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“I TALKED WITH GOD™

o —

and as a result of that little
talk with God a strange Power
came into my life. For I discov-
ered that when a man finds the
dynamie, invisible Power which

18 God, that man possesses a
priceless heritage. Failure, fear,
confusion go out of the life, and

home town—Moscow, Idaho. I
have a wonderful home which
has a beautiful pipe-organ in it,
and I have several other hold-
ings too. Now something very
definite happened in my life,
and it is this very definite thing

I want you to know about. 1t

in the place of these things,
there comes a sweet assurance
that the Power which created
the universe is at the disposal
of all. And life takes on a brighter hue when

the fact is fully known that at any hour of the
day or night the amazing Power of Almighty

God can be thrown against any and all unde-

sirable circumstances—and they disappear.

Before 1 talked with God, I was perhaps the
world’s No. 1 failure. And then, when the
future seemed hopeless indeed, I TALKED
WITH GOD. And now ?%—well, I am president
of the corporation which publishes the largest
circulating afternoon newspaper in North

Idaho. I own the largest office building in my

| — pr——

DR. FRANK B. ROBINSON
Founder “Psychiana”
Moscow, Idaho

can happen to you too.

If you will send me your
name and address now, I’ll
send you two FREE booklets
which tell you what happened to me when I
talked with God. You will learn from these
two booklets ‘where 1 talked with God, and
what I said to God. As I say, these booklets

| are quite free and there is no obligation what-

soever incurred by sending for them.

BUT SEND NOW—while you are thinking
about it. The address is ‘‘PSYCHIANA, "’ Ine.,
Dept. 121, Moscow, Idaho. This may easily be
the turning-point in your whole life. Here 1s
the address again: “PSYCHIANA,” Ine,

Dept. 121, Moscow, Idaho. The propliecy men-
| tioned below is also FREE., :

* AN ASTOUNDING PROPHECY *

Ten yvears ago Dr. Robinson predicted this war. He told what nations would be lined up against other
nations. He predicted the Japanese attack on Pea.l Harbor. The prophecy came true in a remarkable

manner

NOW—he makes another astounding prophecy. How long will the war last? Which side will

be victorious? How will Hitler and Hirohito meet their doom? Will Tokyo go up in flames? A FREE
COPY of this amazing prophecy will be included if you mail your request—NOW. We cannot promise
to repeat this offer. SO SEND NOW. You might just as well begin to use the invisible supefhuman
Power of Cod right tonight—right in your own home. The address again is “Psychiana,” Inc., Dept. 221,

Moscow, Idaho.

Copyright 1942 “Psychiana’”™ Inc.Moscow, Idaho.
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J. E. SMITH
: President

National Radio Institute
Established 28 Years
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e $200 a Month in
pmmrsed  Own Business
‘“For Bevera!l
vears I have
been in business
for myveelf mak-
ing around
a month. Busi-
ness has steadily
I have N. R. 1L

increased.

to thank for my start in this
ARLIE J. FROEH-
ve.,

fleld.””
NER, 300 W. Texas
Gloose Creek, Texas,

Lieatenant in
Signal Corps
“I cannot di-
vulge any infor-
mation as to my
type of work but
I can say that

N. R. 1. training -

is certainly coming in mighty
bhandy these dayvs.”” (Name
and address omitted for mili-
tary reasons.,)

s o) 35 to $10 Week
o1 In Spare Time
g SR ‘T am engaged
s et in spare time
s Radio werk, I
i s average from  $5
w3me to $10 a week.
I often wished
that I had en-

rolled sooner because all this

-----
R o
-----

extra money sure does come

in handy.” THEODORE K,
DuBREE, Horsham, Pa.

Men likely to go into
military service, soldiers,
sallors, marines, should
coupon nowl

mail the
Learning Radio helps men

get extra rank, extra pres.
tige, more interesting du-
ties, MUCH HIGHER PAY.
Also prepares for good
Radio <jobs after service
ends. undreds of serv-
ice men now enrolled.

$200°
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Mail the Coupon for a FREE lesson
from my Radio Course. It shows you hqw
N. R. 1. trains vou for Radio at home in
spare time. And with this sample lesson
I'll send my 64-page illustrated book,
RICH REWARDS in RADIO. It describes
the many fascinating jobs Radio offers.
Explains how N. R. 1. teaches you with
interesting, illustrated lessons and SIX
BIG KITS OF RADIO PARTS!
Act Now! Many Radio Technicians
Make $30, $40, 550 a Week
Right now, in ne«’ly every mneighborhood,
there’s room for more spare and full time
Radio Technicians. Many Radio Technicians

are stepping into FULL time Radio jobs, or

starting their own shops, and making $30, 340,
250 a week!

Others are taking good-pay jobs with Broad-
casting Stations. Hundreds more are needed for
Government jobs as Civilian Radio Operators,
Technicians. Radio Manufacturers, rushing to
fill Government orders, need trained men. Avia-
tion, Police, Commercial Radioc and Loudspeaker
Systems are live, growing fields. And think of
the NEW jobs Television and other Radio devel-
opments will open after the war! I give you
the Radio knowledge required for these flelds.

My ‘‘50-50 Method’’ Helps Many -
Make 55,510 a Week Extra While Learning

Many N. R. I, Students make $£5, $10 a
week extra money fixing Radios in spare time
while learning. I send EXTRA MONEY JOB
SHEETS that tell how to do it!

My “‘50-50 Method’’—half building and test-
ing Radio circuits with the six kits of Radio
parts I send, half learning from illustrated
lessons—makes vou “‘‘old friends’” with Radio
before you know it. You run your own Bspare
time shop, get practice fixing friends® Radios,
get paid while trainingl!

Find out What N. R. 1. Can do for You

MAIL COUPON NOW for FREE sample Les-
son and 64-page illustrated book. You’ll see

-the many fascinating jobs Radio offers and how

gou can train at home. If you want to jump
your pay—Mail Coupon AT ONCE. J E,
SMITH,. President, Dept. 3BS9, National Radio

institute, Washington, D. C.
TRAINING MEN FOR VITAL RADIO JOBS
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BROADCASTING STATIONS (top illustration)
employ Radio Technicians as operators, installa-
tion, maintenance men and in other fascinating,
steady, well-paying technical Jobs. FIXING

Bl = s M R g
,,, - o T eyl W

RADIO SETS, (bottom iliustration) a booming
fleld today, pays many Radio Technicians $30,
$40, $50 a week. Others hold their regular jobs
and make $5 to $i0 a week extra, fixing Radlos
in spare time.

~ This FREE BOOK has Helped Hundreds o

- of Men to Make More Money -

in Radio.”
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Mr. J. E. Smith, President, Dept. 8BS9
NATIONAL RADIO INSTITUTE, Washington, D. C,

Mail me FREE, without obligation, your Sample Lesson and 64-page book, “Rich Rewards
{(NO Salesman will czll. Please write plainly.)
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All Stories New!

VOL. 5 CONTENTS FOR MARCH, 1943 No.

TWO THRILLING SKY NOVELS

ONLY THE BRAVE RETURN...........
................... .....David Goodis 12

“Remember me, Rittmann? I'm the guy who got away from
vou in Spain—the guy that's been fighting you all up and
down Europe for the past four years. Well, this is our last
argument—and only one of us comes out alive!”

HELL'S AMMUNITION...Arthur J. Burks 54

“They tell me you're no part of a fighter, Hurd. | wouldn"t
know, an’ | don't care. All | know is—this is war. You ll

have to stand on your own feet now—till they're shot out
from under you!"

DRAMATIC AIR-WAR STORIES
CET THART CARRIER] . . & s v iaavar s snes Sam Carson 36

They were two wounded men on a barren island, witn only a wrecked plane and burning
courage to aid them. But they had one chance to escape and live—though they must

steal a Jap aircraft carrier to do it!

BOOD BRD FIRE . ... v iiirassvasnns Ray P. Shotwell 46
“He may be a good man, if he lives long enough. But meanwhile—somebody stop that
crazy kiwi from tackling the Kaiser's whole air force!’

THE LAST DOGFIGHT............... BT e Orlando Rigoni 78

His sport was blasting the life from Yankee airmen as they dangled helpless from their
chutes. but the Jap ace had to learn the hard lesson of the air—that a dead man's flying

mates rise up to avenge him!

DEATH RIDES MY WINGS. . .ottt eeanannnns. David Crewe 93

Tarred with the label of cowardice, alone over the best guarded stretch of enemy ter-
ritory in Libya, Flight Lieutenant Ainslee entered into combat with three death-spitting

Messerschmitts—and his own fear!

TRUE COMBAT STORY

THESE BABIES CAN TAKE IT!..........c0cinannn David C. Cooke 90
The story of the indestructible B-17's—the Flying Fortresses that can fight their way to

hell and back, shooting all the way!

SPECIAL FEATURES

CONIBCEL . s v iaa i s With Sideslip Jones 6
Meet the guy who personally won World War |—and admits it himself!
AIRCRAFT SPOTTERS" GUIDE. ................. Raymond G. Neville 52
welfpl]agée' the Cermans thought was the answer to America’s air challenge—the Focke-
u |
YO ASKED U8l o s e o s i e i e A Department 87

The latest and completest information on world-wide muilitary aviation in both wars!

Published bi-monthly by Fictioneers, Inc., & division of Popular Publications, Ine., 2256 Grove Street, Chicago, Illinois,
Editorial and executive offices, 205 East 42nd Street, New York, N. Y. KEntered as second class matter Jan. 8th, 1940, -
at the post office at Chicago, Illinois, under the Act of March 3, 1879. Copyright 1943, by Fictioneers, Inc. The pub-
lishers cannot accept responsibility for return of unsolicited manuscripts, although care will be exercised in handling them.
All rights reserved under Pan American copyright convention. Price per copy 10c. Yearly subscription in the U.S.A. §.60.
Foreign postage s8¢ aaditional. Printed in the U.S.A.
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YES, thousands of ambitious men transformed I. C. S. coupons into “magic
carpets,’.’ on which they rode to success and prosperity. The coupons they
mailed brought them information, and when they learned how little it
costs to enroll for I. C. S. training, and how clearly and understandably
I. C.S presents the most involved subjects, they jumped at the chance to

get a solid foundation for success—modern training!

Today, when your country needs trained men to man the vital
industrial front, I. C. S. offers you a way to acquire sound, practical train-

ing in a few months’ time. Act now! Mail this coupon for information:

CaperahaaE

o . - S e el SPECIAL
mispuTioL comtesronscuce soioots  RESEEE
. sgon — ' AR:EFD:ZEI;CES
BOX 3278-L, SCRANTON, PENNA. 4

Without cost or obligation, please send me booklet and full particulars about

the course before which I have marked X:
e ¢ c.& f s TECHNICAL AND INDUSTRIAL COURSES

ir Brake Contracting and Building [] Management of Inventions [ Banitary Engineering
E g Eondiﬁuni’n: E*Cotﬁon Man:?aeturiua £ Marine Enginea Ll Sheet Metal Work
[ Airplane Drafting ._ {J Diesel Enginea {3 Mechanical Drafting £} Ship Drafting
{3 Architeetural i [ Electrical Drafting £1 Mechanical Engineering Ll Shipfitting [] Shop Practice
£J Architecture [0 Electrical Engineering CJ Mine Foreman i [J Steam Electric  [] Steam Engines
{1 Auto Engine Tune-up [l Electrician [ Navigation [} Patternmaking [l Steam Fitting =
1 Auto Techuician {1 Electric Lighting [ Plastics ] Plumbing {1 Struectural Dmfung‘
[] Aviation [J Aviation Mechanie [J Foundryman (] Heating EI Public Works Engineening L) Struetural Engineering
{1 Blueprint Reading (1 Heat Treatment of Metals L[] Pulp and Paper Making [ Surveying and Mapping
[ Boilermaking D Highway Engineering I Radio, General ] Talﬂgra%hy_ ] Telephony
{1 Bridge Engineering [0 House Planning \ O Radio Operating [ Textile Designing :
{J Chemistry [] Coal Mining [ Industrial Metallurgy' [0 Radio Servicing : U] Toolmaking [] Tool Design
{J Civil Engineering {] Locototive Engineer ~_ L[] R. R. Section Foreman ™ . L Welding, Gas and Electrio
{0 Concrete Engineering [J Machinist L[] Inspector ER.RéSiﬁnEl;n J Refrigeration [] Woolen Manufacturing
BUSINESS COUR
A fing Advertizing [J College Preparatory £1 First Year College - I Railway Postal Clerk
. Bﬂminz S [J Commercial {1 Poremanshi (] French U Salesmanship , 2
Business Correspondence O Commercial Mlustrating [ Geod E (] Secretarial O Spanish
(1 Business Management [] Cost Accounting 3 High School — : [] Showcard and Sign Lettering
[ Cartooning []Civil Service [1C. P. Accounting [J Managing Men at Work 1 Trafic Management
\ HCME ECONOMICS COURSES rD'JI'haRuo s e
Advanced Dressmaking [J Home Dressmaking _ m afeteria

; E Foods and Cookery [J Professional Dressmaking and Designing Management, Catering ,
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Canadian regidents send coupon to Internationagl Correspondence Schools Oanadian, Limited, Monireal, Conado
S Britieh, residents send coupon to I. O. 8., 71 Kingsway, London, W. 0. 2, England



- CONTACT!

Where Readers and Editors Meet

With Sideslip Jones

ODAY I am as happy as a U. S.
pilot with a Jap Zero in his gun-

= sights! I'm in the middle of a cy-
clone, with a dash of hurricane. In fact,
there was so much mail unloaded on the
tarmac that it completely buried a whole
squadron of P-40’s! Everybody is hating
everybody so violently by mail that I had
to have my goggles lined with asbestos
betore I could read the letters.

But listen, gang—gather round, every-
body on my side—we’ve been threatened !
Not that I'm scared or anything, but just
how big are you fellows on my team?

Dear Balloonbrain:

The forees of justice are eclosing in
on you! Your time is almost at hand.
We are now thoroughly organized—
and that is the purpose of this epistle.
You must have feared this coming or-
ganization, for you never do print Haw-
kkins’ address. I need it, so you had
better come across! |

I have communicated with Bridges,
and have written Outlaw—and now all
I need are a few pointers on the tech-
nique of mayhem from Hawkins.

Don’t try to put me off. We are not
to be dallied with.

Your doom is coming!

Hubert F. Smales, of
Hawkins-Outlaw-Bridges and
Smales, Ine.

Hinton, West Virginia

No, that sound isn’t my teeth chatter-
6

ing—it’s me polishing up my brass
knuckles! But if you think you're going
to get Hawkins’ address from me, snakes,
I'd appreciate your holding your breath

until it arrives.

Now listen, though, I don’'t mind you
fellows picking on me—or preferably each
other—but when you start jabbing at
a lady . . . well, the knighthood of Side-
slip rises up in clanking armor. So I'm
number one thousand and ten on her hit
parade—so, it isn't often I get letters
from a girl—and that counts for some-
thing. You'll see what I mean when you
read this from James Aikens.

Dear Sideslip:

I have been reading your mag for
some time and have enjoyed your sec-
tion. I never wrote before, because 1
thought you could take care of those
mutton-heads like Smales, Bridges and
Hawkins. But when a girl joins in, you

need help—but fast!

Who does Ethel McGovney think she
is, anyway? She talks as if Dracula
would have her—he’d have to go blind
first. Then she called Smales and his
mob intelligent! Those drips haven’t
a thimbleful of gray matier among
them—and she hasn’t any at all.

She wishes those heroes were real.
Doesn’t she realize we have real, greater
heroes fighting all over the world? Why
doesn’t she wake up and die?

(Continued on page §)
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Grve me
and Ill prove I can

- ANEW MAN!

'M “trading-in” old bodies for new!

I I’rp‘taking men who know that the
condition of their arms, shoulders,
chests and legs—their strength, “wind,”

and endurance—is not 100%. And I’'m
making NEW MEN of them. Right now

I’'m even training hundreds of soldiers
and sailors who KNOW they’ve got to
get into shape FAST!

How do YOU measure up for the defense
of your country? Have YOU the strong
shoulders and back that can haul for miles
Uncle Sam’s standard 61 pounds of Army
man’'s equipment? Or if home defense presses
you mto service, have you the he-man
strength and tireless energy that double-
shifts of working and watching may call for?

Now as Never Before You Need a
Body That’s Ready for ANY Job in
National Emergency!

Are you ALL MAN-—tough-muscled, on
your toes every minute, with all the up-and-

—-getual phos R o
to of the man  SEuEP 0
who holds the e S
title,
World’s Most
Perfectly De-
veloped Man.*’

Charles Atlas—America’s

Greatest ““Builder of Men"

Among all the physical intrual:
tors and ‘‘conditioners of men
ONLY ONE NAME STANDS
OUT—Charles Atlas! :

Minutes a Day !
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at-'em that can lick your weight in wildcats?
Or do you want the help I ¢an give you—the
help that has already worked such wonders

for other fellows, everywhere?

All the world knows I was ONCE s skinny,
97-1b. weakling. And NOW it knows I won
the title, “The World’s Most Perfectly Devel-

oped Man.” Against all comers!

Eow did I

do it? How do I work miracles in the bodies
of other men in such quick time? The answer

18 “"Dynamic Tension”!

In just 15 minutes a’day. right in the privacy
I'm ready to prove that
lay a new outfit of solid
muscle over every inch of your body. Let me put

of your own home,
““Dynamic Tension’’ can

new, smashing power into your arms and shoul-

THAT is the name immediately i

thought of by men who WANT to S Ao
attain a physique that will with- =5
stand hardship and strain, ready
for any possible emergency, per-
sonal or national.

in every part of the country sy
Charles Atlas is recognized as s
““America’s Greatest Builder of gR-
Men.!” Almost two million men
have written to him. Thousands
upon thousands have put their
physical development into his

capable hands!

And now that the call is for _8
men capable of helping America R
meet and conquer any national
emergency, many thousands of
others, even those already in their
country’s Army and Navy,
are calling upon Charles

Atlas to build the kind of

B
............
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ders—give you an armor-shield of stomach muscle
that laughs at punches—strengthen your legs into
real columns of surging stamina. If lack of exer-
miﬂ {g WI*EH% liﬂrd:tigt_has Eﬁ&kengd you inside, I'l1
get after that condition, » and show you how it
feels to LIVE]!

FR E This Famous Book That Tells You How to Get
a Body That Men Respect and Women Admire

Almost two million men have sent for and read my book, “Zver-
lasting Health and Strength.” It tells you exactly what “Dynamic
Tension” can do. And it’s packed with pictures that SHOW you
what it does. RESULTS it has produced for other men. RESULTS
1 want to prove it can get for YOU! If you are satisfied to take a
back seat and be pushed around by other fellows week-in, week-out,
you don’t want this book. But if you want to learn how you can
actually become a NEW MAN, right in the privacy of your own
home and in only 15 minutes a day, then man!—get this coupon
into the mail to me as fast as your legs can get to the letterbox!
CHARLES ATLAS, Dept. 832, 115 East 23rd St., New York, N. Y.

men America vitally needs!
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CHARLES ATLAS, Dept.
115 East 23rd St., Na\w'Yorlp;T :_3?;_

I want the proof that your system of “Dyn I
Tension’" will help make a %EW Man of me——g vel"l;‘!: I
a4 healthy, husky body and big muscular development.
Send me your free book, ‘‘Everlasting Health Indl

Strength.”

Name

i'{lillli!lilllluillilIl!-llliﬂl"‘ﬂl"'i

{(Please print or write plainly)

&ﬁdﬂﬂ! tt!lilllilllilllllil‘liliIllliilllllili

Citylr-p.it.lluirs;ultiilﬁllilln Btate-riui. & &
0 Check here for Booklet A if under 16, = >
n_H-------‘-ﬂ-



8  FIGHTING ACES

(Continued from page 6)

I’m so disgusted I’ll sign off now.
James “Hank” Aikens
Cambridge, Mass.
P. S. Doesn’t this letter rate a Blakes-
lee? Even if it doesn’t, my contempt
for those drips doesn’t decrease at alll

You bet, James, you’ll get a Blakeslee!
The biggest, blackest and whitest I can
find. For myself, I'm hoping Ethel Mc-
(Govney sends me a lock of her hair—then
I can make one of those voodoo dolls and
stick pins in it!

And here’s another sizzler along the
same lines. Well, Ethel, you brought it
on yourself, I say.

Dear Sideslip:
I just finished reading the so-called

letter of Ethel McGovney of San Diego,
California. It simply screams for the
ashcan. P. U. And the things she said

are very unladylike. | |

Contact is one of my favorite col-
umns—and I hate to see anyone run
it down, even a girl. However, 1 agree
1009/, with Calvin “Lucky” McClain of
Florence, Alabama. Now there’s a boy
right after my own heart!

Please print this letter for the benefit
of that no-good Hubert Smales. If he
doesn’t like you—or Fighting Aces—he
should guit reading the magazine.

I consider it a privilege to be able
to say what I think—and I think you

are swell!
Nick (Curly) Petkas
Atlanta, Georgia

Well, Nick, you’re pretty nice yourself,
and to prove I mean it, there’s one of our
very best Blakeslees on its way to you!

Ah me, everybody keeps sounding off,
using up my space to talk about their
little troubles—when [I've got so many
woes a transport couldn’t carry them. By
the way, you ought to see the pretty new
bullet-proof vest I bought myself for
Christmas. It already has a nice hole in

it—moths, I guess.

Dear Slip: -

This hunk of correspondence is pure-
ly for the purpose of a long pent-up
beef—and I don’t mean the kind you
fix with corn and cabbage.

Your magazine ain’t bad—mnope, not
bad at all. But—weren’t there some

other guys flying those Spads besides
Texas Tim, Montana Mike and Arizona
Art? Jumping Jennies—don’t your
writers think there were some guys
from other states piloting those planes?

Another thing that gets my nanny is
the way ‘““Brad Superman’”, outnums-
bered twenty to one, and flying a dam-
aged Spitfire, knocks down nineteen
Nazis. Wow!

Now, look, Slip, ’m pleading with
you—~feature more stories about World
War I. Why waste valuable printer’s
ink on those preposterous yarns that
drip from the pens of Goodis and
Rigoni? The fellows that flicked the
gun trips in those Spads really had to
use their brain cells to dodge death-
dealing Spandau slugs.

Jerry FKesterling
Berwyn, Illinois

Don’t look now, but isn’t that a Blakes-
lee flying your way, Jerry? I'll try to
make it a World War I original.

Which brings me to this World War
I vs. World War II story question. The
mailman is in bed with a sprained back

‘from carrying all the letters from you

who want more World War I yarns. It
did old Jonesy’s heart good to hear from
you, and though I can’t answer all your
letters individually, I want to point out
that there’s a super-special World War I
story by Arthur J. Burks in this issue!
Nor 1s that the only W. W, I yarn. That
ought to make you happy.

I was happy too, until just now, when
I looked at this letter from Bill Perdue—
and got to thinking again about that in-
famous corporation. Oh, well, as long as
there are guys like Bill, I should care!

Dear Jonesy:

You have been heckled so much
by that Hawkins-Outlaw-Bridges-Smales,
Inc., that I think you ought to write
them a letter and tell them where to
get off. Confidentially, I think they
should get off at 15.000 feet without
a parachute. Those guys are always
shooting off their faces—I wish they’d
do a good job with a gun!

Let me tell them something—with-
out the Contact column, the whole
magazine wouldn’t be any good at all.
They know it too. If that column were
gone, they’d probably quit reading the
mag. Not that the stories aren’t swell,
but they just want to insult somebody.

(Continued on page 10)



How Do You Use
The Most Important Hours of Your Day?

The most important—and they can be the
most profitable, too. Men—ordinary men in

ordinary circumstances—have had returns of

as high as $5, $10, $25, even in exceptional
cases $50 per hour for these hours.

They are the hours of your leisure time—
usually spent in recreation or odds and ends.

These can be your growth hours, the time
when through training you can prepare for
more efficient service-on the job or for the job
ahead. During your working hours, you are
usually buried in routine details, growing slowly
if at all. But in these spare hours, your mind
can reach out to absorb the experience of others,
to learn the principles and methods behind
your job and behind your field. The next day
on the job, you will
find yourself using
something of what
vou learned the
night before to the
benefit of your job
and the pleasure of
- your boss. T

Interestingly
enough, this spare
time study can be
fascinating recrea-
tion, not drudgery.
And the few minutes
spent this way tone
up the remaining
hours of your leisure
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(Continued from page 8)

And that Ethel McGovney! She says
that she flips right through the pages
of Contact. If she does do that—how
does she know that there are such
humans as Hawkins and the rest? (Oh,
my mistake, they are definitely not

humans.) |
How about more World War I

stories—and don’t forget to tell
Hawkins-Outlaw-Bridges-Smales, Inc.—
along with junior paritner McGovney

—where to get off at!
Bill Perdue
- San Francisco, California

Now you got me thinking. While I'm
doing that I'll wrap you up one of our
Blakeslee originals, bub. I should write
them jerks a letter, shouldn’t I? One that

thing real; something that pays tribute
to the United Nations airmen—instead
of putting them in the roles of super-
hero, spy-catcher and one-man land
army. Will you try, for once, to poriray
the action seen by the men of the
bomber crews—and switch the hack-
kneed fighters off to something else?
In short—keep the airmen in the air,
off the ground and out of German spy
organizations.

Thanks!

So, Sideslip, I leave you with the
fondest wishes for you and yours, and
with the hope you finished this before
it ended up in the well-worn and much-
scarred wastebasket sitting by your
desk.

Your friend,

Hub Mason, Jr.
San Antonio, Texas

Did I finish it, Hub? I gobbled 1t up
right down to the final, ego-inflating syl-
lable! Now here’s a squib from another
oguy I like.

for all time will cut them down to their

right sizes.
I think I will . . . when I get that new
bodyguard the police have promised me.

But now, here is a missive from a muchly
maligned Mason. I blush.

Dear Sideslip:
I have been reading your column in
Fighting Aces for a year now, and all

Dear Jonesy:

So! I have been classified as one of
your enemies. That is the first straw.
(The last is probably yet to come.)
I here and now challenge any dim-wit
that is foolish enough to defy me, you
or the mag to pistols at dawn—or
typewriters at sundown. Earnestly, I
have tried to bring to light a few things
that I thought would improve the mag
—and what do I get? Correct! 1 get
thrown into the garbage, along with
another poor, benighted soul, by a guy
who seeks to ignore us.

Of course I buy your mag every
month; of course I read the stories;
of course I know that all cannot be
perfect—but I do think that they are
as good as the authors can make them.
No, I won’t be daunted by guys who do
not appreciate the wonderful changes
that can be brought about by the im-
provement of yarns in many ways. The
stories are good—but, Jonesy, they can
be better! That’s what I am aiming at.

What is the matter with Sam Car-
son? In Free France Never Surrenders,
he wandered along for several pages not
being able to make up his mind on
whether the Blenheim has one motor or
two. (It has two.) Aside from putting
the long ago obsolete tail stripes on the
P-38 on page 11, Blakeslee is just as
fine as ever. The departments are swell,
too.

I will close with the following request
for your authors: Will you please base
your plots on something feasible; some-

I seem to read are insults addressed to
vou. For myself I think your mag is
swell, but I guess some of the guys
don’t like you. Maybe it’s because
they’ve seen your face—I don’t know.

But I am enclosing a drawing of what
I think you look like.

I hope you send me one of those
Blakeslee originals I’ve been hearing
about.

Your friend and sticker-upper,
Jim LeMontree
San Diego, California

If for nothing else, Jim, that beautiful
drawing of me you sent would earn you
a Blakeslee. Of course, I'm a bit more
on the Clark Gable type than Robert
Taylor (as you pictured me) but it’s a
good likeness.

Gosh, guys, sometimes I think there
should be a law against my being so hand-
some. You know I don't want to do
anything but hang around the tarmac,
figuring out new combat maneuvers—
and all the time Hollywood 1s sending me
rush telegrams, begging me to go into
pictures.

I had a nice picture taken once—only

the numbers across my chest spoiled it
(Continued on page 109)
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| BLUEPRINT READING
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you simplified instruction in every
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work, PLUS a FREE Deluxe Pro-
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Here is really big news for you—if you have 3
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| PAY in an amagzingly short time. This marvelous home-study method is so easy—
it enables even a school boy to learn Blueprint Reading from the firsi day!l
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“Remember me? I’m the guy who got away from you in Spain—

the guy that’s been fighting you all up and down Europe for the past

four years. Well, this is our last argument, Rittmann. Only one of
us comes out alive!™

CHAPTER ONE

The Man Who Came Back

wﬁg‘ SLOWLY they came into the
r"" ?‘fi%‘ big room that was adorned with

(T : _
V’;g: fabric and metal strips torn
Heinkels and Messer-

=~ from
schmitts, the lounge of the flying officers’
mess. It was the main source of recre-
ation for the lads of Fighter Squadron 23,
situated a few miles east of Southampton.

12

It was the place where the lads of 23 could
flock after a vicious session in Channel
skies, where they could forget the sound
of Madsen guns, the sickening whine of a
doomed English ship.

They came into the room and headed
for the bar. There were two white-uni-
formed men on duty behind the bar, and
mechanically they reached for bottles and
olasses. The room was filled with the
sounds of pouring and clinking glasses,
without much talk.
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The flyers of 23 were rather exhausted.
A short while previous they had been
tackling twenty-odd Heinkels in a white-
hot encounter 16,000 feet above the Chan-
nel. Tt had lasted longer than usual, and
it was fought purely on a basis of hate.
The Heinkels carried the insignia of Unit
79, one of the highest-ranking outfits in
the Luftwaffe, and between Fighter 23
and Unit 79 there was a feud that at
times reached devilish intensity. Since the
first days of the war the two opposing
groups had matched wits and guns and
guts in the skies, and they flaunted their
battle insignia with a wild combat lust.
When they met, slugs and props churned
the air to a froth and flames swirled.

They carried their feud into the sky—
and fought it with blazing cannon!

L] . -
'''''''

A NOVEL BY

But the bitterness that existed between
Fighter Squadron 23 and Unit 79 was
secondary to the hostility of the two flight
leaders.

The Luftwaffe outfit was led by a man
known throughout the fighting skies of
Europe as one of the most dangerous
aerial performers of the war—Major Fritz
Rittmann, a veteran from the very begin-
nings of the Nazi attempt to conquer a
planet. ‘

And to command the English group
there was Flight Lieutenant Bailey, an
American.

Frank Bailey had left the States dur-
ing the Spanish Civil War to fly for the
Loyalists, and later for Poland. He es-

13
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caped from a German concentration camp
to inch his way downward along the
slopes of Europe and cast his lot in with
Greece. When the R.A.F. came down to
help the skirted warriors of the valiant
little nation, Bailey was already known as

the greatest individual combat flyer of the

Greek Air Force. He was invited to join
the winged warriors of Great Britain—
and he accepted.

But there was a condition. Bailey, while
he hated all Nazis and what they stood
for, was particularly vindictive toward the
German flyer who headed a certain Luft-
- waffe unit. Bailey wanted to be attached
to any fighter squadron that happened
to be dealing with Unit 79, commanded
by Major Rittmann.

The R.A.F. was only too eager to grant
Bailey’s request. Pilots of Bailey’s caliber

did not come along every day in the week.-

They sent Bailey to Fighter Squadron
23.

BATLEY was a capable flight leader and

a magnificent combat pilot. He had
personally accounted for nineteen mem-
bers of Rittmann’s outfit. Although he
had failed to conquer the German ace in a
private duel, he had engaged Rittmann
personally on a few occasions.

When that happened, the sky was a
madhouse. The Rittmann-Bailey encoun-
ters were definitely extraordinary. Smash-
ing, tearing, lunging and counter-lunging
—and no let-up. But so evenly matched
were the two combatants that it seemed
as though there could be no decision.
Rittmann had been forced to jump from
a burning plane; twice Bailey had been
hospitalized after taking Madsen slugs in
his chest and shoulders. It seemed as
though the two antagonists were living
only for the day when one of them would
watch the other die.

The lads of 23 were talking about it as
they placed themselves at the bar and ges-
tured for drinks. They were talking

about Bailey’s latest joust with the Nazi
ace, less than ten minutes previously. It
had ended with Bailey taking Madsen
slugs in the engine of his Spitfire and go-
ing down to a forced landing somewhere
west of Brighton.

“Tough,” someone said. “Bloody
tough. For a minute there I jolly well
thought he had the Nazi running. Then
Rittmann got fancy with a wingover and
Bailey’s Merlin had a nervous break-
down. But it was gorgeous the way the
Yank got out of that troubl-e spot.”

“Gorgeous or not,” someone else said,
”Balley s none too happy about it, I
imagine.” .

A third flyer put in, “Well, T have a bit
of news that might cheer hnn up. A flock
of Yank pilots are coming in today.”

“You mean they’re joining this outfit ?”

“Well—for the time being, anyway.
The U. S. Army Air Corps has not yet
fixed itself as an independent operating
arm in this particular theater of war. And
until the dromes can be built, and sup-
plies brought in, Yank pilots will have
to serve as members of our outfits. It
ought to be good news for Bailey.”

“I wonder,” another flyer said.

And the remark brought silence. Some-
what confusedly the Britishers were look-
ing at each other, and then quickly they
were turning their attention to the Scotch
and soda and ice that tinkled in tall

glasses.

ALKING across the field, Bailey was
remembering the sky duel with Ritt-
mann. He remembered every detail—
certain mistakes he had made: mistakes
that Rittmann had made. Imperfections
in spacing and timing and anticipation of
the other pilot’s maneuvers. It was un-
canny, the way his mistakes balanced
Rittmann’s. Everything was too madden-
ingly even.

Bailey’s thoughts on the subject were
shoved far back in cold storage as he ap-
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proached the squadron office. His eyes
were widening. He blinked a few times,
looking at men who wore the uniform of
the U. S. Army Air Corps.

They were grouped at the doorway of
the squadron office, listening as Squadron
L.eader Hedgebrooke gave them routine
directions. Hedgebrooke was a stocky,
russet-headed and mustached veteran of
Channel and North Sea aerial warfare,
well liked by his command.

He was saying, “We’ll get along, gen-
tlemen. I know this fight means as much
to you as to Britishers. We're all in this
together.”” For a moment his eyes left
the group and he was looking at Bailey
as he said, “I'd like to be able to tell you
that you're the first Americans to honor
this squadron by fighting at our side, but
another Yank has beaten you to the
punch. Maybe you’ve heard of him. I
won't tell you of his accomplishments, or
what he’s capable of doing in the sky.
You'll see that for yourself when you go
up there with him. But right now I'd
like you to meet—Flight Lieutenant
Bailey.” |

“Hi-ya, fellas,” Bailey said, as he came
up and stood at Hedgebrooke’s side. He
grinned at the Americans and they
grinned back. There were eleven of them.
Eleven experienced and seasoned pilots—
men who had been flying for the U.S.
Army for many years. They knew what it
was all about.

Bailey’s eyes went down along the line
of faces. Good, strong, hard-jawed faces.
A broken nose here and there. A front
tooth missing, maybe the result of a crack-
up years ago. Not a pretty boy in the
hinéup. Bailey looked at eight men, and
when he looked at the ninth, he gasped.
When he looked at the tenth, he gasped
again; and as he stared at the face of the
Jast man in line his own face was white,
and within himself he was trembling.

In the same moment that it had reached
Bailey, recognition struck hard at the

three U. S. flyers. They were staring at
each other and again at Bailey. Astonish- .
ment was giving way to a cold and bitter
hardness that came into their eyes and
on lips.

HE by-play was not lost upon Squad-
ron Leader Hedgebrooke or the eight
other Americans, It was as if they were
all spectators, baffled at a performance
that was as strange as it was silent.

Bailey managed to say, “You’ll like it
here, fellas.” He had taken his gaze from
the last three men in line and was auto-
matically bringing words to his lips. “I
know you're hungry for action and I can
promise you that this area will provide a
big feed. Jerry keeps walking across the
Channel and we bump into him all the
time. When he doesn’t come over, we go
out and look for him. So there’s some-
thing doing almost every day. I—I guess
that’s about all for now. See you at din-
ner.”

He turned away and quickly walked
toward barracks.

Hedgebrooke hastily said, “You can go
to the quarters that I've assigned you,
gentlemen, and catch a couple hours rest
before dinner. But keep your flying gear
handy and ready. If there’s an emergency
call, you'll be in on it along with the

others.”’

As they started to turn away, the squad-
ron leader gestured them to wait. He
added, ‘“‘Uh—there’s one more thing,
gentlemen. I hope you'll excuse Flight
Lieutenant Bailey. I know he seemed
somewhat—vague. Fact is, he just re-
turned from a bit of business over the
Channel. Was forced down. Needs a
drink or two. I know you’ll understand.”

But Hedgebrooke himself did not un-
derstand. Bailey’s puzzling behavior had
certainly not been induced by the Chan-
nel fight. Nor could it be explained by
the fact that he had come out second best
in this latest meeting with Rittmann.
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There had been other times when the
German had taken the lead in the
stretched-out sky debate, but Bailey had
not lost his smile, his friendly manner.
And if he had taken a drink, it was cer-
tainly not because he needed alcohol as a
stimulant. Bailey was definitely no drink-
er. When he did gulp a Scotch and soda

it was for purposes of sociability, and for

no other reason.

Hedgebrooke’s frown was accented as
he walked into the squadron office. He
knew that for some reason the last three

men in line had caused Bailey to lose his

usual balance and calm. The squadron
leader was wondering about the three
men, and then it was as if he could hear
Bailey’s voice.

Bailey, offering an explanation that was
a puzzle in itself—Bailey, smiling quietly,
saying, “It begins in a flying field in the
States—U. S. Army flying field—in-
volves a few guys who at one time were
my friends.” Guys named Rick—Clint—
Robbie—and Steve.”

For a few seconds Hedgebrooke's
memory lost potency, and he was slam-
ming a fist on a desk top, trying to recall
the rest of Bailey’s statement. And slow-

ly it came back to him.

Bailey had said, “Steve died in Spam—
died screaming.- He wasn’t the kind of
ouy who screamed easily. That’s about
all, gentlemen. If I try to tell you any
more, I might begin screaming myself.”

Hedgebrooke lit a cigarette and sat
down at the desk and watched the smoke

crawl toward the ceiling.

N ROOM 9 of the barracks, three

Americans sat on the edges of their cots.
They were all in their late twenties. They
were all hard-eyed captains, all sun burn-
ished and wind reddened.

And the similarity stopped there.

Rick Robertson came from Texas. At
Rice Institute he had been a record-break-
ing shotputter. He was short.

N

Clint Hadley was tall and wiry and at
Oregon State he had been quite a hurdler.
Also quite a student.

Robbie Caldwell had been born and
raised on a farm in Illinois. At eighteen
he had joined the Army and worked him-

~self up to a chance at the Air Corps. He

made good on the chance. He had aver-
age height and weight and black hair and
eyes, and a fast temper.

He stood up and said, “I’'m not taking
it, see? I'm not—"

“Aw, sit down,” Clint said.

Robbie sat down.

Rick muttered, “I just can’t get myself
to believe it. After all these years—run-
ning into Bailey again. And from the
way Hedgebrooke spoke, he’s quite a big
man around here.”

Robbie stood up again. “Oh, is he?
Well, that doesn’t crack any ice with me.
Bailey is one guy that I've got figured out
from A to Z. A one-hundred-per-cent
tried-and-true rat.”’ He held up his right
fist. “*“You see this? I've been saving it
up for a long time. Now that I've run
into Bailey again—"

“Aw, sit down,” Clint said.

Robbie sat down.

Rick was shaking his head and looking
at the floor.

“I guess Steve’s around here, too,” he

muttered.

“Stevg’s a sap,” Robbie said. “The
guy never had a mind of his own, and
where Bailey was concerned he was al-
ways a shadow. When every guy in the
squadron knew that Bailey was a sneak
and a crook, Steve stayed with him. When
he was k1cked out of the Air Corps Steve
quit too.’

“Loyalty—"" Rick began.

“Aw, don’t give me that loyalty stuff,”
Robbie crisped. “Steve was nothing more
or less than a stooge. He worshiped
Bailey the same way kids look up to big-
time gangsters. Bailey was fast and
smooth and sharp.”
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“And he could fly like a streak,” Clint
said,

Robbie yelled, “What’s the matter with
you guys? You taking up for Bailey all
of a sudden?”

“Not at all,” Rick murmured.

“We’re just making a few observa-
tions,” Clint said. |

Robbie’s eyes narrowed and he said,
“There’s a saying—time heals all wounds.
But as far as I'm concerned, that saying
1s a lot of prunes. It was six years ago
that Bailey stole a few thousand dollars’
worth of precision instruments from a
supply shed and disgraced the entire
Corps. I've never forgotten about that,
and never will. I've never ‘forgotten the
dirty method he used—taking a little at a
time, selling the stuff to a mob of crooks
who took out the jewels and the platinum
and threw the rest away. Throwing him
out of the corps wasn’t enough. They
should have put him in prison.”

- =

The man who's conservation-wise
Says Thin Gillette’s the blade he buys!
it’s thrifty, longer-lasting, keen—

You sure look slick—shave fast and clean!

Rick shook his head sadly and said,
“Funny how things happen to break up a
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TI—IERE was quiet for a few seconds.
Then Robbie stepped toward the
flight lieutenant and said, “Is this wvisit
official ?*?

““Not in the least,” Bailey said, wearing
a smile.

“Then you better get out,” Robbie said.

His fists were clenched.
“Aw, sit down, Robbie,” Clint said.

“1 won’t sit down,” Robbie fumed.
“And I won’t stay in the same room with
a dirty crook!” He waited for a response
from Bailey. There was none. Robbie
walked out of the room.

Bailey shrugged.

Again there was a stretch of quiet.

Then Rick said, “Where’s Steve?”

“Dead,” Bailey said. :

Clint said, “When did it happen? How
- did it happen?”

Bailey’s lips tightened. “I’d rather not
talk about it right now,” he said. He
took a deep breath, as if he was bracing
himself for a great effort, and then he said,
““Maybe it’s asking a lot from you, fellas,
but I want you to play ball with me. I
want you to keep quiet about that little
deal back in the States. See if you can
persuade Robbie to do the same. If any-
thing leaked out, I’d probably get the boot
from the R.AJF. And 1 don’t want that
to happen—for a good reason. One of
these days I'll give out with that reason,
and I'll tell you about Steve. But right
now I can’t say anything. All I can do 1s

ask you for a break.”
Rick and Clint looked at each other.

Clint said, “What happened in the
States doesn’t have anything to do with
this setup. I'm mum, Bailey.”

“Same here,” Rick said.

Bailey grinned dimly. “Thanks, fellas.”

“But we can’t make any guarantees as
far as Robbie 1s concerned,” Clint mut-
tered. ‘“He isn’t ready to forgive and
forget—not by a long shot. He has it in
for you, Bailey. You can see that your-

self,”

Something cold and hard came into
Bailey’s eyes. He said, “If that’s the way
matters are, I'll meet Robbie on his own
ground. Tell him that if he wants a fight
I'll give it to him. I'll—"

He was interrupted by the sound of a
siren screeching across the field. And
then, beyond the window, a voice shouted,

“It’s a scramble!” |
“What gives out?” Rick said.

“Plenty,” Bailey crisped. He had a
hand on the doorknob. He said, “Grab
your flying gear and get out on the field—
fast! That siren isn’t kidding. When it
hits the pitch you’re hearing now, there's
big things doing.”

He dashed out of the room. Clint and
Rick were throwing themselves into fly-
ing suits and pulling helmets over their
heads and leaping through the opened
doorway.

CHA PTER TWO
Flame over the Channel

NINETEEN pilots faced
Squadron Leader Hedgebrooke,
who was saying, “It isn’t the
usual thing, gentlemen. That’s
why I'm taking extra time to tell you
about it. Twelve miles south of here, at
Portsmouth, the Navy has a lot of war-
ships. They’re big boats, gentlemen, Im-
portant boats. And Dornier bombers, es-
corted by a couple dozen Heinkels, are on
the way over. Not one of those Dorniers
are to get through, so you’ve got to ignore
the Heinkels. Stay away from them.,
That’s all, gentlemen. Go up there and
get rid of bullets!”

The flyers ran toward Spitfires that
were already throbbing eagerly. Bailey
was climbing into the cockpit of his plane,
when he felt a tug at his bootstrap. He
looked down and saw Robbie. The black-
haired guy was wearing hate on his face.

He shouted, above the roar of Rolls-
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- Royce engines, “Why did you pick Clint
and Rick and myself for this job?”

“T'll tell you later!” Bailey yelled.
“Get in your plane!”

“You’re not kidding me, Bailey! I
know your game—you want to get rid of
us, fast!” |
¥ Bailey did not wait to hear any more.
He was in the cockpit, closing the green-
house over his head. He fed juice to the
Merlin and sent the Spitfire across velvety
green fields.

The nineteen planes twanged and
boomed as variable-pitch propellers forced
a fast climb. Bailey moved out in front and
called for a stepped-down echelon forma-
tion. He looked into his rear-view mirror,
Toward the back of the lineup he could
see Rick’s plane, and Clint’s and Robbie’s.
It wouldn’t make much difference whether
they were in the rear or up in front. But
when he assigned them to their positions,
he figured they might be safer back there.

His mind was drilling back through six
years, and he was thinking of the friend-
ship that had existed among them all. He
was thinking of America, and things that
had happened—little things. Like the
time Robbie had gulped too much beer,
and they had to fight their way out of a
taproom and get back to the field at three
in the morning., The time Clint had been
forced down on a meadow in Ohio, and
a bull went after him, and four planes
whizzed down on the bull and nearly
frightened the animal to death. And Rick,
overboard about a debutante from New
York, and punching a certain well-known
playboy in the jaw. And Steve—Steve—
But he didn’t want to think about Steve,

The thought persisted. Again he could
see the blood-streaked fields of Spain,
the thin line of Loyalists marching out
of Madrid to make their grim stand
against the trucks and tanks of Franco’s
~ legions. He could see the Junkers bomb-
ers, the Fiat fighters that Germany and
Italy had sent over. In pitiful contrast

he could see the crazy assortment of out-
moded wrecks that the Loyalists were
sending into the air. He could see the
grin on Steve’'s lips. A grin that was
forced, as if Steve knew that he was go-
ing to die. Steve—waving and grinning
on the day they took off to make recon-
naissance over Guadalajara. The terrible
day of blood and pain and screaming.
Steve—screaming.
~ Again he could hear it shattering against
his eardrums, jabbing into his brain.
Bailey fought to rid himself of the
memory, to concentrate his entire atten-
tion on another level of space and time,
Then suddenly he saw blue-gray sky,
and clouds high in the sky. And beyond
the clouds was a conglomeration of
shapes—winged shapes.

UTOMATICALLY he used the

R.T., shouted, “It looks like Jerry
a few miles away. Bombers and escort
fighters. Let’s go upstairs!” '

Nineteen Spitfires pointed noses up-
ward and roared in speedy climb.

At 21,000 feet Bailey was able to diag-
nose the battle situation. The Nazi squad-
ron had already sighted the British
group and the escort planes going up. In
order to get to the Dorniers they'd have
to break through a wall of Madsen fire.

He issued instructions. “The Heinkels
are coming up to play with us, but we
won’t play. The idea is to break through
and smash up the Dorniers. Leave the
Heinkels alone.”

The British formation was working
level at 23,000 feet. The Heinkels,
though considerably short of that altitude,
were climbing fast. And far below, nine
big Dornier bombers lumbered confident-
ly on toward the naval base at Ports-
mouth. |
- Bailey said, “We dive in closed-in
arrowhead formation at the Heinkels. But
it turns out to be a feint, and we do a
frog-jump over their heads and then con-
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tinue down on the Deorniers. If we get

past those Nazi fighters on the first jump,
it might not take long to finish this job.
Okay— Close in and ready and—tally-
ho!” '
The English group went down. The
echelon had closed to a narrow arrow-
head, and Bailey’s Spitfire was the frontal
point. And they went down screeching

and Whil’lil‘lg. &
Twenty-four Heinkels formed a line of

challenge—twenty-four Heinkels, carry-

ing a boastful, glaring designation on both
sides of each fuselage. “Unit 79.” _
In the same moment that he recognized
the Nazis as members of Rittmann’s fly-
ing group, Bailey was commanding him-
self to temporarily forget his personal
hostility toward the German ace and the
orange-painted buzzards of 79. And his
action followed through on the thought
as he ripped out of the feinting dive,
leaped high and wide of the Heinkel bar=
rier and then continued down again.

The other Spitfires were following. And

the maneuver was accomplished with neat-

ness and terrtfic speed. The Heinkels
were completely fooled. They had ex-
pected the English planes to take advan-
tage of an altitude lead and’ momentum,
and they were willing to concede this as a
balancing factor to their own numerical
supertority.

But as the Spitfires whizzed out, ran
into the clear and then dived again, the
German flight leader shrieked a curse.
And into his radio telephone he hissed,
“After them—ifull throttle. We can still
destroy them before they reach the Dor-
niers!”

The Heinkels moved back in a roaring
outside loop. Twenty-four exhaust lines

. described hazy smoke circles in the blue-

gray as the German planes went down
after the British squadron. The German
flicht leader was grinding his teeth as he
strained to get a sight on the nearest Spit-
fire. And gradually a silver-blue fuselage

was coming into range. A British rudder
was entering the Madsen sight-ring. The
German’s thumb moved toward a dull
black button.

AILEY did not know that one of his
planes was being readied as a target
for flaming Madsens. He was conscious
only of the fact that the Dorniers were
coming into range. Automatically obey-
ing Hedgebrooke’s directiras to the full,
he was completely ignoring the Heinkels.
Into the R. T. Bailey clipped, “Break
out and come down on them like a rain-
fall! Ship down underneath and come up
at their bellies!”

The rest of what he was about to say
became a gasp. His eyes had swerved to
the rear-view mirror. And he could see

flame far back there. Far back there in

the arrowhead formation. Flame, issuing
from a Spitfite ; and behind the Spitfire a
bullet-spurting Heinkel. There were more
Heinkels—a lot of them—too many of
them.

Bailey begged himself to forget about
the Heinkels, to forget about the flaming
British plane. He had to think only of the
big Dornier bombers that were capable of
destroying battleships and heavy cruisers
and carriers. In order to destroy them,
the Spitfires must be sacrificed. With the
flight-line retained, the Heinkels would be
able to nip the English planes one by one,

with the Spitfires in rear position getting

the worst part of the deal. The lads at the
tail end of the arrowhead had only the
shadow of a chance. Bailey thought of
the flyers who were back there—Rick and
Clint and Robbie—and he was biting his
lip until blood dripped down over his chin,
The guys in rear position might have a
decent chance if he gave them the word
to fight back. But Hedgebrooke had said,
“Ignore direct contact with the Heinkels.”
An oath left Bailey’s lips. Again he
glanced at the rear-view mirror. Another
Spitfire was ignited—and still another!
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A fourth English plane was breaking
out of formation. In glaring defiance of
the battle order it was looping back, lung-
ing toward the oncoming Heinkels.
Whether the pilot was trying to save his
own skin, or whether he was bent on a
~ wild ride of revenge, Bailey could not de-
termine. But he knew that if other Spit-
fires followed suit, the formation would be
wrecked. Instead of smashing at the
Dorniers, the English group would be en-
gaging with the Heinkels.

Bailey’s mind was made up. He shouted,
“Stay in line! Keep your mind on the
Dorniers. England can’t afford to lose
any more big boats!”

He did not have time to say any more,
because the Dorniers had come into range
and he was sighting the rear turret of a
big German bomber over on the left.

The gunner was blasting at him and
Bailey’s Spitfire took bullets in the right
side of its fuselage before Bailey thumbed
the button and eight lines of Browning
heat went sizzling down. The rear turret
was smashed.

Bailey closed in and poured another
burst into the front of the Dornier. The
big bomber was staggering in the sky. It
went over on its side and placed itself on
an angle that was convenient for a third
burst. Bailey offered a single second of
flame. The line of bullets pierced the right
engine and the Dornier wasgburning.

THER Dorniers were burning. They

were falling into the Channel and the
Spitfires were whizzing down in their
wake, then darting up to pour fire at the
bombers that were still able to fly. The
Heinkels ripped down after the English
planes, sent Madsen lead into the wvitals
of Rolls-Royce motors, into the vitals of
Englishmen. At 11,500 feet, above the
southeastern area of the English Channel,
the sky was a mass of fire and smoke and
twisted metal and ripped flesh. Like mad-
dened birds trying to destroy each other

in the glowing depths of the inferno, the
planes threw lead and took it.

Bailey was working on his second
Dornier. A front gunner was giving him
trouble and he eased down and rolled over
and came in again, nose edging upward.
He sent an underside burst into the belly
of the Dornier. The big bomber shud-
dered, and then three Heinkels came run-
ning at Bailey and he was forced to dive.

The Heinkels chased him. At slightly
less than 8,000 feet he pulled out and
zoomed and broke away. The German
planes tried to initiate another line of pur-
suit and he crossed them up by breaking
his defensive sprint and coming in at them
head-on. He sliced through and lunged
at another Dornier. He pressed the gun-
button and grinned as the big Nazi bomb-
er broke out-in flames.

His grin widened as he saw that the
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