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A NEW FACE

{ CAKES SURE GAVE YOU

Don’t let adolescent
pimples make a hermit
out of YOU!

Between the ages of 13 and
25, important glands develop.
This causes disturbances
throughout the body. Waste
poisons get into the blood and
irritate the skin, making it
break out in pimples.

But you can clear skin irri-
tants out of your blood—with
Fleischmann’s Yeast. Then the
pimples disappear! Eat 3 cakes
of Fleischmann’s Yeast a day,
before meals, until skin clears.
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Broadcasting Stations employ man-

agers, engineers, operators, installa-

tion and maintenance men for jobs
paying up to $5,000 a year.

Set. servlclng pays many N B I

men $200 to $1,000 a year for

their spare time. Full time men

make as much as l§30, $50, $75
a week.

Maklng' mstamng and servicing
Si)eaker Apparatus is another
growlng money-making fleld for

Radio trained men

Broadcast Engineer.

Operator _in_Broadcast Station.
Airceraft Radio Operator.
Operator of Airway -Beacons.
Government Radio Operator.
Radio Operator on Ships.

Sersvigegmn mf L Speaker tion Service when you finish.
Inslallation Engineer on Loud
Speaker Systems. Find Out What Radio Offers You

Bales Manager for Retail Stores.
Servlca Manager for Retail Stores.

evisinn Broadcast Operator.
Television eer,
Set Servicing Expert.
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Why slave your life away

o Radw Installation and Sery-

in a no-future job? Why
skimp, why scrape, try-
ing to pay your bills?
I'll train you quickly for

for FREE

DL g a0 118 a live-wire field with a
¢ future — RADIO. $30,
$75 a week-—-that's

$60

what many Radio Experts make. $5. $10, $16 a
week extra money—that’s what many ‘of my
students make in their spare time while learning.
My free book tells you about Radio’s spare time
and full time opportunities—about my tested
training—about my students and graduates—what
they are doing and making. Get this book. Be a
Radio Expert. The Radio field is big enough to
absorb many more properly trained men.

Many Radio Experts Make
$30, $50, $75 a Week

Spare_time and full time Radio Service, Installing, Operat-~
ing, Maintaining Broadcast, Aviation Radio, Commercial,
Ship and Television stations, a Radio service business of
your own—I’1] train you for these and other opportunities
in the manufacture, sale and service of Radio, Loud Speaker

and Television apparatus. My FREE book tells you about
the many money-making opportunities in Radio. Get a
copy. Mail Coupon today.

Save—Learn at Home in Your Spare Time

You don’t have to leave home and spend $500 to $1,000 to
learn Radio. I'll train you quickly and inexpenswely right
in your own home and in your spare time. You don’t need
a high school or college education. Many of my successful
graduates didn’t even finish grade school. My practical
50-50 method of training—half with lessons, half with
Radio equipment—gives you broad practical experience—
makes learning at home easy, fascinating, practical and rapid.

Many Make $5, $10, $15 a Wecek Extra
in Spare Time While Learning

My book shows how my special training, instruction mate-
rial, plans, ideas, and my twenty years’ experience training
men for Radio careers has helped many students make $200
to $§1,000 a year in their spare time. My Course is famous

as ‘“‘the one that pays for itself.”

Your Money Back if Not Satisfied

I'm so sure you will be satisfled with my training that I
agree in writing to refund every penny of your money if
you are not entirely satisfied with my Lesson and Instruc-

Act today. Mail the coupon. My 64-page book will be
sent free to any ambitious fellow over 15 -years of
age. It tells about Radio’s opportunities—explaing
the eighteen star features of my Course—shows
Jetters of what others are doing and making,
There is no obligation. Mail the coupon in
an envelope or paste on 1 cent post card,

J. E. SMITH, President
National Radio Institute,

Department 5NF,
Washington, D. C,

“I was working in &
garage with no (utuxc

aside enough to

for your Course. (]

have not regretted it.

I have made as high
as $400 a month in

Radio.”’—E. G. WOLFE, 1202

Eden St., Elkhart, Indiana.

$10 TO $25 WEEKLY

IN SPARE TIME:

“I am making from
$10 to $25 a week
in spare time, while
still holding my reg-
ular job as a machin-
ist. I have earned
enough to pay for
your - Course

times over. Only a %

trained man can service sets nowas
days. I owe my success to N. R. 1.”*
—WILLIA F. RU R.F.D.
No. 1, Conshohucken, Penna.

CHIEF OPERATOR AT BROADCAST:
= ING STATION

When I had com-
pleted the first twenty
lessons, I'had obtained
my license as a Radio
Broadcast Operator

n d  immediately
jolned Station WMPC

where I am now Chief 4

Operator, I do noL
hesxtate to recommend N.

ning ¢t
HOLLIS F,
Madison
Michigan.
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FLYING FURIES

By
JAMES PERLEY HUGHES

The Pfalz piqued down as he hung there on the door—crucified.
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The Price Of The Secret He Carried On His

Wings Was Death. Through Flaming Skies
And The Greatest Odds A Man Ever
Faged, He Won His Bargain With Fate

burton as he led his newly acquired

flight toward the lines. He had taken
command only a few hours before, but al-
ready he knew his pilots hated him. He
had been sent to fill the place of a popular
commander, who had been killed in action.
More than that, he had received instruc-
tions to tame the roughest and most unruly
crew in the A.E.F.

Now he was at their head, thundering
toward No Man’s Land. As they sighted
the trenches, he saw a small formation of
Pfalz pursuit ships cruising along the lines.
A glance through his glasses and he recog-
nized the Boche quartet, Each ship bore

GROWING tenseness galled Dick War-

the Skull and Bones of the Death’s Head
squadron. Dick had heard of this escadre.
Its commander, Hermann Schleichtweg,
was regarded as the high priest of Fright-
fulness among German birdmen.

Warburton veered in the enemy’s direc-
tion and signalled the alerte. Hardly had
his wings stopped waggling than Gene
Dolin and Jim Carter, the men riding just
behind him, lunged forward.

“Get back,” Dick yelled, pantomiming
his words.

Neither pilot heeded his gestured com-
mand. Instead,they gunned their Spads to
greater speed. Warburton threw his own
throttle forward. The formation was break-

7
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ing up in spite of his orders. As his own
tail lifted, he saw Dolin and Carter strike
at the Pfalz flying in the rear guard posi-
tion. A second later, two more men had
joined them. Miller and Spence. They had
quit their posts in spite of Warburton’s
signals. Now the combined blasts of their
guns were ripping the German to pieces.

Fighting with a speed and savagery that
crumpled the German up, they crowded in.
Flames sprang from the Pfalz fuselage, but
the Americans did not cease their fire,

“No need for that. He’s dead,” Dick
growled.

UT the four continued to lash the

blazing wreck, following it to the
grass tops. Then they zoomed and struck at
a second Hun. With swift precision they
cut him off from his companions and then
methodically tore him to bits. Warburton
could see that the man was a green pilot,
helpless in the hands of four seasoned
fighters. Before the remaining Boche could
come to his aid, he was tumbling to his
death. Once more the four followed the
shattered pilot down, scourging his lifeless
body.

“Hun stuff. Not our game,” Warburton
rasped.

Then he caught sight of the rippling
streamers of a squadron commander and
knew that Hermann Schleichtweg was lead-
ing the patrol. He had heard stories of the
man’s ruthless savagery and tricky ways,
but he charged at him with all the speed
his Hisso could develop.

The German nosed around to meet his
attack, but as Dick peered through his
sights, he saw Dolin and Carter strike down
on his tail.

“Get away. He’s my meat,” Warburton
pantomimed, but the men paid no atten-
tion.

Next Miller and Spence barged in.

“Get away. Get away,” Dick waved his
arms frantically.

Then he saw Schleichtweg staring at him,

The man saluted and gestured to his guns.
The American nodded. A challenge to a
duel had been given and accepted. Once
more Dick signalled to his followers. He
saw Dolin and Carter exchange glances.
Next they beckoned to Miller and Spence.
A wave of their hands and they backsticked
to a higher level.

Dick gunned his Spad as his companions
darted away. He could see Schleichtweg
bending low in his cockpit. Flickers came
from the Pfalz cowl. The Spad bored in,
its Brownings chattering. The German
dodged, trying every trick in his ken to find
an opening, but Warburton met his rushes
with blazing guns.

The battle quickened, reaching a speed
where both were forcing their planes. Dick
felt a sense of elation steal over him as the
combat progressed. With each exchange, he
was gaining an advantage and his guns
throbbed steadily. Then he saw Schleicht-
weg gesture to the left. Warburton looked
away to see four swiftly moving Spads
hammering a single Pfalz to pieces. The
man was scudding for the carpet, his hands
raised in a gesture of surrender. :

“Let him go,” Dick bellowed. “He’s try-
ing to—" _

His words stopped as he felt, rather than
saw, the sardonic laughter that came from
Gene Dolin’s lips. As the Boche pilot raised
his hands, Dolin and Carter bored in.
Their cowl guns flashed and the pilot fell
forward, riddled as he tried to surrender.
“Murder—that’s all. Plain murder,” Dick
muttered.

He spun to resume his combat with Her-
mann Schleichtweg, but the Death’s Head
leader was scudding into the German back
area. Spots of red showed upon Warbur-
ton’s cheek, but they were not the flush of
victory. Shame gripped, shame for the men
he commanded. He signalled them to re-
form and led them back to the airdrome.

A crowd of mechanics and squadron at-
taches greeted them at their landing. Word
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of the combat had been telephoned and a
cheer marked their arrival.

“Tough luck you didn’t get Schleicht-
weg,” Al King, the flight adjutant, said to
Gene Dolin.

“We’d have burned him up if it hadn’t
been for—”

The rest of Dolin’s words were mumbled,
but his eyes flicked toward Dick War-
burton.

“How about that baby, who tried to sur-
render?” King asked. ‘“The front line O.P’s
said—"

“We gave him the works, the hot damned
yellow belly,” Dolin broke in.

Dick glanced at the pilot. A crooked
smile held his lips and he glared defiantly
when their eyes met. Then Dolin turned
and swaggered toward the barracks. War-
burton summoned Sergeant Cassidy, the
non-com in charge of the riggers and ma-
chinists, and ordered an immediate servic-
ing of all ships. Temporary repairs must
be made so that the flight could take to the
air without more than a minute’s warning.

“The boys are sure living up to their
pledge,” the sergeant said, when Dick had
finished giving orders.

“Pledge?”

“Yeah—they had a meeting and swore
they’d get the guys that knocked off Cap-
tain Norton. They’re a tough gang of joy-

_ stickers, but they naturally loved that
skipper. They damn near went crazy when
he was sent west.”

Warburton nodded. He was beginning to
understand.

E,called a messenger and sent out an
order for the pilots to assemble in the
mess hall. A few minutes later he was talk-
ing to them, soberly, earnestly, hoping to
make them see the plans he had in mind.
“I called you here, fellows,” he told them,
“to give you an idea of what we’re going
to do. I didn’t have a chance this morning
before the hop off.”

“Teacher’s outlining the day’s lesson,”
he heard Gene Dolin mutter.

- “First I want to say,” Dick went on,
ignoring the words, “that I am proud to
take the place of so able a fighter as Cap-
tain Norton. He was a great pilot and
his name deserves more reverence than
what it received this morning.”

“Just what do you mean by that?” Jim
Carter shoved back his chair.

“Several things. That show you fellows
put on, for instance. If you thought you
were making Captain Norton rest any
easier in his grave, then—"

“Just a minute, captain,” Gene Dolin
broke in, “did you know Charlie Norton?”

“No, but—"

“Listen, skipper—he was the whitest
man who ever held a stick. We know you’re
an ace, a polo star and a lot of other swell
things, but—Charlie Norton was our pal
and Hermann Schleichtweg and his mob
burned him alive when he hadn’t a chance.”

“How do you mean?”

“They threw an inflammatory bomb into
his crate after his engine had conked.”

“A rotten, Hunnish trick, I'll admit,”
Dick answered, “but I can’t see that it ex-
cuses what you fellows did today.”

“No? Well, we think it does,” Dolin
shot back.

Dick Warburton turned to the pilot. He
smiled as he looked into the man’s face.
It was a friendly, inviting smile, but his
eyes were darkly serious.

“I’m sorry, but I differ with you, Dolin.
As I'm skipper, we’ll do as I say.”

“Yeah?”

“Yes. And that’s all right now. Dis-
missed until the evening patrol.”

- Dick turned and left the mess hall, cross-
ing the field to where the riggers were going
over his ship. As he neared, Sergeant Cas-
sidy hurried to meet him.

“You’d better have a look here, captain,”
the man said in a whisper. “There are a
lot of holes in your bus that were not made
by Spandaus.”
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Warburton grinned and slapped the non-
com on the shoulder.

“Don’t be so suspicious, sarge,” he
laughed, “In that dog-fight this morning,
lead was flying so loose that anyone was
liable to step into it. Don’t worry, sarge. I
can look after myself.”

Secret Mission

back alone to the Death’s Head

airdrome. His deeply lined face
was brick red with anger. He had taken
a trio of cub pilots out for a Cook’s tour
of the lines and had been jumped on by a
flight of Americans who fought like
winged furies.

Schleichtweg resented this onslaught for
more than one reason. The cubs were hand
picked pilots he hoped to train to take the
places of men now flying in his formation.
Hauptmann Hermann was no gentleman.
He knew he never could be, in spite of
the Imperial commission he held. He hated
aristocrats as only a peasant can hate. He
wanted none of them.

Circling over his airdrome, he looked
down to see a mumber of officers playing
tennis. He recognized them without the
sight of any face,

“Gentlemen,” the word came through
his tightly held teeth like escaping steam.
“Champagne and cake instead of blood and
iron. Just wait. T’ll show them that they
burn as brightly as any peasant when they
do go in flames.”

He brought his badly mauled Pfalz down
and stamped into the orderly room. On
his desk he saw the daily report of the Im-
perial Intelligence Corps. He glanced over
it hurriedly. His eyes centered on a para-
graph and a frown furrowed its way be-
tween his sparse blond brows as he read:

HERMANN SCHLEICHTWEG flew

Captain Richard Warburton has been as-
signed to command the American 218th In-
dependent Unit. Warburton is the knightly,

gentleman sportsman type and was once noted
es an international polo star.

A sour smile came to the squadron lead-
er’s lips. Then he glanced out the window
at the tennis players. He poured out a glass
of schnaps and tossed it down his throat,
his lips widening,

“Gentlemen may be gentlemen,” he
mumbled, “but I shall hunt these Ameri-
can pig-dogs with blooded hounds and shall
not count my losses.”

He took up the Intelligence bulletin
again. A report from the chemical warfare
division intrigued him. A new type of poi-
son bomb had been tested on the eastern
front and had slaughtered Cossacks by the
hundred. The Zauptmann’s blue eyes nar-
rowed and he reached for the field tele-
phone. In another minute he had the chief
of the chemical warfare unit whose base
was not far away.

“Have you any of those new No. 116BX
bombs, Herr Oberst?” he inquired.

“A few for experimental purposes.”

Schleichtweg smiled into the transmitter.

“T should be glad to aid you, colonel. We
have_ a lot of wild dogs down here and—"

“Ganz gute—TI’ll send you some,” was
the enthusiastic interruption. “Wild dogs
will be splendid. We tried them on sheep,
but the gas spoils the mutton. Wild dogs
are excellent.”

“Danke schoen—thanks awfully. T
send my orderly after them.”

Hauptmann Hermann took another glass
of schnaps and stared out the window. His
choler revived as he watched the graceful
ease with which Eric von Unworth played.
Von Unworth was a freikerr, a baron.
More than that, he came from Bonn and
had been a polo player.

“Two dogs with a single shot,” chuckled
Hermann to his third glass of brandy.

He waited until his orderly had re-
turned from the Chemical Warfare depot
before he summoned Eric von Unworth
into his office. The young baron’s well-
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groomed cleanliness only added to Her-
mann’s rancor. He glowered as the pilot
saluted smartly.

“You sent for me, Herr Hauptmann?”

“Yes. I have a special mission.”

“Thanks, my captain, for remembering
me.”

Animation brightened the young Ger-
man’s eyes as he leaned forward to hear
his chief’s instructions.

“You used to play polo, didn’t you?”
Schleichtweg asked.

“Yes, sir. At Bonn.”
“Ever meet Richard Warburton—an
American?”

“Why, yes. He was No. 1 for the win-
ning four at London. Of course I didn’t
know him personally, but—"

“That is good, because you are going
to kill him,” the squadron leader broke in.

“When do I hop, sir?”

“At once and remember—this is a spe-
cial mission. Say nothing to anyone.”

Eric von Unworth hurried to his quarters
to don his flying suit. He found Julius von
Schmaltz, his room-mate, waiting for him.

“What was it?” the young man asked.

“Secret mission. Can’t tell.”

“Then it must be something ghastly, if
Herr Hauptmann originated it.”

Baron Eric did not answer. He sat down
and wrote a letter, handing it to von
Schmaltz after tightly sealing the flap.

“Don’t open it unless—something hap--
pens,” he said.

“But, Eric—"

“Please—I can tell you nothing.”

Slipping on his helmet, von Unworth
went out onto the field. His Pfalz was out,
warming for the hop off. Behind it were

The Baron Challenges For Combat

Baron von Unworth’s hand was raised
in snappy salute.

“To fight with Captain Warburton would
be an honor,” he said.

“You're going to kill him, not fight with
him.”

“But, Herr Hauptmann—"

“You are going over with these,” the
commander pointed to the bombs he had
just received. “You will drop them on
Warburton’s airdrome.”

“But, Herr Hauptmann,—”

“They killed three of our recruits thls
morning. They hunted them down like
wild dogs.”

“In fair battle, sir, while—"

“Achtung!  Attention!” rasped the
hauptmann. “You will follow orders.”

Baron Eric von Unworth stiffened, his
hands held tightly to his sides. He saw the
gloating in Hermann Schleichtweg’s eyes
and he sensed the motive that prompted his
selection for this ghastly mission.

other ships, their props idling. He saw
Hauptmann Schleichtweg waiting to give
him his final instructions.

“Your bombs have been loaded,” the
squadron leader informed him. “Remem-
ber—it’s the 218th Independent Unit at Le
Meux. Get low enough to insure success.
Then come back and report results,”

“Ja wohl, Herr Hauptmann.”

Bitterness sounded in his words, but
Schleichtweg ignored the tone., He watched
the young baron enter his pit and give the
Pfalz the gun. Then he laughed, silently.

But no laughter came to Eric von Un-
worth. He glanced down at the bombs as
he flew towards the line. They were
marked 116BX. His eyes narrowed. He
had read the Intelligence reports on those
bombs. They were the last word in Fright-
fulness., Because of their ghastly effects,
even the high priests of Schrechlichkeit had
been loath to try them on the Western
front.
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“And he sent me against a man I've met
and known,” the young baron muttered.

Next came memories of Dick Warbur-
ton. Von Unworth had only met him in
one of those perfunctory introductions that
marked each of the international matches.
He remembered the American as a gallant,
fearless player, but a sportsman at all
times.

“If I could only fight him, it would be
all right,” Eric kept thinking, “but—I’ve
had my orders and—"

He was almost over the airdrome. He
reached into an inside pocket for his map
case. Next he took a wrench from the tool
case on his right. A glance below. He was
over the airdrome now— He could see men
and machines upon the tarmac. Faces were
looking up at him. He waved his hand as
though in friendly greeting. Then his youth-
ful face tightened. He reached down to
the floor of the cubby and took up a heavy
object. For a moment he held it uncer-
tainly. Then he tossed it over the side.

LTHOUGH Dick Warburton appar-
ently paid no attention to Sergeant
Cassidy’s warning, the presence of Brown-
ing machine gun bullets in his Spad caused
him moments of sober reflection. He knew
they were not there by chance, but ques-
tioning would do no good. He must find
another method of combating the enemies
in his own command.

No patrols were scheduled until late
afternoon and Dick put in the day inspect-
ing the hangars, machine shops and armory.
He saw nothing of the pilots. Most of
them were playing poker in Gene Dolin’s
room.

Afternoon came and the Spads were
wheeled out for the dusk patrol. As the
pilots appeared, Warburton again felt the
tension he had noted that morning. He
watched Dolin and Carter examining his
Spad. He wondered if they were looking
at the marks left by Browning bullets. He

sauntered in their direction as though with-
out purpose.

“Somebody did some careless shooting
this morning,” he told them, “Did you
notice those Browning holes back of the
tank?”

“Yeah. Carter was just showing them
to me.”

Dolin’s eyes met Warburton’s squarely.

“The boys ought to be more careful,”
Dick spoke almost casually. “They might
have knocked me off—by mistake.”

“They’ll be careful in the future, don’t
worry.” Dolin’s eyes again met Dick’s.

Warburton grinned. Hard as flint and
tough as leather. In the future the bullets
would hit their target. Dolin knew what
he was talking about. ‘

The hour for the take-off neared and
Warburton donned his flying suit. Then
he heard the drone of a motor overhead.

“Look, skipper. It’s one of Schleicht-
weg’s gang,” Al King, the flight adjutant,
called.

Field glasses were raised and focussed
on the enemy ship. A bellow of warning
and men scattered for the bomb proofs.
The German had tossed a heavy object over
the edge of his cockpit. Warburton did
not move, but continued to stare into the
sky.

“Let him get it. It’ll save us a lot of
grief,” he heard Harry Spence bawl,

Warburton winced. They all hated him.

The missile thrown from the Pfalz was
tumbling, end over end. No bomb did
that. Next it struck. An orderly rushed
out to pick it up. In another moment he
was - running to Warburton, a monkey
wrench in his hand. Between its jaws was
a sheet of paper.

As Dick opened the letter, pilots and
mechanics swarmed around him. He
glanced at the hastily scrawled lines and
handed the letter to Jim Carter, who stood
at his right.

“What does it say?” half a dozen voices

“asked,



FLYING

FURIES 13

A hard smile thinned Carter’s lips.
“Baron von Unworth of the Death’s
Head squadron challenges the skipper to
& duel.”
A buzz of excitement and eyes were fixed
" upon the new commander.

“I’ve met that fellow,” Dick told his
men. “He used to ride for Bonn in the In-
ternational polo matches.”

“Old college chum, huh?” Gene Dolin
sneered.

“No, but—” a glance at the circling
Pfalz—“but I rather enjoy the prospect
of fighting him. He’s a sport.”

Conflicting glances flicked around the
circle. Then Tom Miller, one of the vet-
erans of the outfit, edged forward.

“I wouldn’t do it, if I were you,” he
said. “Remember what these birds did to
Charlie Norton.”

“This fellow’s all right,” Dick answered.

“But, skipper, they—"

“Aw let him go,” Gene Dolin growled.
“Cripes, they’re doing us a favor.”

Warburton did not hear these words. He
had hurried to where his already warmed
ship was standing and climbed-into the pit.

“Hold the patrol until I get down,” he
called to Miller.

“0. K., captain.”

Flying Gas

r | \HE Hisso roared and the Spad slid
into the air. Gene Dolin and Jim
Carter watched it climb. Warburton

did not level off until he was even with the

Pfalz. Then he nosed toward it. Next

the men on the ground saw American and

Boche raise their hands in formal salutes.

A swelling roar as both engines were
sauced to the limit, leaping at each other
like spurred charges. Neither pilot fired,
although they were shooting through the
air like meteors.

“They must think we’re a lot of damned
canteen workers, putting on a show like
that,” Gene Dolin rapped.

“Aw dry up,” Jim Carter rumbled. “Give
him a break. He ain’t got long to live.”

The two ships neared each other at tre-
mendous speed, skimming just beneath
the low hanging clouds that marked the
ceiling. Both bent low, their eyes on the
ring sights. Dick steadied the Spad as he
neared his foe and unleashed his guns. Von
Unworth wormed out of line and then-cut
in, his Spandus chattering. Warburton
dodged in turn and the two swept by each
other with a roar of motors.

“Get you next time,” Dick yelled, wav-
ing his hand.

A flash of teeth and the young baron
grinned. Then he waved in reply.

Down on the ground, Gene Dolin swore
and then spat derisively.

“Those birds are just putting on a show
—acting,” he groused. “Throwing kisses
and waving handkerchiefs like a pair of hot
damned Chautauqua hounds.”

“Shut your trap and give the guy a
break,” Jim Carter snapped.

Spad and Pfalz had straightened and
were lunging at full speed again. The clat-
ter of their machine guns could be heard
distinctly. Several of the pilots had field
glasses and were following the combat with °
tensing interest.

“Say those boys are sure fighting,” Tom
Miller yelled to where Gene Dolin stood.

“Oh, yeah? It looks more—"

He stopped as a savage burst rang out
and the Pfalz half staggered. A bullet had
bitten into Eric von Unworth’s arm.

“—more like shadow boxing than any-
thing else,” Gene finished when the young
baron brought his nose up again.

The battle mounted in speed and fe-
rocity. The two ships clung together, each
pilot trying for the killing shot. Dick
Warburton felt a hot streak rake his scalp
and he was stunned for a moment. He
reeled in his cubby.

“Didn’t I tell you?” Jim Carter yelled,
when the Spad went into a spin.
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“It’s a break for us,” Dolin growled in
answer.

Dick was falling, but Eric von Unworth
made no attempt to follow him down. He
cruised in a circle, watching his adversary.
The American shook his head, clearing it.
Then he pulled out of the spin and zoomed.

Once more the two ships raged at each

other, their cowl guns jabbering. Warbur-

ton realized he was fighting a man of un-
usual skill and ability. The German knew
every phase of aerial combat and would
be hard to maneuver into position for a
killing shot. Dick nursed his stick, dart-
ing right, then left. A feint that drew
Baron Eric into a wing pivot and the
American had his opportunity. He kicked
the rudder and the tail whanged around.
The Brownings clattered, their whipping
streams crashing into the Boche’s dark cowl,
Strips of fabric peeled. Then the prop be-
gan to slow. Another blast and the Pfalz
wobbled drunkenly.

Dick released his grip on the trip. The
young baron was gesturing to him.

He wheeled and swept up to where he
could see more plainly. The German
pointed to his engine. It was dead. Next
he held up his hands and shook his head.
Warburton’s brow puckered. Von Un-
worth was telling he was out of the battle,
but at the same time declaring he would
not surrender. Dick watched the German
swing around, looking over the edge of his
pit as though hunting a landing place.

Next he straightened and glanced to-
ward the American. A stiff and formal
salute. Then his hand waved in farewell.

“Say what the—"

Dick’s words froze. Eric von Unworth
had stood his Pfalz upon its nose and was
dropping toward earth at meteor speed.
The American watched, expecting to see
him pull up, but the descent continued, un-
checked.

“Gosh, —"

A crash as the Pfalz struck, Then came

an explosion that was more than the dee'
tonation of a gasolene tank,

“Bombs,” was the word Dick’s lips
formed.

He saw a squad of mechanics and in-
fantry guards rush toward the ruined Pfalz,
As they neared it, a silvery haze spread
over the ground. Then men stopped sud-
denly. Some turned and ran, their hands
to their faces. Others reeled and fell.

“Gas. Poison gas,” Warburton muttered.

He fired a burst to attract the attention
of the pilots below, then pantomimed a
warning. Instead of answering, the men
on the ground pointed into the sky, waving
frantically, He could not understand their
gestures,

Then the sound of many Spandaus cut
through the roar of his motor. He looked
around. A full flight of Death’s Head
planes were dropping out of the clouds
above him, Hauptmann Schleichtweg was
at their head, his cowl guns blazing.

DICK WARBURTON nosed up to
meet the German attack. Safety
awaited him below, but he did not consider
it. He shoved his throttle to the limit,
weaving in and out among his adversaries.
His guns clattered until the belts were
empty. He whirled away, working rapidly
to fit fresh webs into the loading blocks.
He spun to strike again, but realized that
with six darting Pfalz firing at him, he
could not hope to survive.

He darted to one side as Hermann
Schleichtweg lunged at him. As hé spun, he
saw a Boche riding to' protect the kaupt-
mann’s tail. The pilot was in the cross wires
of Dick’s sights and he tripped his guns. The
German sank forward, clawing at his chest.
In another moment, his ship was tumbling.

The American whirled to strike again,
but a gesture from Schleichtweg brought
four Pfalz thundering down. Dick nosed
up, trying to avoid them and at the same
time battle with the Hun commander. Bul-
lets tore inte his wings, his fuselage, his
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cowl., In just another moment, they would
be in the cockpit.

But as he faced what he felt sure would
be his final moments, Warburton heard a
fresh clatter of guns from off to the left.
He glanced around to see five Spads charg-
ing into the fight, Jim Carter at their head.
Dick struck at the circle of enemies gird-
ing him, breaking through to join his com-
rades. *But as he swung around, three
Pfalz attacked. He tried to shake them
off, but one was shooting at him constant-
ly. Then he saw Jim Carter hurtle
through the scrum. The man’s guns
flashed, sending the nearest of the Ger-
mans into the death spin. But as he lashed
the Hun, the two remaining Pfalz turned
their Spandaus on him.

“Look out, Jim,” Warburton yelled.

He kicked his rudder, trying to aid his
companion, but the Germans held their
guns on the newcomer, raking his Spad from
end to end. Jim reeled in his cockpit,
struggling to retain control. His ship
lurched and bucked. Another crash and
he sagged forward, falling against the
stick. The tail flew up and a puff of smoke
came from the empenage. Next he began
falling, the Spad in flames.

“Gees—he saved my bacon and then—”

Dick saw Gene Dolin come raging
through the mélée. He had not seen the
falling torch that had been Jim Carter and

his trim airplane. Gene was looking for
his buddy, but could not find him.

The battle mounted, but Dolin did not
give up the search. He signalled, but no
answer came to his wildly waggling wings.
Then the Pfalz under Schleichtweg veered
suddenly and scudded for Hun territory. A
short pursuit and Warburton summoned his
men to resume formation. He led them
back to their airdrome to find it in a tur-
moil. Hands pointed to where Eric von
Unworth had fallen. Meaningless words
were bellowed as the pilots slid to the
ground.

“Where’s Jim—he isn’t here.” Gene
Dolin had rushed to where Warburton had
alighted and gripped him by the shoulder.

“I'm sorry,” Dick looked into the man’s
distended eyes, “but Jim—"

“He went down in flames, Gene,” Tom
Miller broke in, “right after he saved the
skipper from three Boche, who—"

“Down in flames?” Dolin faced Dick
with eyes ablaze. “Down in flames after
saving you?”

“That’s right. I'm sorry that—"

“A he-man like him gets knocked off
to save you?” Gene’s grip of Warburton’s
shoulder tightened. “Can you beat that—
Jim Carter cracks up to let a louse live!
Cripes what a world, what a—"

Hysterical laughter shook him. His wide
mouth opened and he bellowed like a man
gone mad.
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“Pm sorry, Dolin. It was a game thing,
but—"

“Gees—don’t you say anything more or
T’ll spill your guts all over this lot. Jim

Carter gone—saving you—you of all
things — Cripes what a laugh — what a
howl!”

“Look here, Dolin,” Dick shot ba,ck
“I’m not going to stand for—”

“Not going to stand for what?” the pilot
snapped his gun from its holster.

A shot cracked out, but Warburton had
stepped to one side. Dolin shifted his gun,
but Dick’s fist hooked to his jaw before
he could fire a second time. The blow was
perfectly timed and placed. The pilot went
down in a heap, his gun falling beside him.

“Guard house, skipper?” Al King, the
adjutant, had summoned several infantry-
men.

“No—take him to his room. I've got to
look after this gas.”

Panic had gripped the airdrome, as the
drifting mist felled men who had escaped
when von Unworth first crashed. Relief
workers were afraid to go into it. War-
burton hurried across the field. The silver
haze was dotted with forms that reeled,
then fell. Stretcher bearers paused on the
edge of the stricken area, afraid to go
further.

“Cripes—the only thing that’ll save this
whole outfit is a change in the wind,” he
heard a man say, “and you can’t make the
wind blow.”

“Oh, yes, you can,” Dick yelled, as he
started for the hangars on the run.

A shout and he summoned both pilots
and ground crews. Four men were de-
tailed to each Spad. One by one the ma-
chines were wheeled to the field where Eric
von Unworth had fallen. A line was formed
in the face of the slowly drifting gas.

Anchor ropes were fixed to the wings while

the wheels were chocked with pegs. Tails
were lifted high and then the engines
started. The Spads tugged at their moor-
ings, but a hurricane swept over the field,

driving the gas before it. Stretcher
bearers rushed forward to pick up still
writhing forms.

“Well, that’s that.
trouble.”

Now for the real

The Death’s Heads Strike

IGHT had come when Dick War-
N burton mounted to the room where
Gene Dolin was quartered. He
opened the door without knocking. Three
men were seated about a table in whose
center was a bottle of Three Star.

“You sure got your guts commg here,”
Dolin barked.

“A man needs guts in this outfit,” Dick
answered, dragging up a chair,

He poured himself a drink, tossed it
down and filled his glass a second time.
Then he faced Gene Dolin.

“Now tell me what the hell’s the matter
with you.”

“0.K., skipper. Well—to begin with, I
think you’re a louse.”

“Swell—go on from there.”

“All right. In the first place, Charlie
Norton was the whitest K.O. any flock of
flyers ever had. Now you come along, you
and your gentlemanly rules of fighting and -
all this knightly bull.”

“What’s wrong with it?”

“Everything, against these Death’s
Heads. Look at what they did to this out-
fit today with gas. Killed a -dozen swell
ginks and made two dozen more invalids
for life. That baron bird comes over and
you fall for his challenge stuff like a sap.”

“But he killed himself,” Warburton
pointed out.

“Sure—when he couldn’t pull out of that
dive.”

Gene Dolin’s voice was growing harsher
with each word. He glanced at Miller and
Spence and their eyelids flicked approval.
They were willing to back him to the last
word, Dick Warburton caught the ex-
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change. He was beginning to understand
the hatred which gripped these men. They
had resented him from the beginning. Each
-act, each word, each gesture had been
twisted to fit their preconceived ideas and
the result was a growing animosity that
soon would end in murder.

“I think youre wrong about von
Unworth,” he said with a glance around the
table. “While I've met him, I can’t say that
I knew him, but I'm pretty sure he
wouldn’t do a trick like that.”

“Another of those knightly heroes of the
air?” scoffed Gene Dolin:

“Frankly, I think he was.”
“Razzberry!l He was a dirty Hun.”

“And you’re as much to blame as he
was,” Tom Miller added.

“Seeing anything goes in this room.”
Harry Spence carried on. “We want to
tell you that as flight commander, you
don’t perk with this outfit.”

“What do you want me to do, resign or
ask for a transfer?” Dick asked without
sign of rancor.

“You can suit yourself about that,”
Spence replied.

Dick Warburton finished his drink with
deliberation. Then he lighted a cigarette.

_ A few reflective puffs and he arose from his
chair. A grin widened his lips.

“I guess I understand you fellows, now,”
he said, “so it would be a good idea if you
understood me.”

“Spill it,” rapped Dolin.

“0.K. It won’t take long. I'm skipper of
this outfit and I’'m going to stay skipper
until I get knocked off. I may be a rah-
rah boy and a louse, but I’'m going to lead
you birds where angels are scared to fly and
I’'m going to make you like it.

“This morning I found some Browning
bullets in my hack. I’'m not going to ask
who fired them, but you’d better make the
next ones connect.”

“Oh, yeah?” Dolin snarled.

“I'm making it plain, You fellows think

I'm soft. Stick around and I'll show you
what hard is.”

“You show us?” Dolin asked.

“T surely will. Tomorrow we’ll—"

Dick stopped as they heard the moan of
a diving plane. He rushed to the window
and threw it open. They recognized the
rhythmic beat of a Pfalz.

They looked out the window to catch a
glimpse of a red exhaust. The ship was
sweeping over the landing field. Next it
zoomed with a roar, Warburton saw a
magnesium parachute burst into flame and
start gliding to death. It settled slowly
and finally struck the field.

N orderly rushed out and stamped out
the light. Then he picked up some-
thing and started for the barracks.

“Captain,” he called, “Captain War-
burton.”

“Up in Gene Dolin’s room. Come on
up,” Dick yelled. _

“A message cylinder addressed to you,
sir,” the orderly announced a few moments
later. :

Dick opened the tin container and spread
out the paper.

“This ought to interest you gentlemen,”
be said, handing the message to Gene
Dolin.

‘The pilot’s dark eyes squinted as he
read: : ‘

Baron Eric von Unworth took the poison
bombs under protest. He had no recourse
but suicide. Their explosion was not intended.
Captain Hermann Schleichtweg was to blame
and no one else. Von Schmaltz
“Horse feathers!” growled the pilot, “I

suppose this is from another old college
chum.” :

Dick Warburton flushed and took the
paper.

“Chum or not,” he rapped, “this flight
is going over there tomorrow and blast hell
out of Hermann Schleichtweg. You men
think you're hard boiled. You'll think
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you’re been stewed In cylinder oil by the
time you get back.”

He strode through the door.

Hauptmann Hermann Schleichtweg
stared at a letter he had just received from
Grand Headquarters. His schnaps red-
dened face was purple. Someone in his
squadron had bared the truth of Eric von
Unworth’s mission and death. The kaupt-
mann was given three days in which to
make adequate explanation of his use of
the new No. 116BX bombs against the
Americans. The letter was filled with
H.E. No threat was made, but Schleicht-
weg understood those smoothly flowing
sentences. They purred as they con-
demned men to death and torment.

“Gentleman! he rasped, “Tennis
players—I—"”

The captain half started from his chair.
It must have been one of the three sur-
~ vivors of the match he had seen just be-
fore he sent von Unworth on his last sortie.
Which one? Julius von Schmaltz, of
course. He was Baron Eric’s room-mate.

Schleichtweg stared out the window. It
would soon be morning. No use going to
bed. The orderly from Grand Headquar-
ters had -routed him out to deliver this
doom filled missive. He took another
drink of schnaps. Then he called a mes-
senger and sent him to Julius von
Schmaltz’s room. Although he was fresh
from his bed, the pilot was sleek and well-_
groomed when he entered the room a few
minutes later, His tidy appearance at that
early morning hour only added to the
squadron leader’s rancor.

“You sent for me, sir?”

“Ja wohl—you took out your plane last
night. Where did you go?”

“Across the lines, Herr Hauptmann.”

“You lie. Vou flew to Grand Head-
quarters and reported that I had forced
Eric von Unworth to use 116BX bombs,”
Schleichtweg bellowed.

“You are mistaken, Herr Hauptmann.”

The squadron leader leaped from his
chair.

“Listen, Herr Leutnant, you may be a
gentleman, but you’re a poor liar. Your
face is red—red with shame.”

“Shame for you,” von Schmaltz shot
back.

“Shame for—"" Schleichtweg’s protruding
eyes blazed. “I’ll show you what—"

He paused; a telephone on his desk
buzzed angrily. He snatched up the in-
strument and held it to his ear,

“What? Americans coming in my direc-
tion?”” he grated in amazement. “Ganz
gute—danke shoen.”

He slammed the telephone down and bel-
lowed a command that rang across the
landing field. Orderlies were sent seurry-
ing to each pilot’s room, summoning them
to action. As the first men trooped across
the field, Schleichtweg turned to Julius von
Schmaltz. s :

“My fine gentleman,” he said, “we are
going to stop those damned Americans,
Pray, meantime, that you meet death in
battle. It will be the easier.”

HEY strode across the -field and
climbed into their ships. A minute
more and they were in the air.

But as they nosed up onto the gray sky,
an avalanche swept down and the air was
bright with dancing lines of tracer. Dick
Warburton was leading a raid upon Her-
mann Schleichtweg’s airdrome,

Hauptmann Schleichtweg gunned his
Pfalz as he shot into the center of the
down charging Americans. He had reason
to die and he didn’t flinch from death in
battle. :

“Gentlemen have no copyright on that,”
he growled through tightly clenched teeth.

Dick Warburton caught a glimpse of the
houptmann’s streamered plane and angled
off to meet him. He knew that Schleicht-
weg’s death at his hands would be the one
thing that would break the hatred which
gripped his pilots. But the Pfalz outnum-
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bered the Spads and they had not been
caught unawares. Flight by flight, they
swept up. Warburton saw Dolin attacked
by three planes at once and he barged in,
ripping into the tail of the black craft near-
est him. He saw his tracer tear away the
elevating gear and the Hun fell off.

A snarl appeared on Dolin’s face. War-
burton had saved him and he resented it
bitterly. He wanted nothing better than
to see Dick killed.

Secret of the 116 BX Bombs

HE impact of the American charge
had carried the ships through the suc-

seeding layers of Pfalz. They were
between. Schleichtweg and his airdrome. A
signal and Warburton’s pilots followed him
down. Bombs dropped. Crashing detona-
tions. The machine shops were struck and
collapsed. Flames shot up. Great holes
were torn in the landing field.
. The flight swept off to one side and then
turned back, sowing more bombs. Savage
yells came from the Americans. It was a
‘raid of which they had dreamed. They saw
Warburton drop still lower and unload H.E.
atop the Death Head barracks.
Then with a roar, the Pfalz came down.

Mélée held, a mixed fight in which dart- -

ing planes were so mingled that it was diffi-
cult to tell friend from enemy.

Dick Warburton saw Hermann Schleicht-
weg come hurtling through the scrum. Sev-
eral Pfalz flanked him on either side. A
signal from the German leader and they
attacked the American flight chief. Two
ships dropped down, completely cutting
him off from his companions.

Dick remembered how Dolin, Carter,
Miller and Spence had cut off German pil-
. ots and riddled them at will. He was fac-
ing the same fate.

Then he saw Gene Dolin charge through
the mélée. He gunned in Dick’s direction,

blasting one Boche until he plunged out of
line and went tumbling to his doom.

For the moment Gene and Dick were
fighting, tip to tip, lunging their way
through the ring Schleichtweg had formed.
The Boche veered off and the two rejoined
their comrades. Warburton waved his
thanks, but Dolin paid no attention.

In spite of superior numbers, Hauptmann
Schleichtweg’s men were being beaten. The
speed with' which the Spads overwhelmed
his men threw the German leader into blaz-
ing fury. He saw red as he hurled his ship
against Warburton a second time and called
upon his pilots to help him.

Ship after ship struck at Dick. His plane
was raked, but he fought back savagely.
He had told his men he would take them
into a battle that would test their spirit
and he would not retreat until threatened
with shortage of ammunition or gasolene.

In spite of the increasing pressure, he
concentrated his attack on Hermann
Schleichtweg.

“If I can get him—that’ll be enough,”
Dick growled.

But as he worked through the press,
other Boche came down to scourge him.
He could not wait long. They would soon
get him.

Once more he saw Gene Dolin winging
near and he beckoned to him. The man
gave no sign of seeing his signal, but swept
around behind.
~ “He'll keep them off my tail,” the Amer-
ican thought.

He was in a position where he could get
a shot at Hermann Schleichtweg’s stream-
ered ship. He concentrated every thought,
every movement upon destroying the Ger-
man leader.

This was his chance. A slight touch on
the stick. Then a blast from behind that
raked the Spad from end to end.

Warburton felt the control jerk in his
hand. He kicked on the rudder, but the
bar was dead.

The engine sputtered, then stopped.
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“Well—it’s come,” Dick thought.

A second later he was shooting toward
earth, completely out of control. He
twisted around to see Gene Dolin racing
after him. The man waved, almost jocu-
larly, then made a meaningless gesture.
Dick was falling to his death, yet Gene
made light of it.

He labored with his stick again. The
elevators had been ripped to pieces, but
the ailerons caught. He hauled back as
far as he could and the nose edged up. The
rudder was completely out of commission.
He fought to get the tail down when the
earth swept up to meet him. Trees loomed
ahead, but he scraped over them. Then he
went into a panne.

Dick glanced up to see how the battle in
the air was going. The Spads were streak-
ing for home. He saw Gene Dolin’s ship at
the head of the V. So that was it. Dolin
had been behind him when his controls
were shot away.

Once more he edged the nose up. He
could see men on motorcycles and in an au-
tomobile rushing to the field where he must
land. Then he sighted Hermann Schleicht-
weg’s Pfalz coming down.

Dick tipped forward a little and un-
snapped his straps as he hauled back. The
wheels struck with a force that all but
threw him out. A wild leap and the Spad
landed again. A dizzy rush across the field
and he crashed into a fence. In another
moment he was out of the cubby, his pistol
in hand. A shot into the gasolene tank.
Then another. Flames leaped up to run
along body and wings. The little sth was
blazing.

Then Dick turned, his hands held aloft.
Infantrymen were rushing toward him, but
Hermann Schleichtweg had leaped from his
Pfalz before its wheels stopped rolling. He
charged at Dick Warburton, a Luger in his
hand.

“Go ahead and shoot,” the American de-
fied.

The hauptmann stopped. He glanced at

his burning airdrome. Then he gestured to

the infantry to take charge of the prisoner.

“Why don’t you shoot?” Dick asked.
“Vy nod? Vait und see.”

AUPTMANN HERMANN

SCHLEICHTWEG stalked about
the ruins of his airdrome. With disgrace
and degradation facing him, his rage
mounted. Two men were responsible for
this. Dick Warburton, commander of the
American flight, and Julius von Schmaltz.
Both were in his hands.

A messenger appeared with the an-
nouncement that Wing headquarters was
on the line. A curse and Schleichtweg hur-
ried to answer.

“I grounded?” he asked, when the
speaker at the other end paused.

“Yes. You will order your pilots to re-
port to Herr Oberst von Schornhorst,” the
voice answered. “More than that, unless
you can satisfactorily explain the use of
those No. 116BX bombs, you will be put
under arrest.”

Hermann Schleichtweg replaced the tele-
phone. Then he took a bottle of schnaps
from his desk and drank deeply.

The color flowed back into his cheeks,
then deepened. More drinks, Next he
stamped to the door to bawl an order send-
ing his ships to Colonel von Schornhorst.
Only a squad of infantry and a few me-
chanics remained. Schleichtweg waited until
both planes and men had departed. Then
he called a hard faced infantry sergeant.

“Have you got a half dozen men on
whom you can depend?” he demanded.

“They keep shut or I kill them.”

“Ganz gute.”

Hermann Schleichtweg was working him-
self into a fury. He knew his trick of forc-
ing Eric von Unworth to use 116BX bombs
had been discovered. The youthful baron
had many friends in high places. His family
was of the old nobility.

“Gentlemen!” rasped the keuptmann, as
the choler swelled. “Even this verdamnt,
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Yankee is a gentleman. To hell with all of
them,”

He opened a fresh bottle of schnaps.
Another drink and he again summoned
the infantry sergeant.

“You saved that rolling door off Hangar
No. 2, didn’t you?”

“Ja wohl Herr Hauptmann.”

“Very well. Now bring the prisoners into
my office.”

A salute and the sergeant departed. A
few minutes later he returned, escorting
Dick Warburton and Julius von Schmaltz.
Hermann Schleichtweg was swaying in his
chair.

“You speak English, not so?” he asked
of the young German officer.

“Yes, sir.”

“Dot ist goot. Dese swine don’t need
everything to hear.”

He turned his red rimmed eyes on Dick
Warburton.

“So you the man are who drive my pilot
to suicide?” he sneered. :

“Yon Unworth killed himself because
you tricked him,” Dick answered.

The red rimmed eyes flicked to Julius
von Schmaltz.

_ “Then you told him I have von Unworth
tricked?”

The young nobleman flushed, then stiff-
ened.

“In fairness to Baron Eric, I dropped a
note saying that he had nothing to do
with using those 116BX bombs.”

Schleichtweg poured himself a heavy
drink. Then he passed the bottle to the
infantry sergeant. >

“Take some—the rest is for your men.”

Hauptmann Hermann’s head nodded
several times as he considered his prisoners.
Both von Unworth and von Schmaltz had
communicated with the enemy. Next he
wondered how word had reached Grand
Headquarters. He turned to stare at Dick
Warburton.

“And you communicated with my men
also?” he asked.

“No—the only communication I have
had with German officers was a note I tied
to the leg of a pigeon, which had been cap-
tured with a spy.”

“Und dot note said?”

“That you were the man who used the
116BX bombs.” .

Blazing wrath came into the haupi-
mann’s bloodshot eyes. He kicked back
his chair and he sprang to his feet.

“Py Gott,” he swore, “I said I would
you crucify. I did not it then mean, aber
now—I mean nothing else. I shall nail you
to der hangar door, nail you fast und
den— Goodbye.”

“I don’t believe I'd do that, if I were
you.”

“For why—because you are a gentleman,
not so?”

“That had nothing to do with it,” War-
burton pointed out, “You are drunk.”

A bellow of inebriated laughter from the
hauptmann. Another bottle of schnaps for
the infantrymen. They swallowed it in
huge gulps.

“And now,” Schleichtweg finished his
own drink, “we shall see how gentlemans
die, not so?” :

“At your pleasure,” Dick Warburton
smiled.

“You laugh at me, kein?” the haupt-
mann roared. “All right, Achtung!”

Crucifixion

HE infantrymen snapped to atten-

tion. An order and they pressed

around the prisoners, Next they

filed out onto the landing field, while Her-

mann Schleichtweg lurched behind, trying

desperately to stride like a Uhlan on parade,

“Get nails—long nails—a hammer,” he

bawled, as they neared the hangar door,
now leaning against a tree.

A soldier rushed away. He returned a

‘moment later with a handful of spikes and

a heavy hammer.
Hermann Schleichtweg glanced from
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Dick Warburton to Julius von Schmaltz.

“T hope you don’t think all of us are like
him,” the young German was saying to the
American.

“Of course not, There are swine in both
armies.”

“You and I, unfortunately, have fallen
into their bands,” von Schmaltz replied.
“But I hope—"

“Take him—take him first!” bellowed
Hermann Schleichtweg. “Nail him high
and let him wriggle.”

The infantry seized the young German
officer roughly and stripped off his flying
suit. Next they removed his boots. He
made no resistance, but looked at Dick
Warburton, smiling faintly,

“T hope he don’t get a groan out of me,”
he said.

MORE bellowed commands from
Hauptmann Schleichtweg. The sol-
diers got boards and built a rude scaffold-
ing. Then Julius von Schmaltz was raised
and his right arm outstretched.

“Herr Hauptmann, ich kann nicht—
captain, I can’t do it,” one of the infantry-
men threw down the hammer and nails.

“T'Tl show you,” Schleichtweg snatched
up the hammer.

“Goodbye, my friend,” Julius von
Schmaltz called to Dick. '

“Don’t forget. I’'m going to be up there
with you in another minute.”

A guttural oath from Hermann Schleicht-
weg. Then he raised the huge nail he held
in his left hand and laid its point against
von Schmaltz’s palm.

A blow that drove it through the flesh
and Julius von Schmaltz winced. The cap-
tain turned to the other hand, laughing
savagely.

“Gentleman!” he growled, “Ritterliche
herren—knightly gentlemen. May you all
rot in hell.”

But as the hammer was raised, a shout
came from the orderly room. A telephoned
message from Wing headquarters de-

manded Schleichtweg’s immediate attention,

“Tell Herr Oberst to go to the devil,”
he bawled back in drunken bravado. “Tell
them all to go to——"

The bellow of many engines and the
sharp clatter of machine guns drowned his
words.

Dick Warburton glanced up. Half a
dozen Spads were coming down in a
screaming dive. He sighted Gene Dolin at
their head.

Then came another roaring note. A
flight of Pfalz was piquing for the field.
Upon their fuselages were the Skull and
Bones of Death’s Head squadron.

Hermann Schleichtweg looked up. Then
he leaped down from the scaffolding and
staggered toward his own ship. Dick War-
burton scrambled up to where Julius von
Schmaltz had been left hanging by one
pierced hand. He gently lifted the weight
from the bleeding palm and then jerked the
nail free.

“I don’t know how I'm going to thank
you,” the young German said.

“Don’t try, until the war’s over,”

“There’s my plane—take it and run for
the lines.”

“P’m not running,” Warburton told him,
“My own gang’s here. They came back
after me.”

A note of pride came into his voice.

He watched Hermann Schleichtweg
wrench his Pfalz into the air. Although
drunk, he flew with astonishing precision.

As Schleichtweg mounted, Warburton

‘saw a two seater descend, its back cubby

empty. Harry Spence escorted it downm,
guarding the rear end. Both machines |

‘touched trucks at the same minute.

“Hop in, skipper,” Spence called, throt-
tling down,

“No—you ride in back. I want to do
some hunting.”

“0.K., captain.”

Dick Warburton scrambled into the sin-
gle seater and gave the Spad the gunm,
Darting through the scrum, he sought
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Hauptmann Hermann. No other foe inter-
ested him. At last he found him, heading
_a flight of several Pfalz. Gene Dolin and
Tom Miller came raging into the mélée.

“Keep the others off. I'll take care of
Schleichtweg,” Warburton yelled, panto-
miming his orders.

Dolin nodded his understanding. In an-
other instant, three Spads had dropped
between Schleichtweg and his comrades.

Dick zoomed up, forcing Hauptmann
Hermann to swing off to the right. The Spad
twisted in a vertical bank and followed.

_ Frantic signals came from Schleichtweg’s
cockpit, but the Boche paid no attention.
His day of glory had departed. Warbur-
ton saw this studied disregard and knew he
would have no interference. He gunned

then himself, as he had done at their first
meeting. Next he raised his hand to salute.

“0.K. by me.”

Dick’s Spad leaped like a steed that feels
the spur, Hauptmann Hermann met the
onslaught with a deluge of lead, but War-
burton did not change his course. He bent
low in his pit, while bullets shrilled over-
head.

A slight touch on the stick and he had
his tracer whipping into the German’s cowl.
The Pfalz staggered and then nosed up.

Warburton whirled and threw another
drag. ,
He saw Schleichtweg raise his hands in
token of surrender.

“Not from you. We’re going through
with it.” Dick shook his head.

A Man Wins His Spurs

his Spad at the now rapidly fleeing Ger-
man.

“Stay and take it like a2 man,” he bel-
lowed.

Fleeter of wing, the American was soon
in position where his drags would reach
the Pfalz. He shot a burst. Schleichtweg
pulled up into a roaring Immelmann and
came down firing.

Dick nosed to meet him, unleashing a
burst that made the German waver. Next
Hermann wheeled away, but Dick cut in
and forced him to turn. He was gradu-
ally herding him toward the American lines.

Again and again Schleichtweg tried to
swing back, but the darting Spad always
intercepted him. The German flew with a
blind abandon, but his drunkenness was
not apparent in his maneuvers.

“Too bad you’re not sober,” Dick War-
burton mumbled.

More dashes to left and right. Then
Schleichtweg entirely changed his tactics.
He swung around and pointed to Dick and

But Schleichtweg continued to fly, his
hands in air. They were going towards
the lines. Capture by the Allies offered
the Hun his only chance. Dick Warbur-
ton understood the man’s methods, but he
held off the killing shot. :

No Man’s Land was beneath them next.
Dick fired a short blast to attract Schleicht-
weg’s attention. The man looked around
and Warburton pointed to a temporary
landing field just back of the second lines.
His captive nodded.

The Pfalz veered and started its pique.
The Spad followed. At last the black plane
touched trucks and a moment later Dick
was on the ground. As he raced to where
Schleichtweg was standing, he saw the thin
point of a Luger.

He dodged as a shot cracked. Next he
leaped forward. Another shot, which he
managed to escape. He closed in.

A wrench and he had the Luger in his
hand. A twist and he grasped it by the
barrel. A blow sent Hermann Schleicht-
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weg reeling. Another dropped him to his
knees.

A bellow for mercy, but the gun de-
scended a third time and the Hun fell on

_his face.

Dick Warburton did not pause. He flung
himself upon the prostrate form and the
heavily butted automatic rose and fell. His
mind was filled with tortures the Aaupi-
mann inflicted, his duplicity, his utter
cruelty.

He struck until his arm was tired. Then
he kept on striking.

“Hey, skipper, take a rest. That bird is
deader than Caesar,” a voice yelled.

Dick looked up into Gene Dolin’s grin-
ning face. Other members of the flight
were landing.

“Gosh—I must have gone crazy,” War-
burton mumbled.

“Sure you did. That kind of Hun drives
any man nuts.”

That night Dick Warburton took his
place at the head of the table where Char-
lie Norton had always sat.

“Well—here’s mud in your eyé, skipper,”
Gene Dolin toasted. ‘“You did what you
said you’d do. Now we’re for you.”

“I didn’t mean to go hog wild,” the
young commander answered, “but I did
and now I can understand what made you
fellows—flying furies.  Still—that stuff
don’t go from now on.”

For a moment silence held the mess
table. Then Gene Dolin turned to Dick,
his grin completely gone.

“You're right, boss,” Gene said. “So
damn right, there’s no argument. 1’ll plead
guilty to trying to give you a dose of lead
up there and you can put me up against a
general court if you want to. T've got it
coming, still—”

“Forget it,” Warburton broke in, “It was
you who organized that counter-attack and
came back after me. If it hadn’t been
for you, I would have been crucified by that
crazy Kraut. Not only me, but a damn
fine German boy. Still, after this— Ohb,
let’s forget it. Tomorrow we may all be
dead. Bottoms up.”
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8¢ OU’LL never make it, back again,”
said the British lieutenant. He
leaned against the high fuselage of
the rather aged D-H g, staring up at the
faces of its occupants, “Personally, I think
you’re batty.”

Shep Durant, in the pilot’s seat, snorted
faintly through his nose. He was so slight
in build that the top of his head came
barely above the windshield, but in his
hundred and forty pounds was packed an
enormous store of nervous energy. The
square set of his jaw bespoke character;
his light blue eyes seemed to snap at the
prospect of the impossible,

Under pres-
sure of Shep’s
thumb the an-

cient gunsawoke
to life and a very
surprised German
slammed his car into
the ditch.

Bouquets Of
Hate Blossom
Into Wreaths For
Dead Men's Wings When
Try A Forbidden Flight

Behind him, in the observer’s cockpit,

the other American appeared shrouded in

contrasting gloom. He was tall and lank
and dark complexioned, and his deep-set
eyes and long features were molded into a
fixed expression of hopeless pessimism,
He shook his head sadly.

“T expect you’re right, Lieutenant,” he
sighed.

“Shut up, Mungo,” snapped his com-
panion. “You’re always hanging the crape,
but I notice you go along. Cheer up, will
you?”

A doleful “Huh!” was the only reply.

“Did General Trenchard order this mis-
5 28
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sion?” asked the officer on the ground,
with a trace of disbelief in his tone.

“Well, not exactly,” admitted Shep.
“But you heard what he said in mess last
night. - It’s the most important objective
the I.AF. has. But it’s no use going over
at night in the Handley-Pages until we
learn something about it. If we scatter
bombs around a city of half a million in-
habitants, all we do is kill a few civilians
and scare hell out of a lot of women, with-
out accomplishing any military damage at
all. Somebody has to go over first and
spot the Krupp works, and the railroad
yards, so that the bombers will know ex-
actly what to aim for, after dark. Well,
Mungo and I just thought we’d take a
crack at it.”

“Let’s see.” The lieutenant muttered
his computations aloud. “It’s about 350
kilometers. That’s 220 miles; at 110 miles
an hour, it’ll take two hours. And two
hours back; that’s four. But look here,
this bus only holds gas for three and a half,
at the most.”

“Well, that’s more than any of the

~others, isn’t it?” said Shep. “Except the
Handleys, of course. But you couldn’t use
one of them in daylight; you’d be shot
down half way there. And you have to go
in the daytime, else how would you see
anything?” ;

“But I still don’t see how you plan on
getting back!”

The observer looked gloomier than ever;
Shep fidgeted uneasily. “Well, we haven’t
exactly planned it all out yet, ourselves,”
he confessed. “But we’ll make it all right;
you wait.”

The Britisher gaped at him in amaze-
ment. “But you’re insane! Look here,
you can’t start off this way, with no idea
of how—"

At that moment the motor started, and
the blast of the exhausts drowned his
words to a feeble jumble. He stepped close
to the cockpits, and shouted to make him-
self heard.

“Holland! You'll be within fifty kilos
of the Dutch border! If you learn any-
thing of value, make for Holland, and land
there. You'll be interned, of course, but
perhaps you could smuggle your informa-
tion through, later. Remember, Holland!
You can’t get back here!”

At that name Shep stared back with ob-
vious distaste, but nodded to show that he
understood. Then he gave his attention
to his instrument board, and within a few
short minutes the D-H took off. In the
front seat Shep was leaning forward eag-
erly, as if looking ahead to great suc-
cesses; behind him Mungo Murphy was
slouched in a dejected heap. Below, on
the drome of the Independent Air Force
by Neufchateau, the lieutenant who filled
the grotesque position of officer of the day
with a night bombing outfit, wagged his
head after them in wonderment.

OME hours later his last words were
being proved entirely correct. Two

- hundred minutes’ gas would last two hun-

dred minutes, and no more, especially in the
motor of a D-H 9 which had already seen
several hundred hours of active service.
The expiration of this time found the lone
plane somewhere north of Treves, over a
hundred kilometers on the German side of
the lines. It was pointed south, but the
needle of the gas gauge was fluttering
against the lower limit of the scale.

The country here was so far behind the
actual Front that it showed no ravages of
war at all; the scattered farms were un-
touched by shell or bomb, the fields and
forests were a smooth and peaceful green.
But up above, the D-H was having its
troubles. Nearly an hour before two Fok-
kers had risen from a field near Bonn to
dog its tail. One had gone down with a
crippled motor some time since, but the
other still hung on, trying with dogged cau-
tiousness to place a burst in the right spot
without exposing itself to a retort in kind,
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It swept in from the flank, striving to
get under the belly of the two-seater. At
the right moment Shep banked sharply.
His observer, acting with a quickness sur-
prising in one so dull and deliberate in
manner, spun his tourelle, steadied the
spade grip of his twin Lewis guns, and spat

a brief burst downwards. Hastily the Fok- -

ker veered off, without firing a shot, as the
tracers spattered its wings. The D-H
straightened out again, and the Boche
strove to make up lost distance.

With an indefinite supply of fuel, it
might have been possible to hold out until
the lines were reached. But Shep, glancing
at the gauge, bit off a curse. It was no
use; their time was up. Only a cupful of
gas remained. They would have to go down
and land.

He leaned overside to peer downward.
Most of the fields were vineyards, and un-
suited for landing even had they been
‘level. But he found a spot where a lane
wandered across a bald knob of a hill;
there was a ditch on one side of the road,
but none on the other. If he could set his
wheels down precisely enough, they might
not crash.

He turned in the cockpit and gestured
toward his observer. But Mungo was busy,
slashing out a fistful of bullets at that stub-
born Fokker. When his guns fell silent,
Shep shouted something which was unin-
telligible in the roar of the exhausts. But
he did not need to repeat, for just then the
motor missed, coughed, spluttered, and
then took hold again. The warning was
only too plain; both knew that in another
moment or two it would die completely.

~ Shep put the D-H into a glide. The
Boche, seeing signs of trouble without
knowing the cause, rushed in close. Mungo
drove him off with a savage blast of fire.
Shep reached for the switch; as his hand
was in mid-air, the motor died of its own

accord. He banked slowly, calculating his

distance to that precarious patch of open
ground. '

The Fokker kept stabbing away, appar-
ently feeling cheated of a more decisive
victory. Mungo was busy keeping it at a
safe distance, and had no time to look
where they were going until he felt the
wheels touch, He dropped the guns, and
wheeled to look forward. The plane rolled
smoothly for a hundred feet or so. Then
one wheel struck a stone by the roadside,
hidden in weeds. There was-a splintering
sound, and with a sharp lurch they stopped.

The German circled once overhead, but
then used his better judgment. Instead of
risking a probable smash, he flew ten miles
to a training field at Bitburg to report his
triumph, whence he returned to-the spot
by automobile within an hour, But to his
disgust he found, not a D-H ¢, but only the
charred and smoking ribs of a D-H 9, and
nothing else. Its occupants had vanished

completely.

T wasg the evening of the fifteenth when

the inmates of the German prison camp
near Sarrebourg staged their impromptu
entertainment. Across the road from the
stockade, on the edge of a rolling field,
stood the farm which housed the Kom-
mandant and his staff of guards, and next
to it a single small hangar, Planes were
not a customary item of equipment for
prison camps, but the Kapitan, who had
formerly been a pilot, had gotten hold of
an old Albatross two-seater which he used
for occasional joy hops, and for dispatch-
ing urgent messages.

At one end of this hangar a rude stage
had been constructed of planks laid over
up-ended barrels; it was very effectively
lighted by two flood-lights at either side.
The rest of the space was empty, the plane
having been rolled outside, and the audi-
ence, made up of several hundred prisoners,
simply squatted on the hard earth floor.
At the corners of the stage, and all along
the sides of the hangar, stood guards lean-
ing on their bayoneted rifles; by the en-
trance was a group of half a dozen about a
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machine gun. They enjoyed the show as
much as any, but at the same time kept a
sharp watch on the Yankees.

There was a sense of excitement in the
air, but not the tense excitement of danger.
The crowd guffawed at vaudeville jokes
two years old, joined in the songs of a cor-
poral who strummed on a berrowed guitar,
Then the master of ceremonies, a sergeant
from the second division, came to the front
of the platform.

“Ladieee-s and gennlemen!” At this a
roar of ridicule arose; he waited, grinning,
while it subsided. “The last act, the big
feature of the show! This will knock your
eyes out. Allow me to introduce .
where is he?—Mungo Murphy, formerly
known as Mungo the Magician from the
coast to coast. The man who proves the
hand is quicker than the eye!”

T was at once clear to all that Mungo
was no amateur. He faced his audience
as if right at home, while he ran through
several simple tricks with a deck of cards.
Although he kept up a constant line of pat-
ter, his face was utterly expressionless, as
if his thoughts were miles away, but his
motions were deft and smart, and the
doughboys were properly mystified. After
a time he called for a shoe; one was passed
up from the audience. A few swift passes,
and the shoe vanished. Mungo held up
both hands, empty, and spun round and
round. He even removed his tunic and
stood on his head. The shoe was gone.
Then he called to someone near the en-
trance to look under the machine gun,
sixty feet from where he stood. There was
the shoe. It was passed forward, and
identified by its owner. The crowd mur-
mured in pleased astonishment.

“Now, my friends,” said Mungo, “watch
closely.”

He beckoned, and from the side Shep
stepped out. Together they carried to the
center of the stage two pairs of trestles,
about eighteen inches high. Over these

Mungo draped blankets, after calling at-
tention to their bare simplicity. Next he
and Shep brought out and placed on the
trestles, about ten feet apart, two long
boxes draped in black. The nerves of the
audience tightened imperceptibly, for it was
plain to all that these were coffins, such as
the army used to bury its dead who died
behind the lines. Mungo tilted first one
and then the other, and rapped bottom and
sides to show that they were empty.

“Now this one on your left, you have
seen that it contains nothing. We will
cover it with this blanket, so that you can
be sure that nothing enters it. . . . Now-
in the box on your right, my friends, I will
ask my assistant to place himself, so.”

Shep climbed into the open coffin, sat
down, and then lay at full length, disap-
pearing from view. It may have been the
intense glare of the focussed floodlights,
or the warmth of the crowded interior; but -
Shep’s drawn face glistened with sweat,
and in his eyes could be seen a strange,
dancing gleam. Mungo, however, was im-
perturbable.

“You are about to witness an example
of the power of the mind over matter,” he
stated, throwing another blanket over the
coffin in which Shep lay, and carefully
pulling it flat and even. “Generally, when
a man enters his coffin, he never comes out
again, as you well know. But when the
mind of Mungo wills the impossible, the
impossible happens. It is the force of the
will, the dynamic power of the spirit, which
religion teaches us can move mountains,
and which will now, before your very eyes,
move the body of a man.” :

For the space of a minute or so he glided
back and forth across the stage, all the
while keeping up a steady line of talk, His
hands executed odd, jerky gestures, and
his face grew taut and pale; his appear-
ance was that of a man under a terrific
mental strain.

“Now,” he announced in, a louder tone,
coming to a halt by the coffin on the left.



BOMBS FOR

BREAKFAST 29

The audience leaned forward in absolute
silence; even the guards craned their necks
to see. “This coffin, a few moments ago,
was empty, was it not? Is it empty now?
Look!” :

He whisked aside the blanket, and
stooped to tilt the box so as to give the
audience a view of its interior. But then
he halted abruptly, his own eye fastened
to the inside of the coffin. He muttered
something between his teeth, and straight-

ened up, replacing the blanket.
© “We are too hasty,” he declared. “The
spirit needs time to perform its miracles.
Be patient. The mind can conquer every-
thing.”

Again he used up a minute, two minutes,
with an endless patter of talk. His face
moved spasmodically, his limbs twitched
queerly, Finally he once more took his
position behind the left hand coffin, The

;and amazement,

“Gott im Himmell” he cried, in a stran—
gled tone,

His grin changed to a gnmace of horror
Mungo’s glance darted
to the interior. Instead of Shep, there lay
the body of a German soldier, with blood
oozing from a stab in the neck. :

Pandemonium broke out; for a few min-
utes there was grave danger of a riot. With
the greatest difficulty the sentries herded
the American prisoners across the road and
into their quarters behind the barbed wire.
The Kommandant, livid with rage, held an
inquiry on the spot; his only witnesses were
the corpse, and Mungo Murphy.

The latter swore that he had attempted
nothing more than a common conjuring
trick, and backed up his statement by ex-
hibiting the hinged bottoms of the coffins
and the trap-doors in the floor, prepared
in advance, by which a man could easily

Now You See It—Now You Don’t

tension in the hangar increased to the
breaking point.

“Voilal” he cried, jerking asxde the
blanket.

His features sagged, his limbs seemed to
collapse with fatigue. The coffin was
empty. He shook his head sadly, and made
_-a futile gesture with his hand. Boos and
catcalls arose from the audience.

“Gentlemen, I am sorry. I have failed.
It is impossible, tonight. I am out of prac-
tice; my assistant is new. I do not
know—"

The cries of derision and disappointment
increased. Mungo shrugged, and glanced
appealingly toward the wings. But there
was no curtain to hide his embarrassment.
One of the German guards, however, who
had been standing at the back corner of
the stage, now advanced, wearing a skep-
tical grin. He pulled the blanket from the
other coffin,

pass from one to the other under the stage,
concealed from the audience by the blan-
kets. Of his assistant’s intentions to escape
he had known nothing,

Further investigation disclosed that
every guard had been inside, watching the
performance, except this one, who was now
dead. He, perhaps, had been peeking
through a crack, and had thus fallen an
easy victim to his own bayonet, which was
found under the stage. Whether or not
there had been a struggle could not be de-
termined.

Mungo was returned to the stockade,
with the other prisoners; the alarm was
rung, and search parties sent out. But in
the darkness they found nothing, and soon
returned empty-handed. The hunt had
to be postponed until daylight.

The Kommandant’s first move in the
morning was to order the plane made
ready. The country hereabouts afforded



30 WAR

BIRDS

little cover, and the chances of spotting a
fugitive from a low altitude seemed to him
excellent. The old Albatross was faced
toward the open, and the motor started up.
The Kommandant himself took the con-

trols, and with his adjutant in the rear :

seat lifted the old bus into the air.

He banked at once toward the south;
that way lay Sierck, and the natural direc-
tion for a man seeking to reach the lines.
He flew low, essing gently from right to
left, and both he and his passenger raked
the ground constantly with their eyes.

Suddenly a curse broke from the Kom-
mandant’s lips. His motor was sputter-
ing, fighting as if for air. He juggled the
throttle frantically, and eased the stick for-
ward.  But to no avail; with a final gasp
the engine stopped dead. He glanced has-
tily about him. The field by the prison
camp was hardly two miles behind, but due
to his low altitude was far out of reach of
a glide. The only open spot within reach;
the only smooth stretch in sight, in fact,
was an oblong field almost directly below
his wheels, in the bottom of a shallow
valley.

After a wide turn and a short glide, he
set the Albatross down in a fair landing,
and both he and the adjutant jumped to
the ground. They spent several minutes
examining the motor through hand-holes in
the cowling, fingering the wires, and meas-
uring the gas in the tank.

“Accursed pig of an engine,” fumed the
Kommandant. “It has been running per-
fectly, the last four or five times, too.”

“Begging your pardon, Herr Kapitan,”
murmured the adjutant, “but I have cau-
tioned you several times about using the
prisoners for duty as mechanics and
ground crew about the hangar.”

“Bah! If they had crippled the plane,
it woul