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C /non— 
BOYS GIRLS 
MEN WOMEN
THESE PRIZES ARE GIVEN TO YOU-Just send fo r  24 packets  of  easy selling 
Garden Spot Seeds which you can easily and quickly sell to your  f r iends  ant 

‘ Return the $2.40 collectedneighbors a t  10c each, 
acco rdance  to our  offers.

e tu rn  the $2.40 collected and select your  Prize In 
SEND NO MONEY-WE TRUST YOU.

6 K nives. <* Forks. 6 Teaspoons. B u tte r K nife. 
Sugar Shell G IV E N  l o r  •oiling  o n ly  o n o  o r  d o r.

o r. cork Am i  and str inge r.

Can be u s e d  
anyw here R ich
ly finished in 
tw o  tone effect 
30 hour move 
m ent D is p o s e  
o f o n ly  1 o rd e r  
a n d  C lo c k  is  
y o u r* . W RITE 
TODAY

Real L iv e  C A N A R Y

d  o  r  a.
W P I T E  
TODAY

S e n t  E rp re e tt C o llec t

10 Piece Priscilla Curtain Set

C urtain Set in refined w hite pa ttern , finish 
«d with 2 1-4 inch ruffle* In colors. Esch 
curtain Is 20x90 Inches, 2 pa irs . 4 Curtains, 
4 Tie-Backs St 2 Ruffled Valances. 10 pieces 
in all All GIVEN to you as one premium  
for distributing only ono order. Postpsid

J U N I O R  G U I T A R GIVEN PRIZE
TYPEWRITER

G e t t h i s  h iin d -n m s  
in s t r u m e n t  N O W .
H e re 's  How J u « t  san d  yom 
n a m e  a n d  uddresg  'S E N D  N O  I 
M O N E Y ) .  W E  T R U S T  Y O U  I 
w ith  24 p k ts  o f G a rd e n  S eed s \ 
to  se ll a t  tO o fa  a p k t W hen  
•o ld  send  t i  4" c o llec ted  and  
W E  W I L L  S E N D  t h i s  m ah o g an y  finis 
g u i ta r  a n d  F '» e  M in u te  In s tru c t io n  B 
ab so lu te ly  F R E E .  S e n d  fo r  seed s N O W .

GIVEN

Ladles* New Fashion W R IS T  W A TC H  
G I V E N

3FOOTTELESCOPE_9
Gives new plesxui

M i d g e l  R o c k e t  R A D IO  GIVEN
for selHng only two 24 packet orders of Gordon Spot foods st 10c a 
pat. Radio needs no b s tle r le s  o r e lectrical connections Is com r'-*~ —a 
ready for use  anyw here SEND NO M O NEY. WE TR U S T TOW.
Ju s t use th is  Coupon. Do not w ait, do it  NOW 

I W rite for SrecM to- 
L a n c a s te r  C o u n ty  S o a d  C o ..

C r i n k l e d  B E D  S P R E A D
>nt re s tin g  shades

B A S K E T B A L L  GIVEN
Latest Rubber Valve Type 
S o n d  N o  M o n o y . Ju s t nam e 
and  address G iv e n  fo r  d is 
p o s in g  o f  o n ly  2 4  p k ts . o f  
G o rd o n  S p o t  S o o d s  a t  X O c a 

*-* " 'K IT E  FO ”
H u rry ’

SEND NO MONEY 
J u s t  MAIL COUPON

B lu e  B ird  G r a n i te  C o o k in g  S e t  
Will M ak t
You Proud Convenient and  san ita ry  kitchen ' 

n fV m ir  utensils E n tire  Set. given a s  one 
T" ur P rem ium , consists o f  fou r re g u la r

sized pieces: 1 M ixing Bowl, I Pud 
d ing  r a n .  I P reserv ing  K ettle , w ith 
handle. I Sauce Pan O iv a n  fo r

12 Fleet Rose Pclal DINNER SET G IVEN

S o t  G IV E N  *oa so ilin g  2  O rd e r*  S e n t e ip r e s s  c o lle c t.

for seeds TODAY 
M o n e y . W a  T r u s t  Y o u .  
G o  F irs t .

Home BARBER Outfit
H e re  Is a

th e m  to  th e  
b a rb e r  C on 
s is ts  o f  o n e  
p a ir  o f  g u a r 
a n te e d  H a ir  
C lip p e rs  sn 
m e a s  b a rb e r  
uses fo r  th e  
Is te s t

p a ir  D iam o n d  P o in t R artoer S h e a rs  A 7 in c h  
B a rb e i  C om b G IV E N  fo r  s a lt in g  1 o rd e r.

r Lancaster County Seed Co 
Station 320, Paradise. Pa.I Please send me 24 packets (one 
Garden Spot Seeds to sell at 10 c 
for a fine Gift. 1 will sell ant 
seeds In 30 days. Also send Hi

I with my Kegular Premium the 
PR OM PTNESS PRIZES SHOW N

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

I Post Office .........................................

State ...................................................

I Street or R F. 0 ......................... B
Print your last name plainly

J  .Sale 2 cents I y U Jinsr-L , pasting ant 
^  th it Coupon on a lo  Post Card T



you’re that man, here’s something that will 
interest you.

Not a magic formula—not a get-rich-quick 
scheme—but something more substantial, more practical.

Of course, you need something more than just the 
desire to be an accountant. You’ve got to pay the price 
—be willing to study earnestly, thoroughly.

Still, wouldn’t it be worth your while to sacrifice some 
of your leisure in favor of interesting home study—over 
8 comparatively brief period in your life? Always pro
vided that the rewards were good—a salary of $2,000 
to $10,000?

An accountant's duties are interesting, varied and of 
real worth to his employers. He has standing!

Do you feel that such things aren’t for you? Well, 
don’t be too sure. Very possibly they can be!

Why not, like so many before you, investigate 
LaSalle’s modern Problem Method of training for an 
accountancy position?

Just suppose you were permitted to work in a large 
accounting house under the personal supervision of an 
expert accountant. Suppose, with his aid, you studied 
accounting principles and solved problems day In’ day 
—easy ones at first—then the more difficult ones. If you 
could do this—and if you could turn to him for advice 
as the problems became complex—soon you’d master 
them all.

_ You cover accountancy from the basic Principles 
right’up through Accountancy Systems and Income Tax 
Procedure. Then you add C. P. A. Training and pre
pare for the C. P. A. examinations.

As you go along, you absorb the principles of Audit
ing, Cost Accounting, Business Law, Statistical Con
trol, Organization, Management and Finance.

Your progress is as speedy as you care to make it— 
depending on your own eagerness to learn and the time 
you spend in study.

Will recognition come? The only answer, ns you know, 
is that success does come to the man who is real; - 
trained. I t ’s possible your employers will notice your 
improvement in a very few weeks or months. Indeed, 
many LaSalle graduates have paid for their training — 
with increased earnings—before they have completed id 
For accountants, who are trained in organization and 
management, are the executives of the future.

Write For This Free Book
For your own good, don’t put off investigation o f  
the facts. Write for our free 48-page book, "Accoun
tancy, The Profession That Pays." I t ’ll prove tb - : 
accountancy offers brilliant futures to those who aren’t 
afraid of serious home study. Send us the coupon now.

Over  1850 Certified

That’s the training you follow in principle under the 
LaSalle Problem Method.

Pubfic Accountants am ong  
L aSalle  alumni

LASALLE EXTENSION UNIVERSITY
A C O R R ESPO N D E N C E  INSTITUTION

I I 01 S. tt.rMtnn Aye., DbbI. 4H29-HR. Chicaco. III.
I  w a n t to  be a n accou n tan r. Send me, wi tho nt cos tor obligation, the 48-page book, "Accountancy, 
The Profession That Pays," and lull information about your accountancy training program.

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

Address......... ....... .....................................................



• EVERY STORY B R A N D - N E W •

Vcl. XX, No. 2 BRUCE M cALESTE R, Editor April, 1940

A Full Book-Length W ar-Air Novel

MURDER PATROL
By LIEUT. SCOTT MORGAN

( P ro fu se ly  illu s tra ted )

John M asters, the W orld ’s M ost Famous Sky Fighter, Pits H im self 
Against a Diabolical N azi Suicide Squadron! W hen  H u n  Raiders 
Menace British Sea Power, a Nemesis Rides to Battle Scavengers 
of the Sky  . . .. . . . ... ... .. ... 12

Zooming Short Stories
FOKKER FODDER . . . . . Robert Sidney Bowen

X T a il-S fin  Drops Pilot Cox h flc  the Frying Pan

UNOFFIC IAL............................. . ! Johnston Carroll
A Newshawk Engages H im self in  a Furious Combat of L ife  and. D eath!

83
94

A Timely Special Feature
THE TRUTH ABOUT FINLAND'S AIR FORCE . Arch Whitehouse 76

Stealght-from-the-Shoulder Talk About One of the Pivotal Factors 
in Europe’s M ad Scramble for Poster!

Other Flying Features
THE STORY OF THE COVER . . . .  Special Feature 75 
WORLD WAR MODEL PLANES A Builder's Department 90

H ow  to Build the Alban ess

THE SHIP OF THE MONTH . . Illustrated Feature 99
Germany’s H cm kcl He, 1 1 2

THE L. E. A, FLYING COURSE . . . .  Bruce McAlesfer 100 
AROUND THE H A N G A R .............................A Department 102

Jo in  T H E  L O N E  E A G L E S  O F  A M E R I C A ! See Coupon on Page 106 
See  P E N  P A L S , Page 6, and S W A P  C O L U M N , Page 113
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( will Train You at Home in Sparelime
fora GOOD JO ! IN RADIO

J. E. S M ITH , President 
National Radio Institute 
Established 25 years.

Radio Is a young, growing field with a  future*, 
offering many good pay spar© time and full 
time job opportunities. And you don’t hay© 
to give up your present job to become a  Radio 
Technician. I  train you right at homo in  your 
sparo time.-

W h y M any Radio Techni
cians Make $30, $40, 

$50 a Week
Radio broadcasting stations employ engineers, 
operators, technicians. Rail in manufacturers 
employ testers, inspectors, foremen, service- 
mon in good-pay jobs. Radio jobbers, dealers, 
employ install a lion anil servicemen. Many 
Radio Technicians open their own Radio sales 
and repair businesses and make $3<i, $10, $50 
a week. Others hold their regular jobs and 
make $5 to Sin a week fixing Radios in sparo 
time. Automobile, police, aviation. Commer
cial Radio; loudspeaker systems, electronic 
devices, offer good opportunities. My training 
includes Television, which promises to open 
good jobs soon.

Many Make $5 4o $10 a 
Week Extra in Spare Tim e  

W h ile  Learning
The day you enroll, T start sending you Extra 
Money Job Sheets which start showing you 
how to do Radio repair jobs. Throughout your

Course I send plans and directions which 
have helped many malto $:1Q0 to $500 a year 
in  eparo time wiiiio learning. I  sent! special 
Radio equipment to conduct experiments and 
build circuits. This 50-50 training method 
makes learning at homo interesting, fascinat
ing, practical. I ALSO GIVE YOU A MOD
ERN. PROFESSIONAL. ALL-WAVE, ALL
PURPOSE SET SERVICING INSTRUMENT 
to help you make more money fixing Radios 
while learning and equip you for full time 
work after you graduate.

Find Out W hat Radio 
Offers You

Act Today! Mail the coupon for my 64-page 
Book, “Rich Rewards in Radio." I t points 
out Radio's spare time and full time oppor
tunities ami those coming in Television; Mis 
about my Course in Radio and Television;

shows many letters from men I  have trained, 
toiling what they aro doing and earning. Road 
my money back agreement, MAIL COUPON 
in an envelope, or paste on a peony post
card—NOW I

J .  E. SM ITH. President 
Dept. 0 D 09 ,

National Radio Institute 
Washington, D. C .

IT ’S N O T TO O  L A T 6 %
TAKE MT TIP AND MAIL 

THAT COUPON TO

C B B a iB B a B II
5  J. E.  S M I T H .  President, Dept. 0 0 0 9 .
3 National Radi© Institute, Washington, D. C.
Q fiend mo FREE, without obligation, your 6 !-page book "Rich 
B Rewards in Radio" which points out Radio’s opportunities and 
9 fills how you tra in  men at home to be Radio Technicians, 
|  (Write Plainly.)

Name.

■ A ddress..................................................... ....................
■
® City....................................................................... State



H ere are som e new members o f T H E  
L O N E  E A G L E S  O F  A M E R I C A — ail air 
fans. Many others w ill be listed  in the 
next issue. The figures in parenthesis are 
the ages of the members.

Fascinating, Profitable Profession
NOW  OPEN to More Men <•» Women
J f  y o u  rtro lo o k in g  f a r  a N E W  a n d  B E T T E R  w a y  t o  m a k e  a  l i v in g ,  ta k e  
« p  S v /cu i-d i WanKiffi', f o r  n o w  y o u  c a n  le a r n  a t  h o m e . T h is  in t e r e s t in g  
b ig  p a y  p io f f .-M o u  w f o r  y ea rn  a v a i la b le  o n ly  t o  a  f e w .  I t s  s e c r e t s  
w o r e  guar«j»<« j»»;.lou sly  a n d  fa f iu lo u s  p r ic e s  w e r e  p a id  f o r  in s t r u c t io n .  
T h is  t r in e  in s t i f c t i n n  i s  n o w  a v a i la b le  t o  v o u  a t  a  m e r e  fr a c t io n  o f  
t h e  fo r m e r  p r ic e  a n d  y o u  n e e d  n o t  le a v e  y o u r  p r e s e n t  w o r k  u n t i l  y o u  
h a v e  q u a lif ie d  a s  a n  e x p o r t  a n d  can  co m m a n d  a n  e x p e r t ’s  p a y .  T h e  
d e m a n d  fo r  BOTH M EN A N D  W OM EN h a s  sh o w n  a  s t e a d y  
in c r e a s e  a n d  l e w .  i f  a n y ,  h a v e  e v e r  Jacked  e m p lo y m e n t .

L E A R N  IN  9 0  D A TS A T HOME
U s e  sp a re  t im e  a t  h o m e  t o  m a s te r  a  p r o f e s s io n  w h ic h  h a s  
m a d e  th o u sa n d s  o f  d o l la r s  fo r  a m b itU n io  m en  arid w o m e n .
M an y  g r a d u a te s  h a v e  c o m p le te d  t h e ir  t r a in in g  in  th r e e  
month*: b u t y o u  c a n  tafco y o u r  o w n  t im e ,  i t  n e e d  n o t  in te r 
f e r e  w i th  e i t h e r  w o r k  o r  p le a s u r e .  A ll in s t r u c t io n  h a s  
L ech  p r  i , ijv d  b y  ti>« te a c h e r s  in  o u r  fa m o u s  r e s id e n t  
s c h o o l—ih e  s a m e  m a te r ia !  i s  u s e d  a n d  a  DIPLOM A i s  
a w a r d e d  upon, g r a d u a l io n .

ANATOMY CHARTS AND BOOKLET F R E E  
N® OS»3«gaticn OS A ny K in d  SEND COUPON
T H E  CO L L E G E  OF SW E D ISH  M A SSA G E (S u c c e s so r  to  N a t io n a l C o lle g e  
o f  M a ssa g e ) , D e p t. 6 6 3  — 3 0  E. A d a m s S t . ,  C h ica g o
Y ou m ay  ren d  m e  FR EE an d  p o s tp a id ,  A n a to m y  C h a rts , b o o k le t , c o n .  
t a b l in g  p h o to g r a p h s  a n d  i d l e r s  fr o m  g r a d u a te s  an d  c o m p le te  d e t a i l s  
c f  you*' o ffer .
Nam e

Address   ............................ . .
C i t y - .  .............. .................................................................  S ta te

Bar.N; r .  Cardozo (12), 55 Davis Road, N. \Vcs.tr»c. t.
Mas

W a rr . t r  W iltsc  ( IT ) ,  014 N . W a sh in g .o n , Chunw:.'-, 
K an.-as.

A km  C ohen  (1 4 ) ,  1006—Oth S t., N , E . Yvi: s h in i e r , ,  
D. C.

J o h n  A n ta lo e i (2 5 ) . 30 C o tta g e  A vo., S .H .F ., M asu. 
J o se p h  W ood (1 8 ) , 818 K irkw ood  S t., W ilm in g to n , D« 5. 
M elvin  Sna.ykin ( l S ^ ) ,  4122 \V , 16 th  S.L, Chicaj-ro, I'.1. 
E l m - L a d  in  (1 7 ) , 52:30 N . W in th ro p  A v - C h 'k ’i^x.. 
Bobby S tone  (1 4 ) , 2722 G ilbert, D allas, T ex .
N < S i - r i n g e r  (1 9 ) , W a ila k i , T a n u iru , N . Z ealand . 

T»pch. Con ra th ,  W ise.
Del R oy S h a n a h a n  (1 0 ) . 437 N o r th a m p to n  St.-, B uff:.> . 

X . Y.
Ja m - - M eVoy (1 3 ) , 51 M ain  S t.. Gie-ii bo i C c a ti 'J id iy ,

Scot land .
Lest* a A d ria n  son (1 7 ) , 1215 S. C h es tn u t. G reen  B: v. 

W ise.
J a c k  luck-. i;t. (1 4 ) , 916 16th St:., IIioU rnefton, V o.
A nr. Li h n  n s  (1 3 ) , 14 02 A v en u e  K, B rook lyn . N . Y. 
T hom as Lee (1 3 ) , 2111V, N . H ig h la n d  A ve., 13oh:* 

VvomL C alif.
W idd-.m ! \a r s o n  (1 3 ) , 1234 W a te rm a n , D e tro it, M ich. 
Ki.h- r, .), B ouchard  (1 4 ) , 258 V alley  Av:-., N . \V.. 

G ra n d  R ap id s, M ich.
(h .ert -• C o lligan  (1 1 ) , 302 P e a rsa ll A ve,, C ed a rfe W s , 

N . Y.

O R IG IN A L  POEMS, LY R IC S, SONGS by
a recognized Music Organization. On;- fun- 
tracth OUARAMt IlB PUBLICATION, mar 
keting; include export collaboration, wheie 
rc'iniio.I. WU DIVE YOU ADVANTAGES 

NOT OBTAIN A III.TO T5I.S SOW HEIIE. Send your m aterial today. 
M USIC P U B LIS H E R S  A G E N C Y , Dept. X-21, Portland, Oregon.

Bobby Lee D uncan  (1 2 ) , 1229 N . W a h ru t G rove, B.'ccm- 
in.-.-Tpn, IH.

T*d T a n to n  (2 1 ) . K eefe r. S ira th ro y , E n g la n d .
P a u l E . Pollock  (2 6 ) , 601 W . 10th .St., K a n sa s  CLy. 

Y .to o u ri.
R ussell Low es (1 5 ) , H a c k  ley School, T a r ry  tow n, N . Y. 
J s  G i’m o re  (1 0 ) ,  32-34 80 th  S t-, J a c k s o n  H  eigh t r, 

N .  Y .

AST H M A
•SUFMCmiOfFll).'

If yon suffer from Asthma Paroxysms, from coughs, gasp- 
jug. tvbeoz.iug — write quick for daring FREE TRIAL 
OFFER of real relief. Inquiries from so-called “hope
less’* cases especially invited. Write 
NA C0R , 426 * A. State Life Building, Indianapolis, Ind.

BE A  PASSENGER TR A FFIC  INSPECTOR
R A IL W A Y  O R  B U S—W E  N A V E  JO B S

M cr—1 9  t o  SO—w h o  c o m p le te  e a s y ,  h o m e -s tu d y  
c c u r s o  a r e  p la c e d  a t  u p  to  t> lU 3  p e r  m o .,  p lu s  - 
p c iis o s  u i s h u t ,  o r  w e  refu n d  t u i t io n .  Q u a lify  i:i 
v o iir  epnix' l im e .  G e t  F r e e  B o o k le t  dercrib in fC  mu* 21  
v r s .  ’ s o r v h - o .  S T A N D A R D  B U S I N E S S  T R A I N I N G  
I N S T I T U T E ,  D iv .  6 5 0 4 ,  B u f f a lo ,  N .  Y.

E B
AMTQNE,

Now. an electric welding, brazing and Eolderinerj 
Torch, complete with power unit, goggles and 1 

supplies. W o r k s  IN S T A N T L Y  o ff  a n y  lig h t  j 
so c k e t-  Does a  thousand and one repair jobs 
a t  amazingly LOW COST on aluminum, iron, 
steel and o ther metals. in d isp en sab le  for 
Auto, Body and Fender Repairs, and homo 
repairs—shop, factory, farm , engineer, jan i
to r, eheet m etal, radio and bicycle repairs1. 
Anyone can handle without previous ex peri-
pie in struc tions. 19-DAY HOME TRIAL
Writ;' n t onco for  S p ocln U n lrfx tn etorT L ow P n cop f-  
f« r . Tr y  Did 1 Elmiirn; T orch for  10 d nyurdcur ri^s. 
or irot «n« freobxholjjiDU: to  Introduce i t .  ELEC-IKO- 
TO R C H  C O . ,2 e !3 -H F .M k :h is a o  A v e ., C h ica g o

\5:1
J

Quirk in Sturgis (20), ICennett Square. Pa.
Bliiv Vcdfe (18). 900 Front St., Princeton, W. Vn. 
Mike Cainpoli (14). 564 S. 10th St.. Newark. N. J.
Ei b R»-belts (12), 422 Cedar, Springbok!, Ohio.
M uni'I O 'B rie n  (1 4 ) . 21 W ood land  A ve., S tam fo rd , 
_ Co mi.
D an M. M a h a r  (1 8 ) . K w itlity  F a rm , C ra n b rn r .  N» Y. 
W illiam  K< ekhouse (1 5 ) , 1233 M o n lr r ty ,  P ittS b u ig i., 

P e n n sy lv an ia .
F red  J io  rg o n s  (1 3 ) . 1 1557 A r te s ia n , D e tro it, M ich. 
Hayile-e M orejon  (1 4 ) .  16S6 M adison  A ve., N . Y . C. 
J o h n  G ir.in s  ( 1 3 ) .  48-14— 48th S t., W oodsid r, L . ).. 

N . Y.
Ac- Chance (15). 1301 S. 6th St.. Ponca, Ok la.
J a c k  C onley (1 5 ) , 504 J u n c t io n  S t.. E to n  ere , DC?. 
R ay m o n d  S im onds (2 6 ) , 320— 9 th  S t., S . S-> W r.FhiKf- 

5 ors, D. C.
M r. >'G n John son, J r .  (16), -115 J  ohnson St., S t ought c ».

Wh-e.
H arv i y  P ie rc e  (2 9 ) .  C60 W . F laprcr S i., M iam i, l- la . 
Dai L u c as  (1 9 ) , 1720 A r th u r ,  F re sn o , C alif.
Eddie T nm m avo (1 8 ) , 813 G ilfo rd  S i., M cr.u v i) . 

Q uebec, C anada.
E ug '-u - F. De S a n tis  (1 7 ) , 37 Ailcgh* n y  A ve., WV>i 

Ar>! uii-v 'a. P a .
Ray YV. Penn (31). 679 S. 38:h St.. Louisville, Ey. 
Wiilav S. Mundt (40). Box 57, Sunlanu, Calif.
Bob O i'o n  (1 5 ) , B ox  439. E l le t, O hio.
J o h n  W to- (1 7 ) , 751 G reenfie ld  Ave., P iU -’o\lYgb, P a . 
T h o m as K ild o re  (1 2 ) ,  2S8 H a y w a rd  S t., Y o n k e rs , N - Y. 
K en K .y m d d s  (1 3 ) .  H a rr ie t .  In d .
Amheo.v Mark (13), 115 Ontario St„ Rochester, N. Y. 
Mike M:\ik (13). 115 Ontario St:., Roehosten*, IN. Y. 
Sam Pei-s (11). 108 Church St.. Union, Mo.
Euj;er.r D*- Stofano (11), 122 Glenn Ave., Sea Cliff.

xr y_
M ork M io k r  (1 6 ) , 264 W . 9 th  S t.,  E a s t  L iv , epoch O. 
F f -<1 U . hem vs (1 2 ) , 4327 W ilcox S t.. C h icago , !■!.



Don't Let It Happen to You!
The average grade school graduate earns 
$16.30* a week less than high school 
graduates earn.
The average high school graduate earns 
$25.25* a week less than do men with 
college or vocational training.
"Figures computed from Government report. For 
basis of computation, write American School.

College Grade 
Training Pays

Up to
a week*
EXTRA
income

Study at HOME!
You Too Can Win a Better Job!

HAVE YOU thought about home study? You look around 
|you at your friends, neighbors and fellow employes: This 

one earns $10 a week more than you —that one earns nearly 
double—a third, though appreciably younger than you, seems 
to be making better progress. Why? How can you catch up with 
them? You know that literally thousands of ambitious men and 
women have won substantial Success through using their spare 
time a t home to master the principles and practice of their 
chosen lines. How can HOME STUDY help you make good?

American School, DeptG-458, DrexeS five, at 58th SL, Chicago. III.
Gentlemen: I ’ll s it down and consider my Promotion Problems 

carefully If you will send me FREE information covering special 
training insubjectecheckedbelow. Noobiigation oniuy part.
□  H ig h  S choo l C o u rse
□  A cco u n tin g  a n d  A u d itin g  
□ A rc h i te c tu re  a n d  B u ild in g
□  A u to m o tiv e  E n g in e e r in g  

I □ B u s in e ss  M a n a g e m e n t
I □  A viation

□  E lec trica l E n g in ee rin g
□  Elec, a n d  G as R e fr ig e ra tio n  

I □  Air C o n d itio n in g  I

□ D iese l E n g in eerin g
□  D ra f tin g  an d  D esign  
□ L ib e ra l A rts
□  P riv a te  S ecre tary
□  M ech an ica l E n g in ee rin g
□  R ad io  a n d  Television
□  S a le sm an sh ip
□  B usiness Law
□  R e ta il M erch an d isin g

I■ Name..■
m Address.

T h e  ’ ‘ M a g ic ** o f  H o m e  S tu d y
There's no magic to home study. I t ’s hard work—but it is 
worth the effort because it helps you overcome the handicap of 
having left school too soon. I t  frees you from the penalties of 
Ignorance—enables you to compete to better advantage in this 
NEW world of college trained men and women.

In 1900, only ONE person in 800 was a high school graduate. 
Today, one in every 837 is college trained. That's why you need 
so much more “on the ball” today than ever before. That's 
why American School has stepped up  all its complete courses to 
include so much work of college level. You NEED it, to win 
out today!

T h e s e  A d v a n ta g e s  S p e e d  Y o u r  P ro g re s s
More than 150 noted educators, engineers and executives helped 
prepare American School courses. An Advisory Board of 20 
outstanding authorities—each an active leader in his field—is 
consulted when our work is prepared or changed. A Staff of 
competent instructors—home study specialists—works closely 
with the individual student.

Courses are not prepared from the “academic” viewpoint— 
but from the practical. Although dozens of leading universities 
and colleges use the same texts, the primary aim of home study  
is to help graduates win BETTER jobs a t BIGGER pay as 
QUICKLY as possible. Every course is geared to  this end. 
Jobs and job requirements are analyzed, circumstances of the 
average student are weighed, then every course is speed-lined 
to put the M an  in the Job he wants at the E A R L IE S T  op
portunity.

Write American School about your promotion problems 
TODAY!

American School
Drexel Avenue at 58th Street, Chicago, Illinois



don’t let Rupture
make you Look Old!
N ot the rupture itself, but the worry and fear it can cause 
makes many a man and woman look old beyond their years. 
But this is one kind of worry that is absolutely needless. 
Right here and now we offer to prove that it’s needless and 
it costs you nothing if you are not 100% convinced.

If you have reducible rupture, wear a truss, and still have to worry, 
there is just one reason—an old-fashioned truss that doesn’t half 
do its job. A hard, gouging pad is making you miserable. You 
constantly fear your rupture will slip down. You feel your condi-* 
tion is growing worse and can never get better. You can’t be 
normally active and, in short, you worry all day and dream ycuf 
worries at night. Stop it!

YOU WONT WORRY WITH A BROOKS PATENTED 
AIR-CUSHION RUPTURE APPLIANCE £

If you knew the grand and glorious security and comfort of the 
Brooks Patented Air-Cushion truss, you’d be wearing it right now, 
instead of just reading about it. You would be feeling free as air 
to do whatever you liked in every normal activity, hardly aware you 
had a Brooks on, and with not a rupture worry in your mind. You 
see, with a Brooks your rupture is held securely in place by a pat

ented, air-cushioned pad of soft, yielding rubber 
instead of a hard, gouging pad". That patented 
Air-Cushion is designed to flatten and cling in 
any position. It is so comfortable you can wear

TH E FAMOUS BROOKS 
PATENTED AIR-CUSHION
A — P ad  w hich  com es 

in con tac t w ith  
the body.

B — L ig h t w eight disc 
w hich holds pad.

C —-Shows the shape 
o l soft rubber pad 
before it is pressed 
ag a in st body.

O —  D otted line shows 
how the pad flat
ten s  o u t  u n d e r  
pressure, cxpell ng 
air.

E — O rifice t h r o u g h  
which the pad fig
uratively breathes 
as it  ad justs to 
conform  to  d’flfer- 
en t body pressures.

BROOKS CUSHIONS ARC MADE IN  OVER 
75 SHAPES A N D  SIZES

it night and day. That and the fact that the Air-Cushion 
holds like a hand gives Nature the greatest possible 
chance to close the rupture opening and free you from 
wearing any truss, the Brooks included.
YOU’D WEAR A BROOKS APPLIANCE ON TRIAL. 

WOULDN’T  YOU?
If complete deliverance from all your rupture worries 
sounds “too good to be true,” don't let that stop yo u t 
BROOKS asks no man or woman, or parent of a rup
tured child, to buy a BROOKS Appliance outright and 
“take a chance”. No, we will send you a complete 
BROOKS appliance for a thorough trial. Wear it. 
Compare it. Put it to every test you can think of. Get
your docto r's  opinion. T hen  if you are not satisfied, if you don 't b le s s  
th e  day you heard  of B R O O K S , th e  trial costs you noth ing . Anyone? 
can  afford a  B R O O K S . I t  co sts  no m ore th an  m any o ld-fashioned 
sto re trusses. Yet it  is m ade up fo r you  Individually, after your o rd e r  
is  received. I t  is never sold in sto res o r th rough  mail o rder houses—  
on ly  by B R O O K S . R em em ber th is  and  etcer c lear.o f im itations,

OVER S806 DOCTORS HAVE ORDERED THE BROOKS 
FOR THEMSELVES OR THEIR PATIENTS

MAIL THIS COUPON NOW®
— — — — — — — — — — — — — — -a — — — — — — — — — — — —o

Brooks Appliance Co.,
480-L* State St., Marshall, Mich.
In PLAIN ENVELOPE, please send your FREE { 
BOOK on Rupture, PROOF of Results, and TRIAL » 
OFFER. No representative is to call and bother me, g

Name-------- -— ------------- — .... ----------------------* u
Street--------------------------- -------------- —---------*---- ------  J

City_________________________State---------------- - —. #
S ta te  w hether for M an D  W om an O  o r C hild □

T h e  principle of the P aten ted  A ir-C ushion  appeals to  th e  physician** 
scientific know ledge of ru p tu re . T h a t’s w hy w e say  “ get your doctor** 
opinion.”  T here are no stiff, pun ish ing  springs to  se t your nerves o a  
ed g e and  m ake you w an t to  scream — no  m etal girdle to  ryst and  cor
rode. A  velvety soft body band  holds the A ir-Cushion in  place wit!* 
gk>ve-lihe com fort. A nd you prove every  advantage on trial, w ith  
absolu te g uaran tee of satisfac tion  o r  no cost.

Send for FREE Rupture Booh and Amatittg 
PROOF of RESULTS

T h e  w e re  you Know ab o u t B R O O K S , tb a  m ore eager y ou  will b e  t o  
t ry  it for yourself. You w ouldn’t  be hum an  not to  w an t such g lo rio u s  
freedom  from  worry, such com fort and  th e  peace of m ind, th e  fresh , 
re sted  feeling tha t we say will m ake you younger looking, havp!<t 
and m ere efficien t S end fo r F R E E  Book this very  day I

BROOKS APPLIANCE CO.
4S0-L STATE STREET MARSHALL, RSBCM.



One Policy Protects Entire Sullivan Family, 
5344 Foster A ve ., Chicago, III.

UP TO

$3,000.00
BENEFITS!
For Only $1.00 Per Month

Ages 1 to 75!
Men— W om en— Children

$3,000

$2,000
$13)00

m axim um  in event 
o f  travel death as 
ou tlin ed  in th ism ar- 
v e l o u s  F a m i l y  
Group P o licy .

m axim um  in  event 
o f  death by auto as 
show n in the policy .

m axim um  in event 
o f  ordinary or nat
ural death as ex 
plained in the policy.

PAYS FOP DEATH 
FROM  ANY C A U SE!

¥ROM BAM  TO
GRANDPARENTS!

One Policy, One Premium, One Price!
N ow  you can insure your w hole fam ily at 
am azing L O W  C O ST ! Think of it! $1.00 per 
m onth protects entire fam ily— husband and 
w ife, their parents, and ch ildren! Pays bene
fits for death from any cause, as specified in  
the policy.

NO MEDICAL EXAMINATION! 
NO AGENT CALL!

N o m edical exam ination of any fam ily mem 
ber required. Just mail coupon for full details 
how  to get the Fam ily Group P olicy  for Free 
Inspection. N o agent w ill call.

UNDER STATE
GOVERNMENT SUPERVISION!

The F am ily  Group P olicy  issued by the Mar
quette L ife Insurance Company is under state  
governm ent supervision. P ays cash for death 
from natural causes or accidental injuries as 
stated in  the policy.

LEGAL RESERVE BASIS!
Approved securities, equal to the full legal re
serve for every Marquette policy in force, are 
locked in the vaults of the State of Illinois.

SEN D N O  M O N EY!
Remember, you do not send one cent! Just 
mail coupon. No obligation! No agent will 
call!
MARQUETTE LIFE INSURANCE COMPANY 

Desk 70, Jefferson Station, Chicago, III.

NO AGENT WILL CALL!
I  M A R Q U E T T E  LIFE IN S U R A N C E  CO .
:  Desk 7 0 , Jefferson Station, Chicago, III.
f Please send details how to get the Fam ily Group 
* Insurance Policy for Free Inspection without 
1 obligation.

1 Name_____________________________________________

Address-

_State_



FISHING
TACKLE

at LO W  P r is e s
Send today for New 1940 Catalog listing thousands 
o f bargains in Fishing Tackle, Baseball, Basket
B all, G olf,Tennis, A rch ery , G uns, C lo th ing  an d  S p o rlin ffE a u ip -  
8nent of all k in d s . T o p  q u a l ity —R la n c y  B a c k  G u a r a n te e  t

HERE ARE A  FEW  MOMEY-SAVERS 
$17.59 Bamboo Fly Rod, Alu. Case & 2 Tips $8.95  
$9.00 D eLuxe Split Bamboo Fly Rod . . . $4 .95  
$4.00 Split Bamboo Bait Rod, 9 y% extra tip $2.85  
$3.001-pc. Steel Casting Rod, Offset handle $1.89  
$2.75 1-pc. 3Yi Split Bamboo Casting Rod $1 .79  
$3.75 Automatic Fly Rod Reel, light weight $2.2® 
$6.50 Feather-weight Bamboo Fly Rod, $3 .95
$5.00 Double Tapered 30-yard Fly Line . . $2 .95  
$1.90 doz. assorted snelled Trout Flies doz. 49^  
$1.00 doz. Ringed Trout & Bluegill Flies doz. 4 9 /  
$1.00 assorted 6 floating Bass Bugs, 1/0 hook 5 9 /  
Spalding matched Bobby Jones

steel shafted Woods, 1940 models, ea. $4.95  
Spalding matched Bobby Jones

steel shafted Irons, chrome finish, ea. $3.95
iOrder any  above specia ls  C.O .D. or re m it ca sh . F R E E  w ith  $6.50 
purchase or more, metal fuelled hook holder or  metal ribbed sport 
glasses. Other premiums.

F R E E  136-Page Catalog
Y o u r s  f o r  the asking. Invaluable to 
every sportsman. Contains the famons 
"FUnernixm'a Calendar."

G A T E W A Y
S P O R T I N G  G O O D S  CO.
131 Gateway Bldg., Kansas City, Mo.

I N V E N T O R S
Small Ideas mny hare large commercial possibilities. Write u i for 
FlMuB book and IteoTd of Invention form, Belays are dam-.ercua 
Jn patent, matters. Free information on how to proceed. Clarence 
A. O’Brien, RcgMrred Patent Attorney, Dept. ODS, Adams Build
ing, WflB’ulncton, D. C.

Ea r n  E x t r a  MQNe y  ̂ ^ U s
Increaae y o u r  incom e a t  hom e b y  new , 
sim ple W en tw orth  T em pera Color m ethod , 

in s tru c t you a n d  supp ly  y ou  w ith

liiaa
W e n tw o r th  P ic to r ia l  C o ., L td ., D e o t ,  $ 6 0 ,  H a m i l t o n ,  O n t .

60 «econtl 
Demo nitration.

e v e r t  h o m e  c a m  a f f o r d
T H IS  A M A Z IN G  L O W  C O S T  
N E W  IM PROVED E L E C TR IC  

W A T E R  H E A TE R  
t\ ; .  by an OLD Ratlabto Co»p*ny. 
S na llH  #<* Prlaclpl* 
rtantly. last nlua in tlw •»«"■
SELLS FAST and Psya *»«»<*. J™ 
178% P R O FIT. Ns Risk SAM PLE  
OFFER. Writs at once for ilotflllt.

T H E  L U X  C O M P A N Y
D w t H-123 _______  Elkhart. In<-

§Lg83&St
sm & m oM i

The World's Greatest Sleuth 
Tackles a Grim Mystery of 

Baffling Clu a

T H E  P H A N T O M  A N D  
THE D A G G E R S  

OF KALI 
•

A  F u l l  Book-Length N or el 
in the April Issue of

THE PHANTOM 
DETECTIVE

10c A T  ALL 
S T A N D S

(America *s UHew 
Favorite!

F E A T U R IN G  A  C O M P L E T E  
‘ D P .  S T R A N G E * A C T IO N  A D V E N T U R E

SALE 10c AT ALL STANDS



REMINGTON PORTABLE TYPEWRITER
A  b eau tifu l desk  in a  n e u tra l  b lue-green  f its  in to  th e  d eco ra
tio n s  c f  an y  hom e — tr im m e d  in  b lack  a n d  silver— m ade of 
s tu rd y  fibre b o a rd --n o w  av a ilab le  for on ly  one d o lla r ($1.00) 
t o  p u rch ase rs  o f  a  R e m in g to n  N oiseless P o r ta b le  T y p ew rite r . 
T h e  desk  is so lig h t t h a t  i t  c a n  b e  m oved an y w h ere  w ith o u t 
tro u b le . I t  w ill hold  six h u n d re d  (600) p o u n d s . T h is  c o m b in a 
tio n  g iv e s  y o u  a  m in ia tu re  office a t  hom e. M a d  th e  coupon  
to d ay .

THESE EXTRAS FOR YOU 
L E A R N  T Y P I N G  FREE

T o  help you  even fu r th e r, y ou  g e t free  w ith  th is  
*peci cl offer a 19-page book le t, p rep a re d  by experts , 
to  te ach  you qu ick ly  how  to  ty p e w rite  b y  th e  tou ch  
m ethod . W hen you b u y  a  N oiseless you  g e t th is  free 
R em ing ton  R an d  g ift th a t  increases th e  p leasure o f 
using  your R em in g to n  N oiseless P o rtab le . R em em ber, 
th e  touch ty p in g  book is se n t free w hile th is  offer holds.

SP E C I A L  C A R R Y I N G  CASE
T h e  R em ing ton  N oiseless P o rta b le  is  lig h t in w eight, 
ea sily  carried  ab o u t. W ith  th is  offer R em in g to n  s u p 
plies a  s tu rd y , beau tifu l ca rry in g  case w hich riv a ls  
th e  m eat a t tra c t iv e  luggage you  ca n  buy .

S P E C I F I C A T I O N S
A L L  E S S E N T IA L  F E A T U R E S  o f  la rge s ta n d a rd  
office m achines ap p e a r in  th e  N oiseless P o r ta b le - -  
s ta n d a rd  4-row key b o a rd ; b ac k  spacer; m arg in  stops 
an d  m arg in  release; doub le  shift: k ey ; tw o  color ribbon  
an d  au to m a tic  reverse ; v a riab le  line  spacer; p ap e r 
fingers; m akes uc m a n y  as seven  ca rbons; ta k es  pap e r 
9 .5 "  w ide; w rites lines 8.2 '' w ide, b lack  k ey  ca rds and 
w h ite  le tte rs , ru b b e r  cushioned feet.

W I T H  A N Y

M O N E Y  B A C K  G U A R A N T E E
T h e  R em in g to n  N oiseless P o rtab le  T y p e w rite r  is sold on 
a tr ia l basis w ith  a m oney back  guaran tee . I f , a fte r  te n  
d ay s  tr ia l, you  do  n o t w ish  to  keep  th e  ty p e w rite r , v:e 
w ill ta k e  i t  b ack , pay in g  all sh ipp ing  charge*:. Y ou ta k e  
n o  risk.

i
» R em in g to n  R an d  In c ., D ep t. 1G9-4 • D
I  465 W ash ing ton  S t., B uffalo , N . Y . ®

I! T ell m e, w ith o u t ob lig a tio n , how  to  get a F ree  T ria l o f  a  I  
j. new  R em ing ton  N oiseless P o rta b le , inc lud ing  C arry ing  R 
8 C ase and  F ree  T yp ing  In s tru c t io n  B ook le t for as li ttle  as ■ 

10c d d ay . Send C ata logue . R
I  il

ii N6mc.......................................................  t
jjj Addrc'r.......................................................................  |

I! C ilv  ................................................................. H in t ; .......................... R

L --------------------------------------------------------» ----------- i
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T h e  J u n k e ts  w en t in to  that last lo n v  dance o l death (C hap ter I I I )

A Full Book-Length War-Air Novel

By LIEUT. SCOTT MORGAN
Author of “ The Nazi Menace," “ Phantom Arcs," etc,

John Masters, World's /v4osi Famous Sky Fighter, Pits 
Himself Against aDiabolical Nazi Suicide Squadron!

M a r y 's . T h e  n e x t it w as a tw iste d  
w reck  o f  s m o k in g  g r a y  steel, s e ttlin g  
s w if t ly  beneath  the tu rb u le n t: w aters. 
F la m e  and steam  v o m ite d  f r o m  the 
g a p in g  gash to rn  t h r o u g h  the  deck 
platen r ig h t  in to  the b o w e ls  o f  the 
g re a t w a r  w a g o n .

T o  J o h n  M a s te rs , c i r c l in g  in  a little
S v p e rrn a rin e  S p itf ire  o ve r the  b ig

C H A P T E R  I

D eath D ives

T
X  H A P P E N E D  w it h  the in c re d 

ib le  s w iftn e s s  o f  a b o lt o f  l ig h t 
n in g  o u t  o f  a c le a r s u m m e r’s sk y. 

O n e  m o m e n t the  b a ttle sh ip  H .M .S. 
Graem say  had been r id in g  at a n c h o r 
in  Scapa F lo w ,  ju s t  o p p o site  S t.

IS



When Raiders Peril British Sea Power a
B r it is h  a irc ra ft  c a r r ie r  A rk  R o ya l, it  
seemed as i f  the  lo w  g r a y  clo u d s ju s t  
had s p lit  a p a rt  to  a llo w  a b ig  b la c k  
H e in k e l 111 K  to  h u r t le  d o w n  o n  the 
d o o m ed s h ip  in  one fu rio u s , ro a r in g  
d ive . A  tre m e n d o u s  ro a r b la ste d  the 
a ir . m a k in g  th e  lit t le  S p itf ire  dance 
u n t il  i t  to o k  a ll h is  s k il l  to b r in g  it  
ba ck o n  an  even keel. A n d  w h a t  h a d  
been a p ro u d  b a ttle c ra ft  a  m o m e n t be
fo re  w a s n o w  ju s t  a n o th e r nam e add e d  
to  the m o u n t in g  c a s u a lty  lis t  o f the 
B r it is h  n a v y .

“ T h e y ’ve g o t to  g e t o u t  o f  h e r e !” 
M a ste rs , k n o w n  the w o r ld  o v e r as the 
L o n e  E a g le , c u rs e d  as he g la n ce d  a n x 
io u s ly  at the  o m in o u s  g ra y  c lo u d s. 
“ T h e y ’re in v it in g  tro u b le  b y  co n ce n 
tra t in g  th e ir  n a va l fo rce s h e r e !”

M a s te rs  ha d  been d o in g  an  esco rt 
p a tro l w h e n  d isa ste r h it  the ra n k s  of 
H is  M a je s t y ’s N a v y  fo r  the fo u rth

tim e  in  tw o  w eeks. F i r s t  th e  b a ttle  
c ru is e r  R eyn ard  ha d  le ft  S c o tla n d  fo r  
S capa F lo w . N o  w o r d  had been h e a rd  
o f  it since. T h e n  a U -b o a t , co m m a n d e d  
b y  a G e rm a n  w it h  lo ts  o f  w h a t it takes, 
h a d  d a r in g ly  s lip p e d  th r o u g h  the in 
adequate m in e  defenses and p la n te d  a 
to rp e d o  in  th e  steel h e a rt o f the R oya l 
Oak. A  w e e k  la te r the H art w a s a bout 
to  e n te r H o y  S o u n d  u n d e r c o v e r o f 
n ig h t. E x c e p t  f o r  a te rrif ic  e x p lo s io n  
and a flare o f  l ig h t  seen b y  a p a ir  of 
S tro m n e ss sh e p h e rd s, a n d  a ta n g le d  
mass of flo a tin g  d e b ris , no in k l in g  o f 
the fate o f  the  H art had been le a rn e d .

the  33,900 to n  G raem say  
h a d  been sent to  the b o tto m  w it h  

an a p p a llin g  loss o f  life . A n d  b y  a
sin g le  p lane. A  s in g le  b la ck  H e in k e l

h a d  sent one o f  B r i t a in ’s p ro u d e s t and 
m ig h t ie s t  sh ip s to  the  b o tto m  o f  Scapa 
F lo w .

T h e  L o n e  E a g le  w as w a it in g  fo r 
the  s ig n a l to  set d o w n , a f te r  e sco rt
in g  the  m o n s te r a irc ra f t  c a rr ie r , A rk  
R oya l, f ro m  an E n g l is h  p o rt  to  its 
p re s e n t b e rth . H e  ha d  been asked b y  
th e  A d m ir a l t y  to  take o v e r th is  task, 
d u e  to  the  t e rr ib le  fre q u e n c y  w it h  
w h ic h  the  G e rm a n s  h a d  been b la s tin g  
B r it is h  n a va l vessels o u t  o f  the  w a te r.

T h e y  k n e w  h o w  the  R o ya l O ak  had 
go ne d o w n , a n d  d espite  the  p a in fu l 
loss, w e re  s p o rt in g  e n o u g h  to  a d m ire  
th e  n e rv e  a n d  d a r in g  s h o w n  b y  the  to p  
N a z i  h e ro , G u e n th e r  P r ie n . B u t  w it h  
th e  loss o f  the o th e r tw o  vessels s t il l  
a m y s te r y  the h ig h  co m m a n d  v/as n o t 
a l i t t le  j i t t e r y .  T h e y  w e re  ce rta in  
the  R eyn ard  a n d  the  H art  h a d  n o t 
been s u n k  b y  to rp e d o e s o r  flo a tin g  
m in e s, fo r  i f  th e y  had, th e re  w o u ld  
have been tim e  to send o u t a message 
b y  ra d io . T h e  s h ip s  h a d  ju s t  d isa p 
peared, s tru c k  d o w n  b y  som e u n 
k n o w n  w e a p o n  d e vise d  b y  a ru th le ss  
enem y.

I n  th e ir  q u a n d a ry , the B r it is h  A d 
m ir a lt y  ha d  ca lle d  J o h n  M a s te rs , the  
A m e ric a n  w h o  ha d  becom e the alm o st 
le g e n d a ry  L o n e  E a g le  in  the  first 
W o r l d  W a r ,  to  escort the A r k  R oyal 
to S capa F lo w . M a s te rs  had th r o w n  
h is  lo t in  w it h  the A l l ie s  a fte r the 
A th en ia  had been r u th le s s ly  sen t to 
the b o tto m , w it h  a p p a llin g  loss of 
life .

M a s te rs  h a d  been on th a t vessel, 
headed fo r h om e, le a v in g  wra r-to rn  
E u ro p e  b e h in d  h im . B u t  the to rp e d o  
w h ic h  fo u n d  its m a rk  in  the e n gin e  
ro o m  o f  the b ig  vessel, tu m b lin g  
w o m e n  and c h ild re n  a lik e  in to  the 
co ld  w a te rs  o f  the  A t la n t ic ,  had 
sh o ck e d  h im  to  th e  re a liz a tio n  that 
f r ig h tfu ln e s s  in  th is  w a r  w as sta rtin g  
off ju s t  w h e re  it  had ceased in  the 
last. A s  he h a d  sto o d at the  ra il  o f 
the  d o o m e d  A th en ia , he  h a d  th e n  and
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the re  d e c id e d  to  th r o w  h is  lo t  in  w it h  
the A llie s . O n c e  a g a in  he w o u ld  f ig h t 
a g a in s t a foe th a t w o u ld  stop at n o th 
in g  to  g a in  a d e sire d  end.

A t  a w a r  c o u n c il o f  the A ll ie s , M a s 
ters h a d  in fo rm e d  th e m  o f h is  g r im  
d e cis io n . H e  h a d  to ld  th e m  th a t he 
w o u ld  n o t w e a r a u n ifo r m . N e it h e r  
F ra n c e  o r  E n g la n d  c o u ld  c la im  h im  as 
one o f t h e ir  o w n . B u t  at a ll tim e s  he 
w o u ld  be at t h e ir  co m m a n d , re a d y  to  
f ig h t w it h  e v e ry  n e rv e  a n d  fiber in  h is  
s ta lw a rt b o d y , in  the  b a ttle  to  sw eep 
the  m a d m a n  o f B e r l in  f ro m  p o w e r. 
H e  w a s no s o ld ie r  o f  fo rtu n e , f ig h t in g  
fo r  the  lo v e  o f b a ttle . In s te a d , he had 
elected to  be a cru s a d e r fo r  to le ra n ce . 
H e  had step p e d  in to  the  fig h t a ga in st 
N a z is m , a n d  a fte r a h a ir -r a is in g  ex
pe rie n ce  h a d  sm ashed th e  H err D ok- 
to r  w h o  w as re s p o n sib le  fo r  the  d e a d ly  
c u r v in g  to rp e d o e s th a t a lw a y s  h it  
th e ir  m a rk . T h e r e  w o u ld  be no m o re .

T o d a y , e v e r y th in g  h a d  gene a c c o rd 
in g  to  sch ed ule . T h e  A rk  R o ya l  h a d  
le f t  its  E n g l is h  base u n d e r the co ve r 
o f  darkn e ss a n d  w it h  the u tm o st 
secrecy. I t  h a d  th re a d e d  th e  m in e  
fields o f the  N o r t h  Sea w it h  a f lo tilla  
o f  d e s tro ye rs  d a s h in g  m a d ly  a bout. 
A n d  above, r id in g  the skies in  a l i t t le  
g ra y  S u p e rm a rin e  h a d  flo w n  J o h n  
M a ste rs , k e e p in g  lo n e ly  v ig i l .

A  s ig h  o f  re lie f  h a d  s lip p e d  f ro m  
h im  w h e n  he h a d  c a u g h t the  flash 
f ro m  the  b rid g e  th a t th e  s h ip  w as 
a n c h o re d  a n d  a ll w as w e ll. H is  fin ge rs 
h a d  s lip p e d  to  the  th r o tt le  as th e  ca lm  
vo ice  o f  the co m m a n d e r cam e t h r o u g h  
h is  e arph o nes to  in f o r m  h im  th a t th e y  
w e re  re a d y  fo r  h im  to  la n d .

A N D  th e n  in  a flash the  o ld  w a r n 
in g  w as a b r u p t ly  o n  h im . T h a t  

te llta le  p r ic k l in g  at the  back o f  h is  
n e ck  th a t had fo re to ld  d a n g e r m a n y  
tim e s before . M a s te rs ’ fists h it  the 
th ro tt le . T h e  S p itfire  leaped in to  a 
c lim b in g  t u r n  as he scre w e d  a ro u n d  
in  the t in y  c o c k p it, t r y in g  to  ca tch  a

g lim p s e  o f  the skies b e h in d  h im .
T h a t  was w h e n  he saw  it . I t  was 

a lre a d y  th r o u g h  the  lo w  g ra y  scud, 
a n d  w it h  its t w in  B e n z  D B  600s y a n k 
in g  it  th r o u g h  the late a fte rn o o n  a ir  
in  a s c re a m in g  d iv e , the b ig  H e in k e l 
w a s h u r t l in g  r ig h t  d o w n  o v e r Scapa 
F lo w .  T h e  b ig  b o m b e r w o u ld  be o ve r 
the  A rk  R o ya l  b e fo re  the L o n e  E a g le  
c o u ld  b r in g  h is  g u n s  to  bear o n  the 
b la ck  crosses!

C u r s in g  w it h  rage  the  A m e ric a n  
h u r le d  h is  sh ip  o ve r o n  one w in g  in  a 
desperate a tte m p t to  t h r o w  h im s e lf  
b e tw e e n  the h u r t l in g  H e in k e l and the 
G a rg a n tu a n  a irc ra ft  c a rrie r . B u t  it  
w a s too late. T h e  sh ip  w a s past h im , 
a b la ck e n e d  b lu r  in  the  g r a y  lig h t . 
H e  h u r le d  a q u ic k  p ra y e r  in to  the  s lip 
stre a m  th a t th e  bom bs w o u ld  fa ll w id e  
o f  th e ir  o b je ctiv e .

H i s  fin gers p o ise d  o v e r the tr ip s  
re a d y  to  send e ig h t  stream s o f tra ce r

fro m  b is  B r o w n in g s  th e  m o m e n t he 
h a d  h is  p o s itio n .

E v e r y t h in g  o n  the A ik  R o ya l  was 
le t t in g  go . P o m -p o m s , the  4.5 in c h  
g u n s  w e re  s w in g in g  in to  p o s it io n  to 
la y  a screen o f  dea th  across the  sk y 
in  the e ve n t th a t o th e r H u n s  w e re  
f o llo w in g  th is  first b o m b e r. T h e  m u l
t ip le  m a ch in e  g u n  nests w e re  th r o w 
in g  a h a il o f  h o t steel u p  at the d iv 
in g  s h ip , t r y in g  to  fo rc e  it  off its  
co urse. T w o -p o u n d e r s  a d d e d  th e ir  
n o te  to  the c a c o p h o n y  o f  hate. T h e  
a ir  seem ed a liv e  w it h  t w is t in g  s n a rl
in g  tra ce r.

O th e r  sh ip s u n lim b e re d  t h e ir  a n ti
a irc ra ft  stu ff a n d  began to  toss death 
in to  the  a ir. B u t  d e sp ite  th e  te rrif ic
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h a il o f  fire the  H e in k e l k e p t o n  its  
p lu n g in g  co urse. F r o m  ju s t  above 
and b e h in d  th e  b ig  tw in -m o to r e d  jo b , 
M a s te rs  c o u ld  see p ieces f ly in g  off the 
w in g s  a n d  fu se la ge  as s lu g s  ca u g h t 
th e ir  ta rg e t.

I t  w as b re a th -ta k in g , and the  L o n e  
E a g le  c o u ld  n o t b u t  a d m ire  the  n e rve  
and s k il l  o f  the G e rm a n  w h o  w o u ld  
th r o w  h is  s h ip  th r o u g h  such  a sto rm  
o f  lead. A t  a n y  m o m e n t he exp e cte d  
to see the b ig  jo b  p u ll  o u t o f the d iv e  
and loose its  bom bs. B u t  in ste a d  the 
crate w it h  the b lo o d -re d  sw a stik a  on 
its ta il b a tte re d  its  w a y  th r o u g h  the  
c u rta in  o f  fire, and th e n  w it h  a b l in d 
in g  e x p lo s io n  lo st its e lf  in  the  m id d le  
o f  the Graem say.

M a s te rs  w a s a p p a lle d  a n e w  as m a n 
gled  bodies a n d  g re a t ja g g e d  ch u n k s  
o f steel p la te  c a rtw h e e le d  th r o u g h  the 
a ir. T h e  G raem say  seem ed to  b u ck le  
a m id sh ip s, s p e w in g  b la c k  sm oke and 
orange flame. B o d ie s  sp lash ed in to  the 
c h o p p y  w a te rs  o f S ca pa  F lo w , le a v in g  
re d  sta ins to  spread across the w aves.

“ C o u ld n ’t p u ll  o u t o f  h is  d iv e ,” 
M a s te rs  m u tte re d  as he lo o k e d  u p 
w a rd  to see i f  the re  w e re  m o re  H u n s  
to fo llo w . “ L o s t  c o n tr o l a n d  m isse d  
the A rk  R o ya l  c o m p le te ly .”

A t  h a lf  th r o tt le  he th re w  h is  sh ip  
in to  a bank, a n d  c irc le d  the sp o t w h e re  
the  s tr ic k e n  G raem say  w as in  its 
death thro e s. B o w  and ste rn  lif te d  
to w a rd  th e  lo w -f lu n g  c lo u d s  lik e  the 
c lo s in g  blades o f  a p a ir  o f  shears. 
S u r v iv o r s  leaped in to  the w a te r  to es
cape the te rr ib le  e x p lo s io n s  s t i l l  ta k 
in g  place in  the  s h ip ’s m agazines. 
T h e n , s lo w ly , m a je s tic a lly , the sh ip  
s lid  f ro m  v ie w  a n d  a ll tha t re m a in e d  
to m a rk  the sp o t w as a p a tch  o f  o i l—  
and m e n  w h o  sw a m  a m id  m a n g le d  
bodies.

H E  S A W  the c re w  o f the A rk  
R oyal  set a bout the g r im  task of 

re s c u in g  the sh a ttere d  re m n a n ts  o f 
the G ra em sa ys  c re w  as he c irc le d , t r y 
in g  to  fig u re  o u t b y  w h a t m ira c le  the 
A rk  R o ya l  ha d  escaped. I t  seem ed 
im p o ssib le , fo r  the  H e in k e l ha d  c u t

r ig h t  across the b ig  a irc ra ft  c a rrie r  
a n d  b u rie d  its e lf  b e tw e e n  the  f ig h t in g  
to p  a n d  the  s in g le  fu n n e l.

“ C o n tro ls  m u s t h ave  ja m m e d ,” he 
th o u g h t, as he t r ie d  to  c a ll the  m a n  in  
the d ire c to r  to w e r o f  the  A r k  R oyal. 
“ S u re  m issed a chance th a t w o u ld  
have m ade G o e r in g  s w e ll h is  chest o u t 
as fa r as h is  s to m a ch .”

H e  f in a lly  m a n a g e d  to  co n ta ct the 
b rid g e  o f  the c a r r ie r  a n d  g o t p e rm is 
s io n  to set d o w n . C u t t in g  the g u n , he 
s w u n g  in  o v e r the e sco rt d e s tro y e r 
W ren , and  m ade fo r  the  lo n g  o v e r
h a n g in g  ste rn  o f  the  A rk  R oya l. H e  
w a tc h e d  the l i f t  a n d  fa ll o f the deck, 
a n d  f in a lly  d ro p p e d  in  ju s t  at the  edge 
o f  the la n d in g  c irc le . H e  fe lt  the  a r
re s tin g  w ire s , s t ru n g  across the  f lig h t 
d e ck , g ra sp  h is  w h e e ls  and b r in g  h im  
to a stop, and c ra w le d  stiffly  f ro m  the 
m a c h in e .

A l l  a ro u n d  h im  la y  w e t, b e d ra g g le d  
fig u re s— m e n  w h o  h a d  been p u lle d  
fro m  the co ld  w a te rs  o f Scapa F lo w . 
S tre a k s  o f re d  t r ic k le d  across the  
w id e  f lig h t  de ck and fo rm e d  p u d d le s . 
M e n  m o a n ed  in  a g o n y  as the  M .O .s  
h u r r ie d  about t r y in g  to  g iv e  re lie f.

“ F r i g h t f u l  s ig h t, w a s n ’t i t ,  s ir ,” 
m u rm u r e d  a y o u n g  R . A . F .  p ilo t  w h o  
sto o d w ip in g  h is  b lo o d -s ta in e d  hands 
o n  a b it  o f  w aste . “ P o o r  d e v ils ! 
R ip p e d  to shre d s b y  th is  d am n ed 
m a n ia c  H i t l e r  and h is  g a n g  o f in te r 
n a tio n a l b rig a n d s .”

M a s te rs  n o d d e d  as he k n e lt  beside 
a y o u n g  seam an w h o  w as c a llin g  p i t i 
f u l l y  fo r h is  m o th e r.

“ T a k e  it easy, la d ,”  M a s te rs  m u r 
m u re d  s o ft ly . “ Y o u ’l l  be a ll r ig h t . 
W e ’l l  ge t y o u  to  y o u r  m o th e r.”

F o r  a m o m e n t the y o u t h ’s p a in 
seared eyes lo o k e d  up  in to  the  k in d ly  
face of the L o n e  E a g le . “ B u t  w h a t 
g o o d  w i l l  th a t do, s ir?  T h e  b lo o d y  
H u n s  w i l l  o n ly  b o m b  us th e re , too. 
I ’ve go t to l iv e !  I  g o t to  h e lp  stop 
th e m  before th e y  ge t to d o in g  th is  to  
th e  p o o r w o m e n  a n d  k id s  in  the  c it ie s ! 
T h e y 'v e  g o t to be sto p p e d , I  te ll y o u !” 

H e  s tru g g le d  in  th e  A m e r ic a n ’s 
a rm s as i f  t r y in g  to  ge t to  h is  feet. H e



MURDER PATROL 37

d id  n o t k n o w  th a t he ha d  no feet—  
o n ly  s tu m p s o f  s h re d d e d  flesh th a t 
p o u re d  h is  life -b lo o d  o u t across the 
d eck.

M a s te rs  h e ld  the y o u n g  f e llo w  so 
th a t he c o u ld  n o t catch  a g lim p s e  of 
w h a t the  H u n s  ha d  le f t  o f h is  legs. 
A n d  as he pressed th e  b o d y  g e n tly , 
b u t f ir m ly , back to  the deck he leaned 
lo w e r.

d a m n  it , y o u  m a k e  m e  b e lie ve  y o u  can 
f il l  i t .  Y o u  w o n ’t  le t  th e m  g e t near 
h e r. T h e n  w h e n  I  g e t o u t o f  b lig h t y , 
ole A d o lp h  w i l l  h e a r f ro m  Seam an 
Srsiythe. I  . . .  I  feel a w f u l ly  tire d . 
. . , F e e l s le e p y  lik e .”

" W h y  d o n ’t y o u  take a l i t t le  sh u t
eye, th e n ? ”  M a s te r sa id  s o ft ly . “ G o t 
to  be in  the p in k  fo r  the d a y  y o u  take 
a sh o t at A d o lp h .”

M asters ' fingernail scraped  the ro u g h  w ebbing (C h a p ter  X I V )

“ I ’ll  stop th e m  fo r  y o u ! ”  he said 
s o ft ly . “ T h e y  w o n ’t get to y o u r  
m o th e r, n o r  to the  w o m e n  a n d  k id s .” 

T h e  d y in g  y o u th  b le w  a m ass of 
b lo o d y  fo a m  o v e r h is  s h o u ld e r. “ O n  
y o u r  w o r d  o f h o n o r? ”

“ O n  m y  w o r d  o f  h o n o r,”  p ro m is e d  
M a ste rs .

T h e  la d  co u g h e d  a m o m e n t, the n  
lo o k e d  u p . “ I t ’s a b ig  o rd e r , s ir , b u t

S L O W  sm ile  sp re a d  across the 
y o u th ’s w h ite  face, a n d  fo r  a m o 

m e n t i t  l ig h te d  as i f  w it h  some in n e r 
fire.

M a s te rs ’ th ro a t  c h o k e d  u p .
“ T h e y ' l l  be h a v in g  tea hom e n e w .” 

he said  s o ft ly . “ I  can see the m ater 
s it t in g  b y  the  fire. S h e ’s b u tte r in g  a 
scone, a n ’ p u t t in g  g o o s e b e rry  ja m  cn  
it . D o n ’t fo rg e t  y o u r  p ro m is e , sir.
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You’ll keep the H uns from  getting  
her, w on’t  you?”

T he eyes opened for one b rie f mo
m ent and held the Lone E agle’s.

“ I ’ll stop them ,” answered M asters. 
“Now go to sleep. Soon you’ll be s it
ting  by the fire w ith  your m other.”

“Yes, sir.” T he boy smiled, fighting 
for breath. “I ’ll do as you say. A 
B ritish  seaman always obeys orders, 
doesn't he? Good n ight, sir. D on’t 
forget . . .”

H is head fell limp in  the Lone 
E agle’s arms. Seaman Sm ythe had 
passed in to  the sleep from  w hich he 
would never awaken.

M asters lowered him  gently, then  
got slow ly to  h is feet and stood look
ing  down a t the supine figure. H is 
jaws firmed un til the m uscles knotted . 
H is eyes narrow ed as he looked to
ward the east.

“I ’ll stop them, Seaman Sm ythe,” 
he m urm ured. “I won’t stop u n til 
H itle r and his mob are cleaned out 
once and for a ll.”

He raised his hand in salute to a 
man who had given his life for the 
cause, and strode tow ard the bridge 
of the A r k  Royal.

C H A P T E R  I I  
T he Photograph

T  W A S almost m idn igh t 
before the big seaplane 
landed a fte r a long flight 
from  London and its  pas
sengers w ere assembled
in the officers’ reading
room. A t the head of the 
table, w ith  a partia l list 

of the Graemsay’s casualties before
him sat W inston  C hurchill, F irs t
Lord of the A dm iralty. By his side 
sat the commander of the A rk  Royal, 
who was thank ing  his lucky stars  that 
his ship was s till afloat.

In  an easy chair close to the little  
m etal fireplace S ir Neville Chamber- 
lain sat tracing  a design in  the carpet 
w ith  the po int of h is umbrella. B ut 
despite h is apparen t preoccupation

the grayed m an was hearing  every 
w ord said around the conference 
table.

“A ccording to  th is  list, gentlem an,” 
C hurchill was saying, “o u r losses in  
th is  raid  are th ree  hundred  and 
tw en ty  men and the ba ttlesh ip  Graem- 
say.”

John  M asters, who was s ittin g  to 
one side, got to h is feet and leaned 
forw ard w ith  h is knuckles resting  on 
the  polished surface of the table.

“M ay I say a w ord?” he asked 
sharply.

T he first lord  of the  A dm iralty  
looked up. H is square face was lined 
w ith  worry. H is countrym en, already 
distressed  over th e  loss of the R e y 
nard  and R oyal Oak, had not learned 
of the loss of the H art as yet, but per
sis ten t broadcasts from  B erlin  per
ta in in g  to the sink ing  of th a t vessel 
w ere adding not a little  to his worries, 
to say nothing of th is Sew catastro
phe. He sat there for a long moment 
s tudy ing  the face of the stalw art 
young Am erican standing  before him. 
A t last he nodded.

“By ail means, M asters,” Churchili 
said slowly. “K now ing from  the te r
rible experiences we w ent th rough  in 
the W orld  W ar, and the p art you 
played in sw inging v ictory  to our side, 
we are ready to  listen  to you. Please 
feel free to speak.”

M asters’ blue eyes traveled from 
face to face, and finally rested  on the 
bowed head of S ir Neville.

“ I ju s t w ish to make a suggestion ,” 
he said slowly. “T he enemy, besides 
sink ing  a great num ber of cargo ships, 
has sunk four of your naval vessels 
in  two weeks. T h at is two ships a 
week. And unless you take steps I 
have no doubt but w hat they w ill be 
able to keep up th a t average.”

“You have a suggestion, th en ?” S ir 
N eville Cham berlain looked up hope
fully,

“Ju s t  th is,” said M asters. “I  sug
gest th a t you take a leaf ou t of the 
arm y’s book of experience. They 
learned th e ir lesson at a g reat cost.
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And the resu lts  of th a t lesson are 
yours for the tak ing .”

“I  don’t understand ,” W inston  
C hurchill said slowly. “Land and sea 
w arfare are tw o differen t m atters.” 

“N ot in th is  case,” said M asters 
grim ly. “W hen  the W orld  W ar 
started  it was the custom  to send a t
tack ing  troops over in waves. On 
both sides the men walked practically  
shoulder to  shoulder. And the loss 
was appalling. I t  did not take them  
long to  learn th e ir lesson, and soon 
troops w ere scattered  in  small groups. 
Instead  of one big ta rg e t for the 
enemy to blast away at, there w ere a 
hundred small ones.”

“You m ean we are to sca tte r the 
fleet we have concentrated  here at 
Scapa F low ?” broke in S ir Neville, 
g e ttin g  up and moving over to the 
table.

“E xactly ,” said M asters sw iftly . 
“Don’t leave them  anchored here 
where the enemy can keep, nibbling 
away at them  w ith  bombs and to r
pedoes. I f  you do—well, you soon 
won’t have m uch of a fleet left. Your 
m astery  of the h igh  seas w ill be a 
blood-stained page in h isto ry .”

“B ut th a t w ould be adm itting  de
feat,” snapped one of the adm irals. 
“The E nglish  Navy has never run .”

A  SL O W  sm ile spread across the 
Lone E ag le’s face as he tu rned  

to the old sea dog.
“I hope you w ill pardon me, sir, if 

I  say th a t rig h t at th is moment the 
E nglish  navy is runn ing  standing 
s till.”

“Poppycock!” exploded the ad
miral.

“Ju s t a m om ent, gentlem en,” in te r
rup ted  C hurchill. “Perhaps you are 
righ t, M asters, but w hat the adm iral 
says is true. W e w ould be showing 
the w hite feather.”

M asters shrugged. “There are times 
—and I speak from  experience—when 
it  is the b etter part of valor to run. 
Remember the old adage—'H e who 
fights and runs away, w ill live to fight

another day’. Gentlem en, do a little  
ru n n in g  now, m oving around instead 
of keeping your ships in  one spot, and 
when the day comes to fight, you’ll 
have a navy w ith  w hich to do it. B a t
tleships aren’t m uch good when they 
are down in the m ud w ith  crews of 
crabs scu ttlin g  across th e ir torn 
decks. You know w hat the enemy 
accom plished th is  afternoon. I f  the 
Graemsay had been under way in  the 
open sea, instead of anchored, it 
m ight s till be afloat. I say again, 
move your ships and move them  fast! 
T he L ord only knows w hy the p ilot 
of th a t H einkel picked out the 
Graemsay instead of the A r k  Royal."

Sir N eville laid h is hand on M as
te rs ’ shoulder. “Ju s t  a moment, M as
ters. Do you th ink  th a t German pilot 
deliberately  dived his ship into the 
Graemsay th is  afte rnoon?”

M asters shrugged. “ I am puzzled 
about that. D espite all the stories you 
hear, men are not given to th a t sort of 
heroics. W e’ve all heard rum ors of 
suicide squadrons before. They 
cropped up in the last war. A nd they 
have s tarted  to appear in  th is  one. 
T ake the Poles, for instance. A ccord
ing to  reports p ilo ts were sent out to 
bomb B erlin  or die in the attem pt. 
B ut we all know th a t B erlin  was 
never bombed, even if the Polish  
ships did come back w ith  em pty racks, 

“A nd tha t scheme in October, nine- 
teen-eighteen, when the Germans 
tried  to get together a flock of U-boats 
m anned by suicide crews for one 
desperate shot a t your navy. Only a 
partia l crew for one sub were assem
bled—m ostly officers w ith  an over
developed bump of patrio tism . The 
seamen who refused were no t cow
ards. T hey ju s t w anted a fifty-fifty 
break w ith  death. T hey  d idn’t w ant 
it to be a sure th ing. And frankly  I 
don’t blame them .”

“T hen  you feel certain  th a t it was 
an acciden t?” said C hurchill w ith  a 
gleam of hope in  his beady eyes.

“I  th in k  the p ilo t tried  to  dive 
bomb w ith  the H einkel and his con«
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tro ls  ja m m e d ,” a n s w e re d  M a s te rs . 
“ D iv e  b o m b in g  is n ’t a ll i t ’s cra ck e d  
u p  to be, as the  G e rm a n s  le a rn e d  in  
P o la n d  w it h  th e ir  Ju n k e r s . T h e y  lo st 
p le n ty  o f th e m  w h e n  th e y  t r ie d  to 
p u ll  o u t at the b o tto m . N o , I  th in k  
tha t G e rm a n  w as a im in g  fo r  the A rk  
R oyal w h ic h  w as a n c h o re d  r ig h t  n e x t 
to  the Graem say. I t  w as ju s t a fluke, 
b u t an a w f u l one, tha t he g o t the 
Graemsay.”

J u s t  th e n  the re  was a g e n tle  tap 
o n  the d o o r. A t  the co m m a n d  to  en
te r the p h o to g ra p h y  officer o f  the  A rk  
R aya]  stepped in to  the  ro o m . I n  h is  
h a n d  he h e ld  a piece o f  s t i l l  d a m p  
pap e r a bout a fo o t square.

“ I  b e g  y o u r  p a rd o n , s ir ,”  he said. 
“ B u t  one o f  the  m e n  sn a p pe d  a p ic 
tu re  of the G e rm a n  p la n e  g o in g  d o w n  
on the Graem say. H e  asked m e to  de
v e lo p  i t  f o r  h im , and I  d isc o ve re d  
some ra th e r s ta rt lin g  th in g s , so I  to o k  
the l ib e r ty  o f e n la rg in g  it  a n d  have 
b ro u g h t y o u  a c o p y .”

“ L e t  m e see i t .”  C h u r c h i l l  re ached 
o u t ta k in g  the p h o to g ra p h . “ W h a t  is 
th a t y o u  fin d  so s ta r t lin g ? ”

“ T h e  nose o f  the p la n e , s ir ,”  said 
the  y o u n g  officer e a g e rly . “ M o s t  
H e in k e ls  have a nose co ve re d  w it h  
some tra n s p a re n t m a te ria l s im ila r  to  
the  stuff w e  use. B u t  th is  one has its  
nose c o m p le te ly  co ve re d . A n d  the 
p ilo t ’s c o c k p it  is co ve re d  too. I  am  
s o rry  th a t m y  e n la rg e r is so h e a v y , 
o r  I  c o u ld  s h o w  y o u  a n o th e r in te r 
e s tin g  d e ta il.”

“ W h a t ? ”  d e m a n d e d  the L o n e  E a g le  
as he stared at the p h o to g ra p h  o f  the 
b la ck  H e in k e l.

“ W h e n  I  s w u n g  the  e n la rg e r so 
tha t the n e g a tive  w as b lo w n  u p  on the 
w a ll o f  m y  ro o m , I  d isc o ve re d  that 
the  c o v e r in g  o f  the  nose a n d  the 
p ilo t ’s c o c k p it  m u s t be m e ta l, to o , fo r 
I  co u ld  ju s t  m ake o u t ro w s  o f  sm a ll 
riv e ts . A n d  the sh e e tin g  o v e r the 
p ilo t ’s c o c k p it  seem ed to  have o n ly  a 
sm all h o le  in  it , no la rg e r th a n  the 
e ye -p ie ce  o f  an  A ld is  s ig h t. A s  fa r 
as I  car. m ake o u t th e re  are no  o p e n 
in g s  in  the  sh ip  at a ll, n o th in g  o n  the

o u ts id e  b u t the m o to rs  and the  w ir e 
less m asts .”

“ M y  G o d !”  C h u r c h i l l  e x c la im e d  as 
he leaped to h is  feet. “ W ire le s s . D o  
y o u  th in k  i t  is p o s sib le ? ”

“ W h a t  do y o u  m e a n ? ”  S i r  N e v il le  
C h a m b e rla in  asked s lo w ly , s ta r in g  at 
the im a ge  o f  the  b la c k -cro ss e d  sh ip  
th a t h a d  sent the  G raem say  to  the 
b o tto m .

C h u r c h i l l  p o in te d  to  th e  m e ta l- 
sheathed nose a n d  p i lo t ’s c o ck p it. 
“ D o n 't  y o u  see? E n t i r e l y  d iffe re n t 
c o n s tru c tio n  f ro m  the  o r d in a r y  H e in 
k e l.”  H e  s w u n g  a ro u n d  o n  the  L o n e  
E a g le . “ D id n ’t  y o u  n o tice  i t ? ”

“ N o ,”  said M a s te rs . “ T h e  s h ip  w as 
past m e b e fo re  I  sa w  it .  A f t e r  th a t, a ll 
I  saw  w a s  the ru d d e r  u n t i l  i t  sm acked 
in.

“ W h a t  do y o u  t h in k  o f  th is  w ire le s s  
idea, M a s te rs ? ”  asked S i r  N e v il le . “ I  
k n o w  o u r  e n gin e e rs  have been t r y in g  
to  d e ve lo p  a p la n e  th a t c o u ld  be sent 
o n  lo n g  d ista n ce  b o m b in g  ra id s . D o  
y o u  suppose th is  is one o f  the te rr ib le  
in s tru m e n ts  o f  w a r  H err  H i t le r  
th re a te n e d  us w i t h ? ”

“ I t ’s a n  a n gle , S i r  N e v i l le ,” M a ste rs  
said  s lo w ly . “ M i g h t  be the  a n s w e r to 
the  d isa p p a ra n ce  o f  th e  R eyn ard  and 
th e  H art.”

“ T o  sa y n o th in g  o f  th e  R o y a l O a k ,’ 
in te r je c te d  C h u r c h i l l .  “ I f  th e y  have 
w ire le s s  c o n tro lle d  b o m b e rs, w h y  n o t 
to rp e d o e s?  A  U -b o a t  c o u ld  la y  o u t
side  the m in e  field  a n d  send a to r 
p e d o  b y  re m o te  c o n tr o l.”

T h e  L o n e  E a g le ’s lip s  firm e d  to a 
t h in  s tra ig h t  lin e  as he lo o k e d  fro m  
W in s t o n  C h u r c h i l l  to  the  p h o to g ra p h . 
T h e  a w f u l t r u t h  th a t  w h a t  the head 
o f the B r it is h  N a v y  h a d  suggested 
m ig h t  be a p o s s ib il ity  w a s t a k in g  ro c t 
in  h is  b ra in .

T h e  o ld  a d m ira l w h o  h a d  been so 
p o m p o u s  a m o m e n t b e fo re  seem ed to  
have been s u d d e n ly  deflated.

? ? P f p H E Y  have u s,”  he m u tte re d .
“ B u t , b y  gad, i t  is n ’t  c r ic k e t  to  

do y o u r  f ig h t in g  b y  w ire le s s . W e  
s h o u ld  p ro te st a g a in s t i t .”
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T he H e in ke l headed stra igh t l o t  the E la n ’s m iddle  (C hap. V I I I )

“ I t  is n ’t p ro te sts  th a t  are needed 
n o w ,”  M a s te rs  said q u ie tly . “ I t  is ac
tio n , s ir .” H e  s w u n g  a ro u n d  on W i n 
ston C h u r c h i l l .  “ H o w  a b o u t sca tte r
in g  the  fleet?”

“ I ’l l  have to  re tu r n  to  L o n d o n  and 
call a co n fe re n ce  at the  A d m ir a l t y ,” 
he said s o ft ly . “ D o  y o u  w is h  to com e 
a lo n g ? ”

M a s te rs  sh o o k h is  head. “ M y  place 
is here , s ir .”

“ I  k n o w ,”  said C h u r c h i l l  q u ie tly . 
“ A n d  e v e ry  E n g lis h m a n  ap p re cia te s 
the  fa ct th a t y o u  have th r o w n  y o u r  
lo t  in  w it h  us a g a in s t the  m a d m a n  of 
E u r o p e .”

M a s te rs  sh o o k  h is  head.
S ir  N e v il le  p ic k e d  h is  u m b re lla

fro m  the c h a ir  b y  the fire a n d  jo in e d  
them .

“ I  k n o w  w e  can d e p e n d  o n  y o u  n o w , 
as w e  have in  the past, M a s te rs ,”  he 
said  s lo w ly . “ I  w i l l  feel a lo t  b e tte r 
on r e t u r n in g  to  L o n d o n  k n o w in g  tha t 
y o u  are u p  here h e lp in g  us. I  w is h  I  
c o u ld  b ro a d ca st th a t fa ct f ro m  one 
e n d  o f the k in g d o m  to the o th e r .”

“ T h a n k  y o u , s ir .”  M a s te rs  sm ile d . 
“ B u t  n e w s o f m y  f ig h t in g  w it h  y o u  
seems to  have sp read a l i t t le  too fuss 
as i t  is, a lth o u g h  I  d o u b t w h e th e r 
H err  G o e b b e ls is b ro a d c a s tin g  th a t bit 
o f  in fo rm a tio n  to  h is  p e o p le .”

“ H a r d l y ,”  m u rm u r e d  C h a m b e rla in . 
“ B u t  I  am  g la d  th a t H err  H i t l e r  am t 
h is  h ig h  co m m a n d  k n o w  a b o u t it . I t
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give s  th e m  s o m e th in g  m o re  to  w o r r y  
a bout. N o  d o u b t th e y  are d o in g  p le n ty  
o f  th a t.”

M a ste rs  sta rte d  to  say s o m e th in g , 
b u t h is  w o rd s  w e re  lo st in  the ra u 
cous scre a m  o f  the  a ir  ra id  a la rm s 
b o th  o n  shore  a n d  o n  the sh ip s  in  
Scapa F lo w .

E v e r y  face in  the  ro o m  w e n t w h ite .
O n e  q u e s tio n  ra ce d  th r o u g h  e v e ry  

m in d .
W o u ld  it  be the t u r n  of the A rk  

R oya l  th is  tim e ?
T h e y  stood th e re  in  fe a r -f ro z e n  s i

lence. O n l y  one m a n  m o ve d . A n d  
th a t one w h o  w e n t in to  a c tio n  w a s the 
L o n e  E a g le . A lr e a d y  he was m a k in g  
h is  w a y  to  the  f lig h t  d e c k  w h e re  h is  
S p itfire  sto o d  w a it in g  b y  the  side o f 
the s u p e rs tru c tu re .

C H A P T E R  I I I  

E erie  B a ttle

S E A R C H L I G H T S  f r o m  
the  shore  a n t i-a irc ra f t  
s ta tio n s w e re  a lre a d y  be
g in n in g  to  slice  a w a y  at 

11 h  e l o w  w in d -d r iv e n  
c lo u d s  as M a s te rs  lif te d  
h is  S p itf ire  off the f lig h t  
deck, and c u rle d  in to  a 

c lim b in g  tu rn .
Save fo r the lo n g  s i lv e r y  fin ge rs  o f 

the lig h ts  the  O r k n e y  Is la n d s  w e re  a 
co m p le te  b la c k o u t. B y  the c lo u d - 
reflected lig h ts , the L o n e  E a g le  c o u ld  
ju s t m ake o u t  the ro a d  r u n n in g  f ro m  
K i r k w a l l  to  S t. M a r y s  o n  the east and 
the  g ra v e l ro a d  w e s t f ro m  K i r k w a l l ,  
th r o u g h  S w a n b is te r  a n d  on to  S t r o - 
mess ju s t  n o rth  o f  H o y  S o u n d . B e lo w
h im  the  b itte r  c o ld  w a te rs  o f Scapa 
F lo w  w e re  b la c k  B u t  he co u ld  m ake 
o u t a d a rk  b lo b  o r  tw o — sh ip s  th a t 
m ig h t  be ta rg e ts  fo r  a H u n  ra id e r.

H o ld in g  the  nose o f  h is  s h ip  u p , 
M a s te rs  c la w e d  fo r  the  clo u d s at f u l l  
th ro ttle . H e  h a d  no in te n tio n  o f  p la y 
in g  a ro u n d  b e lo w  th e  scu d  th is  tim e . 
H e  w a n te d  to  be w e l l  above the  clo u d s 
and f ro m  th a t p o s itio n  he co u ld  fo re 
sta ll a n y  a tte m p t b y  the  e n e m y to  ge t

in  close to  th e  s h ip s  in  S ca pa  F lo w .
A s  he n e a re d  the  m is t y  stu ff b e in g  

d r iv e n  a lo n g  b e fo re  an  e a s te rly  w in d , 
the a n t i-a ir c r a f t  b a tte rie s  w e re  b e g in 
n in g  to  p o u n d  the  n ig h t  w it h  th e ir  
ste a d y  b a rk in g . N o w  a n d  th e n  a lig h t  
p ic k e d  h im  u p  a n d  th e n  d ro p p e d  
a w a y  as the c re w s  sp o tte d  the  co cards 
o n  h is  w in g s .

T h e n  fo r  a fe w  m o m e n ts  the  clo u d s 
closed a ro u n d  th e  sp e e d in g  s h ip  and 
he w a s fo rc e d  to  f ly  e n t ir e ly  b y  in 
s tru m e n t. S t i l l  th e  g u n s  h a m m e re d  
a w a y  at the a ir  a ro u n d  h im , ta k in g  no 
chances at le t t in g  the  in v is ib le  plane 
b re a k  t h r o u g h  th e  b a rra g e  th e y  w e re  
t h r o w in g  u p .

S u d d e n ly  th e  s h ip  b ro k e  in to  the 
cle a r, a n d  fo r  a b r ie f  m o m e n t the 
L o n e  E a g le  w a s  th u n d e r s tru c k  b y  the 
s ig h t  th a t m e t h is  s ta rtle d  eyes. F o r  
th e re , dead ahead o f  h im  w e re  five 
sh ip s  o u tlin e d  in  v io le t  flam e. I t  d id  
n o t seem  p o ssib le , y e t  th e re  th e y  
w e re , t w in -m o to r e d  jo b s, s c in t i lla t in g  
w it h  a w e ird  b lu e  l ig h t .

F o r  one d re a d fu l m o m e n t the  L o n e  
E a g le  th o u g h t  he w as lo o k in g  at some 
n e w  in s tru m e n t  o f  d e s tru c tio n  sent 
o v e r b y  the e n e m y . B u t  as h is  o w n  
s h ip  b egan to  take o n  an  eerie  l ig h t  
he s m ile d  as the  s o lu tio n  to  the  m y s 
t e r y  flashed in to  h is  m in d .

T h o s e  five sh ip s, as w e ll  as h is  o w n , 
ha d  ju s t  passed t h r o u g h  th a t b a n k  o f  
c lo u d s . F r o m  a ll  appearances the 
c lo u d s  w e re  w e l l  c h a rg e d  w it h  elec
t r ic i t y ,  a n d  sta tic  e le c tr ic it y  was 
f o r m in g  th r o u g h o u t  the  p lanes. M a s
te rs  h a d  h e a rd  Z e p p  co m m a n d e rs  
speak o f  th is  p h e n o m e n o n , b u t  th is  
w as the  first t im e  in  h is  lo n g  career 
he had e x p e rie n c e d  i t  h im s e lf .

I t  w as a stra n g e , a w e -in s p ir in g  
s ig h t  to  see those p la n e s d r i f t in g  
t h r o u g h  the a ir  above the  c lo u d s , w it h  
b lu e  b a lls  o f  flam e lik e  S t. E l m o ’s 
fire d a n c in g  o n  th e ir  w in g  tip s  and 
s tu b b y  w ire le s s  m asts. T h a t  h is  o w n  
s h ip  w a s e q u a lly  w e l l  re ve a le d  to 
th e m  w a s soon a p p a re n t, fo r  th e  five 
sh ip s  s w u n g  a ro u n d  in  p e rfe c t fo rm a 
t io n  a n d  headed h is  w a y .
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A grim  sm ile played across the 
Lone E ag le’s face as h is thum bs 
reached for th e  trip s. T he four guns 
in  e ith er leading edge were tipped 
w ith  v iolet flame. And whenever he 
moved in  the  cockpit, or h is body 
touched m etal, blue sparks leaped 
across the gap. He tried  the radio in 
an effort to keep in  touch w ith  the 
A r k  R oyal, but it  sounded as if some
one w ere fry in g  eggs. He snapped 
the radio off and concentrated  on the 
five ships speeding  tow ard him.

“Junkers,” he m utte red  as he braced 
him self for the  charge. “Dive bomb
ers.”

TH E Y  w ere fanning  out, five 
smears of blue lig h t s treak ing  to 

ward the h u rtlin g  Spitfire. Tw o were 
already firing, for orange streaks 
curved tow ard his ship.

M asters waited, w atching every 
move made by the charging Huns, 
He waggled his w ings as if  uncertain  
about w hich course to take. T he H uns 
started  to close in fast, little  realiz
ing tha t the ship in fron t of them  was 
flown by the dreaded Lone Eagle.

T hen th ings began to  happen w ith  
ligh tn ing like rap id ity . The Spitfire 
seemed to be at all points of the com
pass at once. T he eigh t Brow nings 
tossed away the little  balls of violet 
flame and replaced them  w ith  glow
ing orange. T racer sped through the 
n igh t and caught one of the Junkers, 
smashed th rough  the w hirling  prop 
and battered  in to  the long, tapered 
engine cowling. M asters saw a flare 
of red leap from  the m otor and begin 
to eat its  way back tow ard the  p ilo t’s 
cockpit, before he released his pres
sure on the trips.

And in  the same m otion the Spitfire 
was up and over in  a half roll, coming 
down like a blazing fountain  on an 
other of the surprised  Junkers. M as
ters nipped th a t one too, tearing  a 
wing off w ith  a w ell placed burst, and 
sending it  down in a wild, tw isting  
dive from  w hich p ilo t and observer 
tried  to escape by chute.

Like blue-w inged p terodacty ls flash
ing  through  a nightm are the  four 
ships thundered  across the skies, un 
leashing th e ir venom ous fangs of 
fiery hate at each other w henever the 
o p portun ity  presented itself.

Below him, the Lone E agle could 
see fa in t circles of lig h t traveling 
over the clouds as the searchlights 
along the shore tried  to pick up the 
b a ttlin g  planes th rough  the scud. Far 
down there, ac ting  like a w inged 
shield, he knew the planes of the A rk  
R oyal were m aking a v ig ilan t patro l 
to keep enemy a irc ra ft from  reaching 
the ships anchored in Scapa Flow. No 
doubt m any of the p ilo ts w ould have 
liked to  climb th rough  the s tra ta  
of clouds and jo in  the fight, bu t like 
good soldiers they  w ere follow ing 
orders.

T he th ree rem aining Ju n k ers  were 
handled by experts—m en who knew 
enough to hold th e ir fire, and to  keep 
out of the way of those Brow nings 
in the w ings of th is  ship th a t whisked 
around the sky like a th in g  possessed. 
T hey  only attacked  one at the time 
now, while the o thers tried  to a ttrac t 
the a tten tion  of th is p ilo t who seemed 
to be flying in a frenzy  of madness.

Flam e-lashed demons from  hell 
were those four ships as they  th u n 
dered back and fo rth  over the O rkney 
Islands w ith  th e ir w ings and fuse
lages bathed in  th a t w eird  blue light. 
I t  was one of the strangest fights in 
w hich the Lone E agle had taken part 
in  h is long and hectic career as an air 
b a t t le r . '

Golden sh u ttles  of death flashed 
back and fo rth  on the dark  loom of 
hate th a t n ight. Showers o f tracer 
leaped from  ship to ship and then on 
th rough  the upper s tra ta  of clouds to 
w ard the  stars. T he drum m ing th u n 
der of guns and m otors reverberated 
th rough  those two layers of scud, as 
H un  guns sought to sweep the Lone 
Eagle from  the skies.

No m atte r w hich way the Ju n k ers 
tu rned , Jo h n  M asters was always 
in  position  to  drive them  back
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to w a rd  ib e  east. H e  h a d  no in te n tio n  
c f  a llo w in g  th e m  to reach  S capa 
F lo w . A n d  the h a rd e r he fo u g h t, the 
m e re  d e te rm in e d  the J u n k e r s  seem ed 
to  get o v e r the  O rk n e y s .

T w o  c f  the J u n k e r s  w e re  c o m in g  
d o w n  o n  h im , one o n  each side. T h e  
th ir d  had d isa p p e a re d  in  the b la ck  
v o id  o f  the n ig h t . M a s te rs  guessed 
the G e rm a n  m u s t be so m e w h e re  u n 
d e rn e a th  h im , fo r  he c o u ld  n o t sp o t a 
t h ir d  te ll-ta le  flare o f  v io le t  flame.

H e  tensed in  h is  c o c k p it. H is  fist 
h it  th e  th ro tt le . T h e  S p itf ire  leaped 
ahead, a n d  th e n  u p w a rd  in  a scre a m 
in g  zo o m  as the p ro p  q u ick e n e d  its  
pace. U p ,  u p , th e n  o v e r the lit t le  
m o n o p la n e  w e n t. T h e n  as it  re ached 
the to p , M a s te rs  th r e w  the s tic k  o v e r 
and k ic k e d  o n  f u l l  ru d d e r. T h e  sh ip  
re sp o n d e d  at once, and came d o w n  in  
a lo n g  th u n d e r in g  d iv e  at f u l l  th r o t 
tle , w it h  e v e ry  g u n  y a m m e r in g  fo r 
H u n  b lo o d .

D o w n  the re , ju s t  b e lo w  h im , and 
sta n d in g  c n  its  ta il w a s the  b lu e -fla m e  
bathed Ju n k e r s . I t ,  to o  ha d  ju s t 
reached the  to p  o f  a zo o m  a n d  its  
g u n s  w e re  p o u r in g  m o lte n  hate  in  the 
d ire c tio n  o f  the S p itf ire . B u t  n o t  fo r 
lo n g . M a s te rs ’ B r o w n in g  sw e p t across 
the sk y, c a u g h t at the  w h i r l i n g  p ro p  
a n d  blasted it  in to  a th o u sa n d  s c in t i l 
la t in g  b its . H e  saw  h is  tra c e r beat 
across the c o v rlin g  a n d  r ig h t  in to  the 
s u rp ris e d  face o f  the  p ilo t , w h o se  
sta rtle d  fe a tu re s reflected the  b lu e  
flame le a p in g  across the in s tru m e n t 
board.

T h e  p ilo t  je rk e d  u p w a rd  in  h is  seat, 
as i f  the  h a n d  o f  D e a th  w e re  t r y in g  to  
d ra g  h im  o u t o f  the  c o c k p it. T h e  
J u n k e r s  fe ll off o n  one w in g , a n d  as 
i t  w e n t in to  th a t last lo n g  dance o f  
death, one o f  the o th e r J u n k e r s  sw e p t 
in  close, ra k e d  the  L o n e  E a g le  w it h  a 
w it h e r in g  b u rs t f r o m  the f ro n t  g u n s , 
th e n  s w u n g  to  le t the  re a r g u n n e r  
o pen fire.

T r a c e r  leaped a lo n g  the  fu selage o f 
the S p itf ire , b o re d  h o les in  the co ck 
p it  co ve r, a n d  s in g e d  the  a ir  in  f r o n t  
c f  the L o n e  E a g le ’s face. T h e  sm e ll

o f  tra c e r fille d  the  c o c k p it  as M a ste rs  
fo u g h t  d e s p e ra te ly  to  s w in g  h is  sh ip  
o u t o f  the lin e  o f  fire. S w e a t p o u re d  
f ro m  h is  face, d e sp ite  the  a ltitu d e , as 
the  o b se rve r h e ld  h is  g u n s  ste a d y  and 
tr ie d  to  beat the m o n o p la n e  d o w n .

W i t h  a s n a rl o f  ra ge , M a s te rs  
sla m m e d  the s tic k  o v e r, th e n  back. 
T h e  S p itfire , s t i l l  h u r t l in g  a lo n g  at 
f u l l  th ro tt le , leaped in to  a c lim b in g  
t u r n , th e n  sta g g e re d  as i f  i t  h a d  ru n  
in to  a stone w a ll.

F o r  one a w f u l, h e a rt -s to p p in g  m o 
m e n t, the c o n tro ls  w e n t  sla ck  in  h is  
h a n d . T h e  s h ip  re fu s e d  to  a n s w e r h is  
co m m a n d  as it  s w ir le d  a ro u n d  in  a 
g id d y , flat tu rn . A  c h u n k  o f  w in g  
fo ld e d  back w it h  a crash, and fo r  a 
m o m e n t the le f t  side o f  the  c o c k p it  
w a s sm o th e re d . T h e n  it  to re  a w a y, 
c a r r y in g  p a rt  o f  the co v e r fra m e  w it h  
it.

M a s te rs  f o u g h t  to  b r in g  h is  sh ip  
ba ck u n d e r c o n tro l. H e  c o u ld  see n o w  
h o w  d isa ste r h a d  o v e rta k e n  h im  ju s t 
w h e n  he was w in n in g  the  b a ttle . O n e  
o f  the o th e r J u n k e r s , ta k e n  co m 
p le te ly  b y  s u rp r is e  at h is  l ig h t n in g - 
lik e  m a n e u v e r ha d  h e ld  its  d iv e  ju s t  a 
s p lit -s e c o n d  too lo n g . T h e  p ilo t  had 
t r ie d  to a v o id  the crash, b u t it  had 
h a p p e n e d  m u c h  to o  fast f o r  a n y  m a n ’s 
reflexes to  re s p o n d . T h e  w in g  t ip  of 
the  J u n k e r s  b ru s h e d  th a t o f  the  S p it 
fire. F o r  one te rr ib le  m o m e n t the  tw o  
sh ip s  s w u n g  a ro u n d  each o th e r and 
a lm o st crashed the  second tim e .

T H E N ,  to  M a s te rs , a s to n ish m e n t, 
the  w in g  o f  the J u n k e r s  to re  off 

c o m p le te ly , a n d  the s h ip  sta rte d  to  
p lu m m e t to w a rd  th e  lo w  b a n k  of 
c lo u d s  u n d e rn e a th . I t s  b lu e  lig h ts  
fa d e d  as he fo u g h t  to  c o n tro l h is  o w n  
sh ip . A r o u n d  a n d  a ro u n d  it  w e n t, 
s c a tte r in g  b lu e  sp a rk s  as m etal 
g ro u n d  a ga in st m e ta l. O ff  to  the east 
the last J u n k e r s  w as s p e e d in g  h o m e 
w a rd , its  w in g  t ip s  s t i l l  a g lo w  w it h  
th e  eerie v io le t  flame.

M a s te rs  soon saw  th a t it  w as no 
use t r y in g  to  c o n tro l the  c r ip p le d  
s h ip . T h e  s h o rn  w in g  w a s m a k in g  it
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too  unw ieldy to make any attem pt to  
fly it a t all. No m atter w hat he did 
it ju s t kep t going into a flat spin. T he 
one th in g  le ft was the chute.

“Hope I h it soft g round,’’ he m u t
tered grim ly as he unsnapped the 
safety harness, then shut off the 
petrol and switches. “T his blackout 
business isn ’t going to be a help in 
picking out a spot to land.”

He reached above him  to slide back 
the transparen t panel. A muffled 
curse escaped his lips. I t  w ould not 
move.

The guides had been badly bent 
when the  w ing tip  to re off and 
smashed against the cockpit.

For one blood-chilling moment the 
Lone Eagle leaned back and looked 
up at the th in g  th a t held him trapped 
in the crippled plane, w hich was now 
sw inging m adly across the sky. He 
tried  it  again, yanking w ith  all his 
m ight. B ut the cover refused to 
budge.

“T rapped like a ra t in  a glass tra p !” 
he raged as he tore and punched at 
the cover.

B ut all he succeeded in doing was 
sm ashing some of the transparen t 
panels. T he braces still held.

And w hile he fought and struggled, 
the Spitfire hu rtled  earthw ard!

C H A P T E R  IV  
A n  Ic y  B ath

[A ST E R S p a u s e d  f o r  
b reath  and tried  to col
lect h is w its. H is eyes 
hastily  studied the th in  
bracing.

“ I t ’s do or d ie !” he 
thought. “And believe 
me I ’m no t ready to die 

ju st yet. I ’ve got a job to do!” 
S teadying him self, he drew his feet 

up under him  u n til they  were firmly 
planted on the seat. T hen  he raised 
him self, p lan ting  his strong  broad 
back against the jammed cockpit 
cover as he strained  upward. He fe lt 
the m etal cross-bars cu t into h is back

as the  sweat dropped from  his fore
head and blurred his eyes.

A brace creaked, bent — then 
snapped w ith  a sound like a pistol 
shot. He began to yank and tear at 
the broken cross pieces. One by one 
they  bent under his strong  hands and 
ripped  away. He fe lt the jagged glass 
gnaw ing into his flesh th rough  his 
gloves, but b it by b it he loosened the 
m etal s trips u n til there was a space 
large enough for him  to force h is way 
through.

G uarding the rin g  of the para
chu te’s rip-cord w ith  one hand, he 
slowly pushed his way th rough  the 
w recked cowling cover, and clung 
fast. He w aited one b rie f b reath  and 
then  let the sp inning  ship hu rl him  
out in to  the night.

Over and over he tum bled. Once he 
caught a glimpse of the Spitfire in  his 
mad cartw heeling th rough  the dark 
void. Ju s t  a blur of violet flame. Then 
the lower bank of clouds engulfed 
him. T he sw irling  m ist shu t off every
thing, and M asters prayed th a t it did 
not reach the top of the h ills  around 
Scapa Flow. He still held fast to the 
rin g  of the rip-cord, afraid  to yank 
it  u n til he was sure the spinning 
plane was well away.

Suddenly he burst th rough  the 
clouds, out into the night. T he clouds 
seemed to leap skyward. H is arm 
tensed. H is fist yanked the ring, 
then  hurled  it ou t of h is way. The 
shroud cords unraveled as the pilot 
chute snaked them  from  the pack. A 
m om ent la ter he fe lt the terrific yank 
he had been expecting and heard  the 
crack of the chute as it  billowed open 
above him.

He swung giddily  there between 
earth  and sky for a m om ent w hile he 
jockeyed the shrouds, to  halt h is mad 
gyrations, and soon he was d riftin g  
slowly through  the night.

“Now for a soft spot,” he m uttered  
as he looked down.

B ut the sigh t th a t m et his gaze 
brought an ejacu lation  of dismay 
from  his bleeding lips. T here, a  few
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m ile s  to  the  w e s t he c o u ld  see the 
s e a rc h lig h ts  s t i l l  s w e e p in g  the  s k y , 
and r ig h t  b e lo w  h im  the d a rk  h e a v in g  
expanse o f  the N o r t h  Sea.

H e  lo o k e d  d o w n  at the s in is te r 
w aves fo r  a m o m e n t as the  b lo o d  ra n  
Cold in  h is  ve in s.

“ M ig h t  as w e ll have crashed w it h  
the S p itf ire ,”  he m u tte re d .

I t  seem ed as i f  th e  ch u te  w e re  d ro p 
p in g  fa ste r, a lm o st as i f  in  a h u r r y  
to  d ro p  h im  in to  those co ld , a n g r y  
w a te rs . H is  h a n d s reached fo r the 
sh ro u d s a u to m a tic a lly  a n d  sta rte d  to  
s lip  the  c h u te  so th a t he w o u ld  la n d  
as close to  the  d im , w a v e -w a sh e d  
shore lin e  as possible.

H is  eyes m e a su re d  the  d ista n ce . A s  
lo n g  as th e re  w as s tre n g th  in  h is  b o d y  
and b re a th  in  h is  lu n g s  he w o u ld  fig h t 
h is  w a y  th r o u g h  the  c h o p p y  w aves. 
B e sid es he h a d  a p ro m is e  to  keep. A n d  
as he floated d o w n w a rd  to w a rd  the 
N o r t h  Sea, he fe lt  the  s p ir it  o f  Sea
m a n  S m y th e  u r g in g  h im  to  stop these 
M y r m id o n s  o f  H i t l e r  w h o  de se rve d  
o n ly  the  nam e o f  b u tch e rs .

H E  C O U L D  h ear the  w a ve s re a ch 
in g  fo r  h im  as he u n lo o se d  h is  

harness, and p re p a re d  to  take th e  co ld  
p lu n g e . H e  re ached d o w n , to o k  off 
h is  shoes a n d  le t th e m  fa ll. H e  w as 
near e n o u g h  to  h e a r the  fa in t splash 
in to  the c h i l l  w a te rs . T h e  n e x t m in 
u te  the w a ve s e n g u lfe d  h im , w a s h in g  
o ve r h is  b o d y  lik e  a n u m b in g  b la n k e t. 
H e  a llo w e d  h is  b o d y  to  shoot fa r be
lo w  the su rfa ce , o n ly  c o m in g  to  the 
to p  w h e n - he fe lt  c e rta in  th a t he w as 
cle a r o f  the ch u te  a n d  its ta n g lin g  
s h ro u d  co rd s.

A  s h u d d e rin g  gasp came fro m  h is  
b ru ise d  lip s  as he f in a lly  f o u g h t  h is  
w a y  to  the  su rfa ce  a n d  shook the  co ld  
w a te r f ro m  h is  eyes. T h e n  as q u ic k ly  
as he c o u ld  he s lip p e d  o u t o f the 
h e a vy  f ly in g  s u it  a n d  s tru c k  o u t w it h  
lo n g  p o w e r fu l stro k e s fo r  the d is ta n t 
ro c k -b o u n d  shore.

H is  s itu a tio n  w as desperate.
" G o d ! ” he p a n te d  a fte r s w im m in g  

a bout h a lf  a m ile . “ I ’l l  n e v e r m ake

i t !  T h i s  w a te r  is n u m b in g  e v e ry  m u s
cle in  m y  b o d y .”

B u t  the  f a lte r in g  v o ic e  o f  a d y in g  
E n g lis h  b o y  k e p t d r iv in g  h im  on. H e  
c o u ld  s t i l l  see those g la z in g  eyes, as 
th e y  lo o k e d  u p  at h im , f u l l  o f  fa ith  
th a t he w o u ld  keep h is  p ro m is e ,

‘T i l  m ake it, S m y t h e !”  he m u tte re d  
t h r o u g h  c h a tte r in g  teeth . “ I ’l l  keep 
f ig h t in g !  B u t  r ig h t  n o w  it  lo o k s as 
i f  w e ’re  g o in g  to  eat scenes and 
g o o s e b e rry  ja m  to g e th e r in  the  G re a t 
B e y o n d .”

H e  fe lt  h im s e lf  w e a k e n in g  and 
cu rse d  the  c h i l l in g  w a te rs  th a t w e re  
s lo w ly  b u t s u re ly  s a p p in g  h is  
s tre n g th . A n d  he re a liz e d  th a t the  
c u rr e n t  w as s te a d ily  s w e e p in g  h im  
so u th . S o o n  he w o u ld  be op p o site  
o p e n  w a te r  to  the  w e s t w it h  n e v e r a 
chance to  g a in  th e  m a in la n d . T h e  
w i l l  to fig h t w a s the  o n ly  t h in g  that 
k ep t h is  a rm s a n d  le gs d r iv in g  h im  
on.

S u d d e n ly  the  w a te r  a ro u n d  h im  b e 
cam e m y s te r io u s ly  d is tu rb e d . T o  h is  
le f t  he saw  a d a rk  o b je c t te a r th ro u g h  
the  w a ve s, a n d  s t ic k  a b la c k , t r ia n g u 
la r  s n o u t in to  the  a ir. W h it e  w aves 
b ro k e  a w a y  a n d  w a s h e d  ba ck to w a rd  
h im . H e  fe lt  h is  b o d y  g r ip p e d  b y  the 
tu r b u le n t  w a te rs  a n d  tossed a b o u t. H e  
th ra sh e d  about w i l d l y  in  the  w a te r, 
d e te rm in e d  to  f ig h t to  the  v e r y  end.

T h e n  s o m e th in g  w as u n d e r  h im , 
l i f t in g  h im  s lo w ly  b u t  s u re ly  to w a rd  
the surfa ce . H e  h e a rd  w a te r  p o u r in g  
in  w h ite -c re s te d  ca ta ra cts a ro u n d  
h im . H is  a rm s fla ile d  the  to ss in g  w a 
te rs, o n ly  to  re c o il as th e y  to u ch e d  an 
o b je ct th a t seem ed to  be a th in , w et 
tentacle.

“ G o o d  G o d !”  he th o u g h t . “ W h a t  
am  I  in to  n o w ? ”

H is  th ra s h in g  knees s tru c k  som e
t h in g  h a rd , s o m e th in g  th a t lif te d  
s lo w ly  and s u re ly  a g a in s t h is  b o d y. 
H i s  a rm s s tru c k  an  u p r ig h t  o b je ct, 
a n d  a u to m a tic a lly  c la sp e d  i t  in  a g r ip  
o f  death.

S p it t in g  the  w a te r  f ro m  h is  m o u th , 
M a s te rs  saw  the  d im  s h a d o w  o f  a 
c o n n in g  to w e r r is in g  above the  w a te r,
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H e  c o u ld  h e a r the  h is s  o f  a ir  as the 
de ck le ve le d  off, a n d  the  p o rts  w e re  
opened. H e  w a n te d  to  c r y  o u t a 
p ra y e r o f th a n k s g iv in g . B u t  som e u n 
h e a rd  vo ice  c a u tio n e d  h im  to  silence. 
P e rh a p s  it  w as Seam an S m y th e . H e  
cle n ch e d  h is  ja w s  to  keep h is  c h a tte r
in g  teeth  q u ie t, a n d  w a ite d .

T h e  c o n n in g  to w e r  lid  s lo w ly  
opened. T h e  L o n e  E a g le  h e ld  h is  
bre a th , w a it in g  fo r  vo ice s— vo ice s 
w h ic h  w o u ld  re ve a l w h e th e r  he w as 
c l in g in g  to  a B r it is h  sub o r  one of 
the d re a d e d  U -b o a ts .

H e  lo w e re d  h im s e lf  o v e r th e  side 
o f  the boat u n t i l  once a g a in  h is  b o d y  
w as a lm o st su b m e rg e d  in  the ic y  w a 
ters o f  the  N o r t h  Sea. W i t h  one h a n d  
he c lu n g  to  a t r a i l in g  ro p e , the  th in g  
th a t h a d  g iv e n  h im  the  a w f u l f r ig h t  
o f  a m o m e n t before .

F I G U R E S  app e a re d  on th e  sm a ll 
b rid g e . H e  c o u ld  b a re ly  see th e ir  

d im  sh a d o w s s ilh o u e tte d  a ga in st the 
l ig h t e r  c lo u d s. T h e y  stood the re  in  
silence a w h ile , as the  L o n e  E a g le  
h e a rd  s o m e th in g  th a t so u n d e d  lik e  a 
s h u tte r o p e n in g  a n d  c lo s in g . B u t  he 
co u ld  see no lig h t .  T h e r e  w a s n o th 
in g  to  te ll h im  w h e th e r  the c ra ft  to  
w h ic h  he c lu n g  b e lo n g e d  to f r ie n d  o r 
foe.

“ T h e r e  is h e r a n s w e r,” s u d d e n ly

came a g u ttu ra l v o ic e  f ro m  th e  b rid g e . 
“ S w in g  o ve r the boat at o n ce .”

M a s te rs ’ h e a rt sank. T h e  w o rd s  had 
been spo ken in  G e rm a n . A l l  th o u g h t 
o f a s k in g  fo r a id  w as d r iv e n  fro m  the 
L o n e  E a g le 's  m in d . H e  lif te d  h im 
se lf s lo w ly  a g a in s t the co ld  w e t In h l 
c f  the  U -b o a t  a n d  stra in e d  h is  eyes 
to w a rd  shore. B u t  he c o u ld  see r  o 
s ig n a l, n o th in g  th a t re ve a le d  the fact 
th a t the U -b o a t  w a s e x p e cte d , that 
so m e b o d y  w a ite d .

A l l  m e m o ry  o f  the c o ld  w a s fo rg o t 
te n  as h is  m in d  c o n c e n tra te d  o n  th is  
n e w  rid d le . H e  h e a rd  the  sm a ll boat 
b e in g  s lid  in to  the w a te r, and the ra t
tle  o f oars. A  desperate p la n  flashed 
t h r o u g h  h is  m in d , one b y  w h ic h  he 
w o u ld  n o t o n ly  re a ch  shore , b u t p e r
haps fin d  o u t w h o  w a ite d  fo r  e nem y 
U -b o a ts  near S capa F lo w .

A s  s i le n t ly  as a n  o tte r the  L o n e  
E a g le  sw a m  to w a rd  the  lit t le  d in g h y  
b o b b in g  on the w a ve s beside the  m y s 
te rio u s  U -b o a t. O a rlo c k s  creaked 
s o ft ly . W a v e s  la p p e d  a g a in s t the 
sides o f  the  d in g h y . S a lt w a te r 
sp la sh e d  in to  the L o n e  E a g le 's  face 
as he c lu n g  to  the  re a r o f the boat. 
O n c e  o r  tw ic e  he h e a rd  th a t same 
c l ic k in g  so un d  as i f  a  p ic tu re  w e re  
b e in g  ta k e n  b y  so m e b o d y  in  the boat. 
A n d  each tim e  he h e a rd  a m u tte r  that

[ T u r n  p a g e ]
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T h e  a c tio n  of E x -L ax  is th o ro u g h , 
y e t  ger.tle! N o  shock. N o  s tra in . 
N o  w eak en in g  afte r-e ffec ts . 
J u s t  a n  easy , co m fo rtab le  
b o w e l  m o v e m e n t  t h a t  
b rin g s b lessed  relief.
T r y  E x -L a x  n e x t  
t im e  you need  a lax
a tiv e . I t ’s good fo r 
e v e r y  m e m b e r  of 
th e  fam ily .

104 and 254

I BOB: T h a n k s  fo r J IM : W hat did I ten 
the tip , pall J tried  yon! I t ’s  the only 
E x - L a x  a n d  I t ’ S laxative we ever uso 
great stuff! In cur family.
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the answ ering signal had been caught 
from the dark  shore.

“H u rry !” commanded a gruff voice 
from the ste rn  of the dinghy. “You 
row like cadets.”

“I t  is hard  pu lling  tonight, H err 
Kapitan,” one of the seamen panted. 
“Perhaps the cu rren t is runn ing  
strong .”

“No stronger than  usual,” the man 
in  command rep lied  harshly. “You 
men are always so ft when you re tu rn  
from  leave. P u ll harder. W e cannot 
be all n ig h t.”

And despite the danger of h is posi
tion the Lone Eagle could no t help 
but smile. H e fe lt like a rem ora fa st
ened to  a m an-eating shark, being 
dragged th rough  the  w aters, w hile 
the k ille r sought a victim . Someday 
he hoped he w ould get the opportu 
n ity  to thank  the H err K apitan  for 
the lift, and perhaps the key to th is 
new ridd le of a m ysterious woman 
who had a rendezvous w ith  a German 
U-boat along the rocky coast of the 
O rkney Islands.

W H E N  the keel of the dinghy 
grated  on the pebbly beach, 

the Lone Eagle le t go, and slid  s i
len tly  th rough  the w ater u n til he 
reached a ju ttin g  rock tha t would 
shelter him  from  view, w hile he 
w atched for the m eeting between the 
commander of the  U-boat and th is  
m ysterious stranger on shore.

“You are late, H err Kapitan,” M as
ters  heard a woman say from  the 
shadow of a rock.

“My m en were lazy ton igh t,” the 
German U-boat commander laughed. 
“They com plained th a t the rowing 
was hard.” He paused a moment, 
looking up at the clouds. “ W here are 
th ey ?”

“T hey ran  in to  trouble ton igh t,” 
replied  the woman. “T here was a 
fight up there and planes fell. I  heard 
only one fly back tow ard the east. 
O therw ise they  w ould have been c ir
cling over the islands to a ttra c t a t
ten tion  to  them  w hile you landed. But

I  th in k  you need have no fear. I t  is 
dark, and people are s till  w atching 
the  sky for raiders. E specia lly  afte r 
th is  afternoon.”

“T hen  they  w ere successful ag a in !” 
exclaim ed the German. “T hey  got the 
Graemsay?”

“T hey  did that, H err K apitan,” said 
the  woman exu ltan tly . “B u t our S ta f
fs !  of death m issed a golden oppor
tu n ity . The A r k  R oya l anchored 
alongside the Graemsay no t ten  m in
utes before the black H einkel ap 
peared.”

“T he A r k  R o ya l!” exclaim ed the 
German. He w histled  softly . “But 
we cannot blame them. T he Graem
say  was the chosen objective, and 
th ey  had no way of know ing th a t the 
A r k  R oyal w ould come to Scapa 
Flow. Das is t ein U ngluck, nicht 
wahr?”

“P erhaps.” T he woman laughed a 
little . “But w hat is to stop them  from 
blow ing her up on the nex t t r ip ? ”

“Im possible!” exclaim ed the Ger
man. “They are com ing over tom or
row  to get the Elan. I cannot get 
back in  time to change the plans. But 
I can assure you my bro ther w ill see 
to  it tha t the A r k  R oyal w ill go to the 
bottom  before the week has passed.”

“A nd w here is the E lan?” de
m anded the woman. “She is not in 
the F low .”

“She is in the F ir th  of F o rth ,” re 
plied the German commander. “Too 
bad they  do not keep all of their 
ships here. I t  is easy.”

“You should get some of the glory 
for yourself, H err K apitan,” taunted  
the woman. “You let th is  m an P rien  
steal your thunder.”

“T hat one!” exploded the  U-boat 
commander. “You have never seen 
such a change in  a man. He is puffed 
up so th a t a prick  w ith  a sausage fork 
w ould sound like a punctu red  tire  
since he torpedoed the R oya l Oak. 
Come, have you the p ic tu res?  W e 
m ust have proof to  show our Feuhrer 
th a t m y b ro ther’s scheme really  
w orks.”
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C H A P T E R  V

A n  O ld  A cquain tance

3  ̂O R  a m o m e n t o r  tw o , as 
the  L o n e  E a g le  lis te n e d  
n o th in g  w a s said b y  the 
tw o  co n s p ira to rs  ashore. 
T h e  w o m a n  had a p p a r
e n t ly  h a n d e d  the  m a n  a 
pa cka ge  and w as g e tt in g  
a re c e ip t fo r  it. T h e n  

th e y  sa u n te re d  across th e  p e b b ly  beach 
and stood le a n in g  a g a in s t the  ro c k  
b e h in d  w h ic h  the  L o n e  E a g le  
cro u ch e d .

“ A c c o r d in g  to  m y  b ro th e r ’s sch ed 
u le  the  S ta ffe l  o f  D e a th  w i l l  s trik e  
a g a in  to m o r ro w  a fte rn o o n  at e x a c tly  
fo u r  o ’c lo c k ,”  M a s te rs  h e a rd  the m a n  
say. “ I t  is too bad y o u  w i l l  n o t be 
the re  to  see th a t one. T h e  E lan  is 
one o f th e ir  fin est.”

“ I f  y o u  c o u ld  o n ly  fin d  some o th e r 
w a y ,”  m u rm u r e d  the w o m a n . “ I t  is 
m u rd e r .”

“ Y o u  are g o in g  so ft, Frau  v o n  Z e n - 
g e r ,”  la u g h e d  the  co m m a n d e r. “ T h e y  
are o n ly  E n g lis h m e n . S o o n  th e y  w i l l  
fin d  it  h a rd  to g e t m e n  to  go o n  th e ir  
verdam ter  vessels. I t  is  n o t m u rd e r—  
i t  is w a r . Y o u  hate the m , do v o u  
n o t? ”

T h e  w o m a n  h e sita te d  a m o m e n t. “ I  
re a lly  hate o n ly  o n e ,”  she said w it h  a 
ste e ly  r in g  to  h e r vo ice .

“ T h e  L o n e  E a g le ? ”  q u e rie d  the 
G e rm a n  so b e rly .

“ Y e s , the cu rse d  A m e r ic a n ,”  sn a rle d  
the  w o m a n . “ I  hate  h im  m o re  th a n  
ever n o w  fo r  s t ic k in g  h is  nose in to  
an  a ffa ir th a t is none o f  h is  business. 
I f  i t  w e re  n o t fo r  h im  m y  d a u g h te r 
w o u ld  n o t be in  the h o s p ita l w it h  a 
b ro k e n  le g . She w o u ld  be here, c a r r y 
in g  on the  w o r k  I  have tra in e d  h e r to 
d o .”

“ Y o u  have been h ere  a m o n th  n o w , 
have y o u  n o t, Frau  v o n  Z e n g e r? ”  the 
K apitan  asked.

" Y e s  a n d  a lo n g  m o n th  it  has been,”  
said th e  w o m a n  te n se ly . “ Im a g in e  m e, 
a w o m a n  w h o  has a castle o f  h e r  o w n  
in  the V aterland, l i v in g  in  a d i r t y

h o v e l d u g  in  the side o f  a h i l l .  L iv in g  
in  f ilth  lik e  a h a lf -d e m e n te d  p ig , be
in g  la u g h e d  at b y  the  b ra ts  o f  K i r k 
w all w h e n  I  go  in  to  m a rk e t. I t  is a 
hard  b u rd e n  to  bear. B u t  it is o u r 
F uehrer’s  co m m a n d . H o w e v e r  ju s t  as 
soon as m y  d a u g h te r  is  able she w i l l  
be d ro p p e d  h e re , ju s t  as I  w as, to  take 
m y  p la c e .”

“ I  h ope so, Frau  v o n  Z e n g e r ,”  said 
the  G e rm a n  q u ie tly . “ Y o u  d id  y o u r  
share o f  d i r t y  w o r k  in  the  last w a r .”

A  w ic k e d  la u g h  s lip p e d  f ro m  the 
w o m a n ’s th ro a t. “ B u t  I  s t i l l  w i l l  net 
re st u n t i l  th is  cu rs e d  L o n e  E a g le  has 
been e lim in a te d . W h e n  he is dead 
th e n  I  sh a ll re st— n o t b e fo re .”

T h e  G e rm a n  U -b o a t  officer stepped 
a w a y  f ro m  the  ro c k .

“ I  m u s t leave n o w , Frau  v o n  Z e n 
ge r. B u t  I  w i l l  re t u r n  at the  same 
tim e  the  d a y  a fte r  to m o r ro w . T h e n  
I  h ope y o u  w i l l  h ave  film s fo r  m e of 
th e  d e s tru c tio n  o f  th e  A r k  R oyal. 
T h a t  sh o u ld  be a b lo w  to  sta g ge r 
th e m .”

“ T h e  w a tc h w o rd  f o r  th a t n ig h t, 
H e ir  K ap itan ?” d e m a n d e d  the  w o m a n . 
“ W e  m u s t use c a u tio n  a n d  ch a n g e  it 
e v e ry  t im e .”

T h e  U -b o a t  c o m m a n d e r paused w ith  
one fo o t re s tin g  o n  th e  b o w  o f  the 
boat. H e  la u g h e d  s o ft ly .

“ I  w i l l  flash tw ic e . Y o u  a nsw er 
'T he L o n e  E a g le  w a its ’ a n d  I  w i l l  
rep ly  'F o r  d e a th ’. I t  w i l l  be a p ro p h 
e cy , I  h o p e .”

“ T h a t  is e x c e lle n t, H err K ap itan !  
I  s h a ll e n jo y  re a d in g  y o u r  r e p ly .” 
T h e  w o m a n  la u g h e d .

“ T h e n  y o u  s t i ll  th in k  it  is  m u r d e r ? ” 
asked th e  ca p ta in  as he seated h im 
se lf in  the  boat.

“ Y o u  k n o w  w h y  I  sa y  th a t,”  the 
w o m a n  o n  shore  said  t ig h t ly .  “ W h y  
do you ta u n t m e ? ”

“ I  w as o n ly  t h in k in g ,”  re p lie d  the 
G e rm a n . “ W e  have been c a l l in g  i t  the 
D e a th  Staffe l— w h y  n o t M u r d e r  Staf- 
fe l?  O r  b e tte r y e t , th e  M u r d e r  P a 
t ro l. . . . Y e s , I  t h in k  th e  M u r d e r  
P a t r o l  w o u ld  be a g o o d  n a m e .”

“ I t  is  n o t  f u n n y , H err K ap itan
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snapped the woman. “A u f  w ieder- 
sehen.”

“A u f  w iedersehen , Frau  von Zen- 
ger, I w ill repo rt your good work. 
T ill the day a f te r  tom orrow  then, 
when you w ill have more and g reater 
news to send back to  our Fuehrer,”

boat slid  away in  the dark- 
ness, and the only sound to be 

heard was th e  lapping of the waves 
against the rocks.

M asters crawled stiffly from  his 
h id ing  place and stood looking into 
the  shadows w here the figure of the 
woman had so suddenly  disappeared. 
A low w histle escaped his lips.

“So R-47 is back on the jo b l” he 
m urm ured. “Sorry  about tha t g irl of 
hers. M ust have landed hard  tha t 
n igh t over the Zepp field. No game 
for women anyw ay.”

He walked cautiously across the 
beach and finally found a path  lead
ing up over the cliffs, thankfu l for 
the exertion  o f the  climb th a t sen t 
his w arm  blood pounding through  his 
thoroughly  ch illed  body.

W hen he reached the top, he paused 
to  rest h is bruised feet and look ou t 
over the  sea w here, bu t for the good 
fo rtune o f a m ysterious U-boat’s ren 
dezvous w ith  R-47, he m ight s till  be 
floundering, or m ore than  likely float
ing  face down—a new  recru it fo r the 
legion of dead th a t Seaman Sm ythe 
had joined th a t afternoon.

“So i t ’s the M urder P a tro l,” he m ut
tered  as he s ta rted  across the w ind
swept moor, keeping his eyes peeled 
in  the hope th a t he would discover 
th is  hovel R-47 had m entioned. B ut 
the m oor seemed devoid of any sign 
of habitation.

A fte r a m ile or two he slid down a 
gravel bank and found him self s tand
ing  on a narrow  road. He hesitated  
a moment try in g  to decide w hich d i
rection w ould m ost quickly take him  
to  a telephone. He finally struck  off 
north,

He had only taken  a step or two 
when a figure loomed up from  behind

a  clum p o f hea ther and flashed a ligh t 
in  h is face. A nother s tepped  up and 
held a gun to  h is ribs.

“A n' who m ight you be, Jo h n n y ?” 
a g u ttu ra l voice rasped o u t of the 
darkness.

“I ’m a p ilo t from  th e  A r k  Royal,"  
rep lied  M asters as he tried  to  catch 
a glim pse of the faces behind the 
light.

T he tin y  flashlight lowered and 
traveled over h is body. I t  came back 
to his face and held steady.

“Since when ’ave R.A.F. p ilo ts been 
flyin’ in m u fti?” dem anded the first 
one. “Seems k inda strange. Bloody 
’uns come over an’ try  a b link in ’ raid, 
an’ then you comes a-w anderin’ over 
the m oor rig h t after. A n’ barefooted. 
Now don’t te ll us you been fishin’, 
J o h n n y .”

“B ut I was  in the machine th a t was 
fighting the ra id e rs!” M asters ex
claim ed im patiently . “ I was shot 
down, forced to use m y chute. Landed 
in the w ater and had to swim for it. 
Take me back to the A r k  R oyal—the 
com m ander w ill id en tify  me. I ’ve got 
im portan t in form ation for him  too.”

“You’ll te ll i t  to  the  C.O.,” growled 
one of his captors. “I don’t  mind 
a-sayin’ I don’t  like the  looks of you. 
I t ’s been hours since the Je rrie s  were 
over.”

“B ut I  had to  swim, I  te ll you !” 
M asters tried  to explain again. "And, 
m y God men, I ’ve got inform ation 
th a t m ight save another battlesh ip  
from  the Craemsay’s fa te !”

“Maybe w e’ll be do in ’ som ething 
like tha t too,” grum bled the man w ith  
the ligh t. “I was ju st g e ttin ’ to  where 
I though t th is a ir raid  patro l business 
was a w aste of time, but maybe 
now—”

“You’re w asting m y tim e!” snapped 
M asters. “Feel officious because you’re 
on A R P  duty. B u t you’re p lay ing  
rig h t in to  the hands of the enemy. 
A thousand lives are at stake w hile 
you’re p lay ing  cops an’ robbers. 
W here are you going to  take m e?”

“K irkw all.”
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“How far is th a t? ” demanded the 
Lone Eagle.

“Far enough. Come on.”
“Got a car?”
“A horse and cart w ill do for the 

likes of you.”

W IT H  the gun pressed close to 
his ribs there  was no th ing  for 

the Lone Eagle to do but be led down 
the road. H is captors commandeered a 
horse and a two-wheeled cart from  a 
farm er and started  for K irkwall.

M asters fum ed and fre tted  as the 
old gray horse jogged along the 
gravel road. B ut he had little  doubt 
the men w ould shoot if he made a 
move to escape. B ut m inutes were 
precious. A great ship—thousands of 
lives hung in the balance th a t n igh t 
as the two A R P w ardens brought the 
prisoner to K irkw all to be questioned 
by their C.O.

“Your C.O. on duty  all the tim e?” 
asked M asters a fte r they had covered 
some miles.

“Be fishing th is m ornin’, I guess,” 
said the man w ith  the gun.

“W hen w ill he be back?”
“About noon, m aybe.”
“About noon!” exploded M asters. 

'Good God, man! You don’t realize 
what it m eans!”

“May be back sooner if the fish 
a in ’t b itiii’,” replied the man casually.

M asters knew it was useless to 
argue w ith  them, so he kept quiet. In  
an hour or so the sun would s ta rt to 
rise out of the N orth  Sea. A nother 
day w ould begin. A day in which 
disaster m ight strike a foul blow at 
the B ritish  Navy again. The M urder 
P atro l would come flashing out of the 
east and men w ould die, blown to bits 
by this sin ister scheme of the enemy.

“I ’ve got to get aw ay!” the Lone 
Eagle m uttered  to him self. “Can’t 
risk  being delayed while they  w ait 
for their C.O. R ight now every m in
ute counts in  finding out the secret 
of these black H einkels.”

As the first g ray  ligh t of dawn be
gan to creep over the m oor they came Masters’ tracers beat into the cockpit 

( Chapter H I)
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to  a fork  in  the road. Ahead of them  
lay a single, w inding  stre tch  of gravel. 
Behind lay two roads, one fork ing  
sligh tly  to the east and the o ther to 
ward the west.

“W here does th a t one lead?” he 
asked, ind icating  the more w esterly  
of the two roads.

“St. M arys,” was the terse reply. 
“K irkw all’s s tra ig h t ahead.”

M asters s ta rted  to slump back be
tween the two men.

“Got a sm oke?” he asked.
The m an nodded and reached into 

h is pocket. I t  was his hand nearest 
the prisoner th a t was feeling around 
the pocket of the ragged tweed coat. 
T h at was the m om ent M asters w ent 
into action.

H is body galvanized into sudden, 
ligh tn ing like m otion. H is elbow w ent 
up, catching the sta rtled  driver full 
on the point of the jaw, driv ing him  
backward off the seat. T hen  w ith  a 
trem endous drive from his legs he 
hurled him self against the m an who 
was try in g  to get his old fouling 
piece into firing position. T he su r
prised m an catapulted  off the seat 
and landed in the  heather by the side 
of the road. M asters leaped a fte r him  
and grabbed the gun.

“Get u p !” he commanded. “And 
you”—he shouted over his shoulder 
a t the man in the bottom  of the cart— 
“you get down! M ake it snappy. 
You’ve w asted enough of my tim e! 
T his w ill teach you to be more care
ful if you ever get a  real prisoner.”

T H E  two men backed against the 
cart, th e ir hands above th e ir 

heads. T hey  w ere sure they  had 
bumped up aga inst a desperate ch ar
acter.

“Don’t be scared.” M asters grinned. 
“ I ’m not going to  harm  you, not un
less you fail to s ta rt moving tow ard 
K irkw all in  a hurry . Come on, get 
going. And if  you find tha t fishing 
C.O. of yours, te ll him  he can find out 
all about me on the A r k  Royal. Now 
scram.”

As the two m en h u rried  away, still 
a little  afraid  to  take th e ir  hands 
down, M asters aimed above their 
heads and blasted away w ith  both 
barrels. T hen they  really  did start 
m oving. And they  d id n ’t stop until 
they finally rem em bered tha t once 
having fired the gun it was useless 
as a weapon unless M asters happened 
to  have a couple of ten-gauge shells. 
W hen they did stop they  saw M asters 
lashing the old horse into a lumber- 
ing gallop as he headed down the road 
in a cloud of dust.

I t  was only a mile or so to Scapa 
pier, but the old farm  horse covered 
th a t mile faster than i t  had ever trav 
eled th a t distance before. W hen  the 
Lone Eagle sw ung into the lane lead
ing to the p ier the nag was about 
ready to drop in  its  tracks.

He was out of the cart as the horse 
was slid ing  to a stop, and runn ing  to 
ward the wooden pier.

“Get me out to the A r k  R oya l righ t 
aw ay!” he dem anded of a surprised 
p e tty  officer who had ju s t reached the 
dock in a fast launch. “Q uick ly! I ’ve 
got im portant inform ation .”

T he m an’s steady eye traveled ove; 
the w rinkled clothes and bare feet. 

“And who m ight you be?” he asked 
“I ’m a pilot off the A r k  R o y a l’ 

M asters said sharply. “Took off aftei 
those Je rry  raiders last n igh t and got 
dropped in the N orth  Sea.”

“W hat were you flying?”
“The Spitfire,” snapped M asters, in 

w ardly  cursing the E ng lish  caution 
tha t dem anded a close study  of every 
situation  before m aking a move.

“W here were you when the Graem- 
say  was blown u p ?”

“In  the air—circ ling  over the A r k  
R oyal to be exact.” M asters was th o r
oughly exasperated. “A ny m ore ques
tions? O r can I im press the fact on 
you th a t I ’m on an im portan t m is
sion.”

“Ju s t  one question more, m atey,” 
said the p e tty  officer quietly . “Are 
you the Y ank?”

M asters hesitated , then  nodded. “I f
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you m ust have ail the particu lars, I 
am known as the Lone E agle.”

“Blimey, sir, why d idn’t  you te ll me 
in  the first p lace?” cried the young 
officer. “Hop in !”

“Been try in g  to te ll you for the 
past few  m inutes.” M asters grinned 
as he leaped aboard the launch.

“Hope you’ll pardon me,” said the 
petty  officer soberly. “B ut a man 
can’t be too carefu l these days. A n’ 
you m ust adm it you do look a b it 
queer—m ufti, bare feet, and cornin’ 
up w ith  tha t w reck of a horse the way 
you did. . . .”

M asters relaxed on one of the seats 
as the boat sped out over Scapa Bay.

“I'll try  to  make up to  old Dobbin 
for it,” he prom ised. “Buy him  a 
m onth’s ra tion  of good oats.”

C H A P T E R  V I

R ed  Tape

IjOHN M A ST E R S w a s  
I seated in the officers’ 

mess on the A r k  R oyal 
e a t i n g  a substantial 
breakfast. For the first 
time since he had leaped 
into his Spitfire the 
n igh t before he fe lt 

warm and com fortable. As he finished 
his th ird  cup of coffee the comman
der of the A r k  R oyal came in, and or
dered the mess stew ard to bring  him 
a pot of tea.

“ I ’ve put your message through to 
London, M asters,” the officer said
gravely.

“Any answ er?” M asters asked
quickly.

A slow smile crossed the weathered 
face of the officer.

“W e don’t do th ings that fast in 
th is country, a lthough sometimes I 
wish we did .”

"You gave them  my w arning that 
your ship is nex t on the lis t afte r 
the Elan?'’ M asters demanded, as he 
id ly  s tirred  the sugar in the bottom  
of his cup.

“Of course,” m utte red  the com

m ander of the A r k  R oya l as he sipped 
his tea. “B ut the red tape th a t has to 
be cu t before a ship  can so m uch as 
lif t  an anchor is aston ish ing .”

“You mean I ’l l  have to  bring  in 
th is  R-47 before th ey ’ll give credence 
to my sto ry?” exploded M asters. 
“T hey  ought to know me by this 
tim e.”

"B u t there are form alities, trad i
tions and all,” m utte red  the com
mander. “E very th ing  m ust follow  the 
proper channels, go th rough  certain  
hands, and be in itia led  the proper 
num ber of tim es before a single move 
can be made.”

“B ut what if  the fleet were a t
tacked rig h t here in Scapa F low ?” 
dem anded M asters.

The officer set h is cup down. “There 
are em ergency orders for every con
tingency ,” he said.

“All except the probability  of being 
warned ahead of tim e th a t a ship is 
going to be blown u p !” said M asters 
ruefully .

“T h at about sum s it up .” T he o f
ficer drew  a long breath. “I  can as
sure 3' gu, I am m ore than  anxious to 
get the A r k  R oyal out of Scapa Flow. 
I t  is too nice a ta rg e t in  such cramped 
quarte rs.”

M asters got up, glanced down at the 
bathrobe he was w earing and then
at the officer.

“Suppose your m an has got my 
duds looking halfw ay presen tab le?”

H is answer was the appearance in 
the doorway of a beam ing little  B rit
isher w ith  M asters’ tweeds neatly  
mended and pressed.

■‘ ’E re  they are, s ir ,” he .sa id , g rin 
ning. “ B ut those shoes were a proper 
problem, they were. Sammy’s got ’em. 
Six pairs, all your size, bu t d ifferent 
w id ths.”

He jerked his head over his shoul
der tow ard the lad who stood w ith 
the shoes in h is arms, s taring  wide- 
eyed at the Lone Eagle.

“Good!” M asters handed the man 
a pound note. “W hen you two get off 
to go to K irkw all go in  to  H epw orths
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and ge t y o u rs e lv e s  s o m e th in g . N o w , 
w h e re  can I  d re s s? ”

In  a fe w  m o m e n ts  the  L o n e  E a g le  
w as back in  the m ess w it h  a w id e  
g r in  on h is  face.

“ Shoes w ere  a p ro p e r p ro b le m , s ir ,” 
he said to the co m m a n d e r o f the  A rk  
R oyal. “ B e lie v e  it  o r  n o t, it  w as the 
s ix th  p a ir  th a t f it .”

“ A n d  m a y  I  ask w h e re  y o u  are 
b o u n d  f o r ? ” asked the  co m m a n d e r. 
“ I ’ve been o rd e re d  to le t y o u  ha ve  a 
p la n e  w h e n e v e r y o u  w a n t  i t .”

“ S e n d  some one ashore w it h  m e to 
square th in g s  w it h  the  A R P  w a rd e n s  
a n d  th e ir  C .O . ,”  sa id  M a s te rs . “ A f t e r  
I ’m  sure I  w o n ’t be m a rc h e d  off to  the 
j u g  a ga in , I ’m  g o in g  a fte r R -4 7 . W h e n  
I  b r in g  h e r back m a yb e  w e  can use h e r 
to  shear som e o f  th a t re d  tape y o u  
w e re  ta lk in g  a b o u t.”

“ I ’l l  go w it h  y o u  m y s e lf ,”  offered  
th e  s h ip ’s co m m a n d e r.

T H E  L o n e  E a g le  shook h is  head.
“ W o n ’t do. I ’l l  be n o tice d  too 

m u c h  i f  I  a ppear in  K i r k w a l l  in  y o u r  
c o m p a n y . A n y h o w , y o u  m a y  be 
needed h ere  to  p u l l  u p  y o u r  m u d  
hooks in  case the A d m ir a lt y  s h o u ld  
see fit to heed m y  w a r n in g . A n d  in  
the m e a n tim e  have y o u r  c o m m u n ic a 
tio n s  officer k n o c k in g  the  ears o f the 
o p e ra to rs  in  W h it e h a l l  w it h  y o u r  
messages. T r y  to  im p re ss o n  th e m  
tha t th e y ’ve g o t  to  ge t the E lan  o u t 
o f  the F i r t h  o f  F o r t h !  F o r  once the 
B r it is h  N a v y  has go t to  ru n . I t  m a y  
be the greatest n a v y  in  the w o r ld  .but 
it  ca n 't l ic k  th is  th in g  the H u n s  have 
cooked u p ! ”

M a s te rs  paused at the d o o r and 
lo o k e d  b ack at the  co m m a n d e r f o r  a 
b r ie f  second, th e n  spoke.

“ I t  w o u ld n ’t h u r t  to  send a m es
sage to S i r  N e v il le  C h a m b e rla in . S ig n  
m y  nam e to  it  i f  y o u  w is h .”  H e  
fo rc e d  a c h e e rfu l sm ile . “ B u c k  u p , 
s ir . A t  least w e ’ve go t a n o th e r d a y  
b efo re  th e y  d e cid e  to  cra ck  d o w n  o n  
th e  A rk  R oyal. A  lo t  can h a p p e n  in  
t w e n t y -f o u r  h o u rs . A n d  the  B r it is h  
N a v y ,  y o u  k n o w , is n e v e r lic k e d  u n t i l

the  last sh ip  is s u n k . T a k e  a w h ile  
to  do th a t.”

T h e  officer ra ise d  h is  a rm  in  a sa
lu te  to  the y o u n g  A m e ric a n .

“ G o o d  lu c k , M a s te rs ! I  k n o w  y o u  
w i l l  do y o u r  d a m n d e st to  fo re s ta ll 
th e m .”

“ B e  seeing y o u .”  M a s te rs  g r in n e d . 
“ A n d  I ’l l  be b r in g in g  back the sh a rp 
est p a ir  o f re d  tape shears y o u  eve r 
sa w .”

H e  closed the d o o r a n d  h u r r ie d  to 
ihe side o f the  sh ip  w h e re  the  la u n ch  
w as s t i l l  w a it in g .

“ G iv e  h e r e v e r y t h in g  y o u ’ve go t, 
M is t e r ,” he o rd e re d  as he d ro p p e d  to  
the cu shio n s .

“ Y o u  Y a n k s  are a lw a y s  in  a b lo o m 
in ’ h u r r y ,  a in ’t y o u  n o w ? ” the  m a n  
said, w it h  a g r in , as he p u sh e d  the 
boat c le a r o f  the  A r k  R o y a l’s  to w e r
in g  sides a n d  sla m m e d  th e  th ro tt le  
on f u ll .

O n  re a c h in g  shore  M a s te rs  fo u n d  a 
car w a it in g  fo r  h im  a n d  o rd e re d  the 
d r iv e r  to  get to  K i r k w a l l  as fast as he 
c o u ld . I n  K i r k w a l l  he sto p p e d  lo n g  
e n o u g h  at H e p w o r th s  to  p u rch a se  a 
fle e ce -lin e d  B u r b e r r y  a n d  th e n  w e n t 
o n  to  the A R P  w a r d e n ’s office at the 
end o f the l it t le  flagged street. T h e r e  
he fo u n d  an officer w a it in g  to  id e n 
t i f y  h im , and tw o  c re s tfa lle n  w a rd e n s.

“ W e ’re  a w f u l s o rry , s ir ,”  one of 
th e m  m u m b le d  as he tw is te d  h is  bat
te re d  cap in  h is  fin ge rs . “ B u t  w e  
th o u g h t  w e w as d o in g  o u r  d u t y , w e  
d id  th a t .”

“ T h a t ’s a ll r ig h t ,  m e n ,”  said  M a s 
ters. “ A n d  I  w a n t to  a p o lo g ize  fo r  
th a t c ra c k  o n  th e  ja w  I  gave y o u , and 
th e  n a s ty  fa ll f ro m  the ca rt. B u t  I  
h a d  to  do  it . I  k n o w  y o u  u n d e rs ta n d  
n o w , d o n ’t y o u ? ”

“ W e  do th a t, s ir .”  T h e  lip s  o f  the 
m a n  w h o  h a d  been careless e n o u g h  to 
le t M a s te rs  g e t h is  s h o tg u n  a w a y 
f ro m  h im  tw is te d  in  a ru e f u l sm ile . 
“ I f  y o u  care to , y o u  ca n  g iv e  us each 
a g o o d  s w if t  k ic k . W e  w a s a w fu l 
d u m b  n o t to k n o w  y o u  w a s a g e n tle 
m a n , in ste a d  o f  a b lo o m in ’ s p y .”

“ H o w  w o u ld  y o u  lik e  to  h e lp  m e
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ca p tu re  a real s p y ? '’ asked M a ste rs . 
“ O n e  o f the best the  G e rm a n s  w i l l  
eve r h a v e / ’

“ W h e r e  is h e ? ” the m an in s ta n t ly  
dem and ed. “ I ’l l  w a g e r no b lo o m in ’ 
H u n  w i l l  get m y  g u n  a w a y f r o m  m e 
again. . . . B e g  p a rd o n , s ir, I  d id n ’t 
m ean it  ju s t  th a t w a y .”

“ I t  is n ’t a h e ,” M a s te rs  said d r y ly .  
" I t ’s a sh e .”

“ G o r  b l im e y !” m u tte re d  the fe l
lo w . “ T h e r e  a in 't  no la d y  spies on 
the O r k n e y s .”

“ D o  yo u  k n o w  a n y  w o m a n  near 
K i r k w a l l  w h o  liv e s  in  a h o v e l d u g  in  
the h il ls id e ? ” asked M a ste rs .

Q T H  m e n  la u gh e d .
“ Y o u  m u s t m ean C r a z y  L iz .  

S a y, L i z  a in ’t: no b lo o m in ’ H u n  sp y. 
She hates H i t le r ,  she does.”

“ C h ild r e n  m ake fu n  o f h e r w h e n  
she com es in  to w n  to m a rk e t? ” asked 
M a ste rs .

“ S u re  th e y  d o ,” said the m a n  w it h  
the  g u n . “ So d id  I  w h e n  I  was a  k id .”

“ H a s  she been a ro u n d  h e re  th a t 
lo n g ? ”

“ A s  lo n g  as a n y b o d y  in  K i r k w a l l  
can re m e m b e r. S a y , w h a t  are y o u  
d r i v in ’ at, M is te r?  L i z  m a yb e  d a ft, 
b u t she a in ’t one o ’ th e m  spies.”

“ E a s y ,”  sa id  M a s te rs , la y in g  h is  
h a n d  on the m a n 's  s h o u ld e r. “ I ’ve  go t 
a go od reason fo r a s k in g  these ques
tio n s. J u s t  one m o re  a n d  th e n  w e ’ll  
be m o v in g . H a s  th is  L i z  o f  y o u rs  
been in  to w n  la te ly ? ”

“ I  saw  h er o n ly  the day b e fo re ,” 
m u tte re d  one o f  the m e n , “ She w as 
c ra z ie r  tha n  ever. S a id  all the boats 
in  S ca pa  F l o w  w e re  ch a sin ' the fish 
a w a y  a n ’ w a n te d  so m e b o d y  to get up 
a p e tit io n  to  the  k in g  about i t .”

T h e  L o n e  E a g le  shook his head. 
“ T h e r e ’s s o m e th in g  w r o n g  u p  at th is  
C r a z y  L i z ’ p la ce , m e n . I  th in k  w e ’d 
b e tte r lo o k  in to  i t . ”

“ N o w  i f  y o u  t h in k  y o u 're  d rt  anc'1 
the re  a n ’ take th a t p o o r so u '.u y  to 
y o u ’re  m ista k e n , s ir ,” g r o v rn t  o sve 
m a n  w it h  the g u n . “ M e  a n ’ A l t  b o n ’t 
w a n t no  p a rt  in  such  d o in g s , does w e 
A l f  ?”

A l f  sh o o k h is  to u sle d  head and 
g lo w e re d .

“ B u t  she m a y  be in  tro u b le , m e n ,” 
the L o n e  E a g le  t r ie d  to  e x p la in . T ic  
tu rn e d  to  the  officer w h o  h a d  been 
sent to  id e n t if y  h im . “ C a n ’t y o u  help  
m e ? ”

“ T r u s t  h im , m e n ,” said the officer 
q u ie tly . “ I  w o u ld  go , b u t  I  th in k  he 
has reasons fo r  a s k in g  y o u  to  a cco m 
p a n y  h im . I ’l l  be re sp o n sib le  fo r 
w h a t  h a p p e n s.”

T h e  tw o  m e n  lo o k e d  at each o the r 
as i f  t r y in g  to  tra n s m it  th e ir  th o u g h ts  
on the  q u e stio n . T h e n  th e y  nodded 
in  a gre em e n t.

“ G o o d ,”  said  M a s te rs . “Now you 
m e n  ru s tle  u p  a co u p le  m o re  sh o tgu n s 
a n d  w e ’ll s ta rt.”

“ R u s t le ? ”  asked A l f .  “ F lo w  do y o u  
ru s tle  a g u n ?  M a y b e  th is  one's too 
o ld  to ru s tle .”  r T u r n  P«urf ]
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“ O h , th a t ’s a Y a n k e e  te rm ,”  said 
M a s te rs  w it h  a sm ile . “ I t  m eans ge t—  
y o u  k n o w , b o r r o w .”

“ I  k n o w  w h e re  I  can get y o u  the 
le n d  o f  a g o o d  d o u b le -b a rre l,”  A l f  
said, g r in n in g  back. “ O n l y  g o t one 
h a m m e r th o u g h , a n ’ y o u ’ll  ha ve  to 
re m e m b e r,”

“ I ’m  h o p in g  the  g u n  w i l l  o n ly  be 
used fo r  a f r o n t .” said M a ste rs .

A l f  g la n ce d  at the L o n e  E a g le , th e n  
at h is  co m p a n io n .

“ W o t  the ’e l l ’s a f ro n t, ’O ra c e ?  
H u r t  a g u n  a n y ? ”

“ D a m n  i f  I  k n o w , A l f , ”  said H o ra c e . 
“ B u t  the officer said h e ’d  be re s p o n 
sible. I f  the  g u n s  gets dam aged w e 
can c o lle c t fo r  a n e w  ’u n . C o m e  o n .”

“ A n y t h in g  else I  can  do fo r  y o u ? ”  
asked the  A rk  R o ya l  officer, as the 
tw o  m e n  d isa p p e a re d ,

“ J u s t  te ll the  d r iv e r  to  w a it  a fe w  
m in u te s ,”  said  M a s te rs  as he to o k  a 
t in y  t in  b o x  fro m  h is  p o ck e t. “ I ’l l  be 
o u t in  a j i f f y .”

A  F E W  m in u te s  la te r  A l f  a n d  
H o ra c e  cam e h u r r y in g  u p  the 

street. A s  th e y  w e re  p a ssin g  L e o n 
a rd ’s s ta tio n e ry  sto re  a ta ll fig u re  
tu rn e d  f ro m  the w in d o w  a n d  accosted 
them .

“ I  say, m y  go o d  m e n , w h e re  are y o u  
g o in g  w it h  the  w e a p o n s ? ”

T h e  tw o  m e n  paused.
“ A  Y a n k  d o w n  at H e a d q u a rte rs  to ld  

us to fe tch  th e m , s ir .”
“ I  h ope he has no in te n tio n  o f  u s in g  

th e m  fo r  a f ro n t, has h e ? ”  asked the 
stra n g e r.

“ I  say, s ir ? ”  d e m a n d e d  A l f ,  “ W o t ’s 
a f ro n t  ? H e  d id  m e n tio n  it  b u t  m e a n ’ 
’O ra c e  d o n ’t q u ite  u n d e rs ta n d .”

“ I t ’s s o m e th in g  y o u  use w h e n  y o u  
go a fte r spie s,”  re p lie d  the m a n . “ A n d  
y o u  d o n ’t go  p u t t in g  y o u r  fists in  
y o u r  p o ck e ts fo r  c ig a re tte s .”

“ G o r  b lim e y ,”  m u tte re d  A l f  in  as
to n is h m e n t. “ I t ’s the  b lo o m in ’ Y a n k !  
W e  d id n ’t k n o w  y o u  in  th a t g e tu p . 
W h y  y o u  lo o k  lik e  one o f these lo rd s  
o r d ukes w o t com e u p  h ere  in  the 
s u m m e r.”

“ W o u ld n ’t re c o g n iz e  m e, e h ? ”
M a s te rs  w r ig g le d  the  s w e e p in g  

m u sta che  he had pasted to  h is  u p p e r 
lip  a n d  le t the m o n o cle  he h a d  scre w e d  
in  h is  le ft  eye d ro p  in to  h is  open 
p a lm . “ T h a t 's  a ll I  w a n te d  to  k n o w . 
C o m e  o n  n o w , le t ’s ge t back to  the  
car a n d  get g o in g .”

A s  th e y  c ra w le d  in to  the  car, A l f  
p lu c k e d  at the L o n e  E a g le ’s sleeve.

“ I  say, s ir ,” he w h is p e re d , “ w o t is 
a f r o n t ? ”

“ J u s t  a b it  o f  ca m o u fla ge ,” said 
M a s te rs , and se ttle d  back b e tw e e n  A l f  
and H o ra c e .

“ C a m e rfla d g e ,”  A l f  said s o le m n ly , 
“ is the  stuff th e y  d i r t y  sh ip s  u p  w it h  
so the  H u n  U -b o a ts  d o n ’t k n o w  w h ic h  
w a y  th e y  are p o in t in g , a in ’t i t ? ”

M a s te rs  n o d d e d  a b s e n t-m in d e d ly .
A  s lo w  g r in  sp read across A l f ’s face 

as he stu d ie d  h is  g u n .
“ B l im e y ! ”  he m u tte re d . “ G e t th is  

t h in g  sm eared u p  lik e  som e o f those 
boats th a t p u t  in  h ere  d u r in g  the  last 
w a r , a n ’ I ’l l  t h in k  I ’m  s h o o tin ’ at a 
h are  a n d  fin d  I ’ve b lo w n  ’O ra c e ’s 
b ra in s  o u t. T h a t ’s d a n g e ro u s, s ir .”

“ M a y b e  I ’l l  shoot at a h are  first. 
T h e n  w h e re ’l l  y o u  be, A l f ? ”

“  ’E l l !”  m u tte re d  A l f .
A f t e r  a bout h a lf  an h o u r ’s r id e  the 

ca r sto p p e d  in  the  lee o f  a g o rs e -c o v - 
ered h il l .  T h e  thre e  m e n  g o t o u t and 
sta rte d  to  c lim b  to w a rd  the crest.

“ H e r  place is ju s t  o n  the o th e r side, 
s ir ,”  said H o ra c e . “ I t  o v e rlo o k s  Scapa 
F l o w .”

A s  th e y  n eared the to p , M a ste rs  
h a lte d  and gave th e m  th e ir  d ire c tio n s .

“ N o w , re m e m b e r,” he co n clu d e d . 
“ Y o u  go to the le ft, A l f ,  and  H o ra c e , 
y o u  com e u p  f ro m  the  r ig h t .  I ’l l  go 
s tra ig h t  to the p lace  a n d  ask fo r  a 
d r in k  o f  w a te r. Y o u  tw o  act as i f  y o u  
w e re  m y  beaters. U n d e rs ta n d ? ”

“ B u t  th e re ’s one t h in g  w e fo rg o t, 
s ir ,”  sa id  A l f ,  lo o k in g  d o w n  at h is  
g u n .

“ W h a t ’s th a t? ”  d e m a n d e d  M a ste rs , 
w h o  th o u g h t  he had go ne o v e r e v e ry  
d e ta il.

“ T h e  p a in t, s ir .”
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D e s p i te  the terrific fire the H c in k e l  cont inu ed  on its  p lun ging  course (C h a p .  1 )

“ P a in t !” e x p lo d e d  M a ste rs . “ W h a t  
in  the w o r ld  f o r ? ”

“ Y o u  said w e w o u ld  be u s in g  the 
g u n s fo r  fro n ts , d id n ’t y o u ? ”  q u e rie d  
A l f .  “ A n ’ y o u  said f ro n t  was ca m e r- 
fladge.”

M a ste rs  w h is t le d  s o ft ly  and co u n te d  
ten w h ile  he stared u p  at the c lo u d s.

“ L is te n , y o u  tw o ,”  he said a fte r a 
m o m e n t. “ I ’ve d e c id e d  n o t to use the 
g u n s as fro n ts . So  s k ip  i t .”

n
O R A C E  lo o k e d  u p  the steep 

slope, th e n  back at M a ste rs .
“ I ’l l  be w in d e d , s ir. B a d  e n o u g h  to 

c lim b  s lo w , w it h o u t  t r y i n ’ to s k ip  i t . ” 
M a s te rs ’ m o u th  p o p p e d  op e n  and 

th e n  sn a p pe d  sh u t lik e  a steel tra p . 
“ I ’U  need an E n g lis h -A m e r ic a n  d ic 

t io n a ry  before I ’m  th r o u g h  w it h  these 
b ird s ,”  he th o u g h t , th e n  said  a lo u d : 
“ N o , H o ra c e , I  d id n ’t m ean fo r y o u  to 
sk ip  u p  th is  h i l l .”

“  ’E  ju s t  m e a n t to  ’op i t , ”  said A l f .  
“ D id n ’t y o u , s ir ? ”

“ T h a t ’s r ig h t ,  A l f , ”  M a s te rs  said 
p a t ie n t ly . “ Y o u  go t the idea. N o w  
s c ra m !”  A n d  as he c a u g h t a p u zz le d  
lo o k . “ O h , ’op it — 'o p  to i t , "  he m u m 
bled.

“ R ig h t o , s i r ! ” th e y  m u rm u re d  in  
u n is o n . “ C o m e  on , le t ’s ’op i t . ” 

M a s te rs  to o k  a deep b re a th , as the 
tw o  m e n  w e n t off in  o p p o s ite  d ire c 
tio n s. T h e n  he m a d e  h is  w a y  s lo w ly  
u p  th e  steep slope, e v e ry  m u scle  
tensed, e v e ry  n e rv e  o n  the  a le r t  

O n  the o th e r side o f  th a t go rse -
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crowned crest he hoped he w ould find 
R-47, the m ost sin ister, the m ost dar
ing and ru th less of the enemy secret 
agents.

Much depended on the success of 
the hunt. I t  was not a hu n t to kill. 
Instead, it was a h u n t he hoped would 
end in the saving of liv e s ; a h u n t tha t 
would lead him  to the secret of the 
M urder P a tro l he had heard w his
pered about along the cold, dark 
shores of the N orth  Sea.

B ut when he reached the top and 
started  down the o ther side, w hat lay 
ahead he did not know.

C H A P T E R  V II  
Partial V ic to ry

IP P IN G  in to  a s lig h t de- 
clevity , M asters paused 
in  a clump of heather, 
made sure tha t h is false 
m ustache was in place 
and screwed the monocle 
in to  h is le ft eye. He 
stepped out into the open 

w ith his gun slung carelessly under 
his arm.

Ju s t ahead of him  was the tum ble- 
down hovel—the home of “Crazy L iz,” 
the men had inform ed him. And seated 
in fron t of it, w ith  a ragged shawl 
pulled around her shoulders, sat a 
haggish-looking woman busily  en
gaged in peeling a po t of potatoes.

“Good m orning,” M asters said 
cheerfully , as he w alked up the worn 
path to the door.

“M ornin’,” came the reply in a high- 
pitched voice th a t cracked at the end 
of the word.

“Could I trouble you for a drink  of 
water, m y good w om an?” said M as
ters, affecting the drawl of a B rit
isher.

“Spring ju st down the h ill apiece,” 
mumbled the old woman. “H elp your
self, and don’t bother me. Can’t you 
see I ’m busy?”

“Sorry.” M asters smiled. “My 
beaters did not te ll me. I ’m from  one 
of the boats in  the bay. Ju s t got in

yesterday, so I ’m a stranger around 
here.”

“B lasted boats scare all the fishin’ 
off,” snapped the woman, as her voice 
rose to a sharper pitch.

T he old wom an’s beady eyes trav
eled over the ta ll figure and rested  on 
the gun he carried. H er old face 
w rinkled into a smile.

“You don’t look like one to do w ith 
a d rink  of w ater, m y fine m an,” she 
said as she got up. She shook the 
potato peelings out of her apron and 
two pigs and a dozen chickens set up 
a raucous battle for the scraps. “How 
w ould a spot of fine h ill-s tilled  Scotch 
do? Shamus brought me a ju g  last 
n ig h t.”

“Sp lend id !” exclaim ed M asters. “ I 
had no idea I ’d find an oasis in  th is 
desert of heather.”

“Come in, then ,” she ordered 
sharply. “W here are your bea ters?” 

“ Down under the h ill,” said M as
ters. “I wounded a hare sho rt time 
ago and they are sure they saw it go 
into a stone w all.”

“Good,” she snapped. “I ’m not feed- 
ing good w hiskey to the likes of 
them. Factory  sw ill is good enough.” 

She entered the smoky little  hu t 
ahead of him, and as he stepped across 
the log threshold  he p retended  to 
stum ble. H is ou tstre tched  hand 
caught at the back of the old wom an’s 
head. The fingers clamped in to  the 
greasy gray hair, and when they  came 
away, the hair came w ith  it.

T here was no ou tcry  as the woman 
tu rned  and her bent fram e s tra ig h t
ened. H er eyes flashed fire as she 
looked down at the gray w ig in the 
Lone E agle’s hand.

“So, R-47”—M asters sm iled—“we 
m eet again. N ot a bad little  b it of 
disguise. Even had the folks in  town 
fooled. M ight have carried  it  off if 
I hadn’t overheard you telling  the 
H err K apitan  th a t you lived in  a place 
like this. . . . Come now, aren ’t you 
glad to see me again?”

“You overheard w hat I said to the 
H err K apitan?” she demanded.
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M a ste rs  n o d d e d . “ J o h n n y  o n  the 
spo t, y o u  k n o w . A n d  o f  co urse  I ’m  
o u t to fin ish  th is  fiend ish  M u r d e r  
P a t r o l .”

A
 B I T T E R  sm ile  crossed h e r face, 

as she faced h im  w it h  h e r arm s 
fo ld e d  u n d e r the  o ld  sh a w l.

“ Y o u  ca n n o t stop th e m ,”  she 
snapped. “ S h ip  b y  sh ip , the B r it is h  
N a v y  w i l l  be b la ste d  fro m  the  seas! 
T h i s  tim e  v ic t o r y  w i l l  be o u rs .” 

M a ste rs  sh o o k h is  head. “ T h e  j i g ’s 
up, Frau  v o n  Z e n g e r. Y o u ’re th r o u g h  
this t im e .”

“ Y o u  are m ista k e n , J o h n  M a s te rs ,” 
she said s te a d ily . “ I t  is y o u  w h o  are 
th r o u g h .”  H e r  s h a w l fe ll a w a y  fro m  
h e r sh o u ld e rs  a n d  she sto o d in  f ro n t  
o f h im  w it h  a n  a u to m a tic  in  h e r 
steady r ig h t  h a n d . “ I  k n e w  y o u  w e re  
a S e cre t S e rv ic e  m a n  w h e n  y o u  
stepped u p  to  the  d o o r, b u t I  d id  n o t 
d re a m  th a t it  w a s g o in g  to  be m y  go o d  
fo rtu n e  to  r id  m y  c o u n tr y  o f  the L o n e  
E a g le . T h e  g u n  gave y o u  a w a y . Y o u r  
d isg uise  w as p e rfe c t, b u t  I  can’t  im a g 
ine a n  E n g l is h  sp o rtsm a n , su ch  as 
y o u  p re te n d e d  to  be, c a r r y in g  a  g u n  
w ith  one h a m m e r m is s in g , a n d  the  
stock a ll scra tch e d  u p . N o w  lo w e r it  
c a r e fu lly  to th e  flo o r.”

“ S uppo se I  y a n k e d  i t  u p  fast, R -4 7 , 
and b la ste d  a w a y ,”  said  M a ste rs .

She sh o o k h e r head. “ T h a t  one h a m 
m e r is s t i l l  d o w n . B y  th e  tim e  y o u r  
fingers re a che d  i t  I  w o u ld  have y o u  
d r ille d  five tim es. Y o u  w o u ld  be dead 
before the  g u n  w as even h a lf  co ck e d .” 

“ I ’m  g la d  I  n e v e r u n d e re s tim a te d  
y o u , R -4 7 ,” the L o n e  E a g le  said, as he 
let the o ld  s h o tg u n  s lid e  to the  floor. 
“ B u t  let m e a d d  th a t y o u  s lip p e d  u p , 
too. Y o u r  d isg u ise  w a s also p e rfe c t, 
save fo r those potatoes. Y o u  w e re  
p e e lin g  to o  m a n y  fo r  one person. I  
k n e w  tha t th e re  m u s t be a n o th e r 
a ro u n d  here.— the re a l ‘C r a z y  L i z . ’ 
W h e r e  is sh e ?”

“ A l iv e  and w e l l ,”  ta u n te d  R -4 7 . 
“ M u c h  h e a lth ie r  th a n  y o u  w i l l  be in  a 
m o m e n t o r  tw o .”

“ W h a t  go od w i l l  th a t do y o u ? ”  de

m a n d e d  the L o n e  E a g le  as he w a tc h e d  
the g u n  h e ld  in  the  h a n d  o f  the  g r im  
w o m a n  s p y . “ M y  m e n  a rc  c o m in g  up  
the  h il l .  I f  y o u  k i l l  m e, th e y  w i l l  get 
y o u .”

“ N o , M a s te rs ,”  sa id  R -4 7  q u ie tly . “ I  
w i l l  k i l l  y o u . T h e n  I  w i l l  k i l l  them . 
Y o u r  b o d y , I  w i l l  h id e  in  a h o le  d o w n  
the h i l l  apiece. T h e i r s  w i l l  lie  w h e re  
th e y  d ro p . T h e n  I  sh a ll h u r r y  to  K i r k 
w a ll a n d  re p o rt  th a t y o u  sh o t the m  
a n d  escaped. T h e y  w i l l  b e lie ve  C ra z y  
L iz .  B u t  even i f  I  s h o u ld  d ie , i t  w o u ld  
be a g lo r io u s  d eath, k n o w in g  th a t I  
have r id  the F uehrer  o f  the m a n  w h o  
stands in  h is  w a y .”

M a s te rs  sh o o k  h is  head. “ I ’ve  a l
w a y s  h a d  a lo t  o f  re sp e ct fo r  y o u r  
ju d g m e n t, R -4 7 . B u t  I ’m  d is a p p o in te d  
in  y o u .”

“ W h y ? ”  d e m a n d e d  the G e rm a n  
w o m a n . “ B e  q u i c k !”

“ I  d id n ’t  th in k  a p e rs o n  o f  y o u r  in 
te llig e n c e  c o u ld  be ta k e n  in  b y  that 
l i t t le  m a n ia c. H e  w i l l  be th e  ru in a tio n  
of a w o n d e rf u l c o u n tr y . I ’m  n o t f ig h t
in g  the  G e rm a n  p e o p le — I ’m  fig h tin g  
fo r  th e m , in  fact. M y  one o b je c tiv e  in  
life  is  to  stop th is  m a d m a n  w h o se  h e ll
ish  lu s t fo r  p o w e r has b ro u g h t  a n 
o th e r w a r  to p la g u e  c iv i l iz a t io n .”

R -4 7 ’s face g r e w  l iv id .  She raised 
the g u n  u n t il  i t  p o in te d  r ig h t  at the 
L o n e  E a g le ’s chest.

“ N o w  th a t y o u  have p re a ch e d  y o u r  
l i t t le  se rm o n  y o u  h a d  b e tte r p ra y , 
J o h n  M a s te rs ,”  she said q u ie tly . “ Y o u  
are abo u t to d ie , n o t g lo r io u s ly  in  bat
tle , b u t shot lik e  a d o g  in  a lit t le  
e a rth e n  h o v e l!”

M a s te rs  tensed. E v e r y  n e rve  was 
a -t in g le  as he w a tc h e d  the. fin ge r g r o w  
w h ite  across the k n u c k le s  as it  e x 
e rte d  pressure  o n  the t r ig g e r . H e  
k n e w  she w o u ld  shoot. H e r  h a tre d  of 
h im  w a s a lm o st fa n a tic is m .

“ G o o d -b y , J o h n  M a s te rs !” H e r  
sm ile  w as a w ic k e d  g le am . “ I t  is n o t 
auf w iedersehen  th is  t im e .”

A  C O A L  sn a p pe d  in  the  lit t le  
s m o k e -g rim e d  gate , a n d  the 

so u n d  co u p le d  w it h  the te n sio n  m ade
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them  both s ta rt. B u t she recovered 
herself in  a flash.

“Your nerves are jum py, M asters,” 
she drawled. “Ah, b u t I  enjoy seeing 
you squirm , seeing the  sw eat pour 
down your face. Do your feet feel 
cold? Don’t  fret. T hey  w ill soon be 
scorched by the flames of hell.”

H er finger tigh tened  on the trig g er 
again, moved back. In  a split-second 
the gun w ould bark  and a chunk of 
m etal w ould tear its  way in to  the 
Lone E ag le’s heart.

Crash!
T he explosion was terrific in  the 

little  hut.
M asters fe lt som ething strike him 

in the chest as he leaped forw ard and 
wound his arms around the figure he 
could see so dim ly. T hey  w ent down 
w ith  a crash, and M asters was su r
prised to  find th a t he s till  had s tren g th  
enough to tw ist the sm oking pistol 
from  R-47’s grasp. A nd as he pushed 
him self to  his knees he looked down 
and saw th a t she was cry ing—crying  
in  a so rt of fru stra ted  hysteria . I t  
was more like a sobbing cry of rage. 
He could not understand.

The room  was fu ll of smoke. Two 
figures dashed about, stam ping and 
tearing  at the in te rio r of the hu t. T he 
Lone Eagle, s till kneeling  on th e  d irt 
floor, looked down at h is chest. T here 
was a hole burned in  h is B urberry  
rig h t over his heart. Y et he fe lt no 
pain.

He could smell the scorched fabric 
as he touched the spot, expecting to 
find his fingers w et w ith  blood.

“Come, s ir,” he heard  A lf’s voice 
shouting through  the smoke. “W e got 
’er, an’ a ’ellcat she is. ’E y, ’Orace. 
. . . Now w here did  ’e go?”

“H in ’ere, A lf,” cried Horace. “She 
had Crazy L iz all tied  up on er cot. 
M akin’ a bloom in’ prisoner ou t o’ ’e r !”

“W h at happened?” asked M asters, 
as he pushed him self to his feet, su r
prised to  find th a t he did no t feel 
weak.

A lf laughed as he held  the rag ing  
R-47.

“W e saw you in  ’ere, sir. She ’ad 
you covered, an’ we couldn’t  try  a 
shot w ithou t shootin’*y°u- So ’Orace 
slips hup hon the roof an’ drops a 
twelve gauge shell dow nit the chim 
ney. A proper racket it  made, d idn’t 
it, sir?  Blew coals orl over the bloom
in ’ ’ut. I  say, looks like a b it o’ flyin’ 
coal burned your new B urberry . T h a t’s 
a rum  go, now, a in ’t i t? ”

M asters g rinned  as he looked down 
a t the charred edges of the hole.

“M uch b etter than  the hole she was 
about to  d rill there, Alf. Y our shell 
w ent off ju st in  time. M ust have been 
w hat I though t was a b it of popping 
coal, when th a t shell came down the 
chim ney. B ut I  m igh t ju s t as well 
have been shot. I ’ve s till got goose 
pim ples.”

“L o r’, you shoulda seen ’er jum p,” 
laughed Alf. “P u t ’er bu llet rig h t 
th rough  the ceiling. Laughed fa ir to 
sp litting  I  did. A n’ when the smoke 
sho t out the chim ney it scared ’Orace 
so ’e fell off the roof. . . .  H o’, you got 
’er, ’Orace. T o ld  you old L iz w eren’t 
no spy, s ir .”

H orace came in  leading an old 
wom an who was the exact counter
p art of the figure M asters had found 
s ittin g  before the door. O nly th is 
tim e she was the real Crazy Liz, the 
poor half-w itted  soul whom R-47 had 
been holding p risoner w hile she car
ried  out her grim  m asquerade.

M A S T E R S  sta rted  to  say some
th ing  to  her, but h is voice was 

drow ned out by the squealing of the 
two pigs and th e  fran tic  cackling of 
the chickens. Crazy L iz dashed to the 
door. She was back in a m om ent wav
ing  an em pty po t before the eyes of 
R-47.

“You w anton w a s te r!” she screamed. 
“L e ttin ’ the pigs an’ b iddies eat my 
good p erta te rs .” She s ta rted  to lif t  
the heavy iron pot to aim a blow at 
R-47’s head, b u t M asters grasped her 
arm.

“T ake it  easy, G ranny,” he soothed. 
“ I ’ll see th a t a whole sack of potatoes
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are sent u p  f ro m  K ir k w a l l ,  a n ’ a n y 
th in g  else y o u  m ig h t  n eed.”

T h e  o ld  w o m a n  d ro p p e d  the p o t on 
the flo o r and tu rn e d  to the  L o n e  
E a g le . H e r  b eady eyes sq u in te d  u p  
in to  h is  fo r a m o m e n t and h e r w r i n 
k le d  face b ro k e  in to  a sm ile.

“ Y o u ’re a fa ir  ’u n ,”  she cackled. 
H o w  w o u ld  y o u  lik e  a sp o t of 

S h a m u s’ h e a th e r d e w ?  I  ’eard ’im  
b r in g  a ju g  last n ig h t. T h i s  ’u n  ’ad 
m y  m o u th  stu ffe d  f u l l  o ’ d i r t y  ra g s  a n ’ 
I  c o u ld n ’t ’o ile r .”

“ N o , G r a n n y .”  M a s te rs  sh o o k  h is  
head. “ I  a ccepted an  in v ita t io n  to  
sam ple some o f  S h a m u s ’ b re w  a fe w  
m o m e n ts ago. I t  a lm o st go t m e in to  
tro u b le . B u t  A l f  and H o ra c e  c o u ld  do 
w it h  a spo t, I 'm  sure o f th a t.”

“ T h a t  s c u m !”  she cackled. “ D is h 
w a te r is th e ir  d r in k .”

“ B u t  th e y  saved o u r live s, G r a n n y ,” 
said M a s te rs . “ E s p e c ia lly  y o u rs . T h e y  
b ro u g h t  m e u p  h ere  ju s t  fo r  th a t p u r 
pose. T h e y ’re f r ie n d s  o f y o u rs . T h e y  
d e fe n d e d  y o u  th is  m o r n in g .”

“ N o w  d id  th e y ? ”  L i z  e x c la im e d . “ I  
a lw a y s  d id  say A l f  a n ’ 'O ra c e  w a s the 
o n ly  g e n tle m e n  in  K ir k w a l l .  O f  
course th e y  s h a ll ’ave a d r in k  o f 
he a th e r d e w . B u t  o n ly  one, m in d  y o u . 
I  k n o w  h o w  th e y  ca n  s w il l  i t  d o w n  if  
th e y  so m u c h  as g e t near an u n c o rk e d  
jut*.”

W h ile  A l f  a n d  H o ra c e  sa m pled the 
he a th e r d e w , M a s te rs  began to  search 
e v e ry  n o o k  a n d  c ra n n y  of the l it t le  
h o ve l. T h e r e  w as s o m e th in g  he w a n te d  
to  find.

“ A lw a y s  c a r r y in ’ m y  ’erb basket 
a ro u n d , she w a s ,” m u m b le d  L i z ,  as 
she fille d  h e r o w n  glass fo r  the  second 
tim e . “ W a g e r  a s h i l l in ’ she d o n ’t 
k n o w  one ’e rb f ro m  to th e r .”

“ Is  it  h e re ? ” d e m a n d e d  M a s te rs  
e a g e rly .

“ T h e r e — ju s t  b e h in d  the c h a ir  b y  
the  h e a rth .”

M a s te rs  gra b b e d  u p  the basket, 
p u lle d  o u t the b u n d le  o f  d rie d  h erbs, 
and gave an e x c la m a tio n  o f t r iu m p h .

“ J u s t  w h a t  I  w a s lo o k in g  fo r, Frau  
v o n  Z e n g e r ,”  he said  e x u lta n tly . “ A

sm a ll in f r a -r e d  o u tfit. Y o u  can flash 
s ig n a ls  to the U -b o a t  a n d  p ic k  u p  the 
r e p ly  w it h o u t  b e in g  seen b y  a n y  one 
un le ss th e y  have glasses th a t w i l l  
ca tch  the ra y . K e e p  y o u r  p o w e rfu l 
l i t t le  cam era h e re , too, d o n ’t y o u ? ”

A S T E R S  lo o k e d  at the lit t le  
k e y  co n n e cte d  to  the  b la ck  b o x  

faste n e d  to  the  side  o f  th e  basket. H e  
pressed the k e y  a n d  h e a rd  the  same 
c l ia k in g  so un d  he h a d  the n ig h t  be
fo re .

“ H a d  a h u n c h  it  w as s o m e th in g  lik e  
th is ,”  he said s o ft ly , as he tu rn e d  to 
R -4 7  w h o  was b e in g  co ve re d  b y  bo th  
A l f ’s a n d  H o r a c e ’s g u n s . “ J u s t  th in k . 
T o m o r r o w  n ig h t  I  ca n  flash a message 
— ju s t  fo u r  w o rd s . Y o u  k n o w  w h a t 
th e y  are, d o n ’t y o u , Frau  v o n  Z e n g e r .” 

“ Y e s ,”  she sn a rle d . “ A n d  som e d a y 
the a n sw e r w i l l  be r ig h t .”

“ N a t u r a l ly ,”  M a s te rs  agreed . " T h a t  
is the one t h in g  in  l if e  w e  can a ll be 
sure o f. B u t  have y o u  sto p p e d  to 
th in k  o f th is  l i t t le  d e ta il, Frau von  
Z e n g e r?  I ' l l  have to  h a n d  y o u  o ve r 
to  th e  B r it is h  a u th o ritie s . Y o u  w i l l  
be t r ie d  as a s p y — a n d  th e re  can be 
l it t le  d o u b t a b o u t the v e rd ic t . F o r  I  
im a g in e  the E n g l is h  have n e v e r f o r 
g o tte n  tha t y o ti G e rm a n s  th o u g h t  the 
e x e cu tio n  o f  E d i t h  C a v e ll w a s ju s t .” 

T h e  faces o f  A l f  a n d  H o ra c e  d a rk 
ened. T h e y  lo o k e d  fro m  th e ir  p r is 
o n e r to  the L o n e  E a g le .

“ Is  she re a lly  a ’U n  sp y , s ir ? ”  A l f  
asked.

“ O n e  o f  the g re a te s t,”  M a s te rs  a c
k n o w le d g e d , w it h  a b o w  to  R -4 7 . “ Y o u  
tw o  have done a g o o d  d a y ’s w o r k , and 
I ’l l  see th a t y o u  g e t p ro p e r  c r e d it  fo r 
it. C o m e  a lo n g . W e ’l l  take h e r back 
to  K i r k w a l l  a n d  h a n d  h e r o v e r.”  

L e a v in g  o ld  L i z  t r y in g  to  s tra ig h te n  
u p  th e  mess th a t h a d  been m ade o f  h e r 
h u t, the  thre e  m e n  sta rte d  d o w n  the 
slope to w a rd  the  ca r w it h  t h e ir  f u r i 
o u s ly  e n ra g e d  p ris o n e r.

A l f  a n d  H o ra c e  k e p t an  eagle eye o n  
h e r. T h i s  t im e  th e re  w o u ld  be no m is 
takes, n o  escapes. T h e  g lo r y  o f  th e  
w o r ld  reste d  o n  t h e ir  sh o u ld e rs .
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The Lone E agle walked ju s t be
hind them, u rg ing  them  to haste. He 
wanted to get back to the A r k  R oyal 
as soon as possible. F o r although he 
had ju st finished a task that m ight ex
cuse him from  any fu rth e r partic ipa
tion in the war, he s till had a job to 
do, a prom ise to keep.

T he cap ture of R-47 was ju st a part 
of that job. A greater, more hazardous 
task lay ahead—the elim ination of the 
M urder Patrol.

C H A P T E R  V II I  
T he M urder Patrol S trikes

JIF T IN G  the Hawker H u r
ricane off the flight deck 
of the A r k  Royal, d isap

p o in tm e n t clouded the 
Lone E ag le’s face. He 
had re tu rned  to the ship, 
a fte r seeing th a t R-47 
was in  safe hands, to find 

th a t the A dm iralty  had w ired th a t the 
crew of the E lan  was on shore leave 
and th a t every effort was being made 
to  round them  up. Also th a t the m at
te r of the A rk  R oyal was being taken 
under consideration.

He glanced at h is w rist-w atch as he 
threw  the little  ship into a clim bing 
turn.

“Less than  an hour,” he m uttered  
angrily. “W on’t any more than  have 
time to  reach E dinburgh, if th ey ’re on 
time. Never saw them  a m inute off 
schedule yet.”

He yanked up his trucks, as he 
straightened out, and then slammed 
the th ro ttle  of the M erlin  II , 1,050 
h.p. m otor on to full. T he gray mono
plane leaped forw ard on a southerly  
course at better than three hundred 
and twenty-five m iles an hour.

Roaring over Duncansbay Head a 
few moments later, past W ick  and 
then out over the N orth  Sea again, 
M asters began to scan the skies to 
the east, hoping to catch a s igh t of 
the M urder P a tro l before it  reached 
the F ir th  of Forth . t

H is lips were grim  as he looked

down at the cold, gray w aters below. 
By all righ ts, he should be floating 
down there. A nd if he had suffered 
the fate tha t he had been saved from 
by mere chance, R-47 w ould s till be 
m asquerading as Crazy Liz on a h ill
side overlooking Scapa Flow. And the 
M urder P a tro l w ould claim  many 
m ore victim s before the red tape in 
the B ritish  A dm iralty  w ould be cut.

He was pleased w hen he h it the 
coast of Scotland rig h t between K ing
ston and Puckie. He roared over 
Banff and Aberdeen Counties, and 
headed in over the Braes of Angus. 
Dundee flashed by on the east, and 
the F ir th  of T ay was a d irty  w et rib 
bon of reflected light.

M inutes had sped by. P recious sec
onds ticked along on his watch as he 
tried  to keep a check on the sky on 
all_ sides.

Ahead of him now he could see the 
F ir th  of Forth , and the smoky haze 
over E dinburgh. He touched the ru d 
der, pu t the nose of the H urricane 
down for g reater speed.

“T here’s the bridge,” he m uttered, 
as the great three-arched span of steel 
came in to  view. H is anxious eyes 
scanned the ships ly ing to the west of 
the bridge. I t  seemed as if there were 
alm ost as m any vessels there as in 
Scapa Flow.

And as he flashed over D unferm line 
he saw the w hite puffs of breaking 
an ti-a ircraft shells as they  stippled 
the air ju st below the skies. H is quick 
eyes picked up the targe ts  streaking 
out of the east.

“H einkels!” breathed the Lone 
Eagle. He studied the form ation a 
second, as his thum bs fondled the 
trips. “B ut no black ones.”

A lready bombs were dropping in 
the F irth , throw ing  great geysers of 
w ater into the air. A n ti-a irc raft was 
pounding away at the ra iders from 
every ship and shore battery . B ut the 
H einkels kept high, s lithe ring  in  and 
out of the barrage, and always leav
ing a tra il of bombs exploding below 
them.
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M A S T E R S  kicked on rudder, 
slapped the stick  forw ard and 

w ent cork-screw ing through  the fo r
m ation of H einkels. And when he 
flashed into the clear, a big H einkel 
behind him  began to  vom it black 
smoke. Coming around in a clim bing 
tu rn  he saw the door of the bomber 
open and the  crew spill out in to  the 
late afternoon air and d r if t  earthw ard 
as their chutes cracked open.

“T hey’re not the same type,” he 
m uttered, as he w atched a form ation 
of Spitfires sweep in on the raiders 
from  the w est and s till another form a
tion  of “Defiants” h u rtlin g  down from 
the east, trap p in g  the H einkels in  a 
barrage of tracer. “H aven’t got those 
covered noses, or shielded cockpits. 
Not at all like the H einkel in the p ic
ture I saw on the A r k  R oyal.”

Leaving the  bombers to the two fo r
m ations of single seaters, M asters be
gan to clim b again. He w anted to get 
up there above the clouds th a t were 
being driven in from  the east like 
frigh tened  sheep. Up there, some
where, he was certain  tha t he would 
find one of the sin iste r black H einkels 
tha t had caused the destruction  of the 
Graemsay.

Up and up he w ent, m uscles tensed, 
m ind w orking feverishly  as he sought 
some way of ou tw ittin g  th is  la test 
m achination of a ru th less’ enemy. In  
his short to u r of the F ir th  he had 
spotted  the graceful outlines of E n g 
land’s new and pow erful battleship  
H .M .S. Elan. No ship in  H is M aj
esty ’s Navy carried  the arm am ent th a t 
the Elan  had. G reat fifteen-inch guns 
fa irly  b ristled  on her decks in m asked 
tu rre ts. Naval experts the w orld over 
considered her practically  invu lner
able against the attack  of present day 
weapons.

B ut M asters had seen the quick, 
sudden destruc tion  of the Graemsay, 
and he was grim ly positive th a t it  was 
no fluke th a t had sen t the sin iste r 
black H einkel div ing th rough  the 
steel plates of th a t vessel. He knew 
now tha t the enemy, under the leader

ship of the m aniac whom Germans 
acknowledged as th e ir Fuehrer, had 
unleashed some new weapon of w ar
fare ; som ething against w hich no bat
tleship  could stand up.

T he clouds were being packed into 
closer form ation by the driv ing gale 
at ten  thousand. Soon the sky was 
b lo tted  from  view by a heavy gray 
b arrier of m ist th a t seemed to boil 
and sw irl as the Lone Eagle climbed 
tow ard it.

T hen  he h it it, his feet steady on 
the rudder, hand grasping the stick, 
lig h tly  but firmly, and eyes glued to 
the a rray  of instrum ents on the panel. 
I t  was only m inutes before he broke 
into the clear and saw the great ex
panse of w hite spread out before him 
from  horizon to horizon. Below him 
a rainbow made a perfec t circle on 
the top of the sun-bathed clouds, and 
in  the cen ter of the circle was a speed
ing  silhouette  of the H urricane in 
w hich he flew.

M asters glanced to the north , and 
to the  northeast. B ut the sky was 
clear in  tha t quarter. T hen, as he 
sw ung to the south, an oath of con
sterna tion  exploded from  his lips.

“T he M urder P a tro l!” he exclaimed, 
as he saw the black rudder of a 
H einkel d isappearing  in the clouds.

T he Lone E agle kicked on rudder 
w ith  a snarl. T he H urricane heeled 
over in  a split-S  bank and w ent h u r
tlin g  tow ard w here the H einkel had 
cu t th rough  the ceiling. T he clouds 
were s till boiling, due to the passage 
of the big bomber. W ith o u t stopping 
to count the cost of w hat m ight hap
pen if the H einkel was cru ising  under 
the ceiling, he w ent into a dive.

ON C E again he was in the mist, 
h u rtlin g  th rough  w ith  th ro ttle  

wide open. T he needle on his a ir
speed ind icator leaped tow ard the five 
hundred  m ark, bu t he cared little . H is 
one object was to catch th a t grim  
black crate w ith  the bloody Swastikas 
on its  rudder before it reached the 
E lan.
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I t  w as d a rk  u n d e r the  clo u d s w h e n  
he b ro k e  th ro u g h . T h e n  h is  eyes g r e w  
a ccustom ed to  the n ig h t  l ig h t , a n d  he 
w e n t s la s h in g  th r o u g h  the skies, p ro p  
scre a m in g, m o to r ro a rin g .

B e lo w  h im  he saw  the  w id e  expanse 
o f the F i r t h  o f  F o r t h .  H e  saw  flashes 
o f l ig h t  as the a n t i-a irc ra f t  g u n s  let 
g o ; the g re a t c irc le s  in  the w a te r  
w h e re  the bom bs ha d  sm ashed in . 
T r a c e r  m ade a fie ry  fo u n ta in  o f lead 
over the arches of the b rid g e .

“ T h e r e  she is !”  M a s te rs  y e lle d , as 
his eyes p ic k e d  up  the  d iv in g  H e in k e l. 
“ G o t to  n a il h e r b efore  i t ’s too la t e !”

F a r  u p  at the head o f the F i r t h  he 
co u ld  see the fa in t flash of w in g s  as 
the d e fe n d e rs  b a ttle d  w it h  the  r a id 
ers. T h e r e  w a s n 't a s in g le  sh ip  a ro u n d  
the Elan. I t  la y  the re  at a n c h o r on 
the d i r t y  g ra y  w a te rs , a p e rfe c t u n 
d e fended ta rge t.

T h e  H e in k e l w as g o in g  d o w n , both  
m o to rs  w id e  o pen. B u t  th e  H u r r ic a n e  
sped a fte r, its  d iv e  steeper, its  m o to r 
y e lp in g , its  p i lo t  d a r in g  as he p ra c 
t ic a lly  sto o d on the ru d d e r.

A  fierce l ig h t  o f  p u rp o s e fu l d e te r
m in a tio n  g lo w e d  in  the L o n e  E a g le ’s 
face as he set h is  co urse  r ig h t  at the 
E lan , t r y in g  a sh o rt c u t to the H u n ’s 
o b je ctive . F r o m  h is  e x p e rie n ce  y e s 
te rd a y  he fe lt  ce rta in  th a t the H e in k e l 
w o u ld  m ake a h a lf  c irc le  and com e in  
to take the Elan  b ro a d sid e .

I t  w as a race a ga in st death, a race 
such as had n e v e r been w itn e ss e d  be
fore. A  race b e tw e e n  a s in g le  lit t le  
w asp o f  the a ir  and a g re a t b la c k  v u l 
tu re  f ro m  the b lo o d -fo u le d  e y rie  of 
the N a z is .

A s  he had e xp e cte d , the b ig  H e in k e l 
sta rte d  to s w in g  a ro u n d . H e  k e p t on 
the  s tra ig h t  co urse, th u s  g a in in g  on 
the  s in is te r b la ck  ship .

"Elan! E lan! . . . E lan !” he k e p t 
c a llin g  in to  the m o u th p ie c e  fastened 
in  h is  m ask. "Elan! E lan, get m o v in g . 
D r a g  y o u r  a n c h o rs ! . . . G e t  g o in g , fo r 
G o d ’s s a k e !”

T im e  and tim e  a g a in  he scream ed 
the fa te fu l w a r n in g  in to  th e  l it t le  
tra n s m itte r, b u t  the  s h ip  h e ld  fast to

h e r cha in s in  the roadstead. T h e  o n ly  
in d ic a tio n  th a t the w a r n in g  o f  the 
L o n e  E a g le  w as h e a rd  w a s the  co n 
c e n tra tio n  o f fire across the p a th  of 
the b ig  H e in k e l.

T h e  b la ck  H e in k e l w as above h im  
n o w , b a n k in g  s lo w ly  and c o m in g  to 
w a r d  h im , its  b lu n t  nose d o w n , be
g in n in g  to p o in t  r ig h t  at the Elan. 
T h e  m o v e m e n t o f the  b ig  p la n e  seemed 
s lo w  and d e lib e ra te , a lm o st o v e rc o n 
fid en t o f its a b i l it y  to reach  its  o b 
je c tiv e .

T h e  a ir  was th ic k  w it h  tra ce r, p o m 
pom s a n d  fla m in g  o n io n s . A r c h ie  trie d  
to fo rm  a cone o f  e x p lo d in g  shells 
o ve r the  b a ttle s h ip . A n d  n o t a fe w  of 
the v / h in in g  s lu g s  f ro m  the  decks o f 
the boats passed t h r o u g h  the w in g s  of 
the H u r r ic a n e . M e n  w e re  b la z in g  
a w a y  in  d e sp e ra tio n  d o w n  the re , ca r
in g  lit t le  w h o  g o t h it , so lo n g  as th e y 
w e re  able to th r o w  a fie ry  b a rrage in  
f ro n t  o f  th is  s in is te r b la ck  jo b  that 
had appeared o u t o f  n o w h e re  v/hile 
e v e ry b o d y ’s a tte n tio n  had been ce n 
tered  o n  the f ig h t b e tw e e n  the s in g le - 
seaters and the bom bers.

M A S T E R S  w as c l im b in g  a gain .
H is  nose w as p o in te d  s k y w a rd , 

and h is  p ro p  w as s lic in g  the a ir  a lo n g  
the H e in k e l ’s co urse. H e  ja m m e d  on 
the t r ip s  w it h  b o th  th u m b s and sent 
e ig h t m u rd e ro u s  stream s o f  fire h u r 
t l in g  u p w a rd  at the  b la ck -cro sse d  
H e in k e l w h ic h  had n o w  co m p le te d  its  
tu r n  and was h e a d in g  d o w n  the chute 
at the help le ss Elan.

“ G o d ! ” sobbed the L o n e  E a g le . 
“ W h y  d o n ’t th e y  get m o v in g — even 
w it h  h a lf  a c r e w !”

L ik e  a w in g e d  D a v id  g o in g  o u t to 
m e e t a f ly in g  G o lia th , the l it t le  H u r 
rica n e  flew  at the  nose o f  the b lack  
H e in k e l. Its  e ig h t  g u n s  h a m m e re d  
a w a y  in  u n is o n , a n d  th r e w  a c o n v e rg 
in g  lin e  o f  fire r ig h t  in to  the nose o f 
the h u r t l in g  s h ip . B u t  it  w as lik e  a 
m o s q u ito  t r y in g  to  d r i l l  the h id e  o f a 
rh in o c e ro s , fo r  a ll the  h a rm  the L o n e  
E a g le ’s s lu g s  w e re  d o in g . A n d  as he 
d re w  clo se r he c o u ld  see the b u lle ts
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splashing aga inst the nose and cockpit 
cover like so m uch m olten lead on a 
steel plate.

W ith  a curse he sh ifted  his course, 
and sent tha t tunneling  cone of fire 
into the prop sp inner of the righ t- 
hand engine. He saw his slugs gnaw 
away, tearing  the m etal cap to shreds 
and then  snarl a t the th in  part of the 
prop. T he propeller le t go, parts  of it 
h ittin g  the side of the control cock
p it and bouncing away, w ithout leav
ing so much as a dent.

He only had time for tha t one last 
drag before he was forced to pull 
away. As it was, it  was close, too 
close. I t  seemed as if he could have 
touched the w ing tip  of the H einkel 
as he flashed by and then  w ent into a 
quick half roll ju s t behind the p lung
ing ship.

And as he w ent by, he had a sp lit- 
second’s closeup of the H einkel. He 
saw those rivets, and the m etal shields 
covering the nose and cockpit. He 
could see no crew, e ither in the cock
p it or in  the fuselage com partm ents. 
The big ship appeared to be em pty, as 
far as hum an beings were concerned. 
I t  was like a black ghost ship, a craft 
of death flashing out of the blue.

As the H urricane came around, M as
te rs  opened up again. T h is  tim e he 
concentrated on the stubby w ireless 
m ast ju s t behind the control cockpit. 
H e saw his slugs dance around it, 
chew away a t its  base un til i t  started  
to  sag. B ut the ship thundered s tra ig h t 
down on the E lan  ju s t the same. T here 
seemed no way of stopping  th is he ll
ish instrum ent of w ar!

He tried  firing at the rudder, but 
his bu llets ju s t seemed to bounce 
away w ithou t doing any damage w hat
soever.

“Even got the gunner’s cockpit in 
the  top of the fuselage covered,” he 
snarled, as he unleashed bu rst afte r 
burst a t the big black ship. “T here 
ju st isn ’t a vulnerable spot.”

W ith  h is guns sm oking hot, h is 
m otor scream ing as if  in  pain, and 
great patches of w ing being torn

away by the fire of the ships down 
there on the w ater, M asters thundered 
a f te r  the black job. He tried  every
th ing. B u t w ith  no effect.

N ot even the ra in  of fire being 
throw n across its  path  from  below 
seemed to have any effect on the black 
H einkel as i t  thundered  closer and 
closer to  the Elan.

B oring in closer in  his desperate 
effort to stop the H einkel, M asters 
th rew  caution to  the winds. He raked 
the w ings, the fuselage, the waving 
ru d d er and the elevators from  close 
range. H is own ship bounced around 
like a leaf in an autum n gale as the 
slipstream  caught at his w ings, m ak
ing it difficult to hold his target.

T he chill of death ran  th rough  his 
fram e as he saw th a t there was no way 
of ha lting  th is M urder P atro l, no way 
of stopping it from  s trik in g  terro r 
and consternation into the heart of 
the B ritish  fleet.

T hen  the horrib le cataclysm  struck 
the F ir th  of Forth .

One mom ent the p roud  Elan  had 
been ly ing there at anchor.

A black H einkel had h u rtled  out of 
the afternoon sky.

T he next m inute the two craft were 
m ingled in an embrace of death, 
sm othered by a m ushroom ing cloud 
of flam e-tinted smoke!

C H A P T E R  IX  
A  F ish  in the N et

............ ...... J^HE Lone Eagle, rid ing
the tail of the Heinkel, 
had tried  to pull out as

BBS the H un crate dug in.
I  B ut he was too late. He 
I  had only m anaged to 

s ta rt the H urricane in a 
-  zoom when the blow 

struck. In  a flash, he was enveloped 
in  th a t blanket of hot, sm othering 
smoke. The acrid  smell of burned ex
plosives ate into h is nostrils  as he felt 
h is ship grasped by some powerful, 
unseen hand and lifted  skyward. 

Over and over, he fe lt th e  ship being
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w h ir le d  in  the m a d , g id d y  dance o f 
death. T o  h is  r ig h t  he h e a rd  a crash 
and c a u g h t a g lim p s e  o f  a w in g  r i p 
p in g  loose and w h i r l i n g  s k y w a rd  u n 
d e r the p o w e r of the e x p lo s io n . A. d u ll  
ro a r seem ed to ro c k  the e a rth 's  v e r y  
fo u n d a tio n s , a n d  f ly in g  pieces o f  ho t 
steel cu t th r o u g h  the sm oke lik e  b la z 
in g  p in w h c e ls .

M a s te rs  had to fig h t d e s p e ra te ly  to 
get the  s lid e  o v e r h is  head o pen. T h e  
sm oke s w ir le d  in to  h is  open c o c k p it, 
c h o k in g , se e p in g  t h r o u g h  h is  m ask, 
te a rin g  at h is  lu n g s , as he b a ttle d  h is  
w a y  to an u p w a rd  p o s itio n , and c lu n g  
to  the  edge of the c o w lin g .

N o t  u n t il  he fe lt  the m a d  w h ir l in g  
b e g in  to  s lo w  up  d id  he le t go and 
d ro p  o v e r the side. T h e  ch u te  sh o t u p 
w a rd  in stead o f d o w n w a rd  as it  
p o p p e d  open. I t  s w u n g  c r a z i ly ,  as 
M a s te rs  s tru g g le d  to  c o n tro l i t  and 
s lip  a w a y  f ro m  the l i f t i n g  c o lu m n  tha t 
m a rk e d  the sp o t w h e re  the Elan  had 
been at a n c h o r. F i n a l l y  it  sto pped 
r is in g  a n d  began to  settle . M a s te rs  
grabbed at the o p p o r t u n ity  to s lip  the 
ch u te  a n d  escape the  r is in g  p i l la r  o f 
sm oke.

W h e n  he had d r if te d  a w a y  f ro m  the 
b il lo w in g  b la ck  c lo u d , he lo o k e d  back 
and sh o o k  h is  head. T h e  E lan , to rn  to 
shreds a m id s h ip s , w as s e tt lin g , b o w  
and ste rn  c o m in g  u p  ju s t  as the 
G raem say’s had done. O n c e  m o re , he 
co u ld  see b la ck  d o ts flo a tin g  o n  the 
surface  o f the fla m e -b a th e d  w a te r, b u t 
n o t as m a n y  as b e fo re . T h i s  t im e  m o re  
m e n  had s lip p e d  across the  b a r a n d

e n te re d  th a t last h a ve n  o f  rest fro m  
w h ic h  the re  is n o  re tu rn .

“ I f  th e y  had o n ly  l is t e n e d !’’ he h a lf 
sobbed, as he w a tc h e d  the E lan  d is 
a p p e a r b e lo w  the  w a te r  in  a c lo u d  of 
steam  and sm oke. “ I f  t h e y ’d o n ly  go t 
h e r o u t  o n  the o p e n  seas.”

M a s te rs  re a liz e d  f u l l  w e l l  the  d i f 
fic u ltie s  b e s e ttin g  the  B r it is h .  H a n 
d l in g  a n a v y  the size  of th e irs  w as n o t 
a m a tte r  of snap d e cis io n s and m a k 
in g  o v e r -n ig h t  ju m p s  f ro m  h a ve n  to 
h aven. T h i n g s  h a d  to be e x a m in e d  
f ro m  e v e ry  a n g le  to m ake c e rta in  that 
th e y  d id  n o t leap f ro m  th e  f r y in g  pan 
in to  the  fire.

T h e  m e n  in  the A dm iralty  w ere 
le v e l-h e a d e d  B r it is h m  3. m en w h o  
c o u ld  n o t  be sta m p e d ed  into F if ty  
m a n e u ve rs , no m a tte r h o w  desperate 
the e m e rg e n c y  m ig h t  seem. F o r  the 
v e r y  life -b lo o d  o f  the B r it is h  E m p ir e  
d e p e n d e d  on tha t navy, and the b lu e 
ja ck e ts  w h o  d id  n o t k n o w  that there 
w as su ch  a w o r d  as defeat. U n lik e  
the m , the L o n e  E a g le  h a d  had a so rt 
o f  g ra n d s ta n d  seat in  th is  desperate 
b a ttle  a g a in s t the m y s te rio u s  b lack  
H e in k e ls . B u t  he k n e w  th a t w h e n  the 
m o m e n t cam e to  s tr ik e  a g a in s t th is  
u n k n o w n , unse e n  foe, he w o u ld  have 
e v e ry  B r it is h  s h o u ld e r at the. w h e e l, 
e v e ry  official w o u ld  be co o p e ra tin g  
w it h  h im  to the n th  degree.

A n d  w h ile  he se ttle d  to  the w a te r, 
d r i f t in g  close to  the  side o f a d e 
s tro y e r , h is  m in d  d r if te d  n o rth w a rd  
to th a t g re a t se a g o in g  a ird ro m e , the

[7 'n rn  P a g e ]
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cold infections, when lack c f  resist
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A r k  R oyal, as it  la y  at a n c h o r in  Scapa 
F lo w . W o u ld  the re d  tape be c u t in  
tim e  to  a llo w  i t  to escape a s im ila r  
fate? H e  w o n d e re d . H e  w as ce rta in  
o f  o n ly  one t h in g , a n d  th a t w as th a t 
he w o u ld  fig h t w it h  b itte r  d e te rm in a 
t io n  to  b last th is  M u r d e r  P a tro l f ro m  
the  skies.

H E  H I T  the w a te r  a n d  a fe w  m o 
m e n ts  la te r w as p u lle d  a b o a rd  a 

d e s tro ye r.
“ I ’m  the  L o n e  E a g le ,”  he said q u i

e t ly , as the co m m a n d e r o f the de
s tro y e r a p p eared. “ Please le t m e use 
y o u r  w ire le s s .”

T h e  officer sh o o k h is  head. “ J u s t  
g o t o rd e rs  f ro m  the a d m ira l. A l l  w ir e 
less o u tfits  are to  be sealed u n t i l  w e  
get o rd e rs  f ro m  the  A d m ir a lt y .  C e n 
so rsh ip , y o u  k n o w .”

“ T h e y ’re t r y in g  to  co v e r up  a n o th e r 
b lo w  d e a lt th e m  b y  the  e n e m y !”  M a s 
ters sn a p pe d . “ A n d  h o w  do th e y  e x 
p e ct to  keep th is  secret? I t  w as 
seen f ro m  shore. T h e  ca ta stro p h e  in  
Scapa F l o w  y e s te rd a y  c o u ld  be c o v 
ered easy e n o u g h  b y  s im p ly  c u tt in g  
c o m m u n ic a tio n s  w it h  the O rk n e y s . 
B u t  th is — ”

“ D id  y o u  say— in  S capa F lo w ,  y e s 
te rd a y ? ” d e m a n d e d  the officer. 
“ C o u ld n ’t have been the Graem say, 
co u ld  i t ? ”

“ Y e s ,”  re p lie d  M a s te rs . “ W h y  do 
y o u  ask th a t w a y ?  P la ve n ’t y o u  
h e a rd ? ”

“ N o t  o ff ic ia lly ,”  re p lie d  the officer, 
as the first lo t o f  w o u n d e d  f ro m  the 
Elan  w e re  h a u le d  u p  o n  deck. “ B u t  
m y  w ire le s s  officer p ic k e d  u p  a b ro a d 
cast f ro m  B e r l in  y e s te rd a y  a fte rn o o n , 
and th a t chap w as s a y in g  th a t the  
G raem say  had been b lo w n  up  in  S capa 
F lo w  w it h  a g re a t loss o f  l if e .”  

“ W h a t  tim e  y e s te rd a y ? ” d e m a n d e d  
M asters .

“ J u s t  b efore  tea t im e ,”  re p lie d  the  
officer. “ I  re c a ll d is t in c t ly  th a t I  w as 
w a it in g  fo r  the tea ca ll, w h e n  he to ld  
m e about i t .”

“ G o o d  L o r d ! ” e x c la im e d  M a s te rs . 
“ T h e y  b road cast n e w s o f the s in k in g

o f a sh ip  p ra c t ic a lly  b e fo re  it  h a p 
pens. T h e  G raem say  w as s u n k  at tha t 
v e r y  m o m e n t.”

T h e  officer w as in c re d u lo u s . “ I  can’t 
b e lie ve  i t !  T h o u g h t  it  ra th e r stra n ge  
th a t o rd e rs  cam e t h r o u g h  to  ig n o re  
the bro a d ca st as p ro p a g a n d a . M y s t e r i 
ous, is n ’t i t ? ”

J u s t  the n  a m a n  cam e u p  the co m 
p a n io n w a y  a n d  step p e d  u p  to the offi
cer's  sid e . H e  said  a fe w  w o rd s  in  a 
lo w  vo ice , a n d  M a s te rs  c o u ld  see the 
officer’s face go w h ite .

“ It 's  h a p p e n e d  a g a in , s ir ,”  said the 
officer, t u r n in g  to M a s te rs . “ T h e y ’ve 
ju s t  bro a d ca st f ro m  B e r l in  th a t the 
E lan  has been s u n k  in  the  F i r t h  o f 
F o r t h .  G a ve  the tim e  as fo u r  o ’c lo c k .”

“ T h a t ’s w h e n  th e y  s tru c k ,”  said 
M a s te rs . “ F o u r  o ’c lo c k  to  the m in u te . 
I  k n e w  a b o u t it  last n ig h t , a n d  I  
w a rn e d  them . B u t  y o u  saw  w h a t h a p 
p e n e d ? ”

“ Y o u  say y o u  w a rn e d  the  A d m i r 
a lt y ? ”  asked the  officer.

“ Y e s , I  to ld  th e m  th a t the M u r d e r  
P a tr o l  w o u ld  s tr ik e  the E lan  at fo u r 
o ’c lo c k  th is  a fte rn o o n .”

“ T h e  M u r d e r  P a t r o l ,”  m u rm u re d  
the officer. “ I  d o n ’t u n d e rs ta n d .”

“ N e ith e r  do I , ”  g ro w le d  M a s te rs . 
“ B u t  I  w i l l  b e fo re  I ’m  t h r o u g h !”

M A S T E R S  sat on a ro c k  s ta rin g  
in to  the  S t y g ia n  d a rk n e ss tha t 

h id  the N o r t h  Sea f ro m  v ie w . T h e  
restless w a ve s p o u n d e d  the beach and 
n o w  and the n  th r e w  a s p ra y  o f salt 
w a te r  in  hi.s face. A t  h is  side la y  the 
h e rb  basket th a t R -4 7  had used to d is 
gu ise  the lit t le  in f r a -r e d  b lin k e r  and 
the  glasses b y  w h ic h  s im ila r  ra ys 
c o u ld  be p ic k e d  u p  w h e n  th e y  came 
fla sh in g  th r o u g h  the d a rk .

“ B lim e y , b u t  i t ’s c o ld , s ir ,” A l f  said 
f ro m  h is  h id in g  p lace  b e h in d  a n o th e r 
ro c k . “  ’O w  m u c h  lo n g e r ?”

M a s te rs  g la n ce d  at h is  w a tc h . “ N o t  
m u c h  lo n g e r, m e n .”  T h e r e  w e re  seven 
o th e rs  in  the l it t le  re c e p tio n  c o m m it 
tee w a it in g  fo r the  H err K ap itan . “ I f  
h e ’s o n  sch ed ule  he o u g h t  to be s u r
fa c in g  so on.”
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W hile he sat there, lif tin g  the 
lenses now and then to  look tow ard 
the east, M asters felt some satisfac
tion over the  events of the past 
tw enty-four hours.

F or one th in g  he had finally con
vinced the  A dm iralty  th a t it m igh t be 
a good idea to get the A r k  R oyal out 
of Scapa Flow, and assign her to some 
m ission in  d istan t w aters. I t  was w ith  
no little  satisfaction  and re lief that, 
long before dawn th is  m orning, he had 
seen the big vessel w ith  its escorting 
destroyers steam  out of the Flow  
and head w estw ard through  H oy 
Sound.

And when a black H einkel of the 
M urder P a tro l had come out of the 
clouds over Scapa F low  th a t a f te r
noon, its  ta rg e t was gone, having pu t 
p lenty  of m iles between itself and its 
form er anchorage.

I t  was then  that som ething hap
pened tha t deepened the m ystery  
more than ever. T he big black H einkel 
had seemed at an u tte r  loss. Alm ost 
as if its gu id ing  hand were missing. 
I t  had come down in its  scream ing 
dive, leveled out, and circled Scapa 
Flow, w ith  M asters ham m ering lead 
into it from every angle. I t  had not 
evaded his fire, nor was it once re 
turned. I t  was like a ship groping in 
a fog for a landing field.

T his particu lar perform ance had 
lasted for a little  over half an hour, 
then the ship had suddenly  glided to 
ward the w ater. I t  no sooner touched 
than th ere  was a trem endous explo
sion th a t sen t the w ater to p iling  up 
through the Flow  and swam ping small 
boats caugh t out in the open. T hat 
was all.

T here had been no trace left, save 
for b its of fabric, none of which were 
much larger than  a handkerchief. N ot 
a single clue to  how the plane was 
guided, or the why of its  m ysterious 
behavior, was left.

I t  ju s t seemed th a t w ith  its  objec
tive m issing, the ship was at a loss as 
to  w hat move to  make.

“H aven’t got their spy around here

any m ore to tip  them  oft,” one cf the 
troop officers had said when M asters 
had set down again a t K irkwall. 
“W e’ve got her behind stone walls 
w here she can’t do any more, damage, 
or keep them  inform ed about what 
ships are anchored out there .”

M asters had m ulled th a t statem ent 
over in his m ind, and then in company 
w ith  A lf and Horace he had combed 
the old lady's h u t again, and the su r
rounding  hillside, in  hopes th a t he 
w ould find some sort of radio tran s
m itte r by w hich the H einkels had 
been guided down on th e ir target. B ut 
despite his painstak ing  search, no 
such instrum ent had been found. He 
had even tried  questioning R-47, but 
had known he was doomed to failure 
before he even s tarted  on th a t tack.

|1 ^ O N D E R  if it  could be some 
*  "  sort of television gadget,” he 

thought. “I ’m sure R-47 had no w ire
less outfit around here. Dead sure. 
Yet the m inute the ta rg e t is gone, and 
she is behind stone walls, the. whole 
th ing  is a washout. Maybe we could 
beat them  if we always knew w hat the 
ta rg e t was going to be ahead of time. 
Swell chance of that, though. I t  was 
ju st a lucky break th a t gave me those 
two objectives.”

He raised the lenses and looked out 
over the N orth Sea.

He fe lt the blood quicken in  his 
veins as he caught two flashes re 
peated at intervals.

“Steady, you chaps,” he called 
so ftly  over his shoulder. “T hey’re on 
the surface. I ’m signaling  to  them  
now.”

H is fingers pressed the key. He 
heard the sh u tte r covering the in fra 
red lamp click open and shu t as he 
spelled o u t :

THE LONE EAGLE WAITS
He w aited, pray ing  th a t there 

w asn’t m uch difference between his 
tran sm ittin g  and R-47’s. T he darkness 
seemed to w eigh down on him like a 
sm othering blanket as he peered
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th rough  the n ight. T he lig h t out 
there flashed:

FOR DEATH

“Okay, m en,” he called. “T hey’re 
coming. Be ready when I  give the 
word, but don 't make a move before 
I do.”

M asters w atched t h r o u g h  the 
glasses. Now and then  he caught a 
couple of quick flashes and answ ered 
in  kind. T he flashes were getting  
closer. Now, when he strained  for the 
sound above the lapping  waves, he 
could hear the dull creak of oarlocks. 
Soon he could make out the dinghy 
moving across the w ater like a shadow.

He got down from  the rock and 
moved into the deeper gloom along 
the shore. In  his hand his gun was 
ready. T he bow of the boat scraped 
along the pebbles. A tall figure 
loomed at the stern , and stepped over 
the two men at the oars.

“Frau  von Z enger!” the captain  of 
the U-boat called softly . “W here are 
you?”

“R ight here, H err K ap itan ,” said 
M asters, stepp ing  forw ard. “And I ’d 
advise you not to make a move. T h at 
goes for your men, too. You’re all 
covered!”

“W ho are you?” dem anded the cap
tain.

“ I signaled th a t I ’d be w aiting, 
d idn’t I ? ” asked M asters dryly.

“ I don’t  understand ,” said the cap
tain  hesitan tly , and M asters knew he 
was stalling.

“D idn’t I signal th a t the Lone Eagle 
w ould be w aiting, H err K ap itan ?” 
8aid M asters. “O r have you fo rgo t
ten ?”
, "G ott verdam m ter dander,” m u t

te red  the U-boat commander. “D er  
A m erikan er. W here is she?”

“In  safe keeping, H err K ap itan ,” 
rep lied  the Lone Eagle. “And before 
I  fo rget it, I  w ant to  thank  you for 
the lif t  you gave me the o ther night. 
I owe you a debt I ’m afra id  I shall 
never be able to repay. I t  was I  who 
made the row ing hard  for your men 
n ig h t before last. I was drow ning out 
there  when you came to the surface 
w ith  your tin  fish and rescued me 
from  a w et grave. So I  thank  you 
from  the bottom of my heart.”

“A ch , G o tt!” thundered  the German. 
“So it was y o u !”

“So now th a t those little  form alities 
are over, may I inform  you th a t you 
and your men are prisoners of w ar?” 
said M asters steadily . “And for your 
sake I hope you have your uniform  
on, if you get w hat I mean. All righ t, 
m en.”

A L F, Horace and the  others 
stepped out of the shadows, and 

covered the prisoners.
“ B ut you w ill never take m y boat,” 

sneered the German. “T hey  have 
stand ing  orders th a t if I  do not re tu rn  
in  half an hour they  are to subm erge.” 

“ I ’ve taken care of th a t li tt le  de
tail, H err K ap itan ,” said M asters, 
ho lding his gun above his head and 
firing a single shot in to  the air.

As if by magic, a dozen search ligh ts 
kn ifed  the darkness. T en  of them  con
cen trated  on one spot off shore, while 
two cast their rays to the beach, lig h t
ing up the little  group.

“So yours was the U -Seventy-three,” 
chuckled M asters, as he looked out 
over the ligh ted  sea w here the lights 
held the  conning tow er of the U-73. 
“ I hope your men realize the jig ’s up. 
F ive destroyers, d ropping  ash cans, 
w on’t  be so healthy. . . . Yeah, there 
they  come. See them  lin ing  up on 
deck? C ooperation from  the A dm ir
alty . . . . B ring  them  along, men. 
T h ey ’ll be w anting  to jo in  th e ir com
rades for breakfast, w on’t  they, H err  
K apita n ? ”
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C H A P T E R  X

G lory S ta ffe l

S T H E Y  started  up the 
steep path  leading over 
the cliffs, M a s t e r s  
stopped.

“By the way, H err  
K apitan, w hat is your 
fu ll nam e? M atter of 
record, you know. Ju s t 

so tha t we can n o tify  your folks th a t 
you are safe, bu t a prisoner of w ar.” 

“K apitan  Johann  L orentz,” growled 
the cap tured  officer.

“Thank you, H err L orentz,” M asters 
said calmly. “T hen  your brother, the 
leader of the M urder P atro l, m ust be 
a Lorentz, too. I ’ll have to  do a little  
checking on him. Come along.”

"Das 1st ein  grosse Schw indel,” 
snarled the captain.

“Maybe it was a trick , H err K api
tan,” M asters said coolly. “B ut who 
should be a b e tte r judge of sw indles 
than  a m an who has served under H it
ler and his mob? By the way, you 
w ouldn’t  m ind te llin g  me ju s t w hat 
the M urder P a tro l has in  m ind for 
their nex t show, w ould you? T hey  
d idn’t do so w ell th is  afte rnoon  w ith  
the A r k  Royal. T he face of the m an 
who does the news broadcasts in  B er
lin  is going to be aw fully  red  when he 
learns th a t h is broadcast was a lo t of 
baloney. I got quite a laugh ou t of him  
when he repeated at six .”

“W hat happened?” dem anded the 
captain.

“W ouldn’t you like to  know !” M as
ters g rinned  to h im self. “H elp  you 
frame your answ ers b e tte r w hen the 
In telligence gang gets w orking on 
you.”

Dawn was breaking when M asters 
handed his p risoners over to a guard 
detail i to m the destroyers. He stood 
for a mom ent looking out over Scapa 
Flow, w ondering if any one of those 
proud ships rid in g  at anchor there 
had been chosen by the M urder P a
tro l for the nex t victim .

T he helplessness o f the situation

gnawed at h is m ind. W ith o u t advance 
inform ation as to w here the black 
H einkels w ould strike, there was no th
ing he could do. He could not guard 
half a dozen places at once. And even 
if  he were on the spot, he could do 
nothing. H is experience over the 
F ir th  of F o rth  had proved that.

B ut one th in g  he did know. T hat 
was th a t his two brave allies, P ie rre  
V iaud  and H enri, were w ork ing  for 
him  in France. He had sent them  a 
coded message, exp lain ing  in  every 
detail ju s t w hat the big black H einkels 
looked like, and asking them  not to 
rest u n til th ey  had located the spot 
w here the sin iste r black crates had 
th e ir nest.

He knew  th a t they  were doing their 
best over the  lines, and th a t P ie rre  
w ould rec ru it the keenest-eyed pilot 
in  F rance to help in  the search. T hey 
had been rep o rtin g  alm ost every hour, 
b u t up to now had been unsuccessful 
in  th e ir mad h u n t for the H einkel’s 
airdrom e. M asters knew, though, tha t 
if  ever there w ere two men on whom 
he could re ly  to help him, th a t they 
were P ie rre  and H enri.

A smile of sa tisfac tion  crossed the 
Lone E agle’s w eathered  face as he 
w atched the U-73 come into Scapa 
Bay w ith  an E ng lish  p rize crew  on 
board. N ever again w ould th a t boat 
p ick up p ic tu res and tran sp o rt them  
to some German seaplane w aiting 
som ewhere out on the N orth  Sea.

? £ W S E E N  a p re tty  busy tim e since
- K ®  w e  m e t, h a sn ’t it , A l f ? ”  he 

said  to  the is la n d e r. “ O n e  o f  these 
d a ys  the  k in g ’s g o in g  to  com e u p  a n ’ 
p in  a t in  m e d a l on y o u  t w o .”

“Blim ey,” m u tte red  Horace. “H i 
tho u g h t ’e was a rich  un. W o t’s the 
h idea of using tin ? ”

“H it’s the war, ’O race,” broke in 
A lf. “T hey’s ’ard p u t to  h it fo r m etal 
these days. A n’ besides, ’es only 
foo lin’ w ith  yer. T he king  a in ’t  got 
tim e for p inn in ’ m edals on the  likes 
o’ we. T hem ’s only fo r ’eroes wots 
done som ethin’ big. L ookit the Yank
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'ere. N o  m edals o n  ’im , a n ’ b lim e y , 
’es a p ro p e r ’ero , 'e h is . ’O w  a b o u t 
h it , s ir ? ”

M a ste rs  k n e w  b e tte r th a n  to  g e t 
in to  a n y  s o rt o f  d iscu s sio n  w it h  h is  
tw o  n e w -fo u n d  h e n ch m e n . H e  s u g 
gested a b ite  to  eat, a n d  the thre e  
p ile d  in to  the  car.

A s  th e y  passed the o ld  ca th e d ra l 
ju s t  o u tsid e  o f  K i r k w a l l ,  A l f ’s o n e - 
tra c k  m in d  cam e back to  h o n o rs  a n d  
re w a rd s.

“ H i  sy , ’O ra c e ,”  he said. “ H i f  the 
k in g  w as to sa y  to  y o u  y o u  c o u ld  ’ave 
a n y th in g  y o u  w a n te d — n o w  m in d  y o u , 
a n y th in g — w o t  w o u ld  y o u  ty k e ? ”

H o ra c e  scra tch e d  h is  head a m o 
m e n t a n d  lo o k e d  ba ck at the  o ld  b u i ld 
in g  w h e re  the is la n d  r o y a lt y  h a d  been 
b u rie d  fo r  ce n tu rie s.

“ H i ’d  be b lo o m in ’ w e ll  satisfied w it h  
a chance to  sleep,”  he said s lo w ly . 
“ H i  feel lik e  H i  c o u ld  sleep lo n g  has 
some o ’ th e m .”  H e  je rk e d  a d i r t y  
th u m b  o v e r h is  s h o u ld e r at the re d  
sandstone b u ild in g .

“ L o r ’ b lim e y ,”  said A l f .  “ H i t ’s ju s t  
come to  m e. H i  a in ’t ’ad a w in k  o ’ 
sleep fo r  tw o  days. L e t  ’im  keep ’is 
b lo o m in ’ m edals a n ’ le t m e s le e p .”

“ T h a t ’s w o t H i  sa y ,”  m u m b le d  
H o ra c e .

H e  lo o k e d  a ro u n d  at the L o n e  
E a g le . T h e  A m e ric a n  w as w id e  aw ake. 
T h e r e  w as no th o u g h t  o f  sleep in  h is  
m in d . A l l  he c o u ld  t h in k  o f w a s the 
p u zz le  o f  the  M u r d e r  P a tro l a n d  t r y 
in g  to  devise  some w a y  o f  c r a c k in g  
d o w n  o n  it  b e fo re  a n y  m o re  m e n  and 
sh ip s h a d  been lo st. H e  k n e w  f u l l  
w e ll th a t once the e n e m y re a lize d  
w h a t a tre m e n d o u s  success th e ir  
schem e w as th e y  w o u ld  be u s in g  it  
o ve r la n d .

A n d  w h ile  one p a rt  o f h is  m in d  
s tru g g le d  w it h  the  p ro b le m  o f  the 
s in is te r p lo t  o f the e n e m y, the o th e r 
trie d  to  re c a ll w h y  the nam e L o r e n t z  
was so fa m ilia r . H e  had an u n c a n n y  
fe e lin g  th a t  it  m ig h t  be th e  k e y  to  u n 
lo c k  th e  b ig g e s t r id d le  he h a d  ever 
ta ck le d .

A s  the  car ro lle d  u p  to the h e a d 

q u a rte rs  M a s te rs  h a d  esta b lish e d  at 
the  A i r  R a id  P a tr o l office, he w as 
h a n d e d  a te le g ra m . H e  to re  i t  open 
a n d , d e c ip h e rin g  the code as he read, 
sa w  the first w o rd s  o f  e n c o u ra g e m e n t 
he had had in  the past fe w  d a y s :

C O M E  A T  ON CE. H A V E  L O C A T E D  
A I R D R O M E  U SE D  B Y  B L A C K  HEIN- 
K E L S  S IM I L A R  T O  T H O S E  Y O U  
D E S C R I B E  IN  M E SSA G E . W I L L  B E  
W A I T I N G  A T  D U N K IR K .

P IE R R E .

W i t h  a sm ile  o f  t r iu m p h , M a s te rs  
cra m m e d  the m essage in to  the  p o ck e t 
o f  h is  tre n c h  co at a n d  tu rn e d  to  the  
tw o  m e n  w h o  ha d  been t h r o u g h  th ic k  
a n d  t h in  w it h  h im  fo r  the  past f o r t y -  
e ig h t  h o u rs .

“ I ’m  ’o p p in g  it , f e llo w s ,”  he said, 
h o ld in g  o u t h is  h a n d . “ B u t  I ’l l  be 
ba ck soon. T h e n  y o u  can s h o w  m e 
w h e re  y o u r  C .O . catches those b ig  
ones y o u ’ve been t e ll in g  m e about. 
I ’l l  be n e e d in g  a v a c a tio n  w h e n  th is  
is  o v e r. G o  h om e and ge t som e sleep.”

-!• »t» *i* "5- V

TW O  planes c irc le d  h ig h  over 
G e rm a n  t e r r i t o r y  ne a r the N o r t h  

Sea. B o t h  sh ip s  flew  w it h o u t  th e ir  
r id in g  lig h ts . O n e  w a s a P o te z  .63 
“ B 2 ”  flo w n  b y  P ie r r e  V ia u d . T h e  
o th e r w a s a t r im  l it t le  A m e r ic a n - 
b u i lt  C u rt is s , to o le d  a lo n g  b y  H e n r i  
de L a v a l, w h o  h a d  been a b o y  scout in  
the h e c tic  d a ys of the first W o r l d  
W a r .

H e n r i  w as f ly in g  above the P o te z , 
a n d  k e e p in g  tra c k  o f  i t  b y  the  fa in t 
g lo w  f ro m  the in s tru m e n t  p anel. A n d  
as he fled a lo n g  above a n d  b e h in d  the 
sp e e d y  b o m b e r he k e p t h is  keen 
y o u n g  eyes p eeled, w a tc h in g  fo r  the 
te ll-ta le  flare o f  H u n  e x h a u s t stacks. 
H e  dare n o t be ta k e n  b y  su rp ris e . 
N o t h in g  m u s t stop  the  P o te z  fro m  
re a c h in g  its o b je c tiv e . T o o  m u c h  d e 
p e n d e d  o n  the o u tco m e  o f the n ig h t ’s 
business.

A n d  in  the P o te z , M a s te rs  w a s le a n 
in g  across the bom b ce lls  ta lk in g  to  
P ie rre .

“ Y o u  u n d e rs ta n d , P ie r r e ,”  he w as 
s a y in g , “ y o u  fly  r ig h t  across th is  ro ad
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to  the north  of the field and cu t back 
toward Kiel. T hey’ll th ink  i t ’s ju s t a 
one-plane strafe. Drop a couple of 
flares as if you w ere try in g  to  take 
some p ictu res by n ight. T hat w ill give 
me a chance to get down while they 
are w atching you.”

P ierre  nodded soberly as he glanced 
down at the map. “W e w ill be there 
in a few m inutes, John . T he field I 
showed you in the photograph seems 
to be well guarded. So take care, w ill 
you?”

“Don’t w orry  about me,” said M as
ters, as he ad justed  the parachute 
harness. “Ju s t give me two days, an’ 
if  you don’t hear from  me by th a t 
time, come over and bomb hell ou t of 
the place. A ll I w ant is th is  guy 
L orentz, ju s t to m ake sure the M ur
der P a tro l is finished forever.”

“B ut if  they  should recognize 
you—” P ie rre  began. “I f  they should 
know you are the Lone E ag le?”

“I t  w ill not m atter,” said M asters. 
“ I f  I get w hat I want. I t  w ill m atter 
less—if they  get m e.” He laughed a 
little  as his hand touched a temple. 
“ I am prepared if  I  have to pose as 
a German youth, P ierre . My own gray 
streaks in  m y tem ples—souvenirs 
from  our last w ar—have been touched 
up. O therw ise, as you know, the years 
have dealt lig h tly  w ith  me. I  was so 
rid icu lously  young in  the W orld  W ar 
th a t I  can now stand  up beside the 
German youths—if I have to—ju s t so 
long as I  can get near th a t drome. 
P ie rre—don’t  w orry .”

He slid back the panel over the ob
server’s cockpit, slapped P ie rre  on the 
shoulder, then  slid  over the side into 
the inky well of darkness. H is chute 
cracked open and he began to  d rif t 
earthw ard th rough  the n ight, heading 
for the lair of the M urder P a tro l and 
its  m ysterious leader—L orentz.

As he neared the  ground, the an ti
a irc raft defenses around K iel opened 
up. P ie rre  and H enri w ere carry ing  
out their p art of the dangerous m is
sion.

A t last his feet h it the ground. He

dug h is heels in  and spilled the chute. 
A nd w hen he had gathered  it  in  he 
pushed it under some thick, low 
bushes.

“Landed closer than  I  had planned,” 
he m urm ured, as he caught the ou t
line of huge hangars against the stars. 
“N ot more than  a couple of hundred 
yards away.”

As he stood there, w ondering w hich 
w ould be the best course to  take in 
approaching the field, he heard  the 
low m urm ur of voices. L isten ing  in 
ten tly , he soon found th a t they  came 
from  a small car parked on the road 
leading to  the airdrom e of the M ur
der P atrol.

ffW B T A N S, darling ,” a woman’s 
MM, voice was pleading, “m ust 

you jo in  th is S ta ff el? W ere you not 
satisfied w here you w ere?”

“B ut, F rieda,” came an enthusiastic 
voice out of the shadows, “th ink  of 
the  honor of being chosen to be a 
m ember of our greatest S ta ffe l of 
bombers. W hy, the F uehrer  him self 
sent me the order to repo rt here. On 
th a t field lies the g reatest secret of 
the war. I t  is th a t S ta ffe l th a t is w ip
ing the B ritish  fleet from  the seas. 
A nd Frieda, I have been chosen to 
have a part in  th a t secret. You w ill 
be proud of me w hen th is  is over. I t  
w ill be glorious.”

“Ah, H ans,” m urm ured the girl, 
“there is no th ing  glorious about war. 
No good ever comes of it. O nly hate, 
ru in , griev ing  m others, sw eethearts, 
and cripp led  m en.”

“H ush, F ried a !” exclaim ed the 
youth. “You m ust not ta lk  like that. 
W e m ust follow the Fuehrer. H e w ill 
lead us to  an all-pow erful Germany. 
P rom ise me you w ill never speak of 
such m atters again. T h ink  of w hat 
w ould happen should someone report 
you to the Gestapo. P lease, F rieda, 
do not make it  any harder than  it is 
to  be parted  from  you. I t  w ill soon be 
over. W hen  the B ritish  fleet is gone 
v ictory  w ill be ours.”

“B ut, H ans,” sobbed the g irl, “what

. S3
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has h a p p e n e d  to  R u d o lp h  O ffe n b a c k , 
P e te r M u lh o u s e n , H e rm a n  H o lb e in —  
y o u r  frie n d s , y o u r  co m p a n io n s?  T h e y ,  
too, w e re  chosen. H a v e  y o u  seen th e m  
since? H a v e  y o u  seen th e m  w e a r in g  
rib b o n s , o r  re c e iv in g  a n y  o f  th is  
‘g lo r y ’ T h a t  is  w h y  I  am  a fra id  to 
see y o u  jo in  th is  S ta ffe l.”

“ I t  is p a rt  of the  w o rk , F r ie d a ,” 
said the y o u n g  m an. " O n c e  a m an 
steps on th a t fie ld  he is n o t p e rm itte d  
to leave fo r  fear he m ig h t  a c c id e n ta lly  
g iv e  the secret a w a y  to e n e m y  agents. 
T h e r e  are spies a ll o v e r, y o u  k n o w . 
E v e n  the stones have ears, th e y  te ll 
u s .”

F o r  a m o m e n t th e re  w as silence. 
T h e n  it  w a s b ro k e n  b y  the g i r l .  “ G o o d - 
b y . . . . N c — n o ! I t  is  n o t g o o d -b y . I t  
is au i w iedersehen , I  w i l l  p ra y  e v e ry  
n ig h t  fo r  y o u r  s a fe ty .”

“A u i w iedersehen , F r ie d a ,”  m u r 
m u re d  the y o u th . “ I  w i l l  w a lk . I t  is 
better tha t y o u  do n o t d riv e  m e th a t 
fax.”

“ H a n s ,”  m u rm u r e d  the  g i r l ,  “ step 
o u t in to  the  beam  o f  th e  h e a d lig h ts , 
p lease! J u s t  so th a t I  can have one

last g lim p s e  o f  y o u — one last p ic tu re  
to  re m e m b e r y o u  b y . T h e n  I  w i l l  go 
back. I  w i l l  t r y  to  be b ra ve , H a n s .”

T h e  m a n  g o t o u t o f the  car, p ic k e d  
u p  a sm a ll suitcase and w a lk e d  
a ro u n d  to  the  f ro n t  o f  the  ca r. F o r  a 
m o m e n t he sto o d th e re , ta ll ,  s tra ig h t, 
a n d  d a rk . H is  eyes sp a rk le d  as th e y  
stared in to  the b r ig h t  beam . A n d  
across one ch e ck w as a saber scar, 
p ro b a b ly  a c q u ire d  in  som e u n iv e r s ity . 
I t  p u lle d  the  y o u t h ’s m o u th  s l ig h t ly ,  
b u t d id  n o t d e tra c t f ro m  h is  a p p e a r
ance.

“ G o o d  L o r d ! ”  m u tte re d  M a s te rs . 
“ T h a t  g u y ’s the  s p it t in g  im a ge  o f  m e 
as I  used to  b e ! J u s t  a change here 
e n d  there  a n d  w e ’d be ta k e n  fo r  
t w jn f !  M m — th a t scar, n e w . . . . ”

C H A P T E R  X I

T he P atro l's E y r ie

g N L Y  a m o m e n t d id  tha t 
th o u g h t  speed th r o u g h  
the L o n e  E a g le ’s b ra in . 
T h e n  the im a g e  o f  the 
y o u n g  m a n  w a s b lo tte d  
o u t as the  c a r w e n t  in to  
gear, tu rn e d  a ro u n d  and 
ro a re d  back d o w n  the 

ro a d  o u t o f  s ig h t.
T h e  y o u n g  G e rm a n  stood there  

s ta r in g  at th e  d im in is h in g  ta il l ig h t  
u n t i l  i t  s w u n g  a ro u n d  a c u rv e  in  the 
ro a d . A n d  w h ile  he sto o d th e re , M a s 
ters w as r u n n in g  n o ise le s s ly  th ro u g h  
the  d a m p  grass to  ge t n e a re r to the 
field.

A  desperate p la n  w a s f o rm u la t in g  
in  h is  b ra in .

H e  p u sh e d  h is  w a y  t h r o u g h  the 
h e d ge  l in in g  the  ro a d  a n d  sto o d  w a it 
in g  in  its  sh a d o w . C o m in g  to w a rd  
h im  he c o u ld  h e a r th e  boots o f  the 
G e rm a n  as th e y  b i t  in to  the  road.

“ H a l t !”  he co m m a n d e d  as he stepped 
o u t in to  the ro a d  a n d  c o n fro n te d  the 
s ta rtle d  y o u n g  G e rm a n . “ W h o  are 
y o u ? ”

“O herleu tnant H a n s  S c h u rz , re p o rt 
in g  fo r  d u t y .”

“ Y o u  have the  pass w o r d ? ”  asked 
M a s te rs  g ru ffly .

“Ja whol, m ein  H err,” the  pleasant 
v o ic e  o f  the y o u n g  m a n  ra n g  out. 
‘‘Ich  hasse fe ig e  M enschen.”

“ W e  a ll  hate c o w a r d ly  m e n ,”  re 
tu rn e d  the L o n e  E a g le . “ Y o u  have 
y o u r  papers o r d e r in g  y o u  to  re p o r t? ” 

“ I n  m y  p o c k e t,”  re p lie d  the  y o u th . 
“ B u t  I  d id  n o t  e x p e ct to  be stopped 
a n d  q u e stio n e d  h e re , m ein  H err.” 

“ S e c re t p o lic e ,”  M a s te rs  sh o t back. 
“ Y o u  cam e in  a ca r. T o  w h o m  w e re  
y o u  ta lk in g  so lo n g .”

“ T o  m y  sw e e th e a rt, m ein  H err,' 
sta m m e re d  the  y o u th .

M a s te rs  h e sita te d . “ I t  w a s a lo n g  
c o n v e rs a tio n , fo r  one w h o  has been 
o rd e re d  b y  the  F uehrer to  re p o rt  
here . P e rh a p s  y o u  h a d  b e tte r step 
o v e r h e re  and le t  m e lo o k  a t y o u r  pa
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pers. I  w i l l  re p o rt  th a t y o u  have a r 
r iv e d .”

T h e  L o n e  E a g le  le d  the p u zz le d  
y o u n g  m a n  to w a rd  the sh adow s. “ O u r  
office is b e y o n d  th is  hedge. I  am  e x 
p e c tin g  o th e rs , so I  m u s t h u r r y .”

A t  the h e d ge  the  L o n e  E a g le  
h a lte d . “ P e rh a p s  it  w i l l  n o t be neces
sa ry  to go a ll the w a y  to the  office,” 
he said. “ I ’m  v e r y  b u s y  ju s t  n o w . 
I f  y o u  s h o w  m e y o u r  pap e rs I  can 
in it ia l th e m  to in d ic a te  tha t y o u  have 
passed t h r o u g h .”

T h e  G e rm a n  set h is  bag d o w n  on 
the grass, u n fa ste n e d  the tw o  to p  
b u tto n s  o f  h is  tu n ic  a n d  re ached fo r  
an in n e r  p o ck e t. A s  h is  h a n d  cam e 
out, M a s te rs ’ fist flashed fo rw a rd  and 
u p w a rd  lik e  a p i le -d r iv e r .  H is  k n u c 
kles c a u g h t the  u n g u a rd e d  G e rm a n  
flush on the ja w . T h e  y o u n g  m a n  fe ll 
fo rw a rd  in to  the L o n e  E a g le ’s a rm s, 
u n co n scio u s .

ft  w as n o t lo n g  a fte r  tha t M a s te rs  
was w a lk in g  b r is k ly  d o w n  the  ro a d  
to w a rd  the secret f ly in g  field. H e  w as 
dressed in  the s n a p p y  u n ifo r m  o f 
H a n s  S c h u rz , and c a rrie d  the s u it 
case o f the m a n  w h o  n o w  la y  w e ll  
tru sse d  up  u n d e r a h a yc o ck  in  a field 
b e yo n d  the hed ge . O n  h is  face w as a 
scar th a t th a t w as a lm o st id e n tic a l 
w it h  th a t on the face of H a n s  S c h u rz  
— a scar th a t ha d  been q u ic k ly  m ade 
b y  a lit t le  m a n ip u la tio n  w it h  fle xib le  
c o llo d iu m . T h e  L o n e  E a g le  a lw a y s  
c a rrie d  a sm a ll v ia l o f the stu ff fo r 
em e rge n cie s, to use on sm a ll cuts o r 
the  lik e . J o h n  M a s te rs  lo o k e d  m u c h

lik e  H a n s  S c h u r z  at a q u ic k  g lance. 
T h e  O herleu tnant had fr ie n d s  at the 
d ro m e , o f course b u t M a s te rs  h a d  to 
take a chance.

“ W h e n  I  c le a r th is  m ess u p  I ’l l  
d ro p  a note a n d  te ll th e m  w h e re  he 
is ,” M a s te rs  th o u g h t  as he n eared the 
g u a rd  house. “ T h a t  g i r l  w i l l  th a n k  
m e, i f  n o b o d y  else does. . . . W o n d e r  
w h a t th e y  use p ilo ts  fo r?  D id n ’t 
seem to be a n y  in  the  b la c k  H e in -  
k e ls .”

H E  W A S  sto p p e d  at the  gate b y  a 
s e n try  a n d  a u n ifo r m e d  m e m 

b e r o f H im m le r ’s m ob . H is  papers 
w e re  in  o rd e r, he k n e w  the p a ssw o rd , 
a n d  h is  face seem ed to m a tch  the 
p h o to g ra p h  pasted in  the  l it t le  id e n 
tif ic a tio n  fo ld e r. So he w as d ire cte d  
to  the  O p e ra tio n s  office.

“O herleu tnant H a n s  S c h u r z  re p o rt 
in g  f o r  d u t y ,”  he said  as he stepped 
in to  th e  l ig h te d  office.

A  ta ll, g a u n t m a n  lo o k e d  u p  fro m  
the  desk and s tu d ie d  h im  w it h  a p a ir  
o f  b r i l l ia n t  eyes. W h a t  m ig h t  have 
passed fo r a sm ile  sp re a d  across the 
G e rm a n ’s face, b u t h is  lip s  re m a in e d  
f ir m ly  pressed to g e th e r, lik e  a re d  
w e lt  across h is  features.

“ A h ,  O herleutnant S c h u r z .”  T h e  
m a n  p u sh e d  h im s e lf  to  h is  feet. “ Y o u  
are ju s t  in  tim e  fo r  the  feast. W e  
celebrate  a n o th e r g lo r io u s  v ic t o r y  to 
d a y . T h i s  a fte rn o o n  w e  erased a n 
o th e r nam e fro m  the ro ste rs  o f the 
B r it is h  F le e t. Y o u  h eard  the new s
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b road cast th a t w as sen t o u t to  w a rm  
the  h e a rts  o f  o u r  p e o p le ? ”

M a ste rs  h a d  n o t h e a rd  it, a n d  h is  
h e a rt w as lik e  lead as he n o d d e d . H e  
fo rce d  a sm ile  to  h is  face.

“ T h e n  y o u  k n o w  th a t the G reps- 
holm  has jo in e d  the o th e rs  at the  b o t 
tom . S o o n  h is  M a je s ty  w i l l  need a 
d iv in g  s u it to  re v ie w  h is  fleet, n ich t 
wahr?” H e  c h u c k le d  as h is  eyes h e ld  
the L o n e  E a g le ’s.

“ Y o u  m ake go o d  jokes, H err R e it-  
m eister.” M a s te rs  g r in n e d  as he 
s tru g g le d  to  f ig h t c le a r o f the pe n e 
tra t in g  gaze o f the s in is te r lo o k in g  
m an in  f ro n t  of h im - “ T h e  m a n  in  
B e r l in  s h o u ld  b road cast it. I t  w o u ld  
m ake o u r  p eo ple  la u g h .”

J u s t  th e n  a b u z z e r  so un d e d . T h e  
G e rm a n  s lip p e d  som e papers in to  a 
fo ld e r, p u t  the  fo ld e r in  a d ra w e r and 
lo ck e d  it.

“ I t  is the  d in n e r  c a ll, O berleu tnant 
S c h u rz . C o m e , y o u  sh a ll m e e t y o u r  
co m rades, a n d  e n jo y  a go o d  m e a l.” 
H is  th in  lip s  f in a lly  bro a d en e d  in  a 
sm ile . “ A n d  I  have a s u rp ris e  fo r  
them . O u r  F uehrer  is c o m in g  to  p a y  
us a v is it  to n ig h t .”

M a s te rs ’ b ra in  w h ir le d  as he was 
led  in to  a la rg e , w e ll lig h te d  ro o m . 
H e  co u ld  s t i l l  feel those v/eird  eyes 
t r y in g  to  bore in to  h is  b ra in , as the 
ta ll m a n  began to  in tro d u c e  h im  to 
the m e m b e rs o f the M u r d e r  P a tro l. 
O n e  b y  one he reached o u t and shook 
a h and th a t seem ed w e t and c la m m y . 
N o t  once d id  he m eet a h a n d cla sp  tha t 
b e lo n g e d  to  a h e a lth y  m a n . A n d  as he 
stu d ie d  the  faces he n o tice d  the eyes 
o f  the m e n  tra v e le d  to  those o f  the 
b ig  m a n . A l l  e x ce p t one o r tw o . 
T h e y ,  lik e  h im s e lf , appeared to  be 
new co m ers.

F o r  a m o m e n t he th o u g h t i t  stra n ge  
that no one spoke to the  supposed 
O berleutnant as f r ie n d , and bre a th e d  
a sigh  o f re lie f  at the co in c id e n ce  
th a t m u s t have sen t S c h u r z ’ f rie n d s  
a w a y  in  th is  v ita l  n ig h t.

“ G e n tle m e n ,”  c r ie d  the  m a n  w it h  
the p o p p in g  eyes, “ take y o u r  p la ces.” 

T h e  b u z z in g  o f  vo ice s  sto p p e d . T h e

m e n  began to  m o ve  to w a rd  a lo n g  
table in  the ce n te r o f the  ro o m . T o  
h is  s u rp ris e , M a s te rs  saw th a t there 
w e re  a lre a d y  m e n  seated at a n o th e r 
table u n d e r a d im  l ig h t — s ile n t m en 
w h o  stared across the  w h ite  table 
c lo th  at each o th e r w it h o u t  sa y in g  a 
w o rd . S tra n g e r  y e t , th e y  w e re  seated 
in  th e  ch o ice  places at the  head o f  the 
table, close to  an e m p ty  ch a ir. T o  a ll 
appearances th e y  w e re  the e lite  o f 
the S taffe l— p riv ile g e d  m e n  w h o  took 
t h e ir  p laces b e fo re  the  othe rs.

M A S T E R S  had a p la ce  p o in te d  
o u t  to  h im  close to  the fo o t of 

the table, and sat d o w n  w it h  the 
othe rs. N o  w o r d  w as sp o ke n  as the 
m e n  w a tc h e d  the  ta ll, g a u n t  m a n  w ith  
the  f ie ry  eyes, at the head o f the 
table.

“ G e n tle m e n !” he c rie d , as he h e ld  
u p  h is  fille d  w in e  glass. “ W e  have 
th re e  n e w  m e m b e rs  o f the e lect to 
n ig h t . A r is e — w e  m u s t toast t h e m !” 

M a s te rs  h a lf  expe cte d  to see the 
eyes o f  the m e n  tu rn e d  on h im s e lf  and 
the o th e r n e w  m e m b e rs as the o th e rs  
g o t u p . In s te a d , a ll  a tte n tio n  was 
ce n te re d  on th re e  o f  those s ile n t fig 
u re s s it t in g  at the o th e r table. I t  was 
stra n g e  to  see th e m  th e re , re m a in in g  
in  th e ir  p laces w h ile  the  o th e rs  go t 
to  th e ir  feet, eyes a lig h t  w it h  a fa 
n a tic a l fire.

“ G e n tle m e n !”  a g a in  c r ie d  the g l i t 
te r in g -e y e d  m a n . “ A  toast to  K apitan  
R u d o lp h  O ffe n b a c k , O berleu tnant 
P e te r M u lh o u s e n , a n d  L eu tn an t  H e r 
m a n  H o lb e in !  A n d  to t h e ir  g lo rio u s  
v ic t o r y  th is  a fte rn o o n  o v e r the  gre a t 
B r it is h  b a ttle s h ip  G repsholm .”

T h e  L o n e  E a g le  re c o g n iz e d  the 
nam es— the fr ie n d s  o f  O berleu tnant 
S c h u rz  o f  w h o m  the g i r l  had spoken. 
B u t  w h y  w e re  th e y  so s ile n t?

“ H o ch !” the m e n  crie d . “H e il  H i t 
l e r ! ”

A n d  to  h is  a m a ze m e n t M a s te rs  saw 
the m e n  b e n d in g  to w a rd  thre e  o f  the 
s ile n t fig u re s seated u n d e r  the  d im  
lig h t .  B u t  the re  w as no a c k n o w le d g 
m e n t o f  the toast, no  s ig n  th a t the
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m e n  w e re  pleased w it h  the h o n o r be
in g  a cco rd e d  the m .

“ M y  G o d ! ’’ m u tte re d  M a s te rs  as he 
sat d o w n  w it h  th e  o th e rs . “ W h a t  is  
th is ?  T h o s e  g u y s  s it  u p  th e re  lik e  
statues, c o ld -b lo o d e d , h a u g h ty  as i f  
th e y  d isd a in e d  the  a cc la m a tio n  o f  
th e ir  co m ra d e s.”

W h e n  the ch a irs  h a d  sto p p e d  sc ra p 
in g  across the floor the  m a n  at the 
head o f  th e  table h e ld  u p  h is  h a n d .

“ M e n ,”  he said, le a n in g  o ve r the 
table as i f  t r y in g  to  h o ld  e v e ry  eye 
w ith  h is , “ to m o r ro w  w e  s tr ik e  a ga in . 
T h e  B r it is h  b attle  c ru is e r  O sp rey  
lies in  the  T h a m e s  e stu a ry . T o m o r 
r o w  w e  w i l l  s in k  a sh ip  r ig h t  in  the 
B r it is h  A d m i r a l t y ’s f ro n t  y a rd . A r e  
y o u  re a d y  to  p la y  the  lo tte ry ?  A r e  
y o u  re a d y  to  see w h o m  go od fo rtu n e  
chooses to  re ce ive  the  a cc la im  and 
g lo r y  o f a th a n k fu l F uehrer?”

“ W e  are re a d y , R eitm e is te r  L o -  
re n tz ,”  c h o ru s e d  the m e n , le a p in g  to  
th e ir  feet. “ L e t  the w h e e l s p in !”

T w o  o rd e rlie s  w h e e le d  in  a s tra n g e  
c o n tra p tio n  th a t lo o k e d  lik e  a G a r 
g a n tu a n  s k u ll m o u n te d  o n  a so rt of 
ca rria g e . T h e  m a n  at the head o f  the 
table pressed a b u tto n  in  the side  o f 
the s k u ll. A  s tra n g e  w h ir r in g  a n d  ra t 
t l in g  so un d e d  th r o u g h o u t  the mess 
ro o m  as the  m e n  sat tensed a n d  w a it 
in g . T h e n  the noise sto p p e d . T h e  
ta ll m a n  pressed a n o th e r b u tto n  a n d  
the ja w  o f  the s k u ll d ro p p e d  sla ck . A  
n u m b e r o f  sm a ll w h ite  o b je cts p o u re d  
in to  a so rt o f p o c k e t in  the lo w e r 
ja w .

T h e  tw o  o rd e rlie s  sta rte d  to  w h e e l 
the s in is te r c o n tra p tio n  a ro u n d  the 
table. O n e  b y  o n e  the m e n  re a che d  
in to  the  o pen ja w  and p ic k e d  u p  one 
o f the g le a m in g  w h ite  o b je cts  a n d  
la id  it on the  p late  in  f ro n t  o f  the m .

A s  the g h a s t ly  t h in g  n eared h im , 
M a s te rs  c o u ld  see th a t the  w h ite  o b 
je cts  w e re  m in ia tu re  sk u lls . H e  p u t  
h is  h a n d  b e tw e e n  those g a p in g  ja w s  
and p ick e d  up  a t in y  s k u ll a n d  la id  it 
o n  h is  p la te  as the  re s t had done. H e  
w a ite d  b re a th le s s ly  w h ile  the stra n g e  
lo t te ry  w e n t  on.

W H E N  e v e ry b o d y  ha d  a s k u ll in  
f ro n t  o f  h im , the  b ig  t h in g  was 

w h e e le d  a w a y. T h e  ta ll m a n  w i t h  the  
b u r n in g  eyes le t h is  gaze tra v e l f ro m  
face to face b e fo re  he spoke. H is  
th in  lip s  s p lit , a n d  lo o k e d  lik e  an u g ly  
gash as he leaned fo rw a rd .

“ C ra c k  y o u r  s k u lls , G e n tle m e n !” 
he o rd e re d . “ L e t  us see o n  w h o m  
D a m e  F o rtu n e  sm ile s t o n ig h t .”

A  que e r c r a c k lin g  so u n d  w a s h e a rd  
the le n g th  o f the  table as m e n  p ick e d  
u p  the  l it t le  s k u lls  a n d  cra ck e d  the m  
lik e  w a ln u ts . M a s te rs  pressed h is  be
tw e e n  h is  fin ge rs . I t  gave, a n d  the n  
s tru c k  s o m e th in g  s o lid . T h e  w h ite  
c o v e r in g  came a w a y , a n d  a g le a m in g  
b la c k  s k u ll la y  exposed in  the  p a lm  o f 
h is  h a n d . U p  th e  table  f ro m  h im  he 
c o u ld  see a s im ila r  s k u ll in  the o pen 
fist o f  a n o th e r m a n . A n d  ju s t  a fe w  
p laces a w a y  to  h is  r ig h t  th e re  was 
a n o th e r.

“ N o w ! ”  e x c la im e d  the  m a n  at the 
head o f  the table, w h o m  th e y  had 
ca lle d  L o r e n t z . “ W i l l  those w it h  the 
b la c k  s k u lls  please a rise .”

M a s te rs  g o t to  h is  fe e t, fo llo w e d  
b y  the  tw o  o th e r m e n .

“ W h o  has N u m b e r  O n e  ?”  dem a n d e d  
L o r e n t z .

T h e  L o n e  E a g le  paused, th e n  spoke. 
“ I  h a ve ,”  said  M a s te rs  as he lo o k e d  

d o w n  at the g o ld  f ig u re , “ 1”  e n g ra ve d  
o n  th e  b la ck  fo re h e a d  o f  the  l it t le  
s k u ll  in  h is  h a n d .

“ T w o ? ”
“ H e r e ! ”
“ T h r e e ? ”
“ H e re , H err R e itm e is te r .”
“ G o o d !”  a p p la u d e d  the le a d e r of 

the M u r d e r  P a tro l. “ N u m b e r  O n e  
s h a ll be the p ilo t . N u m b e r  T w o  the 
n a v ig a to r. A n d  N u m b e r  T h r e e  the 
e x tra  p ilo t , to take o v e r in  case som e
t h in g  sh o u ld  h a p p e n  to  the  first. W e  
m u s t a lw a y s  be p re p a re d  f o r  a cc i
den ts, y o u  k n o w .”  H e  m o tio n e d  to  
the o th e r table. “ T h e r e  are  places 
th a t w i l l  be y o u rs  at th a t table f ro m  
n o w  on. G o  to  th e m .”  H e  w a v e d  M a s 
te rs  to  a c h a ir  n e x t to  one o f  the 
s ta r in g  figures.
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“ Y o u r  place o f  h o n o r, O herleutnant 
S c h u rz ,”  he said.

M a s te rs , s t i l l  c lu t c h in g  the lit t le  
b la ck  s k u ll in  h is  fist, sat d o w n  at h is  
place near the h ead o f  the table. H e  
lo o ke d  across at the  m a n  o p p o site  
h im . T h e  m a n  sta re d  back w it h  u n 
seeing eyes. I t  w as a lm o st as i f  he 
w ere  lo o k in g  in to  the  w h ite , set face 
o f a co rpse. H e  g la n ce d  at the m a n  
on h is  r ig h t .  H e , too, sat there  s ta r
in g  across the table w it h  gla ssy, u n 
m o v in g  eyes. W i t h  h is  e lb o w  he 
to u ch e d  the  f ig u re ’s a rm . I t  w as stiff 
and u n y ie ld in g . N o  l iv in g  flesh w as 
concealed b y  the sleeve o f th a t u n i 
fo rm .

T h e n  the  L o n e  E a g le  m a n a g e d  to 
catch a clo se r g lim p s e  o f  the f ig u re ’s 
face.

“ W a x  fig u re s ,”  he d isc o ve re d  in  
su rp ris e . “ M o s t  p e rfe c t jo b  I  ever 
saw. L o o k  a b s o lu te ly  lif e lik e .”

H e  g la n ce d  a g a in  at th is  w e ird  
leader o f the M u r d e r  P a tro l, s t i l l  t r y 
in g  to  p lace  the m an. H e  h a d  h e a rd  
of h im  so m ew here.

A s  the m e a l w e n t  on, M a s te rs  and 
h is  tw o  n e w  co m p a n io n s w e re  the  ce n 
te r o f  a tte n tio n . I n  fa ct, i t  seem ed as 
if  the o th e rs  w e re  e n vio u s  o f  the 
h o n o r the  g r in n in g  s k u ll  had spe w e d  
in to  th e ir  h a n d s. A  fe w  lif te d  th e ir  
glasses in  salute , and sm ile d  in  a 
f r ie n d ly  w a y .

B u t  desp ite  the e xce lle n ce  o f the 
m eal, a n d  th e  h o n o r th a t seem ed to  be 
a cco rd e d  h im , M a s te rs  co u ld  n o t h e lp  
b u t w is h  th a t i t  w a s  the  re a l Ober- 
leu tnan t S c h u rz  w h o  w a s s it t in g  in  
that ch a ir. T h e r e  w as s o m e th in g  s in 
ister about the g a th e rin g , s o m e th in g  
that sent a c h il l  lik e  death sw e e p in g  
! h ro u g h  h is  bones. A n d  the m ost 
s in iste r fig u re  in  the ro o m  w as the 
g r in n in g  m a n  w h o  sat at the head of 
the o th e r table.

M A S T E R S  m ade a pretense o f e n 
jo y in g  the  m eal. A n d  as he ate 

the e x c e lle n t fo o d  p la c e d  b e fo re  h im  
b y  q u ie t, so b e r-fa ce d  o rd e rlie s , w h o  
also se rve d  fo o d  to  the w a x  figures,

he w as t h in k in g :  “ E a t , d r in k  a n d  be 
m e r r y , fo r  to m o r r o w  y o u  d ie .”

I t  seem ed to  fit the p re s e n t s itu a 
tio n . T h e r e  w e re  p le n t y  o f go od 
th in g s  to  eat. T h e  w in e  glasses w ere  
n e v e r e m p ty . A n d  as the  l iq u o r  to o k  
effect, the  c ro w d  becam e m o re  m e rr y . 
T h e r e  w e re  sm ile s  on e v e ry  face— e x 
cept o n  those o f the w a x e n  effigieS 
seated at the table o f  h o n o r.

D e s p ite  h is  p re c a rio u s  p o s itio n  the 
L o n e  E a g le  w e n t  t h r o u g h  h is  paces 
lik e  a v e te ra n  a cto r, p la y in g  h is  p a rt 
even in  the v e r y  face o f  d eath. H e  
w a ite d  p a t ie n t ly , l is te n in g , h o p in g  to 
p ic k  u p  som e c lu e  to  the w o r k in g s  of 
the M u r d e r  P a tro l. N e v e r  w o u ld  he 
g iv e  u p  u n t i l  he h a d  w ip e d  th is  fo u l 
nest o f  la u g h in g  v u ltu r e s  a n d  th e ir  
p o p -e y e d  leader f ro m  the  face o f  the 
e a rth . T h i s  c o g  in  th e  b lo o d y  m a c h in 
e r y  o f a ru th le s s  e n e m y  m u s t be b ro 
ken b e fo re  he c o u ld  e ve r rest.

H e  l i t  a c ig a re tte  a fte r  he ha d  fin 
ish e d  h is  dessert a n d  w a ite d  fo r  the 
b ig  s u rp ris e  o f  the  e v e n in g . O n ce  
a g a in  he w as to  be face to  face w it h  
the fa n a tic a l l i t t le  F uehrer  w h o  had 
tu rn e d  the w o r ld  in to  a c a ld ro n  of 
hate. A  g r im  sm ile  s lip p e d  across 
h is  face as he re c a lle d  th e  last tim e  
he h a d  faced th a t m a n  in  a  l i t t le  office 
b y  the  side o f  a Z e p p e lin  h a n g a r. A  
s ile n t p ra y e r  w a s  in  h is  h e a rt— a 
p ra y e r  th a t he w o u ld  be ju s t  as su c
ce ssfu l in  th is  g r im  a d v e n tu re  as he 
had been th a t n ig h t.

H e  stared in to  th e  g la s s y  eyes of 
the  im a ge  across f ro m  h im  a n d  w o n 
dered.

C H A P T E R  X I I

O rdered  to  D ie

X A C T L Y  as i f  an e x p lo 
s io n  o r  to rn a d o  had 
s tru c k  the m ess ro o m  
the  d o o r cra sh e d  open. 
S to rm  tro o p e rs  dashed in  
a n d  fo rm e d  tw o  ra n k s 
le a d in g  to  th e  head o f 
th e  table.

A  m o m e n t la te r th e  s h o rt fig u re  o f 
A d o lp h  H i t le r ,  h is  eyes b u r n in g  w it h
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excitem ent and m isplaced zeal, h u r
ried between the two ranks of stalw art 
youths and reached the table alm ost 
before the sta rtled  m en could leap to 
th e ir feet, raise th e ir rig h t hand in 
the Nazi salute and scream “H ell 
H i t le r !” in a hysterical chorus.

M asters was on his feet w ith  the 
others. He was not the one to le t a 
mere salute stand  between him  and 
success. H is hand was up w ith  the 
others. H is lips moved and said, 
“H eil H itle r!” too.

The F uehrer waved a nervous ac
knowledgm ent of the salute and im
m ediately w ent into a haranguing 
speech tha t grew  more exciting  and 
hysterical as it w ent on. In  ram bling 
sequences he m entioned the hate of 
the Germans for the B ritish , the ju s t
ness of his cause against a people who 
refused the peaceful overtures he had 
made, the g lory  of w ar—the g reatest 
honor being the privilege of dying 
for one’s country—and the opportu
nity  they had to em ulate the m en who 
had flown out before them  to sink 
B ritish  battleships. He concluded 
w ith a half scream ing paean of praise 
for the men who had, as he thought, 
sunk the R oyal A r k  the day before, 
and those who had sent the Crepsholm  
to the bottom  th a t afternoon.

T hrough it all the men stood like 
ramrods. N ot a muscle moved, not an 
eye blinked.

M asters could feel som ething elec
tric  passing through the room as the 
Fuehrer com pleted his blazing har
angue. T he little  A ustrian  who held 
Germany in  the palm of h is hand 
turned  to Lorentz.

“W ho goes tom orrow ?” he de
manded bruskly.

“T he m en w ith  the black skulls step 
forw ard,” ordered Lorentz.

M asters and the o ther two who held 
black skulls stepped forw ard to  stand 
before the Fuehrer.

H itle r tu rned  to  one of h is aides, 
took three Iron  Crosses from  the ou t
stretched  hand, swung around, and in 
th ree nervous m otions fastened the

black m etal baubles to the tun ics of 
the m en in  fron t of him.

“A ll Germ any envies you,” H itle r 
said sharply.

He started  to say som ething else, 
but stopped. H is beady little  eyes 
narrow ed as they  looked up into the 
face of the tall m an at the head of the 
line. F or one grim , nerve-racking 
m om ent M asters’ heart dropped into 
h is boots.

“Your nam e?” dem anded the 
Fuehrer.

“H ans Schurz,” M asters said fear
lessly.

H itle r shook his head. “ I only wish 
you were another, one whom you 
som ewhat resem ble.”

“W hy, mein F uehrer?” asked the 
Lone Eagle, m eeting his steady gaze.

“I would kill h im !” snarled H itler. 
“I would tear him  to pieces -with my 
bare hands. I f  I only knew w here he 
was, I would order th is S ta ff el out 
to  destroy him —smash him  like your 
com rades smashed the A r k  R oyal and 
the o ther ships. B u t some day—some 
day the cursed Lone E agle w ill be 
sw ept from  my p a th !”

T he F uehrer  sw ung around, and in 
a tw ink ling  he was gone w ith  his 
bodyguards. F o r one m oment, two 
m en whose one g reat objective was 
the destruction  of the o ther had stood 
face to face. One, because he w anted 
to rid  civilization of a cancer. The 
other, because he feared th a t one per
son stood between him self and the 
com plete subjugation of the world.

S M A ST E R S stood s ta rin g  at the 
door th a t had closed on his 

g reatest enemy, L orentz touched him 
on the arm.

“You w ill come w ith  me now, Ober- 
leu tnant Schurz,” he said quietly, as 
h is fierce eyes held the Lone E agle’s.

M asters nodded. B ut as he tu rned  
to  follow th is m ysterious leader of 
the M urder P a tro l he steeled him self 
against any ordeal. One m ain th ing 
now was to evade L oren tz’ penetrat
ing  gaze.
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“ T h a t  b ir d ’s t r y in g  to  h y p n o tiz e  
m e ,”  he th o u g h t. “ G o t  to keep m y  
m in d  ra c in g  a ll the  tim e , so he ca n ’t 
p la n t  a s u g g e s tio n  in  i t . ”

H e  to o k  tw o  steps and sto p p e d . O n e  
a n sw e r to the r id d le  had flashed in to  
h is  m in d . “ L o r e n t z ,”  he m u tte re d . 
“ L o re n tz . . . . T h a t ’s the  m a n  w h o m  
p s y c h o lo g is ts  have ca lle d  ‘the w o r ld ’s 
greatest s tu d e n t o f  the  m in d ’ ! T h e  
m a n  w h o  k n e w  m o re  abo u t h y p n o tis m  
tha n  a n y  o th e r l i v in g  m a n ! I ’m  g la d  
I ’ve done a lit t le  s t u d y in g  a lo n g  th a t 
lin e . I  b e g in  to  see the  idea. H i t le r  
w h ip s  th e m  u p  in to  a fa n a tic a l f re n z y , 
a so rt o f  m ass h y s te ria , han d s o u t an 
iro n  cross b e fo re  the  jo b  is d o ne and 
the  w a y  is p a ve d  fo r  th is  m a n  to  p u t 
o n  the f in is h in g  to u ch e s.”

S w in g in g  in  b e h in d  the  o th e r tw o  
w h o  w e re  to  a c c o m p a n y  h im  o n  the 
f lig h t  o f  the  M u r d e r  P a tro l the  n e x t 
d a y, M a s te rs  e n te re d  a sm a ll g re e n - 
p a neled  ro o m . H e  w as re a d y  fo r  the 
greatest ba ttle  o f v/its in  w h ic h  he 
had e ve r ta k e n  p a rt  in . H e  k n e w  he 
w o u ld  have to  w a tc h  e v e ry  step o r  he 
w o u ld  fin d  h im s e lf  in  the  re le n tle ss  
c lu tc h e s  o f  th is  m a n  w h o  used h is  
e v il p o w e r to  s la u g h te r m en b y  the 
thousands.

“ B e  seated,”  cam e the  vo ice  o f L o 
re n tz — sm o o th  n o w — fro m  b e h in d  a 
f ra m e -w o rk  th a t h e ld  w ire s  and 
lig h ts . “ Y e s , r ig h t  th e re .”

A  s w itc h  c lic k e d . F o r  a m o m e n t 
the  ro o m  w as in  to ta l d arkness. T h e n  
thre e  lig h ts  b egan to w h i r l  on the 
fra m e  in  f ro n t  o f  the  ch a irs  in  w h ic h  
the  m e n  ha d  seated them selves. M a s 
te rs  ha d  c le v e r ly  m a n e u ve re d  h im s e lf  
in to  the c h a ir  fu rth e s t  to  the le ft. H e  
fe lt  ce rta in  th a t L o r e n t z  w o u ld  sta rt 
o p e ra tio n s  at the  r ig h t .  T h i s  w o u ld  
g iv e  h im  an  o p p o r t u n ity  to  take h is  
cue  f ro m  the  re a c tio n s  o f the o th e r 
tw o .

“ N o w ,”  cam e the  q u ie t, a lm o st p u r r 
in g  co m m a n d  f r o m  th e  sh a d o w s be
h in d  the w h i r l i n g  la m p s, “ w a tc h  the 
lig h ts  d ir e c t ly  in  f r o n t  o f  y o u . I  w is h  
to  test y o u r  eyes, to  see th a t th e y  are 
in  shaps fo r  the  m is s io n  to m o rro w .

Q u ie t  please, a n d  th in k  o f  n o th in g  
b u t th a t l ig h t .”

M a s te rs  k e p t h is  eyes to w a rd  the 
l ig h t ,  b u t ce n te re d  ju s t  b e lo w  the 
b o tto m  r im  o f  the  b r i l l ia n t  c irc le . H e  
p ic k e d  o u t an  im a g in a ry  sp o t in  the 
sh a d o w s the re , a n d  th o u g h t  o f n o th 
in g  b u t some w a y  b y  w h ic h  he co u ld  
g e t to  the  final s o lu tio n  o f th is  m ad 
schem e.

T h e  lig h ts  w h ir le d  fa ste r a n d  faster 
— the  vo ice  b e h in d  the  fra m e  began 
to  ta lk — faster a n d  faster, a lm o st as 
i t  s y n c h ro n iz e d  w it h  the  m e ch a n ism  
th a t d ro v e  the lig h ts  in  th e ir  m ad 
c irc le .

S u d d e n ly  the  lig h ts  w e n t  out. T h e i r  
p lace  w a s ta k e n  b y  a d im  g lo w  of 
g re e n  in  the fa r c o rn e r. I t s  ra y s  w e re  
ce n te re d  on a c h a ir  b e fo re  a g re a t oak 
desk.

“ W i l l  the  first m a n  please m ove 
o v e r to  the  c h a ir  in  f ro n t  o f the 
d e s k ? ”  cam e th e  co m m a n d .

L o r e n t z  to o k  a seat b e h in d  the desk. 
H is  face w as r e v o lt in g  in  the  queer 
g re e n  lig h t .  H e  w a ite d  w h ile  the 
y o u n g  G e rm a n  sat d o w n .

“ N o w ,”  said L o r e n t z , le a n in g  f o r 
w a r d  across the desk, “ let m e see 
y o u r  eyes.”

T H E  y o u th  leaned fo rw a rd , H is  
eyes w e re  a lre a d y  glassy* H is  

h a n d s w e re  c o ld  a n d  w e t. a lm o st as if  
th e y  ha d  been h e ld  in  D e a th ’s w e l
c o m in g  clasp.

“ T e l l  m e ,”  said  L o r e n tz , “ w h a t d id  
y o u  t h in k  o f  y o u r  F uehrer?  H e  w as 
m a rv e lo u s , w as he n o t? ”

“ G lo r io u s ,”  m u tte re d  the  y o u th , 
w h o  ha d  been w e ll  b ro k e n  in  fo r  th is  
o cca sio n  b y  the h y p n o tic  m e th o d s the 
N a z is  used to  t ra in  th e ir  y o u th . H is  
m in d  w as re c e p tiv e  fo r  the d a s ta rd ly  
schem e o f  L o r e n tz .

“ Y o u  are re a d y  to  d ie  fo r  the 
Fuehrer. . . . R e p e a t a fte r  m e— ‘I  am  
re a d y  to  die  fo r  m y  F uehrer. I  have 
no fe a r o f  d e a th ’.”

W it h o u t  a se co n d ’s h e s ita tio n  the 
y o u th  k e p t re p e a tin g  the  a w f u l state
m e n t u n t i l  L o r e n t z  to ld  h im  to  stop.
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“D ying fo r our F uehrer is the 
g reatest g ift a German can make for 
the F atherland ,” said Lorentz.

F or a good ten m inutes he kept 
pounding th a t one tra in  of though t 
into the brain  of the  hypnotized 
youth before him. T hen  he told him 
to get up and leave the room by an
other door. As the lad reached the 
door, L orentz pulled a small m icro
phone closer to  him  on his desk.

“He is ready, L o thar,” he said 
quietly. “You w ill have to w ork fast. 
T here are two others, and they  leave 
at dawn.”

He w ent th rough  the same line of 
suggestion w ith  the second German. 
And as before, the suprem e sacrifice 
for the Fuehrer  was the keynote.

W hen M asters’ tu rn  came he was 
le tte r perfect. N ot only in ac ting  out 
h is part, but w ith  a solution to the 
grim  m ystery  of the M urder Patro l. 
He knew now th a t these poor lads, 
brought by the German Propaganda 
Bureau, the fanatical, po litica lly  ap
pointed teachers in the schools, and 
an everyday diet of the F uehrer’s 
glory, to a s tate  w here they  were 
practically  in a hypnotized state  
every day, had been sent out to die 
w ith th e ir p lung ing  H einkels.

I t  w asn’t hard  to  figure ou t now, 
once he had seen the inner w orkings 
of the M urder P atro l. A black H ein- 
kel loaded w ith  a fu ll cargo of high 
explosives. L ig h t bullet-proof shea th 
ing over the nose of the  ship and 
cockpit—and a hypnotized crew at 
the controls!

W hat instrum ent of w ar could be 
more deadly, more accurate, more 
fiendish? I t  was no wonder he could 
no t shoot down one of the H einkels. 
No w onder they  always h it th e ir 
mark. Only the hellish  im agination 
of a warped m ind could have devised 
such a scheme. O nly a leader who was 
w illing  to m urder h is own men to fos
te r h is own ends w ould perm it such a 
plan.

“A be tte r name could not have been 
given it,” th o u g h t M asters as he re 

called the w ords of the U-boat cap
tain.

A ll th is  was racing  th rough  h is 
m ind as he answ ered the  questions of 
the m an behind the desk in  a mono
tone. A t last L orentz sat back w ith  
a sm ile of satisfac tion  on h is crafty  
face. He called the o ther m an over.

“You are Num ber T h ree?” he asked. 
“T he man who is to be reserve p ilo t?”

“Yes,” answ ered the m an in  a dull 
voice.

“Now look, the tw o of you,” said 
L orentz, “and as you look, pay a t
ten tion .”

He pressed a bu tton  on the desk. 
The room  was darkened.

A nother lig h t bored th rough  the 
darkness and caught hold of a w hite 
screen on the  wall. A p ic tu re  ap
peared—a clear-cut view  of a giant 
battle  cru iser ly ing  a t anchor.

ffFTB^HIS”—L oren tz  w alked across 
the room and pointed to  the 

ship w ith  a long stick, as sim ply and 
easily as if  he w ere a  school-teacher 
instead of a m an sending his fellow  
countrym en ou t to  a horrib le  death— 
“th is  is the B ritish  battle  cru iser 
Osprey. I t  lies at anchor in the 
Tham es E stuary . I t  is your target, 
your g if t to the Fuehrer. You w ill 
fly high. O ur m eteorologists repo rt 
th a t there  w ill be low clouds tom or
row.

“Your navigator w ill give you your 
position  and you w ill only  come 
th rough  the clouds on reaching a 
po in t d irec tly  over your objective. 
Once i t  is in s igh t you w ill m aneuver 
your plane so th a t your dive w ill cen
te r  on a spot ju s t betw een the two 
funnels. Your plane w ill be covered 
w ith  bu llet-proof sheathing, and only 
a d irec t h it from  a th ree-inch shell or 
larger should harm  your control. You 
w ill hold your ship in  the dive u n til 
i t  s trik es the po in t I  designated. Now 
repeat your orders. N um ber One 
first, please.”

M asters copied the du ll voice of h is 
hypnotized com panion and repeated
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the orders word for word. Then Num 
ber T hree repeated  them.

Lorentz smiled. "Now study your 
target. And do not forget. Death is 
painless. Death is glorious. You are 
going to give your lives to the 
Fuehrer.” He w alked back across the 
room and spoke into the mike. “Arc 
you ready, L othar ? G ood! I  w ill 
send them  in.”

C H A P T E R  X III

Dawn M urder Patrol

IT H O U T  protest, John  
M asters w ent th rough  
one of the strangest ex 
periences of his life in 
tha t nex t room to w hich 
L orentz sen t him. He 
was ordered to s trip , h is 
uniform  w a s  n e a t l y  

folded and pu t in the draw er of a  big 
steel cabinet, and his name was placed 
in a slot in front. A sort of woolen 
pullover outfit was handed him, but 
he was to ld  not to  pu t i t  on u n til the 
old hunchback w ith  the  thick-lensed 
glasses had finished w ith  him.

M asters sat on a bench and w atched 
the queer operation of a p laster mask 
being made of his companion. T hen 
the back of the head was made, and 
finally the neck and shoulders. A fte r 
that the old artisan  seemed satisfied 
w ith m aking m easurem ents of the 
m an’s body. As fast as they  were 
made, the casts were sen t to  another 
room, where they  w ere no doubt pu t 
together and the com plete upper part 
of the effigies v/ere made, then painted  
and tin ted  to make them  look life 
like.

Soon it. was the Lone E ag le’s turn. 
And while he lay on a small m etal 
tabic, breathing through  a tube w hile 
the stuff on his face hardened, L o
rentz entered the  room and stood 
looking down at the m an w ith  hard, 
piercing eyes.

“They can ’t hear w ith  tha t stuff on 
their heads, can they, L o th ar?” L o
rentz asked.

“N ein , H err D o k tor,” replied  L o
thar.

B ut the old fellow  seemed to  have 
fo rgo tten  th a t he had ju s t been loos
ening the p lastic at the back of the 
Lone E agle’s head. A flap of the stuff 
was loose enough so th a t M asters 
could ju s t make out w hat was being 
said.

“Strange, is i t  not, L o th ar?” the 
German m urm ured.

"W a s is t H err D oktor?” asked the 
m an w ith  the th ick  glasses.

“ I t  is som ething I m ust make a 
study  of,” L oren tz w ent on. “So 
strange th a t these m en seem satisfied 
only w hen I  have these im ages made 
and placed a t the  table. Remember, I 
tried  th is  scheme once before and as 
soon as th e ir  com panions did no t pu t 
in  appearance th ey  became nervous 
and restless, th e ir m inds began to 
w ander, and eventually  I lost control 
of them  entirely .

“B u t now these effigies seem to sa t
isfy  them, som ething inside their 
brains seems to m ake them  imagine 
th a t these th ings are th e ir  living com
panions. I  th o u g h t I  knew  all about 
a m an’s brain, bu t th is  is a puzzle to 
me. I m ust continue my stud ies fu r
ther. A new field of research seems 
to have opened up. P erhaps when I 
have finished w ith  the B ritish  fleet I 
w ill have tim e to carry  on in my 
chosen field. T hen  I shall do it. . . . 
I have made up my m ind, Lothar. I 
shall do it.”

"W as, H err D oktor?”
“D issect the  brain  of a living man, 

L o thar,” cried  L orentz. “C ut in to  the 
cells w hile he is s till alive. No, there 
will be no anesthetic  to spoil its  nor
mal functions. And I know  the very 
subject I  w ould like to have for the 
experim ent."

“W ho ?” asked L o thar as he ran his 
long slender fingers around the neck 
of John  M asters to  loosen the plastic.

“T h is one th ey  call the Lone 
E agle,” exclaim ed L orentz. “T he one 
our F uehrer hates so much. I  remem
ber him  from  the last war. He robbed
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us of v ictory—but he has a marvelous 
brain .”

He was in te rru p ted  by a knock on 
the door. A pale-faced orderly  en
tered and held a message out to th is 
grim -faced m aster of the M urder 
Patrol.

L orentz took it. H is face w ent 
white as he read.

W H " O T H A R !” he cried hoarsely as 
he crum pled the paper in his 

hand. “T he seaplane has re tu rned ! 
They did not contact the U-Seventy- 
three. T hey searched all over the 
N orth Sea, and called by w ireless for 
it. B ut there was no sign. You know 
what th a t m eans?”

the nex t m orning as the Lone Eagle, 
dressed in  the ill-fitting  pullover, ap
proached the big black H einkel w ith 
his two companions.

W aitin g  for them  was Lorentz.
“R epeat your orders,” commanded 

L orentz as M asters came up.
M asters ticked  them  off w ithout a 

m istake. H is co-pilot followed suit.
L orentz nodded. He tu rn ed  to a 

mechanic.
“Are the detonators set, F r itz ? ”
“Ja wohl, H err R eitm eister,"  re 

plied the mechanic. “And I have just 
set the autom atic control on the wheel 
detonators. If  they  should touch in 
less than one half hour a fte r the  ship 
takes off it w ill blow up. I t  w ill be
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“I hope not, H err D oktor,” m ut
tered L othar as he pulled the cast 
away.

“ I am afraid  so,” m urm ured Lo
rentz. “ I am afraid  he has gone 
down.”

Lothar stood w ith the cast in  his 
hand a moment, as if study ing  the 
fain t lines engraved there.

“ If th a t is the case, H err D oktor, 
you m ust try  and derive some com fort 
in  the fact tha t he died for our 
Fuehrer.”

For a m om ent the face of L orentz 
darkened. He took a step tow ard the 
old fellow.

“I f  I thought you were try in g  to 
mock me, I  w ould k ill you, L o th a r!”

A cold m ist was being driven in 
long gray w rith in g  ribbons across the 
flying field of the M urder P a tro l early

im possible to make a forced landing 
w ithou t an explosion.”

L orentz m otioned for M asters to 
en ter the big tw o-m otored ship.

“You are to take off a t once. P ro 
ceed d irec tly  to your objective in the 
Tham es E stuary . T hen  do your duty  
for our Fuehrer—vorwarts.”

M asters clim bed into the plane and 
w ent d irec tly  to the p ilo t’s com part
m ent. A dim lig h t burned in the ceil
ing, for all o ther lig h t was cut off by 
the m etal shields over the cockpit. 
T here were only two tiny  slits  in  the 
m etal shield to look th rough. S lum p
ing  down in h is seat he revved up the 
two big Daim ler Benz m otors, w on
dering  ju st how he was going to get 
ou t of th is  jam.

P resen tly  the  co-pilot tapped  him 
on the shoulder and nodded. M asters
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looked up into the pale face w ith  the 
fiercely burn ing  eyes, then reached 
for the th ro ttle s . T he big m otors 
broke into a roar. The H einkel began 
to  move. T he death  ship was in the 
a i r !

M asters held the ship steady for 
awhile, anxiously  w atching the w hite 
needle on the altim eter creep past the 
five thousand mark. He went th rough 
the first bank of clouds, s tarted  for 
the second, then  changed his mind. 
He had a nice clear lane there, a sort 
of tunnel in the m ist from w hich he 
could not be seen from  either ground 
or sky.

T ossing the wheel over to his com
panion, M asters got up and walked 
toward the rear of his ship. T he navi
gation officer gave M asters one look 
w ith his glassy, s taring  eyes, then 
tu rned  back to his charts.

M A ST E R S tried  every door, every 
opening in the big ship, but 

they w ere all locked on the outside.
“H adn’t quite counted on th a t,” he 

m uttered angrily . “Boy, he sure isn ’t 
taking any chances on his heroes tak 
ing a run-out powder, is he?”

He stood there in  the darkened in
terio r of the big H einkel th ink ing  
hard. On all sides were huge bins 
filled w ith  h igh  explosives. Even the 
nose of the ship, th a t usually  held a 
forw ard gunner, was covered w ith  a 
metal shield and filled w ith sudden 
death.

He was trapped—in about the worse 
spot he had ever been in his life! 
Even the undercarriage of the H ein 
kel was w ired w ith  a detonator th a t 
would set off the charge should he 
make a desperate a ttem pt to set the 
ship down.

“G od!” he m uttered. “T h ere ’s 
tnough stuff here to blow up a city. 
No w onder they  make such a com
plete job of a battlesh ip .”

A gain he tried  to  find a trapdoor 
tha t would open and give them  some 
chance of escape. B ut he was sealed 
in w ith his cargo of death.

“I f  they’d only le ft the w ireless,” 
he thought, desperately  seeking some 
way of g e tting  out of the trap. “Then 
I could at least have given them  the 
tip-off as to how the deviltry  is being 
done. P ierre  or H enri could have a 
shot at Lorentz. A n’ he said I had a 
brain! Sure have p u t m yself on the 
spot th is tim e.”

As he s tarted  back tow ard the con
tro l cabin, the navigation officer 
handed him th e ir position, scribbled 
on a slip of paper. M asters read it, 
and was about to lay it back on the 
fo lding table, when his eyes fell on 
the pad and pencil.

He looked from  the paper to the 
pale young German, pointed to the 
rear of the fuselage and said some
th in g  too low for the m an to hear. 
T he German looked tow ard the rear. 
As his head turned , M asters was on 
him, w inding his s trong  arm s around 
the startled  fellow ’s neck and cu tting  
off his breath. He held tig h t u n til the 
man relaxed in his arms, then stripped 
off his pullover, tore i t  to long rib 
bons and tied the unconscious fellow 
up.

“You’ll be all r ig h t in a few m in
utes, old chap,” said M asters as he 
dragged the limp figure to  the rear 
of the Heinkel. T hen  as he laid  the 
man down, his eyes caught a g lin t of 
light. I t  came from  a spot he had not 
exam ined very carefu lly—the gun
ners position in  the belly of the big 
black Heinkel.

W ith  all speed he climbed down 
in the narrow  little  nacelle. T here he 
saw th a t the gleam of lig h t came from 
one of the bullet-proof plates, bolted 
over the ports. I t  seemed to be loose. 
E ith er that, or the cross member to 
w hich it had been fastened was loose.

LY IN G  down on his back, and 
bracing him self, the Lone Eagle 

began to drive away w ith  h is power
ful legs. B it by  b it the  p late loosened, 
under the im pact o f h is feet. A t last 
i t  to re  free and w ent h u rtlin g  away in  
the slipstream .
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M a ste rs  s u rv e y e d  the o p e n in g  and 
s h ru g g e d . “ So w h a t? ” he g ro w le d . 
“ T h e r e ’s an o p e n in g  la rg e  e n o u g h  fo r  
a m a n  to s lip  th ro u g h , b u t w it h o u t  
a n y  p a ra chu te s, w h a t g o o d  does i t  do. 
I ’m  tra p p e d  ju s t  the same. O n l y  
th in g  I  can do is w a rn  the m . A f t e r  
tha t I ’ll  have to take it. B u t  d a m n e d  
i f  it  w i l l  be a g a in s t a B r it is h  s h i p !”

F o r  an in s ta n t M a s te rs  to y e d  w it h  
the  g r im  idea o f  t u r n in g  n o r th  and 
g iv in g  one o f the G e rm a n  p o ck e t b a t
tle sh ip s  a dose o f  th e ir  o w n  m e d ic in e . 
B u t  he gave i t  up.

H u r r y i n g  back to  the c o n tro l ca b in  
he h a n d e d  the c o -p ilo t  the s lip  of 
p a p e r he had g ra b b e d  u p  as he ru s h e d  
b y  the table. T h e n  he w e n t ba ck to  
the n a v ig a tio n  co m p a rtm e n t a n d  set 
about d e v is in g  som e m eans o f w a r n in g  
the A l l ie s  and g iv in g  the in fo rm a tio n  
about the w o r k in g s  o f  the M u r d e r  
P a tro l. W h e n  he fin ishe d  w r it in g ,  
he s lid  the  tw o  sheets o f  p a p e r 
betw e e n  the blades o f a p a ra lle l ru le , 
and s lip p e d  an e la stic  o v e r it  to  h o ld  
it  t ig h t .

“ T h e r e ,”  he said as he w e ig h e d  it  
in  h is  h a n d . “ T h a t  o u g h t to g iv e  it  
h e ft  e n o u g h  so I  c o u ld  p u t  i t  w h e re  
I  w a n te d  it. P a p e r w i l l  s h o w  u p  as a 
p re tty  go o d  m a rk e r .”

H e  lo o k e d  back at the  n a v ig a tio n  
officer.

T h e  G e rm a n  h a d  com e to, a n d  w as 
ly in g  th e re  q u ie tly .

“ P o o r d e v il ’s b ra in  ca n ’t f ig u re  o u t 
w h a t i t ’s a ll a b o u t,” M a s te rs  th o u g h t  
as he e x a m in e d  the shre d s o f  c lo th  
he had tie d  the  G e rm a n  u p  w it h , a n d  
re a d ju s te d  the  g a g  in  h is  m o u th . “ I ’l l  
t r y  a n d  fin d  some w a y , o ld  fe llo w . 
M a y  be ro b b in g  y o u  o f  the  chance to 
be a h e ro . B u t  a dead h e ro ’s no  go o d. 
N o t  even one w h o  d ie d  fo r  the 
Fuehrer.”

M a s te rs  w e n t b ack to  the n a v ig a 
t io n  c o m p a rtm e n t, ga th e re d  u p  w h a t 
w as le f t  o f  the  p u llo v e r  he h a d  to rn  
off the  G e rm a n  and p re p a re d  i t  fo r 
the n e x t a tte m p t. T h e n  g o in g  u p  to 
the  c o n tro l ca b in , he leaned o v e r to  
the  c o -p ilo t  and y e lle d  fo r  h im  to

t r im  the sh ip  so it  w o u ld  fly  b y  its e lf 
fo r  a w h ile .

T h e  G e rm a n  a lit t le  p u z z le d  set the 
sta b ilize rs , tested the b ig  H e in k e l 
fo r  lo n g itu d in a l a n d  la te ra l s ta b ility , 
th e n  g o t u p  a n d  fo llo w e d  M a s te rs  to  
the re a r o f the sh ip .

I t  w a s n 't q u ite  as easy th is  tim e. 
I t  w a s a h a rd  s tru g g le  b e fo re  M a ste rs  
had the  m a n  he lp le ss. I t  h a d  been a 
b a ttle  M a s te rs  w o u ld  n o t fo rg e t  in  a 
lo n g  tim e — s t r u g g lin g  and b a tt lin g  
w it h  the  p o w e r fu l G e rm a n  in  the e x 
p lo s iv e -la d e n  fu se la ge  o f the b ig  
H e in k e l. B u t  he f in a lly  m a n a g e d  to 
ge t in  a s o lid  b lo w  th a t d ro p p e d  the 
c o -p ilo t  lik e  an axed steer. H e  lost 
l i t t le  tim e  in  t y in g  the fe llo w  u p , and 
p la c in g  h im  w h e re  he w o u ld  n o t be 
able to  r o l l  to  h is  co m p a n io n .

B r u is e d  and breath less, M a s te rs  
s lip p e d  back in to  h is  seat a n d  y a n k e d  
the w h e e l to w a rd  h im . H e  g la n ce d  
at h is  w a tc h  a n d  w h is t le d . I t  h a d  a ll 
ta k e n  lo n g e r th a n  he re a lize d . I f  h is  
c a lc u la tio n s  w e re  r ig h t ,  D u n k ir k  
s h o u ld  be d ir e c t ly  b e lo w  the  c lo u d s.

“ W e l l ,  here g o e s !”  he m u tte re d  as 
he re ached fo r  the  th ro tt le s  and 
s lo w e d  d o w n  the  tw o  b ig  m o to rs . 
“ F r o m  n o w  on I ’m  k e e p in g  m y  fin gers 
crossed. H a v e  to  c o u n t o n  speed to  
p u ll  i t  o ff.”

H E  S T U C K  the nose o f  the H e in 
k e l d o w n , a n d  w e n t  h u r t l in g  

t h r o u g h  th e  c e ilin g . H e  cam e o u t 
r ig h t  o v e r the edge o f  D u n k ir k  and 
s w u n g  back east, h e a d in g  fo r  th e  l i t 
tle  f ly in g  fie ld  w h e re  P ie r r e  and 
H e n r i  w a ite d  fo r  w o r d  fro m  h im .

S u rp ris e  w a s w h a t  he c o u n te d  on, 
a n d  it  w o rk e d . H e  w as d o w n  o v e r the 
fie ld  a n d  had the ru le r  w it h  h is  m es
sage s lip p e d  th r o u g h  the s lo t b efore  
e ve n  a p ro p  d o w n  the re  w as t u r n in g . 
C o m in g  a ro u n d  fast he saw  the ru le r  
w it h  the w h ite  stre a m e r o f  paper 
la n d  at the fa r edge o f  the  fie ld . A s  
he s tra ig h te n e d  o u t, he g u n n e d  the 
m o to rs  in  the  o ld  s ig n a l P ie r r e  and 
he had a lw a y s  used w h e n  th e y  w is h e d  
to a ttra c t each o th e r ’s a tte n tio n .
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He circled the field slow ly, w aiting  
for ships to  come up. He glanced  
down at his fuel gauge. It  was drop
ping rapidly toward the em pty mark.

“The sw in e!’’ he cursed. “D on’t 
any more than give a fe llow  fuel 
enough to reach his objective. T hat’s 
what made that poor Jerry d ig  into  
Scapa F low  and blow h im self up.”

Suddenly a P otez roared into h is  
restricted vision , then disappeared. 
M asters threw  h is ship into a bank 
and follow ed it around. It was just 
ahead o f him. He throttled back as 
the ship w ent into a turn and cut 
across h is path again. In the rear 
seat he caught a g lim pse o f Henri 
holding up a parachute.

“Good w ork !” M asters cried as he 
trimmed the ship again then set it on 
a course along the beach.

C H A P T E R  X IV

W arning From the Dead
U ST L IN G  to the back of 
the ship M asters threw  
him self into the gunner's 
nacelle and peered out 
through the opening he 
had smashed through. 
The P otez was com ing  
up from the rear and 

gaining rapidly. He waited eagerly, 
hoping and praying that h is  plan 
would work. I f  it d idn’t, at least they  
knew the fu ll story of the Murder 
Patrol and could devise some means 
of halting the damage it  would do.

A s the Potez came d irectly  under 
the fuselage o f the bomber, H enri 
stood up in the rear gunner’s com 
partment. On the end of a long heavy  
stick, braced against the pull of the 
wind by a wire, he held a parachute 
toward the Lone E agle. T w ice the 
two sh ips drifted  together w ithout 
M asters gettin g  h is hands on the pre
cious chute. Once h is fingernails 
scrapped the rough webbing.

The third time he managed to get a 
grip on the harness. It was a struggle, 
but he finally succeeded in dragging

the heavy chute into the nacelle. 
T w ice more the same m aneuver was 
repeated, and w ith  an encouraging  
wave, P ierre and H enri dropped away 
from the H einkcl.

Sw eat poured from the Lone 
E agle’s face as he got the three chutes 
into the fuselage and made a dash for 
the controls. A s he banked the ship 
around to take a northerly course he 
glanced at the fu el gauge. W hat he 
planned to do had to be done in less 
than ten m inutes now , fo r  that was as 
long  as the ship w ould  stay aloft.

W hen the ship  was on it s  course, 
M asters ran back to the tw o men on  
the floor of the fuselage. It was only  
seconds before he had the navigator 
strapped in the first chute and was 
dragging him  dow n into the nacelle. 
He shoved the German halfw ay out 
the opening and w aited, w ith  one 
hand c lu tch ing  the ring.

“There you go, old m an,” he said, as 
he gave a quick push and yanked the 
ring free. “Y ou’ll clear the tail before 
she opens.”

H e did not w ait to see w hether the 
chute cracked or not. There w as an
other man to be saved. H e got the 
next one into the harness and through  
the opening in three m inutes, m in
utes that seemed like as many hours.

“N ow  it ’s m y turn!”
He hurried back to the control, 

sw ung the ship un til its nose pointed  
due w est, then shut the fuel lines just 
as the port m otor began to sputter.

He slid  the last few  feet on h is way 
back, and dropped into the nacelle. 
H e had never been in  such a hurry in 
his life  as he was g ettin g  through  
that tin y  opening and dropping away 
from  the ship. He counted ten, then 
yanked the rip-cord w ith  a sigh  of re
lie f.

“B o y !” he m uttered. “But that was 
c lo s e !”

T he big black H einkel was head
in g  w est w ith  its nose down.

“Be about the m iddle o f the Chan
nel w hen she d igs in ,” he thought as 
he gauged the angle o f  the sh ip’s
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glide. “God! I hope there aren’t any  
small boats around when she h its !”

M asters had just set his fee t into  
the sand and sp illed  the chute when  
the H einkel let go. The water heaved  
toward the clouds, then the terrific 
reverberation of the explosion  
smashed against the Lone E agle’s 
ears.

A s he watched the waters fa ll back, 
w ith just a trickle o f smoke to mark 
the spot where the ship had hit, he 
could not help but sm ile.

“N ickels to doughnuts that broad
caster’s te llin g  the German people  
right now that the Osprey has just 
been blown up,” he thought, grinning.

Ga t h e r i n g  up the folds o f  the
chute, M asters set off along the 

sand dunes toward Dunkirk. O nly  
part o f  h is job was done. T he next 
step m ust be the com plete eradication  
of the Murder Patrol and its fiendish  
leader—the man who sent others out 
to die w hile he reaped the glory. . . .

M asters was glad o f the chance to 
get cleaned up, remove that annoying  
collodion scar, and get a much needed  
rest. But he did not rest long. In the 
late afternoon Pierre and H enri stood  
by the side o f the b ig Potez, arguing  
w ith the Lone E agle. T hey were 
m aking one last desperate effort to 
persuade him to drop the mad plan he 
had in mind.

“You have done enough, John,” 
pleaded Viaud. “W h y risk your life  
again? Let us bomb the place and 
wipe it out.”

M asters shook his head. “I ’ve got 
to go over again, P ierre,” M asters 
said quietly. “Don't you sec, m erely  
bombing the place m ight not do the 
trick. If Lorcntz should escape he 
would organize another Murder P a
trol. He w ould continue to hypno
tize those poor, blind kids who are al
ready under the spell o f  H itler, w hip  
them  to a frenzy to d ie for the cause. 
Think o f w hat it w ould  mean if  he 
should send them  over in larger 
groups! T here w ouldn’t be an ammu

nition  dump, an airdrome, a battle
ship, maybe even a c ity  le ft on our 
side o f the lines. A s long as Lorentz 
is  alive we are at H itler’s m ercy.” 

V iaud looked at H enri who stood  
rubbing his knuckles along the trail
in g  edge of the w in g  of the Potez.

“Perhaps you are right, John. But 
I w ish  one o f  us could do it .”

“O nly I can do what I have in 
m ind,” said M asters. “Come on, le t’s 
go! I t ’s g ettin g  dark.”

A couple, o f  hours later the Lone 
E agle stood at the far corner o f the 
airdrome used by the dread Staffel. 
It had taken all his sk ill at slipping  
a chute to h it his mark, but he had 
made it from ten  thousand feet. Far 
off to the north he could hear Pierre 
and H enri dropping their eggs on the 
sheds around K eil again, as they had 
done the n ight before.

I-Ie glanced at h is watch. A grim  
sm ile lighted his face.

“Got an hour or so before they sit  
down to eat,” he said to him self. 
“Give me plenty o f time for what I 
have to do."

S link ing  from  shadow to shadow, 
avoiding sentries patrolling the field, 
he slow ly  made his way toward the 
group o f build ings that housed the 
Partol and onto the long darkened 
build ing next to the O perations office 
that housed the mess. He found an 
unlatched w indow  and crawled iif. 
From  a kitchen some distance away 
he could hear the rattle o f dishes, pots 
and pans. The even in g’s feast was 
being prepared for those who were to 
go out to die for their cold-blooded  
Fuehrer, w ithout a sin g le  chance for 
life .

Silhouetted  against a window  
across the room be could see the m o
tion less heads o f the effigies, and 
knew that h is own im age—w ith  Hans 
Schurz’ scar—was am ongst the mac
abre banqueters. S lip p in g  off his 
boots he hurried across the room, 
lifted  the w ax figure from  the chair 
he had h im self occupied last night, 
and carried it across the room to
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where an old-fashioned u p rig h t piano 
stood.

He laid  the  wax figure on the 
floor quietly , sw ung one end of the 
piano aw ay from  the wall, and then  
pulled the image in to  the little  niche. 
W ork ing  sw iftly  he stripped  the fig
ure of its uniform , and p u t it  on him 
self. T hen  w ith  the aid of h is tin y  
flashlight and m irro r and w ith  his 
m akeup k it, he transform ed his face, 
replacing the collodion scar and 
touching his face up w ith  grease 
paint so th a t i t  took on the stiff im
mobile appearance of the wax image.

“T hat ought to do the trick ,” he 
said so ftly  as he exam ined his face 
to make sure he had not fo rgo tten  the 
sligh test detail. “Now for the tough
est job I ’ve ever tack led .”

P ush ing  the piano back in  place to 
hide the wax figure, he moved sw iftly  
across the room  and took his place 
at the table, and set h is m uscles w ith  
an old H indu  trick  he had learned 
from a fak ir in India. He sat there in 
the strange com pany of m en who had 
died th a t “g lorious” death for their 
power-mad Fuehrer, and waited.

Soon the  hall was lighted. O rder
lies bustled  about, filling the w ine 
glasses w ith  w hich the living were 
to  toast the dead. M en came close to 
him, bu t h is d isguise was perfect, h is 
frozen a ttitu d e  defied detection.

One by one the hypnotized m em 
bers of the P a tro l came in, m en who 
had been p u t under the evil spell of 
L orentz, but had not as yet draw n a 
black skull. T hey  w ere like liv ing 
dead as they  walked around the room, 
talk ing  in  th a t same dull m onotone 
M asters had heard the n igh t before. 
Smoke from  cigarettes, cigars and 
pipes began to perm eate the atm os
phere, adding a so rt of p rotective 
screen for the Lone E ag le’s grim  
m asquerade. Suddenly the voices 
stopped. T o a m an they  tu rn ed  tow ard 
the  door as the s in iste r leader of the 
Staffel entered, h is eyes a ligh t w ith  
fanatical fire.

“Be seated, gentlem en,” said Lo
rentz. He stood a t the head of the 
table, while h is half-conscious m in
ions took th e ir places. “A toast,” he 
said lif tin g  his glass. “A toast to 
th ree of you who have joined the com- 
p...4y of the e le c t  ‘Oberleutnant 
Schurz, Leutnant Frocbel and Leut- 
nant E h rlich ! A nd th e ir victim , the 
Osprey’.”

“H och!” the men shouted. “Heil 
H itle r!”

L orentz m otioned them  back to 
th e ir seats, a trium phan t smile on 
his face.

“T o n ig h t,” he exclaimed, as the 
m en looked tow ard him, expectant 
gleams in th e ir s ta rin g  eyes, “the 
wheel of fo rtune spins again. B ut 
th is tim e it w ill have m any rewards. 
F o r tom orrow  we strike a blow from 
w hich E ngland  w ill never recover, 
or the world fo rg e t!”

LO R E N T Z  paused to le t his words 
sink into the receptive minds. 

“Tom orrow  at dawn our Staffel 
goes cu t to strike, not a t one single 
objective, bu t ten! By tom orrow  
n ig h t E ngland w ill be ready to  ac
cept the peace of our Fuehrer, out of 
the goodness of his heart has offered 
them  before.”

“H eil H itle r!” chorused the men. 
“T o n ig h t,” L orentz w ent on, “there 

w ill be ten sets of black skulls in 
the wheel. Each skull w ill bear the 
name of an objective. And gen
tlem en, the g reat prize of the eve
n ing  w ill be our main objective, the 
B ritish  A dm iralty  itse lf! Men, we 
are going to s trik e  r ig h t at the heart 
of the B ritish  N avy! W hen you are 
th rough, nine g reat ba ttlesh ips will 
lie a t the bottom  of the sea. The 
proud build ings of the A dm iralty  in 
London w ill be a pile of smoking 
ru b b ish !

“W e will b ring  the w ar-loving 
B ritish  to th e ir knees—knees tha t a l
ready  trem ble . due to the glorious 
w ork of your Staffel. A nd tom orrow
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night our beloved Fuehrer w ill be 
able to announce to h is people that 
the peace he has so earnestly sought 
is a reality. There w ill be pride in 
his voice as he te lls  h is countrym en  
that it was you who brought him  
victory.”

“Heil H itler !” shouted the men 
again as their numbed m inds were 
electrified by this hysterical outpour
ing. “W e are ready, Reitm eister Lo- 
ren tz!” T hey leaped to their feet. 
“Let the w heel sp in .”

The gaunt German m otioned to the 
orderlies to w heel the great skull 
forward.

“From now on,” Lorentz shouted, 
“this table w ill be a shrine at which  
a grateful nation w ill w orship.”

He touched the buttons. The w heel 
inside the skull spun. The lower jaw

dropped slack, and the orderlies be
gan their grim  round o f the table 
with their lottery of death.

“Crack your sk u lls,” commanded 
Lorentz when every man had one of 
the little  w hite objects in front of 
him.

H ysterical shouts sounded on all 
sides as men found gleam ing black 
skull w ith  golden numbers on the 
foreheads n estlin g  in their quivering  
palms.

“Call out your numbers,” Lorentz 
ordered.

One by one, their voices shaking  
w ith hysteria, the men called out 
their numbers and the objective onto 
w hich they  w ere to dive the next 
day. B urning eyes turned toward the  
pale-faced young p ilot who called  
out that he had drawn the prize of  
the evening—the right to die in  the 
sm oking ruins o f  the Adm iralty in

W hitehall, London. Babbling sound
ed through the room as the men tried  
to talk o f what lay ahead. T h ey  were 
under the com plete dom ination of 
th is mad Nazi.

“One moment, gentlem en,” cried 
Lorentz, hold ing up his hands. “There 
is som ething more to be said before 
the fortunate ones take their places 
o f honor, at the other table.”

The men quieted, looking toward 
the head o f the table. L orentz stood  
there w ith  hands upraised as i f  about 
to pronounce a benediction over 
those who were to go out and die 
for their murderous leader.

g ^ E N T L E M E N "  — L o r e n t z  
moved over and stood by the 

other table—“one word more. The 
w heel o f fortune has spun— ”

“Das ist ein grosse Sch'.vindel,” a 
dull voice at the le ft  of Lorentz 
called out.

“W ho said that?” cried Lorentz, 
staring at the stiff figures under the 
dim light.

“I d id ,” answered one of the 
images.

“No, it was I ,” came a dull voice  
from across the table.

"You are wrong, it was I ,” insisted  
s till another voice.

One after the other each image at 
the table spoke, confirm ing the words 
of the first.

“He fools you ,” came from another 
of the figures. “He sends you out to  
a horrible death, not to glory. He has 
you under h is evil power. Shake it 
off. R esist. T ry to use your minds. 
T ry—try. Do not look at his eyes. 
A void them .”

In a frenzy o f surprise and fear 
Lorentz grabbed up a w ine decanter 
and sw ung at the waxen head o f the 
image next to him. There was a dull 
thud. B its o f  w ax flew in  all direc
tions, leaving a headless figure 
slum ped in the chair.

“You have murdered me once, 
Herr L orentz”—the dull hollow  voice  
seemed to emanate from  the shattered
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neck—“You cannot do any harm to  
me again.”

Sweat poured from  the face o f the 
German, as another figure spoke. H is  
face was pale. He sw ept h is long  
fingers across his frightened eyes. 
He shook his head and stared unbe
liev in g ly  at the waxen figures. For a 
horrible moment he thought his mind 
had cracked under the terrific strain  
o f bringing the others under his com
plete domination.

“It is a tr ick !” he cried. “Someone 
is trying to play a trick on us. Pay  
no attention .”

D esperately he fought to control 
the men who were looking from one 
to the other in astonishm ent at the 
words com ing from the waxen fig
ures they believed to be their com
rades.

A voice was still trying to catch the 
attention o f the men. But as Lorentz 
looked from face to face o f  the 
images not a lip moved. He knew he 
was being tricked and sought w ild ly  
for the perpetrator.

“It is a trick, I te ll y o u !” he 
screamed as he lashed out at another 
head. It, too, flew into a thousand  
pieces of tinted  wax. “These th ings  
are not a l iv e ! T hey are only im ages 
of your com panions.”

“T hey are our com panions!” echoed  
the cry up and down the table. “You 
have told us so.”

W ine flew like spattering blood as 
Lorentz lashed out again.

“See, they are only im ages! T hey  
are not a live.”

Then to his utter amazement one of 
the im ages got slow ly  to its feet, and 
w ith eyes staring straight ahead, w ith  
unm oving lips spoke.

“W e have been sent back to warn 
you o f th is man’s evil power, com 
rades,” said the figure. “He is a mur
derer ! He sends you out, not to 
glory, but to death. Even now, ret
ribution comes out o f the sky to 
smash him, to free you of h is foul 
power. L isten! Hear them? N ow  you  
know I am r ig h t!”

C H A P T E R  X V

Blazing Hell

O T a man in the room  
moved. It was alm ost as 
if  they were all waxen  
im ages as they  sat lis 
tening. H igh  above them  
in the n ight they could  
hear the fa int throb of 
m o t o r s .  T hey came 

closer w ith  the roaring sound o f an 
approaching hurricane.

“T hey com e,” said the tall straight 
figure, “not for you, but for him. 
T hey come to save you .”

“Ohcrleutnant Schurz!” screamed 
Lorentz. “Oberleutnant Schurz—si
lence !”

Lorentz threw the em pty decanter. 
It m issed the head o f the standing  
figure by an inch.

“You are trying to trick me, Schurz! 
You did not go on the m ission as
signed to you.”

“I could not, Herr Reitmeister. It 
was I who was tricked last n ight and 
le ft  bound in a haycock.”

Lorentz w hirled w ith  a snarl of 
rage. There, standing in the door
way, was a young man, the exact coun
terpart, save for a su it o f gray tweeds, 
of the man standing by the table.

“W ho are you ?” cried Lorentz, 
grabbing up a heavy water goblet. 
“Have you come to trick me, too? And 
who is that woman w ith  you? You 
know there are no wom en allowed on 
th is field.”

“I am R-47,” said the young girl 
calm ly, as she sh ifted  her w eigh t on 
the cane she leaned against. “I heard 
about your work and knew that the 
Lone E agle w ould eventually  locate 
you. I le ft a cot in a hospital to fly 
here. And when I landed, I heard 
th is man arguing at the gate to be a l
low ed to enter. One look at h is face 
and I knew I was too late.”

“You mean— ” L orentz turned and 
faced the stiff figure standing by the 
side o f the table.

“Y es!” cried R-47, Junior. “That is
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the Lone E agle! You, who are sup
posed to be the brain expert of the 
nation, have allowed yourself to be 
tricked.”

“I can’t believe it ,” m uttered Lo- 
rentz.

“B ut it is h e !” cried R-47. “H is  
‘scar’ does not fool m e! D id I not 
m eet him face to  face at Friedrich- 
shafen, when he spoiled  the plans of 
the Herr Doktor and w e lost the plans 
for h is torpedo, the weapon that 
would have ended the war by th is  
time. T h is broken leg  o f m ine— That 
is his fault, too.” Her voice rose in 
hate. “W hy, I have been brought up 
to hate th is m an! A ll my life  my 
mother has in stilled  hatred for th is  
American in m y mind. She trained  
me in m ind, body, and soul so that 
some day I could bring him crashing  
into the mud and slim e where he be
lon gs!”

Lorentz shook as he looked from  
the beautiful young German girl, 
whose every glance, every move re
vealed the hate and loathing she had 
for the man w ho stood m otionless at 
the “table of honor.”

“Hear them ?” she shrieked, as she 
jerked her coal-black head toward the 
droning sound o f the m otors. “Once 
again he has tim ed th in gs w ith  h is  
w onderful precision. B ut th is tim e he 
fa ils !” She hobbled closer to M asters. 
“You are the Lone E agle! You can
not deny it .”

M asters stood there, sw allow ing  
hard. The strain on his throat for h is  
ventriloquist act had been terrific. A t 
last he spoke, w ith  no sign  o f fear of 
those piercing eyes o f Lorentz.

“Yes, I am,” he snarled, but he was 
speaking to Lorentz, not to young  
R-47. “I have beaten you at your own  
game, Lorentz. You w ill never be able 
to im pregnate the m inds of these men 
again w ith  your foul, murderous 
schemes. See them? T hey distrust 
you. You have lost your power over 
them. I have saved their lives, and in  
doing so have saved the lives o f  thou
sands o f B ritish  seamen—and the

lives of thousands of wom en and ch il
dren. I have kept a prom ise I made 
the day your poor slaves sank the 
Graemsay.”

O T a soul moved. He held them  
alm ost as i f  he h im self were hyp

notiz in g  them.
“And those planes, Lorentz. It may 

in terest you to know that m any of 
them are from the A rk  Royal."

“The A rk Royal!"  screamed L o
rentz. “I sank that sh ip !”

M asters sm iled as he shook his head. 
“No, Lorentz. I fo iled  you that time. 
I fo iled  you again th is m orning. And 
I have fo iled  you  again ton ight. There  
w ill be no raid on the A dm iralty or on 
the B ritish  fleet tom orrow m orning. 
For tonight, the M urder Patrol, as 
your brother so aptly  called it, w ill be 
w iped out.”

“M y brother?” L orentz said huskily. 
“He is—alive?”

M asters nodded and glanced at the 
girl. “And if  it  w ill make you feel 
any better, Fraulein, your mother, the 
original R-47, is  alive, but in a safe 
place.”

“You sw in e!” cried young R-47, as 
she limped across the floor w ith  her 
cane raised. “I w ill smash your body 
to a p u lp !”

“N ot th is time, Fraulein,” M asters 
laughed, as he threw  the nearest wax 
figure at her. “I have work to do.”

A s the scream ing woman tried to 
untangle h erself from  the waxen  
effigy, the first bomb smacked into the 
airdrome. The build ing quivered, and 
the ligh ts w ent out.

W ild  pandemonium raged in the 
darkened m ess, and another bomb 
smacked in. The heavens above the 
litt le  build ing seem ed to be alive w ith  
scream ing w in gs and roaring motors. 
The earth shook as the bombs let go. 
Shouting men made a w ild  dash for 
w indow s and doors.

M asters fought w ith  the rest to gain  
the open, not because he was afraid 
o f the bombs, but because he had seen  
Lorentz make for a door the moment
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the first bomb h it. He finally gained 
the outside and found the field ligh ted  
up as if i t  were day, as the ships above 
dropped parachute flares to the rig h t 
and left.

“T here he is!” he shouted, as he 
caught s igh t of L orentz m aking for a 
Junkers stand ing  at the end of the 
line. “H is own personal crate. Had 
nerve enough to pain t i t  black.”

The Lone Eagle started  tow ard the 
hangars. H is keen eyes had spotted  a 
H einkel single-seater, a trim  little  
w hite job standing  close to the office.

“R-47’s,” he m uttered. “O nly a 
woman would th ink  of pain ting  a war 
crate w hite .”

A m echanic leaped in fron t of him 
as he approached the ship, but dropped 
under two sm ashing blows of the Lone 
E agle’s fists. He scram bled in to  the 
cockpit and jammed down on the 
starter. T he Ju n k ers  Juno  woke up 
and began to sp it b lue-tipped flame 
through the exhaust stacks. He kicked 
on rudder as the th ro ttle  w ent fo r
ward. T he ship swung, its  three- 
bladed prop g lin tin g  in  the b righ t 
ligh t of the flares.

Explosions smashed a t the field all 
around him as he took off. D irectly  
ahead of him he could see the grim  
black Ju n k ers boring into the night. 
T hat ship held the man he wanted, 
the man he hated—the m urderer, who 
sent young Germans to die in the flam
ing wreckage of their targets.

A ND as he lifted  the ship in to  the 
air, he grabbed at the w ireless 

m outhpiece, tw isted  the dial to the 
A llied short wave and began to shout.

“P ie r re ! P ie r re ! T h is is M asters. 
P ie rre ! D on 't send a ship down for 
me. I ’m in the H einkel H E  One 
Twelve. Tust tak ing  off. Go ahead and 
bomb!”

“Good work, Jo h n !” came the reply. 
“W e are g iving them  h e ll!”

“W ork isn ’t finished yet,” snapped 
M asters, then  dropped the m outhpiece 
and centered his atten tion  on the 
Junkers. . . .  . , . . .

H is fast little  ship was gaining on it 
now, forcing it back over the field. 
Below him, bombs were exploding 
like fiery chrysanthem um s. The whole 
field seemed alive w ith  flame. And the 
mess room  th rew  flames high into the 
air—flames fed by m elting  wax, the 
last of those grim  effigies.

F lash ing  across the path of the 
Junkers, M asters lifted  his ship into 
a zoom. He looked down into the 
cockpit of the tw o-seater and grinned. 
T here was no danger in the eyes that 
looked up at him  now, for they  were 
filled w ith  fear, not power to numb 
brains.

“I ’ve got you now, L oren tz !” 
snarled M asters, as he w ent into a half 
roll and w ent thundering  down on the 
square tail of the Ju n k ers  w ith  his 
guns ham m ering. “Your hellish work 
is over.”

He caught the elevators in the blaz
ing claws of h is tracer and held on. 
He saw them  battered by w hining 
slugs, weaving, wavering, then falling  
apart. The next in stan t the nose of 
the Ju n k ers dropped, s tra ig h t at the 
big hangar on the end of the line. 
M asters caught a glimpse of big m etal- 
sheathed noses in the w ide doorway. 
The black ships of the M urder P atrol, 
loaded and w aiting  for dawn.

“Look o u t!” he screamed into the 
w ireless m outhpiece. “Zoom! E very
body up. All h e ll’s going to let loose 
in  a m inute. Up—up for God’s sake.”

He dropped the m outhpiece and 
threw  his ship into a zoom. Below him 
he saw the doomed Ju n k ers  h u rtlin g  
s tra ig h t at the bu ild ing in a dive. 
Down and down it went, nose boring 
rig h t at the flare-lighted roof.

“A dose of your own m edicine,” 
grim ly thought the Lone Eagle. 
“D idn’t have time to pick up a chute, 
and now you’ve got to sit there and 
take it. How do you like it, s itting  
there w atching your death rush  up to 
m eet you? Not any fun, is it, L orentz? 
G oing ou t the same way you sent the 
others. Or is it g lorious? . . . G od!”

T he ejaculation escaped the Lone
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E agle’s lips as the w hole building  
seemed to fly  skyward in a mass of 
flame as the explosive-filled  H einkels  
let go. The explosion  seemed to rock 
the very foundations of the Universe. 
D rifting  flares w ere snuffed out like  
candles, but not before the Lone 
Eagle had caught a glim pse o f build
ings and trees go ing  down like so 
many ten-pins, all collapsing in the 
terrific holocaust.

It was some tim e before fly ing in 
the turbulent air was easy. Around  
him were gathered the ships under 
the command of Pierre V iaud and 
Henri. T o the right, the form ation  
from the A rk  Royal was just cutting  
away and heading for the North Sea.

“A nyth ing else. John?” Pierre had

man by the name of Lorenta, has been 
hoist w ith  h is own petard.”

“Splendid, M asters, sp len d id !” ex 
claim ed Churchill. “A ll E ngland w ill 
rejoice, and I assure you I w ill place 
credit where credit is due.”

“Skip that part of it please, sir ,” re
plied Masters. “A ll I ask is  that you 
take care of those two men up in Kirk
w all who helped me get to the root of 
th is th in g .”

“Certainly, M asters,” said the First 
Lord. “Give me their names."

“A ll I know is that they’re A lf  and 
H orace,” said M asters, grinning. “But 
I have no doubt but w hat all Kirk
w all knows who they are by this 
tim e.”

“I’ll tend to it at once, M asters,”

Ambrose iloo ley  and Muley Spink 
Are Headed This Way 

in

F IL E T  O F SO LO S
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just asked over the w ireless. “I hope 
your job is com pleted.”

“Just one th ing more, P ierre,” M as
ters said. “Just a little  job.”

H E S E N T  a call to the B ritish  
Adm iralty out into the night 

and when they replied he asked to 
speak to W inston Churchill. In a few  
moments the harassed F irst Lord of 
the Adm iralty was at the transm itter 
in  London.

“I just w ish to inform  you that the 
job has been com pleted,” M asters said. 
“Your Navy need have no further fear 
of the black H einkels. W ith  the aid 
o f some of your p ilots from the A rk  
Royal, I have just cleaned out their 
dirty little  nest, and their leader, a

said W inston Churchill. “B ut I do 
w ish you w ould allow  m y govern
ment to repay you for the able assist
ance you have given us.”

“N oth ing doing, sir ,” answered M as
ters. “I ’m in th is fight as much as you 
people. My reward w ill be v ictory  for 
France and E ngland over H itler  and 
his gang. . . . Oh, yes, and one thing  
more, please. W ill you please convej' 
my greetings to your prisoner, R-47? 
T ell her that I have won again .” 

“R -47!” e x c l a i m e d  Churchill. 
“H aven’t you heard?”

“You haven’t shot her?” exploded  
M asters.

“She leaped off the destroyer that 
was bringing her to London for trial,” 
explained W in ston  Churchill. “She
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must have been drowned, for the boat 
stopped, and the area was searched by 
the sh ip ’s crew, but they could not 
find her. I am afraid the career of 
R-47 is ended, M asters.”

M asters shook his head. “She takes 
a lot o f k illing , sir. I w ould have to 
see her dead body to believe she was 
gone. She’ll show up again—never 
fear. In the meantime, there’s another 
one to take her place—a hell-cat, too. 
W anted to brain me tonight. . . . W ell, 
good night, sir. I just wanted to be 
the first to give you the good news. 
I ’ll drop in and te ll you the com plete

story when I get over to London.” 
M asters signed  off, and sat back. H is 

head rested against the leather pad as 
he looked up at the tw ink ling stars.

“No, you can’t make me believe R-47 
has gone,” he murmured. “But at that. 
I ’d have hated to think that it was me 
that put her in front of a firing squad. 
Damn if  I w ouldn’t.”

He glanced around at the riding  
ligh ts o f the other planes, took a look 
at h is compass, and then set his 
course for Paris.

“I ’m like A lf  and ’Grace,” he mur
mured. “I just want to sleep .”

COMING IN T H E  NEXT ISSUE

THE LONE EAGLE in NORTH SEA TERROR



THE STORY OF THE COVER
TH E  tensile s t reng th  of human 

nerves has never been ascer
tained. T h e  breaking pointy of a hu 
man fiber has never been discovered.
None has ever been stre tched  on a 
m icrom etric  mental gauge to learn  
of this breaking point of human 
nerve fiber because no such machine 
has ever been conceived.

Because man hates  his fellow man, 
he has devised ways of smashing h u 
man morale. T h rough  the process of 
waiting, killing a  l i t t le ;  waiting 
m ore; killing m ore ; waiting  again; 
holding back; going fo rw ard ;  d raw 
ing back again; a ttack ing ; r e t r e a t 
ing; a ttack ing  again ; destroy ing ; 
healing; des troy ing ; again, he has 
learned something of how li t t le  h u 
man nerves can stand.

And th is  is m an’s p resent method 
of satisfying his ha te ;  practised in 
this second W orld  W a r ;  this  war of 
aerial fighting ships of speeds almost 
as fast as so u n d ; dropping death, 
disease and devastation w ith  the 
lightest finger pressure on a 
Bowdoin control.

F i e r y  l / i z i  L e g io n s  
O ut of the bellied Nazi hangars on the 

is lands of Sylt , of Borkum, of N orderny  
in the N orth  Sea came flashing Messer- 
schmidts, Junkers ,  and  Heinkels bearing 
the cres t of the fiery Nazi legions and 
loaded w ith  bombs for the des truc tion  of 
enemy shipping. Aiding mine laying forays 
on the B rit ish  Naval anchorages and sea 
lanes, they destroyed  seaport towns, and 
murdered  women and children whose 
only prayer both day and n ight was for 
peace.

Then  out over the cold and bleak N orth  
Sea, B rita in  sent her answ er to the chal
lenge. Nazi a ir  ra iders  m ust be stopped, 
Nazi a ir  bases m ust be destroyed if the 
N orth  Sea is to be kept open, and the 
blockade of the G erman Navy be success
ful.

T h ey  had waited long before replying. 
They had kept the Germans w ondering 
what method of re ta lia tion  would be r e 
sorted to. T he  G erm an’s now were becom 
ing nervous; tense. T h ey  tightened, then 
relaxed. T he  E n g l is c h e r  would do no th ing ; 
they were afraid!

They were fearful lest Germany would 
wreak g rea te r  destruction.

B rit ish  ships lay under c loud-swept 
skies hanging ominously over the N orth  
Sea, whose thunderous waves ba ttered  the 
German ramps. T hen  the skies grew black, 
and Nazi countenances seeing red, blue 
and black colored vultures  overhead, grew 
blacker and their  hearts  pounded fev e r
ishly as the ir  legs carr ied  them  frantically  
off the field to  safety.

H awker H enleys sw ept furiously down 
upon the brow n hangars  below which 
housed the German fighting ships and

heavy-thmated " 'S ts  of th ’vithr  seddorfiy 
reverbera ted  for mi let acroec *5»e sea.

F u r y  Is U n lo o s e d !
Explosion followed explosion so closely 

as to almost overlap. F rag m en ta ry  bombs 
blasted the Nazi tarmac below to nieces, 
sending the concrete  runways over every 
corner  of the field as Messerschm.idts. 
Junkers  and Heinkels mixed w ith  broken 
m o r ta r  and cement.

Nazi pilots rose into the air to meet the 
horr ib le  onslaught of lightn ing-fast fury 
tha t to re  over the ir  heads. M any of them  
tore  into the ground instead, under the 
weight of exploding iron.

H angars  opened midroof, and huge 
tongues of blood-red flames coughed and 
spu tte red  angrily  as they tr ied  to reach 
up to  the roaring  death  that flung across 
the Nazi air base.

H aw ker Henleys dived in echelon and 
then "peeled off” as each aimed for a 
separate  section of the field, speaking with 
cha tte r ing  guns that ripped th rough  the 
very vitals  of the Nazi pride of airports . 
H ere  and there across the field lay a dead 
G erman pilot under his sha t te red  plane; 
a plane that a m om ent before shone in 
magnificent Nazi sp lendor and now lay a 
heap of smoldering blackened ruins.

A nti-a irc ra f t  spat at the invaders but 
black puffs blew harm lessly high over the 
H aw ker heads. A pair  of Junkers  tr ied  
valiantly  to defend the base below but 
their  efforts, weakened by the success of 
the surprise  a ttack, w ere to  li t t le  or no 
avail. T h e y  were brushed off like flies from 
a sugar-coated doughnut.

A few m om ents  more and the H awkers 
reassembled in echelon and roared  out 
over the N orth  Sea tow ard  Eng land ; their 

( C o n c l u d e d  on page 107)
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Finland’s Air Force

By ARCH WHITEHOUSE
A u t h o r  o f  “ A ir c r a ft  C arrier  P i lo ts , ’ ’ “ T h e  E y e s  o f  W a r,"  etc.

Straight-from -the-Shouider Talk About O ne of the 
Pivotal Factors in Europe's M ad Scramble for Power!

I  T  IS perhaps hard to understand 
the sudden in tere st in the repub
lic of F inland un til we consider 

what a gallant effort she pu t up 
against the onslaughts of the Soviet 
Russian m ilitary  and naval power in 
the early  weeks of the great war 
of the snows. P rio r to R ussia’s in 
vasion of F inland few people knew 
where F inland was located. In  m ost 
American m inds it was a small nonde

scrip t nation which for some strange 
and unaccountable reason was paying 
its “war debts” regularly . Ju s t w hat 
F inland had to do w ith  the last war 
was a m ystery  few considered im
portan t enough to delve into.

Even now few can accurately state 
where F inland lies. T hey know it 
touches the w estern borders of

Russia and that it is often cold 
there and th a t th e ir soldiers some
tim es wear w hite uniform s and fight 
from skis and ice skates. F inland 
is “poor little  F in lan d ” to most 
people but as a m atter of fact, F in 
land has a far g reater area than  the 
B ritish  Isles. I t  has an area of 
149,925 square m iles and a popula
tion of over 4,000,000 people of whom 
89.4% speak the F inn ish  language.

Few also realise tha t F inland 
is one of the m ost com pletely 
independent countries in the 
world. I t  boasts of fine cities, 
splendid com m unication and 
transporta tion , a dem ocratic 
form of governm ent, and no 
country  in E urope is so 
w ealthy in forests except 
perhaps Russia.

C onsidering all these facts 
and conditions then, it is 
quite understandable why 
the country  is so com pletely 
unified in a common cause. 
I t  has a single language and 
a single relig ion  (L u theran) 

and enjoys universal suffrage c f both 
sexes.

I t  m ight have been understandable 
th a t the F inns fighting on th e ir own 
ground would be able to make a firm 
stand against the R ussian m ilitary  
forces for a reasonable length  of 
time. I t  is an old m ilitary  axiom 
th a t the attack ing  force m ust expect

A  few Finnish fighter squadrons are equ ipped  
w ith  a m o d ern ised  version  of th e  Bristol-Bull- 
dt>£, a type p a rticu la rly  su ited  to  th e ir  geo

g raph ica l conditions.
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to lose at least th ree tim es more than 
the defenders. T hen, we discovered 
that the R ussian A rm y was as much 
of a “phantom ” power as the much 
advertised German A ir Force and we 
also discovered th a t the R ussian sol
dier was no b e tte r equipped in 1939 
than he was in 1914 and 1915, but 
we hardly  expected to see the F inns 
stand up to the R ussian A ir Force 
in the way they  have.

Perhaps it m ight be well to look 
over th e ir record against the Russian 
Bear w ith  wings. In the first place, 
when Russia tried  the German game 
in the in itia l smash of the invader 
—dropping sabotage troops and ma
chine gun u n its  by parachutes—the 
F inns prom ptly  sent up fighters and 
drove off m ost of the Russian A.N.T. 
bombers fitted out as tran sp o rt car
riers. T he ground troops prom ptly 
rounded up the parachute troops and 
im prisoned them.

The German game was to  drop 
troops in the same way, bu t they  
were dressed in  civilian clothes and 
those who m anaged to  get in to  the 
clear were responsible for the de
struction  of m any Polish  fields, hang
ars and runways. Those th a t were 
caught were executed by the Poles 
because they  were in civilian clothes 
and therefore classifiable as spies.

Secondly, F in land  stood up to  the 
R ussians in the air because they  had 
better planes, be tte r ground service 
and m ost certain ly  be tte r flying per
sonnel.

T heir fighters have been officially 
credited  w ith  shooting down tw enty- 
four Russian bombers w ith in  two 
days. T h e ir bombers have made suc
cessful attacks on R ussian air bases 
and the one against the R ussian air 
stronghold  a t M urm ansk is an in te r
esting example of th e ir courage and 
vigor. In  th is  ra id  they  actually  de
stroyed six ty  R ussian airplanes by 
means of small incendiary bombs. 
T o cover up th is  gallan t action the 
Russians denied th a t such a raid  had 
taken place and then la ter declared

th a t the machines had been lost be
cause of a fire due to a fau lty  fuel 
supply  tank. L ater on the F inns 
bombed an air base at Paldiski, leased 
by E stonia to the Soviet.

Small B ut Efficient
I t  m ight be in te resting  then if  we 

stud ied  the F inn ish  air set-up to see 
w hat makes it click so well. A fter 
all, they  are not a g reat a ir power 
in the accepted sense of numbers. 
T hey  have never stood out in avia
tion  or scored high  in the record 
gathering. Few  F inn ish  air pilots 
have made the headlines in the last 
few years.

On the o ther hand, Russia has al
ways been the big bad w olf of E u 
ropean aviation. T hey  have built and 
flown giant machines. T hey  have 
made brave attem pts at the long dis
tance records. T hey  have flown from 
Moscow to C alifornia across the 
Pole. They have to all in ten ts  and 
purposes established im portan t m ete
orological a ir bases in the A rctic  to 
collect w eather reports and provide 
a special m eteorological service for 
th e ir long-distance tran sp o rt lines.

R ussia has pulled the German game 
of laying a heavy blanket of secrecy 
over her m ilitary  air power, but we 
all know by now th a t as soon as 
secrecy is brought into play, it is 
usually  an ind ication  of weakness. 
As soon as Russia set about bu ild ing 
up a g reat air force she began to  lay 
the smoke screen of secrecy. T hrough 
it all came the reports of m any seri
ous crashes and the fa ilu re of th is 
ty p e  and th a t type, bu t s till the 
secrecy was kept on and eventually 
the w orld began to believe tha t 
R ussia actually  had a great m ilitary  
a ir arm.

One or two long distance flights 
and attem pted  long-distance flights 
helped pu t the “m ystery” over, and 
by the tim e the R ussian bear began 
to th rea ten  F inland, h is a ir  force 
had become even g reater than  th a t 
of Germany. F in lan d ’s task  seemed
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Coastal reconnaissance is car
ried out by sea squadrons 
equipped with the Avro Anson. 
It is also  used as a trainer for 
pilots who are to fly the fast 
two-engined Bristol Blenheim.

a

hopeless once the R ussians began to 
bomb F innish  towns and cities. For 
one th ing  no one had ever heard of 
a F innish A ir Force.

The Finnish A ir  Force
But, s trange to  relate, F inland did 

have an a ir force. T rue, i t  was not 
a large air force but w hat it lacked 
in num bers it  made up for in  equip
m ent and personnel. For instance, 
late in 1939 F in lan d ’s air force was 
composed of approxim ately 100 first- 
line planes. On paper th is does not 
appear to be w orth  consideration, but 
F in land’s opinion of a first line plane 
happened to be very high and in 
cluded such planes as Fokker D.21s, 
B ristol Bulldogs, B risto l Blenheims, 
B lackburn R ipons and Avro Ansons. 
T hey also had a few Ita lian  F ia t and 
Caudron fighters as well as some 
sm art Fokker C. V. tw o-seater fight
ers. T h is was back in 1937-38 remem
ber, not 1940.

The F inn ish  A ir Force is controlled 
by the Chief of the A ir Force and 
his Staff. The C hief of the A ir 
Force is under d irec t operational 
command of the Com mander-in-Chief 
and for adm inistration, under the 
M inister of Defense. Since 1932 the 
Chief of the A ir Force has been 
M ajor-General J . F. L undqvist and 
the C hief of the A ir Staff is L ieut- 
Colonel J. O. A lameri. T he A ir 
Force itse lf consists of the A ir Staff, 
th ree A ir Regim ents, one Naval Coop
eration Squadron, a Central F ly ing  
School, a  School of M echanics, an 
A ircraft D epot w ith  a T est Flight- 
bureau, and two A n ti-A irc raft R egi
ments. I t  is in te restin g  to note how

they  have combined their an ti-a ir
c raft m easures to cooperate w ith  the 
flying forces, a po int which is w orth 
consideration.

A F innish  A ir R egim ent comprises 
th ree ordinary  squadrons. Each 
squadron consists of th ree flights of 
six planes each, so there are eighteen 
planes in each squadron.

T h eir Central F ly ing  School lo
cated at K anhana offers ground tra in 
ing  and has the A ir Force Cadet 
School where reserve officers arc 
trained. In addition  th is  school takes 
care of the tra in in g  of special non
commissioned |3ilots and another non
commissioned reserve p ilo ts’ school.

I t  also takes care of the train ing  
of gunners and observers.

Variety o f Planes
T h eir first A ir R egim ent is com

posed of A rm y Cooperation squad
rons which used, prior to the 
outbreak of the war, F okker C. V. 
two-seaters. The second A ir R egi
m ent is composed of F ig h te r squad
rons and today these organizations 
are being equipped w ith  the best that 
B ritain , France, I ta ly  and the United 
S tates can provide. A num ber of 
B rew ster navy fighters orig inally  de
signed fo r the U. S. Navy have been 
released for F inn ish  use if the F inns 
can find a way to  get them  over 
there. I t  is quite possible of course 
th a t they may be picked up by B ritish  
m erchantm en and delivered direct 
to the Finns.

T hey  have also pu t in an order 
for m any B ritish  Spitfires and since 
these are com ing off the assembly 
lines faster than  B ritish  fighter p i
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lots can be trained , it  is m ost likely  
th a t they  w ill be delivered first. A t 
present they  are actually  using B rit
ish G loster G ladiators, biplane fight
ers w hich have been used on the 
W estern  F ro n t and which have re 
markable m aneuverability  as well as 
a top speed of over 250 m.p.h. In  
addition they  have a num ber of 
Fokker D.21s, single-seater low-wing 
m onoplanes powered w ith  B risto l 
M ercury engines. These have a top 
speed of 270 m.p.h. and carry a very 
com plete assortm ent of machine guns 
and air cannon aboard.

Finest Fighter
T his la tte r m achine, to the w rite r’s 

mind, is one of the finest fighters in 
the world. In  the first place it is 
u tte rly  devoid of trick  gadgets. I t  
has been designed as a fighter, not 
som ething beau tifu l to  photograph 
or fly in  form ation for the new s
reels. I t  is a sim ple model to  stand 
ardize, replacem ents are easy and 
repairs none too difficult to  make. 
The F okker D.21 has a fixed under
carriage and thus does away w ith  a 
lo t of unnecessary m achinery and 
equipm ent fo r the p ilo t to  w orry  
about.

Then, the D.21 is well armed, a 
feature th a t few fighters today can 
offer. I t  can be fitted w ith  one 20mm 
air cannon and four 0.3 caliber m a
chine guns. Or, it can carry a special 
0.5 m achine gun synchronized to 
fire th rough  the airscrew  and two 
special fixed m achine guns in  the 
wings. A nother arrangem ent is to 
place two 20m/m air cannon in  the 
wings and two fixed machine guns 
in  the fuselage, synchronized to fire 
through the prop blades.

A nother featu re about the D.21 we 
like as a m odern m ilitary  plane is 
the fact th a t it  can be fitted w ith  any 
one of th ree available engines. I t  is 
stressed to  take the B risto l M ercury, 
the  P ra tt  and W h itn ey  Tw in-W asp 
Ju n io r or the W rig h t “Cyclone.” 
These are all im portan t points to  the

F inns who have to  take th e ir equip
m ent w here they  can get it.

They L ike Guns
T he F inns like guns. T hey  have 

four on the G ladiator and i t  is obvi
ous th a t they  are out-fighting and 
out-gunning  the R ussians in spite of 
all the reports of the s te rlin g  qual
ities of the R ussian fighters and 
bombers.

T h e ir observation types are most 
suitable for th e ir work. T hey can be 
quickly fitted w ith  pontoons fo r the 
lake regions or coastal work, or w ith 
skis for w in ter ground conditions. 
T he B lackburn Ripon, for instance, 
appears w ith  wheels, pontoons or 
skis. T he F okker C. V. is also pow
ered w ith  the  same B risto l M ercury 
m otors as th e ir F okker fighter, so 
they  have very little  trouble w ith  
adaptation  or the tra in in g  of m e
chanics for overhaul and replacem ent 
jobs.

F o r land reconnaissance and bomb
ing they  have the sm art F okker C. 10 
powered w ith  a H ispano-Suiza and 
the noted high-speed B risto l B len
heim. T hey have bought large num 
bers of Blenheim s, and the F inn  
p ilo ts seem to use them  like tw in- 
engined fighters. T he F okker C. 10 
is a high-speed tw o-seater biplane 
w hich can be used fo r attack  work 
or lig h t dive-bombing. I t  is a s tu rdy  
well-designed ship involving a clever 
am algam ation of native spruce, m etal 
dural and fabric.

F o r instance, the w ings are com
posed of silver spruce spars fitted 
w ith  plywood ribs and they  are 
partly  covered w ith  plywood or sheet 
bakelite which adds considerably to 
the s tren g th  of the wings. The 
upper w ing is b u ilt in  one piece and 
can be quickly removed and replaced 
w ith  the release of a few  bolts. A 
sm all am ount of fabric is used in  the 
w ing coverings also. T he lower wings 
are made in tw o halves on two spruce 
spars and covered w ith  plywood, 
bakelite and fabric.
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The fuselage is built up of seam
less, cold-drawn, autogenously welded 
steel tubes. The forw ard section avid 
the en tire  roof of the fuselage are 
covered w ith  quickly-detachable dural 
and alum inum  panels. The rest is 
covered w ith fabric. From  this, then, 
one can see th a t repairs can be quick
ly and easily made. B ursts of bullets 
do not sp lin te r and fracture im 
portant m etal parts in the wings, and 
repairs and replacem ents can be made 
by carpenters and joiners w ithout 
ripping the whole s tructu re  down.

Engine Adaptability  
Here again we also find th a t the 

machine has been bu ilt and stressed 
for several types of engines. I t  can

very com plete radio set, cameras and 
bom b-dropping equipm ent. Top speed 
is 220 m.p.h. fully  loaded at 13,000 
feet.

The details of the B risto l B len
heim  have been so w idely advertised 
tha t com plete m ention of them  is 
hard ly  necessary here. T he B ritish  
claim it is the fastest m edium -type 
bomber in .th e  w orld, the more recent 
versions of it w ith  the high-speed 
nose doing near 300 m.p.h. T he F inns 
have the ordinary  type w ith  the two 
B risto l M ercury m otors which is 
ra ted  at 225 w ith  a fu ll load. B ut here 
again the F inns have improved on 
the armament. P hotographs of their 
models disclose th a t they  have double 
the num ber of m achine guns the B rit-

take the H ispano-Suiza moteur-can- 
non engine, the Rolls-Royce Kestrel, 
the Gnome-Rhone 14N-01 radial or 
the B risto l Pegasus radial.

Guns galore appear in the m akeup 
of the C.10. T hey can slip in one or 
two machine guns synchronized to 
fire through the prop or one au to 
m atic 20m/m a ir cannon when the 
H ispano-Suiza engine is fitted. The 
observer has two 0.3 caliber machine 
guns set on a com pensating m ount
ing in the a ft cockpit. In  norm al 
flight these guns can be tucked away 
inside the fuselage.

In  addition  she carries two bomb 
racks accom m odating 440 lbs. of 
bombs each.

The cockpits are heated in w inter, 
a feature w hich m ust add consider
able com fort in  F in lan d ’s A rc tic  cli
mate. T hey  arc covered w ith  a su it
able transparen t hatch  and carry  a

The Finns make fine use of 
the Blackburn "Ripon” torpedo 
bomber against Red Russia’s 
surface fleet. Many of these 
planes were purchased some 
time ago and are used by them 

as sea base squadrons.

e

ish planes carry. I t  is believed that 
it was w ith  planes of th is type that 
they carried out th e ir raids on M ur
m ansk and Paldiski.

H igh Interest in Aviation  
Few  readers probably realize also 

th a t P'inland produces some planes 
of her own. T he S tate A irc ra ft Fac
to ry  at Tam pere builds many ma
chines of foreign design under m anu
factu ring  licenses. D uring  the past 
year, the factory under the guidance 
of P rofessor M artti Levon con
struc ted  and tested  m any Fokker 
C.10 and F okker C.21s and in ad
d ition  they  designed and produced 
the very efficient T u lsku  two-seater 
advanced trained  biplane which is 
being used in  the F inn ish  tra in ing  
schools. In  addition, they  also pro
duce the new Vilm a two-seat ligh t 
tra in in g  biplane w hich has many of
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the A m erican F lee t trained  points 
about it.

The in te re st in aviation in  F in 
land is also heightened by the Club 
of A eronautical E ngineers w hich has 
a small factory  in  V eljekset where 
they have designed and m anufactured 
a small ligh t single-seater monoplane 
powered by the Am erican 37 h.p. 
Szekely engine. T h is m achine is a 
high-w ing m onoplane using a s tru t
bracing system  and a small mono- 
coque fuselage. T he wings of th is 
ship are carried  on a plyw ood-faired 
s tru t in  the m iddle of the center-sec
tion. T he w ings fold back fo r stow 
age and it is known as the V iri.

T h is club founded in  1933 draws 
together all F inn ish  aeronautical in 
terests  and they  gather to  subm it 
and exchange ideas and design lig h t 
planes for private and am ateur flying, 
and w hat is more, they  actually  
design and fly such planes. T h eir 
V iri is a splendid example of w hat 
can be done under such arrangem ents.

B ut there are o ther angles in all 
this. M achines, organizations and 
system s are not enough. As so m any 
m ilitary  experts have stated  tim e and 
tim e again, there  is no place for 
bravery against the m odern weapons 
o f today. F in land  is no t p u ttin g  up 
such a stand against Russia because 
she is brave. I t  is because o f the 
superior equipm ent she had to  s ta rt 
w ith  and the m anner in  w hich tha t 
equipm ent was used. The Russians, 
as individuals are as brave as any 
other nationality . No nation has any 
corner on individual courage. Men 
are brave because they  are b u ilt tha t 
way and m en are brave under vary
ing situations. One type has cour
age in  the a ir but would re tch  at 
the prospects of engaging in  a bayo
net charge. Some m en see no thing

to be afra id  of in  subm arine life and 
yet w ould trem ble like cowards in  the 
basket o f an observation balloon.

Specialized Training
Fin land  has a fine class of men to 

draw  from  but they  are no braver 
than  o ther nations of the same civil
ized standard. T hey  have done w hat 
they  have done so far because they 
were well tra ined  and understood 
m ilitary  discipline. T h eir airm en were 
for the most part trained  in the stiff 
schools of the B ritish  Royal A ir 
Force and these m en re tu rned  to 
F in land  and carried  ou t the same 
system  and in m ost cases used the 
same types of planes. T hey  had a 
fu ll and rounded train ing , from  ligh t 
tra in ers to  g iant flying boats, a tra in 
ing  th a t can only be given by an air 
service th a t is fu lly  and com pletely 
separated from  the A rm y and the 
Navy.

T hey  too have a unified air service 
and i t  wrnrks independently  of the 
A rm y or the Navy. F inland, too, has 
used w hat equipm ent it has to  do the 
r ig h t job. T he gunners have been 
specially tra ined  as gunners, not 
sim ply as slip-shod m echanics who 
are stuck into a tu rre t because some
one has to shoot the ex tra  guns. They 
are real gunners and get a course of 
tra in in g  equal to th a t of the pilots. 
T hey  are first trained  as gunners, then 
radio-operators and aerial camera
men.

T hey  get a reasonable am ount of 
navigation and bom b-dropping to  
round out th e ir  train ing , but they 
are first and forem ost aerial gunners, 
trained  to  shoot down enemy planes 
from  the gun tu rre ts  of m ulti-seat 
m ilitary  planes—and th a t is one of 
the reasons F in land  has played havoc 
w ith  the Red A ir Force.

COMING! More Op-to-the-Minute ARCH WHITEHOUSE Features



Fokker Fodder
By ROBERT SIDNEY BOWEN

A u t h o r  o f  “ W hacky W a ter s , ' ’ “ F ly in g  W hisk ers ,"  etc.

M a j o r  j a c k  h a r m o n ,
C.O. of the E igh ty -fou rth  
Yank P u rsu its  slammed the 

phone receiver back on the hook and 
a beautiful red spread from the collar 
of his tunic up to  his hair line. Then 
presently  he jerked his head around 
to the orderly  s ittin g  in the corner.

“Go out and w ait for L ieutenant 
Cox,” Harm on snapped. “W hen he 
lands, bring him in here at once!” 

The orderly  ducked out and H ar
mon glared at the desk top and m ut
tered th ings unprintable under his

A Big Appetite Is Pilot Coxs  

Weakness Until a Tail-Spin 

Drops Him into the Frying Pan

breath. Some tw enty  m inutes later 
the door opened and close to two 
hundred pounds of w ind-bronzed 
p ilo t oozed inside. B ill Cox grinned 
and flicked a finger to his cap in a 
trick  salute.

83
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“You w anted to see me, M ajor?” 
he asked.

Harm on swallowed, counted ten to 
himself, and then nodded.

“I d o !” he said cu rtly  and leveled 
a stiff forefinger. “Ju s t w hat the hell 
are you try ing  to do, Cox, work up a 
rep for me th a t I starve my pilots, 
that I cut down the food around here 
and stick  the ex tra dough in my 
pocket?”

The pilo t's eyes w idened in in jured 
surprise.

“Heck, no, M ajor!” he exclaimed. 
“W hat in the devil caused you to 
th ink—”

“Twenty-five Squadron ju s t had 
me on the phone,” the m ajor cut in 
harshly. “ I t  seems th a t you force- 
landed on th e ir drome a while ago 
w ith a couple of m issing cylinders. 
They fixed you up but in the mean 
time you stayed for lunch. And, ac
cording to M ajor Blake, you damn 
near ate them  out of house and home. 
W hat’s more, you made some crack 
about not getting  enough grub here 
at E ig h ty -fo u r!”

“I was only kidding, M ajor,” Cox 
said, and tried  to soften it w ith a 
grin. “Hell, it was ju s t about feed- 
bag time. W ell, I figured th a t—”

“Skip the details, I know them  by 
h ea rt!” Harm on rasped. “T his hap
pens to be the um pteenth time you’ve 
forced-landed at o ther dromes at ju st 
about meal time. Cut it out. Ju s t pull 
that forced landing gag once more, 
and I ’ll bounce you back to Pau in 
no thing flat. Now, beat i t ! ”

Harmon w aited un til the door 
closed on E ig h ty -fo u r’s biggest eater, 
let out a long sigh and shook his 
head.

“If  he wasn’t one of the sweetest 
pilots in F rance,” he grunted, 
“damned if I w ouldn’t make a present 
of him to the Huns. H e’d eat them  
into suing for peace in a week.”

W ith  another sigh for emphasis 
Harmon tore into the mess of paper 
work on his desk. H alf an hour later, 
however, he was in terrup ted . The

door pushed open and no less than 
Colonel Tracey, C.O. of W ing, came 
strid ing  inside.

Harm on secretly  crossed his fingers 
and prayed as he salu ted  and greeted
the senior officer.

“ D idn’t  expect you today, s ir ,” he 
smiled. “Any special reason for th is 
courtesy ?”

“A very special reason,” the other 
nodded and dropped into a chair. 
“I ’ve got a m ighty im portant job for 
six of your best p ilots, including 
yourself, of course. I m ight have 
gone to some o ther squadron in W ing, 
but a fte r careful consideration I  de
cided th a t E igh ty -fou r had ju s t the 
pilo ts for th is job.”

“As you know,” the colonel said 
presently , “extensive preparations are 
being made for a  general a ttack  to 
morrow by our troops against the 
Basel sector. Now, in the m iddle of 
the spear-head of the attack  is the 
Basel swamp. A damn d irty  piece of 
ground to cross, and should the Huns 
bog us down before we cross it our 
chances of success w ould be cut in 
half rig h t then and there. You follow 
m e?”

ARM ON nodded.
“Now,” the colonel continued 

and spread a map on the desk. “Now, 
there is one way we can make certain 
that German strafing airplanes won’t 
bother our advancing troops. T h at’s 
to have our planes drive them  off. 
So—”

“Q uite true, sir,” Harm on in ter
rup ted  quietly. “However, tha t swamp 
section is a good twenty-five miles 
from  here, and even w ith  m y pilots 
w orking in relays i t’s doubtful if we 
could keep ships in contact w ith  the 
ground troops continually. W e’d 
have to re turn  here for new loads 
of ammo, and Cooper bomb. And . ,

“Don’t you suppose I know th a t?” 
the colonel barked. “E xac tly  the rea
son I ’m here, confound it!  Now, be 
quiet, and pay atten tion . Here, where 
I ’ve got my finger, is the southern
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end of that swamp. W ell, there’s 
four or five acres o f hard ground  
n ext to a strip of woods. T here’s an 
old w eather-beaten build ing there.

“Now, you are to pick s ix  o f your  
best p ilots, including yourself, and 
set yourselves up on that field as a 
shock unit. You can fly over all the 
ammo, bombs, and food you’ll need, 
and w hen the drive starts tom orrow  
you’ll work out o f  that field until our 
troops have crossed that swamp sec
tion. You get the idea?”

Harmon had to  adm it that he did, 
and he also adm itted to h im self that 
it  was a damn good idea, even if  it 
had been born in the co lonel’s brain. 
H alf a dozen pursuit jobs w orking  
out o f that small field could do w on
ders for the benefit o f the advancing  
ground troops. It was alm ost like fly
in g  off the parapet o f a trench at 
zero hour.

“W hen do you want us to start 
work, sir?” he asked.

“A t once,” the colonel ordered. 
“Y ou’ll have to make several trips to  
get all your supp lies over. I want you  
to be set and ready by late afternoon. 
Too damn bad a bomber can’t get in 
there to take all your supplies in one 
load, but the field is so damn sm all 
on ly  pursuit ships could get in  and 
out o f it. And even then there’s no 
room for more than half a dozen of 
them. Good luck, Major, and don’t 
worry, you and your p ilots w ill be 
m entioned in dispatches tom orrow.”

A n hour later Harmon had selected  
the five p ilots to accompany him  and 
had explained the plan to them in de
tail.

“N ow ,” he concluded fo ld in g  up 
the map, “if  there are no questions, 
w e’ll get started. W ell? ”

The grim -faced p ilo ts shook their  
heads and w alked over toward the 
w aiting S.E.5s. T h ey  had been loaded  
to  the loading edges w ith  extra ammo 
belts, and stu ff, and it was certain  
proof that Harmon had selected  pucka  
p ilo ts w hen nobody crashed, taking  
h is over-loaded ship  off the field.

Four tim es the special shock unit 
flew to the em ergency field, and when 
finally the sun started easing down 
over the w estern lip  o f the world the  
s ix  aerial adventurers had dug in at 
the pin-head sized  field, and made 
them selves as com fortable as possible. 
N ow  they had on ly  to w ait for the 
morrow and the zero hour o f the 
Yank attack.

H owever, as Harmon made his ump
teenth  check o f everything he was 
far from a satisfied man. There was a 
fee lin g  o f faint dread in him. A  bit 
o f a puzzle he couldn’t figure out 
him self, but d idn’t want to m ention  
to the others in case it m ight build  
up an increased sense of uneasiness 
in  them . Each knew he had a real 
man’s job to do the next day and it 
w ouldn’t help any to worry him.

J U S T  the same, Harmon was damn 
nervous inside, and for good rea

son. In short, on each o f the four 
trips th ey ’d made to  the field he had 
sighted German Fokkers. W hat’s 
more, he’d spotted  them  as belonging  
to Baron von S to lz’ brood, a gang  
of war flying veterans who w ere a l
ways ready to scrap, even though  
they w ere German.

Y et, those Fokker p ilots had sheered  
off, kept at a  very safe distance, and 
not once made an attem pt to close  
in for battle.

T he thought was s till taunting Har
m on’s brain w hen he rejoined the 
others seated on the ground in front 
o f the battered build ing and sm oking  
cigarettes. Perhaps M ullins, “A ” 
F lig h t leader, was a mind-reader, or 
perhaps he’d been th inking thoughts, 
him self. A t any rate he stared hard 
at Harmon and spoke the thought 
aloud.

“W h y didn’t those tramps pick a 
scrap, M ajor?” he said. “You saw  
them, didn’t  you ?”

‘1  did,” Harmon grunted. “And I ’m 
w ondering plenty, m yself. Maybe 
they had an off day for courage.” 

“Fat chance!” spoke up Young, a
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red-headed member of the group. 
“T h at’s the only th in g  I can say in 
favor of von S toltz and his bums. 
T hey definitely aren’t yellow.”

“Then why d idn’t they make a pass 
at us?” M ullins persisted. “O ver
loaded as we were, they  could have 
raised hell in six different languages.” 

“You w ant to know w hat I th in k ?” 
Cox spoke up, tak ing  a banana away 
from his face. “T hey didn’t a ttack  
because th ey ’re sm art.”

“A fraid of u s?” M ajor Harm on 
asked caustically. “N uts! T h at ba
nana’s gone to your head, Cox. In 
cidentally, cu t the eating. W e’re all 
on emergency rations, here.”

“No, I don’t mean they’re afraid, 
s ir,” Cox said. “ I mean, they’re sm art. 
I t ’s like this. W e thought up this 
neat little  idea, and we’ve done all 
the hard work. I ’ll bet tha t its von 
Stolz’ idea to cash in on it, th a t’s all.” 

Harmon sat up straigh t, then re 
laxed w ith  a g run t of disgust.

“You mean come down and establish 
themselves here?” he asked.

“Yeah, sure,” Cox nodded and 
waved one hand. “T here’s ammo, 
bombs, grub, and everything else here 
for a shock unit. Ju s t think of the 
hell raising half a dozen of von 
S toltz’ pilots could do w orking out 
of here tom orrow  instead of us.” 

“They could do plenty, yes,” H ar
mon nodded. T hen  w ith  an edge in 
his voice, “E xcept for several th ings! 
Those machine guns w e’ve m ounted 
here ju st in case they  try  to take the 
field from us. B etter stop try in g  to 
think, Cox. T he six of us here could 
hold off the whole German army, to 
say nothing of half a dozen Fokker 
pilots try ing  to land and take charge.” 

“You’re dead right, s ir ,” Cox nodded 
and gazed eastward. “Only, I ’m won
dering about another angle. W h a t’s 
going to  stop them  from  tak ing  over 
tom orrow while w e’re out on strafing 
patro l?”

Harm on sat up s tra ig h t again, and 
this time w ith  a yelp of alarm.

“By God, tha t is som ething!” he

breathed. “A ll six  of us w ill be help
ing the troops, and there won’t  be a 
damn soul to  p ro tect th is place. Von 
S toltz could land some of his bunch, 
and—”

H arm on more or less choked on the 
rest and stared flint-eyed a t his pilots.

“O ur heavy eating pal has had a 
brainstorm ,” he said slowly. “And 
damned if he hasn’t belted the nail 
on the head. Von S toltz is sm art,and  
maybe he has ju s t th a t idea in m ind.”

FOR emphasis the C.O. nodded, 
snapped his fingers and stood up. 

“On your toes, fe llo w s!” he snapped. 
“T here’s s till some lig h t left. W e’ll 
go back to the field, and each of us 
fly a mechanic back on the wing. 
T hey  can hold the field tomorrow 
while we’re out doing our stuff for 
the ground troops. Come o n !” 

Ig n itio n  sw itches were snapped up, 
props were tw isted , and p resen tly  the 
six Yanks w ent p iling  back to  E ighty- 
fo u r’s field. T hey  stayed fo r about 
fifteen m inutes u n til six  greaseballs 
volunteered for special du ty  and 
climbed up on the w ing stubs of the 
S.E.5s. T hen  the  six  ships roared  up 
into the  air and eastw ard for the fifth 
time.

F ly in g  in the lead as usual, Harm on 
unconsciously kept his free hand 
jammed against the already wide 
open th ro ttle , as though in doing so 
he m ight get more speed out of his 
ship. T here was a tin g lin g  at the 
back of his neck and a  strange tig h t
ening in  the p it of h is stom ach. Not 
being a believer in crystal-ball gazing 
he tried  to brush it off as excitem ent 
of the moment.

However, when he came w ithin  
s igh t of the em ergency field and 
s ta rted  to cut his th ro ttle  fo r the 
glide down, he knew  for sure th a t 
th a t m ysterious th in g  w hich science 
has called, a s ix th  sense, fo r the w ant 
of a b etter explanation, had been at 
work in his system.

T here, lined up in front, were six 
German Fokkers at the s trip  of woods
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that bordered one side of the em er
gency field! And a couple of seconds 
later six German pilots manned the 
machine guns the Yanks had set up 
and began blasting away at the 
S.E.5s, Harm on cursed savagely 
through clenched teeth, s tarted  to 
jam his ship down into a w hirlw ind 
vertical strafe dive, and then sud
denly realized he had a w hite-faced 
greaseball standing  on the lower 
righ t w ing stub and clinging fran
tically  to the center section s tru ts  for 
support against the propwash.

W ith  a groan, Harm on pulled up 
out of his dive and w ent banking 
away from the shower of bullets 
being spewed upward. Each of his 
pilots had a mechanic on the w ing 
and it would have spelled their doom 
to dive down and try  to take the field 
by storm. Even w ithout the mechanics 
it would be practically  impossible to 
recapture the field. And w ith  the 
mechanics it was plain suicide.

B lind rage flaming up in his brain, 
and his heart slid ing  down into his 
boots, Harm on gave the signal and 
led the flight back to  E igh ty -fou r’s 
field. T here they unloaded the m e
chanics and looked at each other 
helplessly. No one seemed able to 
th ink  of any th ing  to say. T hat is, no 
one but Cox. He looked very un
happy.

“A hell of a lot of good it  does, 
me being rig h t,” he groaned. “Gosh, 
when I th ink of them  tram ps eating 
all th a t stuff we lugged over. M ajor! 
L et’s go take it away from them. 
Dammit! T hey can’t do that to  u s !”

Harm on glanced at the shadows of 
n ight racing up from  the east, started  
to  shake his head, bu t checked the 
movement as he suddenly saw' a car 
come slid ing  around the corner of 
the end hangar. There was a little  
flag on each of the two front fenders 
and tha t m eant Colonel T racey was 
in  the car. Harm on took one look, 
swallowed hard and leaped for his 
ship.

“I ’m try in g  it, anyw ay!” he shouted.

“I f  you others w ant to come, okay!” 
T hey  did, and the roar of revving 

engines once more blasted across 
E ig h ty -fo u r’s field. L ike six bats out 
of hell, Harm on and his pilots went 
h igh-balling eastw ard to s tra fe  hell 
out of the em ergency field and take 
it back by hook or by crook. But, 
they  d idn’t have a chance! T hat is, 
they  d idn’t have a chance to even 
strafe  the field. They didn’t because 
when they reached the air space over 
the field they ran smack into a Ger
man bomber w ith  a strong  Fokker 
patrol. The bomber was easing down 
inch by inch for the small field.

ON E  look at the big ship and H ar
mon knew that it w asn’t  loaded 

w ith bombs, or any th ing  like that. 
On the contrary  it was loaded with 
mechanics. M echanics to hold the 
field while its pilo ts were in the air 
tom orrow  w orry ing  hell ou t of the 
advancing troops. Perhaps the bomber 
w ould crash getting  into tha t field, 
but it was w orth a crashed bomber if 
some greaseballs could be landed 
safely.

One look, and Harm on le t out a 
howl of rage, and w ent w ing-wham 
m ing downward, both V ickers guns 
blazing.

“T he hell you will, tram p s!” he bel
lowed. “ If  we can’t, you can’t ! ” 

L ining up the nearest F okker in his 
s igh ts he practically  knocked it clean 
out of the w orld in  a savage blast of 
shots. C utting away he tried  to get in 
close to the bomber, but the bomber’s 
p ilo t had opened up his engines and 
postponed a tricky  landing on the 
field. He had banked around and was 
heading hell bent eastw ard as fast as 
his tw in  props could churn  the air.

Unable to get to the bomber H ar
mon gave all of h is a tten tio n  to  the 
escort Fokkers. T hey  were from  von 
S tolz’ outfit, and w ere not flown by 
any yellow-bellies. A nd so in  less 
than  no time, the sky deeply shadowed 
by approaching n ight, became a w hirl
pool of tw isting  and tu rn in g  bullet



88 THE LONE EAGLE

sp ittin g  m etal hornets of death. Shout
ing and cursing  a t the top of h is voice 
Harm on tore in to  every th ing  w ith 
German crosses on the wings. And he 
had the satisfaction, a t least, of see
ing th ree Fokkers go down under his 
blazing guns.

By then, though, n igh t had settled  
down for keeps. T he ground below 
was little  more than  a lot of sm udgy 
blurs to  Harmon, and as he took a 
second or so to pull out of the scrap 
lie saw th a t the fight had d rifted  far 
to the north. Even if  they did drive 
off the Fokkers th ey ’d never in God’s 
world find th a t em ergency field in the 
dark. And added to th a t it was getting  
so dark he could hard ly  d istinguish  a 
Fokker from  one of his own S.E.Ss.

For a long mom ent he hesitated , 
then yanked his V ery ligh t pistol 
from out of the cockpit rack and fired 
three green ligh ts  over the side. A t 
the same tim e he took one more last 
bullet blast a t a F okker and then 
banked eastw ard. One by one his 
pilo ts closed in  to take up form ation 
position behind him. T h at is, one by 
one un til they  to talled  three. Harm on 
stared a t  them, prayed hard, and 
clenched his free fist in a helpless ges
ture. Cox and Young, the redhead, 
were not among those present. T he 
in stan t Harm on landed on E ighty- 
four he asked the inevitable question.

“Anybody see w hat happened to 
Cox and Young?"

T here was silence for a moment, 
and then F lig h t Leader M ullins spoke 
up.

“Young w ent down a flamer,” he 
said in  a hollow voice. “The last I 
saw of Cox he was flying east like 
hell a fte r tha t bomber. I  d id n ’t see 
him afte r th a t.”

Nor had anybody else, and as H ar
mon walked slowly over to the mess 
h is h eart was heavy w ith  dread. No 
sooner had he entered the mess and 
ordered a d rink  than Colonel T racey 
came boiling in.

“W hat the  devil’s been happening?” 
the senior officer roared. “I though t—”

“So did I ! ” H arm on cut him  off 
cu rtly , and told the story.

O L O N E L  T R A C E Y  looked as 
though he was going to throw  a 

fit, and, in fact, came damn close to 
m aking good.

“I ’ll try  again at daw n,” Harm on 
said evenly. “W e’ll—”

“T o n ig h t!” Colonel T racey shouted.
“T onight, h e ll!” H arm on roared 

back. “W e w ouldn’t be able to find 
the damn field now. W e’ll try  at 
dawn, and if you don’t like th a t idea, 
then—then break me, and be dam ned!”

The colonel’s eyes flashed anger, 
then he took a look at the group of 
grim -faced p i l o t s  w atching him 
closely, and shrugged.

“V ery well, a t dawn, then ,” he said 
in  a weak voice. “And God! I  hope 
you make it.”

I t  lacked ju s t an hour to dawn when 
H arm on and five p ilo ts climbed into 
th e ir ships. A ll n igh t the entire 
squadron had stayed up in  the mess 
hoping against hope for a phone call 
saying tha t Cox had sim ply run  out 
of gas chasing the bomber, or had 
force-landed on the A m erican side. 
However, there hadn 't been any phone 
call, and everybody knew th a t Cox 
was gone, for good. A prisoner, or a 
flamer, nobody knew which. Nobody 
fe lt like guessing.

“W e six w ill try  it,” Harm on said 
tig h t lipped, ju st before he gave the 
signal for the take-off. “ If  we miss, 
then six more w ill try  it. Okay, give 
them  hell, fellows. Ju s t th in k  of 
Young and Cox!”

An hour la ter H arm on had his flight 
a t an altitude of ten thousand feet 
over the isolated em ergency field. 
T here were six Fokkers down there, 
lined up in fron t of the s trip  of woods 
ju s t as they had been the evening be
fore.

Six noses dropped as one, and six 
H isso-V iper powered S.E.Ss went 
w ing scream ing earthw ard in a su r
prise attack. E yes glued to  the ground, 
Harm on rested his thum bs on the tr ig 
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ger trip s w aiting  for the first German 
pilo t to come bursting  out the door of 
the battered  build ing and make for 
the defense m achine guns. B ut no one 
came out. In  fact, no thing happened 
un til Harm on and the others were 
less than a thousand feet off the 
ground.

T hen a figure did come busting  out 
of the building, and when H arm on 
saw it he let out a w ild yell of dum- 
founded amazement and jerked  his 
thum bs down from  the trips. T he fig
ure was not th a t of a Hun. On the 
contrary  it was over two hundred 
pounds of Yank p ilo t named Cox, 
w ith a napkin  tucked well in to  his 
collar. In  less than no time Harm on 
landed, leaped from the p it and raced 
over to grab hold of the hefty  pilot.

“You, C ox!” he shouted, s till unable 
to believe his eyes. “W hat the devil 
happened? How in hell do you hap
pen to be h ere?”

“Yeah, i t ’s me, M ajor.” Cox grinned, 
and jerked a thum b tow ard the bat
tered building. “Come in and have a 
look.”

In  a daze, H arm on and the others 
followed Cox inside. And once there 
they pulled up stiff w ith  more amaze
ment. A t one side of the room was a 
huge table piled w ith  food. And on 
the o ther side of the room, on the 
floor, were six angry-eyed German 
pilots bound hand and foot.

“ I t  was th is  way, M ajor,” Cox’s 
voice broke into H arm on’s spinning 
thoughts. “ I w ent chasing a fte r that

bomber last n ig h t but couldn’t catch 
it. M et a couple of F okkers on the 
way back, and one of the bums nicked 
my fuel line. I had to force-land. 
H onest to God, I had to th is  time, sir! 
And so I headed for the swamp.

“I guess I so rt of got th ink ing  of 
these bums and all th is food. I sat 
down in the swamp okay, but had to 
q u it the ship. I t  was kind of dark, 
and when I got here these guys were 
p iling  into our grub. W ell, I had my 
autom atic, and—well, I so rt of caught 
them  by surprise. I had them  tie each 
other up. I was so rt of hungry  so I 
had a bite. M ust have fallen asleep, I 
guess. Anyway, I ju s t woke up. But, 
boy, am I glad you w eren’t  more 
H u n s!”

“Yeah, guess you are,” H arm on said, 
and grinned. “ I hear the grub in a 
H un prison camp is lousy. Now, take 
my ship and tear back and have Colo
nel T racey send over some two seat- 
ers w ith  mechanics. T his time we’ll 
stick  here.”

“And I guess I ’d better b ring  back 
some more grub, h u h ?” Cox sug
gested hopefully.

H arm on glanced from the stack of 
half em ptied dishes to Cox’s stomach 
and shook his head.

“N o !” he rasped. “One more m outh
ful and you’d explode to blow us and 
th is  field righ t off the map. Get going, 
and come back the same w eight you 
are now, understand?”

Cox sighed unhappily  and went 
outside.



W orld W ar Model Planes
A Department of Accurate Brand-New Plans

HOW TO BUILD THE ALBATROSS D-3

T H E  A lbatross D-3 of the Ger
man W orld W ar air force 
was one of the most efficient 
fighting craft the Bochc fliers had to 

fight the A llies w ith. T here were 
earlier A lbatrosses and later ones, 
but the A lbatross D-3 was, for its 
period, probably the finest.

One or two of the earlier planes 
were faster by a few miles bu t their 
clim bing and m aneuvering ab ility  
were in ferio r to that of the D-3. The 
ability of the slower plane to be 
jerked in and out of in tricate  fast 
maneuvers wa~ considered more de
sirable th an  faster speed.

R ichthofen, Boclkc and m any other 
German aces of the W orld  W ar days 
used A lbatross planes in th e ir sky 
battles. The 160 'h.p. .Mercedes m otor 
in the D-3 was one of the best engines 
ever tu rned  out in Germany. I t  was 
w ater cooled, and p u ttin g  the rad ia
to r in the upper w ing in the righ t 
side of the  center section allowed the 
designers to stream line the nose of 
the ship, thus giving it its sleek effect.

There is no doubt tha t some of the 
constructional details of the A lba
tross D-3 were patterned  a fte r the 
French N ieuports.

You model builders w ill find that 
If  you take pains in bu ild ing the A l
batross D-3 you w ill have one of the 
sleekest ships of the W orld  W ar in 
your hangar. The shaping of the top 
wing w ill take some additional caie 
and planning on account of its  tap 
ered w ingtips and the flare back from

S P E C I F IC A T IO N S
L e n g t h  .......................................24 ft .
Span, upper v e i n ............. 39 it. 3, in.
S pa n ,  l o w e r  w i n g  ................ 38 ft. 9 in.
Span of  tai l  .......................8 ft.
H eigh t .................................. 10 ft.
Engine ....................160 h.p. Mercedes

a s tra igh t tra ilin g  edge of the aile
rons.

The engine shows, so there again 
is additional work, bu t additional in 
te re st and detail is given to the 
finished model and it makes up plenty 
for the ex tra  work. The tail surfaces 
give a big, husky effect, and the cigar
like fuselage gives you a chance to 
show your sk ill in a real shaping job.

All in all, you have the chance of 
a lifetim e in th is  model. You’ll have 
to take it slowly and keep your in 
te rest at top p itch  at all times. T ry  
to visualize the w hole sweeping effect 
of the fuselage as you are shaping 
small areas of its curved surface. 
Keep checking on the proportions.

Remember there are only th ree d i
mensions ; length , up and down th ick 
ness and side to side w idth. All 
curves are founded on these m easure

m ents. If  you slip on any of these 
m aster m easurem ents, you’re in the 
doghouse for keeps unless you break 
cu t a fresh piece of wood a n d 's ta r t  
over. Always keep your model a little  
too fa t at all points. Remember the 
sandpaper can massage it down to its 
rig h t shape easily.

F U S E L A G E
Make the fuselage and spinner of the 

propeller  all in one piece. W h en  completed 
take a fine saw (a  hack saw is good) and 
cut the spinner squarely  off. T h is  ensures 
sp inner and the fuselage meshing in a  good 
fit. In  the  drawings you will find the fuse
lage split at lines “X ” and “Y.” T h is  is
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necessarj’ to  keep this  ser ies of drawings 
to  the scale o f  three eighths of an inch 
to  one foot. T h e  cross sections will give 
you the  shape of the fuselage a t  the four 
places indicated. I t  gives you the views of 
the fuselage as though you had sliced 
squarely th rough it at four given places.

F ro m  the cross section “D” on back, 
the top  of the  fuselage flattens ou t  on top 
till i t  becomes absolutely  flat where the 
elevator jo ins in back of it. N otice that 
the sides are flattened ou t m ost of the 
length of the fuselage. A t cross section 
“A ” the fuselage begins to  get nearly  
round and as it travels  toward the spinner 
or the propel ler  i ts  sides round m ore and 
more unti l  it becomes a perfec tly  formed 
round cylinder a t  the back of the  spinner.

D on’t fo rge t your cen te r lines. One_ on 
the side view, one th rough the top view. 
All visualizing and measuring  should be 
done from these lines. T h is  keeps the 
fuselage absolutely  lined up from the side 
and from  the top. Get the shape of the 
sides first. T h a t  is. look down from  the 
top and shape the flat sides. The  top  and 
bottom can be rounded a f te r  the sides are 
correct.  On a rounded fuselage, it  is a d is
t inc t  advantage to use “jigs.”

A jig  is a form into which the block 
you arc shaping can be fitted when it 
read ie s  the shape you are  working for. 
F or  instance, a t  cross section “D ” you can 
make a jig  to  determine the fuselage shape 
a t  this point. T ak e  a piece of stiff c a rd 
board and trace half of the cross section, 
e ither the top o r  the lower half. Now, 
w ith  a  razor  blade or a sharp knife cut 
out the inside of this  tracing. I n  doing 
this  you get a frame, which, when your 
fuselage is shaped co rrec tly  at po in t "D ” 
will fit snugly over the form. T h e  jig  will 
show where the high spots are easier than 
any method we know of. You can see that 
if you make a j ig  for each cross section 
you can get the shape of your fuselage 
correc t  at these four places.

I f  you w ant to  make additional j igs  be
tween these cross section  points, it is easy, 
Merely measure the w id th  and height of 
the fuselage on the drawings at any point, 
then make a rec tangle  from these m easure
ments. Now put the curves on top and b o t
tom and you have a cross  section in addi
tion to  the ones shown on the drawing.

Repeat th is  p rocedure as often  as you 
care to, and from  your own cross sections 
cu t out your jigs.  Now label t h e m ‘‘E ”, “F ” , 
etc. and label on  the  plans the same le t te rs  
a t  the points w here you made your m eas
urements. You are now all set to  shape 
a fuselage professionally.

A th in  piece of balsa w ith  a piece of 
bamboo at the bo ttom  makes the tail skid.

Pinheads will simulate the rive ts  indi
cated in the nose. S cra tch  in w ith  blunt 
point the circles and louvers ju s t  back of 
the rivets.

W IN G S
The top wing is made in one piece. Cut 

a rectangular piece of balsa including the

grea te s t  length  and b read th  of the wing. 
N ow  cut off angles of the  wing tips. N ext 
cut a long back a ile ron  edge. Now from 
the inner aileron cut to  o ther  aileron. 
Shape top  and bo t tom  of the  wing. W hen 
sa t is fac to ry  you can cut out curved inden
ta t ion  over p ilo t’s  cockpit . T he  two shapes 
on top  of center section are the radia tor 
and gas tank. T h ey  can be indicated  by 
sinking lines into the so f t  balsa, by pa in t
ing a different color than wing or by using 
pieces of thin aluminum or tin.

I f  m etal is used you can get a lot of 
detail by laying the metal on a board and 
sc ra tch  the cross lines into  it  w ith  a blunt 
point. T h is  gives a ripple surface. Be sure 
you leave p lenty  of room  all around your 
m etal piece so tha t  you can cut your shape 
accura te ly  a f te r  you have all details  nailed.

Small nails  or pins w ith  their  heads re 
moved will help anchor low er wings to 
fuselage. B efore  cementing, shove nails or 
pins halfway into fuselage where wing 
bu tts  are to  a ttach, then force wing butts  
over points and push wing unti l flush 
against fuselage. Remove wing and spread 
a liberal amount of cement, then force 
wing back again. T he  pins or nails will 
tend to  hold the w ing from  sagging. Make 
all s t ru ts  out of fa ir ly  hard wood.

T A I L  S E C T IO N
If  you make your s tabil izer and elevator 

all in one piece to  s ta r t  w ith  you’ll have 
a b e t te r  chance of having a sym metrical job  
than in making separate  pieces. A f te r  the 
one piece satisfies you it can be cut into 
three parts . F i t  the two s tabil izers  to  fuse
lage then use pins w ith  the heads cut off 
or th in  pieces of tin  fo r  hinges to  fasten 
the elevator to  the s tabilizers . Make ru d 
der  rn d  fin in one piece and cut apa r t  and 
finish assembling as suggested above.

U N D E R C A R R IA G E
T he undercarriage  m ust be lined up ac 

curately. Especia lly  see tha t axle is  abso
lu tely  parallel w ith  the leading edge of 
the top wing. See tha t  each wheel is ex
ac tly  the same dis tance from  the cen te r of 
the nose. N ote th a t  the bracing wires on 
the. undercarriage  are on the back s tru ts  
only. See small d raw ing for  th is  detail.

W I R I N G
Use th in  piano wire  fo r  all wiring. Make 

wire sl ightly  longer th an  you need and it 
can be forced into the  so f t  balsa a t  each 
end. See the small drawing.

P A I N T I N G
As per usual use p len ty  of liquid wood 

filler to  seal the pores  of the  so f t  balsa. 
Give the  jo b  several coats allowing an 
hour or two betw een coats. Sand w ith  fine 
sandpaper l ightly  a f te r  each coat is dry.

Get a good enamel or model lacquer. 
Give your model several th in  coats to  
g e t  a  fine lus trous  finish. A model can be 
made very  effective by ju s t  using wood 
filler on the  s t ru ts  and then giving them  a 
coat o r  two of th in  varnish. Do n o t  use 
any  lacquer or enamel on them.
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U N O FFICIA L
By JOHNSTON CARROLL

A u t h o r  of " C ir c v s  A cc f*  *‘H om r F lig h t ,  ' etc.

Jeff Baker, Newshawk, Sees Flaming Red and Engages 
Himself in a Furious Air Combat of Life and Death!

JE F F  BA K ER , A viation E d ito r 
of the New Y ork P ress Syndi
cate, tu rned  off the shower ad

jo ining his London hotel room, 
grabbed a towel and dried his body. 
Throw ing a bathrobe about him  he 
lighted a cigarette, spewed a lungful 
of smoke into th in  air and grunted 
contentedly.

“Ju s t the Hawkcr-Seym ore outfit to  
see,” he m urm ured, “and then  back 
home to the good old U. S. A .”

W ith  a happy nod for em phasis he 
w ent over to the door, opened it  and 
picked up the m orning paper. The 
banner headline h it him  rig h t between 
the eyes.

E N G L A N D  D E C L A R E S  W A R  O N  
G E R M A N Y

ITe d id n 't bo ther to read the details 
because he wasn’t te rr ib ly  surprised. 
L ike everybody else in  London, he 
knew tha t it was bound to come. How-
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ever, he hadn’t expected it so soon. 
Not on th is p articu lar Sunday m orn
ing anyway. He th rew  the paper 
away and began to climb in to  his 
clothes.

“Looks like you’re ju s t getting  un 
der the wire, kid,” he grunted aloud. 
“A photo finish, you m ight say.”

An hour la ter he walked across the 
lobby to greet a typical Englishm an 
who had entered the hotel and had 
gone s tra ig h t to the desk.

“You had me w orried for a bit, P a r
sons.” Baker grinned and shook the 
m an’s hand. “A fraid  you m ight not 
show up, considering w hat’s in the 
papers. Have a d rin k ?”

“Much to early, Mr. B aker.” The 
Englishm an smiled, shaking his head. 
“And I have some d isappointing news 
for you.”

Baker had a fa in t idea of w hat he 
h inted  at, but he hesitated  to ask 
w hether it was true. For a moment he 
stared at Parsons, who was the  Public 
R elations Counsel for Hawker-Sey- 
more A ircraft, Ltd.

“ I th ink  I can guess, bu t shoot, P a r
sons,” he said, finally.

ARSONS sighed wearily.
“I ’m afraid  we’ll have to cancel 

your inspection of the factory, Mr. 
Baker,” he said. “T here are certain  
regulations now tha t we’re at war. Do 
you understand?”

“No, I don’t,” Baker said bluntly . 
“N aturally , I w ouldn’t w rite  up any
th ing  you w ouldn’t w ant me to. And 
the new Hawker-Seym ore ‘Scout’ isn ’t 
any secret. I ju s t w ant a good look at 
it, a p icture or two, and some general 
dope about its  perform ance. W h a t’s 
wrong w ith  th a t? ”

“Not a th ing ,” the Englishm an ad
m itted. “T his isn ’t  C arver’s idea, 
though. H e’s under A ir M inistry  
ju risd iction , now. I t ’s not r ig h t to  
have the p lant over-run w ith  persons 
who don’t w ork there, eh?”

“W ho says I ’ll overrun the p lace?” 
Baker grunted. “ I t  w on’t take me 
more than a couple of hours.”

“I  agree w ith  you,” Parsons sighed. 
“Rules and regulations can be stupid, 
of course, bu t i t ’s the principle of the 
thing. I f  Mr. Carver adm its one, no 
reason why he shouldn’t  adm it a 
dozen.”

“ Is he at the plant, now ?” Baker 
asked.

“T his day of all days, natu ra lly ,” 
Parsons said.

“T hen  le t’s go,” the Yank said. “A t 
least I can try  ou t my sales talk. No 
harm  in th a t.”

Parsons protested, but it w asn’t any 
use. Baker lead him outside, grabbed 
the first cab and snapped the address 
at the driver.

A little  over an hour la ter they 
arrived at the plant, got out and P a r
sons lead the way into the office of 
the president of Hawker-Seym ore 
A irc raft, Ltd. Two m en in civilian 
clothes, but w ith  m ilitary  stam ped all 
over them, were w ith  Carver when 
Baker and Parsons entered the office. 
T he Hawker-Seym ore head looked an
noyed for a split-second and then 
sm iled a greeting.

“Good m orning, Mr. Baker,” he said. 
“I see you came out anyw ay.”

“Don’t blame Parsons, sir,” the 
Yank begged. “He tried  his best to 
stop me, but I came anyway. T hought 
I ’d try  to convince you th a t I ’m not a 
German spy.”

“Colonel A nderson, and M ajor 
Blake, of the A ir M in istry ,” Carver 
said and nodded to the two m en in 
civilian clothes. T hen  nodding at 
Baker, “Mr. Baker, A viation E d ito r 
of the New York P ress Syndicate. I 
don’t fancy you are an enemy spy, 
Mr. Baker, but I ’m sure Mr. Parsons 
explained the po in t.”

“He did,” Baker said. T hen lean
ing over the desk, “Look, Mr. Carver, 
I ’ve been in E urope for the last four 
m onths. I ’ve visited every a irc raft 
and engine factory  in every country. 
A nd—”

“E very  fac to ry?” spoke up Colonel 
Anderson.

“W ell most every one,” Baker
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grunted. “B ut w hat I ’m ge tting  at, is 
this. I ’ve got practically  all the dope 
on all European a irc raft. I t ’ll be one 
of the best syndicated series we ever 
put out. Now, your company is the 
last on my list. I don’t w ant any se
cret inform ation. N ot a b it of it. Be
sides, your new scout job isn ’t  a se
cret, exactly. I don’t w ant any of your 
welding secrets, or all the dope on the 
new cooling system , you employ for 
high altitude work. Ju s t  a general 
idea. Heck, I ’m sailing  for home day 
afte r tom orrow. Now, w hat do you 
say?”

CA R V E R  said nothing. He looked 
at Colonel Anderson, and the A ir 

M inistry  official shook his head.
“Sorry, Mr. B aker,” he said. “Can’t 

be done. R igh t now no E nglish  a ir
c raft company is in terested  in A m eri
can sales.”

“T hey w ill be in tim e,” Baker a r
gued. “T his war isn ’t going to last 
forever.”

“ I certain ly  hope it w on’t,” the colo
nel said. “N evertheless we cannot 
give out any inform ation on any
thing. T his company isn’t a private 
concern, now, you know. Govern
m ent.”

“B ut ju s t le t me look it over!” 
Baker insisted. “I ’m not asking to 
fly it, like I did the o ther ships.” 

“Sorry, Mr. Baker,” the colonel 
said stiffly.

“But w hat harm  will it  do?” Baker 
pleaded.

Colonel A nderson shrugged w ear
ily. “Sorry, Mr. Baker. W ould you 
mind excusing us, now? A bit busy, 
you know.”

All of B aker’s new spaper instinct 
urged him  to hold his ground and 
argue it out. Cold reason told him  it 
would be no use, however. N ot w ith  
Colonel Anderson. H is type couldn’t 
be softened up in a blast furnace.

“T hanks a lot, for n o th ing !” Baker 
growled and storm ed ou t of the office.

Once outside he headed down the 
road to the village w here he could ggt

transporta tion  back to London. At 
the end of a quarte r of a mile he 
pulled up to  a halt and stared  across 
the broad expanse of the tes t flying 
field of Hawker-Seym ore. T here were 
a dozen or more planes on the line, 
m ost of them  w ith  their props ticking 
over. A ll of them  were the new 
Hawker-Seym ore Scout jobs. He 
stared  at them  hungrily , and scowled 
at the men in Royal A ir Force u n i
form s hovering about the ships.

“Rules and regulations, n u ts !” he 
snarled. “And I used to  th ink  that 
there was red tape in  the Yank army. 
H ell, these beef eaters invented that 
so rt of thing. T here  she is, and the 
m ugs w on’t  even give me one close 
look. For two cents, I ’d—” He em itted 
a s trin g  of fiery curses.

I t  helped a little  to get the words 
off his chest. However, it wasn’t a 
case of thought and action becoming 
one. Perhaps at first, but when he 
saw the squad of E nglish  sen tries tha t 
hung about the field he changed his 
mind. T here m ight be some regula
tion requ iring  those sen tries to shoot 
first and ask questions later.

He growled to h im self as he con
tinued  on down the road to the v il
lage. T he dope on the H aw ker-Sey
more Scout w ould make his European 
a irc ra ft survey complete. Of course, 
the omission of the Scout w ouldn’t 
spoil his series. Probably it w ouldn’t 
even be noticed, but tha t w asn’t the 
idea. W hen Jeff Baker did som ething, 
he did it in spades. B ut tha t English 
colonel—

R eluctan tly  adm itting  defeat, he 
w ent to the village garage and hired 
a drive-yourself. He had the day to 
kill, and th is was a section of E ng
land he had planned to tour in his 
spare time. W ell, he had noth ing  
bu t spare time, now, u n til his boat 
sailed for New York. Maybe driving 
around would help him th ink  of an a r
gum ent tha t w ould gain him  Colonel 
A nderson’s confidence.

Seven hours la ter he was on E ng
land’s southern  coast, near Hastings.
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The zigzagging to u r he’d made had 
given him a whale of an appetite. B ut 
he couldn’t get the Hawker-Seym ore 
Scout out of his m ind. He decided to 
stop at the next village, get him self 
som ething to eat, and then head back.

SUDD ENLY, he braked the car to 
an abrupt halt and stared  wide- 

eyed upward, then  to the southeast. 
Even as he did he heard the fa in t wail 
of the air raid  sirens coming to him  
down wind. Dots to the southeast at 
first, bu t then they  gradually  took on 
definite shape and form. German 
H einkel bombers flying low and fast! 
B aker’s heart leaped, and chilled a 
bit. T he low altitude of the onsweep- 
ing bombers told him  tha t London 
w asn’t the objective. No, too low. I t  
was undoubtedly  a B litzkre ig  raid  on 
the E nglish  coast. Perhaps a show 
of H itle r’s contem pt for E ng land’s 
declaration of war.

T he in stin c t of self preservation, 
more than  any th ing  else, caused Baker 
to leap out of the car and head for an 
open field nearby. H aving flown in the 
last war he knew fu ll well the urge 
pilo ts got to strafe  a car whenever 
they spotted  one. T he onrushing 
bombers m ight not even come th a t far 
inland, and m ight not even spot his 
small car.

“But th is  lad likes to play it safe,” 
he stopped the argum ent, and leaped 
over the fence.

W hen he was close to the m iddle of 
the field, he suddenly  skidded to a 
halt and glanced to  the  north . A 
squadron of six B ritish  planes was 
scream ing down out of the heavens, 
heading stra ig h t for the nine bombers 
tha t were now less than  three miles 
from the coast.

“A grandstand seat, first row, no 
less,” Baker grunted. T hen catching 
his breath, he let out a w ild yell. “And 
how !” he boomed. “Those jobs are 
the Hawker-Seym ore Scout!”

Even as he shouted the w ords one 
of the diving B ritish  planes seemed to 
fa lter for a moment. T hen  it zoomed

off to the side. I t  looked as though its  
p ilo t had e ither fainted, or was drunk. 
Baker held his b reath  and w atched as 
the trim  job flip-flopped th is way and 
th a t about the sky, losing more and 
more altitude w ith  each passing sec
ond. Unless a m iracle happened the 
plane was going to crash. Im pulsively 
Baker jerked  his eyes from  it and 
glanced at the o ther planes. N ot one 
of them  had tu rned  back. T here were 
enemy bombers ahead, a job to be 
done. The “cripp le” w ould have to 
take care of h im self as best he could.

B aker sh ifted  his eyes back to the 
“cripp le,” and shouted w ith  relief. 
T he crazy gyrations of the plane had 
ceased. T he ship s till lunged about 
the sky a bit, but the p ilo t was m ak
ing  a desperate effort to get his high- 
powered charge under control. A mo
m ent la ter the roar of the engine died 
to a so ft m utter, then  the plane nosed 
down into a gentle, flat glide. Baker 
saw tha t the plane was going to land 
in  the field in  w hich he was.

He raced to the side to give the 
p ilo t a clear field to land on. T hen  he 
spun around and fastened his eyes on 
the plane. Lower and lower it came. 
F or a split-second B aker was afraid  
it  was going to undershoot the field 
and clip the tree  tops at the lee end. 
T he p ilo t goosed his engine, however, 
lifted  the ship clear, and then  sailed 
down and leveled off. I t  was a heavy 
landing. B aker w atched for the 
wheels to buckle and the ship to 
ground loop. B ut the H aw ker-Sey
more Scout hadn 't been made w ith  
too thpicks and piano wire. I t  bounced 
three times then clung to the ground 
and rolled to a stop. Baker already 
had his legs in motion.

H E  SK ID D E D  to a ha lt by the 
plane, climbed up on the fuse

lage step  and hauled back the tri-p lex  
cockpit cowling. T he young English  
p ilo t in the p it groaned and slowly 
tu rned  his head to m eet B aker’s gaze. 
Pain-w hitened lips drew  back in a 
brave but sad smile.
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“ B la s te d  l u c k ! ”  came the  h a lf  w h is 
pere d  w o rd s . “ M y  side, I  th in k . C a n  
y o u  h e lp  m e ge t to  a h o s p ita l? ”

“ S u re  t h in g ,”  B a k e r  c lip p e d . “ I ’ve 
a car here . T a k e  it  easy.” T h e n  he 
stepped d o w n  to the  g ro u n d .

T w o  fa rm e rs  w e re  r u n n in g  to w a rd  
h im . H e  w a v e d  h is  a rm  fo r th e m  to 
h u r r y .

“ H e lp  m e ge t h im  o u t ,” B a k e r said. 
“ Is  there  a h o s p ita l n e a rb y ? ”

“ A t  C u r r y ,  thre e  m ile s  a lo n g  the 
ro a d ,”  one o f th e m  said.

“ G o o d ,” B a k e r  g ru n te d . “ I ’l l  get 
m y  car. E a se  h im  d o w n  o n to  the  
g ro u n d . G e n t ly ,  n o w .”

I t  w a s b u t a m a tte r of m in u te s  fo r  
B a k e r to  r ip  a w a y  e n o u g h  o f the  fie ld  
fence to a d m it  h is  car. T h e  fa rm e rs  
had the  p ilo t  o n  the g ro u n d  w h e n  he 
re tu rn e d . T h e  m a n ’s face w a s w h ite  
and s tra in e d , b u t he m a n a g e d  an 
a p o lo g e tic  g r in .

“ B i t  o f  a n u isa n ce, w h a t? ” he m u r 
m u re d .

B a k e r g r in n e d  back at the p ilo t .
“ N u is a n c e , m y  eye, b r o t h e r !”  he 

said. “ Y o u ’re S a n ta  C la u s . O k a y , 
m e n ! U p  w it h  h im , easy.”

T h e y  g o t the in ju r e d  p ilo t  in to  the 
re a r seat a n d  m ade h im  as c o m fo rt 
able as th e y  c o u ld  w it h  th e ir  coats. 
B a k e r m o tio n e d  one fa rm e r in  w it h  
the p ilo t , and the o th e r to the w h e e l.

“ N o  need to o v e r-lo a d  i t ,”  he said. 
“ B esid es, I ’m  a p ilo t . I ' l l  s w itc h  off 
h is  e n g in e  a n d  w a it  here . G e t g o in g .”

T h e  fa rm e rs  h e sita te d , b u t a g ro a n  
fro m  the  s ic k  p ilo t  ja rre d  th e m  in to  
a ctio n .

“ R ig h t  y o u  a rc ,”  g ru n te d  the m a n  
at the w h e e l a n d  g o t the car m o v in g .

B a k e r w a tc h e d  u n t il  th e y  w e re  w e ll  
a lo n g  the ro ad to w a rd  the to w n  o f 
C u r r y .  T h e n  he spun a ro u n d  and 
dashed o ve r to  the H a w k e r -S c y m o r e  
S co u t. H e  s tu d ie d  its  t r im , s tu rd y  
c o n s tru c tio n  fo r  a m o m e n t, h is  te c h n i
cal eye n o t m is s in g  a th in g .

C lim b in g  in to  the  c o c k p it  a b lin d in g  
th o u g h t s tru c k  h im .

“ W h y  n o t? ”  he b re a th e d  e a g e rly . 
" T h e  chance o f  a life tim e . I t  w ill

m ake th e  series co m p le te , y o u  dope. 
G e t  g o in g !”

E v e n  as he spoke the  w o rd s  he re 
leased the  w h e e l b ra ke  a n d  g e n tly  
eased o pen th e  th ro tt le . T h e  su p e r
c h a rg e d  N a p ie r  in  the  nose g ro w le d  
o u t  its  p o w e r. T h e  s h ip  q u iv e re d , 
m o v e d  f o rw a rd  fa ste r— faster. B a k e r ’s 
b lo o d  d anced, th e n  fro z e  as th e  field 
fence cam e s tre a k in g  to w a rd  h im . H e  
eased ba ck o n  the  s t ic k , zo o m e d  clear 
o f  the  obstacle.

H e  .bolted u p r ig h t  in  the seat as he 
s u d d e n ly  re m e m b e re d  s o m e th in g . G o d , 
y e s ! T h e r e  h a d  been a r a i d ! H e  
tw is te d  s h a rp ly  a n d  sca n n e d  the  h e a v
ens. T h e r e  w a s n ’t  th e  s ig n  o f  a s in g le  
sh ip . B u t  at the  speed m o d e rn  w a r 
p la n e s flew  th e y  c o u ld  be o v e r y o u r  
head one m in u te , a n d  w a y  d o w n  o ve r 
the h o riz o n  the  n e x t. T h e n  h is  b loo d 
fro ze .

T h e  savage y a m m e r o f  a e ria l m a 
c h in e -g u n  fire  h a d  s u d d e n ly  b lasted  
a ga in st h is  ear d ru m s  f ro m  above. H e  
lo o k e d  s tra ig h t  u p , a n d  sa w  th a t the 
business end o f an u g ly  t w in  e n g in e d  
H e in k e l b o m b e r w a s d r o p p in g  d o w n  
o n  h im  faster th a n  lig h t .  O n e  section  
o f  h is  t r i -p le x  c o w lin g  becam e a cris s 
cross mess o f  t in y  cra ck s , a n d  h a lf 
a d o ze n  holes app e a re d  in  the “ D u r a l” 
s k in  o f the r ig h t  w in g , n o t thre e  feet 
f ro m  h is  c o c k p it !

“ H e y , n i x !”  he h o w le d , and slam m ed 
the  s t ic k  over.

T
H A T  w as a m ista k e . H e  d id n ’t  
k n o w  the se n sitive n e ss o f  the 
H a w k e r -S e y m o r e  S c o u t. D u r i n g  the  
n e x t  fe w  seconds the  p la n e  n e a rly  

tu rn e d  its e lf  in s id e  o u t b e fo re  he go t 
i t  u n d e r c o n tro l. A  f ly in g  m ista k e , 
perhaps, b u t it  u n q u e s tio n a b ly  saved 
h is  life . T h e  G e rm a n  b o m b e r p ilo t  
o v e r-s h o t h is  m a rk  a n d  w e n t ro a r in g  
o n  b y . S p lit -s e c o n d s  la te r, th o u g h , 
the  h u g e  c ra ft  w h ir le d  a ro u n d  s u r
p r is in g ly  fast a n d  cam e b o r in g  in  
a g a in  w it h  its  nose g u n n e rs  b la s tin g  
a w a y.

F o r  a b rie f  m o m e n t B a k e r  debated 
(C o n tin u ed  on page 109)



Heinkel He. 112

c jh e  S h i p  o fth e  M o n t h

B
f  ROMANY’S Heinkel He. 112 is a speedy single-seater fighter 
built along sturdy lines. It is a low wing cantilever mono
plane with the wing roots swept up where they join the 
metal fuselage. Two synchronized machine guns fire through 
the propeller and two fixed guns in the wings fire outside the 

disc of the propeller arc.
The fuel tanks are in the center section of the wings. The radiator 

is below the engine. Six bombs of twenty-two pounds each may be 
carried under the outer wings.

" S e e  it first in The Lone Eagle
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MORE ON AERIAL ARMAMENT
>W, my E agles, those of you who 
were with us at the last lesson know  

what makes an automatic gun shoot. You 
thus can quickly grasp the details o f the 
mechanism of any type gun that is handed 
you, merely by tracing out its action.

So, in one hand we have a pair of 
motored w ings which we understand and 
in the other we have a gun which we un

derstand. Put them both together and they  
spell murder. Today w e’ll put them to 
gether. But let us take a quick look at 
what led up to the prsent-day armament.

The Revolving Mount 
W hen the A llies first learned to fix a 

machine gun on the top wing of a ship, 
She Germans topped them by inventing the 
revolving mount. The fixed gun would 
only shoot in the direction the ship was 
headed, but the revolving mount opened 
up new territory. W ith a gunner besides 
the pilot, the ship could then shoot in sev
eral directions. A  not uncommon stunt in 
(hose days was to shoot off a few  of your 
own bracewires in the excitem ent of bat
tle. But still, the revolving mount opened 
up new horizons.

Then Tony Fokker, the Dutchman who 
was designing ships for the Germans, in
vented the first interrupter gear for syn
chronizing the gun through the prop, and 
the airplane became a vicious thing, spit
ting lead bullets at the enemy at the rate 
of 400 a minute.

W hich brings us to the first variation in 
the basic principle of the machine gun. 
Now, with an airplane motor to give you  
power, you don't need your escaping gas 
from the barrel of the gun. In fact, there 
is a sim ple reason why it is not the right 
power to use.

Under Motor Control 
In firing through a propeller traveling  

at varying rates of speed, the problem is 
to have the bullet cross the path of the

prop while the prop is no t  at tha t point, 
otherwise you would shoot your own prop 
off instead of the prop o f the enemy. If  
you timed the gunfire separately from the 
motor, and at a constant speed, while the 
prop was o f variable speed, you would be 
certain to hit the prop w ith a bullet. (See
F ig . 1 )

_Therefore it is im perative that the rate 
of speed of the firing o f the gun be under 
control of the motor—that is, actuated by 
the motor itself. Then when the motor 
slow s down, so does the firing, etc.

H ow  is  this done, when a motor is trav
eling, say, at the rate of 1200 revolutions 
a minute? Let us take that figure for the 
motor, and say that w e want to fire 400 
shots a minute through the prop.

One Turn in Three
Now, if  the engine is turning at 1200 

revs a minute, and has a simple two blade 
prop, there is a prop blade passing in front 
of the gun muzzle tw enty-four hundred 
tim es a minute, since both ends of the 
blade must pass a given point to make a 
com plete revolution.

In short, a gun must fire once every 
tim e the motor makes three com plete rev
olutions. Our task is to operate the gun 
on th is basis. W e can forget the speed of 
the motor and of the gun, and just work 
on the fact that the gun is to fire once 
every tim e the motor turns over three 
tim es. That simplifies m atters somewhat.

I f  you go back to your Lone E agle's fly
ing lesson in which we told you the 
simple principle o f the gasoline motor,

ECCENTPfC CAM. TR/6GEP. F/& 2

CcMXT/O/V C/M  5S

;  \
V/St'M /Z/A/G D/ACPAMOr EA/6ME- 
Dfi/l'EN CAM 0PEPAT/.M6 A GEM .

you will remember that the intake and ex
haust valves of a motor are timed prop
erly by working on a cam shaft.

The Cam Shaft
T o refresh your memory, a cam shaft 

is a shaft that has bumps on it called tc -
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centrics, which revolved som ewhat off 
center. So, when a  cam shaft makes a r e v 
olution, the eccentric  cam makes an  off 
center revo lu tion  and pushes a pushrod up 
ou t of i ts  way. T h is  pushing motion 
operates the pushrod, or anything else you 
w ant to operate once o r  more times for 
each revolution  of the shaft.

Now if you pu t a reduc t ion  gear on this  
shaft,  which m ight be a spiral screw  gear 
or a too thed  wheel, you could opera te  a 
shaft off the first one so tha t  the new  one 
would tu rn  a complete  revolution  only

once for every three tim es the original one 
on the motor turned over.

The result in either case is that you 
have a shaft turning a complete revolution  
every time the motor turns over three 
times. I f  you then put an eccentric cam 
on this shaft, you can operate another 
mechanism w ith it once for every three 
revolutions o f the motor. In  this case we 
hitch it up to our L ew is gun and make it 
do the work that the escaping gas did in 
the original weapon. (See Fig. 2.)

Adjusting Speed
I f  we slow  down the motor we slow  

down the firing of the gun accordingly, 
and if we speed up the motor we auto
m atically speed up the gun to one third 
the same rate of speed.

That is the mechanical principle of 
operating the gun from the engine. It is 
refined, of course, by various devices. The 
modern gun, for instance, has the proper 
number of revolutions translated into 
pulsations of oil in an airtight container, 
and the pressure of the o il pulsating at in
tervals synchronized w ith the motor actu
ates the gun.

This w ill instantly remind you of the 
pulsations of the exploding gas in the gun’s 
recoil chamber, and from there on the 
work of the mechanism is the same.

Two-Cun Planes
In the m odern  fighter, there  are usually 

two guns se t  one on e ither  side o f  the 
cowling in  f ro n t  of the pilot, b o th  sh o o t
ing th rough  the prop, and aimed by a  single 
sight be tw een them. T h e  guns are set close 
to  the motor, and the opera t ing  mechanism, 
w ith  its  oil pulsations furnishing the 
power, like hydraulic  brakes, is very  close 
to  the engine fo r  the purpose of catching 
the heat f rom  the  m o to r  to  keep the  w o rk 

ing parts from freezing in cold weather 
and high altitude.

The fixed guns on a ship are usually 
operated only by the pitot because they 
can only be aimed by directing the nose 
of the ship itse lf at the objective. They  
are generally set so that their fire w ill con
verge w ith the axis of the ship at a point 
200 yards ahead of the ship. (See Fig. 3.)

T h e  S ig h t
The sight, usually called the ring, is 

composed of a large metal ring with a 
smaller, concentric ring within it. supported 
in position with radial wires. T his is the 
rear sight. The front sight is a bright bead, 
set so that when the bead is seen by the 
pilot directly in the center of the rings, 
the bullets from the gun w ill arrive on 
the target, allow ing for trajectory, 200 
yards ahead.

So much for the fixed guns. Any ship 
carrying more than one man, however, be
comes released from th is restricted direc
tion in which it can be lethal. W hile the 
pilot covers the enemy in front of him, 
■the other man or men must cover the rest 
of the field. So we have our fighting ships 
designed with turrets and revolving gun 
pits to cover the tail, the area overhead 
and the area at the sides as w ell as below.

“Free Guns”
T hese guns are plastered all over the 

ships, according to design, from the nose 
to the tail, and are referred to as “free 
guns.”

They are not restricted to machine gun 
caliber, but some of them fire 2-pound ex
plosive shells. More of them later. A free 
machine gun uses drums up to 97 rounds 
of shells, larger ones being harder to 
handle easily, although otherwise practical.

The machine gun turret in an airplane 
is designed to provide a mounting on a 
high speed ship in a manner enabling the

gunner to cover the greatest possible area 
around him, while giving him complete and 
free action. I t  is usually enclosed with a 
transparent material to protect him from  
the wind and yet give him an observa
tional view  of all the area he has to pro
tect. (See Fig. 4.)

Balanced Weight
The gun and the gunner’s  seat in the 

( Concluded on page 108)



A  D ep a rtm en t fo r  R eader»

W 'E L L , peelots, you’ve finally made 
McMahan say “U n cle!”

W ho’s McMahan, you ask? McMahan, 
peelots, is one of that great body of 
public servants whose simple daily deeds 
are described by the noble words which 
adorn the facade of N ew  York’s Main 
P ost Office: "Neither rain nor snow nor 
heat nor gloom of night stays these couri
erŝ  from the swift completion of their ap
pointed rounds.”

McMahan, in other words, is our letter- 
carrier.

Year in and year out, McMahan has 
been bringing us our mail-—the letters you 
peelots, you faithful Lone E agles of 
America, w rite to this department, sug
gesting, praising, panning, etc

McMahan’s back is strong, and he’s

used to our heavy mail. Never a word of 
complaint did you hear from his lips, and 
be was wont to say:

“When bigger mailbags are made, 
McMahan w ill carry 'em. If Bruce 
M cAlester can read ’em, McMahan can 
deliver ’em.”

What’s Behind it All?
But McMahan has at last said “U ncle.” 

The other day, dropping a huge sack to 
the door of my office, wiping the sweat 
from his brow, and throwing back his 
broad but weary shoulders, he eyed me 
straight and said:

"Bruce, I swear ’tis the whole world 
that must be w ritin’ to you these days for 
the simultaneous purpose of ruinird your 
eyes and breakir: me back. What is be
hind this devilish conspiracy to give me 
lumbago? Answer me straight, now, Bruce 
M cAlester, or I ’ll apply for a route-change 
that’ll mark the sorry end of a beeyooti- 
£ul friendship!”

“Sit down, Mac,” I said, "and I ’ll tell 
yon all about it.”

“ T is  you who should know better than
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to ask a mailman to  s i t  w hile  on his 
rounds,” Mac rebuked. “I ’ll take i t  stand
ing up.”

" C ’e st  la guerre, Mac,” I  said.
“H u h ?”
"C 'esi la guerre, i t ’s the  war.”
“Okay, you don 't  have to  translate , I  

know  w ha t  it  means— I  heard  it  enough 
back in ’Seventeen. C ’e s t  la g u erre, eh? 
W hich  one?”

“Well , th a t ’s ju s t  it, Mac. T h e re  was a 
W o r ld  W ar,  and there ’s the  p; er.ent one, 
and now th e re ’s a  kind of w ar between 
them going on.”

“Wb.it— a w ar betw een w a rs?”
‘ T h a t ’s it. Some readers  w ant sto ries  of 

the las t war and some want s to r ies  of the 
p resen t war, and th a t’s why the mail is so 
heavy. There. I ’ve given it  to you straight. 
S a t is fac to ry?”

M cM ahan shouldered the now empty 
bag ,md moved to  the door. A t the  door 
he turned and looked a t  me from  beneath
iiis hu:by  brows.

"Sherm an was right,” he grunted. “See 
you tom orrow .”

Take O ver, R eaders!
A rd  that, peelo ts and kiwis, is why I ’m 

turn ing  this  month 's  departm en t over to 
you. Y ou’ve got the run  of the hangar. So 
tune up and take o ff !

A vote for the p resen t:
Dear Bruce:

I  have juft finished rending THE NAZI MEN
ACE in the February issue of LONE EAGLE, and 
believe it is the tops of them ail.

Incidentally, I VOTE, for having John Masters 
In TODAY’S WAB. The old WORLD WAR Is 
post history.

Cordially yours,
Wendell Jamea.

K. S ’. B. No. ISharon, Penna.
A vote for the pas t :

Dear Bravo.
Will drop you a line to tell you that. THE LON1C 

EAGLE is the best I have got a hold of yet. Bot 
I like the old ones best, lor “them were the good 
old drive.1’ Bill Crayton.

104 McGhee St.,
Rome, Ga.
And so it  goes, tu rn  and turn  abou t:

Dear
Please keep John Masters in the present war* 1 

think xmfl NAZI MENACE Is very good.Kenneth Stay,
28h Pried Jo St.,
TV hanker, Pa.



Short and sw eet so far, but here comes 
a bombshell from the nation’s capital: 
Bear Bruce:

I lum* just finished reading your story of Till** 
NAZI MENACE in the February issue of THE 
BONE EAGLE, and personally, I  think it’s pretty 
bad.

The stories of THE LONE EAGLE (luring the 
World War were very good, and I never missed 
an issue. Many of the other magazines about the 
air during the World War had switched to mod
em stories. I was sincerely depending on THE 
LONE EAGLE to keep me informed of World War 
facts and adventures.

When these stories were printed about the Lone 
Eagle, 1 could understand them and believe that 
they really could have happened, but these Modern 
Stories, wow! One can hardly realize how they 
could possibly happen, since they are supposed to 
be going on right now.

I fully realize that these stories are purely 
fictional, but even so, they are nowhere near as 
exciting and thrilling as the stories of the World 
War. Most of us younger readers know very little, 
if anything, of Uie last war, and are interested 
to continue finding out new facts about it.

The readers can keep up with the modern war 
through the newspapers and other sources, but 
have no such ways of finding out about the last 
war. 'They are depending entirely upon magazines 
such as yours for this information.

I hope you will sincerely consider my letter, as 
th*‘se are my most wholehearted sentiments. I 
don't know' what you wall do with these letters, 
but I would consider it a great favor if you would 
let me know of others who have viewpoints con
trary to mine.

Yours, for the return of World War stories. 
Jack “Doc’’ Bracken.

2000 Perry St., N. E.
Washington, D. C.
W e're  stil l groggy from that one, so 

w e‘11 follow it  up with an an t ido te :
Pear Bruce:

By all means keep THE LONE EAGLE in 
today’s war. It’s much more exciting than those 
* 'hors.* and buggy days” with all the new inven
tions, like llerr Poktor’s latest invention to steer 
bombs and torpedoes.

This li-17. the second, sounds v e r y  interesting.
1 certainly am glad that we’re in the good old 

TT. S. A. Vanse if we were over there, the Better 
Publications Co. wouldn’t be printing TfllC LONE 
EAGLE and SKY FIG I IT KISS.

THE NAZI MENACE is a very good story when 
it conn's to action. Your article oil Aerial Arma
ment is very educational as I learned a lot from 
it. I save all the pictures in the LEA Flying 
Course.

By the way. I ’m interested in getting letters 
from my fellow eaglets.

Well. I'll have to be taking off. Contact! So
Horace KI after.

1)2 Carman Ave.._ 
Cedar hurst, N. Y.
And here’s another!

Pear Bruce:
T am only a lad of fifteen but I served six 

months in the Canadian Army, then was dis
charged as under-age.

I enjoyed reading THE NAZI MENACE and 
think this new role of THE LONE EAGLE is more 
colorful and daring than that of former times. My 
two brothers, who are now in barracks here in 
Toronto, asked me to express their appreciation 
of your putting one of their favorite characters 
Into this up-to-date war.Your faithful reader.

Prtvid Boyd.
57 Hastings Avenue,
Toronto, Canada.
H ere 's  a W o r ld  W a r  novel fan:

F R E E
We are so sure that you will like Listerine Shaving 
Cream, that we offer this 20-shave tube absolutely 
‘Tree and postpaid.” We don’t even ask you to share 
the mailing costs.

How can we afford to do this? Experience has 
proved that this offer works to our advantage. The 
cream seems to sell itself. Men who get the sample 
apparently remain steady customers . . . like it  so 
well they talk about Listerine Shaving Cream to 
others. You can see what happens when newly made 
friends begin working for us that way!

Send for your sample now. See how much faster 
it  lathers . . .  in hot water, cold water—even ice 
water. Note that we have a really moisture-laden 
lather, which stays up right to the end of your shave!

The regular tube at 35<* gives between 130 and 
175 shaves! Any drug counter has i t—as well as 
Listerine Brushless Cream.

Or send for the free size, today/

LISTERINE 
SHAVING CREAM

20 S H A V E S  F R E E
L a m b e r t P h a rm a c a l Co., D e p t. 158, S t. Louis, M o.

P lea se  send m e free  an d  postpaid  yo u r la rg e  sam ple  tub® 
of □  L is te rin e  S hav ing  C ream ; Q  L iste rin e  B rushlesa 
C ream . (C h ec k  w hichever is  d es ired .)

N am e-

Den r Bruce:
Please write more stories about John Masters

(Continued o n  page 104)

A ddress------------------------------------------- -----

C ity ---------------------------------------------- S ta te .
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B A C  L A C H E ?

Try  Flushing Excess Poisons 
And Acid Thru Kidneys 

And Stop Getting Up N ights

35 C E N T S  P R O V E S  IT
"When y o u r  k id n e y s  o re  o v e r ta x e d  a n d  y o u r  

M ad d er is  i r r i ta te d  a n d  p a s sa g e  s c a n ty  a n d  o f te n  
s m a r ts  a n d  b u rn s , y o u  m a y  need  G old M ed al 
H a a r le m  Oil C a p su le s , a  fin e  h a rm le ss  s t im u la n t  
a n d  d iu re tic  t h a t  s t a r t s  to  w o rk  a t  once  a n d  c o s ts  
b u t 35 c e n ts  a t  a n y  m o d e rn  d ru g s to re .

I t ’s  o n e  good s a fe  w a y  to  p u t  m o re  h e a l th y  a c 
t iv ity  in to  k id n e y s  a n d  b la d d e r  —  y o u  sh o u ld  
sleep  m o re  so u n d ly  th e  w ho le  n ig h t  th ro u g h . B u t  
be su re  to  g e t  G O L D  M ED A L —  i t ’s  a  g e n u in e  
m ed ic ine  fo r  w e a k  k id n e y s  —  r ig h t  f ro m  H a a r 
lem  in  H o lla n d . D on’t  accept a substitu te .

P g t A Y E t
If yon kelleve In the POWER OF PRAYER— If 
you are  *«ekin« «  H APPIER LIF E  of Love. 
Health. Peace. Prosperity. Success—we Invito 
you to  clip th is  Message now and  mall with 3o 
■temp for full Information about th e  Wonderful 
Work o u r G roup is  doing— a n d  may do for you! 

LIFE-S TUD Y FELLO W SH IP  
Studio A -25, Noroton. Conn.

1 return 
m a i l ,  in  
p l a i n  on - 
veloix), B o n d  
poeUl TODAY

P U L E S
S a m p le  o f  P a g e ’s  W o n d e rfu l 
C o m b in a tio n  P ile  T r e a tm e n t  

E .R . PAGE C o ., D e p t .  421-E3

I f  Y O U  a r e  t r o u b l e d
w i t h  i t c h i n g ,  b l e e d i n g  
o r  p r o t r u d in g  P ile s , w r ite  
T O D A Y  f o r  a  g e n e r o u s

F R E E
M a rs h a ll ,  M ich.

RAISE
S S M W jf .S S 7 .9 5

I Per Plate. Dental plates are 
made fa oar own laboratory 

l from yotir pcr.icnai impre.v 
nion. WORKMANSHIP and Material GUARANTEED or PURCHASE 
PRICE R EFU N D ED . We take this risk on our CO-Day Trial Offer, 
l i f t  M o v  S J r u n  A MV R jf iu z r v  Mail post card for FREE material 
UU w u i  C tu U f lP f l l  snU N C I and catalog of our LOW PRICES. 
D O N 'T  PUT IT  O FF  — Write os today 1 S u p e rv is e d  B y A  Dentist. 
B R I G H T O N - T H O M A S  D E N T A L  L A B O R A T O R Y  ( I N C .)  
© EFT. 62 0217 S .  HAL6TKO STR EET, CHICAGO, ILL.

(Continued from page 103)
in the first W orld War, as I  enjoy them  m ore than  
I do those dealing w ith  th e  new  w ar.

Tours truly,
520 Plh Ft. fl. E. A. Longe.
Wash in glow, D. 0.
And here is a  fifty-fifty verdict,  sort of:

Dear Brmv:
I hino «>< < n reading your magazine for two 

year**, mid l really like John Masters in lie? tirsr 
World War. although THE NAZI MENACE is ail 
right.

A faithful render,
Donald Baker.

A flock c£ le t te r s  vo ting  for  a modern 
Lone E ag le :
Dear Bru<« :

The NAZI MENACE is a grand story ami much 
more in tor*-sting than the excellent World War 
stories. Bringing in 11-17 again was clover. I May 
her up more and bring in more women to John 
Masters’ life. Louis J. Wei dnor, Jr.

<!5() Palo Vordo,
Pasadena, Caiif.

Dear Bruce:
The February issue of THE LONE EAGLE is 

the best I ’ve read so far and I  hope you keep John 
Masters in tF<- modern war.

I don't see why some of these peelots are crying 
over this. Why don't they buy your companion 
magazine MCV FIGHTERS? Bob Olson.

Box 430, El let, Ohio.
Dear Bruce :

I firmly believe you should keep THE LONE 
EAGLE in the war of today, with n World War 
story nmv and then to break the monotony.

John W ise.
75b Green ibid Avenue,
Pittsburgh, Pa.

Dear Brine:
1 imt read i h o  February issue of L. E. Oil, boy! 

T ill: NAZI MENACE was a cracker jack. Just keep 
John MasUe's in tiic war of today—keep up t he 
good work. Signing off.
Union, S. C. The Ramblin' Kid.
Dear B ra e :

Please keep rue new war novels going. We have 
enough guys lighting the old wur, ao ] ilea so keep 
the new ones coming. Thanks.

Art Karzy.
2317 ItusseU St.,
St. Louie, Mo.

Dear Bruce:
I have jnt-f finished reading your new edition ef 

stories of John Masters in THE NAZI MENACE.
I enjoyed your past LONE EAGLE, but I would 

enjoy the new series of the present crisis.
Yours sincerely.

S Chainph 'n  Avenue, Robert D'Aoust.
Ottawa, Ont,

Dear Bruce:
'THE NAZE MENACE is a honey of a story. Ko* p 

'THE LONE FAGI.E in today's war. It. some's 
more in ferreting with all modern equipment.

A Friend.
Dear Bruce:

As far as I am concerned. kep John Masters in 
the present war, for what's the use of reading 
about his lighting to end war twenty years ago 
when there is another going on now? However. I 
would deiidedi y give him a uniform. A per ail, 
both the Fiviu h and British uniforms are khaki, 
and so why not. let him wear the same unmarked 
uniform as in previous stories?

I enjoyed THE NAZI MENACE to a great ex
tent, and could not seem to put the magazine 
down it was one of the best LONE EAGLE novels 
I have read and I have rend the iirst one.

W. AM rich.Pom fret School,
Pom fret, Connecticut.
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Dear Bruce:
I have just finished reading THE NA5 

ACM ami I think it was great Before re 
I was in favor of keeping THE LONE 3Si 
the first World War, but now I think that 
should be kept in today's war.Arch Whitehouso’s article was very interesting 
and I liked SABOTAGE FLIGHT very much.Edward B a rent.

II Bonn Street,
A  at r  >na. i*:i.

Dear Bruce:
My brother and I have read your latest story 

THE NAZI MENACE, and it was the best story 
we ever read. We think you should writ** more 
stories about the second World War because they 
are modern and we hate Nazism as much as you. 

Sincerely,
121 Hansford Street, Richard Bates.
Hartwell, Cincinnati, Ohio.

F la sh e s  from  R ea d ers
Let’s have more modern war stories.—Herman 

Ball, Glen cl iff, N. 31.
I  like TIIE LONE EAGLE in the new' war.—Jack 

Simpson, Charles City, Iowa.
I wish you would continue to print these mod

ern war-air stories, I ’m looking forward to read
ing Ml'Uinat PATROL.—John Doyle.

Hope you will keep Masters in this new war.— 
A Loyni Fan.

Give us more like THE NAZI MENACE.—Guisti 
Kosaili, Scott Field, 111.

As a steady reader of THE LONE EAGLE I 
any: Let John Masters continue to fight in the 
present con diet.—Albert Casan, Covington, Va.

Keep John Masters in the present war, please.— 
Edward W. Cheney, Lawnside, N. J.

Answering your question, I would like John 
Masters to tight iu the present war.—Donald Mac- 
Go wan.

Now, to  counter-balance the foregoing, 
here is a blast from  the o ther  side. H old  
t i g h t !
Dear Bruce:

I am very surprised at THE LONE EAGLE, an 
American, lighting while our government is doing 
its best to keep us out of this war. I am sure 
that flier*’ are more people than myself who are 
appalled by it.

I  sincerely believe that you ought to leave him 
in the last war, when we weren't neutral.

Lee Durham.
Dear Bruce:

I think the stories of the 1018 War are the best.
I don’t like the new cues as well. I think Lieuten
ant Morgan writes slightly exaggerated stories, 
yet they are good fictional novels which sweep yon 
away.

Yours truly.
Safety Harbor, Charles Speight.
Florida.

Dear Bruce: j
I read THE LONE EAGLE nearly every month.

I tell you, THE LONE EAGLE just doesn't tit 
into this modern war. He belongs hack in 1017-18. 
And It-lT’s daughter doesn’t fit in either. Her 
mother was better. Please put John Musters back 
where he belongs—in the first World War,

Yours truly,
Evinston, Fla. Paul Patterson.
R obert  Main of Pasadena, California, 

says: “ I don’t  know about the o ther  read
ers, but I ’d ra th e r  have Jo h n  M as ters  back 
in 1914-18.”

Says H e rb e r t  Farber ,  an old read e r :  “ I 
would ra th e r  read of Jo h n  M as ters’ ex
periences in  the F ir s t  W o rld  W ar .” 

(Continued on page 106)

I MEN 
uling it 
TILE in Masters

Nearly everything worn orused must 
first be designed. Color and style 
influence their sale. Industry knows 
the importance of good looks in its 
products. In addition, magazines, 
newspapers, publishers and adver
tisers sp en d  m ill io n s  year ly  for 
illustrations. The artist has become 
an important factor in  industry.
D o you like to drawl If so, train 
your talent to serve industry. Draw
ing may be your surest road to
6UCCCSS.

The Federal Schools, affiliated with 
a large art, engraving and printing 
o rg a n iza tio n , has tra in ed  m any  
young men and wom en now  capable 
o f earning $ 1 ,0 0 0  to $ 5 ,0 0 0  yearly 
as design ers and illu s tra to rs . Its 
Hom e Study courses in  Commercial 
A rt, Illustrating and C a rto o n in g , 
contain exclusive illustrated lessons 
by many famous artists. Practical 
instruction by experienced men is 
the reason for its many years of out
standing success. Courses sold on 
easy m onthly paym ents.
Send today for Free B ook, outlining 
present opportunities in Art, de
scribing the training and showing 
rep rod u ction s o f students’ work. 
Just fill out and mail the coupon  
below. ,

FEDERAL SCHOOLS, Inc.
4630 Federal Schools* Bldg, 
Minneapolis, Minnesota
S en d  m e  y o u r  f re e  b o o k  e x p la in in g  ? e d e ra t 
S ch o o l A r t T ra in in g .

Name.................... *........ *
A d d r e s s . ................................................................................ ..

O c c u p a t io n .
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TRAIN IFOR
ELECTR ICITY
I’L L  F IN A N C E  A 

Y O U R  T R A IN IN G !  M
I X  W E E  K S  

S H O  P  THAI  N I NO
“ L e a r n  b y  D o in g .”  My Big F ree  Book tells yon how we 
train  you In 1 2  wct»ks — to  at;.rt in th« srrowintf o f EIoc- I 

tricity , by ac U ia l sh u p w o rk  on real [ 
elot irioal machinery—not by boo* s< 
ret?i»oiidcr.<'e. Amazing plan op:ibl«s ... 
to  wet train in ir f i r s t ,  .  . then fa te  lO  j 
M onths to  pay tro»t o f your tnltion in 
nm ittl m onl hly  p a y m e n ts  s t a r t i n g  5  
M onths from data you ata rt school, r.x- 

•ed education not u

E lectric  R efrigeration  and Air-t!o , 
tioii'ner m afructlon included. MAI L  
COUPON fo r FREE BOOK and all 
Fact* .

I  H. C . LEWIS. P re s id e n t, COYNE ELECTRICAL SCHOOL ■ 
Z 5 0 0  S. Paulu’a  S t . ,  Dc-,>t. 40-51 , C irc c e o , UK Z
■ Sm.l llijr F ree Hook v.Uh racts on Cnvtio training; and t*?!l i  
n ....... **p>sy.Tnlli<sn-Aitef-Graduatian”  Plan, and g

o s tia  4  W eeks R adio C ourse now included .

S E N D  NO MONEY!  — S a v e  M o n e y !

TRAHSPAPLNT 
6 0  D j y 8 'T r i . ; i l

I We make FALSE TEETH for yon by MAIL & 
I f r o m  j /n a r  ownm c u th -lm p re n f-Jon. M o n e y -  to 5 3 5  
“ “ • A P P  P a c k  C uaranlR B o f Se>tisfnotion, fc— m m

_ n L L  F re e  im p re sn lo n m  A t'.ria l,d irt-c .io n 3 ,ca ta lo g f .
ProfeHBinntJ Model y. s. Denial Co., Dept. 4-32 Chicago, HI.

WFAR HOSE WE FURNISH
and make rnonuy taking orders. Supply : 
ani;uin;i hosiery (men's, women's, chil

dren’s). Guaranteed to wmr without, (dependiug on 
jumihiT of pairs) holt s, ana.gs. or runs for as long at* 
HALF A YE Alt, or will bo replaced F it EE. Fords 

given as bonus. Doris Jensen, III., earm-d $11 in a  few hours 
received 13 ii“W cars. Mr, i'orer e a r n e d  Jt i -7.00 in 6 days. Semi 
lKtnnv pes-lal for guiek starting oitVr Now I 
W IIKNIT HOSIERY CO. Kldwsv UO-43, Greenfield, Ohio

R U P TU R ED  V r̂ZZl
F i F F " S e® Amazing New Discovery
•  W h y  su ffe r w ith  ru p tu re ?  Y o u  n e e d  n e v e r  w e a r
TOOT tin s *  aga in ! Y o u  w iil  b e  am azed  a t  th e  w o n d e rfu l 
successfu l re s u lts .  S ee  h o w  th i s  d isc o v e ry  w o rk s . FREE. 
P o sitiv e ly  c o s ts  y o u  n o th in g . N o  o b lig a tio n . J u s t  fill in  a n d
,--------— MAIL COUPON TODAY!----------- .
;  PHFSiMrtTIC INSTITUTE,2 4 S toneS t-JleptT ,N ew V orfc.N .V . II* f>nt’ me free nmbr plain m«I nod wrapper ''Amaile* New LUscovery.'’ I  Thm places mo under no oblieatlon to buy., |

I
Î Addrere -

Cash When Sick
O ver 120,000 People Have A lread y  Provided a Cash 

Income Up to $100 a Month
Pick hr nr fl fa up to 4100 a month whrn you aro laid up from 

ANY' kind of Kirkness will he paid under a Nr.w health policy 
now Issued >;y the National Protective Insurance Co.

Mi n lr.tm ages IS to CD and women from ages 18 to 59— 
whether employed or not—and who aro now in good health are 
enable. No application to till out. No medical examination 
rtdhired.

Hmkr.ess strikes suddenly and unexpectedly. I t  always causes 
groatiy Increased expenses and usually a reduced income. Over 
320,000 people have already bought National Protective health 
policim. Over ono and one-half million dollars have been promptly 
paid in benefits to policyholders.

SEND NO MONEY'. Just write your name, address, age and 
sex Id National Protective Insurance Co., 3001 Pickwick Building, 
Kansas City, Mo., and they will mail you a policy for lu  days' 
F n e  Inspection. See the policy first and if you are satisfied, th e n  
*euti na $3.85 to pay the premium for nearly flvo months. This 
•Vor 19 limited, so write today.

"D ea r  B ruce” (w ri te s  L eo n  B row n of 
Elwood, Ind iana)  “I  like the  Lone E agle  
in the W o rld  W a r  best .”

Ditto ,  says B ern a rd  Carr,  also of E l 
wood, Indiana.

So there  you have it, pee lo ts!  N e t  all— 
oh, not ail by any means, as M cM ahan 
the mailman can tes tify .  I ’d need the whole 
magazine to p r in t  all the le t te r s  th a t  have 
come in. So far  the present-day a ir  novel 
fans seem to be in the lead.

Speaking of the old war agains t  the 
new, w h a t’s your  slant,  peelots, on the 
plans of model planes th a t  are a regular 
fea ture  of T H E  L O N E  E A G L E  maga
zine. W o rld  W a r  or p resen t war ? W e ’ve 
been giving you plans fo r  models of W orld  
W a r  planes. Shall we go on doing so? O r 
would you like the  plans to  go modern  the 
way Jo h n  M as te rs  has?

L e t  me know, and a lthough McM ahan 
may g roan  and croak, I  guaran tee  he’ll de 
liver  all the mail you care to  send me. 
L e t ’s hear  from  you!

(Continued from page 105)

Jo in  O ur C lub!
A ll  you  kiwis who have no t yet done 

so— this  is to  rem ind  you th a t  m em bership  
in O U R  C LU B  is open to  you, wide open. 
All you have to  do is fill out the  coupon 
below and send it to  us.

I t  wiil be your applica tion  for member-

I L O N E  E A G L E S  O F  A M E R IC A , 
j 22 W E S T  48th S T R E E T ,
I N E W  Y O R K  C IT Y .
i; Oci ; •<■!!.ui: :
i P le a s e  e n ro l l  m o a s  n  m om  L or o f  t i n '  L O N E  
I e a g l e s  O F  A M K R IO A . I  a m  in t e r e s te d  m  
| I1 y ;n g  a n d  h o re b v  p le d g e  m y s e l f  to  w o rk  fo r  
: the- a d v a n c e m e n t  o f  a v ia t io n .

(/Vint le g ib ly )

Street ....................... ..........................................

Cif y a n<i State.................. ............. Ago.. . . . .
Do you want to be listed as Ten Pal?............
State whether you aiv a a pilot, can lly, have 
ridd< i> as passenger, or intend to become a i 
p i  l e t .  j

F a t e

(Signature)
IMPORTANT: Enclose a stamped, self-ad- ' 

<ireased envelope if you want n membership j 
i den i  i 1 i e a t i»: n ea r d.

SPECIAL OFFER: To obtain a genuine 
leather AVIATOR'S combination membership 
curd a iid loos ('-leaf memo-book—tear the
nuns'' THE LONE EAGLE from the covers of 
ray Lire'- issues. Mail these to the above ad
dress also enclosing a stamped self-addressed 
on'vi lo n e  and 4 cents in U. S. stamps. O r, if you 
wart your card case right a w a y , send o n ly  ONE i 
cover name strip and 12 cents in stamps, a l s o  j 
enclosing a stamped self-ad dressed envelope.

I f  a l r e a d y  a  m e m b e r  c h e c k  h e r o  □  j
f  o re ign  readers a re  requ ired  to  enc lo se  Arner- ] 
n.-uft s ta m p s  o r  In te rn a tio n a l R e p ly  C oupons. i 

4-* i0  I
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ship in T H E  L O N E  E A G L E S  O F  
A M E R IC A ,  the organ iza tion  devoted  
h ea r t  and. soul to  the  in te re s t s  of aviation.

Ju s ;  enclose a self-addressed  envelope 
w i th  your  applica tion  and w e’ll send you 
a, m em bersh ip  card  r igh t  away.

R em em ber— w h erever  you are, w hoever 
you are— you’re all eligible to join , and 
Thai means m em bers  of the fair sex too. 
jo.'-: T H E  L O N E  E A G L E S  O F  A M E R 
IC A , a world-wide o rgan iza tion  w ith  m em 
b ers  everywhere.

In  every issue of T H E  L O N S  E A G L E  
we publish a new list of P e n  Pals .  (See 
page 6.) In  this  way you can make con
tac t  w ith  new friends.

O u r N e x t  Is s u e
G et ready for th r i l ls !  Next issue we 

b ring  you Jo h n  M aste rs  in ano ther  ex c i t
ing neve! of to d ay ’s war— N O R T H  S E A  
T E R R O R .  I t ’s  packed w ith  zooming ac 
t io n  and b rea th - tak ing  exploits  f ro m  the 
first page to  the las t— and it  takes place 
on The m ost im p o rtan t  fron t of the p resen t 
war. U p-to- the-m inute ,  smashing dram a in 
every  scene —  and Jo h n  M as te rs  a t  his 
fighting best all the  way th rough!

I n  add it ion  to  th is  g rea t  novel,  there  
will  be an A m brose  H oo ley  howl by Joe 
A rch ibald— another  model plane— a flying 
lesson— and m any o ther  special fea tu res  of 
unusual in te res t .  T h ere  will be a surprise  
fea tu re  or two, in addition  to  our regu lar 
departm en ts .  L ook  fo rw ard  to the  next 
n u m b e r !

And while waiting, read the May issue 
o f  SKY F I G H T E R S ,  w hich will appear 
betw een  issues of T H E  L O N E  E A G L E . 
O ur companion mag will fea ture  H E L L ’S 
S U B S T I T U T E ,  a com ple te  air spy novel 
by Captain j .  W in ch c o m b e-T ay lo r  tha t  
races  on all cy linders!  I t ’s a g rand yarn!  
So ’eng— be seeing you!

— B R U C E  M c A L E S T E R .

I K E  STORY OF THE COYER
( C o n c lu d e d  from  p age 75)

pilo t 's  faces v.-eary, bu t smiling v ic to r i 
ously  as one or two glanced occasionally 
back as the ru ins  behind them. I t  was 
B ri ta in 's  answ er to  Germany. And it was 
only the sa lu ta t ion  of the ir  reply. T he  
body  cf the le t te r  was ye t  to  be writ ten .

T he  H aw k er  H enley  is one of B ri ta in s  
bes t  light bombers. I t ’s top speed is said 
to  be 272 miles an hour. I t s  job  is varied. 
I t  can be arm ed to  escor t  b igger find m ore  
cum bersom e bombers,  but one of i t s  m ost 
im portant jobs is the d es t ru c t io n  of a i r 
ports ,  m ine-laying traw lers ,  and o th e r  sea 
era it.

The Ju n k e rs  JU-87 is G erm any’s dive 
bomber which proved high ly  effective in 
the  Spanish Civil W ar.  I t s  ou ts tand ing  
m aneuver is to  pick a ta rg e t  on the  ground  
from  a  height of five to ten  thousand feet , 
d ro p  suddenly to  two thousand, lay its 
eggs and fly off. T h e  air-flaps on i t s  wings 
aid in checking i ts  rap id  descent.

All communications concerning . enrollment in any of the Hemphill 
Jiiesel Courses: should be sent to one of the following addresses:

NEW YORK . . . 31-31 Q ueens Blvd., L. I. City 
CHICAGO . . . . . . .  2030 Larrabe^ Street
MEMPHIS . . . . . . . .  449 Monroe Avenue
LOS ANGELES . . . . 2010 San Fernando Rd. 
VANCOUVER, B. C. . ,  . 1367 Granville Street

H E M P H IL L  D IE S E L  S C H O O L S  (ure nearest ad d ic t)
Pico--? le n d  duM cn your Diesel course-*, 2 !so free- ccpy cl 
liiu- .toled booklet '‘LIarch oI Di0 soi "

Age.—

Applications for enrollment will b e 'a c c e p te d , from English-speaking 
student* residing in foreign countries. W rite lor special terms.

f ltSELS?
™  r l l f l f f * ! * '  I ^ I T I  I f  !, TTTO IL’O TD ? VflH M UF *HO MATTER WHERE TOO LIVE 

- Whether yea are working cr Ed • 
WE HAVE R DIESEL TBALWX6 PLAN FOR YOU

Everywhere yen look you can see Dieoeb forging ahead— 
new  ty re s  fer trucks, busses, trains, boats and general 
indue. 1 7 . Yc-u’ve seen  the ad= cl v/crld-known tiirns 
c.nr-z z r eihg their entry into Die:0-'—magazines making 
DitbeY the subject of their feature articles. Mover belcre 
has there been greater activity in th'b field, *  * But
i-‘e  you ccr.necting yo u r fu ture w ith  the  inevitable 
o :c v ih  cJ this great industry? * *  Find out about 
it—start ccing so  by  sending for free copy cf March 
cf Diesel, and  data on Hemphill training. Use
coupon new.

H E M P H IL L D I E S E L
S C H O O L S
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A U D E LS  Carpenters 
and B uilders Guides

f4 vols . $ 6

I i b M i  T t » i te  In fo rm a tio n  O n :
B ow  to  use th e  s te e l square— H ow  t o  file an<J s e t  
» w » —H ow  to  b u ild  fu rn itu re —-H ow  t o  uae a  
m itre box— H o w  t o  xroe th e  ch a lk  lino— H ow  to  UB9 
rule* a n d  scales— IIo w  to  m ake jo in ts— C arp en ter#  
a r ith m etic— Solving  m en su ra tio n  prob lem s— Es
tim ating s tre n g th  of tim b e rs— H ow  to  s e t  cirdera 
n o d  mils— H ow  to  fram e houses a n d  roofe— H o w  to  
e s t im a te  coeta— H o w  t o  b u ild  houses, b a rn s , g a r
ages; bungalow s; e tc .— H ow  to  re a d  a n d  d ra w  
p lan s— D raw ing  u p  specifications— H ow  to  ex 
ca v ate— IIo w  to  u se  s e ttin g s  12. 13 a n d  17 on  th e  
e tss l square— H ow  to  b u ild  ho ists a n d  scaffolds—  
sky ligh ts— H ow  t o  b u ild  s ta irs— H o w  to  put on 
in te r io r  t r im — H ow  to  h an g  do o rs— H ow  to  la th —  
la y  floors— H ow  to  p a in t

In sid e  T ra d e  In fo rm ation
for Carpenter*, Builder*. Join- 
erg, Building Meobanica and 
nil W oodw orkers* Those 
Guides f ire  yon the sbort-cut 
in*(motions th a t you want— 
including new methods, ideas, 
solution*, plan*, systems and 
money saying Bucgoatiom. An 
easy proxroaarV'B so unto for the 
apprentice and student. A 
“iraeiieal daily helper and 
-iuiok Roferonoe for the maetor 
worker. Carpenters every* 
where are mine these Guides 
M a Helping Hand to  Ranter 
Work. Batter Work and Bet
ter Pay* To get this aaajat- 
a  Doe for yonraslf, simply fill

T H E O . A U D E L  & C O *  49 W . 23rd  S t ^  N ew  Y o rk  C ity

THE L.E.A. FLYING COURSE
( C o n c lu d e d  fro m  page 10 1 )

tu r re t  are so designed th a t  the i r  weight 
balance each other, and their  positions in 
re la tion  to  each o ther  are  such tha t  with 
any movement of the gun and seat in un i
son, the gunner’s line of vis ion remains in 
an unchanged re la tionship  to  his gunsights.

Thus, if the man swings the gun upward, 
the seat goes backward and down with the 
same motion, or if he swings the gun to 
the lef t his seat revolves equally to the 
right, as though he were s i t t ing  in a re 
volving d en tis t’s chair aiming a gun, bu t 
no t so painful.

S itting, the gunner can cover the whole 
hemisphere above and on all sides of him, 
and standing, he can cover tha t  port ion  
of the hemisphere below him which his 
gun will reach.

I n  the larger ships, they  have gun t u r 
re ts  in the floor which p ro tec t  the lower 
hemisphere around the ship, and which 
may he operated  by gunners  lying down 
and operating  the gun from  a prone posi
tion.

Ks& Aodota Carpenter* and B'jfliJara Gtrid*a, A vt>l<u, oa 7 days' free trial. I f  O K* 
I  remit 21 in 7 day*. »nd f t  monthly until 94 i* paid. Otherwise I  will return than#* 
No obligation unite* 1 t n  eoUahed*

N*m .

OoTOPfttian,

Asthma Mucus
C o u g h in g , G a s p in g

Thanks to a Doctor’s prescription called Mendaco, 
many can now curb terrible attacks of choking, 
gaBping, coughing, wheezing Bronchial Asthma by 
helping nature dissolve the mucus or phlegm. No 
dopes, no smokes, no injections. Just tasteless, pleas
ant tablets. Mendaeo dissolves in the stomach and 
circulates thru the blood. Often the quick, delight
ful palliative action helps nature bring welcome sleep 
and proves a ‘‘Godsend." Mendaco is so satisfactory 
it is offered under a guarantee of money back on 
return of empty package unless completely satisfied. 
Ask your druggist for Mendaco today. The guarantee 
protects you.

M E N  W A N T E D
S id e  D in e— S p a r e  T im e — F u l l  T im e  

B IG  C A S H  C O M M IS S IO N S  I N  A D V A N C E  D A ID Y  
Complete line of EVERYDAY BUSINESS NECESSITIES 
—over 2000 f»at selling, steaily repeating Item s for ali retail 
merchants, gas stations, business office, eto., at a saving of 
more than half. You take ordBis. We deliver! Elaborate 
feAMPLE DISPLAY OUTSIT sent FREE. Write Quick. 
N O R T H W E S T E R N , 62S-X, Wwt Jaekaon, Chioaao, 1(1,

O p era ted  by the F e e t
A gun tu r re t  itself  does no t  operate  by 

machinery, bu t is opera ted  by the gunner 
manually  so tha t  there  is less danger of 
mechanical breakdown. Or, it  m ight be 
more correc t  to say it  operates  pedally, 
fo r  the gunner swings around  and into 
positions by the simple process of shoving 
the tu r re t  around w ith  his feet.

T h e  tu r re t  itself  is a c ircular ring on 
ro l lers  which will swing around by being 
pushed w ith  the feet, like a baby’s kiddy 
car;  the saddle or seat suspended from  
it, and which swings w ith  i t ; and the gun 
mount built in tegral with  it.

Covering  the  tu r re t  will be a cylindrical 
metal frame covered w ith  t ransparen t m a
terial, and in which is the gun slot,  all re 
volving with the man and the gun.

O th e r  A rm a m en ts
T h ere  are o ther  arm am ents  on fighting 

ships, which we will take up later. T here  
is a seaplane which launches a torpedo, 
there  are guns which fire armor-piercing 
shells with  delayed time fuses.

I n  fact, there  are a lo t  of deadly th ings 
about a fighting ship, and we will eventu
ally lea rn  as much about them as we are 
allowed to  know before we jo in  the fight
ing wing.

— B R U C E  M c A L E S T E R .

“ 3 5  Write Stories
that SELLHm-GmcaFllanchardhad an IDEA for 

m story. We criticized bareto rv . cavo 
H a new title and told her WHERE TO 
SEH0 IT. She grot a enbatantia! check 
THE FIRST TIME OUT. That is a THRILL' mnny of our graduates hava each 
month. Let 22 years o f exparlence guide YOU. Endorsed by Jack London.

F R E E  B O O K L E Tm mm m -m — m nation of o u r p erso nal
eSftJcfsm  a n d  m a n u s c r ip t  s a le s  s e rv ic e .  N o obligations. W rite! 
H O O S iE R  IN S T IT U T E  191 T) D e p t .  4174* F O R T  W A Y N E , IN D .

Next Issue
MORE ABOUT 

FIGHTING SHIPS
THE N E W  COLLEGE HUMOR 1 5c  EVERYWHERE



UNOFFICIAL
(C ontinued  from  page 98)

streak ing  down for a quick landing 
and safety. B ut when the smooth 
w ing skin  was once again punctured 
by bullets, he saw red.

“Yeah?” he jeered and yanked back 
the loading handles of the tw in h igh
speed firing V ickers gun m oulded into 
the curve of the engine cowling. “Not 
while I ’m in th is  baby, you don’t.”

T apping rig h t rudder he s tarted  to 
swerve off, waited un til the nose of 
the bomber sw ung around toward him. 
T hen he braced him self and w ent 
slan ting  down in a vertical dive to the 
left. A fte r he dove five hundred feet, 
he sucked air into his lungs and 
hauled back on the stick. H is eyeballs 
rolled and stabs of w hite pain lanced 
his brain. T hen  the increased gravity  
force let go its  grip  on him. H is eyes 
came back into focus and he saw the 
silvery fish-shaped belly of the 
bomber. I ts  p ilo t was try in g  to drop 
the nose and circle down afte r him.

Baker laughed and pressed both 
trig g er trips. L ight arm or-piercing, 
explosive bullets began to  spew out 
of the tw in  V ickers at the rate of fif
teen hundred  a m inute for each gun. 
He saw the bullets rip  into the nose 
of the plane, saw the effect they  had 
along tha t silvery  belly clear back to 
the double ta il wheel. Fie cu t his fire 
and streaked out from  under so that 
the big ship w ouldn’t smash in to  him. 
B ut the big ship d idn’t fall. I t  kept 
rig h t on circling  around down afte r 
him. Baker fe lt like a hun ter who has 
blasted away at a charging Rhino 
w ith BB shot.

Baker stared  amazed for a moment, 
while bullets of hate winged their 
way tow ards him. Fie belted the stick, 
and w ent whamming out into the 
clear. Then he zoomed up, cursing 
savagely at himself.

“You fat-headed sp y !” he grated. 
“You see everything and remember 

(C ontinued  on page 110)

Fistula Sufferers 
Face Danger

One of the trr *:<• results of neglected fistula frequently 
Is loss of bowel control together with nervous dis
eases and general ill health caused by self poisoning. 
Thousands could save themselves from humiliation 
and serious illness by taking proper treatment in 
time. The Thornton & Minor Clinic—oldest known 
rectal institution in the world—offers a FltEB Bock 
which explains Fistula and other rectal diseases; tells 
how more than 50,000 persons have been benefited by 
their mild, corrective institutional treatment—wlthdut 
hospital confinement. Write for this Free Book and 
Reference List. Address Thornton & Minor Clinic, 
Suite -150, 020 McGee St., Kansas City, Mo.

IN D U S TR IA L W E L D E R
Wm m m t  sio-voitues*Socks*. This marvelous SBl
Dynam ic P o w e r  W e ld e r  d o e s  the *  „ 
work of much highor priced ty p e s .  R  is  | 
easily  portab le. WELDS Cylinder Block*,
B um pers, F enders ,T anks,F arm  M achinery. .
e tc . Will a!so solder and braze on the  l ig h te s t !  
m ateria l. W orks on iron , s te e l ,t in ,  b rass ,co p *  '  
p e ra n d  all other m etals. M enw itlioot previous 
experience  c a n  make as  much as  * 5 .0 0  on ft e "  ~
hour repair job. In  a year's time a Dynamic. W
°y0os; s LESS TH A N  6 C E N TS  A  I
Instructions Free-Open a welding shop now. AGENTS—H aks Ws 
profits seiimg to garages, factories, janitors and machine shops. Write 
today for our 10-DAY TRIAL OFFER. D YN A M IC WELDER 
COM PANY, 2226-MC SILVERTON ROAD, CHICAGO. ILLINOIS

-W elder

l D A Y '

START
$1260 To $2100 YEAR
MEN— WOMEN / ------------------
G e t  a  1 9 4 0  a p p o i n t -  /  V v p t  A _2 5 8  

m e n t .  G e t  r e a d y  '  k o c h e s t r k , s .  t . 
i m m e d i a t e l y .  /  C C T tfaM n : Rush lo jt.*
C o m m o n  e d u c a -  /  f r e e  o t- a *  „ t

,  .1 ■ S. G overnm en t b ig  pnv
t i o n  u s u a l l y  /  jobs. N ow  ob ta in ab le , geod 
sufficient /  frpje book *> -
b u u i u e n u  *  s a i l  in g  sa la ries , v a c a t i o n .  .

^  hou rs, v . 'O rn .  Tell m e how  to  oUtvo 
ify  ib r  one o f  these  jobs.

Mail
Coupon , N am e.................. ......................................
Today—  t
SURE /  A ddress
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W O R L D  F R  m  D U S • S T B  n D fl R D fTl R n  E

T Y P E W R IT E R S
T > r

^ W tm £ i/V u n m ,
VOW  CHOICE—»UHDEBWOOPSI ____
ROYALS1 R ln T IN C T O N S J L . C . 5 8 U T H S I
W O O O S rO i'K S J Af lew  a* 1 /3  m f .s .  o r ijjJn a i - .
P f lj* . T y p ew rite rs  t h a t  c o s t w p tia  SlKMPA-vsontS 8S EflW f l A  
a* $2&9u. Genuine. « t»niki'd. fu ll ei-od reb u ilt office models 
— up-to-date improvement!*--!' t n i ia n i  kayfioBrd. bank eps.c*r. ribbon nrvflrwj. 1 cola*
ribbon. *tc. Nc>rur boXors Boch joak-t>ctto.n pnceo! FULLY G UAR.AKTEKOI BackoJ 
by 80 ye*tra of fair dealing. T en  d ey  tria l. E —'ieft termn in LUtory—t s  low a -  M o a  v. seta 
F * E n  bi* prico 1‘1 'ffbinK c a td cg  etiowa nil a s l M  jj? colora. detaila ou 10 d a y  tria l c q j  
• saiost term*. F f t£ E  Von Y rjult Touch  T ypine course w ith y ou r typew riter. BM 
esto loe before you buy . M ci« co u p o n  notv w h ile  #*och !* c w ip J e t .- .
r  Ri rk « tu o na l“ty  r e vj h i Tem ’EitVHftMGE""
■ 231 ML Morirno b t. .  C hkayo, 1M. ( l > p t .  4HS) I

Nome.,
Town .

S O N G  P O E M S  W A N T E D
T O  B E  S E T  T O  M L S IO  

Free Examination. Send Your Poems to 
J .  C H A S . M c N K IL , M A S T ,E H  O F  M U S IC  

0 1 0 -T F  So. A le x a n d r ia  E o s  A ngrelm , C a lif .

F p r t  S A M P L E S  OP REMARK*
R  ABLE T REATMENT  FOR

Stomach Ulcers
Due to Gastric Hyperacidity

I H . H . B rom ley, o f S herburne. V t*  
w r i te s :  *T suffered  fo r  10 y ea rs  w ith  

I ac id -stom ach  troub le. D octo rs all told 
I m e  I had  u lcers an d  w ould h ave  to  

d ie t th e  r e s t  o f  m y life . B efo re  ta k 
in g  your tre a tm e n t I  w eighed  143 
pounds an d  could ea t n o th in g  b u t 
so ft foods an d  m ilk. N ow . a f t e r  ta k 
in g  V o n ’s T ab le ts, I  w eigh  171 

' pounds, can  e a t a lm ost a n y th in g  and  
feel perfectly w elt"  I f  you suffer from indigestion, gastritis, heart 
bum. bloating o r  any other stomach trouble duo to gastric acidity 
•ou. too, should try Ton's for prompt relief. Send far FBEH 
Samples of thin wonderful treatment and details of guaranteed trial 
offer. Instructive Booklet is Inchjdoti. Write 
P H I L A D E L P H I A  V O N  C O . D e p t .  97S -F

F o x  B u i ld in g ,  P h i la d e lp h ia ,  P a .

WH B I C E .  C A R D S .
V

t£  *i

S pec ia ltie s  fo r  M ag ic ians  use. Inks . 
S h iners , Check-Cop, D aubs. C atalog  
te n  cen ts , s ta m p s  o r  coin.
H I L L  B R O S ., B o x  T , S o lid  ft, C olo .

Advance cash commissions and 33% 
bonus writing easy orders, spare or full 
time. We deliver and collect.-No expe
rience or money required. Represent j 
world’s larges! shir! roanulacturera 
aelling to wearer. One year guarantee; 
hall price olfer; customised fit. Full 
line sportswear Including slacks end ] 
ensembles. Hosiery for men and women, 
write for FREE money •making outm. 
R O JH EC LirF* Q U A K FR  _
l a g g  B ro a d w g y ,  R apt, 464.

SPORTS
WEAR!

( C ontinued from  page 109) 
nothing. You know perfec tly  well 
tha t th a t type of bomber has double 
arm or p la ting  along th e  en tire  length 
of its  belly. A nd you try in g  to  get 
it down th a t way.”

A blast from  the bom ber’s guns 
punctuated  his ou tburst of disgust. 
He dropped the nose of his ship and 
looked as though he were going to 
dive down and s trik e  at the bomber 
from  the side. T h at w asn’t his idea, 
however, but he w anted the German 
p ilo t to th ink  so. The German did 
and pulled up his own nose to make 
it a nose-to-nose affair. And at th a t 
exact instan t Baker w hirled  into ac
tion. He yanked the Hawker-Seym ore 
out of its dive, streaked s tra ig h t 
through a sca tte rin g  burst of shots 
from  the bomber, and then  he rolled 
over and w ent s tra ig h t down like an 
arrow.

Too late the German pilo t realized 
th a t he was trapped. T he p ilo t tried  
desperately to haul up to a steeper 
zoom so th a t the nose gunner could 
do som ething. Too late! E ngine 
howling, and tw in  V ickers sp itting , 
Baker plunged s tra ig h t down on the 
p ilo ts’ com partm ent. H is first burst 
shattered  the cowling of the com part
m ent and pinned both the p ilo t and 
the re lie f p ilo t to their seats, stone 
dead.

BA K E R  then  hauled back on the 
stick  and zoomed upwards. 

W hen he had a thousand feet of air 
between him  and the bomber he 
tw isted  around in  h is seat and looked 
down. The bomber was ro lling  over 
slowly like some huge-prehistoric 
b ird  killed  in  m id-flight. F o r a m o

m ent it hovered m otionless, then  all 
hell le t go in  its  insides. A solid sheet 
of flame shot a good hundred  feet into 
the air. The back of the bomber broke 
apart, and the two halves w ent slip- 
s lid ing  and tum bling  earthw ard, leav
ing behind a huge tra il  of smoke and 
flaming debris.

“G od!” B aker breathed softly .
UO



“ T h e y  e ve n  flam e m o re  th a n  the  o ld  
ones used to .”

T h e  s ig h t  o f  the  tw o  h alves of the 
oom ber s t r ik in g  the  g ro u n d , and the 
sw a rm  o f pe o p le , w h o  lo o k e d  lik e  
in ts , r u s h in g  c ro s s -c o u n try  to w a rd  the 
spot, p u lle d  a s tr in g  in  B a k e r 's  b ra in , 
and sn apped h im  back to re a lity . 
W h a t  a mess he w as in . H e 'd  sw ip e d  
i R o y a l A i r  F o rc e  p lane, ta k e n  i t  a lo ft 
to r a test h o p , a n d  he e n gaged a G e r 
man p la n e  in  co m bat and shot it  d o w n . 
H e ’d been fo rc e d  to  fig h t, b u t—

“ B u t  g e t r id  o f  th is  plane— q u ic k !” 
be y e lle d  at h im s e lf. ‘‘I t 's  y o u r  o n ly  
:ope, b ro th e r 1”

W h e th e r  the  idea w as r ig h t  o r 
w ro n g  d id n ’t m a tte r. F ie  o n ly  w a n te d  
to get the  p la n e  d o w n , and get a w a y 
fro m  it  w it h  no qu e stio n s asked b y  
a n yb o d y. L e t  the  B r it is h  w o n d e r 
what ha d  a c tu a lly  h a p p en e d . M a y b e  
some o f  th e m  w o u ld  guess— i f  th e y  
happened to  read h is  s y n d ic a te  series. 
H e ’d be thre e  th o u s a n d  m ile s  a w a y  by 
*-hat tim e .

K ic k in g  ru d d e r, he s w u n g  to w a rd  
the w e s t lo o k in g  fo r  a s tre tc h  o f  b a r
re n  g ro u n d . H e  soon fo u n d  w h a t he 
desired. T h e r e  w a s n ’t a house a n y 
w here ne a r it. A n d  b y  the tim e  a n y 
b o d y seeing h im  la n d  co u ld  get over, 
be w o u ld  be w e l l  on h is  w a y  b y  foot. 
H e ’d p ro b a b ly  be on the boat fo r hom e 
before th e y  g o t a ro u n d  to c h e c k in g  
up on th a t car h e 'd  had those tw o  
"arm ers d r iv e  off in .

A  fe w  m in u te s  la te r, he cra n k e d  
d o w n  the w h e e ls  o f  the S c o u t, nosed 
d o w n  to  a le v e l p a tch  o f  g ro u n d , and 
'e ve le d  off. N o t  u n t il  h is  w h e e ls  w e re  
on the g ro u n d  d id  he see it . S w eat 
broke o u t on h is  fo reh ead. H is  heart 
u m p e d  d o w n  in to  h is  boots. A n o th e r  

H a w k e r-S e y m o re  h a d  s u d d e n ly  a p 
peared. H e  m u s t have s ig h te d  B a k e r 
and coasted in  d ir e c t ly  b e h in d  h im . 
T o  take off and t r y  to shake it  w as o u t 
o f the q u e stio n . B u t , m aybe the  E n g 
lish  p i lo t  w o u ld  b e lie ve  h im . . . .

H e  cam e to  a stop, and sat w a it in g  
lik e  a m a n  in  the e le c tric  ch a ir. T h e  
o th e r sh ip  to u ch e d  g ro u n d , stopped.

(C on clu ded  on page 112)

SXmMK cr  ,Tf I JM TflK  
I  T h is  p rro R D w iT H  t m s  
| w t  w  HOME RECOftOO/J

N T s , B o b .
IT  S U R E  SOUNDS
(Li k e  v o u n v o ic E . f

It s  wondeful
- f i N D  SO S IM P L E  
—P l e a s e  l e t  ME
MRKE fl RECORD.

MAKE YOUR OWN 
RECORDS AT HOME

With HOME RECORD0 you can make a profe^licnal-Iike record 
of your vhiginjr, talking, reciting or jnatruiiii-nt playing right in 
your own l.wuo toe! No longer need the high prices of recording 
machine; <r f!;:dio facilities prevent you or your family or friend* 
from hearing siivir own voices or playing. No e.v.\ • i-m-c necessary. 
N'o “mike" fib ht to worry ebout. No complicate'.! gadgets. In a 
jiffy you t\jTi nut up HOMS RKCOIiDO, play <•: sing or talk, p.ml 
immediately you have a  record which you and sour friends 
hear as offon as you wish.

HAVE YOU TA LEN T? HOM E RECORDO W ILL TELL
How often you have wanted to hear how you Bourn! to othcra And 

how ofti-n have you wished for an audition. HOME RlfCOllDO 
make; th e se  easy and possible fur you now. Herro-e, no longer tan  
the uipense keep you fulfilling your wish. With the help of 
HOME JUiXOIiJX) you might bo one of the lucky t,nc§ to find ficoo 
and i-v.cr^s through this simple method of bringing your UJewU 
before the prop*r authorities.

IT ’S THR ILLIN G . . . .  AMUSING!
Yen'll m  a  real thrill of HOME RECORDING. Surprise your 

friend* by letting them lmar your voteo or phrying right from a 
record. Kcccrd a  snappy talking feature*. Itororu Frkes and become 
tho li*’;-' of tho party. Great to help train  your video and to cul
tivate fpotch. Nothing to practice . . . you start recording at »v< ■»
. . . no other mechanical or electrical devices n ee d ed ........... .
ihing iuvese;»ry included. Nothing eiso to buy. .Just ;-ing, apeak or 
play anti HOME RECORDO unit, which operates on any electric or 
hand-winding type phonograph, will do the recording on speciM 
blank record;:, we furnish. You nan imnivdiandy play tho records 
ban; at- fthi'H you wish. Make your homo mmm \ talking picture 
with HOME REOoUDO. Simply make tho rcccrd whi'e filming ami 
play b;u'k s.hcc showing the pictuve. You can also record orc’ivctia* 
cr favorite radio programs right otT tho air and 
replay th- m whenever you wish.
O P E R A T R S  ON ANY A .C . OTS O .O .

K L E f ! T » » €  P H O N O G R A P H S
R A D IO -P H O N O  C O M B IN A T IO N S  

H A N D -W IN D IN G  P H O N O G R A P H S  
R K C O K 1) P L A Y H R 8  

& P O R T A B L E S

SEND NO M ONEY!
Everything U Included. Nothing else to buy 

and nothing eiso to pay. You get complete 
HOME BtV O im iN fl UNIT, which Includes 
special recording noodle ami playing noodle*.
Also guide revuvd nnd spiral feeding attach
ment and combination recording and play
back unit suitable for recording a  ‘Licit, voice, 
instrument or radio broadcast. 2-SIDED 
BLANK RECORDS COST ONLY 93c par 
dozen. (?A nidca.)

COMPLETE 
OUTFIT CKLY

$ 2 - 9 8

H U R R Y  COUPON
S TA R T  RECORDING A T  ONCE!
H0*rR RECORDING CO.

11 West 11t.h St. New Y o r *

HOME RECORDING CO., Studio K E ^ '
II West 17th Street, New York N. Y.

Send cd iie  HOME RECORDING OTTYIT described above, i?  
return mail. I will pay postman plus pn-Dipe. on tpriori.
(Send erah or money order now for $3.00 and save postage.)

.Send t . b l a n k  records at 93c per dogrn (2d

Name........... .............................................................................. ..............
Address............................ .................................................................. ...........
Cliy A > '(............................ ....................................

y.T*k: C-'.f: . and Foreign S?.Qu ess.--. : di (rider.
in



K i d n e y s  M u s t

Clean Out Acids
If lx c ess  A c id s  a n d  p o is o n o u s  w a s te s  in  y o u r  b lo o d  

a r e  r e m o v e d  c h ie f ly  t h r u  9 m i ll io n  t i n y  d e l ic a te  K id n e y  
tu b e s  o r  f i l te r s .  A n d  n o n - o r g a n ic  a n d  n o n - s y s te m ic  
d i s o r d e r s  o f  th e  K id n e y s  o r  B la d d e r  m a y  c a u s e  G e t
t i n g  U p  N ig h ts .  N e rv o u s n e s s ,  JLeg P a in s ,  C irc le s  U n 
d e r  K y e s , D iz z in e s s , B a c k a c h e ,  S w o lle n  A n k le s , o r  
B u r n in g  P a s s a g e s .  I n  m a n y  s u c h  c a se s  t h e  d iu r e t ic  
a c t io n  o f  t h e  D o c to r ’s  p r e s c r ip t io n  C y s to x  h e lp s  th e  
K id n e y s  c le a n  o u t  E x c e s s  A c id s . T h i s  p lu s  t h e  p a l 
l i a t iv e  w o r k  o f  C y s t  e x  m a y  e a s i ly  m a k e  y o u  fe e l lik e  
a  n e w  p e r s o n  in  j u s t  a  f e w  d a y s .  T r y  C y s te x  u n d e r  
th e  g u a r a n t e e  o f  m o n e y  b a c k  u n le s s  c o m p le te ly  s a t 
is fie d . C y s te x  c o s ts  o n ly  3 c  a  d o s e  a t  d r u g g i s t s  a n d  
th e  g u a r a n t e e  p r o t e c t s  y o u .

WAITED
B IC H A R D  B R O S .,

O R IG IN A L SO NG POEMS
any subject YOU CAN write 
the words for a  son?. Don't 
delay—send us your poem for 
immediate consideration.

74 W oods B u ild in g , C hicago, HI.

ToAnySuitF
D ouble th e  life  o f  you r 
co a t a n d  v e s t w ith  co rrec tly  ,, 
m a tch ed  p a n ts . 100,000 patterns.
Every pair hand tailored to your measure. 
Our match sent FR EE for your O. K. before 
pants are made. F it  guaranteed. Send piece 
of cloth or vest today.

SUPERIOR MATCH PANTS COM PANY 
209 S. State St. Dept. 983 Chicago

A S T H M A
TREATMENT mailed on 
Free Trial. If satisfied 
send $1; if not, it's Free. 

, Write me for your treat- 
-------— — --------meat today.
W. K. STERLINE, 830 O hioA ve., Sidney, Ohio

A REAL SURE FIRE SELLER
Thugs and Thieves Beware!— Here is a reg
ular 5 shot repeater which discharges 5 smother

ing clouds of Tear Gas in rapid succession to instantly Stop, 
Stun and Incapacitate the most vicious man or beast. A safe and ef
fective substitute for dangerous firearms. NO PERMANENT IN
JU R Y . Needed in Stores, Banks, Autos and Homes everywhere toSrotect I.ifo and Property. No skill required. Also Fencll Guns, 

fleptric Sholls. Riot Bombs, Fountain Pen Guns. Police Club Guns. 
AH precision-built. NO TOYS. Every demonstration leads to a $3.00 to 
$8.60 pale, offering big profits. Handle our Tear Ga3  Equipment as 
a. side-line and you’ll soon give it full time. For a quick start, send 
$2.00 for complote demonstrator outfit consisting of an Automatic 

Pencil Gun with 10 demonstrators and 3 powerful Tear Gas cartridges, 
fully guaranteed. *
F R E E  Elue P rin t showing how to install Electric Tear Gas m u*. mm mm Shells in stores and Banks for hold-up and bur
glary protection, also Complete Rales Plan furnished with order or 
Jnquiry. HAGEN IM PORT COM PANY, Dept. H-441. St. Paul. Minn

T H E  T R U T H  A B O U TStomach Ulcers
Caused by Gastric Hyperacidity

F R F P  Booklet on simple home treatment. Many report they 
■ were saved from expensive operations. Learn all
about this amazing inexpensive home treatment. Pain relieved from 
the start. No rigid or iiQuid diet. Tills valuable booklet sent FREE 
with information as to guaranteed tidal offer. TW IN  C IT Y  VON 
CO.. Dept. 209. Saint Paul. Minnesota.— Adv.

$t$p g S 5

Complete home-study courses
an d  e d u ca tio n a l b o o k s , s l i g h t ly  u s e d .  
S o ld , r e n te d , ex c h a n g e d . A ll su b 
j e c t s .  M oney-back  g u a r a n te e . C ash  
p a id  fo r  u sed  c o u r se s . F u ll  do- 
t a i ls  and  I llu str a te d  7 2 -p a g e  bar
g a in  c a ta lo g  FR EE. W rite  tod ay!  

N ELSO N  CO .
D-227 Manhattan Bldg., Chicago

(C o n clu d ed  from  page 111)
A  h e lm e te d  a n d  g o g g le d  fig u re  ju m p e d  
o u t a n d  ra n  o ve r.

“ D a m n  fine w o r k , L ie u te n a n t— ”  
T h e  E n g lis h m a n  sto p p e d  sh o rt, 

je rk e d  u p  h is  g o g g le s , a n d  stared, 
d u m b fo u n d e d . J u s t  as d u m b fo u n d e d , 
B a k e r  stared  d o w n  in to  th e  face of 
C o lo n e l A n d e rs o n .

“ G o o d  G o d , you!"  the  co lo n e l 
f in a lly  gasped. “ I  th o u g h t  y o u  w e re  
L ie u te n a n t  S t r a n g !”

“ H e  w as w o u n d e d  a n d  d ro p p e d  
d o w n  w h e re  I  h a p p e n e d  to  be, C o lo 
n e l,”  B a k e r b lu rte d  out. “ A f t e r  I  h a d  
h im  ta k e n  to  the C u r r y  H o s p ita l, I  
w a ite d  b y  the p lane. I — w e ll I  guess 
I  g o t c u rio u s  a n d  to o k  it  up. A  G e r 
m a n  bo m b e r ju m p e d  on m e. W h a t  
c o u ld  I  do? I  h a d  to shoot it  d o w n  
to save m y  l i f e ! ”

C o lo n e l A n d e rs o n  sto o d  stiff fo r  a 
f u l l  m in u te  , th e n  s lo w ly  sh o o k  h is  
head.

“ D a m n e d e s t t h in g  e v e r !” he m u t 
te re d . “ W o u l d n ’t b e lie ve  it  i f  I  h a d n 't 
seen S tra n g  d ro p  o u t o f the  flig h t. 
A n d  y o u ?  G o o d  G o d , you  sh o t d o w n  
th a t b o m b e r? ”

“ I  d id ,” B a k e r  a d m itte d . T h e n  an 
idea s tru c k  h im . “ B u t  y o u  take c re d it  
fo r  it , C o lo n e l. I  d o n ’t w a n t a n y . J u s t  
fo rg e t about m e a n d  i t ’ll  be o k a y .”

“ I  guess I ’l l  have to  take c re d it  fo r 
the  v ic t o r y ,”  the c o lo n e l g ru n te d . “ I t  
w o u ld  be a fine fix  if  the p a p e rs fo u n d  
o u t w h a t h a p p e n e d .”

“ T h a n k s ,”  B a k e r  said  and s igh e d  
w it h  re lie f . “ W a n t  m e to f e r r y  th is  
back w it h  y o u ? ”

T h e  co lo n e l sta rte d  to  shake h is  
head, ch eck ed it  and gave B a k e r  a 
keen lo o k . H e  sm ile d  as he spoke.

“ Y e s ,”  he said. “ O f  course no one 
can stop y o u  w r i t i n g  about the p e r
fo rm a n ce  o f  the S c o u t, now. So  y o u  
m ig h t  as w e ll  have some p ic tu re s  to go 
w it h  it. I ’ve  som e at the  fa c to ry . 
T a k e  off, and f o l lo w  m e b a c k .”

“ I ’m  off, C o lo n e l !” B a k e r  g r in n e d  
a n d  re a che d  fo r  the  th ro tt le . “ A n d , 
th a n k s !”

THE NEW COLLEGE HUMOR 15c EVERYWHERE
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THE SWAP COLUMN

H e r e '*  w h e r e  y o u  c a n  e x c h a n g e  s o m e th in g  y o u  h a v e  
b u t  d o n 't  w a n t  f o r  s o m e th in g  s o m e o n e  e lse  h a 3  th a t  
y o u  do  w a n t.  T h is  is  a, F R E E  se r v ic e .

F o r  e x a m p le , i f  y o u  h a v e  a  c a m e r a  a n d  d o n ’t  u s e  i t ,  
a n d  w o u ld  like, to  h a v e  a  s ta m p  a lb u m , w r i te :  f ,H a v c  
E a s tm a n  c a m e r a . N o .  1, J r . ,  m a k e ,  S y e a rs  o ld , g o o d  
c o n d i t io n , w i l l  e x c h a n g e  fo r  s ta m p  a lb u m , w i t h  <1,060 
s ta m p s ,  25 c o u n tr ie s .— J o h n  S m i th ,  i t )  P a r k  S tr e e t ,  
A lb a n y , N .  Y . ”

L im i t  y o u r  r e q u e s t  to  .C.5 w o r d s . N o  floods f o r  sa le  
l i f te d ,  n o r  r e q u e s ts  c o n c e r n in g  f i r e a r m s  o r  a n y  il le g a l  
a r tic le s .

T y p e  o r  h a n d - p r in t  c le a r ly ,  in  s u b m i t t i n g  a n n o u n c e 
m e n ts .  T H E  L O N E  E A G L E  w il l  n o t  be  r e s p o n s ib le  
f o r  lo sses  s u s ta in e d .  M a k e  v e r y  p la in  f u s t  w h a t  y o u  
h a v e  a n d  j u s t  w h a t  y o u  w a n t  to  “ s w a p ” i t  f o r .  E n c lo s e  
« d i p p i n g  o f  t h i s  a n n o u n c e m e n t  w i t h  y o u r  r e q u e s t .

Who wants my automatic casting set and six molds, 
wtamps, matchcovtrs, games? I want to swap these 
items for gas model motor, earphone or war relies. 
Fred Bradley, 231 Haywood Street, Asheville, North 
Carolina.

Will trade my small camera for your foreign stamps 
ov album, or? Hiram Whitehead, Box 127, Hampton, 
Virginia.

Have thousands of foreign and United States stamps 
mid postview cards. Want Indian and western relics. 
H. H. Reieholt, o!24 N. Olgandcr Avenue, Chicago, 111.

One printing press 5x8 to swap for typewriter or 
what have you. Henry A. Simpson, Hincsburg Road, 
South Burlington, Vermont.

Have movie projector in good condition and want 
‘ ’ ••onh ~r table radio, or folding candid

Franklin, Nebraska.
xehange for my gas engine, elce- 

■.s, games, etc. Charles Hamilton, 20 
Wo,*, A«..j street, Bayonne, New Jersey.

Have stamp album half-filled with some very rare 
slumps included. Will exchange for model plane, 
Donald Plilman, 55 Chancellor Avenue, Newark, N. J.

Swap foreign stamps, 1 flashlight and 2 lead pencils for model plane motor. John Hannon, 30 Amity St., 
Providence, Rhode Island.

Have crystal set and< earphones in good condition. 
Want G. II. Q. engine in running condition. Jimmy 
Xinrey, Farmersville, Ohio.

Want United States stamps either used or blocks. 
Have pair of earphones in good condition. Ray 
Cymerman, 122 Haller Street, Buffalo, N. Y.

Have welding magazines, pedometer, burglar alarm 
for car, set of draughting instruments, Confederate 
sword case, electric clock. What have you? R. Linville, 
347 Vienna Avenue, Niles, Ohio.

Will swap violin, box, bow banjo and case, watch 
tools complete with watch movements, Indian head 
pennies, for 11*37 or ’38 Radio Course complete with 
testing instruments or—? Victor Cetomneau, 179 Main Street, Holyoke, Mass.

Trade 40 authentic autographs of famous persons of 
1932 for radio phonograph attachment or five-string banjo. Early Keith, Box 191, Saltville, Va.

Send 100 U. S. commemorative high face, precancel 
stamps. Receive 200 good foreign stamps. Want 3" 
by r," printing press. G. Gibbons, P. O. Box 378, Montclair, N. J.

Have “Monopoly” and “Sorry” games, both in per
fect condition. Want good camera, football in good 
•condition, or stamps. M. Kamiet, 1042—45th Street, Brooklyn, N. Y.

Will swap brand new ice skates, never used, for airplane gasoline engine or what have you? Russell 
Harknett, 1421 University Avenue, Bronx, N. Y.

GUARANTEED TIRESJ
FREE!

LANTERN
GOODYEAR'GaODRICH 
FIRESTONE*U.S. and 
Other Standard Mokes

world's Lowest 
T IR E  P R I C E S  
T i r o  u s e r s  by the 
ttiousends ell Over
the U.S.A. vouch fa r  
the L o n s  H ard S erv
ic e  o f our S tandard
Brand tirea recondi
tioned with high grade 
materials and la test

With Every 
2 Tires ordered

Complete with batteries iwd newest 
type reflector bulb. 
Ready lo r  instan t 
aso . Strong, steady 
l le h t. Uaofnlevery- 

Order-now

methods by oar tiro 
e x p e r t s .  O u r 2 1  
y e a rs  expe rience

, makes I t possible to  ----- ■_
, offer tires a t  low est price*, with legal 

_ ag ree m en t to  replace a t  H! price any 
tire tha t fails to  give 1 2  M os. Service. 

EVERY T IR E  B UA RANTEED I 
BALLOON TIRES REGULAR CORO TIRES 

e;** Dm  fn a  ThIio* Size TircB TubaefStx® Tires Tubes

iill m  ms? i:e| II38x4-76-1® 2*55 3 .23  35^3x5 3*75 L7520x4.75-20
2.05

5**s , i  a l i i  EJSbfcis 3.9S 1.7 5  >»5-9?-!2 ?;!§ l f s HEAVY DUTY TRUCK TIR E S

2 .4 5

i:i|  ISS***
20x5.00-20 _____ __

6.25-17 2 . 0 0  1.35 
*8x6.35-18 2 . 0 0  1.36 SfK6  
20x5.35-19 2 . 0 5  1.35 30x5 
30*5.25-20 2 . 9 5  1.35 3a*5 
21x6.25-21 2 . 2 5  1-35 34x5 

6.60-17 3 . 3 5  1.40 32x8
38x5.60-18 3 . 3 3  1.40 30x0 _____  . .
28x6.50-19 3 .3 5  l .«  TRUCK BALLOON TIR ES 

e.00-17 3 . 4 0  1.40 c i m  T i r e s  T a b e r  —  —

8SSIS 1:18 |
S&»!? 131 |  *-»SSJ"
“ * 8 8  i:?i
SEND ONLY $ 1 .0 0  DEPOSIT on each tire  ordered. 
($8.00 on each Truck Tire.) Wo ship balance C. O. D. 
Deduct S  p e r  c e n t i f  cash 18 sent in roll with order. To 
fill order promptly we may anbetltute brands if nece«c 
fltiy . ALL TUBES BRAND NEW -GUARANTEED— 

PERRY-FIELD TIRe & RUBBER CO. 
2328-30 S .M Ich igonA v .. Pepf.T F 30 .C hicQ go .ll*

Tires' f  ub’exisizo Tlre3  Tubes 
54.25 910^Mx7 S1O.05 *4.05
2‘l i  j j f r  10.9S 4.46
7  0 S  1 1 . 4 5  4.05

414340x8 1 3 . 2 5  L 9 5

{7.60-20 $S.95 6: 
te.25-30 $-05 <(9.00-20 10.95 I__
fo.76-20 13.95 (US

L/tAtE R5  WANTED

^Scratchinl.il
Tor quick relief from itching of eczema, pimples, athlete’s foot, 
scales, scabies, rashesandotherextemallycausedskin trouble, 
use wo:Id-famous, cooling, antiseptic, liquid D. D, D, Prescrip
tion. Grease less, stainless. Soothes irritation and quickly stop-: 
the most intense itching. 35c trial bottle provesihormonej> 
hack. Ask vc'jr druggist today for D. D. D. PRESCRIPTION.

BUSINESS PAYS BEST
TR A IN  W ITH  SPECIALISTS, EE A

Secretary Social Secretary, Bookkeeper. Accountant, SJenoswlM-r, 
IVpirit.. Business always offers best opportunity with ad.pncc.ucnt *9 
executive positions of business anti social FUndmji. I-or rw jaN lS - 
r,iVE YEARS we have specialized in this; training—buudlng bet.tr 
courses nt less mst by Home Study. Write today for tistlmw-iU 
folder allowing what others have done. Giro ago, occupation aril 
couiees In which interested. ACn„ p , .PERRY SCHOOLS, BOX 462, BRUNSWICK, GEORGIA.

^ ..J U N IO R  GUITAR
I <N R fo» ro u t

m eet NOWT H ere 's  
B ow . Ju st eend ToapBMjia ’ 
• J id  adflrpHS (SEN D  KQ M ONE

Ish jruitar ftnd Five Mi no to Instractii_
Book ebsoJaudy FREE, W rite fo r eoeda 
NOW* A  POrti C»ra will do . A ddress a
L A N C A S T E R  C O U N T Y  S P E D  C O M P A N Y
Station 243, paradise. Pennsylvania

MAKE MORE MONEY
TaWng Orders For The NIMROD Une|

T5arn m o r e  e v e r y  d a y  in  tJie y e a r  rop reyen t- 
ln*r o ld  e s ta b l is h e d  firm  w ith  a c o m p le te  
l in e  oi' fa « t  F e llin g  n e c e s s i t ie s :  S h ir ts  o f  a l l  
K in d s, T ie s ,  U n d erw ea r , H o s ie r y , K a in eo a ls . 
S w e a te r s , r a n i s ,  H o lts , B r e e c h e s , S h o e s , , 
C o v e r a llr . S h o p  C o a ts , U n ifo r m s , S u m m er  l 
Suit*;, e t c .  Vivery ite m  g u a r a n te e d . E xp ort- ]
once i,inne»'o««ar/.

W rit*  q u ic k  for  FREE SALES EQUIPMENT 
NIMBOOCOMPANY

4922-J Lincoln ftve>, Chicago. IU. 1
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QUICK WAY TO LEARN Miifsir
T h o u s a n d s  h a v e  l e a r n e d  t o  p l a y  a t  u w »  

f r a c t i o n  o f  t h e  o l d  w a y  c o s t s
Simplified, quick Method brings amazing 

results— over 700,000 students
H ave you ev e r d re a m e d  o f  th e  fu n  y o u 'd  h av e  p la y in g  

pom e m usica l in s tru m e n t V P ic tu re d  y o u rse lf  d o in g  m a n y  o f 
th e  p o p u la r  h its ,  m ovie th e m e  songs, even  c lassica l n u m b e rs?

T h e n  h e re ’s  g r a n d  n ew s  f o r  y o u ! I t ’s new s o f  a n  easy , 
f a s c in a tin g , s im p lified  m e th o d  w h e reb y  a lm ost a n yo n e  c a n  
le a rn  to  p lay  re a l m u s ic  b y  n o te s  in  a  rem a rk a b ly  sh o rt 
t im e !  A nd  w h a t’s  m o re , y o u  w o n ’t  n ee d  a  p r iv a te  te a c h e r . 
Y ou’ll le a rn  all by  y o u rse lf— r ig h t  in  y o u r ow n  hom e. 
A n d  b es t o f  a il. th e  co st is  o n ly  a  sm all f ra c t io n  o f  w h a t 
it  u sed  to  cost b y  o ld -fa sh io n ed  m e thods.

No Special “Talent'’ Needed
Y ou n e e d n ’t  even  know  one n o te  f ro m  th e  o th e r , fo r  

thousand^, h av e  le a rn e d  to  p la y  w ith  th e  a id  o f  th i s  w o n 
d e rfu l U . S . School of 
M usic system  o f  in s tru c 
tio n . Y ou  le a rn  to  re a d  
r e g u la r  n o te s—a n d  to  p la y  
th em -—ju s t  a s  a n y  re a l 
m u s ic ian  does. Y ou  s ta r t  
r ig h t  in  le a rn in g  to  p lay  
re a l l i t t le  tu n e s  a lm o st 
f ro m  th e  v e ry  s ta r t .  G ra d 
ua lly  y ou  m a s te r  m o re  an d  
m o re  d ifficult o n es  u n t i l— 
so o n e r th a n  you  ev e r  ex 
p ec ted —you find y o u rse lf  
e n te r ta in in g  y o u r  f r ie n d s  
—p la y in g  a t  p a r t ie s — an d  
h a v in g  th e  b es t tim e s  you  
ev e r h a d  in  y o u r  w hole 
life.

Easy as A-B-C
T h e  success o f th is  

U. S. School m e th o d  o f  
m u sica l in s tru c tio n  is due  
to  tw o  th in g s . O ne Is 
th e  f a c t  th a t  i t  m ak es

e v e ry th in g  so s im p le  so c ry s ta l c l a r  -,Vj r-nsy to  u n d e r 
s ta n d . F ir s t  it  te lls  y ou  how  to  do a  th in g . T h e n  it 
short's y o u  in  p ic tu re s  how  to  do it .  T h e n  you do i t  
y o u rse lf  a n d  h ea r  i t .  W h a t could hi' simpl'M '?

T h e  second  reaso n  fo r  th e  success o f  th is  ry o tm i is  th a t  
i t  is  so f a s c in a tin g . L e a rn in g  m u sic  th is  w ay  is  like 
p la y in g  a  gam e. P r a c t ic in g  becom es rea l fu n  in s te a d  o f 
a  bo re  a s  i t  u sed  to  be w ith  th e  old w ay .

F ree  Booklet and Prin t  and Pic ture  Sample
In  o rd e r  to  show  how  e a sy --h o w  s im p le - h o w  p le a s a n t 

th is  co u rse  is, th e  U . S. School o f  M usic h a s  p re p a re d  
f o r  y o u  a  f r e e  P r in t  a n d  P ic tu re  S am p le  a n d  E x p la n a to ry  
B ook le t. N o  m a tte r  w h a t i n s l r u n v n l  y ou  se lec t to  p lay  t Jv* 
F re e  P r in t  a n d  P ic tu r e  S am p le  a n d  Booklet w ill show  you 
a t  once th e  am a z in g ly  s im p le  p r in c ip le s  a ro u n d  w hich  th is  
m e th o d  is  b u ilt. A nd  how  i t  w ill enab le  you  to  b. conie 
a  p o p u la r  m u s ic ian  in  a  s u rp r is in g ly  sh o rt i in;* a t  a n  
a v e ra g e  co s t o f  o n ly  a  few  c e n ts  a  day .

I f  you  rea lly  w ant: to  b a r n  m u s h — if  you w an t to  
w in  n e w  p o p u la r ity -  - if  you w a n t  to  en jo y  m usica l good 
tim e s  g a lo re  -fill in  a n d  m a il th e  coupon ]>• ■!(>’ . D on’t 
d e lay — a c t a t  once . I n s tru m e n ts  s u p p lie d ' w hen  needed, 
ca sh  o r  c re d it. U . S . School o f  M usic, 29 M B ru n sw ick  
B ldg ., N . Y . C.

START NOW TO MUSICAL GOOD TIMES
U. 8. SCHOOL OF MUSIC
2944 Brunswick Building, New York Citjr

I  am interested in music study, particularly 1n the instru
ment indicated below. Please send me your free booklet. "JTow 
to Learn Music a t Home" and your free P rin t and Picture 
Sample.

Have you
................ ...................................................Instr.? . . . . . . ' 7 , . . . . . . . .

Name ......................................................................................................
A d d r e s s  ............................................................................................................................

City,

What Ins trum en t 
for You?

Piano 
Violin 
Organ 
Cornet 
Trombone 
Piccolo 
Flute

Guitar 
Saxophone 
Mandolin 
Ukulele 
Harp 
Clarinet 
'Cello

Hawaiian Steel Guitar 
Trumpet

Piano Accordion 
Plain Accordion 

Voice and Speech Culture 
Modern Elementary 

Harmony 
Drums and Traps 
3an]o (Plectrum, 

5-String or Tenor)
Star*-*,



*B L A C K , £  W R U N G  W 1 T £ R f  

S M f U O W E P  O U R  B A B Y / "

A  true experience of GEORGE W . HOYT, Litchfield, Mich.

1. " N O  FOREBODING
of impending dan
ger warned my wife 
and me as we walked 
home from town one 
night, pulling our 
two-year-old boy in 
his wagon,” writes 
Mr. Hoyt. "We were 
in the middle of a 
narrow footbridge, 
spanning a stream, 
when fate struck.

a. "SUDDENLY A  WHEEL
came off the wagon, 
hurling our baby into 
the black, swirling 
waters o f the river. 
Luckily I had my flash- 
l ig h t  w ith  me. I 
sw itched it  on as I 
jumped over the rail
ing. Despite a thor
ough soaking, that 
light did not fail me.

3. " IT S  B R IG H T, faithful beam disclosed my boy clinging to the branches of a 
floating tree! Those dependable 'Eveready’ fresh DATED batteries helped save 
our little boy’s life. I will never be without them in my flashlight!

(Signed)NOTE: An "Eveready” flashlight with "Eveready” K&tgnea) 
batteries, w ill normally continue to burn under water, Q

The word "Eveready” is a registered trade-mark of National Carbon Co., Inc.

(V"7



The Works of 25 Great Authors 
in 25 Giant Volumes ^

R egu lar Edition b ou nd in 
standard c lo th . D E  LU XE 
Edition in Royal F lo ren 
tine binding; ca lf-g ra in  
m aterial, in red  and gold 
co lo rs, e m b o s s e d  and 
waxed.

B O O K  C O U P O N  E X C H A N G E , 330 West 42nd Street, New York, N . Y .
Please reserve In my name the books listed in your generous offer to 

readers of this magazine. I prefer the edition cheeked below:
□  De Luxe Embossed Edition □  Regular Cloth Edition 

W E  P A Y  P O S T A G E  A N Y W H E R E  IN  U N I T E D  S T A T E S
I  enclose my READERS COUPON (printed at right) which entitles me at 

once to receive the first book, The Complete Works of Shakespeare, in the edi
tion I have checked above, with NO MONEY IN ADVANCE. Within one week 
I  will send you the correct payment (89c for the Regular Edition or $1.39 for 
the DE LUXE), and I will be entitled to receive each following volume, as 
it  comes from the press, on ihe same generous no-money-in-advance plan.
NAME............................................................................................................................
ADDRESS
CITY..................................................................  STATE............................T. G. 440
Convenient PRIVILEGE form for future hooka will he sent with your Shokeapeor«.

TOLSTOI

Thtieil cl.d

Th. Cs l. M  
W»*>

HACCAKP HAWTHOMtf

I Sensational Utter to
PUBLICATION

READY ' V m  
Y  NO W  ' ^

The Complete Works ’  
of W IL L IA M

SHAKESPEARE
A ll 3 4  Plays, over 150  Poems 

and Sonnets
E very  m a tc h le ss  p lay , ev e ry  p a s s io n 
a te  poem , ev ery  frem -like s o n n e t th a t  
th is  im m o rta l e v e r  w ro te ! D iscover a 
new  S h ak esp e are  in  th is  vo lu m e of 
p ric e le ss  b ea u ty . Y et th is  is  o n ly  th e  
F IR ST  of TWENTY vo lum es w h ich  . 

k can now  be y o u rs  v i r tu a l ly  for I 
k  th e  ask in g ! Be su re  you  m ake 

y o u r re se rv a tio n  fo r th i s  A  
g r a n d  l i b r a r y  N O W ,

w h i l e  t h e  l i m i t e d  |
t . <i u a n t i t y  1 I

Send No Money—We Pay the Postage 
Opportunity of a Lifetime to Own 
Huge, Handsome Books You W ill 
Treasure, Your Friends W ill Envy!

NEVER .before such an 
offer to readers of this 
magaz.ne! Examine these 

beautiful books, w it h o u t  a 
pen n y  in advance . Own a  
richly-bound Giant Library 

1 of important books of 
greatest authors—ALMOST 
AS A GIFT!

These 25 GIANT volumes 
bring you most fascinating, 
exciting reading known. 
Smash hits of stage, screen, 
radio! Owning them is mark 
of culture. These partial con
tents give only an inkling of 
all these books hold!
1. SHAKESPEARE. (See de
scription at left.)
2. HUGO. 39 Complete Works. 
3. STEVENSON. 144 novels,
stories, poems.

11,875,000

U s a g e s
Size: Each Vol. 
Jteight 8'/4*

' Width 5% ' 
Thickness 2% *

4. T O L S T O I .  __  ____
3 1 novel s,  stories, incl,Anna Karenina.
5. POE. All 128 tales, poem s, of 
America’s greatest writer.
6. IBSEN. Every one of his dar
ing plays all complete.
7. BALZAC. 25 complete novel
ettes - - frank, fascinating.
8. KIPLING. 76 stories — 75 bal
lads, one complete novel, ‘‘The 
Light That Failed.”
9. DUMAS. 175 stories.
10. CONAN DOYLE. The best of 
Sherlock Holmes plus other 
great works.

Other one-volume editions in 
this great library are:—11. 
Emerson. 12. Flaubert. 13. Oscar 
Wilde. 14. Voltaire. 15. Haggard. 
16.. Chekhov. 17. Dickens. 18. 
Hawthorne. 19. Cellini. 20. Rous
seau. 21. Zola. 22. Daudet. 23. 
Boccaccio. 24. Gautier. 25. Ara
bian Nights.

HOW  TO  G E T  YO UR  BOOKS 
SEND NO M ONEY

Readers Coupon and Reservation Certificate here, 
plus nominal sum of 89c for Regular Edition (or 
$1.39 for luxurious DE LUXE EDITION) entitle 
you to one Giant Volume in this series. To re
ceive first book, Complete Works of Shakespeare, 
send no money now. Just mail READERS COU
PON and Reservation and this volume will be 
shipped at our expense. With book will come spe

cial invoice for small sum indicated above, and com
plete instructions on how to get other volumes.

No other charges. President’s Executive Order re
ducing postage rates for books enables us to prepay 
charges.

Send RESERVATION CERTIFIC. TE and READ
ERS COUPON NOW! No “ Resen ution Fee’’—no 
“Deposit." Your first book comes at once. Act NOW, 
before you mislay this page!

H all Coupon an<f Reserva
t io n .  P o n n . IMMEDIATELY.

R eserve


