 
tail flipped up and the ship went onto 
its back.

An outflung limb caught the tail and 
lessened the force of impact. Strange 
waited till the ship had ceased to move, 
then jerked open his safety-belt. His 
gun was in his hand almost as soon as 
he struck the ground. He pivoted on one 
knee. The half-covered floodlight far 
down on the edge of the field shone 
dimly through the trees. A quick glance 
and he saw he had nothing to fear from 
von Zenden. That vicious kick at the 
rudder had done what he had planned. 
An ugly bruise near the temple showed 
where the Prussian’s head had struck.

The unconscious spy was sagging 
down against his belt. Below one 
dangling hand a rubberized packet had 
fallen and burst open. A mirror, tubes 
of make-up, and plasto wax had slid 
out of it. Strange’s eyes rested briefly 
on them as he jumped to his feet. Yon 
Zenden had obviously kept this minia
ture kit in the larger case so that he 
would not be without means to change 
his appearance if he had to abandon the 
other.

\/DICES sounded indistinctly from 
’  the right. Strange wheeled and 

started into the woods. He had not gone 
ten feet when the floodlight shifted and 
its beam narrowed to point to the wreck. 
He halted as the brighter light showed a 
tangled growth before him. Von Zen- 
den’s men would be on him before he 
could break through there. If he ran 
into the clearing he would likewise be 
caught.

He stood motionless for a second, 
then sprang back to the overturned 
ship. He snapped open the spy’s belt, 
dragged von Zenden to a spot beneath 
the front cockpit. Swiftly, he searched 
the Prussian, transferred a leather 
wallet to his own pocket. By the in
creased light, von Zenden’s hurried 
make-up looked slightly artificial. 
Strange took the spy’s goggles, then 
rolled the man on his face in the dusty 
grass.

Every move carried the precision of 
clock-work. As he finished with von 
Zenden he picked up the spy’s miniature 
kit and shot a glance toward the clear
ing. The voices were louder, but trees 
still hid the running. men. He set the 
kit on the D.H.’s wing, seized a tube 
and pencil. No time for more than a 
few hints . . . .  a hard line there at
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the mouth . . . .  a few swift strokes 
near the eyes . . . .

He dropped the lining pencil, snatched 
up a flesh-colored stick. A smear on his 
other cheek, a hasty dab with a cold- 
cream pad . . . .  with a silent prayer he 
turned to meet the first arrival . . . .  
Strike first, that was the key!

“ D u m k o p f!”  he snapped. “ Tell them' 
to switch off that verdam m t light! I may 
have been followed!”

The other man, a burly fellow in the 
soiled uniform of a French corporal, 
halted with open mouth. Strange 
cursed him in fluent German.

“ Hurry, you fool, or we’ll be caught! 
Do you want to face a firing squad?”

The man turned pale and dashed 
back toward the light. Strange heard 
him shouting as he ran. He spun around, 
went on hastily with his make-up. Foot
steps sounded, and as he stepped away 
from the kit two men came up breath
lessly. One was tall, with a crooked 
nose and a brutal twist to his lips. The 
other was smaller, and his pinched face 
showed fright. Strange turned so they 
would see the harsh lines and shadows 
which suggested the real face of von 
Zenden.

“ Get that Yankee pig out of here!” 
he ordered, pointing to the spy. “ I’ll 
follow as soon as I get rid of this 
make-up.”

As he spoke, he turned the other side 
of his face, rubbing the cold-cream pad 
over the smear of grease-paint. The 
man with the crooked nose stared from 
him to von Zenden.

“ Is he dead, E xcellen z?  If so, we can 
bury him with the others.”

“ No,” Strange replied curtly. “ Take 
him to the base.”

The first man returned as he finished 
speaking. The three of them lifted the 
Prussian and carried him into the clear
ing. The floodlight beam was fading; in 
a moment it went out. Strange had al
ready noted a miniature electric light 
attached to the make-up kit. He waited 
till the men were a hundred feet away, 
then crouched behind the D.H. and 
switched on the bulb. If it came to a 
real test, he would need more than 
those crude lines. His imitation of von 
Zenden’s voice had helped convince 
those three. Seeing his half made-up 
face, they had thought him the Prussian 
in process of transformation. But he 
might run into some one with keener 
eyes before he made his escape.

He worked furiously, but with pre
cise, steady fingers. Some one else was 
coming. He could hear muffled voices. 
He took a last glimpse into the magni
fying mirror. The cheek bones were 
not quite right. He stuffed two pads of 
cotton wool inside his mouth, between 
his jaws and cheeks. A poor substitute 
for wax or overlays, but they would 
have to do. He had one advantage . . . .  
few people knew von Zenden’s real face 
well.

“ What caused the crash?” he heard a 
harsh voice demand, a voice abruptly 
familiar.

“ I don’t know,” some one said gut- 
turally. “ The O berst did not explain.”

“ Where is he? What is he waiting 
for?” said the first speaker. Strange

stiffened as he recognized the voice. 
The man was Muller, the spy at the 
Winking Owl!

STRANGE drew out the wallet he had 
taken from von Zenden. Tossing it 

on the ground, he stepped around the 
D.H. As the two men came up, he was 
bending over, playing the light from 
the make-up kit along the ground.

“What happened?” came the voice of 
the pseudo capitaine.

Strange looked up. “ Matter enough! 
One of those accursed twins you failed 
to capture almost broke my neck.” 

Muller started. “ Then you already 
know—”

“ They were both at the French 
drome,” Strange interrupted. “ I tricked 
one of them to help me escape. After we 
were in the air I hit him with my gun. 
He recovered his senses just as I was 
landing, and he seized the controls.” 

“ It is too bad you did not capture 
that damned Brain-Devil instead!” 
grated Muller. “ I would like to get my 
hands on that swine.”

Strange bent and picked up the wal
let as the light spotted it. He snapped 
off the switch, turned to the man with 
Muller.

“ Stay here with the wreck. If an 
Allied plane flies near here, set the ship 
afire.”

“ M ein  G o tt !”  exclaimed Muller. “Are 
you crazy, Karl?”

“ I know what I’m doing,” Strange 
said calmly. “ Come on, I’ve no time to 
waste.”

“ But I don’t understand—”
“ It’s quite simple. They’ll be hunting 

this ship. If it burns there’ll be no need 
to explain where the pilots are.”

“Yes, but they’ll look for the 
bodies.”

“ We’ll provide them if necessary,” 
Strange answered, with an imitation of 
von Zenden’s mocking laugh.

He purposely stumbled as they 
reached the clearing, so that he could 
see which direction Muller would take.

“What happened at the Winking 
Owl?” he demanded as they went on.

“ I was outwitted,” Muller said bit
terly, “ just as my plans were perfected. 
This man Strange is a fiend.” And he 
described glumly what had occurred.

“I have discovered something,” 
Strange told him. “ We are going to 
Paris at once. I can promise that you 
will see your Brain-Devil before the 
night is over.”

“ G u t!”  muttered the German. “But 
you had better see Schmidt first. The 
report about the blimp has set him to 
raving.”

Strange’s eyes narrowed in the dark
ness. Here was a chance to learn the 
key to the riddle of the yellow death. If 
he refused, Muller’s suspicions might 
be aroused.

“Very well, but only for a minute,” 
he agreed.

They were skirting the edge of the 
clearing. Two hundred feet beyond the 
now darkened floodlight he saw several 
white sticks planted in a row.

“ How does it feel to be passing your 
own grave?” Muller jokingly asked. 

The query was so unexpected that



6 4 ] F L Y I N G  A C E S December, 1935

Strange gave a start. He blessed the 
darkness which hid it. “ Too many know 
of that,” he growled.

Muller fell silent. Strange gazed off 
to the left, where a small, wooded slope 
and the bulk of a gloomy building 
showed faintly against the sky. He knew 
now where he was. Those white sticks 
marked the graves of spies who had 
been kept prisoners at old Barjois 
Castle. That building, then, must be the 
castle, and this clearing was one of the 
French “ contact fields,” used as a check
ing point for student pilots on cross
country training.

He remembered landing here in 
April when G-2 had taken over the 
castle as a spy-prison. Schriemer and 
von Lauss had been put to death on 
this very field. The execution spot was 
not far from those graves. He peered 
ahead. He recalled a small stone house, 
apparently as old as the castle, down 
at the bottom of the slope. The French 
had kept two or three poilus stationed 
there to make reports on student planes 
which circled the “contact field,” or 
occasionally landed for fuel if they had 
become lost and were short of petrol. 
The reports were telephoned to the 
various dromes, and the poilus were 
isolated for days at a time.

It was obvious that these men either 
had been bribed by the Germans, or 
more likely had been killed and their 
places taken by spies. The German
speaking pair he had seen in French 
uniform bore that out. The stone house, 
then, must be von Zenden’s base—or one 
of them.

"LIE saw the building in a few mo- 
ments, a gloomy pile of rock set 

back under wide-limbed trees. Several 
men were whispering near the door and 
he saw two more by a car parked under 
the trees. One of those by the door 
turned quickly.

“Herr Oberst, do you want the prison
er taken on into the basement or—”

“ Put him in that car,” Strange cut 
in. “ I’ll be back to attend to him at 
once.”

To his surprise, the man opened the 
door and went inside, followed by two 
others. He had supposed that von Zen- 
den was lying out there in the dark. 
The room immediately inside was not 
lighted, but a yellow gleam came from 
under the door to the next room. In a 
moment the man with the crooked nose 
came out with two others, grunting 
under von Zenden’s weight. The spy’s 
disguised face was briefly visible in the 
light before the second door closed. 
Muller glared after the supposed Jay 
twin.

“ Do me a favor, Karl. Give me that 
swine in a locked room when he wakes 
up.”

“Perhaps I can arrange that,” 
Strange said with a grim significance 
which was lost on Muller. “ But we must 
hurry. Where is Schmidt?”

“ In that foul den of his, I suppose,” 
growled Muller.

He led the way into the next room, 
which was sparsely furnished as 
poilus’ quarters. Strange’s quick glance 
noted another exit and the position of

the lights. There was no one in the 
room, but at the bottom of the cellar 
steps a man in dungarees stood with a 
Mannlicher pistol strapped at his hip. 
Muller nodded as they went down the 
stairs and the man turned, picking up 
a flashlight. Strange unfastened the 
second button of his tunic, so that he 
could swiftly draw the gun in his arm
pit holster.

The flashlight passed over a pile of 
rubbish, some empty boxes, and made a 
white path into a small wine cellar. The 
man with the light rolled a keg away 
from the wall, shoved against a stone 
which was slightly larger than the rest. 
With a scraping sound, a cleverly 
matched piece of flooring swung up and 
revealed itself as a hinged trap-door.

“ Wer ist es?” barked a voice from 
the blackness below.

“Der Oberst und Herr Major,”  re
plied the man who,had opened the trap.

A switch clicked, and a green-shaded 
light disclosed steps leading down into 
a passage. The muzzle of an automatic 
rifle shifted as the man back of the 
light ceased to «over the opening. Mul
ler stepped back. .

“You first, Karl.”
Until that moment, Strange had sup

posed their destination to be some 
room in the basement, perhaps a hid
den one. But this was evidently a pas
sage leading to the castle. He hesitated 
an instant. Did he dare risk some ex
cuse and turn back? Muller and the 
Boche with the Mannlicher were both 
eyeing him curiously. The slightest sus
picion, and he would be covered from 
three sides.

“What is the matter?” queried Mul
ler.

“ I forgot to have that Yankee 
Schweinhund bound and gagged; he is 
going in the car with us.”

“ Franz will tell them,” said Muller. 
He jerked his thumb, and the cellar 
guard went upstairs.

Strange descended the steps, berating 
himself for having entered the building. 
He should have guessed there would be 
a connection with the castle. It ex
plained von Zenden’s escape and the 
substitution of the ill-fated wretch who 
had died in his stead. The Prussian and 
his men must have returned and over
come the caretakers after the G-2 
guards had left.

The man with the rifle stood aside to 
let Strange pass. Strange moved quick
ly by the bright light. Ahead, electric 
bulbs of low candle-power marked the 
steep upward slant of the tunnel. The 
wires and fixtures were new. He began 
to climb rapidly, hoping the exertion 
would keep Muller from asking ques
tions.

A dank, musty atmosphere pervaded 
the tunnel. Most of the original brac
ing had decayed long ago, and new, 
rough-hewn timber supported the roof 
at intervals. The light wires and a 
telephone line were fastened to the up
rights. There was no electricity, 
Strange knew, in the old castle. Evi
dently the Germans had connected with 
the transformer back on the field, which 
the French had installed for use with 
the emergency floodlight.

CHAPTER VI

T he Corpse in  the Cabinet

'T'HEY were at a point which he 
estimated as midway in the passage 

when Muller spoke in a laboring voice 
from behind him.

“ Go slower, Karl, will you? What’s 
the hurry, anyway?”

“I dislike this tunnel,” Strange re
torted. “ I’m always uneasy in here.” 

“ You ought to bless its existence,” 
Muller said. “ Lucky for you that we 
learned about it and maneuvered to get 
you brought here from Vincennes.”

“ I still don’t like it,” Strange told 
him irritably. “ I’ve changed my mind 
about going back this way. We’ll have 
the car brought up to the castle.” 

“Himmel!”  gasped Muller. “ Are you 
losing your mind? First you order the 
plane set on fire—”

Strange whirled as he heard the Ger
man’s sharply indrawn breath. Muller 
was staring at him in sudden alarm. 
For a split-second more, the German’s 
eyes probed at his made-up face. 

“Grosser Gott!”  he whispered.
His right hand flashed down, but be

fore he could draw his gun Strange’s 
automatic was firmly against his ribs. 
Muller’s swarthy face became a sickly 
white. His hands quivered as he raised 
them into the air. Strange jerked a 
Luger from under the flare of the spy’s 
French tunic. His green eyes regarded 
the German with brief amusement.

“ Our informal meetings seem about 
to become a habit, Herr Muller.” 

“ Teufel!” Muller said hoarsely. 
“What have you done with von Zen- 
den?” Then his dark eyes blazed. “ The 
prisoner! So that is why you had him 
tied and gagged!”

“A remarkable deduction,”  said 
Strange. His ironic smile vanished. 
“ We’re going up to the castle. If you 
care to go on living, do what I tell you.” 

Fear and something else struggled 
in the German’s face as he turned to 
walk ahead.

“ Stop,” Strange ordered abruptly. 
He quickly searched Muller for other 
weapons, but found nothing. “ Put 
down your hands and stand there.”

He took the magazine from the 
Luger, rapidly counted the cartridges. 
It held six, with one in the chamber. He 
put the partly emptied Colt .32 back 
in his holster, poked the spy with the 
other gun.

“ Go ahead, and talk fast when you 
answer these questions. How many men 
in the castle?”

“ Five or six,” muttered the Germaif. 
“Beside Lacoste and those three 

renegades you’re keeping prisoner?” 
Strange snapped.

Muller gulped. “Jet,”  he answered. 
“ This Schmidt—he is the Hugo 

Schmidt who wrote the Standard Toxi
cology? The one they call the ‘Poison 
Master?’ ”

“ Yes,” Muller said sullenly.
Strange glanced at the electric-light 

wires which, with the braided tele
phone line, ran along at shoulder- 
height.

“ You are operating a wireless set
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up there?” he demanded.
Muller twisted for a startled look 

backward. “Ach du Lieber! How do you 
know all this?”

“ Keep moving,” ordered Strange. He 
gazed up into the slanting tunnel, eyes 
narrowed in feverish thought. With his 
make-up, escape seemed fairly simple, 
providing he could keep Muller cowed. 
Yet he sensed something in the Ger
man’s confused brain . . . .

“ Halt!” he said curtly. He reached 
out and pulled the tape from a splice 
in the telephone wire. In a second the 
connection was broken. He prodded 
Muller ahead. Fifty feet beyond, the 
slant decreased and he saw a door at 
the end of the tunnel. He quickly took 
out his handkerchief, wound it around 
his right wrist.

“ I’m holding this gun out of sight, in
side my blouse,” he told the spy in a 
low tone. “ I’ve made my handkerchief 
look like a bandage, but that ‘crippled 
hand’ is ready to move fast. Under
stand?”

Muller jerked a fearful glance over 
his shoulder.

“You were a good actor tonight in 
Paris,” Strange said in a grim voice. 
“Play up to me now—or it’s your 
finish.”

A grill opened in the iron door which 
blocked the way, and a pair of eyes sur
veyed them. The door ponderously 
opened. As a stolid German in poilu uni
form barred it behind them, Strange 
saw a narrow hall, dimly lighted. It 
stretched ahead for sixty feet, with 
massive wooden doors on both sides. A 
feeling of uneasiness came over him the 
moment he entered. There was nothing 
familiar about this scene . . . .

f fT / ’ON ZENDEN!” an excited voice 
'  howled from one side. The second 

door on the left had opened, letting a 
bright light stream into the corridor. 
The glow shone on an oily, bald head, 
on a man who in face and figure was 
grossness personified. Small blue eyes, 
diminished to half their size by thick 
glasses, seemed to bore out from slits 
in his fat and greasy cheeks.

“Well?” he snarled at Strange. “ Did 
they learn the secret? Lieber Gott, 
speak up!”

Strange glared back at him. “ The 
secret is safe, for which you can thank 
me!”

“Himmel sie Dank!" the other man 
exploded in relief. His voice changed 
to a whine. “Forgive my manner—I 
have been half crazy, waiting to learn. 
But come in—I must know what hap
pened—” he stared at Strange’s arm, 
which rested in the opening of his 
blouse, as in a sling. “Ach, you are in
jured!”

“ Nothing serious,” grunted Stijange. 
“ It was hurt in the crash.”

The bald man nodded, turned back 
into the room, from which came an 
acrid smell of chemicals. Strange had 
already guessed that this greasy Ger
man was Hugo Schmidt, formerly Ber
lin police expert on poisons. There had 
been ugly stories about the man—an 
accusation of murder. And he had been 
forced out of the official service. The
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name of “ Poison-Master,” used at that 
time by the press, had clung to him. 
Since 1914, there had been rumors that 
he was secretly working with the Ger
man Army.

Strange nudged Muller ahead of him, 
tightened his grip on the hidden Luger. 
As he closed the door behind him, he 
sent a quick look about the room. One 
side was littered with carboys of chem
icals. A condensing apparatus and a 
scarred old table filled with test-tubes 
and bottles stood under a shaded drop- 
light. The shade was so thick that it 
created a gloom in the rest of the room. 
Strange could also see an asbestos- 
covered cabinet with a glass panel in 
the door.

Secured by heavy straps inside the 
cabinet was a motionless figure. Strange 
felt a shiver run through him. For the 
sixth time that night he was looking on 
a ghastly yellow face, swollen and 
horrible. The Poison-Master made an 
impatient gesture.

“ Don’t begin Jo get squeamish. I had 
to make an experiment with this new 
run-off, and you yourself ordered that 
nosing Frenchman killed.”

“Yes, I know,” muttered Strange. 
“ But there’s something sickening about 
that poison.”

“ So you’re still thinking about the 
poor women and children of Paris,” 
sneered Schmidt. He looked sourly at 
Muller. “And back in the Fatherland 
you told me von Zenden was a man of 
iron.”

A chill went up Strange’s spine. The 
women and children of Paris! That 
sneering devil had planned something 
so terrible that even von Zenden had 
demurred at taking part . . . .

“ I’ve no time to waste here!” he 
rasped at Schmidt. “ There’s work to 
be done outside—what do you want to 
know?”

“ Everything!” the Poison-Master 
flung back waspishly.

“ The crew of the blimp was killed as 
reported,” Strange told him curtly. 
“ One of the Fokkers set it afire, destroy
ing four of the bodies. I managed to 
have the other one spirited away.”

“ The careless fools!” fumed Schmidt. 
“They must have spilled some water on 
one of the bags.”

His bullet-like eyes shifted to several 
small canvas sacks placed along the 
wall. Strange’s pulses leaped. The 
sacks were identical with the ballast 
bags, in the blimp, even to the French 
stamp on the sides. Then the crew had 
been involved in the plot—had not been 
innocent victims.

“ One of the engines must have had 
a leaky hose connection,” Schmidt 
grumbled. Then a startled look came 
into his greasy face. He swung hastily 
toward a map of Paris which hung on 
the wall. “Which way was the wind? 
They may have dropped some of the 
bags before losing consciousness and 
drifting over that drome.”

Keeping close to Muller, Strange 
looked at the map. There were several 
check-marks on it. With sudden horror 
he realized they were the reservoirs of 
Paris! This fiend meant to poison the 
entire city.

■TpHE shock of discovery took his mind 
for an instant from Muller. Seeing 

his chance, the spy frantically leaped 
upon Strange and almost knocked him 
from his feet. Strange smashed an 
uppercut to Muller’s jaw, stopped his 
head-long rush. Before the spy could 
seize his arm he snatched out the 
Luger.

“Handen hoch! Both of you!”
Schmidt backed away, his thick lips 

working in terror.
“ Stand still!” Strange ordered sav

agely. “Get up against the wall. You, 
too, Muller!”

“Gott im Himmel!” moaned the Poi
son-Master. “Are you out of your 
senses?”

“ You blind fool!” raged Muller. 
“That’s not von Zenden.”

“ Keep quiet,” Strange grimly 
warned them. He drove them farther 
back from the dazzling light. As his 
eyes pierced the shadows beyond the 
gruesome death-cabinet, he saw a lad
der formed by iron rungs sunk into the 
wall. At the top was a trap secured by 
a heavy bar with two large padlocks 
through the hasps.

The truth hit Strange with a jolt. 
He was down in a sub-basement below 
the dungeon G-2 had used. It was prob
ably some medieval hiding-place un
suspected even by the caretakers. He 
glared at Muller.

My ordering the car to the castle— 
that’s how you knew I wasn’t von Zen
den!”

Muller was white-lipped, but he man
aged a snarling grin.

“ You’re right, Herr Brain-Devil! 
There’s no way out but the tunnel.”

Strange swiftly measured the two 
men. He drove the Luger muzzle into 
Schmidt’s bulging stomach. “Where are 
the keys to those padlocks?” Sweat 
stood out all over the man’s greasy 
face. “ In—in von Zenden’s room,” he 
said hoarsely.

“ Where is that?” demanded Strange.
“Across the hall,” groaned Schmidt.
“ Move!” Strange rapped out. He 

forced the two men toward the door. 
Muller was reaching out toward the 
wrought-iron handle when voices rose 
excitedly in the hall. Strange sprang to 
throw the bar into place. Before he 
could slide it, the door was hurled open. 
He leaped back, avoiding Muller’s 
plunge.

A dozen Germans had swarmed into 
the hall. Behind them, with Jay twin 
make-up still on his face, was von Zen
den P

Strange fired point-blank into the 
charging men. An agent in dungarees 
fell and was trampled down. A pistol 
spurted red. A bullet tore at the loose 
flap of Strange’s helmet. He pumped 
two more shots into the group. The man 
with the crooked nose screamed and 
dropped his gun. Those behind him gave 
back for a second. Strange jumped to
ward the heavy door. A hail of lead 
thudded into the massive planking. A 
slug tore through, splintered the wood 
almost in his face.

Now a hand with a gun appeared 
around the edge of the door. Strange 
fired. Blood spouted from the German’s
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shattered wrist. As the man groaned 
and lurched back, Strange threw his 
weight against the door. Some one 
howled out a curse as the door closed 
on his arm. The arm jerked back. 
Strange dropped his now empty Luger, 
grasped the bar.

Snarling Germans hurtled against 
the heavy panels. Strange braced him
self, trying to slide the bar. Suddenly 
a wet cloth was whipped around his 
head. Before he could claw it away, his 
lungs had sucked in a stifling breath. 
Gasping, dizzy, he staggered back.

He heard the door burst open. Some
thing crashed on top of his head. As he 
went down, he made a desperate effort 
and pulled the cloth away. Through a 
darkening haze he saw the enraged Ger
mans . . . .  Some one kicked him . . . .  
oddly, he felt no pain . . . .  He saw the 
face of von Zenden . . . .  von Zenden’s 
eyes and mouth grinning through his 
Jay twin make-up.

The whole room whirled. The growl 
of voices faded off into a murmur . . . .  
a black silence . . . .  and then oblivion.

IX7HEN Strange opened his eyes 
’ '  again, a figure was bending over 

him. He stared up dazedly. Noisy Jay! 
Then memory returned to his aching 
brain. He waited, eyes narrowed, set
ting his jaw as pain beat his brain.

“ Phil!” whispered the other man. 
“ Good Lord, I thought you’d never 
come around!”

Strange pulled himself up on one el
bow, gazed at the other in astonishment. 
It should have been von Zenden*—it 
couldn’t be anyone else. But his trained 
eyes saw no sign of make-up.

“Noisy!” he whispered. “ Is it really 
you?”

“ You said it,” came Noisy’s familiar 
voice. “And if you ask me, we’re in one 
hell of a fix!”

Strange shook his head blankly.
“ I must be crazy,” he muttered. 

“ How could you be in here?”
“ By being a damn fool,” growled 

Noisy.
Strange tried to sit up, dropped back 

as his head swam dizzily. He looked 
around, saw they were in a small stone 
cell with only a hole in the door for 
ventilation. Coils of wire, a few boxes 
of canned food lay in one corner. An 
extension cord ran under the door to a 
light socket nailed on a box.

“All we need is a can-opener,” Noisy 
observed sourly, as Strange looked at 
the tinned food. “ And if we get tired 
of that stuff, we can hang ourselves 
with the wire.”

“ I still don’t understand,” said 
Strange. “ How did you get here?”

“We knew von Zenden had captured 
you when Tom came to and told us 
what had happened. Andre called the 
sound-rangers to try to spot the D.H. 
They couldn’t pick up the ship, but 
they swore it couldn’t reach the Front 
in that short time. Half a dozen of us 
have been hunting for you. I was hedge
hopping this section, and I just hap
pened to see the wreck, where they’d 
pulled it back under the trees.”

“You saw it?” Strange interrupted. 
“You mean it’s daytime now?”

“Daytime nothing,” retorted Noisy. 
“ It’s about ten o’clock at night.”

“ Then I’ve been unconscious all that 
time,” Strange said grimly. He gave 
Noisy a brief outline of what had oc
curred. “ I suppose you landed when 
you saw the D.H., and then they 
jumped you?”

“ They blamed near killed me,” 
growled the Jay twin. “A big Kraut in 
French uniform knocked me cold. When 
I snapped out of it I was in that house 
down below. I pretended I was still 
out. Von Zenden was talking to this 
bird Muller, and I managed to dope 
out the truth about that blimp from 
what they said. They’d worked a 
couple of their men into the blimp crew 
and they knocked out the rest after the 
ship took off last night. Then they 
brought the balloon here and loaded it 
with some kind of poison—”

“ I know,” Strange cut in. “ They 
were going to drop the stuff in the 
reservoirs.”

“They still are,” N«isy said harshly. 
“ I heard von Zenden say they’d get 
the other patrol blimp tonight. He 
plans to impersonate a French officer 
and then substitute two of his own men 
for the blimp mechanics.”

“ It’s a diabolical scheme.” Strange 
got to his feet with an effort, began to 
pace back and forth. “Planes would be 
suspected, flying that low. Besides, they 
might crash the sausage-balloon nets. 
Everyone’s used to the blimp’s flying 
low. They can poison every reservoir 
in Paris and nobody will be the wiser 
—until they start to die!”

“ The damned fiends!” raged Noisy. 
“They’ll kill a million women and 
kids!”

Strange’s face was like granite. 
“ Germany’s desperate, but if she 

wipes out Paris the French army will 
collapse. At that, she wouldn’t risk it 
if she weren’t perfectly covered. Some
where in this building they’re keeping 
Lacoste and those three other crooks 
ready to use as ‘goats.’ ”

Noisy started.
“ I heard Muller say something about 

Lacoste and some Apaches. He told von 
Zenden there’d be looting, anyway—” 

“ That’s it!” exclaimed Strange. 
“ They’ll make it look as though those 
four thugs had connected up with the 
Pgris underworld. A scheme to ransack 
the city while most of the people are 
dying. Fantastic, but plenty will be
lieve it.”

“An interesting analysis, my dear 
Strange,” a suave voice spoke from the 
direction of the door. Strange wheeled. 
Von Zenden’s undisguised face ap
peared at the hole. The Prussian moved 
aside, a scraping of metal was audible, 
then the door slowly opened. Three 
German agents entered the cell, Lugers 
poised. Von Zenden watched indolently 
while the guards tied both prisoners’ 
hands behind them. He was wearing a 
French uniform, but the short leather 
jacket he wore over his tunic concealed 
his insignia. The flap of his helmet and 
the goggles low on his forehead hid 
the bruise at his temple.

“ Take them to the laboratory,”  von 
Zenden ordered.

CHAPTER VII

T he  R ed T riangle

CCHMIDT was waiting nervously at 
^  the iron door to the tunnel. He, too, 
was in flying garb, but his strained, 
frightened look was in sharp contrast to 
von Zenden’s poise. He gave Strange a 
murderous glare, turned to the Prus
sian with a snarl.

“ If you had let me have him, he 
would not stand there so coolly!”

“You attend to your butcher’s work,” 
retorted von Zenden. “ I’ll take care of 
the rest.”

Schmidt kept an ugly silence as they 
started down the tunnel. Strange and 
Noisy had been shoved ahead by the 
guards. Each time they passed a 
shadowy spot between two of the dim 
lights, Strange furtively pulled at his 
bonds. The ropes had been drawn fairly 
tight, but he knew he could slip them 
with a little time to work. Even then, 
he would have the five Germans against 
him.

He could feel Schmidt’s baffled hatred 
as though it were a tangible thing. The 
Poison-Master was close behind him, on 
the heels of the third guard. A lambent 
flame touched Strange’s green eyes 
. . . .  As though Schmidt had snarled 
the words he caught a savage thought:

. . . .  Von Zenden, you’re a fool. . . .  
the reward is the same for these two, 
dead or alive . . . . .  if I had my way 
they’d go to Germany dead, not 
drugged . . . .  no easy death, either 
. . . .  carbolic acid . . . .  or sul
phuric . . . .

A feeling of desperation surged over 
Strange. Once they were drugged, they 
would be lost. They would wake up in 
Germany, ringed by guards.

The procession reached the basement 
of the stone house. There was no one on 
guard below. Muller’s tense voice could 
be heard as they climbed the stairs. 
The German whirled around from the 
telephone as they appeared.

“ I was calling,” he told von Zenden 
hastily. “ The blimp came before we ex
pected it.”

“Is it loaded?” asked the Prussian.
“Yes, and they’ll have to take off 

quickly. The wind is rising, and they 
can’t hold it much longer.”

“ Send in those two pilots who brought 
over the captured Breguets,” ordered 
von Zenden.

“ They’re helping hold the balloon—■”
“ Take these three.” Von Zenden mo

tioned to the guards. “I’ll watch the 
prisoners.”

In a few moments two men hurried 
into the room. Like the Prussian, they 
were dressed in French uniform with 
flyingeoats and helmets. Both were 
obviously nervous. Von Zenden pointed 
at Strange and Noisy with the pistol 
he had drawn.

“Herr Schmidt is going to drug these 
two men. You will take them to the 
Fifth Army headquarters field and 
have them put in chains and kept un
der double guard. Tell Headquarters 
this green-eyed man is Captain Strange. 
The other is one of his aides.”

The two pilots scowled at Strange and



Noisy. One of them tapped the butt of 
his holstered pistol.

“ If the drug should wear off, Herr 
Oberst, this will be handy.”

“ Simpleton!” said the Poison-Master. 
“ This drug will keep them asleep for 
at least six hours.”

He had taken a bottle and a sponge 
from his pocket. Strange drew a deep 
breath, forced it quickly but silently 
through his lips. He repeated the opera
tion. If he could fill his blood with ex
cess oxygen as the old Yogi had taught 
him in India . . . .

Abruptly, the two pilots seized him 
and threw him to the floor. Schmidt 
pounced like a hawk, forced the wet 
sponge against Strange’s face. Strange 
kicked out wildly. Not to struggle would 
make them suspicious. Suddenly 
Schmidt drove his knee into Strange’s 
middle. The breath whistled out of his 
lungs. For a second, a cold and choking 
vapor swept into his nostrils. He 
checked it with a violent effort. The 
oxygen in his blood would give him per
haps a minute . . . .  There had been no 
time for complete suspense of breath
ing. That took many minutes.

His lungs began to ache. An iron 
hand seemed to be clutching at his 
throat. His breast heaved with a fran
tic attempt to force him to draw breath. 
And still that hand drove the sponge 
against his face.

“ Be careful yofi don’t kill him,” von 
Zenden spoke angrily. “ I have a use 
for him—alive.”

The sponge was lifted away. Strange 
drew a gasping breath, lay rigid, 
heavily exhaling.

“You dirty rats!” he heard Noisy 
Jay burst out. There was a sound of 
scuffling. Then he heard the door open, 
and recognized Muller’s anxious voice.

“Karl! The men can’t hold the bal
loon any longer!”

“ Here!”  rasped von Zenden. “ One of 
you take this sponge—you saw how it 
was done. Come on, Herr Schmidt.”

“ Wait a moment,” Schmidt said 
hoarsely. “Are you sure my weight will 
not be too much? I can still show them 
how to—”

“ No!” snarled the Prussian. “ Get you 
fat carcass out there! This damned 
massacre was your idea.”

Strange cautiously opened one eye 
as he heard the three men leave. The 
pilots had Noisy on the floor. One was 
squatting on him, gripping Noisy’s 
throat, while the other knelt with the 
bottle and sponge.

“ Hurry up!” growled the first man. 
“ That stuff is making me dizzy.”

CJTRANGE arched his back, tugged at 
^  the ropes which bound his wrists. 
Just as the second German thrust the 
sponge toward Noisy’s face, his left 
hand slipped through the noose. He 
rolled over, sprang to his feet. Noisy’s 
furious struggles were holding the 
German’s attention. Strange’s green 
eyes flashed to the holster at the hip 
of the man with the sponge. He leaped, 
whipped out the gun, and struck—all 
in one swift motion.

The German sagged down, a frightful 
gash in his skull. The other man twisted
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around, a horrified look on his face. The 
descending Luger crashed into his head 
before lie could even cry out. With a 
stifled, groan, he fell back across Noisy 
Jay.

Strange dragged the man’s body to 
one side. Noisy had forced the sponge 
from his face, was trying to get up. He 
reeled as Strange helped him to stand. 
Outside, the grumbling drone of engines 
changed. The blimp evidently had been 
shoved up, was taking off. As Strange 
unfastened the knots at Noisy’s wrists, 
Noisy shook his head groggily.

“ Go ahead without me, Phil! I’m out 
on my feet!”

Strange wheeled, ripped the helmet 
and goggles off one of the Germans. In 
a second more he was pulling on one of 
the leather jackets. He drew the gog
gles over his eyes, pushed his gun un
der his belt.

“Flop over my shoulder,” he rapped 
at Noisy. “ I’m going to carry you out 
there—they’ll think I’m one of their 
pilots.”  Strange jerked Noisy off his 
feet, slung him to his shoulder as 
though he had been a child. Then he 
made for the door.

It was several moments before he 
could see in the darkness outside. He 
turned in the direction of an idling 
plane, guided by the exhaust. Some one 
passed near him, going toward the clear
ing. The exhaust flare of a taxiing ship 
showed red and blue in the gloom. The 
plane stopped, and he saw it was a 
Nieuport. There was another Nieuport 
between two Breguets. The engines of 
all three ships were idling. Strange 
started toward one of the two-seaters. 
He was within sixty feet of it when 
a man appeared from the shadows.

“Is that you, Muller?”
Strange’s heart skipped a beat. It was 

von Zenden.
“Nein, Herr Oberst,” he said in a 

gruff voice. “ I think he is back there.”
Von Zenden peered through the dark

ness. Strange felt Noisy stiffen. He 
shifted his burden with a grunt.

“ This swine is heavy, Herr Oberst.”  
He started on. He reached the Breguet, 
pretended to dump Noisy carelessly into 
the rear cockpit. He was pivoting to
ward the front pit when there came a 
yell from the direction of the house. 
A spy-mechanic took it up in a twin
kling.

“Hilfe! The prisoners have escaped!”
Strange reached the cockpit in a mad 

scramble. Above the Liberty’s drone he 
heard von Zenden give a furious shout. 
Scarlet flame stabbed out of the night, 
and a bullet zipped through the cowl 
of the Breguet. Strange shoved the 
throttle open, kicked the two-seater 
around toward the spy. Von Zenden 
flung himself to the ground as the 
heavy ship roared at him. Another kick 
at the rudder, and the ship was thun
dering into the clearing.

Guns were blazing from three or four 
directions. Strange crouched over the 
stick. That first Nieuport was sure to 
be after them in a flash, probably all 
three ships. And that death-laden 
blimp was already on its way!

The rear-pit guns burst into staccato 
song. Strange shot a glance back as the
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two-seater lifted. One of the Nieuports 
was charging up wildly, a blur of silver 
in the dark. Two red lines of tracer 
shot over the Breguet’s tail. Noisy had 
pulled himself up to the rear-pit guns. 
A vicious blast caught the zooming 
ship. The Nieuport slipped, crashed on 
one wing.

Strange banked, hurled the two- 
seater into the night. He flew north
west, straight for the nearest Paris 
reservoir. It was the logical starting- 
point—and Germans were system
atic . . . .

COLID blackness lay ahead. Strange 
^  held the throttle open, drilled up to 
a thousand feet. The stick moved for
ward. Engine wide-open, the Breguet 
roared through the miles. Two minutes 
. . . .  three . . . .  five . . . .

Off to the right, down in that solid 
blackness, a pin-point of red light 
glowed. In another moment, two more 
appeared. Strange slammed the Bre
guet onto its nose, dived like a madman. 
One hand flew to set the C.C. gear for 
his guns.

A red triangle . . . .  signal-lights on 
the ground, guiding the blimp . . . . 
shielded blinkers flashed on by German 
agents! And within that triangle, the 
first of the reservoirs!

Strange jumped as Noisy pounded 
his back.

“ I’ve got two flares back here!” 
Noisy yelled in his ear.

“ Let one go!” Strange shouted.
Dazzling white light blossomed back 

of the wings. He whirled and dived 
underneath it. Three hundred feet be
low, the blimp was hastily swerving 
toward the reservoir. The Breguet 
screamed down like a Fury. Into the 
zone of light suddenly pitched a Nieu
port, and a torrent of Vickers slugs 
ripped through the two-seater’s wings. 
As the Nieuport hurtled past, Strange 
saw the face of von Zenden. >;

Noisy swung his guns, but the Prus
sian was clear of the light. Strange 
twisted out of his dive, crouched be
hind his black cowl-guns. Through the 
ring-sights he now saw the car of the 
blimp. He squeezed his trips. Fabric 
and wood tore loose from the bow of 
the car. One of the crew of spies hastily 
swung a twin-mount. Strange rocked 
the rudder bar. The gunner staggered 
hack, dropped out of sight. In a cloud 
of splintered fragments, the blimp’s 
starboard prop went to pieces.

Yellowish streaks lanced before 
Strange’s face. He snapped the Breguet 
into a lightning turn. The other two- 
seater had plummeted down out of the 
night. Muller, bare-headed, rode the 
pilot’s pit, while behind him a spy- 
mechanic hung on the swiveled guns.

As Muller kicked around to give his 
gunner full aim, von Zenden’s Nieuport 
came charging from behind the blimp. 
Both ships slued wildly to avert a crash. 
Strange plunged between them, his grim 
eyes fixed on the blimp.

Von Zenden dived headlong. Muller 
had pulled up as though to chandelle. A 
fiery torrent from Noisy’s guns poured 
into the two-seater’s tail. Strange had 
a swift glimpse of Muller staring back
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in horror as his crippled ship plunged. 
Then the blimp loomed up before him.

The crashing propeller had torn a 
hole in the side of the gas-bag. Three 
of the crew had gone down under the 
same fusillade which had wrecked the 
prop. The fourth was dragging himself 
inch by inch toward the swiveled guns. 
For an instant Strange thought that 
Schmidt had died with the others. Then 
a cringing figure moved behind the star
board engine. As the Breguet thun
dered in, the glow of the parachute 
flare showed the terrified Poison-Master. 
The German fell to his knees, his shak
ing hands raised in supplication.

Over his guns, Strange saw that 
frenzied prayer for mercy. His half- 
tensed fingers held for a second on the 
trips. Then his eyes turned hard as 
flint. With a snarl, the Vickers erupted, 
and into that dead-white face went a 
stream of smoking lead. One burst! 
Strange grimaced and ruddered the 
ship away.

Oily smoke puffed out from the crip-
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As Keen started to run for the am
phibian, he saw that the Army man 
had lost his hold and was falling. He 
ran to the wall and peered over. A 
screaming figure was falling toward 
the green splash of lawn that marked 
the north side of the Battery. Even 
from that height, Keen heard the sick
ening thud. He turned away and darted 
for the black machine.

Once he was aboard, the Mick gave 
the motor the gun, pressing both 
brake pedals down until the plane 
threatened to nose over. Then he re
leased her and she shot ahead. Luckily, 
she lifted clear in time to hurdle the 
four-foot wall. Then the ship shot out 
over the North River. Keen leaned over 
and rammed in the Skodas as they 
circled out over the Statue of Liberty.

“TX7ELL, you almost managed to 
' '  smother that one,” ragged Barney 

through the head-set. “Where to now?” 
“ Something tells me I ought to get up 

to 55th Street right away,” muttered 
Keen, thinking of the Griffon card that 
the Army man had stuck into his pocket 
a few seconds before he went to his 
death. “ Old Lang will be on me like 
a ton of brick.”

“Gonner jump off again?”
“We’ll see . . . .  Hello, what the hell 

is all this?”
Keen had suddenly noticed a strange, 

stepped design in the sky. He grabbed 
a pair of night glasses and spun the 
focussing knob a trifle.

“Quick! Over to your right, Barney. 
There they are, heading for Newark 
airport. The swine! You take her, I’ll 
play the organ in the back here. Now 
then, get above them—they’re all fight
ers.”

Barney rolled the black amphibian 
over hard and shot the ship toward the 
queer formation silhouetted against the 
searchlight-swept sky. He adjusted his
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pled engine as Noisy’s tracers probed 
its vitals. Then a tongue of crimson 
forked through that shrouding black
ness which hid the Poison-Master. 
Strange backsticked, hurriedly rolled 
clear. Behind him, the leaping flame rose 
to that rent in the bag. In a blazing 
mass, the stricken craft sank toward a 
patch of woods beyond the Canal de 
l’Ourcq.

Searchlights were belatedly spring
ing up on all sides. French planes were 
streaking across two of the defense 
fields, and down through the weaving 
light beams three of the bat patrol 
came screeching.

Strange whipped the Breguet around 
and dived for the Third Defense drome. 
Those bat pilots might not stop to de
cide who was friend or foe. He 
dropped the last five hundred feet in 
a forward slip, landed close to the line. 
Half a minute later, he was explaining 
to Lerue and a dozen excited French
men.

“ And what happened to this thou- 
-------------- -----------------------

Legion of the Flame
(Continued from page 21)

variable-pitch prop, set the flaps again, 
and gave the plane all it would take, 
Behind him, Keen was breaking out a 
double-set of Brownings and pulling 
loading handles like mad.

As the black craft hurtled at the 
stepped fighters, Barney turned and 
grinned.

“ I get it. Fiat two-seaters with 
French, British and Italian markings,” 
he clicked through his clenched teeth. 
“There’s about twelve of them, to
gether with the ’Giro.”

The formation of skulking fighters, 
all capable of about 160 fully loaded 
with a dozen 12-kg. bombs apiece, had 
turned directly over the noted Pulaski 
Skyway, the huge elevated auto high
way which spanned the Jersey meadows 
and offered a certain guide to the dark
ened Newark airport.

Barney kept the amphibian climbing 
until he got a tap on the back from 
Keen. Then down like a plummet they 
dropped, with engine out full. Keen set 
the Krupp rotator guns belching clouds 
of high caliber ammo. His Darn guns, 
set in the troughs on each side of the 
opposed engine, rattled madly, and the 
Chatelleraults in the wings joined the 
chorus.

The terrible hurricane of lead and 
steel battered the leading Fiat into a 
mad tangle of dural and fabric. The 
sub-leader, ott the outer tip of the Vee, 
tried to rush in and take up the leader
ship, but. Keen picked him off so sud
denly that he swerved and fouled a 
third ship. The two scrawnched madly, 
nosed in, and cracked up in mid-air 
with a terrific explosion.

Three accounted for in one dive!
Barney was in his glory now. So far 

they had not had a shot fired at them, 
so sudden and unexpected was their 
charge. Then the gunners aboard the 
Fiat monoplanes opened up—but their 
fire was inaccurate and hurried. Bar-

sand-faced devil?” exclaimed Lerue as 
Strange finished.

“ He cracked up in that dive,” Noisy 
Jay interposed. “ I saw him hit—” he 
stopped, as a faint moaning sound grew 
into the howl of wings above them.

A silver Nieuport swooped down, en 
gine idling. Something fell to the 
ground. With a salute the pilot 
sat back in his pit, hurled the ship at 
full-gun up into the night.

“ So you saw him crash,” Strange 
said drily.

A mechanic came running to him with 
a message which had been stuffed into 
the barrel of a rocket-pistol. He read 
the words:

Captain Strange:
Perhaps I shall sleep better after see

ing that fat pig burn. I had no love for 
my orders.

But—you and I shall meet again!

Grimly, Philip Strange smiled. He 
would not forget.

ney swept the multi-gunned black am
phibian back and forth across a wide 
arc and scattered the formation. Then 
they bashed in again and engaged them 
one at a time, curbing the raiders in 
their wild attempts to get through to 
the airport—where, unbeknownst to the. 
raiders, new defense squadrons had 
hurried in from the Third Corps Area.

“ Don’t let them through, Barney!” 
screamed Keen. “ There goes one— 
spilling his H.E. on the elevated high
way. My Lord!”

A blossom of fire and smoke billowed 
up from one of the main supports of 
the great steel and concrete highway. 
There was a dull roar, and a long sec
tion of the great skyway dropped with 
a gigantic groan and lay across the 
meadows.

Barney then tagged another two- 
seater. Its high wing fluttered away 
like a great slab of cardboard, and its 
fuselage, carrying two battered bodies, 
nosed down in a crazy tight spin and 
finally buried itself all the way up to 
the fin in the dank mud of the meadows. 
The dry marsh grass caught fire and 
the wind swept the blaze across the 
open space toward the Hackensack 
River like a scourge.

Keen was now fighting off a pair of 
Fiats that were jamming down at him 
from two angles. He held his fire on 
one for a short crisp burst, then swung 
fast on the balls of his feet arid caught 
the other. Both tried to zoom out of 
the way—only to come together with 
an ear-splitting crash, decorated with 
splintered designs of fire and sparks. 
Barney took the signal from behind, 
whipped the amphibian over, and 
cleared the tumbling wreckage just in 
time.

“Get away! Get away!” screamed 
Keen. “ Here comes the Navy!”

Two wild-climbing Corsairs from the 
darkened Newark field swept up out



of nowhere and pounced on the six 
remaining ships that were trying to get 
away and skurry out to sea again.

“Where to?” asked Barney, watching 
the Corsairs hurtle down the sky.

“ The penthouse. We’ve wasted too 
much time now. Make it the park. I’ll 
taxi down.”

“Jumping?”
“ Certainly. Get going.”
Then, while Barney guided the black 

amphibian back over the partially 
darkened city, Keen ripped off his 
covefall and took a neat dinner suit 
from a compact locker behind him. He 
completed the transformation and 
again drew on his parachute harness. 
Barney eased over the confines of Cen
tral Park on a well-muffled engine, then 
turned and nodded. Keen caught the 
glance, grabbed a light suitcase from 
the same locker, and prepared to 
evacuate.

“ Get back to Graylands and sit tight 
until I call you. Lay off the Duggan’s 
Dew, too.”

“Just one,” grinned Barney.
“ One drink?”
“ Naw, one bottle.”
“ I said a pint,” growled Keen. “Just 

a mouthful!”
“You’ll wind up in the lake if you 

don’t get off—or in Columbus Circle. 
Wouldn’t you look funny there with 
that black umbrella?” cooed Barney, 
giving the ship a jerk.

Keen toppled off. He counted five, 
then pulled the rip-cord.

Landing behind trees in the park, he 
quickly slipped out of the harness. In 
five minutes he had coolly folded the 
’chute and stuffed it into the handbag. 
Then he dusted off his hands, lit a ciga
rette, and strode toward the roaring 
traffic. He checked the suitcase over a 
Columbus Circle counter, then climbed 
into a taxi with a bored air and gave 
the driver his 55th Street address.

A  S Keen had expected, Drury Lang 
was waiting for him in the door

way, but strange to relate, he did not 
ask where he had been.

“I don’t know what has happened, 
but I didn’t do it,”  Keen grinned. “ I’ve 
just been for a stroll through the Park. 
What’s the Griffon been up to this 
time?”

“You can always manage to be some
where when anything big happens,” 
growled the detective. “ I suppose you 

' were out buying rest homes for under
paid store workers, this time.”

“No, but it’s a good idea. Have you 
ever noticed the—

“ Don’t try to string‘me, Keen. Come 
on upstairs. All hell has broken loose 
again.”

“ Thought I heard some guns going 
off . . .  . somewhere. What’s up?” 

“ Guns going off? Cripes, they blew 
the Pulaski Skyway off the map to
night! But two Navy guys accounted 
for ’em. Seems they’re Italian-made 
ships with British and French mark
ings. And say, did you hear about this 
guy Brigadier-General Fullard? The 
bloke who has been blamed for the 
loss of all those planes that went out 
to sea the other day?”
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“ Up for a court martial?” asked 
Kerry.

“Naw. Found dead in his room at the 
Army and Navy Club—looks like mur
der.”

“ What did you say? . . . Say that 
again,” rapped Keen, plainly startled.

“I said Brigadier-General Fullard 
was just found dead in his room at the 
Army and Navy Club. Why, what’s 
wrong?”

“ But the Army and Navy Club is 
only a couple of blocks from here,” Keen 
argued sanelessly.

“What of it? The guy’s dead, just 
the same.”

Keen had recovered his astonishment 
by now. But he was strangely silent. 
Lang wondered what he was thinking. 
“ It was murder, all right,” he contin
ued, “but it’s a pip! He was shot 
through the mouth and the bullet only 
made a hole in his cheek. Not even a 
tooth knocked out—but he was as dead 
as a doornail!”

“Must have been his heart,” Keen 
suggested.

“ No. . . .  He had only just under
gone a military physical exam. He was 
in perfect shape. The guys call him 
‘Steelback,’ which is a tip-off on him.”

“I’d like to see him. Was anything 
left around?”

“A 48 caliber bullet in a wall panel. 
You can look at that. Might find some
thing from it.”

“I can’t believe it,” said Keen strange
ly-

“ Look here. You don’t know anything 
about it, do you?” Lang taunted. “ You 
sure act goofy. Better stay out of that 
park, you’re getting sappy. Be writing 
poetry next.”

“There wasn’t a ‘Griffon’ card around, 
was there?” husked Keen, pouring him
self a drink.

“ No. . . . Say, what the devil is the 
matter with you, anyway?”

“Nothing. Just a bit of a shock. First 
you don’t ask me for a detailed ex
planation of where I have been all 
night. Then you tell me that another 
raid has been staged, and on top of it 
all, a guy is killed with a 48 caliber 
gun that only punctures his cheek. I 
can only stand so much of a good thing, 
you know,” Keen smiled.

“You’re hiding something, Keen, but 
I’ll get it. Come on around to the Army 
and Navy club.”

17'EEN and Lang wound their way 
through the mob that congregated 

in the club corridor. Voices were raised. 
Pages crackled out names. Officers were 
listening around a large radio. Outside 
the street was choked with official cars.

They went up to Fullard’s room and 
found John Scott, the Secret Service 
man for the district, a number of plain
clothes men, and Army officers. The 
body was covered with a sheet.

“ Hello, Keen,” greeted Scott draw
ing him to one side. “This is a mess.”

He handed Kerry the bullet that had 
been found in the wall, and while the 
ballistics expert examined it, he went 
on to give more particulars.

“ Here’s the Brigadier as dead as 
Caesar, but the elevator boy says the
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Brigadier left about an hour ago. Some
one’s crazy! The kitchen staff says the 
Brigadier entered the building about 
three hours ago through the back en
trance all muffled up in a greatcoat. 
But there are a dozen more who swear 
he entered the front door in uniform 
carrying one of those trench coats on 
his arm. The elevator boy swears the 
Brigadier left with the trenchcoat over 
his arm. But here the guy is, dead.” 

“ Is his trench coat here?”
“ No, neither is his cap or stick.” 
“Are you certain this is the Briga

dier?”
“ Of course it is . . .  . They’ve all 

identified him,” Lang broke in.
Keen went over to the body and 

kneeled down. He drew the sheet back 
and gave a perceptible jerk. Then he 
leaned closer and examined the com
paratively small wound in the dead 
man’s cheek. He wagged his head and 
pulled the sheet back. Then he got up 
and stared about the room.

“ Here’s where the bullet stopped,” 
explained Scott. “Look, in here.”

He pointed to the hole in the panel. 
Keen took one look at it and turned to 
Lang.

“ Smart guy, but not smart enough. 
That bullet was never fired in this 
room. The Brigadier was killed with 
something else. A 48 would make a hell 
of a hole in his face and it certainly 
would go into the panel further than 
that. That panel is soft pine.”

“Damn!” gasped Lang, staring up 
at the hole.

The telephone bell rang. Someone 
answered it and called Scott. The Se
cret Service man took up the receiver, 
spoke, then listened for what seemed 
several minutes. At last with a gasp he 
answered: “Hold everything. I’ll be 
right down!”

“ What’s up!” asked Lang, staring at 
Scott’s white cheeks.

“ The Griffon again. I thought you 
said he was dead.”

“Why? . . . .  They found him in a 
crashed plane out at sea . . . .  At least 
we thought it was the Griffon,” Lang 
stuttered. Keen was picking up a small 
whitened slug that had made a mark 
on the paneled wall and had fallen 
down alongside a small book case.

“Yeh?” barked Scott. “Well, listen 
to this. A man wearing an Army Air 
Service uniform and with an aviation 
wristlet on his arm was thrown—or 
fell—out of one of the planes that just 
made that attack on the Skyway. He 
fell in Battery Park, and his wristlet 
bore the name of Brigadier-General Al
ton Fullard. How do you like that?” 

“ How can that be . . . .  Fullard’s 
here . . . .  dead?”

“Well, this new guy has been identi
fied as Fullard by those who knew him 
. . . .  at least what’s left of him has. 
Come on, we’re going down there. He 
had a card marked ‘The Griffon’ in his 
pocket, too.”

Keen did not appear to be listening. 
He was studying the small whitish slug 
he had picked up.

“ Keen!” raged Lang. “Where the 
hell were you tonight?”

“ In the park. Look up that taxi-man.
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He’ll tell you. I kept his number. Why, 
what’s up now.”

“Never mind. Come on with us. We 
got another Brigadier-General Fullard 
down town.”

/T'HE police car they leaped into 
wormed its way through the insane 

tangle of traffic. Newsboys were bawl
ing the latest extras. Overhead, groups 
of fighting ships skurried. Ambulances 
screeched for the ferry slips and the 
Hudson Tunnel. Around the Times 
building, in the heart of the city, the 
automatic sign blazed out with the lat
est puzzling news—
NAVY AIRMEN DESTROY ENEMY 

BOMBERS.
PULASKI SKYWAY DESTROYED 

IN NEW RAID.
RAIDING SHIPS BEAR FALSE 

MARKINGS.
BRIGADIER FULLARD FOUND 

MURDERED.
AMERICAN OFFICER TOSSED 

FROM WAR PLANE.
WAR DEPARTMENT ORDERED TO 

MOBILIZE FORCES.
WORLD POWERS DENY KNOWL

EDGE OF RAIDING CRAFT.
No wonder the man on the street was 

puzzled—and terror-stricken. He had 
been told of the complete destruction of 
the air defense of New York. He had 
seen airports and great buildings 
bombed. He had seen enemy craft raid
ing the important points of New York 
with practically no opposition. Who 
was responsible for this dastardly at
tack?

“68 W. 36 N,” Keen kept repeating 
to himself as they rumbled toward the 
Battery. But he also had another wor
ry. The small white-flecked slug in his 
pocket—apparently from some sort of 
air-pistol. Probably one of those Span
ish guns said to be far superior to any 
other such gun made.

“ Queer though, that plaster stuff on 
the knurled base of the slug,” he re
flected. “ There was no plaster wall in 
that room. There were no cheap plaster 
statues about. Yet this slug killed him 
—but how? There was only a small 
puncture in his cheek.”

They eased down lower Broadway and 
the police chauffeur skilfully guided the 
car, through the maze of traffic and 
mobs of panic-stricken people, many of 
whom carried great loads of suitcases 
and hurriedly tied packages. They were 
heading for the ferries or bridges that 
would take them away from the death 
canyons of stone and steel.

“Here we are,” grunted Scott. “Come 
on and have a look, Keen.”

The clock on Trinity Church bonged 
out the hour of eleven. A squad of blue- 
coats guarded the shapeless pile that 
lay on the Battery lawn covered with 
a canvas. Scott took a torch from a 
plainclothes man, pulled the canvas 
back, and directed the light on the 
gruesome body.

Scott gasped. Lang peered down, 
amazed. Keen examined the wristlet and 
wagged his head as he saw “ Alton 
Fullard” plainly engraved on the plate.
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“ Anything in the pockets?” asked 
Keen.

“ Only a few papers, a city map, quite 
some money in large denominations-— 
and the ‘Griffon’ card.”

“ Let me see that map!” Keen said. 
The man took something from a 

stack of papers he held under his arm. 
It was an ordinary, large-scale map 
such as auto-owners carry. It showed 
the main highways, bridges, tunnels, 
and ferries of the Metropolitan area. 
For more than a minute Keen studied 
it, making careful note of the scarlet 
circles placed at several spots.

“ What do they mean?” asked Scott, 
pointing at the circles.

“ You guess,” said Keen. “ I don’t 
know.”

But Keen really had an idea.
Lang stared down at the body again 

and tried to fathom it all out. “ What 
the hell are we up against?” he asked. 
“ Two guys so much alike it ain’t funny. 
Which one is Fullard, anyways?” 

“ We’ll never know until we can get 
Fullard’s fingerprints from the War 
Department. But if this is Fullard, what 
the deuce was he doing up there in one 
of those machines. They weren’t ours!” 

“ You know, Keen,” went on Lang, 
still staring down at the body. “ I’ll 
always believe you know something 
about this. You acted pretty queer when 
I told you that Fullard had been found 
murdered up at the Army and Navy 
Club. I’d give a lot to know just where 
you were tonight.”

He got up off his knees and turned to 
see Keen’s reaction—but Keen was no 
longer there!

“ I knew it! I knew it!” Lang moaned. 
“ That devil knew about this guy all 
the time. Where is he?”

“Why, he just slipped out—over to
ward that building,” the plainclothes 
man stuttered.

“ You stay here,” said Lang officious
ly to his Chief. “ I’m going to get him. 
That bird knows something.”

“ He took that map, too,” the plain
clothes man bellowed.

TT was true. Keen had raced toward 
-*■ the Navigation Building. He hurried 
into the corridor, got into an elevator, 
and alighted at the seventeenth floor. 
He calmly walked along the corridor, 
then darted suddenly through the door 
that led to the emergency stairs. Up 
three flights he raced and peered out 
along the corridor again. There was no 
one there. In a flash he was back in the 
office that had seen him hardly ninety 
minutes before. He snatched at the 
telephone and called Barney.

“ Fill her up, load everything, Bar
ney, and come back and get me here 
. . . .  somehow. Got to work fast, I’m 
afraid.”

“Where are you?”
“ Same place—Navigation Building. 

Make it snappy.”
“ I’m not trying to get on that postage 

stamp, Boss,” argued the Mick. “ I’m 
not that good.”

“ All right, drop the cable and the 
weight and pick me up that way. I can 
make it. Same light signals.”

“ I’ll do my best, but it’s damn risky.
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All commercial ships are grounded. Just 
came over the radio.”

“ Never mind. Who said you were 
commercial? You don’t even carry li
cense numbers, you bum!” roared Keen. 
“ Get down here, fast!”

Barney grumbled a reply and hung
up. Keen again turned to the desk and 
sat studying the map he had filched 
from the plainclothes man. It did not 
seem to make sense until he finally 
caug-ht two circles set on opposite sides 
of the Hudson River.

“What the deuce does that mean? 
Those circles are around the breather 
towers for the Holland Tunnel.”

Then he began to get a more sane 
viewpoint. He studied the positions of 
the other circles—and like a flash it 
came to him that the circles marked 
every ventilation point in the city. Tall 
square towers that fed pure air to the 
subways and main subway stations. 
Others that provided clean air for im
portant below-street-level railroad ter
minals.

“Good Lord,” he cried aloud. “ That’s 
their game, next. Bomb these breather 
towers with gas-bombs and the suction 
of the breathers will draw in the gas 
and kill everyone below the surface. 
What a hell of an idea?”

In his mind’s eye he could see thou
sands seeking shelter in the under
ground stations—only to be trapped in 
the path of death-dealing gas. He re
membered the plot that had been dis
covered in Paris where an enemy coun
try had made a complete survey of the 
movement of air currents through the 
most important streets of the French 
capital and in that way had discovered 
a way in which to flood the underground 
subways with invisible gas that re
quired but one sniff to stiffen a body 
in death. But here in New York, the 
plan was even more efficient where 
monster towers standing out plainly 
amid the city structures provided splen
did targets for the raiding airmen.

But while he had ferretted out the 
secret of the marked map, Keen was 
still full of curiosity. He had fully half 
an hour to kill before Barney would ar
rive. There was the matter of that 
strange slug, and the identity of the 
man who lay out there on the Battery 
turf.

He went through the desk compart
ments, studied everything. Then he 
opened the small doors in the desk’s up
per corners and found several small 
boxes, vials, and bottles. He went over 
the chemical formula markings they all 
carried—then suddenly noticed a small 
bottle partly filled with a queer white 
powder. He studied it without remov
ing the cork. Then he checked the for
mula markings on the label and 
whistled.

“Ardena!” he gasped, holding the 
cork down as though he expected it 
to leap out.

He recalled that this poison, the dead
liest known, was first accidently dis
covered by laborers working along the 
Pienaars River in the Transvaal. It is 
found in certain bulbs that grow along 
that waterway and the unfortunate 
devils who had accidentally cut two of
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of Sports Wear?”  Results in an Avalanche of Letters!

these open with their spades died in
stantly. Others, who only inhaled the 
air, almost died. They were only saved 
by the greatest medical skill. Chemists 
today agree that three grains of Ardena 
diffused in a roomful of people, would 
quickly kill all present.

Keen studied the bottle of death re
flectively. Then it all came to him. This 
man had managed to make a paste of 
the powder in some manner, taking 
proper precautions of course with a 
mask. And he had covered the knurled 
base of a bullet with the deadly poison. 
Even the slightest wound and the poison 
would do the rest. That explained the 
death of the man at the Army and 
Navy Club, Keen thanked his lucky 
stars that he had had no cuts on his 
fingers while he had handled the death 
slug.

Keen glanced at the time and made a 
quick calculation. Then he snatched at 
a pile of note-paper on one end of the 
desk. Carefully he drew on a pair of 
thin rubber gloves and inserted a sheet 
of the paper in the typewriter that 
stood on a folding shelf at one end. 
Then he carefully wrote:

To Drury Lang,
New York City.

Brigadier General Alton Fullard was 
murdered by one Norton Brainard, for
mer Army officer who was cashiered out 
of his regiment for espionage. Brain
ard hid in Fullard’s rooms and killed 
him, with an air-pistol slug that had 
been dipped in Ardena, a little-known, 
but deadly, South African poison.

The man found dead in Battery Park 
was this same Norton Brainard, a clev
er impersonator and an American mem
ber of the Legion of the Flame—a 
•multi-national war-mad society which 
somehow has unscrupulously obtained 
a group of Fiat planes. It was BrairCard 
who represented himself as Fullard 
and gave out the orders for the Second 
Corps area rendezvous at 68 W. 36 N. 
and thus brought destruction to the ma
chines and men involved.

Keen again consulted the complete 
set of reports he had found in the desk. 
Then he continued:

The prime reason for this amazing or
ganized attack on our country is to 
break diplomatic relations between the 
United States, Great Britain, France 
and Italy. It will be evident, considering 
the present turn of international events, 
that such a breach would be destructive 
to world peace.

How the raids on the American main
land are being carried out or from what 
base is not known at present, but it is 
evident that some sort of an attack in
volving the use of invisible and highly 
destructive gas is planned, and it will 
probably be directed at the City of New 
York.

, Here Keen stopped hurriedly and 
scrawled The Griffon at the bottom 
of the sheet. He addressed an envelope 
with Lang’s name and address across 
the front, snatched at a stamp, and 
jammed it on the corner.

December, 1935

E VIDENTLY Bob Hartwell, Princeton, 
W. Va., started something when he 
wrote us to the effect that he could 

not understand why our advertising col
umns were as devoid of sports wear adver
tisements as were the Western plains of

Bert Macpherson, Hamilton, Ontario
'*  . . .  my skates are good for another four years, 
hut I  must have new shoes before tho training season 
opens. How about it ?  I 'm  going to ride on the tail o f  
a  certain manufacturer and try to bring him in  a liv e !"

grass last summer, for F.A.C. members 
from the entire North American continent 
have written in backing him up.

Bert Macpherson—one of the club’s old 
“ standbys”  and a fellow who has done more 
perhaps for the club in the way of securing 
advertisers for the old mag than anyone 
else—was among the first to write, and this, 
in part, is what our Canadian friend said: 

"What f m  hollering about this time is Bob 
Hartwell's article on the Contact vage of the 
October issue. Hartwell hit the nail right square 
on the bean. In fact he reminded me that I am. 
going to require some new equipment for the 
coming winter, and I’m not going to buck 
head-winds to get it. If it is advertised in F l y -  
INO ACES, I ’ll accept the ‘tail winds’ of the 
F.A.C. and buy from our advertisers.”

This snow and ice-covered page may seem 
a bit previous, but the days of winter 
sports are on the immediate horizon—in 
fact this is our December number, Buz

zards! We know that Bert, Bob, and Dave 
are true representatives of our 65,000 read
ers and we’re just as sure that any manu
facturer of ice skates, sports shoes, wool 
socks, sweaters, gloves, and leather jackets 
would be “ tickled pink”  to reap even a 
small percentage of this F.A.C. business.

ACES UP, along with the rest o f the 
gang here at GHQ, is deeply appreciative o f 
the fine support you have given our adver
tisers. The more advertisers we have tha 
more money we’re going to have in giving 
you a better magazine, and your fine sup
port was directly responsible for our having 
been able to increase Flying Aces by 1® 
pages with the November issue.

Now, here is what we’d like to have you 
do: When you buy your sports wear or 
equipment, insist upon getting the manu
facturer’s name and address. When, you get 
home sit down and write him a letter. Men
tion what you bought, telling him that so 
far as possible our 50,000 club members buy 
from advertisers in Flying Aces, and don’t 
forget to stress Flying Aces because there 
are other aviation magazines on the news
stands, you know. Without question ours 
is the best—the largest aviation circulation 
in the world—but not every manufacturer 
is aware of this. I f  enough of you buzzards 
write in this fashion (and we’re sure you 
will) it will not be long before certain 
manufacturers o f sports wear and equip
ment awaken to the tremendous possibilities 
afforded them through the medium o f the 
advertising columns of our greater Flying 
Aces. Remember our slogan: “ THEY AD
VERTISE—WE PATRONIZE!”

Bob Salzman and Dave Hauschild, Big Fork, Mont.
. before long this country w ill be a **’W inter 

W onderland," as it was when this picture was taken 
last winter. Be assured that all members of our unit 
consult good old  FLYING ACES advertising columns be
fore making any purchases whatsoever."



Then he twirled the dial of the radio 
set to the wave length of the Brooklyn 
Navy yard and began calling. When 
he got an answer he said in a firm 
steady voice:

“ Advise all available military air
craft to be prepared for a raid on the 
City of New York sometime between 
1 a.m. and dawn. At all events, no raid
er must reach the limits of the City 
because a deadly gas attack is intend
ed. This order must not be ignored as 
the raid is certain to take place. Ad
vise all Corps Commanders, Naval area 
Staff, and the Secretary of War. This 
is The Griffon, speaking.”

And a weary-eyed Sparks jotted 
down the message, made a quick check 
on the directional antenna, bellowed 
for a young staff lieutenant, and began 
pounding brass for all he was worth.

With another quick glance at the 
sheets of paper he had found in the 
desk and a quick squint at the clock, 
Keen picked up the letter he had typed 
to Lang. But then he halted a minute, 
grabbed a pair of pliers, and wrenched 
out all the type-bars of the typewrit
er. He quickly defaced them all and 
stuck them in his pocket with the in
tention of throwing them away once 
he was in the clear.

Finally, he flipped off the light, 
slipped out into the corridor, made his 
way to the elevator, and dropped the 
letter in the mail-chute. Then he hur
ried to the stairs. But as he slipped 
through the door a voice behind him 
bellowed.

“Keen! Hey you, Keen!”
It was Drury Lang!

jF'EEN went white, sucked in his 
breath, and raced up the dark stair

way. Two flights he covered before he 
heard the door below open and Lang’s 
voice raging. He slipped onto the roof, 
then darted toward a ventilator block. 
Jamming his hat down tight on his 
head, he took a small flashlight from 
his pocket. Then he listened intently. 
Above, he caught the low wailing drone 
of an idling prop and the moaning dirge 
of taut wires. He flashed his light twice 
and waited.

He heard the door of the roof en
trance open and saw Lang step out and 
peer about. Keen watched the detective 
hurry to the buttress wall and peer 
over.

Keen grinned. Somewhere above, a 
silenced amphibian lowered a cable 
from a drum inside the compact body. 
At the cable’s end hung a streamlined 
weight and a few feet above if a padded- 
grip loop.

The amphibian, throttled back and 
using the air-brake flaps, was making 
a tight circle directly over the roof of 
the Navigation Building. The cable 
dangling well over 1,000 feet below was 
describing a narrow circle with its 
streamlined weight as it descended to
ward the flat roof.

It was the same device Keen had 
used in the adventure of Ko-Dachi to 
escape from the roof of Rockwell 
Manor—a device that had been used 
on many occasions and perfected by a 
certain European air force to pick-up
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agents inside the enemy lines. Keen 
and Barney had worked the thing until 
they were now startlingly proficient 
with it. But they usually had worked it 
with a parachute—just in case.

Keen peered around the ventilator 
block and watched Lang who was act
ing like a man who knew he was being 
watched. Keen listened and caught the 
tell-tale whirr-whirr-whirr of the de
scending cable. Lang heard it, too, and 
stared up. Keen saw it now, his eyes 
were trained to pick it out of the dark
ness. He leaned down, picked up an 
empty paint can, and with one hand he 
threw it far down the roof, to distract 
the detective’s attention. Then, the in
stant the can clanked into a far cor
ner, he darted out of his shelter and 
flashed the light once. The leaden weight 
was squirming about on the roof of the 
building like an enraged lizard. Lang 
heard the footsteps and turned. He 
yelled and reached for a gun. Keen 
took his flashlight and directed a high- 
powered beam straight into the little 
detective’s eyes. The blinding flash 
stopped Lang for an instant. He threw 
one hand up to shield his eyes, then he 
fired from the hip.

He had fired at empty space! The 
figure in black was no longer there, 
but a streaked something had shot up 
off the roof with the speed of an ele
vator, an eerie twanging and snaky 
hissing marking the direction.

“Whew!” gasped Drury Lang. “ I’m 
certainly seeing ’em tonight! I must 
need a rest. I could swear someone who 
looked like Keen was standing there. 
But where the devil did he go?”

Lang spent a full half hour search
ing the roof, but not a trace of his man 
could he find. A puzzled, frustrated 
man, he returned to the street, where 
the bedlam was now increased by a 
dozen mobile anti-aircraft guns that 
rattled out of Broadway and took up 
their posts on the green turf, rattling 
and clanking. Jacks were lowered and 
screwed tight to steady the platforms. 
The great muzzles slowly raised and 
the gunners took their positions at the 
breeches.

An officer barked, and the gunners 
spun the wheels and set fuses. Shells 
slipped into the steel maw and the 
breech block closed with a bang. A 
lanyard twanged and the gun rang out,, 
throwing her barrel back against the 
concussion chambers.

The range had been taken on a 
black, unmarked amphibian that swept 
through a broad sword-blade of light.

'X'HE point 68 W. 36 N. lies*approxi- 
mately 450 miles out to sea from the 

tip of Manhattan. If you are acquaint
ed with shipping, you would know that 
the point in question lies midway be
tween the heavy-traffic Southern Route 
to Europe and the lanes followed by 
vessels heading for Bermuda and cer
tain South American ports. A glance 
at the regular weekly map showing 
positions of ships at sea will disclose 
that there is a wide area, fully 200 
miles in breadth, that sees practically 
no shipping of any kind. A ship cap
tain would be able to keep his vessel
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well out of sight for weeks by judicial 
consideration of his radio reports and 
reference to his nautical almanac.

Such was the game that Captain Ludo 
Dorlant, present skipper of the former 
Milavian, played to keep his mysterious 
vessel out of the binocular lenses of the 
few vessels that plowed the seas head
ed for West African ports.

You will remember the Milavian, the 
noted luxury liner that was so suddenly 
withdrawn from the heavy trans-At
lantic run for improvements to her 
turbines in order that she might at
tempt new speed marks. You will per
haps recall that she was reported in 
dry dock undergoing repairs. You may 
also remember that a few weeks later 
the Milavian was suddenly sold to a 
firm of ship-breakers for the junk she 
might provide.

There was the usual talk in the ship
ping world about the possibility of hull 
failure under higher speed, together 
with the unmistakable trends toward 
smaller and less expensive ships with 
more cabin-space for the so-called tour
ist passenger. All this seemed to settle 
the mystery of the Milavian. She had 
failed to make the grade and had been 
scrapped for smaller and less expensive 
craft. Look at the Leviathan, the Olym
pic, and the old Mauretania—all with
drawn from service.

It was reasonable, but men who knew 
their ships would have been astonished 
to see the Milavian out there in the dead 
area of the Atlantic.

Her four funnels were gone—replaced 
by sweeping tubes that carried the 
smoke back under the lip of her stern 
deck. Her superstructure, was now fit
ted with a quick-release gear that al
lowed it to fold away into a compact 
island fitted with the full-sized control 
tower of a modern aircraft carrier.

But there were no aircraft aboard 
the Milavian! Those that had been 
aboard had been destroyed by Kerry 
Keen, Barney O’Dare, and a few mem
bers of the United States Navy. The 
situation was now reversed. The skip
per of the Milavian now hoped to pro
vide a haven for a new formation of 
aerial killers.

O NCE Keen had been safely drawn 
up inside the black amphibian, he 

hurriedly clambered into a more suit
able flying kit. He pulled on helmet, 
goggles, parachute, and gloves, then 
slipped past Barney and took over the 
forward seat.

“ Every tank full?” bawled Kerry. 
“ Sure . . . .  Why?”
“ We’re going a long way, son—all 

the way out to 68-36 to find those lads 
who have been kicking up this mess. 
You should have been with me, Bar
ney. More fun! Two Brigadiers—both 
alike—popped off in two separate parts 
of the city. And I was honored with 
credit for both.”

“ Phat the hell are ye talking about?” 
demanded Barney.

“ Skip it. I’ll tell you later. It’s too 
goofy for words. They’re staging a 
raid again on the city with gas. A 
beaut too.” And Keen climbed the 

(Continued on page  7 4 )
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Flying Aces Stamp Tales
A MONTHLY AIR JO URN EY VIA STA M PS

PILO TED  BY C H A R LES  CORWIN, A .P .S .
W HAT is the most beautiful air 

mail stamp? Ask twenty aero- 
philatelists, and you may get 

twenty different answers. Design, color, 
and size all influence such a choice. Of 
course, we all have our favorites. How
ever, if each of those twenty air mail 
stamp collectors listed a half-dozen 
picked copies, you will find the “Flying 
Horse,” featured on the correo  aereo  
stamps of the Republic of Uruguay, at 
least among the runners-up in each list.

This winged steed has been featured 
by Uruguay on 34 stamps ranging in 
color from red-orange to bright violet— 
in short, the whole range of the spec
trum. Surely, the lover of horse flesh 
can pick his favorite color to win. The 
values of these stamps range from one 
centesim o to four and one 
half pesos face value.

The Uruguayans chose 
the flying horse by popular 
demand. The series was 
first issued in 1929, re-is
sued in 1930-31, repeated in 
1931, and c o n t i n u e d  
throughout 1932. The de
sign pictures Pegasus soar
ing between two cumulus 
clouds against a back
ground of the northern con
stellation of the same name.
It would seem particularly appropriate 
to use this spirited equine as a symbol 
of the air mail—what with horse-power 
and wings.

Turning from the most beautiful to 
the almost horrible, we have a greater 
choice. At least two stamps should be 
considered in the latter category. One 
portrays the “Garuda bird”—the Siam 
air mail of 1925. The other is Spain’s 
correo  aereo of 1930—this being a com
bination air post-special delivery stamp, 
as indicated by the black surcharge 
“ U rg en te ." In the first item, the 
“ Garuda” is an East Indian idea of 
what-the king of birds should look like. 
On this monstrosity, the god Vishnu 
is supposed to fly about its sacred busi
ness. This heavier-than-air creature

has a head of an eagle with vicious 
beak, the supple arms of a dancer 
adorned with bracelets, the torso of a 
wrestler, and feathered legs equipped 
with prodigious talons. The whole ef
fect is that of a bad dream in full flight.

The second stamp, sometimes poeti
cally entitled the “phantasy of flight.” 
was taken from the artist Goya’s note 
book. The central portion of the stamp 
shows five figures and one pair of wings. 
The expressions are demoniacal and 
the whole effect is that of a quintet of 
aviators who have bailed out minus 
their “chutes.” This massed descent of 
potential members of the Caterpillar 
Club would be more representative of 
some of Russia’s aeronautical experi
ments than of aviation in romantic

Left: Uruguay. Right: Italy.

Spain, land of the senoritas.
Since the days of Adam and Eve, 

human beings have been envious of the 
bird’s ability to fly. It is no wonder that 
mankind conceived of winged angels, 
magic flying carpets, the winged san
dals of the Greek Hermes, and his 
Roman counterpart, Mercury.

Canada’s air mail stamps have de
picted angels, as mentioned in previous 
issues of Flying A ces, and Lithuania, 
in 1921, issued a series of stamps that 
presented an allegory of flight—a high- 
wing monoplane supported by a buxom 
angel with trailing wings. The value 
“ 2  A u k s "  which appears on the Lithu
anian stamp seems to be a birdlike 
coincidence. Actually, the word A uks  is 
an abbreviation for “A uksin as” which 

is equal to one hundred 
“ S katiku”  in Lithuanian 
cash.

The orphaned second 
part of the hyphenated 
pai r ,  Austro-Hungary, 
printed in 1920 a grace
ful winged man losing 
altitude in what threat
ens to become a nose dive. 
This figure (see illustra
tion of H u n g a r i a n  
stamp) brings back the 
legend of Father Daeda
lus and his flighty son 

(Continued on page  9 6 )

Upper left: Hungary. Lower left: Siam. Right: Spain.
N E X T  m o n t h : 

“ C R A S H  C O V E R S ”

Power and Speed 
Less Weight

G A S O L I N E  E N G I N E
For Model Airplanes

Greatest Power Per Unit c f Weight 
Bare Motor 6 I /2  Ounces — 1/5 Horse Power

Fu lly  Covered by Patents Pending

A  REAL M O TO R
Guaranteed to Run

Sold as a Complete Unit. $21.50
P o s tp a id  U. S. A . N o E xtra s  to  B u y  

A  M a rin e  M o d e l  A lso  P r o d u ce d
FO R D E T A IL E D  IN FO R M A TIO N , P R IC E S , 

ET C ., CO M M U N ICA TE D IR E C T  W ITH

JUNIOR MOTORS CORPORATION
I Broad S t ,  Station Bldg. Philadelphia, Pa.

FREE ARMY FLYING TRAINING
Air Corps Cadets get 300 hours solo flying, with 
salary, expenses paid. Information pamphlet, how to 
apply, 20e. Same information on Navy Aviation train
ing, 20c. Information on Marine Corps Aviation, 20c. 
All three for 40c. Pamphlets prepared by Air Corps 
Veteran. USED AIRPLANES. GLIDERS, $40 up. 
Literature 10c.

C O N T IN EN T A L S A L E S  CO.
Box 344, Dept. 15 Indianapolis. Ind.

Get Big Muscles!
Increase Your Weight! Double Your Strength!
Send today for the NEWEST and BEST M e th o d -th e  PROGRESSIVE 
MUSCLE DEVE10PMFNT C O U R S E -C om p lete , postpaid, only $ 3 .0 0 ,  
RESULTS GUARANTEED! Or send 3  cent stamp fo r  details and 
testim onials. MUSCLE DEVELOPMENT SCHOOL A llan  La Fiora. 
D irector, B or 1 7 6 , Dept. 0 ,  POUGHKEEPSIE, N. Y ._ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _

J. W. WINN M F6. C 0 „  D ep t. 1 6 1 1 , 1 2 4  W . ? 3  St„ N ew  Voth

WORLD WAR RELICS

FOR CLUB HOUSE OR DEN
Vickers Aircraft Machine Guns—cost the Govt, about 
$700 each—rendered unserviceable without marring; 
just released by War Dept. Weigh about 33 lbs. Send 
M. O., Check or Draft for $7.75; F.O.B. N. Y. or on 
receipt of $1.00 will ship C.O.D. by express.
F IA L A  O U T F IT S , Inc., 47 Warren St., New York

L O O K  ! ! ! !
DEALERS— JOBBERS

HANDLE THE WORLD’S FINEST LINE 
OF MODEL AIRPLANE KITS. “ QUICK 

SALES”
Write for Information At Onco 

Lindberg Model & Supply Co. 
5324-28 N. Kedzie Ave., Chicago, III.

LABORATORY APPARATUS 
BIOLOGICAL SUPPLIES 
MICROSCOPES 
CHEMICALS
New complete catalog lists hundreds 
ol items of interest to amateur and 
professional experimenters. Save 
■Money—Buy Direct from manufac
turer Send 10c. now trefundable)
3»d je t Special SO Day Offer.

---------T H E Y  A D V E R T I S E  —  L E T ’ S P A T R O N I Z E  —
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Legion of the Flame
(Continued from page 72)

plane like mad to clear the Aek-Aek 
batteries.

“That comes to about 945 miles 
round-trip for their Fiats not allowing 
for wind or the time involved in the 
actual raid,” said Barney. “That’s cut
ting it too fine.”

“ Maybe, but these guys are crazy, 
anyway,” went on Keen.

“ Sure, but not that crazy. They’ll 
take a wild chance in a fight, but no 
such dizzy chance as that. They may 
be goofy, but they’re asking for a fifty- 
fifty break, anyway.”

“ All right. Where are they coming 
from then?”

“I don’t know, but I’ll bet they’re 
somewhere within one hundred miles of 
New York City,” Barney replied.

Something told Keen that the Mick 
had the right idea, but there was no 
way of finding out. He circled high over 
the city and tried to figure it all out. 
Below him lay the gigantic finger of 
Manhattan, poking its great nail into 
New York Harbor. He tried to visualize 
the horror that would run rampant 
there if the threatened raid took place. 
He knew the effect of high explosives 
amid civilians under ordinary circum
stances, but an air raid on the City of 
New York with gigantic shells burst
ing between the walls of skyscrapered 
streets, the ensuing tumble of masonry, 
and the confined force of the splinter
ing explosions along granite-faced 
caverns—could be ten times more ap
palling than any staged in Europe dur
ing the Great War.

He decided to take one more chance. 
It all depended on how well the stories 
of the deaths of the two men he had 
examined a short time before had been 
garbled by the press and radio an
nouncers. He turned in his seat and 
spun his radio dial to 23.61 meters.

It was a wild chance, but consider
ing everything it was worth it. The 
’Giro that was to carry the fake Briga
dier away from the roof of the Naviga
tion Building had been shot down. The 
rest of the ships engaged in the raid 
on Newark Airport had been stopped 
stone dead over the Pulaski Skyway 
and pounded into the meadows. Keen 
tried to place himself in the shoes of 
the man who was waiting for orders 
from the fake Brigadier.

His guess was fruitful.
As Keen snapped over the switch, his 

ears caught the low wailing cry of an 
operator who seemed to have given up 
all hope.

“ Calling Brainard . . . .  Calling 
Brainard . . . .”

The voice was tuneless and pathetic, 
the cry of a deserted animal.

Keen snapped the lever over to “send” 
and replied in a cool military voice: 
“ Brainard calling . . . .  from plane 
No . . . .” He thought quickly and re
membered that the ’Giro had been 
marked G-P7. . . . “ No. G-P7 . . . . 
heading out for 68-36. How soon can you 
get off?”

The operator awoke from his lethargy 
and barked back.

“What happened, Brainard? Our 
ships were apparently intercepted. 
None have reported to 68-36. Where 
are you now?”

“In the raid area yet, waiting your 
appearance”’ replied Keen.

“Aren’t you taking part in the raid 
with us?”

“No, I can’t get to you in time. I’m 
going on through to Canada and make 
contact with our main force via the 
Azores.”

“But you can get here in time. We 
are only eighty miles from you now. 
You can join the main force here or 
meet us over Bristol. What happened 
anyway?”

“Everything. You’ll have to be care
ful. Do not leave for at least one hour. 
That will be 2 o’clock. That will get 
you over the city at 2:30 allowing for 
everything.”

“ But why waste time that way?” de
manded the voice of a new man who 
had taken the operator’s seat, to talk 
directly to Keen.

“ For the simple reason,” lied Keen, 
“that the Navy ships are in the air 
now doing a night patrol. They will 
have to go down and refuel by that 
time and you will be unmolested long 
enough to register on your targets.”

“ I understand,” agreed the man at 
the other end. “ Then we won’t see you 
until we can contact you at the Azores. 
How will you get there?”

“ I’ve arranged to get away aboard a 
Portuguese fishing boat working out 
of the banks of Newfoundland. I've 
done my job and it’s too hot here in 
New York—especially if you are going 
to douse them with talcum,” said Keen, 
referring to the new gas-impregnated 
clay.

“It will be a very interesting ex
periment,” the man at the other end 
agreed. “ But we are wasting time. We 
cannot hope to hide up here much long
er. We had better cut off, too, before 
we are picked up.”

“Yes, you had better take no more 
chances. You leave, remember, at 2 
o’clock on the dot,” ordered Keen, still 
wondering to whom he was talking. 
Then he hung up and stared around at 
Barney who was watching the sky.

“What town of Bristol is within 
eighty miles of New York,” he snapped.

“Bristol, Connecticut, is well over one 
hundred miles away,” the Mick replied 
still puzzled.

“ No . . . .  that’s not it. Let’s see 
what’s the place where they make fish
ing rods and steel shafts for golf 
clubs?”

“ Bristol, Pennsylvania!” gagged Bar
ney. “That’s no more than eighty miles 
from New York.”

“ That’s it—as sure as shooting!”
He glanced at the clock. It showed 

1:35. He spun the wave-length lever 
again and began calling the Newark 
Airport.

In five minutes he had warned all de
partments that a raid on New York 
was certain by 2:30 and that the raid
ers were coming out of a field outside 
Bristol, Pa. He whipped the amphibian 
over, scuttled across the North River, 
and headed for Trenton.

TT was almost 1:45 before he had com-
pleted his detailed explanation to the 

officer in charge of the Navy defense 
ships quartered at Newark, and he 
knew he would have to step on it to 
get to Bristol in time to block the Le
gion’s take-off. Those that escaped would 
have to be nailed by the Navy pilots.

“ But what a game!” Keen gurgled 
with admiration. “They gave that loca
tion and trapped the Second Corps Area 
mob with a hope that we would later 
believe that their planes were based 
out there. They nearly fooled me. They 
probably have got a ship out there to 
pick them up, but you were right Bar
ney, they were taking no chances on 
a 900 mile flight to do it.”

“ I’m getting it now, too,” said Bar
ney, leaning over Keen’s shoulder. 
“ They evidently lay out there and 
trapped the Second Corps outfit, then 
moved in close during the furor the 
next night. They bombed those fields 
and lower New York, then continued 
on and dug in at Bristol. Half of them 
attempted to get the Navy ships at 
Newark earlier tonight so that the sec
ond section would have no trouble in 
raiding New York City early this 
morning with gas. Finally, they’d scoot 
out to sea and be picked up and carried 
away .  Nice thinkin’ on somebody’s 
part.”

“All I hope is that those Navy guys 
who got all the credit for stopping them 
outside of Newark will get here in 
time to help us out with the rest.”

But Barney was getting ready to go 
to work now. He checked his guns and 
took no chances on anything. They 
roared across New Jersey and event
ually found Trentom Over Jersey’s cap- 
itol dome, they turned and caught the 
glint of the railroad that followed the 
river southward. Then by careful fly
ing, with mufflers cut in, they sought 
their prey. Keen knew they would have 
to strike fast and hard.

“They had fully a dozen planes on 
that Newark attempt. They probably 
have as many left for the second half 
of their program. A lovely little packet 
to pick on. Come on, Navy!” he bawled.

They circled over the outskirts of 
Bristol for three or four minutes seek
ing their goal. At last they spotted a 
suspicious field halfway between Bristol 
and Newportville—a field well shielded 
on three sides by dense wooded area. 
On the north side it was open and Keen 
smiled, for he knew they would no 
doubt attempt to get off with their loads 
up that long end.

Suddenly Keen remembered some-
( Continued on page 76)
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THE PERFECT GIFT! A SELLEY-TEX CONSTRUCTION ESET
-  ________________________________________  U. 8 . Pat. App. For______________________________________________________________________
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A M A T E U R S  as well as E X P E R T S  E N D O R S E  this revolutionary idea in simplified building!

YOU TOO, GAN successfully BUILD AND FLY SELLEY’S exclusive PLANES THE NEW W A Y !
READ WHAT AVIATION AUTHORITIES 

SAY ABOUT SELLEY TEX KITS
C L A rttN C E  D. C H A M B ER LIN

"Y our method of accurately rorming the major 
parts of a model mechanically seems to simplify the 
art to such a degree that anyone now can be a 
•successful model builder."

Signed, Clarence Chamberlin  
C A S E Y  JO N ES SCH O O L OF A ER O N A U T IC S , INC.

"W ith  your new moulded process, I  would judge, 
almost anyone should be able to make a successful 
flying m odel." Signed, Casey Jones 

AERO  D IG E S T
"T he more difficult phases of fuselage building 

have been eliminated by your original moulded 
process." Signed, Geo. F. M cLaughlin, Editor. 

JOHN CARISI
"This new process definitely solves the 'model 

builder’ s many and difficult problems o f construc
tion ." Signed, John Carisi.

B U R N E L L I A IR C R A F T , LT D .
"Beyond the importance o f this process as a 

practical means of simplifying model building is the 
fact, that before long full sized airplanes will be 
fabricated on a similar but enlarged basis. The 
familiarity o f the Amer'can youth with this moulded 
process, will pave the way for its early application 
to full size aircraft." Signed. Vincent Burnelli.

Now you can get an entirely, new and different type of 
k it with the assurance that your efforts will be rewarded 
by your possessing and demonstrating to your friends a 
fast, long-distance flying airplane model beautifully de
signed and true-to-scale. The endorsement of experts is, 
of course, a great compliment. Vve appreciate and wel
come such support. But we take even greater pride in 
the testimonials on this page from ordinary model build
ers who never were able to assemble an old-fashioned 
all-balsa stick kit. Read how average boys are succeeding 
with S E L L E Y - T E X  simplified "moulded" construction—  
The Modern Method of Model Building! Whether you 
select a S E L L E Y - T E X  Construction Set for yourself or as 
a gift, your choice represents the G R E A T E S T  V A L U E  
ever offered in kit form! The coupon below is  for your 
convenience. C L IP  IT  NOW.

I  believe you have something that w ill make the Model 
W orld sit up and take notice. You are about ten years in 
advance o f all other model companies and have beaten 
a path for the rest to  follow. You have really contributed 

a worth-while thing to us modelers and I  
as one feel duly grateful. Lota o f luck. 
Signed, H o m er D . Corwin,

Bism arck, N . D .

Simple as ABC
A — F i t together 
n  and cement the 
two moulded parts 
of the fuselage.
D  — Cut away the 
** border of ex
cess fabric. 
f*  — The result is 
v  a p e r f e c t ly  
shaped fuselage in 
the form of a hoi- 
I o w shell, v e r y  
strong and Inde- 
strurfiMe.

WACOD

4 - o o

SELLEY-TEX OFFERS 10 ADVANTAGES 
OVER ALL BALSA STICK KITS

1—  MOULDED CONSTRUCTION. First real advance
ment In pract eal bui.ding.

2—  EASIER-TO-BUILD . The moulded parts make it 
simple as ABC.

3—  EXCLUSIVE FABRIC. Specially close woven and 
processed by secret, formum.

4—  MORE PRACTICAL. Selley is  discontinuing All
Balsa Stick type entirely.

5—  MORE A U TH tN 'i ICALi-Y DESIGNED. Minute de
tails are moulded into model.

6—  MORE DURABLE. The moulded shell is stronger
and lighter.

7—  BETTER FLYERS. The moulded fuselage elim i
nates weight behind center of gravity.

8—  POSITIVE MEANS OF BALANCING. Simple ring 
device correctly balances plane.

9—  FINISHED ADJUSTABLE PITCH ALUMINUM 
PROPELLER. Maximum o f thrust and minimum 
of rubber.

(0—  FULL SATISFACTION GUARANTEE.

Every S E L L E Y - T E X  model Is packed securely 
in an attractive red, yellow and black box that 
makes an ideal gift package. Give yourself a 
gift.
" I  thought that SE L L Y-T E X was just another 
improvement cn  the old balsa stick kits. I cer
tainly got a pleasant surp i. e when I  received 
the ‘Kyan Sportster’ and found that your new 

simple method is the most practical way 
o f building a model I ever tried. I ’ ll 

never go back to the all-balsa stick 
kits again. I ’m satisfied 1" Signed,

Wilbur A. W ebb,
Chase City, Va.

A ll other 
S E L L E Y - T E X  

moulded "harts as 
listed are equally 

easy to build.

" I  never made such a good looking model or got belter flying 
performance with any balsa stick kit as I have with your 

S E IL E Y -T E X  Goshawk Construction Set. 
That moulded idea o f yours is the cleverest 
stunt on the market. Please send me the 
Fairchild 22. That’ s all I can afford right 

now ." Signed, ,  „
W iley H . Pridgen, Orlando, Fla.

25c Postage

W ACO D M IL IT A R Y . A wealth of military 
detail characterizes this formidable prototype or 
the latest Army innovation, and what a flyers

4 - 0 0
25c Postage

GOSHAWK

" I  was going to quit model building for good after many 
failures with all kinds of balsa stick kits. As a final try I 
ordered your SELLEY-TEX Waco C Cabin. The job was so 

• easy and interesting and the results so good 
I ’m going to save my money and buy the whole 

series one at. a tim e." Signed, 
M onte H . Sherey, Richm ond, Va.

c Postage
RYAN Sportster

T H E  NEW  RYAN  S P O R T S T E R . An exceptionally realistic 
miniature embodying every modern principle of light com 
mercial planes to assure long distance flying.

" I  had the idea I  was a rotten model builder. I couldn’ t 
even complete a Balsa Stick airplane let alone fly one. I  took 
a chance with your SELLEY-TEX 
Boeing F4B4 and am now a proud 
owner of self-made plane that actu
ally flew. From now on, you can 
count on me as a SELLEY-TEX 
booster." Signed,

George Spies, 
• r, N . Y.

BOEING
F4B-4

3 .5 0

Each o f  the S E L L E Y -T E X  Construction Sets con - 
tain the necessary individually designed m oulded  
scale parts sim ilar to those shown above.

3 .50R och ester

L5e Postage

WACO C 
Cabin

■ W rite for our beautiful, two-colored
I broadside illustrating in detail the new 
'  line of incomparable SELLEY-TEX Con- 
I  struct Ion sets. Send 3c stamp for postage.

25c Postage

P A R T S  AND A C C E S S O R IE S
Every model is packed in a beautiful, sturdy box with 
finished scale flying, adjustable pitch metal prop, fin
ished propeller shaft and rear hook, scaled wheels, with 
brass bushings, ribs printed out accurately on white sheet 
balsa, many special turned wood parts, finest grade of 
balsa wood, sticks, tail wheel and fork fittings, control 
horns and wire, pure para rubber, special bamboo paper, 
authentic markings, colored insignia, best quality 
cement, colored dopes, full-size easy-to-understand plan, 
complete with all picture details. A ll the tools neces
sary to build model:
C L A M P S — RAZO R B L A D E , B R U S H , S A N D P A P ER

ALL 24-INCH WING SPAN

SELLEY MEG CO. INC., DEPT

250 Postage

FAIRCHILD
2 2

Send 5c for new supply catalogue picturing and listing 
the most popular accessories. Postage west of Denver 
15c extra.

S ee  y o u r  lo ca l d ea ler  o r  m a il th is  c o u p o n  to d a y
Please send me the SELLEY-TEX model kits I

have checked. I  am enclosing $ ...............
(Each plane 25c postage. West of Denver 35c postage.) 
N EW  RYA N  S P O R T . 3.00 □  F A IR C H IL D  3.00 Q
WACO C C A B IN  3.50 □  B O E IN G  F4B4 3.50 Q
WACO D M IL IT A R Y  4.00 □  G O SH A W K  4.00 Q

P RIN T N A M E .................................................................................

A D D R E S S ..........................................................................................

CITY A N D  S T A T E .....................................................................

112 A 373 GATES AVENUE, BROOKLYN, N. Y.
-------- T H E Y  A H V E K T T S E  —  L E T ’ S P A T R O N I Z E ----------
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thing. He stuck his hand through the 
slits of his coverall and pulled out the 
wad of type-bars he had removed from 
the typewriter. He grinned at Barney 
and shoved them through a sliding sec
tion of the cowl and let them go down 
into the wide Delaware River.

“ Soaking the evidence,” he grinned.
But Barney was too busy peering 

ahead for the field. He slapped Keen’s 
shoulder and pointed.

Keen caught the sudden glow as two 
camouflaged canvas h a n g a r s  were 
opened. The glare of light fanned out 
across the turf and showed several 
high-wing Fiats. Keen reached up, 
checked his Darn guns, and pulled the 
two levers that loaded the Chateller- 
aults in the wings. He knew Barney had 
taken care of the heavy caliber rotators 
in the pontoons.

“ All right, Barney. I’ll give ’em the 
works on the dive. You take care of 
those that get off the ground, but keep 
track of every one. Here goes!”

The black amphibian, her lungs 
cleared for action when Keen cut out 
the Skodas, nosed down like a black 
vampire and set her sights on the 
skulking bomber-fighters. His Krupp 

* rotators battered in their wings and 
fuselages. One fuel tank went up with 
a roar and illuminated the whole mad 
scene. Men were running in all direc
tions. Two more ships were being pulled 
out at that instant, and as Keen zoomed 
the black amphibian clear of the first 
hangar, Barney turned his guns over 
the tail and swept through the roof 
with a torrent of lead.

Keen swung the ship over on her ear 
and came back. His wing guns chanted 
and the Darns picked off men who were 
trying to get into the Fiats. Barney 
showered the open mouths of the 
hangars, then over came the amphibian 
again.

A Fiat waddled out of the tangle of 
fire and broken wings. Barney slammed 
down on her from above and Keen 
watched the renegade ship go up on 
her nose and catch fire.

He roared back at the hangars again 
and opened every forward-firing gun 
aboard. He kicked his rudder pedals 
back and forth and sprayed away un
mercifully. He realized that he was 
attacking members of nations that 
were not at war with his country, but 
he also realized that these men, mem
bers of an insane, war-mad organiza
tion entirely outside the official limita
tions of their own various governments, 
were actually trying to sweep the 
United States into a war which might 
involve three friendly nations. A war 
that could mean only the complete de
struction of modern civilization.

The black amphibian raced through 
a bitter torrent of lead that came up 
from the rear guns of two Fiats that 
had somehow been wheeled out of a 
third hangar they had not noticed in 
the excitement. The amphibian reeled 
under the sudden blow and almost 
slipped wing-first to the ground. Keen 
drew her out carefully, while Barney 
basked the gunners to pulp. Then they 
swept around and charged the third 
hangar. The fire from Keen’s guns

literally ripped it to shreds. Then a 
blaze swept up from another Fiat tank 
and belched across the field in a sheet 
of death that blocked the entrance to 
the second hangar. The pilots and me
chanics were trapped!

Keen blasted down again at the third 
hangar and started another fire with 
his rotator incendiaries, while Barney 
took a futile crack at one Fiat that was 
belting away for a* take-off.

“There goes one!” he screamed into 
Keen’s ear. “ Get after him.”

Keen swept the ship around and went 
after the plunging plane. They caught 
it as it swepUup into the air and tried 
to clear the trees in a mad zoom. Keen 
nailed it cold and it fell, wingless, into 
the tops of the trees and caught fire. 
Then, as he continued on and swept 
over the billowing smoke and flame, his 
heart came up into his mouth. He al
most rammed a silver Boeing F4B with 
Navy markings that was shooting 
across the field at the burning sheds.- 
With a quick twist, Keen cleared and 
turned back to see whether there was 
any more of them.

“There’s your Navy mob,” laughed 
Barney. “ Must have come up from the 
Philadelphia Navy Yard field. Now 
we’re for it.”

“You said it. And I’m beating it!” 
Keen snapped.

The black amphibian shot under the 
Boeing and took one last punch at the 
outlaw outfit. He picked off another 
Fiat on the wing and piled it up in the 
middle of the field. Then the Boeing 
shot down near them and began waving 
and ordering them down.

“ Nothing doing,” smirked Keen. 
“ There’s your mob, John Paul Jones. 
Now go to it. We’re going.”

And the black amphibian shot up 
through the smoke-streaked sky like a 
rocket and left the amazed Navy pilot 
practically standing still. When his 
formation pals arrived on the scene, 
they were equally amazed to see the 
damage he had done.

In ten more minutes, the Navy men 
had landed and taken complete charge. 
But one young commander was walking 
about still wondering what it was he 
had seen battering those Fiats down.

'T'HE next morning, Kerry Keen was 
-*• aroused from a sound, wholesome 

sleep in his New York apartment by 
the thunderous rappings of Drury 
Lang. He stared at the sleepy-eyed 
Keen, who came to the door in pyjamas 
and slippers.

“ Stick your head in some cold water, 
you,” Lang barked, “and listen to me.”

“What’s up now?” demanded Keen, 
rubbing his eyes. “ Can’t I ever get any 
sleep ?”

“ Sure, plenty. But I just came up this 
time to tell you I’ve found out all about 
that Fullard business. I don’t need your 
assistance this time.”

“ Okay. Buzz off, then, and let me get 
back to bed.”

“ Wait a minute. Listen to this: That 
guy we saw down there on Bowling 
Green wasn’t Fullard at all. It was a 
guy named Norton Brainard, a bird 
who had been impersonating him. He

F L Y I N G  A C E S

killed Fullard with a poison bullet. 
How do you like that?”

“Lovely!” groaned Keen, lying back 
on a sofa. “ Who told you all that?” 

“Never mind. Listen to the rest of 
it. Those raids were being staged by a 
crazy mob known as the Legion of the 
Flame that was trying to get this coun
try to tangle with England, France, 
and Italy so that the whole world would 
go to hell.”

“ How interesting,” yawned Keen. 
“ But that’s not all. Early this morn

ing the Navy airmen nailed the lot 
hidden away down on an old field that 
has been evacuated for years. Shot the 
whole bunch down before they could 
stage a raid on New York with gas. 
How’s that?”

“Very nice of the Navy,” agreed 
Keen. “ I always said they could—” 

“Shut up! Listen to the rest. I worked 
all this out myself. And is old Scott 
sore! I have figured it out that they 
were out at the field outside Bristol for 
several days. Probably sent off a car
rier of some kind, and after the fun, 
they sneaked inland and lay low there.” 

“ That’s interesting,” agreed Keen. 
“ But I’ve been wondering who got the 
other guy, this Brainard, or whatever 
his name was?”

“ That’s simple,”  explained Lang. 
He evidently was making a getaway in 
one of those ships and was shot down 
and fell out somehow.”

“ Marvelous!” agreed Keen. “You 
certainly straightened this mess out, 
Lang. But how did the Navy find out 
these birds were holed-up down there 
at—where did you say, Bristol?”

“ Um, there’s the queer side, Keen,” 
replied Lang cautiously. “They claim 
they got a radio call from some un
known station—a call signed by ‘The 
Griffon.’ That’s all hooey, of course, but 
they swear to it. But what gets me is 
that a young commander n a me d  
Lowery, who was in on the mess down 
there at Bristol, swears he saw a black 
amphib—you know, one of them land 
and sea things—darting in and out, 
shooting those ships down like flies. No 
one else saw it, but he swears to it. 
They’re gonner give him a long leave. 
He must be nuts.”

“ Positive!” smiled Keen. “ The man’s 
crazy. He needs a long rest.”

But Drury Lang was examining Keen 
closely now.

“Say,” he snapped, “where did you 
go to last night when you hopped into 
that Navigation Building? They want 
that map back.”

“Me? . . . .  Map? . . . .  Oh, I went 
to call up Barney and have him come 
down and get me, but the sleepy devil 
is still snoring out there on Long Island, 
I suppose.”

Lang was puzzled but tried again. 
“ You didn’t go up on that roof, did 

you?” he asked.
“No. Why?”
“ Well, I chased you all over that 

building and finally got up on the roof 
and I could swear you were up there. 
I saw someone like you—and then when 
I tried to go after him, he just—well, 
he just went up in the air like nothing 

(Continued on page 18)



Build The Famous HEATHE W ILL ROGERS & 
WILEY POST LOCKHEED . . A  NEW 36 IN CH

Record Breaking Flyer

HEATHE
M O D E L  A IR P L A N E  C O .

438 East 98th Street 
Drawer 212 Brooklyn, N .Y .

H ERE’S the plane that is sure to touch the 
heart of every model builder . . . .  it’s an 
exact replica of the famous Lockheed flown 

by the two great immortals “Will Rogers” and 
“Wiley Post” . . . .  too bad neither of these great 
men can be here to see how exactly we have 
matched and duplicated every detail of the great 
original. You will want to build this new 36" record 
breaking flyer and keep it as a memento. .

Contains HEATHE’S new copyrighted, simplified plans 
and instruction sheets. All 
parts printed on balsa.
Optional s u p p l i e s  for 
movable controls from the 
cockpit, c a r v e d  prop, 
cowling, loads of wood, 
cement, dope, colored tis
sue, rubber, bent wire 
parts, sand- 
pa  p e r and 
razor blade,

S P E C IA L
See our bar
gain supplies 
below. FREE 
6 1/18 x 2 
sheets a n d  
100 1/16 SQ. 
balsa w i t h  
every $1.00 
order. 250 ft. 
para rubber 
FREE with
every $2.00
order.

FREE PHOTO
of Will Rogers and 
Wiley Post Taking Off

W e  w e r e  fo r t u n a t e * 1 in  
s e c u r in g  a  lim ite d  n u m b e r  
o f  p h o to  c o p ie s  o f  W ile y  
P o s t  a n d  W i l l  R o g e r s  ta k 
in g  o f f  in  th e  i l l - fa t e d  
L o c k h e e d  a t  F a ir b a n k s , 
A la s k a . T h e se  p ic tu r e s  a re  
b e a u t ie s , s iz e  5 x 7  ( s u it 
a b le  f o r  f r a m i n g ) .  FREE 
to e v e r y  purchaser of 
$1.0O’s worth of kits or 
more. FREE.

A New 36 Inch Monocoupe
WITH MOVABLE CONTROLS

H E R E ’ S th e  se n s a tio n  o f  th e  m o d e l a ir p la n e  in d u s t r y  . . . . 
o f  co u rse  i t ’ s  a  H E A T H E  sc o o p . T r ia l te sts  h a v e  e x ce e d e d  
o u r  o w n  e x p e c ta t io n s . T h is  n e w  3 6 "  M o n o c o u p e  h as b ro k e n  
a ll  r e c o rd s . In  fa c t ,  w h e n  sh e  w a s  up  in  th e  a ir  sh e  lo o k e d  

lik e  a  r e a l b ig  a ir p la n e  in s te a d  o f  ju s t  a m o d e l. O u r  e n g in e e r s  
w e re  p a in s t a k in g  in  p la n n in g  a n d  d e s ig n in g  th is m o d e l f o r  y ou . 
T h e y  v is ite d  th e  F lo y d  B e n n e tt  fie ld , s a w  th e  re a l M O N O C O U P E  
a n d  d iscu sse d  its  v a r io u s  p a r ts  w ith  a v ia t io n  e n g in e e r s  
th e n  th ey  co m p le te d  th e  m o d e l o f fe re d  t o  
y o u  h e re . Y o u  w il l  a g r e e  i t  is  a  b e a u ty .
C o n ta in s  th e  id e n t ic a l H E A T H E  n e w  s im 
p lif ie d  c o p y r ig h te d  p la n s  a n d  a ll  th e  o th e r  
s u p p lie s  a n d  a cce s so r ie s  in c lu d e d  w it h  th e  
L o ck h e e d  d e scr ib e d  a b o v e . O rd e r  y o u r s  t o 
d a y  an d  be th e  fir s t  t o  fly  th is  n e w  
H E A T H E  m a s te r  o f  t h e  a ir .

Postage
F R E E

SP EC IA L Combination Xm as Offer
G ift time is here! HEATH E wants to give everyone a chance to 

save money. Here’ s our special combination offer which many of 
our friends and customers w ill want to take advantage o f fo r  Xmas. 
Here’s what we give you for only $3.00 postpaid:
I— Wiley Post K it ................................................................@ $1.50 ALL FOR
I— Monocoupe K it  ............................................................... @ 1.00 a+%  Aa
I— “ 2 In I ! ’ Fokker D-7 and Curtiss Robin K it  @ .59 v^ Z«U U
3— Solid Replicas ..................................................................@ .25

$3.34  Postpaid
This gives you an additional saving o f 10% off our already low 

maces . . . and don’ t forget you get a F R E E  W iley Post-W ill 
Rogers picture described above . . . O R D ER  T O D A Y !

I f  36" lengths are 
desired, just double 
18" price and add 10c
extra postage to or
der.
18" B A L S A  S T R IP S
1/16x1/16
1/ 16x1 /8
1/16x3/16
1/8 xl/8
1/8 x3/8

35 for .05
Z0 for .05
15 for .05
18 for .05
6 for .05
5 for .05

1/8 x l/4  8 for .05
3/16x3/16 8 for .05
1/4 x l/4  5 for .OR
1/4 x l/2  3 for .05
1/2 x l/2  2 for .05
18" S H E E T  B A L S A
1/64x2...............4 for .10
1/32x2.............. 6 for .10
1/16x2...............6 for .10
3/32x2...............5 for .10
1/8 x2 ...............4 for .10
3/16x2...............3 for .10
1/4 x2 ...............3 for .12

W iley Post

Solid
Spad, 
S.E.5, 
separate 
and all

O F F E R
of Boeing 
Sky Chief, 

Vega or 
plans and

F O R  25c
Postage F R E E

1 /2  x2 .............2 for .15
(For 3 "xl8" double 

2" width cost.)
18" B A L S A  P L A N K S
l" x l"  ...........I for .07
l" x l% " ........... I for .09
l"x2"  I for .11
l"x3"  I fo r.1 5
2"x2"  I for .20
2"x3"  I for .25
B A L S A  P R O P E L L E R  

B L O C K S  
% x % x 5 . . .7  for .05 
%X 6 . .  .7 for .05 
% x l x 7 . .  .3 for .05 
% xl x 8 . .  .2 for .05 
% xiy 4 x l 0 . . . l  for .04 
% x l% x l2 . . . l  for .05 

1 xlV2x l2 . .  .1 for .07 
1 x l % x l5 . . . l  for .08 

R U B B E R
1/32 sq. 
.045 sq. 
3/32 flat 
1 /8  flat 
3/16 flat

30 ft. for .05 
20 ft. for .05 
20 ft. for .05 
17 ft. for .05

_________  12 ft. for .05
COLORLESS CFMENT

1 oz____05 2 o z . . .  .06
4 o z . . . .  15 1 p t .. .  .50

C L E A R  D O P E OR 
BA N A N A  O IL

1 o z .. .  .05 2 oz---- 07
4 o z.. . .  13 1 p t .. . .45

Thinner same price 
as clear dope 

C O LO R ED  DO PE  
W hite, yellow, orange, 
blue, red, green, olive 
drab, black, silver, 
gold.
1 o z .. .  .06 2 o z .. . .  10
4 oz— 19 1 p t .. .  .65
J A P A N E S E  T IS S U E
White, per doz. .18 
Colored, asst., per 

doz., all colors .20 
S IL V E R  T IS S U E

20"x24"........... each .05
T U R N E D  B A L S A  

W H E E L S  
Prices per pr.

03 04
1" . . . 0 5  1 % " .. .  .07
1 % " . . . .  12 3" . . . .2 0  
CELLULOID WHEELS 

Prices per pr.
05 1" . . . .0 7  

1 % " . . . . I 0  1 % "-----16

SUPER-FINE TISSUE
White only 

Sheet, 5c; dozen, 50c 
BAM BOO

1/16 sq. x 14
35 for .05 

1/16 x  1/4 x 11
I for .01 

1/16 x  1/4 x 11
I doz. for .07 

R E ED  
1/32 or 1/16

6 ft. for .02 
3 /32  or 1 /8

5 ft. for .02 
W A S H E R S  

<% «r % dia.)
1 doz. .01; 1 gross .10 

W IR E
Straight Lengths

Nos. 5, 6, 7, 8,
10, 11, 12, 14, 15, 
or 16.
6 ft. for .................... I

S A N D P A P E R  
5 large sheets . . .  .1 

D O W ELS
1/ I 6" x l2" doz. .1 
l / 8" x l8" 6  for .05

3 /1 6 "x l8" 4 for .05
l /4 "x l8 "  3 for .05
S H E E T  ALU M IN U M  

Prices per sq. ft.
.002 thick .................08
.005 thick ................. 10
.010 thick .................17
T H R U S T  B EA R IN G S  

Small or large, 2c 
each, or 15c per d “z. 
D UM M Y R A D IA L  

E N G IN E S
Celluloid, 9 Cylinders
1W  diam.................... 18
2" diam....................23
3" diam....................34
ALUMINUM TUBING

Per Ft.
1 /1 6 ...0 9  3 /3 2 ...0 7
1/8 . ..0 7  1 /4  ...10

T U R N ED  HARD  
WOOD W H E E L S

Per Pr
%** diam....................02

diam....................03
1" diam....................03
1 % " diam....................05

diam....................07
2%** diam.................... 10

IN S IG N IA  S H E E T
12 pr. and rudder 

and t a i l  markings 
with gummed back.
Each ........................... 05

M O D EL P IN S  
Package o f  100 . .  .05

A LU M IN U M  L E A F
(.0003 of an inch in 
thickness, 3 %  wide)
5 feet f o r ................. 05
C E L L U L O ID  P A N T S  

to 1" Pair .18 
l% " t o l% "  Pa ir .33

15-Inch F ly e rs
2 in 1 Kit, Fokker D-VII

Curtiss Robin. Astounding value! Contains 
complete supplies and latest, new Improved 
short cut ABC plans, all J fc  F / I  A
accessories, etc. Both: Fok- M  0 I f  v
ker D-VII and Curtiss L  H U  
Robin. Postage FREE

HOW  TO ORDER
No orders under 50c. Add 15c for packing and 
postage to orders under $1.50. Orders over $1.50 
add 10% of order. When ordering 36" lengths 
add extra 10c. Canada 10c extra. No C.O.D/s. 
Your gift is sent with your order.
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and disappeared.”
“Look here, Lang, old man,” said 

Keen, sitting up suddenly, “you’d bet
ter find that Navy Commander and go 
off on a long leave yourself. Went 
straight up in the air and disappeared. 
Say! But you know, Lang, that might 
have been the Griffon!” ?

“Well, I saw something go up,” he 
growled,” and if I thought you had any
thing to do with it, I’d run you in.

“Oh, forget it, Lang. You’re tired. 
Too much work on your shoulders,” 
Keen sympathised. “By the way, what 
are they doing about the dependents of 
those poor devils who were killed out

there on Governor’s Island?”
Keen was thinking of the wad of 

bills that were still in his coverall 
pocket.

“ How should I know?” growled Lang, 
wondering whether there was any more 
mail for him back at his office. “ I’m 
beating it. I need some sleep, too.”

Fallen Archies
(Continued from page 15)

of twine and shoved said spike through 
a slab of very polluted haddock. He re
peated the process until he had some
thing that looked like an oversized kite 
string. After he had completed one, 
Phineas went to work on another. He 
was dragging both toward the spot 
where he had left his Spad when four 
other Spads roared by overhead. “A” 
Flight was beating him to the lines. He 
saw Captain Howell swoop low over the 
spot where the Pinkham Spad squatted 
and Phineas scootched down in the 
bushes. He came out when the quartet 
of Von-poisoners had continued on their 
way.

Resumption of operations included 
tying the strings of haddock to his 
Spad, climbing into the pit, and giving 
the Hisso the gun. When Phineas was 
up in the ozone five thousand feet and 
heading for the Bristol outfit near Bler- 
court, he spotted a Heinie battle wagon 
which had somehow escaped Howell’s

optics. It was a Rumpler flying a thou
sand feet under his trucks.

“ Business before pleasure,’’the Boone- 
town flyer yipped and pushed the stick 
away from him. The Kraut observation 
ship slipped through a cloudbank, turn
ing as it high-tailed. Phineas stabbed 
into the soup after the Rumpler, but did 
not catch up with it until it was well 
above the lines. Spandau lead spat at 
him as he hopped to its tail. The Spad 
guns roared and Phineas let out a joy
ful whoop as he saw the Vicker spume 
tear hell out of the Rumpler’s tail.

“ Boy, I wouldn’t change places with 
them bums,” he exulted, piquing -in from 
the port side and lamming the Rumpler 
in the floating ribs. “I wonder what 
keeps it up as it is as punch drunk as 
a Limey heavyweight!”

Phineas chased the ship into Jerry 
territory before he got in the coup de 
grace. The Rumpler seemed to shake 
itself like a cat that has just been

dragged out of a brook, before it head
ed for the linoleum. Phineas let the 
Vons land the best way they could 
without a tail assembly and an aileron. 
Then he zoomed for height, looked over
side as he climbed, and spotted a fa
miliar landmark. A shellacked Frog 
hamlet on a hillside.

“ Oh mama!” Phineas gulped. “ I am 
too far from home. I’ve got to git—”

The sun breaking through fleecy 
clouds at ten thousand suddenly plant
ed its dazzling trademark on something 
on the panorama below. Phineas looked 
down as he banked wide. He saw the 
flash again. It came from a wooded 
area. Old Sol seemed intent upon point
ing something out to Lieutenant 
Phineas Pinkham, Yankee pilot extraor
dinary. The thorn in Rufus Garrity’s 
side had no doubt about it. Only metal 
could glint in such a fashion when 
bathed with sunshine. Steel! Powerful 

(C ontinued on page  8 0 )

ACTUALLY
' 3  I h e  S I Z E  O F  /  

* 1  R E A L  PL• §

7 3 5

F L Y I N G
SCALE MODELS

EACH
PLUS 35c FOR 
PACKING. 
POSTAGE AND♦ 
INSURANCE 

•
IF EXPRESS 
COLLECT 
SEND ONLY $1.00

Boys! This is the most amazing offer in model airplane history! 
It is almost impossible to believe— but really true— that you may 
send immediately for our New Giant Models and build planes that 
are j/3 the size of real passenger carrying planes. Doesn’t this take 
your breath awray? Yessir— gigantic models and each a strong 
outdoor flyer !— a $10.00 value for only $1.00 ! Everything is in 
the kit INCLUDING ALL LIQUIDS— nothing else to buy ! There 
is no catch ! Over 19,000 of these models have been sold and 
built, 5000 during the last month (proof of this in our files), and 
we have received highest praise from model builders for giving 
such tremendous values. Inspect our kits at any dealer or read 
for yourself what each kit contains. If you are not convinced 
that our kits are the biggest values, don’t order. If you already 
realize what bargains our kits are, send your order today and in a 
few days you will be the owner of a beautiful flying scale model that 
will make you the envy of your schoolmates and neighborhood.

Monocoape Dlast.
5 ft  Stinson Reliant 
5 ft. Heath Parasol

NOTE: W e h a v e
deal ers  in 

almost every city. Visit 
your dealer first for our 
kits. If you cannot lo
cate a dealer who can 
supply you, order direct 
from us. Send money or
der check, stamps, or 
cash. Send only one dol
lar if you want express 
delivery, charges collect.

CONTENTS:
2 4 ” F L Y I N G  S C A L E  M O D E L S  2 5 Cpa

plus 10c 
ing, postage 

insurance
Each 24" G.H.Q. Kit is 
complete in every detail. 
A liberal quantity of 
everything. 18 models to 
select from at 25c each. 

24" Robin 
Puss Moth 

Polish Fighter 
Army Falcon 

Sopwith Camel 
Fokker D-7 

SE5
Aeromarin©

Army Hawk 
M on oeou p e  

F a ir c h i ld  “ 2 2 ”  
A e ro n ca  

F o k k e r  D  8 
N ieu p ort

Douglas Mailplane 
Stinson “R” 
Curtiss JN4 

Bellanca

Each of these new G.H.Q. Giant 5 ft. Model 
Planes contains full-size Plans, all ribs, form

ers and curved parts clearly printed on best grade Balsa. Large 
bottles Cement and Dope, different colors Japanese Tissue, Special 
Endurance Rubber, finished Ready-Cut 3 " Wheels, Wire, Balsa 
strips cut to size, Washers, and . . . Movable Controls, shock-
proof Landing Gear, Scale Details, Lettering, Numbering and In
signias, Flight Log, etc.

G.H.Q.KITSF L Y  B E T T E R  f
CO ST  L E S S  |
CO N TA IN  M O RE •  E A S Y

A L L  H IG H  Q U A L I T Y *  
A C C U R A T E  for E X P E R T S ?  
-------  for B E G IN N E R S  •

W e h ave  a  com p lete  lin e  o f  k its  from  
1 0 c  to  * i - « s

SEND MONEY ORDER, CHECKS, STAMPS OR 
CASH. Don’t Fail to Include Postage for Each Kit 
With Your Order. ONE-DAY SERVICE.

G. H. Q. MODEL AIRPLANE CO.,
564 S ou th ern  B o u le v a rd , D ept. F , N ew  Y ork , N. Y .

---------T H E Y  A D V E R T I S E  —  L E T ’ S P A T R O N I Z E ----------
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20c per 
cop y  on  
all news

stands.

Christmas comes 
but once a year—- 

but here’s one offer that 
makes it come every month for 

an entire year. Just stop to think for 
a moment and you’ll agree that we’re 
right. Like all good things this special 
offer couldn’t possibly go on indefinite
ly and we have timed it to last only 
for the coming holiday season. 
Whether you take advantage of this 
offer for yourself or for some other 
interested enthusiast, there is no 
guessing as to how big it will go over. 
A subscription to MODEL AIRPLANE 
NEWS never fails to bring unlimited 
knowledge and genuine enjoyment to 
every reader. No wonder it occupies an 
outstanding position in the model air
plane industry. It is an acknowledged 
fact that to be well informed, model 
airplane builders must read MODEL 
AIRPLANE NEWS regularly. Month 
after month, you will realize how much 
it means to you and you will be more 
than happy that you or some thought- 

1 • f - v  1 I ful giver made the most of this oppor-Mothers! Dads! * *
Sisters, brothers! Aunts, uncles!
What might have been a perplexing gift problem 
is now easily solved by your sending in the coupon 
appearing at the lower right hand corner of this 
page. It is just as simple as that. No longer any 
need to stop and think as to what he might want 
most. All live red blooded boys are today inter
ested in some form or another of aviation. Model 
airplane building is their outlet, and MODEL AIR
PLANE NEWS is their source of information— 
and how they do rely on it. Each and every month 
brings new ideas, new plans, new illustrations, 
new data about the most fascinating hobby that 
boys have ever actively engaged in. Old and young 
alike are building model airplanes today and there’s 
no age limit on our subscription lists. Solid models, 
flying models, exhibition models, gasoline motored 
models* gliders, or stick type models—it mokes no 
difference— for ready reference and reliable facts, 
it’s always MODEL AIRPLANE NEWS.

c a r

i o r a  

w / to le

A n d  j u s t  l o o k  a t  t h o s e  F R E E  G i f t s !
They ore enough to work up any model builder’s enthusiasm. Besides getting 12 interesting 
issues of MODEL AIRPLANE NEWS for an entire year, at this sensational bargain price 
of $1.50, you also have your choice of one of the complete kits pictured at the right, as a 
FREE gift with our full compliments. The low holiday subscription offer alone is especially 
attractive, but with one of these fine kits included, no one can afford to resist. Each of these 
models is a product of a well-known firm and is advertised in the leading model airplane 
publications. In offering these kits to you, we know we are giving something that will be well 

appreciated because of the detail, quality, completeness and performance 
of each model. If you decide to present one or more subscriptions as gifts, 
we will be pleased to send an attractive holiday card with your compli
ments to each recipient in your name. (Just check coupon accordingly.)

J t f / M E R R Y  X M A S '  EVERY MONTH
W I T H  A  Y E A R N S  S U B S C R I P T I O N  T O

M O D E L  A I R P L A . N L  N E W T

M G  I  F - T  !
* W i t h  Each Subscription

JA Y  P U B L IS H IN G  CO R P.,
Dept. 5(1, 551 Fifth  Ave., New York.
Enclosed find $1.50 for your Special Holiday Offer. Send 
Model Airplane News for 1 year together with one o f the 
Free Gifts as checked below:—
□  BO klNU (solid) P26A □  WACO Model D
□  FOK K ER D -8  □  BOEING F4B4

(Check the model you desire)

Send to .............................................................................

Address ................................................................

City . . ...................................................................  State.

□  Check here i f  G ift card Is to be sent.

Name of Sender ......................r . .....................................

B O EIN G  P26A (S O LID )
A V2”  solid scale model that is authentically designed to 
the most minute detail,— louvres, inspection patches. 
Motor complete to spark plug leads (you make a ll) . A 
joy to build and a contest winner. Colors, army, yellow 
and olive with full insignia. Fu ll size plan with all 
details.

F L Y IN G  WACO M O D EL “ D” M IL IT A R Y  
Army’s new streamlined fighter. F lie s  far and fast. 
Contains finished balsa cowl and other machined parts. 
An excellent model . . .  me that any builder will 
be proud of.

B O EIN G  F4B-4
One of the snappiest pursuit planes in use today, and here 
is a complete kit to build a perfect flying model.

F O K K E R  D -8

Flying scale model of 
a famous wartime fighting 

ship. A most popular today and 
most welcome Christmas gift.

T H E Y  A D V E R T I S E  —  E E T ’ S P A T R O N I Z E  —
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What the IDEAL name 
means to model builders

Fcr over twenty-five years, almost since the be
ginning of the airplane industry, ID E A L  has been 
building the finest model airplanes. When you deal 
with ID E A L  you are doing business with a company 
whose word you can depend on; whose kits are the 
finest money can buy; and whose reliability is 
accepted by model builders throughout the world.

ID E A L  is your guarantee of the finest construction, 
the most reliable and accurate craftsmanship.

M ARTIN  BO M BER
Wingspan 35", length 22V2 ", weight 4%  02 . Exact 
scale. Retractable landing gear, rotating gun turret, 
movable machine guars, special streamline cowlings, 
two types of 3 bladed propellers— one for flying and 
one for exhibition with removable motor sticks for 
flying; rudder and elevator balanced surfaces; new 
type freeze ailerons. "“L £  k
K it complete, postpaid ............................

ST IN SO N  R E L IA N T
Wingspan 32 5/16", length 2M4", weight ZVz ozs,, 
exact % " scale. Adjustable speed arresters built into 
the wings, movable cabin doors, complete interior 
with four seats and control column, and ail the other 
Super-Detail features.
K it  complete, postpaid ............. $ 2 . 5 0

B O EIN G  P-26A
Wingspan 2IV V \ length 18", weight 2*/2 oz. Exact 
% " scale. This flying model is an exact replica of 
the famous fighter— one that is identical in  all but 
size with its noteworthy big brother. Beautifully 
colored in olive drab and yellow. I  £ *
Kit complete, postpaid ..........................W l *  #

RYA N  S  T
Wingspan 2 2 /2"  length l 6 ’/2"t weight 2'/2 oz. Exact
scale Ryan has dual control system which oper
ates in either cockpit; adjustable wing flaps; plans 
for making an actual working engine— 4 cylinders 
with movable pistons, carburetor andtf& 'B  
spark plugs. Complete kit, postpaid 
ID E A L — The most reliable name in model airplanes

ILLUSTRATED FOLDER ID E A L  folder showing the
latest model ID E A L  Planes. It contains valuable in
formation on how you can make real money by build
ing and selling these famous flying models.

A ll plans sent postpaid. Write today.

IDEAL AEROPLANE & SUPPLY CO., Inc.
21 West 18th St. New York City
n $ M O D EL BO AT & A IR C R A F T  CO.
Pacific Branch $ f356 5 Ave., San Diego, C * llf .
„  _  D n __u % Canadian Model AircraftCanadian Branch $ 2039 St. Antoine Street, Montreal

C U R T IS S  G O SH A W K
Wingspan 23 3/8", length I6% ", weight 3%  oz., exact 
%" scale. Coaled with new ID EAL high lustre finish, 
with silver, yellow, red and. black co l- $ 2 . 0 0
oiing. K it complete, postpaid

Katinka? Who could tell?
“Why—I—I’m a—-well, what it—huh, 

why maybe—” Phineas was stuttering 
as he dropped down. His eagle eyes 
spotted three or four other wooded 
patches in the immediate vicinity. If 
he got them mixed up—

OTj'UREKA!” he suddenly yipped. He 
had spotted that flash again. He 

would have to mark that spot well. As 
yet he did not know how but— A very 
obnoxious odor seeped into his over
sized bugle.

“Fancy that!” Phineas grinned. “ It’s 
right under my nose—the way to do it. 
Haw-w-w-w-w-w! I would hunt all day 
for a spaghetti restaurant in Italy. I 
must be slippin’ a little.” As he spoke, 
the incurable jokester gunned down and 
swept over the copse. He yanked at 
a piece of twine, tore it loose, and 
looked back as he back-sticked. The 
string of haddock floated down to the 
tree branches and stuck there. Again 
he swept over the wooded area, dropped 
the other string of long-defunct fish, 
and then headed for a high sky shelf. 
To his dismay three Kraut Halber- 
stadts were sitting on it.

“ I can smell angle worms already,” 
the pride of the Pinkhams groaned. He 
tried to pull his startled wits together. 
The Vons dropped down like dice tossed 
from a box. “ It looks like my bright 
career is nipped in the bud!” the Boone- 
town pilot quavered, ducking a swath 
of Spandau lead by the thickness of a 
rice wafer. “Oh well, you can’t keep 
jumpin’ in blast furnaces an’ cornin’ 
out with frost bites . . . .  Ugh!”

The Spad pitched and tossed as steel 
wasps stung it on the rear. Phineas 
remembered the time when he was in 
a ferris wheel wreck. The sensation 
was identical. When he raked in his 
marbles, he took a hazy look around 
and saw two Halberstadts so close to 
his neck that he could feel the heat 
from the Mercedes power plants. 
Phineas tripped his guns by force of 
habit and knocked off a Kraut who had 
taken a sudden notion to cut across in 
front of his nose.

“ Huh?” gulped Phineas. “Why, it 
was there an’ then—ow-w-w!”

Another blast of lead discouraged the 
Spad. It gave up trying and headed for 
Heinie real e s t a t e  developments. 
Phineas had been in more than one 
Spad that had folded up on him. He 
unloosed his belt quickly. He was free 
of moorings when the fifteen thousand 
dollar Allied investment cracked up 
and tossed him out into the open. The 
Spad pilot hit a high bank—and 
Phineas unceremoniously kerplunked 
into a great big hole. Before he was 
gathered to the cool bosom of deep, dark, 
dirty water, the flyer from Boonetown, 
Iowa, knew he had fallen into an old 
quarry.

“ Gosh, I wonder if it has a bottom?” 
thought Phineas as he kept on going 
down. “ Boy, I will never drown no more 
kittens as it is a horrible death.”

Abruptly the descending Yank hit 
bottom, and then he started up. He did 
not see much sense to that. The quarry

banks would be lined with Heinie sharp
shooters, he could gamble on that. Then 
something very queer happened. The 
top of the Pinkham pate collided with 
something. It was still dark but the 
Boonetown wonder knew he was breath
ing sweet, fresh air. All around him 
was the sound of excited Teuton jab
bering.

“ Why,” Phineas suddenly mused 
aloud, “I’ve jammed my dome up 
through the rotted part of an old log 
that’s just out of water. They can’t see 
me—them Heinies. Haww-w-ww!”

“Efen das Pingham he ist not dev 
vish, nein,” Phineas heard a guttural 
voice say. “Der oopstardt he ist 
drowned, ja! Gott sie dank!”

“You said it,” chuckled the cause of 
the Heinie thanksgivings. “Now if I 
can hold out until dark—that’ll only be 
nine hours from now—haw-w-w-w-w!” 
He got his hands up and hooked them 
onto an out-cropping snag under water. 
“Well, Pinkhams have always been up 
to big ordeals. I’ll stick to the end.”

“How ist idt you know idts das Ping
ham?” one of the Krauts wanted in
formation from another. “ His body idt 
don’dt came oop, hein?”

“On der Spad ist idt der rabbit mit 
der high hadt vhat he yoomps oudt uff, 
nein? Der magician ist das Pingham, 
jaF”

“Das ist gut,” came the reply. “Ve 
go und spreadt idt der gut news by der 
High Kommand. Leave it vunce der 
soldiers by here zwei odder drei hours, 
ja."

“Sehr gut, Herr Oberst,”  assented 
another voice.

For hours Phineas Pinkham clung 
to the log in sodden determination. At 
times he trod water to get exercise.

“ Boy, it would be a day that has got 
fifty-four hours in it,” he grumbled. 
“I’ll have fins an’ scales when I git out 
of here, if ever. But a Pinkham knows 
no odds an’—oh well, I’ll do it for the 
Allies.”

When two weeks seemed to have gone 
by, the submerged Yank extricated him
self from the rotted log and spinned his 
big ears doing so. He swam close to the 
side of the quarry and looked up. 
Everything was as still as a Scotch 
grog shop when somebody asks who is 
buying the drinks. Cautiously Phineas 
climbed up the rocky wall and soon had 
his chin resting on the edge. He saw 
the figure of a Kraut dough not twenty 
feet away. The guard was sitting 
against a tree evidently thinking of 
home und Mutter.

Phineas grinned and drew himself 
to firm ground. He crept behind a tree, 
picked up a rock and tossed it into 
some bushes. The Heinie guard bolted 
to his feet and jumped toward the 
spot from which the alien sound had 
come. Phineas also jumped. He whanged 
the Heinie dough over the coal scuttle 
hat with a rock as big as an emu’s torso. 
To make sure, he hooked a right to the 
Kraut’s jaw as the fellow sank to his 
wobbly knees.

“If I have not lost strength from my 
ordeal,” the Yank grinned, “I would 
guess he will be out of circulation for 
an hour at the very least. Now for some

—  —  T H E Y  A D V E R T I S E  —  L E T ’ S P A T R O N I Z E --------
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NOW YOU CAN REALLYquick work.”
Phineas removed the Kraut’s long 

overcoat and big tin hat and put them 
onto his own frame. From the pocket 
of his tunic he pulled out an assortment 
of thin rubber masks. Selecting one, he 
pulled it down over his face. Before he 
reconnoitred toward an olio of night 
sounds, the magician of Uncle Sam 
dragged the assaulted Jerry into a clump 
of bushes. Gun ready, Phineas then 
walked through a thin strip of forest 
and came to a barbed-wire fence. On 
the far side was a Jerry air drome. 
About twenty yards along the fence 
was a gate and a Jerry stood guard 
there. Phineas set his jaws and ap
proached him.

“Handen hoch!”
“Mach schnell,”  Phineas grunted 

from far below his tonsils. “Das Ping- 
ham. Oop he cooms, ja! Der Leut-nunt— 
ach!”

The Kraut swung the gate open and 
Phineas Pinkham went through. Just 
fifty yards away three Kraut ackemmas 
were warming up a Fokker that evi
dently had been under first aid treat
ment. Phineas gauged the distance, 
revved up the power plant in his own 
cranium. Summoning all the German 
he knew, Phineas told the sentry he 
would report the great find to the Herr 
Oberst.

“Ja,” the sentry grinned and let it 
go at that.

His eyes roving like a ferret’s, the 
amazing Spad pusher from the Yankee 
side walked close to the idling Jerry 
ship. He turned suddenly and leaped, 
gun butt flailing. Two ackemmas bit the 
dust. The other got Phineas’ toe in the' 
bread basket just as the Yank leaped to 
the Fokker pit. Loud yelps split the air. 
The sentry took aim and fired. A bullet 
pinged off Phineas’ borrowed tin hat as 
he goosed the Mercedes engine. Jam
ming in the throttle, he felt the D-7 
leap away and tear across the field. *

“Pingham—Himmel!’’
“Donnervetter!”
A siren shrieked. Yon pilots came 

tumbling out of a Jerry mess shack. 
Machine guns almost cut the Fokker 
undercarriage away before Phineas 
could get buoyancy under the wings. 
He had never experienced a more sat
isfied feeling in his life than when the 
Fokker lifted clear of Heinie dirt.

“Adoo bums,” he yelped as ackem
mas worked feverishly to get other bat
tle wagons out of a hangar. “ I’ll send 
you a postcard from where I make my 
first stop. It is maybe six lives I have 
got left yet, haw-w-w-w-w!”

TUST as Garrity’s pilots were trek- 
"  king into mess that night on the 
drome of the Ninth the word came 
through. A Jerry had dropped a big 
rock just behind the Allied lines and al
most had wrecked a Yankee fourgon. 
The driver had gotten out of the bus to 
pick up the missile. Wrapped around it 
was a big square of fabric and on it the 
rabbit-out-of-the-hat insignia of Lieu
tenant Phineas Pinkham. A note had 
been enclosed. A brass hat of an in
fantry outfit called the Old Man. Gar- 
rity read the letter to his pilots—

NOW AVAILABLE TO YOU
. . .  this scientific Flying Instructor! The 
newest professional training idea! De
signed by Licensed Pilot. Used by Real 
Pilots. Endorsed by them. (Not a toy).

e e •
D ESIGNED and manufactured by licensed 

pilot, John W. Huff, United States 
Department of Commerce License No. 
26112. Flier of passenger and fighting 
planes, Pilot Huff is an authority on aero
dynamics and has designed this flying in
structor along strictly scientific lines.

Every move of the stick and rudder con
trols the plane just like the controls in a

real ship. Now being used by real pilots 
for instructing flying students.
THE HUFF SKY-TEST teaches you the things 
a pilot does IN THE AIR — a series of in
structions with scientific pictures covering 
all plane movements included with each 
unit. Learn to climb, bank, dive, turn, 
steady your ship, etc. Learn to be a flight 
commander, squadron commander, and to 
teach dual control flying.
Who will b e  The World’s  G re a te st  F lie rs  ten  
y e a rs  from  n ow ? You m ay BE ONE OF THEM. Join  
th e  Future F lie rs  o f  Am erica.

A few hours at the controls of the HUFF 
SKY-TEST qualifies you as a FUTURE FLIER 
OF AMERICA. You receive your Certificate 
of Membership without any charge. Be the 
first in your neighborhood to join.

HOW TO GET THE HUFF SKY-TEST
you deal directly with Pilot Huff

• Send money order for $1.65 
and you will receive the follow
ing parts and material for setting 
up your SKY-TEST, everything 
you need except a few pieces of 
wood. Here’s what you get: 1 
Copy of Pilot Huff’s flying in
struction book, for use with the 
SKY-TEST, containing Flight 
Log, needed to qualify as Mem
ber of “ Future Fliers of Amer

ica” . 1 Fuselage (not balsa 
wood), completely formed, to 
give correct balance to the plane. 
1 Four-Point Master Control 
Star, made of built up veneer, 
gives accurate track for control 
cables. 1 Material for 18-inch 
span wing. 1 Material for tail 
surfaces. 1 Marerial for propel
ler. 15 feet Stick Control Cable. 
10 feet Rudder Control Cable.

1 Set of two Fuielage Balance 
Brackets, made of steel. 4 Sheets 
of assembly drawings, showing 
easy and quick assembly plan. 
4 Sheets of assembly instructions 
to go with the drawings. 50 
pieces of hardware, including 
everything needed for assembly.
POSTAGE PAID. DONT DELAY— 

YOU ARE LOSING FLYING TIME!

PILOT JOHN W. HUFF, 926 NORTH BOULEVARD, OAK PARK, ILLINOIS.
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^ 7 -Ptoun^Weakling...
Who Became The World’s i 
Most Perfectly 

developed Man

“ T il Proveto You in 
7  Days that Y O U , 
too, Can be this 
N EW  M A N !”
—CHARLES ATLAS.
W H E N  I sa y  I  c a n  

m a k e  y o u  o v e r  
in to  a  m a n  o f  

g ia n t  p o w e r  a n d  
e n e r g y , I k n o w  
w h a t I ’m  ta lk in g  
a b o u t. I ’ v e  seen 
m y  n e w  s y s 
te m , Dynamic•
Tension-, t r a n s 
fo r m  h u n d red s
o f  w e a k e r , p u n ie r  m e n  th a n  
you  in to  A t la s  C h a m p io n s .

T a k e  m y se lf ,  f o r  in s ta n ce ,
I  used t o  w e ig h  o n ly  07 
p o u n d s . I  w a s a s ick ly  s c a r e 
c r o w . T h e n  I  d is co v e re d  Dy
namic-Tension, I t  g a v e  m e  
a  b o d y  t h a t  t w ic e  w o n  m e 
th e  t it le  “ T h e  W o r ld s  M ost 
P e r fe c t ly  D e v e lo p e d  M a n .”
I t ’ll w o rk  ju s t  as b ig  a 
ch a n g e  in  you , t o o ! I 'm  so 
su re  o f  i t  th a t  I m a k e  y o u  
th is  a m a z in g  o f f e r :  A t  m y  
o w n  r isk , I ’ l l  g iv e  y o u  
P R O O F  in  ju s t  7 d a y s  th a t  
I  c a n  m a k e  y o u  o v e r  in to  
a  N E W  M A N .  I ’ ll b e g in  
t r a in in g  y o u  cm approval.
I f  y o u  d o n ’t  n o t i c e  a  m a r 
v e lou s  c h a n g e  in  y o u r s e lf  
within a week y o u  d o n ’ t  o w e  
m e  a  ce n t .

N o  “ i f s , ”  “ a n d s ,”  o r  “ m ay* 
b e s .”  J u s t  te ll  m e  w h e re  
y o u  w a n t  h a n d so m e , 
s te e l- l ik e  m u scles .
A r e  y o u  f a t  a n d  
f la b b y ?  O r  s k in n y  
a n d  g a w k y  ? A r e  
y o u  s h o r t -w in d e d , p e p le s s ?  D o  y o u  h o ld  b a ck  
an d  le t  o th e rs  w a lk  o f f  w ith  th e  p r e t t ie s t  g ir ls ,  
b est jo b s , e t c ?  G iv e  m e  ju s t  7 d a y s !  I ’ ll T R O V E  
t o  y o u  th a t  I  ca n  m a k e  y o u  a h e a lth y , c o n fid e n t, 
p o w e r fu l  H E -M A N .

Dynamic-Tension is an entirely NA TU RAL method. No 
mechanical apparatus to strain your heart and other 
vital organs. No pill3, special 
roods or other unnatural, arti
ficial contraptions. Only a few 
minutes of your spare time daily 
is enough to show amazing re
sults— and it/s  actually funl 
Dynamic-Tension does the work.
FREE 48-Page Book

Tells all about my method 
and what it has done to make 
big-muscled men out of run
down specimens. Shows, from 
actual photos, how I develop my 
pupils to my own perfectly bal
anced proportions. My system 
can do the same for you, too.
Don’ t beep on being only half 
of the man you CAN b e ! Put 
your name and address on the 
coupon, or a post-card, and 
mail it  today. CHARLES A T 
LAS, Deyi. 1912, 115 East
23rd Street, New York, N. Y.

Actual
photo

showing
how

CHARLES
ATLAS
looks

TODAY

Big Silver Cup Be
ing Given Away

This valuab le  so lid  s te r 
ling silver  <*up sta n ds 
>.bout 14 in ches h igh . I 
w ill aw ard it  to  m y pupil 
w ho m akes the m oa t im 
provem entw ith in  th en ex t 
3  m onths. T h e r e fo r e .n o  
m atter w hat you r  m ea s
urem ents m ay b e  n ow ,you  
have an  equal cha n ce  to  
win th is  cup—w ith  Y O U R  
nam e e n gra ved  o n  it!

;■

CHARLES ATLAS, Dept. 1912,
115 East 23rd Street, New York, N. Y.

I  want the proof that your system of Dynamio-Tension 
will make a new man of me— give me a healthy, husky 
body and big muscle development. Send me your free 
book, “ Everlasting Health and Strength.”

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

Address ......... .......................  ...................................................... ..

‘ •Ity ................................. ......................................  State.................

“Herr Leutnant Phineas Pinkham 
shot down behind lines near Pagney. 
Thrown out of Spad into water-filled 
quarry and drowned. Our deepest sym
pathy. Herr Oberst Von Scrahm.” 

“Well,” stuttered Bump Gillis, “it 
looks like a sure thing this time. That
rabbit an’ hat—well----- huh, Major,
that old pipe of yours is hell on a guy’s 
eyes. Ugh, I ain’t hungry. Well—” 

Captain Howell took a prolonged puff 
at his cigarette. It seemed to have a 
sour taste. He tossed it away.

Garrity choked as he said, “Well, let’s 
drink to him, guys. After all Pinkham 
was a pretty good mutt. Here’s to him, 
yeah. Don’t look at me like that, you 
clucks! You’ve called him worse things 
than I have. Uh—huh—let’s not fight. 
Now that Lieutenant Pinkham’s—”

An hour later the Old Man and his 
pilots were grouped in front of the 
farmhouse looking up at the sky.

“Nope,” sighed Bump, “ it’s no use. 
He—”

“HAW-W-W-W-W-W-W!”
Garrity’s pipe popped out from be

tween his teeth. Bump Gillis fell over 
backwards from an old nail keg. The 
too familiar guffaw had come from some 
distance away and it had nothing to 
do with imagination. Then—

“Well, I come back. I said I’d haunt 
ya, you ol’ turtle. Haw-w-w-w-w! Yeah, 
they got me, them Yons did. I been 
taking lessons on the harp. It’s swell 
where I am. There’s sirloins at every 
mess and brass hats have to wait on the 
Looeys. I am next to one now who is 
cleanin’ cuspidors. Haw-w-w-w-w-w! 
Well, until the next time, adoo bums! 
I will be back for more hauntin’.”

An eerie silence grabbed the world 
by the throat.

Major Rufus Garrity swore, mopped 
a pasty face and sent a small army of 
men toward the spot from which the 
sound had come. But the stunned men 
returned shaking their heads.

“It is not possible,” the Major insist
ed. “Even Pinkham could not—Goomer! 
Get me a bottle—two bottles!”

“What do you think, Bump?” Howell 
asked Gillis.

“ I—dunno—that ape wasn’t human. 
He’s drowned, ain’t he? He’d get out of 
any place nobody else could. Oh, I be
lieve it. He left St. Peter’s drome 
A.W.O.L. He could do it. Have you got 
anythin’ for me to drink? Look at me 
shake.”

At ten o’clock that night Phineas 
Pinkham got out of a Fokker a mile 
from a Handley Page outfit some sixty 
miles from Bar-Le-Due. He had long 
since discarded all his disguise with the 
exception of his mask. As he set the 
Kraut ship down in the midst of a 
crowd of wondering Britishers, he said, 
“Boys, it was nice of the Jerries to 
load me up with so much gas.”

“I say,” a British C. O. exclaimed as 
he got out of the pit. “ Blasted queer, 
no end, I say. Who are you, my fellow?” 

“I ain’t yours,” Phineas grinned. “ I 
am Lieutenant John Smith of the In
telligence Corps. I have found the 
Kraut Archie, Powerful Katinka. I 
want some bombers warmed up. Hurry 
an’ don’t gape at me. There is no time

to lose as the wind is just right to
night and in this mist that’s cornin’ 
up, the smell—well you get them bombs 
loaded, Major? Git me to a phone as 
I want to talk to the Haigs.”

“You—-er—sure-—er—this is beast
ly irregular, y’know?” the brass hat 
blustered. “Why—er—”

“I could have got Yanks to do it,” 
Phineas snapped, “but it is bloaters an’ 
herrin’ an’ haddock the Limeys can smell 
a mile as that is all they live on, ain’t 
it? I must call up the red tabs, if you 
don’t—”

“ The fellow might be balmy, but if 
he has found that gun—why—we have 
to go over anyway at midnight, y’know,” 
the Major shot at a subordinate.

“ Righto!” came the answer and the 
man spun on his heel.

“ I will ride in the bomber,” an
nounced Phineas. “ In the front pit as 
my nose is a pretty good one, too. 
Haw-w-w-w-w! Ha ha! I am glad you 
Limeys decided to bring three of them 
big crates down this far as they will 
blow up things as good here as close to 
the Channel. Well—when you are ready, 
let me know.”

A man whispered into the Limey 
officer’s ear.

“ Right you are,” the C.O. agreed. 
“How do we know he is not a German 
spy? Landed in a Fokker—lock him 
up!”

“ Aw what’s the use?” Phineas yipped 
and ripped off his mask. “ Haw-w-w-w- 
w-w!” he guffawed loudly then. “ I am 
Lieutenant Phineas Pinkham just es
caped from—”

“Strike me pink! Pinkham! We heard 
—why—on the jump, you fellows! Load 
up the blarsted bombs. This spotted 
blighter is liable to have spotted that 
gun—damme yes!”

“ Don’t you dare call up my outfit,” 
Phineas threatened him. “Not until the 
morning as it is a whim I have got.”
- “Righto! Fancy that!”

A T midnight three Handley Pages 
began to circle over Pagney. Phi

neas Pinkham sniffed at the ozone, then 
crawled down into the bowels of the 
bomber and hurried to the control pit.

“ I got it tagged,” he snapped. “The 
smell is stronger over that clump of 
woods that is shaped like a kidney. The 
Limey gunner says it is so, too, as he 
worked in Yarmouth a long time and 
knows smoked haddock and herrin’ 
when he smells ’em. Haw-w-w-w-w-! 
Unload the eggs when you git over 
that stretch. Boys! What fishin’ !”

The churn of bomber props brought 
the short hairs up on Heime necks down 
in the woods. The first egg splatted not 
fifty yards away and made Powerful 
Katinka tremble.

“ I told you alzo yedt,” a Heinie brass 
hat trumpeted to another. “Her shinell 
—somet’ing idt ist rotten. Das Ping- 
ham, he flies ofer today und I bedt you 
mein life—”

Blam! Cra-a-a-a-ash! B-o-o-o-o-ong! 
Powerful Katinka keeled over. Cement 
flew in chunks. Krauts burrowed into 
the dirt like ground moles.

“Ach—Himmel—Gotti’’ yelped the 
boss of the big gun as he tried to wrig
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Y e s Y o u ’ r e  S e e i n g  R i g h t !

m  , 5 0  h i-f l y e r  e nly& lV  M O D E L  A I R P L A N E S

B R I D G E
EVERY MODEL 
GUARANTEED 

TO FLY!

Each 
Post 
Paid

featuring the exclusive Scientific
T Y P E  L A N D I N G  G E A R

E a ch  N ew  H I-F L Y E R  K I T  c o n ta in * :—
Finished Drilled Prop, Finished Balsa Cowling (where needed). Fin- 
ished Drilled Wheels, 2 Sheets Colored Tissue, Washers, Bottle Banana 
Oil, Bottle Cement, Finished Nose Plug, Finished Wire Fittings, All 
Ribs, Bulkheads, Fairings, etc., printed on Balsa, Rubber Motor, All 
Balsa Strips cut to size, Colored Insignia Sheet, Fu ll S ize  Plans and 

Explicit Instructions.

WACO M O D EL  “ D " M IL IT A R Y  
Arm y’s new streamlined fighter. Flies far and fast. 
Contains finished balsa eowl and other machined parts.

50c postpaid.

20* B EN N Y  H O W ARD ’S “ M R. M U L L IG A N ”  
W orld’s highest speed commercial ship. Carries four 
people at 314 m.p.h. The ship that won the big event 
at the 5th Annual A ir Races. K it  includ s finished 
cowl. 50c postpaid.

20* F O K K E R  D-7
A beautiful model and one that is full of performance. 
Exciting and easy to build— thrilling to fly.

50c postpaid.

C U R T IS S  P 6 E  A R M Y  H A W K  
Has made an excellent name for itself In Army 
work. Beautiful flying model. 50C postpaid.

GRUM M AN  F IG H T E R  8 F - I
Turned cowl with many machined 
parts. . . .  The best k it  you have 
ever purchased. 50c postpaid.

While these 2 photos show land-1 20* C U R T IS S  F IG H T E R  X F I3 C - I  
*5*0 flea,7 retracted. K its in- Latest demon of the a ir . A winner 
thlnf a materials to build for beauty and performance. Finished 

—  ‘ cowl. 50c postpaid.
Latest 20-pg. Catalog F R E E :  Send 3e Stamp for postage. D E A L E R S : W rite for discounts.

MODEL AIRPLANE CO.
218-220 F -12 M A R K E T  STR E E T , N E W A R K , N . J.

In England H . & S . Norman, 46 Derby Rd„ Kirkhams, Prestwich, Lancs.

gle into a fox hole. “ Idt ist kaput—ja!
Himmel!”

The Handley Pages did a great job 
of it. Two hours later the word of the 
downfall of the Archie swept along the 
front. Garrity of the Ninth Pursuit 
Squadron was dragged from his bed to 
hear the astounding news.

“ Huh? The Limeys got it?” he gulped. 
“ That bombing outfit. How could they 
spot it? They only established them
selves here a week ago. Something is
fishy, by cr-r-r-r-r------” The Old Man
did not realize how very right he was. 
He did feel a tingling of the spin’al 
column and paused to wonder why. In 
the next second that spooky voice 
seeped out of the mists and in through 
the window.

“HAW-W-W-W-W! Here I am once 
more. Can you hear me, bums? It is 
yours truly, Phineas Pingham, again 
haunting you! I will show you a Ping
ham never forgets, dead or alive. Haw- 
w-w-w-w! I met old Nap today—y’know 
Napoleon. He is still tryin’ to git up an 
army and is melting down harps to 
make bullets. But Mark Anthony is the 
guy I like best here. He has got such 
swell dames. I wish I could tell you 
about all the other bums I met but—” 

The voice broke off just as a big auto
mobile rumbled onto the drome. Three 
British red tabs got out and walked 
into the farmhouse.

“Why, Major, are you sick? Huh, 
why—?”

“Just leave me alone—p l e a s  e,” 
groaned the Old Man. “ You can send 
for a wagon, though. Be sure it’s 
padded as—”

“ Uh—̂er—you hear anything, sir, 
when you come in?” Bump Gillis inter
rupted to ask the Britishers. “A voice 
like a laughin’ jackass’s or—er—”

The red tab shook his head and 
passed a hand over his face.

“ Let me get up and pack my things,” 
yipped Rufus Garrity.

The door had opened. “Haw-w-w- 
w-w! It’s me. Boys, did I fool ya?”

The red tabs had to concentrate on 
the Old Man. They grabbed at every 
one of his extremities and yelled for 
spirits of ammonia.

“Aw, it was only two phonograph 
records I had made,” explained Phineas 
with a broad grin as he sat down and 
reached for a bottle. “Boys, they was 
worth the argent I paid. I put the box 
in a tree and made an amplifier out of 
hark to put behind it. Sounds carry so 
at night! I didn’t think I’d ever get to 
use it, though, after I fell into the quar
ry. Boys, did you ever smell smoked 
haddock that has been weather-beaten 
for a month? Haw-w-w-w-w!”

“ Lemme go,” erupted Garrity. “ I 
demand to be released!”

“ It was them fish I strung together 
and was takin’ ’em out to drop on the 
Bristols when I got my attention dis
tracted. I chased a Rumpler an’ spotted 
Powerful Katinka. I got away from the 
Krauts and headed for the Handley 
Pages an’ went over with them. Let’s 
see, did I leave out anythin’? Oh yes, I 
stopped twice to play the phonograph, 

“Why,”  yelped the Major, “then 
y-you—? It wasn’t the Limeys who did

it? The Ninth Pursuit Squadron got 
Powerful Katinka? Why—er—why 
didn’t you say so, Pinkham? Let me up, 
fellows, I want to shake his hand. We 
will be decorated for this. Let me go.”

Major Garrity was freed. He shoved 
out his hand. Phineas gripped it.

“You are always right, sir,” Phineas 
said. “You will get decorated.” He 
squeezed hard. Ink spurted out and 
splattered the Old Man’s tunic.

“Why—you— !”
“ It was a little rubber sack with a 

hole in it,” Phineas said as he ran out 
of the place. “Haw-w-w-w-w!”

A red tab jumped out of Major Rufus 
Garrity’s torrid path to the door. He 
humped against Captain Howell.

“ Queer fellow, eh what?” he splut
tered.

“ Haw-w-w-w-w!” Howell ripped out 
and reached for a bottle.

Who Slew Richthofen?
(Continued from page 11)

believed to have been jammed. He saw 
May twisting and turning to get away 
from the fire of the Baron. Then from 
somewhere down below them, says 
Travers, four short machine-gun bursts 
lanced out and von Richthofen’s plane 
seemed to turn on its side, recover it
self, then swerve sharply to the right 
and swoop gradually to the ground, 
landing about half a mile away. Then, 
in direct contrast to Fraser who was 
only 200 yards away, Travers says: 

“ The first three men to reach the 
plane were Captain Cruickshank, Staff 
Captain of the 11th Brigade; my run
ner, Private Webber; and myself. 
Cruickshank took charge of things and 
carried a few papers and a gold watch
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f.U T A JR E

THAT'S THE
HARD ONE

H.EDtUHC.REltASt

CADET
RELEASE 

IFYOUEVfC INTEND ID  ELY

American Escadrille, Gen. HDQ. Station N. Box 10. N.Y
GENTLEM EN: Herewith is 35 Cents which entitles me 
10 the special membership in the American Escadrille and 
the entire list of Cadet Maneuvers.

Name .............................................. .......................... Age

Street ...................................................................................

City ........................................................................S tate..

Chester’s ’3 4  Air Race Special

The Hit Model of the ’3 5  Races
Attracted crowds. Streamline flights. Authentic rib, stringer 
spacing. Alum, bearing for wheels and nose. Full-size 
drawings— everything needed. Green, cream and $ 1 . 1 0
black finish. K it postpaid only ..........................  *  -

Watch for our January “ Special”
BROOKSIDE MODELS

3644 W e s t  4 5th  S t. Cleveland, Ohio

SCROLL SAW
This special Balsa Cutting Scroll Saw- 
will make your models look neater 
and you w ill finish them in one-fourth 
the time. Finest detail work easily 
done. Cuts out parts all at once and 
without use of dangerous razors or 
knives. Runs easily either by hand or 

small motor. Safe, efficient, easy to 
use. It  w ill pay you well to own one.
Mail a dollar— we’ ll send it postpaid.

CRAFTSMEN ASSOCIATED
1713 N. Mozart St.. Scroll Diiision, Chicago, III.

ONLY
$ 1 . 0 0

COM PLETE
P O S T P A I D

De-Luxe” Imported
G old P la ted  E ngraved  

W ith  P earl G rins
E5 C aliber , m ade o f  specia l ly 
se lected  s tee l fo r  durability  
hard sh ootin g . Im port- t f  A QC 
ed  to .se lla t  m u chh igh  »  | 4 " ^ ’  
er p r ice , as  illustra ted  “
4*1 I R E R T Y ”  10 Shot 25 C aliber . The 
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back to headquarters where von Richt
hofen was identified by an inscription 
in the watch. I took one of the big 
black crosses and kept it. A few days 
later, I was wounded at Villers Bre- 
toneaux, and eventually I arrived at 
Wandsworth Hospital in England. A 
sergeant from the Records office came 
to see me and asked me if I would give 
the black cross to the Australian War 
Museum. I eventually let them have 
it.”

Another member of the 52nd, a Mr. 
Edward Barrow, vouches for all of 
Travers’ statements and goes on fur
ther to explain that there was such a 
rush for souvenirs that the machine was 
soon stripped. Moreover, someone ac
tually removed von Richthofen’s boots. 
Then Barrow adds to the mystery by 
stating:

“ There is not the slightest doubt in 
my mind that von Richthofen was killed 
by a machine gun bullet from a Vickers 
gun. I saw where the bullet had en
tered the face near the lower jaw on 
the left side and come out behind his 
right eye.”

There you are! First it was a Lewis 
gun that put a bullet through the 
Baron’s chest from his right to his left 
side. Now it’s a Vickers bullet that en
tered from the opposite side and struck 
him in the head.- No wonder we’re all 
puzzled.

T r a v e r s  later declared that Ser
geant Popkin Cedric Basset, of the 24th 
Australian M.G. Company, should have 
been given credit for the shooting down 
of von Richthofen. This is probably the 
“ Sergeant Popkin” m e n t i o n e d  by 
F raser.

To get hack to another and more fa
miliar account—that given by Floyd 
Gibbons in his book on the Red Knight 
—we get a further shock when we are 
told that Lieutenant Mellersh, who was 
in the air with Brown’s flight, actually 
landed nearby just in time to see the 
wreckage pile into a shell hole not fifty 
yards away from him. An Australian, 
he says, crawled out of a trench, at
tached a line to the wrecked Fokker, 
and under heavy machine gun fire from 
the German trenches helped pull the 
wreckage behind a protecting rise in the 
ground. Then, according to Gibbons, it 
was Mellersh who assisted in removing 
the dead body and who first identified 
him by a gold watch and some papers. 
Several Australians, he continues, 
crawled out of their trenches and came 
over to get a glimpse of the terror of 
the skies.

But as far as the Australian observers 
go, they one and all agree on one point. 
That is, that there were only two planes 
in the air at the time—a German Fok
ker chasing a British Camel. Where, 
then, was Brown ?

A Mr. Donald Shoobridge, of Long 
Branch, Ontario, has sent me what he 
claims to be the actual combat report 
of Lieutenant W. R. May. This gives 
another angle on the affair. It explains 
in part as follows:

“Attacked large formation of about 
10-20 machines. Engaged one E. A. 
(enemy airman), firing bursts head-on 
into his engine. He went over and

dived down. I was unable to observe 
result, as a second machine attacked 
me from behind, though without result. 
I then went down and was attacked by 
a red triplane which chased me over 
the lines, low to the ground. While the 
triplane was on my tail, Captain A. R. 
Brown attacked and shot it down. I ob
served it crash into the ground near 
Vaux-sur-Somme.”

May has also given further details in 
magazine articles, admitting being in a 
tight spot about a mile inside his own 
lines. The Fokker was on his tail, and 
when the machine gun fire seemed to 
increase to unusual intensity, he turned 
back and saw a Camel on the Fokker’s 
tail. Then he saw the Fokker stagger, 
try to get away, only to fail to clear 
and go down, smashing into the open 
ground. May, in turning hack to wriggle 
his wings gratefully at his saviour, then 
saw that the Camel carried Brown’s 
markings.

This sort of discussion might go on 
forever, since I have many other re
ports from both sides of the question, 
but it would only befog the issue fur
ther.

The amazing thing about it all is 
the sincerity of May and Brown in stat
ing their positions and actions ?00 feet 
above the ground over the Australian 
11th Brigade headquarters, while at the 
same time trained observers and ma
chine gunners who had a clear vision of 
fully 6,000 yards in all directions saw 
only one Camel and one Fokker. Ac
cording to May, Brown was firing on 
the Fokker at close quarters, and yet 
only one—or maybe two—bullets hit 
him.

Perhaps there were two von Richt
hofens. Brown’s report is timed at 
10:35. But Travers states that the 
Baron was shot down at 11:45. And 
while some reports state that von Richt
hofen was buried soon after he was shot 
down, others declare that it was not un
til late the following afternoon. Travers 
was actually on the spot with field 
glasses doing an observation job, and 
he only saw the red Fokker “ not twenty 
paces behind the British ship”—no oth
ers.

Now, here’s the last and most amaz
ing bit of evidence. It’s supplied by 
Sergeant A. J. Porter, the man who 
“ souvenired” the Red Knight’s mili
tary boots, mentioned above by Edward 
Barrow.

About a year ago, this same Ser
geant Porter arrived in England on his 
way to Schweidnitz where he planned 
to return those boots to von Richt
hofen’s aged mother. In London, when 
interviewed by a Neivs-Chronicle re
porter, he said:

“Baron von Richthofen in his red Fok
ker plane was chasing Lieutenant May, 
who, by the way, came from Melbourne. 
Captain Roy Brown, a Canadian, came 
to May’s rescue and swooping on von 
Richthofen from behind, killed him with 
a single shot.”

There is no question that Porter was 
there. He took the Baron’s hoots. But 
we would still he interested in know
ing who killed the Baron von Rich
thofen.
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Design for Killing
(Continued from page 27)

that!” he cried. “ The kid’s no match 
for you, Freeman!”

The flush died out of Freeman’s face. 
His thick lips sucked in air. “The kid 
asked for it,” he said dully.

LaMarch, the Frenchman who was 
naturalized an American and who had 
come over to fight with the Yanks, 
shook his dark, thin head slowly. He 
was built like a rapier, was LaMarch. 
His sharp eyes held a puzzled light.

“Mon Dieu, eet ees the hard theeng 
to understand. My American brothers, 
for the love of the fighting, they fight. 
You have the small offense for wheech 
to fight. Me? I have thee double duty. 
France is mere patrie. Can one evare 
become the stranger to hees mothare? 
Non! Non! I fight for France, and also 
for the land of my adoption.”

The kid scrambled up, brushing his 
clothes fiercely. At that instant, an or
derly rushed in the bar room.

“ Captain Wately! The colonel wants 
you all on the line at once!”

The flight crowded through the door. 
When they reached the line, the Spads 
were already ticking over. The huge 
Hissos were grumbling in their ten 
thousand dollar stomachs.

The colonel stopped Wately. “Got a 
wire from Neuville. There’s a circus 
there playing hobs with the observa
tions busses in that sector. It’s got to 
be knocked down. I’ll give you half an

hour to drive them off, and then I’m 
sending out two more observation 
busses to replace the two that- were 
lost.”

“Okay, sir,” Wately snapped. He 
turned toward the men. “We’re going 
to tackle this job in a different way. 
We’ve got to have a design to fight by. 
Richthofen is using formation flying up 
north. They’ll be using it all along the 
front before long. It’s time we got 
started.”

“All right, what’s your design for 
killing?” Freeman inquired coolly.

“We’ll fly ten men in the first V,” 
said Wately, “and four in the second. 
The four will stay behind ten minutes. 
The first bunch will strike down on the 
enemy in a spiral and fly in a circle 
with each plane just a little higher than 
the one in front. That way, the Ger
mans can’t get on our tails, but we 
can shoot out of the circle on a tangent 
and get them if they try to break us 
up.”

“And if they do break us up?”
“Then fight in pairs. You can pair 

off with me, Freeman,” Wately said 
pointedly. “The last V of four ships 
can come down and help us polish them 
off.”

“It’s a damned pretty design,” Free
man growled, “and I can see our names 
twisted right in with the filigree work. 
We ain’t in the infantry. I still say a

man can fight better by himself in the 
air.”

“You’ll fight as I say, Freeman.”
Freeman smirked. Very deliberately, 

he pulled a bottle from the big pocket 
of his flying suit. “ Let’s have a drink, 
men, before we take off for this blue
printed hell.”

Wately’s thin body drew tight. His 
eyes squinted. “ There’ll be no drinking, 
Freeman, until this circus is done for.”

A smothered exclamation went up 
among the men. Freeman stared with 
goggled eyes. “ No drinking? Why dam
mit, captain, there ain’t anything in 
regulations—”

“I’m making my own regulations,” 
Wately said quietly.

Freeman colored. He lifted the bottle 
to his thick lips. “ I’m deaf, dumb, and 
blind—

Wately’s long arm shot out. He 
grasped the bottle with his slim hand 
and with a swift movement hurled it 
against the toolshack. The liquor ran 
in a brown stream down the boards. 
For a minute, Freeman stood with his 
empty hand before his face like a fixed 
thing. Then, with his nostrils flaring, 
he legged toward his ship.

“You’ll be pairing off with me in the 
first section, remember that,” Wately 
called after him.

Wately legged into his own ship. He 
jerked a look along the line. The kid 
was in the end ship. LaMarch was 
ready and waiting to lead the second 
section of the flight into the air. Grim
ly, Wately jabbed the throttle wide. The
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wild shudder of the Hisso, sent the 
battle lust scorching through his blood. 
Without waiting for the chocks to be 
pulled, he whipped the rudder. The 
Spad walked off the chocks, surged 
down the field, and lifted.

Grimly he circled up—up—up! Eight 
thousand feet—ten! Still he climbed, 
until he was at twelve thousand. Then 
he cut east across the thin ribbon of 
the Aisne. Bleared and vague, the 
earth swam below him. It looked like 
putty moulded roughly and scratched 
with a fingernail. But Wately knew it 
wasn’t putty. It was slime and filth, 
trenches and graves, shell holes and 
ruins. Trenches, peopled by boys who 
had hardly tasted of life, and yet were 
staring into the grim, bony face of 
death. Roads that were churned into a 
froth of mud by horses, motors, feet, 
and wheels—all hauling up fodder to 
feed the insatiable lust of the guns that 
were never still.

CUDDENLY he saw them, between 
^  Etain and Spincourt. There was no 
mistaking the mottled wings of Von 
Berger’s circus! Wately signalled. The 
flight strung out. Then he went down 
in a spiral. Like ten demons they 
dropped. Faster—faster!

Wately’s eyes were slits in his face. 
His face was a mask of chalk framed 
by black leather. He saw the green and 
gold wings of a Fokker whip past his 
rings. He dragged the- stick. Nose up! 
Now—now!

The Vickers, before his squinted eyes 
jumped and rattled on its mounting. 
Gray wisps of tracer leaped out. The 
first burst sliced harmlessly through 
the Boche’s fuselage. Wately whipped 
into the circle. The rest of the flight 
spun on his tail. They formed a great 
spiral. The Jerries were locked out!

Wately felt his blood pump hot and 
swift. He fingered the stick. His thumbs 
snapped down. A Fokker went down 
flaming. Another German lunged in to 
break up the play. That man was struck 
dead by a single slug from a Vickers. 
The mad design was working! The Ger
mans were taking the thing hard. They 
formed another circle outside the 
Spads, but their guns were pointing into 
clear air where they could do no harm.

For a mad interval that design 
worked perfectly.. The Boches that 
drove in to break the circle were ham
mered back by the guns. Unless the 
Germans could get on the' inside . . . .

But there had never been a trap that 
Von Berger’s circus couldn’t break. The 
Fokkers zoomed up.t Higher—higher! 
Above the Spads! Then they came down 
in a long line right through the center 
of the circle. The Spandaus vomited 
flame and death. A Spad exploded. The 
rest of the Spads wavered . . . .

Wately hunched low, cursed. He spun 
tighter, to take up the slack. But an
other Spad went down in flames. Wate
ly fought to hold the men in their 
Fokker-blasting maneouver. It was 
their only chance.

But Wately had hoped for too much. 
The circle suddenly broke to the four 
winds. Wately cursed and spun in a 
mad vi-ille, searching for Freeman.

Freeman had been the first to break, 
and he was to be Wately’s partner. But 
Freeman was on his own, ’way across 
the fight, trying for a shot at a ship 
with a yellow belly!

Wately tensed. He could see Dobbins 
and Ollie Fergus doubling up on a 
mottle-winged Fokker. That was the 
proper way. He could see two other 
Spads shunting a Fokker clear and 
feeding it death in converging streams.

Wately cursed. Dobbins was taking 
a wild chance. Wately cried futile 
words. “Pull out, damn you! Pull 
out—”

But the kid wouldn’t pull out. He 
and Ollie were taking a chance to make 
a swift kill. They lashed in. A Fokker 
went down. They spun to blast another. 
But four Fokkers came down all at 
once on those two Spads.

Wately gunned his Hisso. He stiff
ened. He could hear Spandau slugs bat
ter into his struts. Splinters of spruce 
whipped back in the slipsteam!

Wately legged the stick. His thumbs 
were ready on the trips. There- was 
nothing in front of him. Again the bat
ter of slugs! He jerked a look back. 
Through the sheen of the Mercedes be
hind him he could see his opponent— 
no mistaking that fat face with the 
waxed mustache. Von Berger!

Wately held the stick grimly. He 
shoved his foot out—top rudder! But 
he held the stick back too long. He bit 
his lips as the hot slugs tore through his 
pit. He was up against a master. No 
sloppy maneuver could save him!

In that moment, the world, for him, 
narrowed down to his little cockpit, the 
Vickers mounted on his cowling, and 
the death that rode his tail. For min
utes of eternity he circled, fishtailed, 
zoomed! Still that death chewed into 
his struts, his wings, “his crashpad. 
There was blood on the shoulder of his 
flying suit. There was glass in his 
hands from the battered instruments. 
There were splinters in his chest from 
the shattered struts.

Eyes bloodshot, heart pounding, 
Wately threw the stick from him. He 
forgot the design. Let the Fokker fol
low down if it would. A Spad could 
outdive anything with wings. Let the 
Boche butcher come and get him. . . .

The Spad plunged like a mad thing. 
Wately was flung back against the pad. 
Down—down—down! Swifter—swift
er! A thousand feet, with the earth 
spinning before him. Two thousand 
feet with the Hisso coughing and sput
tering. Three thousand feet with the 
wings ehattering and the struts drum
ming in the sockets.

He could feel his mind going numb. 
Now was the time! He pulled the stick 
back. The Spad struck against the air 
as against stone. The spars creaked 
and groaned. The controls beat madly 
against his clinging hand. The air went 
black before his face. His ears were 
stopped with crazy noises. There was a 
rending, cracking noise. . . .

Wately rubbed his eyes to bring sight. 
He beat his fist against his head. But 
before he could see the damage to the 
Spad, the hot lead struck at him again. 
He looked back. There was von Berger
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waiting for the Spad to lift!
In a frenzy of impotence, Wately 

spun. He lost his senses over this death 
that clung so tenaciously. With blind 
stupidity, he flung his ship head on for 
von Berger! With the speed of light, 
the two ships screamed prop to prop!

Wately was hardly conscious of his 
action. He only knew that this death 
that played with him must be ham
mered from the sky. But von Berger 
was swift and cool. There was a buzz- 
saw flurry of shots. A tangled skein 
of tracer fastened the two ships with 
a web of gray and gold. Then the Fok- 
ker dipped under the Spad with hardly 
an inch to spare.

/CONSCIOUSNESS struck back.
Wately cursed. Von Berger was 

again boring in with twin streams of 
flame spitting from the snouts on his 
cowling. But before the Spandau slugs 
could strike home, Wately was con
scious of the rest of that play. The kid, 
Dobbins, was coming down to save him. 
Ollie had been killed in that first mad 
tangle. The kid was taking a lone, fool
ish chance to save Wately!

Riding the kid’s tail were two more 
of the circus. Wately groaned. He 
whipped his ship around. A Fokker 
blocked him. Then the kid was feeding 
lead to von Berger. Von Berger was 
forced off with a conked Mercedes. He 
was no fool, this German Ace. He hit 
for the earth in a long flat glide.

The other two Fokkers lashed in to 
finish off the kid. Wately tried to make 
a whip turn to save the kid. His rudder 
moved slightly and stuck. He cursed. 
Jerking a look back, he saw a shred " 
of leather jammed in the hinge!

Wately fought with the stick. He 
could see the hot lead reaching for the 
kid. He got his Spad around in line 
with a Fokker. His thumbs snapped 
down! Rat-tat-tat-tat. . . ! Down went 
the Fokker in flames. Wately grunted. 
Thete were more Fokkers coming down. 
Wately thundered in to pull the kid 
free. He got in line with the other Fok
ker on the kid’s tail, but in so doing, 
he put himself into a hail of death.

But Wately didn’t care. He saw the 
kid pull free with an aileron hanging 
useless. Then Wately looked back into 
the eyes of death. A Fokker was firing 
at him—and Freeman was riding the 
tail of that Fokker. Freeman was sav
ing him! At the same time, two more 
ships were trapping Freeman even as 
he was trying to make the turn.

Through bleary eyes, he could see 
Kid Dobbins in the crippled Spad, 
breaking up the trap that held Free
man. The thing was madness. There 
was a wild flurry of shots. Then Dob
bins was going down with a cracked 
and ribboned plane. Wately cursed. He 
couldn’t follow in his crippled ship. . . .

Freeman, Wately, and the Fokkers 
whirled upward in a mad dance. Like 
chaff, they were, lifted by a puff of 
wind. They reached the dogfight. La- 
March had come down with the rest of 
the flight. But the circus had the whip 
hand and was pressing its advantage. 
Wately groaned as he saw the observa
tion busses moving into position.
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S IL V E R  T IS S U E
20"x24" .........each 5c

S U P E R - F IN E  
White Only 

Sheet, 5 c; dozen, 50c 
R E E D ,  *2 ft...............le

D O W ELS
1/16x6 ......... doz. 5c
% x l8  ...........  2 for 5c

Complete— nothing else to 
buy. Best quality mate
r ia ls  and plenty of them. 
Plenty of dope, cement, 
AA Jap tissue. Grade A 
balsa, printed rib  sheets, 
printed formers, w i r e  
parts formed, finished 
propeHer, real scale full- 
size 36" wingspan plans.

BALSA WHEELS
3c 4c

1" . . .  5c 1 % " . . .  7c
2" . . . 1 Oo 3" . . .1 7 c

B IR C H  W H E E L S
i ^ ' ! . ’ *ic r . ..ioc 

W IR E
2 ft. lo  25 ft. 10c 
IN S IG N IA  S H E E T S  
24 insignia and

stripes ...............  5c
W A S H E R S  

1 doz. % or hi lc  
P R O P E L L E R  

B L O C K S
% x %x 6 . . 6 for 5c 
% x l x 7 ..3  for 5c 
% x l x 8 . .3 for 5c 
% x l% x l0 ..2  for 5c 
%xVAx 12.. 1 for 4c 

'  x l% x l2 . .1  for 7c
1 x l% x l5 . .1  for 9c 
S H E E T  ALU M IN U M  
.005 in., fixfi . . . .  5e
.010^in.. 6x6 . . . .  6c ____

C L E A R  D O PE %  flat 
1 o z .. .5c % p t ...3 0 c  

20 IN . F L Y IN G  P L A N S  I0c~ 3  for 25c 
Sparrow Hawk. Boeing Trans. 247, Spad Chass., 
Vought Corsair, Curtiss Swift L . W ., Waco 
Cabin Biplane, Douglas Dolphin, Boeing 
P I2 F , Fokker D -V II, S .E .5 , Goshawk, Gee Bee.

CO LO R ED  D O PE
1 oz. bot., all col., 5c 

C L E A R  C EM EN T  
1 oz. bot. 5c; 2 oz. 10c
Vs pt. bot............. 35c

M A C H IN E-C U T
5".

PR O PS
. .  5c 6" . , . .  6c

7".., .  7c 8" . . . 8c
N T ... , 10c 12" . . . 12o

BAM BOO
1/16x1/16x12

With every order of 
$ 1.00 or over postpaid—
2 oz. bottle C L E A R  
C E M E N T  a n d  100 

1/16x1/16x18 
BALSA STRIPS 

WOOD V E N . P A P E R
20x30 .........  1 for 10c
S H E E T  C E L L U L O ID  
6 x 8 ..5c 12V2x1 6..20 c 
M O D EL P IN S ,

pkg. 5c
T H IN N E R S , 1 oz. 5e 
N O SE PL U G S .d z . 10c

. .  for 5c 
l / lB x ^ x lo  —  ea.. l c

doz.......................... 10c
T H R U S T  B E A R IN G S
Small, doz............. 10c
Large, doz............. 15c

R U B B E R
1/16x1/16, 18 ft, 5c

. 15 ft. t 
Dealers, C

Postage paid on 
all o r d e r s  in
United S t a t e s  
for 75e or over. 
Under 75c, add 
10c. Canada and 
f o r e i  g n, add 
15%. Free cata
log.

NO ST A M P S

ubs, Schools: Send for

D UM M Y R A D IA L  
EN G IN E

d. 23; 3  ̂d. 33 
E N G IN E  AND CO W L  

A T T A C H ED
IVt" dia. 20; 3" dia. 35

C E L L U L O ID  P A N T S
Vs* to 1" ........... pair 18

1%" to 1 % "........... Pair 33
A LU M . C O W LIN G S  

1 15; 2" 18; 3" 25
Specify whether anti- 

drag, closed, or open. 
BO M BS

%" 04; 1%" 07; 3" 13 
G U N S W ITH  RIN G  

MOUNTm".....io: i%*..... is
P U R S U IT  M A C H IN E  

G U N S
%*, IVl”. or 1%", ea. 05 

P R O P E L L E R S  
2 blades 3 blade*

\ W  .............. 08  W
2VS .............. 12  15
SMi" ..............18  20
4  20  2$

W IN G  AND T A IL  
L IG H T S

12" . . .  10c; 15" . . .  15e
24" .................................  20e
B U S H IN G S , 1 doz. 3e 
S A N D P A P E R , pkg. 5e 
PRO P S H A F T S , doz. Se 

Wholesale L ist

IMPERIAL MODEL AERO SUPPLY
Kensington Sta.,

416 McDonald Ave., Dept. B, Brooklyn, N. Y.
Two of the circus swooped down upon 

the slower ships. Those heavy Breguets 
hadn’t a chance. A Spad went down in 
flames. A Fokker followed in a crazy 
Spin. Another Spad limped home. Dim
ly, Wately saw all this. He saw one 
of the Breguets run home, and he saw 
the other sent down with sagging wires 
and clipped controls.

Grimly he signalled his men home. 
They had done whfet they could. A wise 
retreat was better than a foolish de
feat. Like a fixed thing, he tooled his 
ship back to Passavant.

He was the first down on the home 
tarmac. He legged from the pit, and 
without a word to the mechs he headed 
for the canteen. He needed a drink. 
Needed it damned bad! Kid Dobbins 
was gone! That thought throbbed in 
his brain.

He pushed into the canteen, ordered 
cognac. Without waiting for a glass, 
he put the bottle to his lips. Like fire 
the raw stuff burned through his blood.

The flight stomped in, Freeman at 
their head. Freeman took his own drink. 
Then he wiped his mouth on his greasy 
sleeve and turned on Wately.

“ It’s getting regular, ain’t it?”
Wately turned slowly. “What do you 

mean?”

captain.” He slapped a roll of bills on 
the bar.

Wately shoved the money back. “You 
paid the bet up in the sky, Freeman. 
Keep your money. But you still owe the 
kid an apology.”

Freeman glared. “ A p o l o g y  be 
damned.”

“He pulled you off the griddle, Free
man,” Wately said definitely.

“All right,” Freeman said tightly, 
“what do you want me to do—cry? It 
was that damned design of yours that 
got us into the trouble.”

Wately slapped his hand against the 
bar. “The design was all right, Free
man, but. it was made out of rotten 
cloth. If we’d stuck to that spiral, we’d 
have won that scrap. The Boches might 
have gotten one or two of us in that 
dive, but they couldn’t finish us all off. 
You were the loose thread that broke 
out of the cloth with your notions that 
every man’s for himself alone. If the 
kid had thought like that—”

“Shut up, Wately,” Freeman growled. 
His face was hot and red. “ Maybe I 
do owe the kid a debt. I don’t like it 
myself. He’s the last man to whom I 
want to owe anything. But he’s dead, 
savvy? Can a man pay a debt to a 
dead man?”

“This r u n n i n g  away,” Freeman 
barked.

Wately paled. Freeman was speak
ing the truth for once.

“ The kid was right about one thing,” 
Freeman went on hotly, “ it was Berg
er’s circus all right. Here’s your money,

T> AW passion was flaming in Free- 
man’s face. The men in the room 

stared at their drinks. LaMareh, the 
Frenchman, broke the silence.

“I have the thought, monsieurs, the 
lad ees not dead. Perhaps one could find
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heem, eef one had the courage—”

Freeman shattered his glass on the 
bar. He turned toward the door with 
sudden determination. His shaggy head 
was hunched between his shoulders.

“ Where you going?” Wately de
manded.

“To pay a debt,” Freeman ground 
out, “and when I pay my debts, I pay 
’em in full. I’m going out to get the 
kid!”

LaMareh protested. “Sacre Nom, 
monsieurs, but eet ees I should go. Eet 
ees written I must fall victim to le 
diable Boche. Let me fetch—”

Wately shoved LaMareh aside. “ If 
anybody’s going, I am. The kid was 
my friend. He went down because he 
helped me in the first place!”

The three men went out arguing. The 
flight watched them with wonder. With
in five minutes, three freshly fueled 
ships lifted from the tarmac, circled 
swiftly, and headed for Etain.

Wately was the last one up. He 
gunned his Hisso wide to overtake the 
madmen. The black splotch of the Ar- 
gonne whipped beneath his trucks. He 
struck Cumiers. The air screamed past 
his head. As though it was a great 
clock, his heart pounded in his chest 
marking off the miles!

He stared down. The trenches! La 
Neuville! And now Etain!

Wately sped between LaMareh and 
Freeman. He signalled them to stay 
up while he made the landing. La- 
March shrugged. Freeman shook his 
head savagely. He was going down 
into that wooded country himself. Wate
ly cursed. If Freeman wanted to die,

let him die!
Even as Freeman started down, four 

ships of von Berger’s circus crashed 
out of a cloud. They came savagely. 
Wately shot a warning burst and split 
up the distance between himself and 
LaMareh. They had to work together 
—to make a design of their own—a de
sign for dying!

Freeman kept on down. Wately 
cursed. Freeman was a fool! The Fok- 
kers lashed in spraying hot lead. They 
came in together working smoothly, 
battering the Spads between them! 
Wately’s thumbs snapped down. “Rat- 
tat-tat-tat! His tracers lanced through 
empty air.

Two of the Fokkers fixed themselves 
to Freeman’s tail. The other two kept 
Wately and LaMareh busy. LaMareh 
fought with a swift viciousness. Like 
a rapier he was, daring all in swift, 
brilliant thrusts. He sent Vickers fire 
scorching through a Fokker.

The Boche spun free and whipped 
back on Wately. Wately skidded flat 
for a no deflection shot. Rat-tat-tat- 
tat. . . .  The Mercedes coughed a wreath 
of flame. The Fokker swirled down.

Then Wately could see a band of foot 
soldiers plunging through the broken 
woods. He tensed. They were looking 
for something. Someone had tipped 
them off! Perhaps von Berger.

At that instant, a wild peal of thun
der screamed down from the sky. Wate
ly hunched down. He understood that 
sound. Mercedes! He jerked a look up. 
The rest of von Berger’s circus was 
coming down, with the mad butcher at 
their head!

Wately had time to send his ship in 
a crazy vrille across Freeman’s nose. 
Freeman jerked a hopeless look into 
the sky. To go down now meant suicide. 
Not to go down meant leaving his debt 
unpaid. He made his choice swiftly. 
The living had to stick together against 
the common enemy—death! The air 
seemed to explode in one mad flurry of 
rainbow wings. Tracer spun a web of 
madness about the suddenly born hell!

There wasn’t a chance of running 
away. The earth was too close. The 
three Spads stuck together, whipping 
in a mad circle. The Fokkers trailed
them, trying to spread them out where 
they could be killed.

But the Spads clung to their narrow 
course. The Boches were afraid to shoot 
for fear of hitting each other. They 
tried broadside after broadside at the 
flashing Spads, to no avail. Three ships, 
well handled, were standing them off!

But Wately wasn’t fooling himself. 
The thing couldn’t go on for long. The 
mere weight of numbers must make 
itself felt. One lucky shot by the 
Boches. . . .

At that instant, hot lead cut through 
his pit, searing his leg. Another burst 
almost cut his controls. Still he thun
dered in the circle, his Vickers grow
ing hot under the insistent chatter,

Wately knew that the end was near. 
Hot lead beat like hail into his pit. He 
hunched down. His instrument panel 
burst into bits of glass, metal, and 
wood.

Dimly he was aware of spots like 
mud against the white bosom of the 
cloud above him. The rest of the 169th! 
The colonel’s blue Nieuport was lead
ing them! All of the patrols that had 
been left at the field were in the flight. 
Thirty planes!

But they would be too late. Wately 
knew that. He threw the stick from 
him and went down. No use to roll, 
whip, and fishtail. One mad dive might 
decide the issue!

TV OWN—down—down! Two thousand 
feet of madness. Two thousand feet 

of speed that made his head swim. Then 
he flattened, and a vicious force seemed 
to hammer him into the seat of the 
ship. He looked back and snorted. The 
Boche that had been on his tail was 
going on down fighting the controls. 
The heavy Mercedes was taking that 
ship down into hell.

But that Fokker hadn’t been alone. 
There was another ship behind it, wait
ing to hammer Wately into the same 
hell to which he had so fervently con
signed the Boche. And he recognized 
the pilot of that second ship — von 
Berger!

Wately felt his blood turn to ice. He 
had played his trump card and he had 
lost. He could see the Spandaus blear 
red. He could feel the death plucking 
at his sleeve. And then, dropping out 
of nowhere, he could see Freeman lung
ing in on von Berger’s tail.

That was all he had time for right
then. He whipped his Spad in a mad 
circle and stiffened in the pit. Up from 
those scattered trees through which the 
Jerries were searching, lifted aBreguet.
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Wately let out a shout. The observa
tion bus of the first patrol hadn’t 
cracked up!

The big bus circled up swiftly. A 
Spandau slug caught Wately in the leg. 
He could see Freeman trying for a shot 
at von Berger, but Freeman was afraid 
of hitting Wately. The controls bucked 
and jerked. Closer—closer he could 
hear the slugs hammer their way. But 
suddenly they stopped.

Wately jerked a look back. He stiff
ened like a thing frozen. Pounding 
alongside of von Berger was the Bre- 
guet. In the rear pit of the Breguet 
was a man with a grim, white face. 
That man was swinging twin Lewis 
guns on a scarf ring. Swinging them 
across the belly of von Berger’s Fok- 
ker!

Von Berger knew the man he had to 
get. He let Wately go. He had to get 
the man in the Breguet—Kid Dobbins! 
The observer had been killed when the 
Breguet had gone down. Dobbins had 
taken the man’s place and he was earn
ing his passage.

What happened then was almost too 
swift for the eye to follow. Von Berger 
whipped back in a beautiful Immel- 
mann. He struck for the Breguet with 
both guns dripping flame! His slugs 
struck the tail—ate their way for
ward. . . .

Wately emitted a despairing cry. He 
couldn’t get in to save Dobbins, who 
was coming back from the dead. Free
man couldn’t get a shot at the Fokker, 
either. He was too far ahead of von 
Berger. But Freeman could do some
thing else, and he did it.

He whipped his Spad around. He 
cut in between von Berger and the Bre
guet. His wing-tip fouled the Fokker 
on the center strut. Bounced off! Batted 
into the whirring prop! The Mercedes 
was struck from the cradle by the im
pact. Freeman’s plane was spun around.

His spinning blade sawed its way 
through von Berger’s top wing. The 
German was hurled from the wreckage, 
and Freeman fought his way down in 
a crazy spin!

Wately watched the Breguet lumber 
toward Valmy. Then the numbness left 
his mind. He understood. Freeman al
ways paid his debts in full! Grimly, 
Wately shoved the stick against the 
panel. He had a few debts to square 
himself. He screamed down upon that 
woods full of Germans searching for 
something they would never find.

Wately swept across the cleared space 
and came down into the wind. He ran 
toward the tangle of wreckage. Free
man was wiping the blood from his 
face. He protested feebly, “get out, 
Wately. The books are balanced. I’ve 
paid the kid off. You’ve got no busi
ness here!”

“ Shut up,” Wately growled. “We’ve 
got to work fast before those Jerries 
find us. You saved my life twice to
day, and I’m paying up a few debts my
self. Jump on my wing!”

As Freeman flattened on the wing, 
he grinned ruefully. “ I’ve learned one 
thing, Captain. We never fight alone, 
and there is a design for killing—a de
sign of ideals and honor. Take away 
that design and the whole thing be
comes a hell of murder. . . .”

The rest was swept away by the 
surging thunder of the Hisso. The Spad 
lashed its way through the trees, leav
ing a little band of Krauts shaking 
their fists.

As Wately lifted, he could see the 
Colonel leading the planes of the 169th 
in that corkscrew design- he had taught 
them. And as he watched, he saw them 
drive the last crippled Fokker from 
the sky. A great peace grew in his 
chest as he nursed the overloaded Spad 
toward Passavant.

Japan—Air Titan of the East
(Continued from page 24)

Nakijima-Fokkers for cargo duty.

JAPAN’S Navy Air Service is like- 
** wise one of the finest in the world, 
if we are to believe the figures given out 
to the recognized aviation handbooks. 
As far as can be discovered, this service 
is composed of twenty-two air squad
rons. They also have a balloon squad
ron and an airship squadron. In fact, 
one of their sheds is capable of housing 
the Graf Zeppelin, but so far they are 
confining their airship program to a 
number of small, semi-rigids until they 
have trained enough crews and gained 
experience for their own lighter-than- 
air designers to get under way. It should 
he added here that by January, 1937, 
eighteen new Naval air squadrons will 
be added to the force.

The Navy Air Service headquai'ters 
are at Kasumigaeseki, Tokyo, and is 
under the direction of Vice-Admiral K. 
Shibusawa. Since the Shanghai dis
turbances, public donations of funds

for new equipment have reached the 
figure of 3,187,000 yen, or about 
$1,000,000 in real money. The govern
ment will add 44,000,000 yen (nearly 
$13,000,000) to that this year.

As stated before, Japan was the first 
great power to put down a keel intended 
for an aircraft carrier. Prior to that 
all aircraft carriers were remqdeled 
cruisers or redesigned liners. Today 
Nippon has the Hosho, Akagi, Kaga, 
and the Ruyjo. The Akagi and the Kaga 
are large vessels of 26,900 tons, carry
ing all modern eqiupment. They use the 
most up-to-date system of carrying the 
funnels overboard during deck action'. 
In short, they are flush-deck type ships 
that offer every inch of space for land
ings. The American practice is the 
“ island” type where a main control 
tower and the funnels arc built into an 
island-like section an one side of the 
deck.

The Japanese Naval Air Service 
likewise has the use of the Kamoi and
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N O W  is th e Time to  G et Ready  

for the BIG PAY JOB 
"AVIATION.
The governments 
of the nations are spending 
hundreds of miliions of 
dollars in aviation development. This 
means thousands of high salaried aviation jobs. 
Now is the time to let LINCOLN training 
pare you for the wonderful future 
aviation.

m i n g  pr< 
ahead i

* 5 0 0
a Month

That’s t h e  
kind of big 
p a y  earned 
b y airline  
pilots! A ir
plane m e- 
chanics also 
e a r n  good 

salaries!

LINCO LN Q u a li f i e s

Y o u  f o r  a  S u c c e s s fu l  C a r e e r !

You should have the unexcelled Lincoln 
training i f  you want to qualify for 
these better-pay positions in aviation.. 
14 years success teaching aviation and 
25 years successful experience as a 
mechanics' trade school recommends 
this famous Government Approved 
School to you as the school better able 
to train you properly.

F i n e s t  T r a i n i n g — B e s t  E q u i p m e n t —  only  
modern, high class training planes with Department of 
Commerce approval are used. Training for government 
license as Transport, Limited Commercial, Private or 
Amateur Pilot. Complete training includes blind flying 
by instrument, cross country, acrobatics. H igh wing 
and low wing monoplanes, biplanes, cabin planes, etc., 
for complete experience. Both flight and ground train
ing under Government Supervision. Thoroughly equipped 
ground and mechanics’ school with high class, experi
enced instructors. Training qualifies you for Govern
ment Mechanic's License.

W R IT E  n o w  fo r  f u r th e r  facta  
P lea se  s ta te  age

L IN C O L N  A IR C R A F T  &  F L Y IN G  S C H O O L
2037A Aircraft Bldg._______________________Lincoln. Nebraska

DEALERS! JOBBERS!
KIT MANUFACTURERS!
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Our capacity is now nearly 100,000 per day!
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the Notoro, listed as seaplane trans
ports, while the battle cruisers, light 
cruisers, and submarine-depot ships 
have catapult equipment and carry 
fighting seaplanes.

Air equipment used by the Japanese 
Navy is far wider in scope than that 
used by the Army. The chief single- 
seater Navy job is the Nakajima 90 
ship-board fighter, a trim biplane pow
ered with the 450 Nakajima “Jupiter” 
engine. It has a top speed of 192 m.p.h. 
and seems to be a close copy of the 
British Bristol Bulldog. Indeed, this 
company has such close manufacturing 
relations with the Bristol firm that it 
would seem that they have taken over 
many of their products.

For reconnaissance work they use 
the 14-11 sea biplane, with the 450 
Lorraine; the Navy-15, with the His- 
pano 300; and various other in-betw§gn 
types such as the 90, 90-11, and the 
90-llb, all sea biplanes with the 450 
“Jupiter.” These are mostly products 
of the Nakajima firm, of Ohta, Gumma- 
Ken. In general these machines have 
many characteristics of the American 
Vought-Corsair, being mounted on a 
single central float and carrying wing- 
tip bobbers. The pilot sits well under 
the center-section, and the gunner is 
close to him with a modern gun mount
ing. The 90-llb is the landplane version 
of this craft.

Bombing is carried out with the 
Aiehi-92, a three-seater which may also 
be used for Fleet spotting; and the 
Kawanishi K.F.I., a large flying boat, 
the original of which was built by Short 
Brothers in England for the Japanese 
Government. They also use a version of 
the Kawanishi three-seater job.

Long distance patrols and bombing 
is carried out with a number of large 
flying boats of multi-engine design.

Japan’s Royal Naval Aircraft Factory, 
at Sasebo, recently turned out a high- 
wing monoplane flying boat powered 
with three 700 h.p. Hispano Suiza en
gines. Its loaded weight is 26,880 lbs. 
and the top speed of this monster is 
136 m.p.h. Other large flying boats have 
been built to Navy specifications by 
Nakajima, Mitsubishi, Aichi, and 
Kawanishi. They are all giant craft 
using two or three motors of the Rolls 
Royce, Hispano Suiza, or Lorraine 
types.

It is almost impossible to make any 
true comparison of Japan’s air services 
with those of other powers, owing to 
careful planning by which they have 
concentrated on craft suitable for their 
own particular present use or for their 
problems of the future. This brings 
up the point we outlined last month 
in showing that the Italian Air Service, 
when considered from the home bases 
in the Adriatic and the Mediterranean, 
must be classed very high among the 
air powers—but the same air service 
attempting to combat such topograph
ical elements as those of Ethiopia must 
rudely be dropped several notches be
cause the equipment suitable for sea 
fighting is almost useless over rugged 
inland country such as Abyssinia.

Japan, while she may be considered 
an island empire, has not made the 
mistake of pouring all her yen into Navy 
types. A close inspection will disclose 
that while her two forces are more than 
capable of national defense, they most 
assuredly are ideally suited for use in 
invasion of foreign territory! The di
rection such an invasion is likely to take 
will only be known in the future.

A complete list of the various Jap
anese military types is included with 
this article. Next month, we will con
sider the French Air Service.

Happy Landings
(Continued from page 31)f 0 n \ m c ^ o °

Write for our b ig  new 1936 catalog—the leading 
Radio Supply Guide. 112 pages packed with Build- 
Your-Own Radiu K its, new M elal Tube sets, B at
tery and Auto Radios, Sound Systems, and thousands 
o f  parts at lowest prices. W rite now!

A L L IE D  RA DIO  CO R PO RA TIO N  
833 W . Jackson Blvd., Dept. A A, Chicago, III.

BE A DETECTIVE
Make Secret Invemtlgatlons

Earn Big Money. Work home or travel. 
Fascinating work. Experience unnecessary. 
DETECTIVE Particulars FREE, write to
GEO. G. WAGNER, 2 6 4 0  Broadway, N . Y .

ion that modern aviation is not yet 
ready for the “heavy-oil” engine in 
spite of the fact that it may be cheaper 
to run and safer from fire.

It has been discovered that the Die
sel is more suited for commercial ma
chines designed for long range work, 
say up to fifteen hours. The modern 
aviation engine is powered from about 
100 to 600 h.p. It is well above this point 
that the Diesel would begin to become 
worth while. It is quite true that the

aforementioned Packard engine was 
powered at 240 h.p., or somewhere 
about there, and actually showed up 
well in distance flights.

However, engineers all over the 
world have come to the conclusion that 
while the Diesel is more economical, it 
is too heavy to be considered today 
when pay-loads are the big item. A gas
oline engine weighing a little more than 
half the Diesel of the same power, has 
a big edge on the compression-ignition 
motor. The top overhauls of the Diesel 
are cheaper to carry out than one on a 
gasoline motor, but a complete over
haul would be considerably more ex
pensive owing to the great wear on 
cylinders, piston rings, and bearings.

Another point is the comparative 
lack of flexibility on the throttle the 
C-I motors display as compared with 
the gasoline engine—and this is an im
portant point when we consider the 
“ touchy”  throttle work often faced 
during a take-off.

If a Diesel can be built up to, say, 
1,000 h.p. with a reasonable ratio in 
weight, it would be suitable for certain

HOT OFF THE P R E S S !
Your copy of National’s new profusely illustrated 
catalogue and latest bulletin. Don’t miss it ! * 0
Every Model Airplane Builder 
should have a copy. Secure & & * ' • * *
yours now!

, “ “  N a tio n a l F lig h t-T e s te d  M o d e ls  2 5 c  to  $ 5c.J-

5 0
f c f fS

i o o o

Just send 5c (to 
cover mailing costs) and 

your copy will be sent to you at 
once. This new catalogue and price list is 

a guide to every model builder. Nothing left out! 
Everything included! Complete in every detail!

NATIONAL MODEL AIRPLANE & SUPPLY CO., e E , (D ept. FA3) 
je h e 'le , N . Y.
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commercial planes, such as long-range 
freight ships. Many enthusiasts for the 
Diesel are of the opinion that the C-I 
motor has been given the go-by because 
gasoline engines are used so much in 
military types and thus get much of the 
publicity and backing because of the 
high speeds attained. They point out 
that most air powers could easily fi
nance the research and experimentation 
necessary to overcome most of the 
weight problems encountered.

And so there’s still a chance for a 
smart young man who can give us a 
Diesel for aviation.

-------------- ----------------------

Flying Aces Club News
(Continued from page 56)

Cadet or Pilot Wings, and before the party 
was over everyone was “sold” on member
ship in the F.A.C. Paul proving such a de
lightful host, we decide to tarry a while in 
Tacoma.

Were it not for the fact that bad weather 
prevails, as this is written, in Australia 
we’d do another “ Southern Cross” and give 
you some first-hand information concern
ing the wonderful progress being made by 
Terry McManus, of Cranehrook, and “ Gary” 
Cameron, of Fairfield, Sydney. However, 
we’ll try to make up for missing this flight 
by giving you a picture herewith of Major 
Cameron’s unit, which is indeed a swell one. 
And so, from the beautiful City of Tacoma, 
we bid you adieu until next month,

— Douglas Allen.
--------------- -----------------------

Light Plane Tarmac
(Continued from page 33)

plete book with blueprints, detail draw
ings, and full instructions for building 
this amazing craft are to be found on 
practically every book counter in 
Europe.

The “ Plying Plea,” thirteenth of a 
line developed by M. Henri Mignet, a 
former glider enthusiast, has no ail
erons or elevators. It has a rudder, but 
no normal tail fin. Lift is obtained with 
two main wings, but they are not set 
as in the biplane. The lower wing is 
situated just behind, but not quite clear 
of, the top wing. The vertical distance 
between the two is very small, which 
gives the craft an unusual appearance. 
Control is secured by altering the an
gles of incidence on the top plane, which 
is -hinged and easily operated by a 
control lever. The latter is linked up 
in some manner with the rudder so 
that the machine makes a stable right- 
hand or left-hand turn. This appears 
to be the main point in the safety of 
the ship, for it is apparent that side
slips are almost impossible. Thus one 
of the earliest trials of the beginner 
is eliminated and he, only has to fly 
with the stick and not worry about 
coordinating with his rudder bar. A 
small 17 h.p. motorcycle engine gives 
the Flea a speed range from 25 to 62 
miles per hour.

nrHE problem of what is and what is 
not a safe airplane will be one of the 

big questions in the future for the 
Bureau of Air Commerce to solve. As 
is well known, plans are under way to 
reduce the tight physical examinations

BICYCLE
300 Other PrizesG I V E N !
Y ES, SIR! This speedy 1936 deluxe model 

motorbike (with regular or balloon tires) 
can be YO URS without a cent of cost. Comes 
f ully equipped with headlight, coaster brake, 
rear-wheel stand, platform carrier, and other 
big features. Swift as the wind. Flashy in 
appearance. Get this bike and your choice 
of 300 other prizes. Earn CASH, besides!

It’s easy! Just deliver our 3 fine maga
zines to customers in your neighborhood. 
Do it in spare time. Will help you gain 
valuable business experience. Mail the 
coupon now—and we’ll start you.

Take a look at the % 
baseball glove shown Jft 
below! It’s a pip! Made H  
of tan horsehide, oil ^  
treated for pliability 
and long wear. Get it, 
and all your other ath
letic equipment, without 
cost. I t ’s easy. Get 
started at once. Mail the 
coupon printed below.

You’ll have great 
fun taking snap
shots with this fold
ing’ camera. All 
metal construction; 
pin seal grain finish. 
Uses roll films.! 
Takes pictures 1%". 
x 2hi". Get it!

Boys, here’s a perfect model of the sleek 
racer used by Turner and the late Wedell 
to burn up the airj at numerous aviation 
meets. Hasawing span of 24 inches! Full 
instructions for budding. Get it by deliver
ing our magazines in your neighborhood... 
If you collect stamps, you’ll certainly want 
the huge mixture shown below. Contains 
over 3,000 unpicked stamps, mostly 
European, but many unusual varieties 
may be found. Surprise packet included.

This pocketscope will 
bring tiny plants and animals 
into easy view; 3-power. 
Small, easy to carry. Get it, 
and your choice of 300 
other prizes. Earn a t  
MONEY, too. It’s easy. ”  
Mail the coupon and get 
started without delay. Mail the coupon 

printed below.

GET THIS PRIZE BOOK
This big Prize Book shows 300 dandy 

items that can be YOURS— without cost. 
Mail the coupon, then we’ll send you a 
copy and start you as a salesman.

Mail This Coupon at Once I

Win this electric movie ma
chine and show thrilling filmsin 
your own home. Make money! 
Entertain your friends!

M r. Jim  Thayer, Dept. 555'
W & ttK  T h e  Crowell P ublish ing Co. 
wSjfBlf Springfield, O hio

Dear Jim: I want to earn MONEY and PRIZES. 
Send me one of your big Prize Books and start me as a sales
man at once.
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TODAY

Address.
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Flying Aces Prize Club,
67 W. 44th St., New York City.
Gentlemen:

I ’m interested in  securing some of these wonderful 
prizes. Please rush order blanks, together with the 
special list of magazines clubbing with F L Y IN G  
A C ES .

(Name

(Street and Number)

(City  and State)
! ........................................

FINGER PRINT OUTFIT
(Given for 3 one year, or 2 two year subscriptions 
to F L Y IN G  A C E S , alone, or in club with other 
publications.)

This prize is offered as a result of popular demand. 
During the past few months many F .A .C . members, 
engaged in “G -2”  work, have written us concerning 
such an outfit. Now you may have one of the same 
type sets used by not alone many police officers, but
bjMhe Federal Authorities as weU. S P E C IF Y  P R IZ E

-------- T H E Y  A D V E R T I S E  — L E T ’ S P A T R O

YOU HAVE FIRST ?
scription to F L Y IN G  A C E S , together w ith  
one of these publications— a list of which  
w ill be sent you upon request— at a special 
low price for  the two, with a substantial 
saving to the subscriber. Just think how easy 
it is goin g to be to secure subscriptions on  
this basis !

F ill out the coupon below  R IG H T  N O W  
and we will send you by return m ail com
plete instructions, together with order blanks. 
Then you can get started at once. From  a ll 
appearances the big subscription season, di
rectly ahead, promises to be a good one and 
this m eans that you should be able to easily  
win any prize or prizes you set your m ind on.

STANLEY TOOL SET
(Given for 10 one year, or 5 two year subscriptions 
to F L Y IN G  A C ES , alone, or in club with other
magazines.)

Any model builder, “ armed”  with the latest copy 
Of FLYING ACEH and a STANLEY TOOL SET 
is in a fine position to make prize-winning models. 
W e're not going to enumerate the various tools be
cause you can see many o f  them. S P E C IF Y  P R IZ E  
NO. 2.

REGULATION SIZE FOOTBALL
(Given for 3 one year, or 2 two year subscriptions to 
F L Y IN G  A C E S , alone, or in club with other maga
zines.)

Before we realize it the football season will be 
with us, and what, a lot o f fun you fellows can 
have with this ball. It 's really "b u ilt” — made of 
genuine “ top-grain”  leather, stoutly sewn and 
stitched; with pure gum bladder. A tough, heavy 
football, with rawhide lacing. You ’ll never kick this 
ono flat! S P E C IF Y  P R IZ E  NO.. 4.

WHICH PRIZE WILL
C O M P L Y IN G  w ith  the wishes of m an y of 

you readers, we have form ed the F L Y 
IN G  A C E S  P R IZ E  C L U B ! “ D ou g”  

Allen , your N ational A d ju ta n t, is in charge  
and w hat a sw ell tim e w e’re a ll goin g to 
h a v e ! Just look over these p rize s ! Great, 
aren’ t they? You bet they are, and they’ re 
Y O U R S  A B S O L U T E L Y  F R E E !

A ll you have to do to own them is send 
us a few  subscriptions, and please bear in 
m ind that these prizes are not given W IT H  
subscriptions— they represent your “ pay”  for  
securing them . Moreover, to  aid you in your 
w ork, “ D ou g”  has induced certain publishers 
o f other popular m agazines lo  “ club”  with  
us, which m eans that you can sell a  sub-

STEWART-WARNER 
BIKE

SPEEDOMETER 
(Given for 10 one 
year, or 5 two year 
subscriptions to F L Y 
ING A C ES , alone, or 
In club with other 
magazines.)

Here’ s the instru
ment you bike owners 

have been longing fori A genuine speedometer that 
not only tells how fast you go but records the trip 
mileage as well. Made by Stewart-Warner, one of 
the largest and oldest manufacturers of automobile 
speedometers in the world. Just like the one on 
Dad’ s carl S P E C IF Y  P R IZ E  NO. I.

CHAPIN-STEVENS ROLLER SKATES 
(Given for 4 one year, or 2 two year subscriptions to 
F L Y IN G  A G ES , alone, or in club with other maga
zines.)

Here we offer you one of the finest and strongest 
skates manufactured. They are ball-bearing type; 
high back construction making them suitable for 
either boys or g ir ls ; clamp toe and nickel plated. 
S P E C IF Y  P R IZ E  NO. 3.

50C  J u s t  T o  G et A cq u a in ted 50__ _ W e offer the model builder ALL the follow ing _
supplies for 50c PO STPAID , west of the Mississippi and foreign countries add 
15c postage (tw o orders will be shipped if you  enclose a one dollar b ill). Send 
no m ore than 2 0 %  in stamps.
100 B alsa Strips 1 /1 6 x 1 /1 6  

25 Balsa Strips 1 /1 6 x 1 /8  
20 Balsa Strips 1 /8  x l / 8 "  
12 1 /1 6 "  Eyelets

5 B alsa Sheets 
5 Balsa Sheets 
3 Balsa Sh ets 

10' 1 /8  Rubber

l /3 2 " x 2 "  
1 /1 6  x 2 "  
1 /8  x 2 "

1 6 "  Balsa Propeller 
1 8 "  Balsa Propeller 
3 Sheets Tissue (A n y  

Color Desired)
We Absolutely Guarantee You Satisfaction With This Material Or Your Money Back

ACE MODEL SUPPLY 00 ., 3049 W. 25th Street, CLEVELAND, OHIO

and rigorous license requirements for 
those who intend to fly only special 
light planes belonging to a certain 
“safety” category. This point has been 
well taken by many in the aviation in
dustry, but now the disturbing situation 
arises as to who shall declare that such- 
and-such a plane is “safe” or that the 
Whosit Special is not “ safe.”

The nub of the argument seems to 
be noted in the fact that many of the 
so-called “safe” planes now coming out 
are far removed from the old idea of 
an airplane—the flying-wing and the 
Hammond “ Y,” for instance. Members 
of the committee who will have the say 
on what is safe may have preconceived 
notions as to what a “ safe” airplane 
should look like. They might frown on 
something unusual in design, regard
less of its safety qualities. But let’s 
hope they don’t.

Photo Models in Air 
Fight

(Continued from page 46)

short time exposure.
You can get different lighting effects 

by slightly changing the tilt of the 
lamp shade. No doubt you’ll want to do 
a little experimenting and snap several 
pictures. After having the film devel
oped, you can have your first-choice 
prints made from those negatives 
which show up the planes most effec
tively.

You will have a lot of pleasure in 
arranging your planes and lights—and 
added satisfaction when you show your 
friends the finished prints. Try it to
night.

Vortex Theory of Lift
( Continued from  p age  4 7 )

throw such curves while retaining di
rectional control over the ball makes 
great pitchers like Dizzy Dean.

In Figure 9 an airfoil section is 
shown. The airfoil is divided into two 
parts, upper and lower cambers. To il
lustrate Bernouilli’s theorem in relation 
to an airfoil, let us suppose a particle 
of air is striking the leading edge of the 
wing. As the particle strikes the edge, 
it is split into two parts, one of which 
follows the contour of the upper camber 
and the other the lower camber.

It will be recalled in our study of 
the atmosphere that mention was made 
of the fact that the characteristic na
ture of air when separated is to come 
together again as particle to particle. 
Following this it is evident that the 
two particles flowing over and under 
the airfoil section must meet at the 
trailing edge. Examining the cambers, 
it will be noticed that the upper camber, 
due to its curvature, is greater in 
length. It stands to reason, therefore, 
that if both particles must meet at the 
trailing edge they must then take equal 
time to cover their respective distances 
—therefore the particle traveling the 
longer route, or upper camber, must 
travel faster. As in the case of the 
N I Z E --------
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baseball we then have an increase in 
velocity over the upper camber, and 
hence a decrease in pressure as com
pared to the lower camber. Following 
Bernouilli’s theorem, the difference in 
pressures will tend to lift the wing in 
the direction of the least pressure.

The Vortex theory, as developed by 
Prandtl, considers the action of air 
around an airfoil. It asserts, as shown 
in Figure 10, that the vortices, or 
whirls, of air passing off the trailing 
edge tend to change the direction of

the air flow such that a circular mo
tion is set up around the airfoil. This 
motion as indicated by our figure, is 
being retarded under the lower camber, 
due to the motion of the air, and ac
celerated over the upper camber. Be
cause of the difference in velocities, we 
have a difference in pressure, hence we 
have an airfoil lift in the direction of 
the lower pressure.

Next month’s aerodynamics article 
will consider the induced lift theory. 
Watch for it.

---------------- ------------------------

Make The Lockheed Electra
(Continued from page 48) *

parts and sand them to the proper 
shape, streamlining them as shown in 
top and side views.

When finished, give each surface two 
coats of dope, allowing each coat to 
dry thoroughly and sanding between 
coats. You will notice that the two rud
ders are mounted at the outer tips of 
the horizontal tail surface. Cut away a 
curved slot in each rudder to allow slid
ing onto the horizontal tail as shown in 
side view in dotted lines. Next, draw a 
line near each tip of the stabilizer 
where the rudders will fit, slide each 
rudder in place, and cement them on.

F u s e l a g e

CEATING arrangement for the pas- 
^  sengers and pilots and other details 
are shown in our plans.

If you wish to make the fuselage hol
low and want to put into it the detail 
shown, you can build it in two halves. 
Fake the measurements for this type of 
construction from the top view, which 
shows the center line running the full 
length of the fuselage.

Lay the fuselage template on the two 
blocks of wood which are to form the 
fuselage and trace around it, then cut 
along the lines. Fasten the two halves 
together with a slight amount of ce
ment, then carve out the shape of the 
fuselage. This done, part the two halves 
and carve out the insides to make them 
hollow. Now trace and cut out the cabin 
and cockpit windows. Before cementing 
both halves together make the seats and 
other details. Cement them in their re
spective places, allow them to dry, then 
paint them (pearl gray). Put in the 
celluloid windows from inside of each 
half and when dry cement both halves 
of the fuselage together.

The tail should now be dry. Draw a 
line through the center of the horizontal 
surface from leading to trailing edges. 
Line it up and cement it onto the fuse
lage as shown in our plan, holding it 
down with pins while the cement dries.

E ngine Nacelles and Cowls

pRESUMING you have a lathe, cut 
1 two blocks the length and width of 
the nacelles and at the ends of each 
piece find the center by drawing cross 
lines from the corners. Place one end of 
your first block against the live stock 
of the lathe and tap the block until the 
live center is well imbedded into it. Then 
run the tail-stock center against the

other end of the block, turn on the pow
er, and see that your wood turns true. 
Take the concave cutting tool and while 
the block in spinning rapidly, turn it 
to the desired shape. While you turn 
the nacelles, check the template with 
them frequently to insure accuracy. 
When these are finished, make the 
cowls and the wheels in the same man
ner.

Propeller

'T'O make the propellers, first draw a 
line through the center of the pro

peller, (front view) from the tip of 
one blade to the other. Then make a 
template to conform with one half of 
the propeller. In turning out the propel
lers it is best to make them from V2 ” 
diameter birch dowl. To do this you 
should fasten each piece in a (3 or 4 
jaw) chuck, allowing enough surplus 
wood protruding on each end of the 
propeller-ends to avoid striking the re
volving chuck on one end and the dead 
center on the other. While turning them 
out, apply the template to each from 
time to time. When you have completed 
this job, take each propeller in turn and 
carve or file the blades to the proper 
shape and angle. Then drill in the shaft- 
holes. You will notice in the drawings 
of the propellers that there are two lugs 
on each hub. These are built-on just 
inside the hub-rings and facing the 
outside of the hub rotation. Their pieces 
are circular in shape. Make four of 
them and cement them on, then dope 
each blade and allow to dry.

A ssembly

'T'O assemble the wing and fuselage, 
first make a template the shape of 

the root (center section) of wing and 
trace this shape onto the lower sides 
of the fuselage. Then cut away the cen
ter portion of the wing and cement 
the fuselage down in this trough-like 
hollow, holding it down with pins.

To assemble the nacelles to the wing, 
cut away a portion of the wing on either 
side of the fuselage to conform with 
the shape of each one. Then cement 
them in place, lining them up by meas
uring a like distance from the center 
of each to the sides of the fuselage.

E ngines

rpIIESE can be built-up of balsa, may 
be silhouettes cut from cardboard, 

or you can buy ready-made metal cast-
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T P n P I P A I  12" WING SPAN I  l U f r l V A L  FLYING MODELS
Picture shows (right) DF-3, Heath 
Low Wing 700. (left) DF-4, Fok- 
ker D-8. Two others available are 
DF-1, Monocoupe 110, and DF-2,
Fairchild 22. Each Kit comes com- E A C H  
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full-size plans, propeller, insignia, etc. S P E C I A L !  
A l l  4 f o r  50c, p o stp a id . Order yours at once—no 
stamps or C .O .D . ’s . Send 5c for catalog of other

NOW READY
4  new  F L Y IN G  m odels: 
G r e a t  L a k e s  S p o r t  
T ra iner , P olish  F lffbter, 
Spad , and  K aw asaki (Jap 
fighter) In K it  fo rm .
2  fo r  3 0 c  p o stp a id

TROPICAL Kits. DEAL
ERS. CLUBS! These will 
go like hotcakes at Christ
mas. Write immediately!

T R O P I C A L
MODEL AIRPLANE CO.

175 N. W. 31st Street 
M IA M I, FLO R ID A

•  T H O M P S O N  S U B  M A C H I N E  G U N  •

$1.50
Construction kit with machined barrel, magazine, necessary 
hardware and full-size working plans. Colt calibre 45 
automatic pistol $1.00. Postpaid, in II. S. A. No stamps,
please. Checks 15e extra.
GUN M O D EL CO., Dept. F, 2908 N. Nordic* At., Chicago, ID.

Kits for all model guns 50c up.

ATTJfR
APPRENTICES

AIR-M INDED Young Men Interested In 
entering the Retd of Aviation as Apprentices. 

Write immediately, enclosing stamp, to 
MECHANIX -  UNIVERSAL 

AVIATION SERVICE 
O. Box 33 I D en ■) Detroit. Mitli.

Do you feel you have a valuable inven
tion— but can’ t get it before the right 
people? Are you groping in the dark—  
wondering which way to  turn— getting 
nowhere ? Learn how other men with 
inventions have cashed in. Write for my 
FREE Book. “ Patent Guide for tho 
Inventor/’ which tells you of fields 
where inventions earn big money if they 
are good patented ones.
Clarence A . O’Brien and Hyman Berman, 
Registered Patent Attorneys, 584-G* 
Adams Building, Washington, D. C,
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Now Offers its FAMOUS RESIDENT COURSES 
For Home-Study Instruction 

No Educational Requirements to Enroll. Recognized for 25 
Years. Equipment and Texts Furnished without Charge. 
Courses Completed In One Year or Less (Certificate 
Issued upon graduation). Free Employment Service—  
Also Local Classes.
COLUMBIA “ TECH” INSTITUTE
Dept. F A - 12-35 1319 F St. Washington. D. C .
Without cost or obligation please send me information

on course checked below
E N R IN E E R IN  

( ) A IR P L A N E  D ESIG N
! ) Aerodynamic 

) Stress Analysis 
( ) Electrical Eng.
( ) Machine Design
( ) Surveying and Mapping
( ) Steam and Gas Power 

Eng.
( ) Refrigeration Eng.
( ) Bldg. Construction Eng.

D R A F T I N G
( ) Mechanical Drafting 
( ) Electrical Drafting
( ) Structural Steel Draft.
( ) Architectural Draft.

G E N E R A L
( ) C O M M ER C IA L ART
( ) Aircraft Blueprint 

Reading

G C O U R S ES
( ) Heating and Ventilat

ing Eng.
( ) Radio Engineering 
( ) Architecture
( ) High, and Bridge Eng.
( ) A ir Conditioning
( ) Landscape Eng.
( ) Civil Engineering
( ) Mathematics 
( ) Mechanical Eng. 
CO U R S ES
( ) A IR C R A F T  D R A F T .
( ) Topographic (Maps)
( ) Patent Office Drafting 
( ) Landscape Drafting
C O U R S ES
( ) Bldg. Const. Blueprint 

Reading
( ) Bldg. Const. Estimat

ing
Name Age,
Address ................................................................................................

This School Does NOT Employ Salesmen or Field . .  
_______________ ________ Representatives______ _______________

TRAVIS M ULTI-FLEX
P a te n t  R F& R IN C  ©  1935 by  

N o. 1,995,4*7  O L H I l i n U  T R A V IS

The “ S U P E R C H A R G E R ”
o f  m o d e l  a irp la n e  p e r fo r m a n c e

Some of its astounding qualities:
1. Cures stalling when correctly used ! I
2. Gives as high as 35% increase in performance 

efficiency over other bearings ! 1
3. Reduces motor oscillation and absorbs vibra

tion 1 !
4. Protects propeller from damage in high-speed, 

head-on crashes ! !
Travis M ulti-Flex Bearing, 20c each P .P . T. M .- 

F. B. with Free Wheeling Clutch. 65c P .P .
Discounts to Dealers and Manufacturers.

TRAVIS MODEL AIRPLANE CO.
Dent. D.5, CO LO RA D O  S P R IN G S , CO LORADO

“ C O N T A C T ”
brings you postpaid, one 2(T full size Super De- 
tailed Plan, including dummy motor, printed 

balsa, rib and former sheets. Each plan contains com 
plete wing layouts, picture, and loads of detail. -F  ve 
to pick from. Macchi-Castoldi Seaplane, Vought Corsair, 
Boeing P-26 Low W ing, Fckker D-8 and Boeing F4-B4. 
A ll five $1.00 postpaid. Free with 25c order, 25-1/16x1/16 
atrip balsa. F fee with 50c order or over. 20" Bristol F ghter 
detailed plan plus 25-1/16x1/16 strip balsa. No Stamps.

RiddeM Model Co. IO!)'YonMkm,inN.i<lfrA,'i"
Earn Xmas Money Easy
Boy Representatives Wanted-Big Commissions
Act as our agent or dealer on the popular Presque Isle 
values In model airplanes and supplies. No capital needed. 
Quick sellers. Generous money-making offer. You receive 
your commissions in advance. Only one agent to a com
munity— sell all your friends. Write for details TODAY.

ings. Fasten the engines onto the front 
end of each nacelle, then slip the cowls 
on and fasten them with cement.

You may build up the fairing fillets 
between the fuselage and wing roots 
with either solid balsa pieces, or balsa 
dust mixed with aerodope. After mak
ing these, coat the entire model twice 
with aerodope and when thoroughly dry, 
sand cross grain with smooth sand pa
per.

Color the model with aluminum paint. 
For markings, paint the usual Lockheed 
insignia on the fins and the Depart
ment of Commerce numbers on the rud
ders and wings. The lettering is black 
and the Lockheed trademark is red.

And now, here are those performance 
figures:

Lockheed “Electra” Model 10A
Performance (With the Full Gross Weight) 

Takeoff Run at Sea L evel....950 Ft.

Takeoff Time at Sea Level.... 15 Seconds
Maximum Rate of Climb at Sea

Level (W h eels U p ) ........................1140 F t ./M in .
L an ding Speed at Sea Level

(W in g  Flaps D o w n )..................... 48 G a l ./H r .
Fuel Consum ption at 7 5 %  Pow 

er (A s  Per P ratt & W h itn ey) . 63 M .P .H .
Cruising R ange at 7 5 %  Power

(200 Gallons— 757 Liters) . . . . 7 7 0  Miles
Fuel Consum ption at 6 5 %  Pow 

er (A s  Per P ratt & W h itn e y ) .42 G a l./H r .
Cruising Range at 65% Power

(200 Gallons— 757 L it e r s ) . . . .  850 Miles
Service Ceiling (Both E n g in e s ). 21,650 F t.
Ahsglute Ceiling (Roth E n g in e s ). 23,650 Ft.
Absolute Ceiling W ith  Full Load  

and O n e E n g in e .............................. 6300 Ft.
Absolute Ceiling W ith  H alf Fuel 

D um ped and One E n gin e . . . .  7450 F t.
M axim um  Speed at Sea Level

C93% P o w e r ) .................................... 190 M .P .H .
M axim um  Speed a t 5000 F t. at

100% power...........................206 M.P.H.
Cruising Speed at Sea Level at 

7 5 %  p ow er......................................... 172 M .P .H .
Cruising Speed at 5000 Ft. at 

7 5 %  p o w er......................................... 182 M .P .H .
Cruising Speed at 11,400 F t . at 

7 5 %  pow er......................................... 195 M .P .H .
Cruising Speed at Sea Level at 

6 5 %  p o w er......................................... 160 M .P .H .
C ruisin g Speed a t 5000 Ft. at 

6 5 %  p o w er......................................... 170 M .P .H .
Cruising Speed a t 13,200 F t. at 

6 5 %  pow er. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  185 M .P .H .

How to Make the Airspeed Envoy
(Continued from page 53)

the rudder and elevators of sheet balsa. 
I would suggest doping the tail so that 
you will be able to get better results 
when paint is applied. The next step is 
to glue the tail in place as illustrated 
in the diagram. A thin groove may be 
used to demark the stationary parts 
of the tail from the movable ones. A 
groove of the same type may be em
ployed to outline the windows of the 
cabin.

W in g s  a n d  M otors 
The wings are next constructed. They 

must be made of soft halsa, By refer
ring to the top and front view of the 
ship, the size and shape of the wing is 
obtained. Sandpaper is used to give 
cross sectional shape. Details such as 
landing lights may be put on if so de
sired. A groove will also prove useful in 
showing the separating lines between 
wing and ailerons. The wing is then 
coated with dope, and the engine fair
ings are constructed. Soft wood will

prove excellent in the construction of 
the fairings. The engines and cowlings 
may be bought at any supply house and 
placed on the model. The landing gear 
may be made so as to be in either a re
tracted or lowered position.

The wings are finally glued on the 
fuselage. Carefully note the dihedral 
angle in the wing. The tail wheel must 
now be put on the ship, then you will be 
ready to paint your model. In order to 
get. a good paint, job, dope the entire 
model a few more times, sandpapering 
the surface between each coat of dope. 
Since this is a commercial model, there 
is no standard color scheme. The build
er may select any color, or colors, he 
wishes. I would suggest that you use a 
lacquer paint and that you give the 
model a coat of clear lacquer after you 
have completed painting it. The windows 
and grooves of the ship should be paint
ed black regardless of the color the 
builder chooses for the model.

The Gas Model Comes Into Its Own

G ive  y o u rs e lf  a  lo t  o f  fu n  and a 
C hristm as g ift  at the sam e tim e . M ake 
a  m o d e l o f  this n ew  U. S . N avy w ar 
vesse l. I t ’ s easy to  d o . Just sen d  the 
r e d  d isc  o r  the g re e n  ca rto n  fr o m  a 
tu b e  o f  D u co  H ou se h o ld  C em ent and 
w e’ ll  sen d  y o u  ea sy -to -fo llo w  b lu e 
p r in ts , w ith ou t ch a rg e . L arge tubes 
o f  th is  q u ick -d ry in g  ce m e n t, 2 5 c  at 
d r u g , stationery am i h ardw are stores. 
S en d  fo r  b lu e  prin ts to  D U P O N T , 
D ep t. K -6 , W ilm in g to n , D eL  
TRANSPARENT • WATERPROOF

DUCO Household CEMENT

D D C C m i r  IC I E MODEL AIRCRAFT CO.r n c a y u t  ij l c  92ew.6thst.10ept.B-7)
PENNA.

G a s o lin e  M o to r s  for
Boat and Airplane Models. 1 and 2 
Cylinder Motors. Send 10c in Coin for 
information and sectional view draw
ing of 1 eyl. motor.

POWER MODEL 
BOAT &  AIRPLANE CO.

134 So. Clinton Street 
Chicago. III. Dept. A - l i

(Continued from page 50)

a flight of twenty-one minutes, this time 
with a one-quarter ounce limit. The 
Eastern States meet saw Kovel make 
his record-breaking flight of more than 
64 minutes—three times the old record. 
A month later, I nearly broke Kovel’s 
record, but with a larger allowance on 
gas. Surely, two exceptionally good 
days could not be offered as explana
tion for the hour flights—for other 
models flown at the same time did not 
perform as well. In short better model 
engineering attacked the problem and, 
presumably, defeated it. Our job now 
is to elaborate on the principles we have 
established, and this should keep us 
busy for some time before we drain 
everything possible in the way of per
formance from our models. Expense is 
involved, for it takes at least $15.00 to

tant contests held for powered models. 
At New York, Bassett won with twenty- 
eight minutes, but he was allowed un
limited gas. Next year he won the East
ern States Contest at Newark with six 
minutes on one-eighth of an ounce of 
gas per pound-weight of the ship. He 
also won the Nationals that year with
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build a model similar in construction 
to mine—minus the engine. I should 
not advise a beginner to experiment 
with a costly model until he gets used 
to the eccentricities of gas craft. Rath
er, I should suggest a stick model of 
plain design, and rough construction. 
With one of these, one can get over his 
inexperience with the motor and with 
the action of the plane. As little as 
two weeks of this sort of work is suf
ficient to prepare one. I might say, 
however, that an experienced rubber 
builder, with a little knowledge of the 
motor, will quickly get into the “feel” 
of championship models.

In conclusion, I wish to make one 
point clear: The field is wide open
for the right kind of experimentation. 
It is impossible to put a limit on the 
possible performances of this type of 
craft. We will be building models short
ly that can keep directly over the field 
almost indefinitely and I hope that by 
that time many of you rubber-model 
fans will be among the contestants.

In the meantime, F l y in g  A ces would 
like to know if you model department 
readers would like more articles on gas 
models. Address, Model Editor, F l y in g  
A ces, 67 West 44th Street, New York 
City.

The Stinson Reliant SR-6
(Continued from, page 36)

ing (side view) and cement it to the 
fuselage at B9. The 5/8" wheel is 
mounted on a small piece of .014 wire. 
This wire runs upward through the 
small balsa piece and is secured in the 
1/8" by 1/4" that forms the hook 
mounting.

T a il  A ss e m b l y

npHE stabilizer halves and the rudder 
are laid out directly on the plans or 

tracings. Provision is made for movable 
controls—if they are desired. Sheet 
aluminum of a very light gauge is used 
for hinges, serving the purpose well 
and avoiding tedious work. The spars 
are 1/16" by 3/16". The cross pieces are 
all cut from 1/32" sheet using the pat
terns given. The edges are of 1/16" 
bamboo and are bent around a candle 
flame to the required shape. Pins are 
stuck in the bench to hold the bamboo in 
position until the cement has set.

Cover each side of all surfaces with 
individual pieces of tissue. If you are 
building the movable controls, the 
hinges should be cut to size and at
tached at the proper positions. Be sure 
that the aluminum is thin enough to 
permit free movement of the controls. 
Dope the finished surfaces lightly and 
smooth all the edges with dope.

The tail fillets are cut from soft 
balsa 2 3/4" by 7/8" by 9/16" and 
sanded smooth. They are attached di
rectly to the sides of the fuselage at 
the position shown on the side view. 
The stabilizer halves are cemented to 
the fillets. The rudder or fin is attached 
to the fuselage on the center stringer. 
The tail braces of 1/16" by 1/8" are 
cut to the required length and cemented 
in place (as shown on the dilferent 
views).

W in g s

VSIINGS are laid out on the drawings 
* ’  preparatory to assembly. The ribs, 

and flap sections are cut from 1/32" 
sheet with the exception of the end 
pieces of the movable sections. These 
latter pieces are cut from 1/16" sheet 
balsa. The leading edge of 1/8" sq. is 
shaped and glued in place. Check its 
alignment carefully from above and 
from the front. The auxiliary spar for 
mounting the ailerons and wing flaps 
is 1/16" by 1/4" and is cemented in 
place as directed in the wing drawings.

The fillet blocks are shaped from soft 
balsa 5" by 19/32" by 17/32". The 
longest edge, as shown in the detail, is 
similar to the wing section and is at
tached with cement directly to the first 
rib. The shorter edge is drilled to re
ceive the bamboo hold-on pegs that run 
through the fuselage. These pegs are 
shown clearly in both the front and 
top views. They are inserted in position 
against the adjacent formers and flush 
with the top of the longerons, then 
firmly, cemented. The aileron and flap 
spars are 1/8" by 3/16", are rounded as 
shown in the wing sections, and are 
then cemented into position. The tips 
are of 1/16" sq. bamboo bent to the re
quired shape around a candle flame. 
The trailing edges are shaped from 
1/16" by 3/16" stock.

To cover, use a separate piece of 
tissue for each side of both left and 
right wing panels, flaps, and controls. 
Trim all edges with care, and dope all 
frayed edges smooth.

The panels are next forced on the 
bamboo pins and cemented in place. 
Stiff paper fillet covers are cut to the 
shape required by your particular job 
and cemented to the fuselage along the 
outermost stringer and to the fillet 
block at the position designated in the 
top plan. The front wing brace is cut 
to the given size and streamlined from 
a piece of 1/8" by 1/4". The rear brace 
or strut is taken from the remainder of 
the 1/16" by 3/16" trailing edge stock. 
All the struts run from the landing 
gear fillet upward and rearward to the 
wing spars. Small N struts of 1/16" by 
1/8" are cut to the given lengths and 
assembled at the designated positions.

13 0  FLYING SCALE MODEL

DEWOITINE D-500
[ A real kit! A sensational value!

The Latest French Pursuit Ship
M’f ’d by Joe F. Battaglia

> This model is capable of a flight average o f 57 seconds,

JUST look at these exclusive, special fea
tures found in no other kit:

l 1. All fuselage bulkheads, wing and tail ribs 
l die cut and notched ready to assemble.
\ 2. All spars, stringers, longerons, etc., stripped 
. to exact size.
■ 3. Full-size drawing, full details, accurate 

instructions.
Finished 9" Jap. “Paulownia” wood prop. 

• 5. Spinner and wheels of hard wood, accu
rately drilled.
7% ft. of %  flat “Brown” rubber.

* 7. 2 bottles of Cement and Dope.
• 8. 2 large sheets of Jap. Silver Colored tissue. 
\ 9. The latest patented innovation: Tips of all 

parts colored, for better identification.
; Only the highest
► g r a d e  materials

in this kit.
> Dealers! Jobbers!

W rite for full
details. 165

Local 
15c extra

Canada and W. 
of Miss, add 20c 
for mailing and 

handling. 
Money Orders 

only.
No Stamps, 
or checks.

Battaglia Junior Aircraft Co.
1361 Castle Hill Ave. Bronx, N. Y.

Ready-to-Fly 10c

JOBBERS and DEALERS WANTED
Hundreds o f thousands of these ready-built, Guar- 
anteed-to-fly R .O .G .'s have been sold; and millions 
more will be sold by wide-awake jobbers and dealers 
who answer this ad. F lies 100 to 150 feet con
sistently. Crash-proof. W rite, on your business 
letterhead, for low wholesale prices. Sample dozen 
$1.00 postpaid. Less than one dozen not sold. N o 
C .O .D .'s, no free samples.

WESTERN AIRCRAFT MFG. CO.
1269 S. Norton Ave. Los Angeles

B e Sure to Read
The SPECIAL OFFER to 

F l y in g  A ces  Readers
on page 88 of this isBue

Learn How to Operate a Plane In Your Own Home

with this TRAINING PLANE
Not a Toy!Art Amazing New Invention!

A practical training plane developed 
at the Casey Jones School of Aero
nautics, Newark, N. J. indorsed by 
such famous pilots as Casey Jones, 
Amelia Earhart, Lieutenant-Colonel 
Vaughn, Lee War render and many 
others. Learn how to take off, climb, 
dive, bank, turn; how to avoid side
slips, stalls, tailspins, and other 
dangers ; teaches you all about flying 

—and works just like a real airplane. Go through the actual maneuvers of the 
aces. Comes complete, all ready to assemble. Simple directions with every set. 
Anyone can set it up in a very short time. Actually promotes knowledge of 
aviation. Clip this advertisement and mail with remittance NOW.
Training Plane Dept., Heaney Laboratory, Glenn Curtis Airport, Jackson Heights, L. I.

1
A t Y our Dealer 

$1.15 by mail 
$1.30 W. of 

Mississippi 
$1.60 Foreign 

C.O .D . 15c extra
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BUYERS’ DIRECTORY
Airplanes and Accessories, Schools— 

Flying Instruction
$5 per inch— Payable in Advance

AIRPLAN E SUPPLIES

NEW AIRPLANES ONLY $25.00
down. The Fam ous 98 T rain er, one and 
tw o place, beautiful m id w in g  design, 
welded steel fuselage, $98.00 each and up. 
Propellers $2 .98, u p ; 40 h .p . M otors, 
$49.98 : 700 A ir  W h eels, including hubs, 
$16.00 per set. Send 25c for  m ore in fo rm a
tion and easy paym ent plan.
UNIVERSAL AIRCRAFT CO., Dept. I ,  Fort Worth, Texas

A E R O N AU TICAL FRATERNITY

A ON
A P P R E N T I C E S

A IR-M IN D ED  Young Men interested in 
onteritx: sntices.

Write immediately, enclosing stamp, to 
MECHAN1X - UNIVERSAL 

AVIATION SERVICE 
P. 0. Box 33 ibeit. ] pfitroit, Mteft,

PATEN T ATTORN EY

P A T E N ! Y O U R  ID E A S
Send me a sketch or sim- 
pie model of your inven- 
t l o n .  S A T IS F A C T O R Y  
TER M S . DO  IT  NOW!
cpppillustrated Literature 
r n  Confidential Advice
Z. H. POLACHEK
1234 Broadway, N.Y,

CLASSIFIED DIRECTORY
Use. this Directory for prompt response. Rate: 10c Dei 
word (minimum 20 words.) CA SH  W ITH  O R D ER . Maki 
remittances payable to:

H A R R Y  S A U N D E R S
Classified Ad. Manager, 230 West 41st St.. New York.
___________ MO D EL S — M A T E R IA L S — EQ U IP M EN T
M IR A C U LO U S ! Cement 4 oz. Send for free plan and 
catalogue. E. & M. Model Aero Shop, 4802 Clarendon
ltd., Bklyn, N. Y . ______________________________
T R A N S P A R EN T  Model Airplane Cement, tew prices on 
Bottles, Tubes, Bulk. State quantity. Stay-Tite Products
Co., 3107 Detroit Ave., Cleveland, 6.___________________
C H R IS T M A S  Special. One dozen Balsa Strippers and a 
three cylinder Aluminum Compressed Air Motor $3.75 
postpaid. Expires January 1, 1936. One stripper only 50e. 
It. Hetherington, 4526 Corliss Street, Lo,s Angeles. 
B A L S A  Odds and Ends! Wonderful balsa bargains! Big 
"Workshop Bag1' 18" Strips, Sheets, Blocks 10c and 3c 
postage. "Suwanee River" 20c postpaid. "Plantation" 
contains 36" balsa, also rubber, tissue, bamboo, 30e post
paid. Tropical Woods, 8637, Tampa, Florida.____________

A IR P L A N E  EQ U IP M EN T — PH O TO G R A PH S
U. S. A R M Y light weight aviator’s suits; large pockets; 
wide-belted; suitable for flying, motorcycling, hunting 
and all outdoor uses. Limited quantity; new, $7.50 each, 
delivered; slightly used, in excellent condition, $5.00 each, 
delivered. Adams Factors Co., 17-FA West 38th St., 
New York City.
R E A L  Photographs or Aeroplanes, Railways and Ships. 
Lists and specimen cards 8c each. (State which subject 
required) Real Photographs Co. (Dept. F .) 9 Union 
Court. Liverpool, England.

_ _  B U S IN E S S  O P P O R T U N IT IE S ________________
H E L P  Wanted. Men and women everywhere. Home work. 
For information send ten cents to cover cost of handling 
and mailing. General Service Oo., 1533 Hudson Boulevard, Jersey City.
S P E C I A L S  —A IR  P I S T O L S  & R I F L E Sioo M ir r
AIR PISTOL®
No license, powder or pumping. Fur/ 
target practice, small game, rats,I  w 
etc. Young men or grown-ups WillN^E^Tj -a
find these ideal. Well made, strong. 1 4“
powerful, easy loading; heavy metal, wood 
stocks. 7 in. overall; wt. 1 lb. 500 steel BB’ s 
F R E E . Extra Steel Shot, 50c per 500.
K senfire , single eh t̂ oinfol SOGBB’ s, Darts. Target Free,. . _ _
Haenel M odel XV Rifle (lis t $7 001 s in g le , S p ec ia l................. $ 4  95
C rossm an Air Rifles, 22 cal. S in g le—? S .95. R ep ea ter . . $ 1 0 .9 5
Benjam in Air R ifles, s in g le  shot $4 .95 . R ep ea ter .......................$ 6 .9 5
50J P e l le t s -  177-75C; 2 2 -$ l,0 O ; Darts 1 7 7 -2 5 r ; 22 c a l . - 6 0 c  doz.

Box~2t> ta rge ts—5l)e* Clown Iron T a r g e t -$ 2 .5 0  
$2 D e p o s it  on C O D ’ s. Send 3c stam p fi r  bargain  ca ta log  Rifles. 

P isto ls . B ;n ocu la rs , T e le scop es , M icro sco p e s , K n iv e s , C om p a ss , e t c ,  
LEE SALES CO. (Dept. FA) 3 5  W est 32n d  St. New Y o rk

D istributors for PGH
"A m erica 's Finest S olid  S cale M o d e ls**

wanted for DETROIT (and surrounding), CLEVELAND - 
COLUMBUS (and surrounding), CHICAGO (and sur
rounding), NEW YORK (and surrounding), PHILADEL
PHIA (and surrounding). Write on your letterhead for 
list of dealers available in these rich territories, and 
value of distributing the fast-selling PGH. Kits.

PGH. Scale Model Airplane & Supply Co.
C35 Penn Ave.. Dept. F - f ,  Pittsburgh, Pa.

Cowling, Propeller, and Motor 
T H  E cowling is built up as shown on 

the top view from sheet balsa discs. 
They are marked out with a compass 
and glued up. The front three are 1/4" 
sheet and are also cut out to the correct 
diameter in the center to receive the 
removable motor or plug. The fourth 
also is 1/4" sheet hut has only the 
square hole cut to receive Ihe plug-. The 
remaining three sheets are 8/16" in 
thickness and are cut out to the various 
internal sizes required. After the whole 
unit has been glued up and dried, it is 
shaped with a blade sliver and neatly 
sanded with fine paper. The completed 
unit is cemented against the front of 
the fuselage. The crankcase is shaped, 
as shown, from a block 1 1/16" sq. and 
3/4" thick. The nine cylinders are cut 
from rounded 3/8" stock or arc built 
up of paper discs of alternate sizes. 
They are well cemented to the crank
case. The square section shown at the 
rear of the plug is 1/4" thick and per
mits use of the motor as a removable 
plug. The small blocks shown on the 
cowling in our photo of the real plane 
cover the rocker arm housings. They 
can be cut to shape from balsa scraps 
you have at hand.

The propeller blank is cut as shown 
from a block 9" by 1 3/4" by 13/16". 
The carving is done in the- Usual man
ner. The finished blades are smoothed 
with fine sandpaper. If good perform
ance is expected, the balancing should 
be done with precision. Using the pat
tern given, cut two bearings from tin 
sheet and bend the points to sink in 
the wood. Fasten one bearing to the 
front of the plug and the other to the 
rear of the prop hub. A loose washer is 
placed on the shaft between the plug 
and the prop.

The motive power is 8 strands of 1/8" 
flat rubber and should be lubricated 
whether or not a winder is being used. 
An even mixture of green soap and 
glycerine is suitable for lubrication and

can be procured in any drug store. Mix 
only a minute quantity. If brown rub
ber is used, have the motor slightly 
tighter.

Flying the Model
'T'EST your Stinson over deep grass.

If none is available, fly the ship on 
a few turns R.O.G. As the proper bal
ance is ascertained, the number of 
turns are increased. The movable con
trols help to balance the model, But if 
their movement is more than 1/4", use 
small lead weights for balancing. If 
the controls are used too severely, the 
model will be erratic as soon as the 
motor is wound out. Don’t be indifferent 
on this point but make the most of 
your labor. The Stinson Reliant will 
fly any distance up to 400 ft.—if a 
winder is used.

B il l  of M aterials

MA T E R I A L S  required are as fo llo w s : Six 
3 /3 2 "  sq. by 3 6 " balsa for  lo n g ero n s; four  

1 /1 6 "  sq. by 8 6 " balsa for  s trin g e rs ; tw o 1 /1 6 "  
by 3 /1 6 "  by 2 4 " balsa fo r  tra iling edges, stabi
lizer, and rudder s p a r s ; on e 1 /1 6 "  by  1 /4 "  by  
2 4 " balsa fo r  aileron and flap attachm en t spars : 
one 1 / 8 "  by 3 /1 6 "  by 2 4 "  balsa fo r  aileron and 
flap hinge spars ; one 1 / 8 "  sq. by 3 0 " balsa for  
leading e d g e ; one 1 /8 "  by 1 /4 "  by 1 8 " balsa 
fo r  w ing s tru ts ; one 1 /1 6 "  by  3 /1 6 "  by  1 8 "  hard 
balsa fo r  w in g  s tru ts ; one 1 /3 2 "  b y  2 "  sheet 
balsa fo r  all form ers w ing and tail r ib s ; one 
1 /1 6 "  by 2 "  by 6 "  sheet balsa for  special control 
ribs ; one 1 /1 6 "  by 1 /8 "  by 9 "  balsa for  N  struts ; 
tw o 5 "  by 1 9 /3 2 "  by 1 7 /3 2 "  so ft balsa fo r  w ing  
fillet blocks ; tw o 2 3 /4 "  by 7 /8 "  by  9 /1 6 "  soft  
balsa fo r  stabilizer fillets; two 3 / 4 "  by 7 / 8 "  by 
2 1 / 4 "  so ft  balsa for landing gear fillet blocks ; 
two 3 /8 "  by 1 3 / 8 "  by 3 7 / 8 "  hard balsa for  
landing gear s tru ts ; fou r 2 1 5 /1 6 " by 3 /1 6 "  by  
1 3 /1 6 "  so ft  balsa fo r  wheel p a n ts ; tw o 2 1 5 /1 6 "  
by 9 /1 6 "  by 1 3 /1 6 "  so ft balsa fo r  wheel p a n ts ; 
one 1 / 4 "  by  3 "  by  1 0 " soft balsa fo r  cowling ; 
one 3 /1 6 "  by 9 "  by 3 "  so ft balsa fo r  c o w lin g ; 
one 1 1 /1 6 "  sq. by 3 /4 "  so ft balsa fo r  crankcase; 
one 9 "  by 1 3 /1 6 "  by  1 3 / 4 "  medium balsa fo r  
p ro p e lle r ; one 3 /8 "  sq. by  5 "  so ft  balsa fo r  
cylinders ; one 3 "  by 1 1 /8 "  by 1 / 2 "  so ft balsa  
fo r  windshield peak b lo c k ; and one 5 /8 "  sq. by  
1 / 4 "  so ft  baloa fo r  p lug holder.

M iscellaneous: one 1-oz. c e m e n t ; one 2-oz. 
clear d ope ; tw o sheets Jap t issu e ; 1 f t . .028 
music w ir e ; one 6 "  .014 m u sk  w ire ; three 1 /1 6 "  
by 1 /4 "  by 1 2 "  bam boo; one scrap cellophane; 
9 f t .  o f  1 /8 "  flat ru bber; 1 pair 1 1 /2 "  w heels; 
and one 5 / 8 "  tail wheel.

Flying Aces Stamp Tales
(Continued from page 73)

Icarus. Of these two, this stamp prob
ably honors the father who played safe 
by not trying for any altitude records 
whereas the high-flying Icarus, accord
ing to Greek myth, made a stratosphere 
ascent, went too near the Sun so tjiat 
the wax with which his wings were 
attached melted—and the reckless fel
low cracked up.

Italy beat Uruguay to the first use 
of Pegasus as an air mail design. In 
1928, two small stamps of 50 centesimal 
and five lire values were issued in olive 
brown and dark green. Where the South 
American stamp depicted a proudly 
arched neck, the Italian version has the 
horse’s head thrown back and the fore 
feet drawn up in a nervous prance. 
These two designs (see illustrations) 
provide a fine chance for interesting- 
comparisons. In side-by-side arrange
ment, it appears that Pegasus is “tak
ing-off” in the Italian miniature and 
then has attained the air in the 
Uruguayan portrayal.

But all the myths and fables on air 
mail stamps are not of ancient vintage. 
Spain as late as 1930 helped spread to 
the four winds via an air mail stamp 
the apocryphal tale of the black cat 
that was supposed to have accompanied 
(but didn’t) the lone eagle, Lindbergh, 
on his non-stop hop from New York to 
Paris. The artists might better have 
shown his package of sandwiches.

Next month F lying A ces Stamp 
T ales will deal with an entirely differ
ent angle of this many-sided postal 
hobby, “ crash covers”  collecting is a 
specialty in itself. When in the past a 
plane or pioneer flying bus carrying- 
unofficial mail went into a tale spin and 
cracked up, the mail was in some cases 
salvaged. Charred covers or water- 
soaked contents become mementoes of 
grim and often heroic incidents. Dam
aged stamps and covers (envelopes) be
come highly prized and valuable items 
because of their rarity. A “Crash 
Cover” is a whole story in itself!
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