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IGHT hung dark and wet over the 
home drome of the Twenty-fifth 
Pursuits. Inside the mess lounge, 

however, there was plenty of light, plenty 
of roughhouse, and plenty of the stuff that 
makes war-worn pilots forget about 
Fokkers and flame-spitting Spandau guns. 

In one corner four or five were 
shooting craps for post-dated checks. In 
another corner, half a dozen others were 
bearing down hard with their vocal cords 
on the latest flying ditties. 

In the cleared space in the middle of 
the room the rest were playing scrub 
football, using the C. O.’s hat for the ball. 

Suddenly the door swung open wide, 
and a tall, lean-limbed youth strode inside. 
Rain dripped from the sodden cap on his 
head, ran down his face, trickled off onto 
the torn and tattered trench coat draped 
about his body. 

Major Lampson saw him first and cut 
short barking signals for the next play that 
was expected to take the “ball” past the 
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piano for another touchdown. Then one by 
one the others noticed the newcomer. As 
though a door had been slammed shut, the 
riotous sounds of singing, laughter and 
shouting were cut off short, and absolute 
silence engulfed the entire room. 

Standing motionless, the strange pilot 
peered from face to face, and presently 
focused his eyes on the C.O. 

“You are Major Lampson? The name’s 
Barnes. First Lieutenant.” 

 
HE C.O. nodded, didn’t speak for the 
moment. He, like every other pilot in 

the room, was held transfixed by the 
stranger’s face. It was almost hideous to 
behold. Long reddish scars marked the 
cheeks and forehead. The nose was 
slightly twisted in a way that gave the 
impression of the eyes having been drawn 
closer together. And the mouth was set in 
a twist that could be taken for either a 
smile or a sneer.  

“Yes,” Lampson finally said. Then as 
though to himself, “Didn’t expect you, 
Barnes. We haven’t put in any requests for 
replacements.”  

The rain-soaked pilot hesitated, and 
once again stared from face to face. Then 
he visibly drew back his shoulders and put 
his chin out.  

“There’s talk of an armistice,” he said 
slowly. “I’ve heard rumors that it’s 
expected most any day now. I— well, I’d 
like to tell you my story, and ask a favor—
a big one.”  

The C. O. arched an eyebrow.  
“Go on, Barnes,” he said. “What’s the 

story you want to tell us?”  
“I’ll make it short,” the newcomer 

said. “Nine months ago I was set to go to 
the Front. I’d just about finished my aerial 
gunnery training at Turnberry, in Scotland. 
I was to make just one more target practice 
flight. I crashed, bad. Got burned some.”  

The pilot paused and put one hand to 

his face. 
“I was in a London hospital until last 

month when I was discharged, okay for 
service,” he said. Then as bitterness crept 
into his voice, “But the medical board 
turned me down cold. I was listed to be 
shipped back to the States. 

“Seven months of training, eight 
months in the hospital, and then be 
shipped back home as useless. It was too 
much to take. I pulled what strings I could 
and applied for transfer to a ground job 
here in France. I got it. Paper work at the 
receiving depot at Boulogne. Then I heard 
the armistice rumors.”  

The youth paused again. It was almost 
as though he were afraid to go on. 

“I joined up to fly at the Front,” he 
said with sudden viciousness. “A bad luck 
crash ruined everything. Just a couple of 
trips over was all that I wanted. All I do 
want. I—well, a friend of mine, Chuck 
Harrison, used to be with this outfit. He 
often wrote to tell me what a swell bunch 
you were. 

“Well, I bummed my way down from 
Boulogne tonight. The war will be over in 
a couple of days, and— Oh, hell, you get 
the idea. Let me fly just a couple of patrols 
with you, and then I’ll beat it back to 
Boulogne and face the music without 
saying a word. It’ll mean more to me than 
any of you could ever realize.”  

Barnes finished with a shrug and 
stared straight at Lampson. The C. O. 
returned the stare unwinking. He 
remembered Chuck Harrison well. He’d 
never forget him. When Harrison went 
west, Twenty-five lost one of the swellest 
men in shoe leather. 

Harrison was Barnes’ friend, then 
Barnes must be tops, too. But it was not 
that, nor was it the very unusual request, 
that caused Lampson to stare hard at the 
lean youth. The pilot’s face, despite its 
disfiguration, seemed vaguely familiar. 
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Lampson could almost swear that he’d 
seen Barnes before. In fact, had known 
him intimately. 

“You were in England until a month 
ago?” he suddenly asked. “I’d almost bet 
that I’ve met you before.”  

The other’s lips twitched to a grin. 
“If you were in St. Luke’s Hospital, or 

at Turnberry, sir, maybe you did,” he said. 
“But I don’t remember meeting you. Of 
course, I expect you’ll want me to make a 
test hop tomorrow to show you I can 
handle a ship. That is, if—”  

The rest trailed off into silence. 
Lampson lowered his gaze to the floor, 
scowled at it. He thought he knew how 
Barnes felt. Once he, himself, had come 
close to losing the chance of flying at the 
Front. The war was just about over. 
Germany was licked. To let Barnes have 
just one crack might mean everything to 
him in the years to come. Besides, he’d 
said that Chuck Harrison was his friend. 

 
N impulse, the C.O. lifted his head, 
half turned and glanced at the rest of 

Twenty-five grouped about him. Big 
“Red” Dawson, “A” Flight skipper, 
nodded as the C. O. caught his eye. 

“I say, yes,” he grunted. “What the 
hell’s the difference for a couple of days 
or so?” 

The mumbled murmur of agreement 
ran from lip to lip. Lampson hesitated, 
then suddenly made up his mind. He 
turned to Barnes. 

“All right,” he said gruffly. “Show us 
you can handle a ship tomorrow, and we’ll 
let you make a couple of patrols. Right 
now, though, have a drink. You look as 
though you could stand one.”  

The entire squadron was assembled on 
the tarmac at dawn when Barnes took a 
replacement Camel up for his test hop. It 
lasted about ten minutes, but even as the 
plane’s wheels cleared the ground, 

Lampson knew beyond all doubt that 
Barnes was a natural pilot. From then on 
until the youth landed, it was simply a 
matter of his every maneuver confirming 
the C. O.’s certain belief. 

However, as Lampson congratulated 
the youth, and told him to get his guns and 
tanks loaded for the early dawn show, he 
experienced a strange reluctance to say the 
words. Why, he had not the faintest idea. It 
most certainly wasn’t fear of what Barnes 
might do. 

Rather it was a sense of fear that 
something might happen to the pilot 
before he could settle definitely in his own 
mind whether he had met Barnes before. 
That tantalizing thought, obviously 
ridiculous on the face of things, had 
bothered him all night long, and robbed 
him of a lot of good sleep. Nevertheless, 
he gave his consent, and stuck to his word. 

And so, some three-quarters of an hour 
after Barnes landed from his test hop, 
Lampson rammed his throttle open and led 
a six-plane flight up into the air and 
around toward the German lines. Flying 
easily he watched Barnes flying Number 
Two on his right. 

At the start the youth was a trifle 
“ragged,” but as the German lines drew 
closer and closer, Barnes settled down to 
the task and flew perfect formation. Once 
they were on the enemy side, Archie 
gunners went to work. But if their spewing 
black blotches appearing in the air 
bothered Barnes any, he didn’t show it in 
his flying. Lampson unconsciously nodded 
his approval. 

“He’s okay,” he murmured. “Just like 
those cockeyed medical boards to keep a 
lad like him off active service. Done it to 
more than one, too, I’ll bet.”  

As the Archie gunners gave up hope 
and quit, Lampson veered left and led the 
flight northward along the parallel lines of 
battle. There wasn’t much battle, however. 
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It was more of a mob foot race. The 
Germans running hell-for-leather 
eastward, deserting lorries, ammo dumps, 
field guns, and so forth. And the Allied 
troops hot-footing it after them, kicking up 
dust with bullets and shells at their heels. 

And then suddenly Lampson saw the 
flight of Fokkers. He saw them because he 
had expected to see them. 

They were some of Baron von 
Meuller’s brood that had been opposite 
Twenty-five for the last few months. 

A tough crowd in days gone by, but 
with an armistice in the offing they had 
become decidedly more cautious than 
tough. They flew patrols as usual but they 
wouldn’t scrap unless forced to. 

 
HEN Lampson saw them they were 
about a mile off to his right, and 

three or four thousand feet higher. He 
knew that if he headed straight toward 
them they’d turn tail and light out for 
home. They’d done just that many, many 
times in the last few weeks. So many, in 
fact, the Twenty-five’s pilots ached to 
catch them off guard just once more before 
the armistice rang down the curtain on 
hostilities. 

Peering at them intently, Lampson saw 
the blue and white checkered plane that 
von Meuller always flew. He drew his lips 
back in a grin of satisfaction. The sky was 
full of clouds. In short, it was a perfect 
setup to bluff von Meuller and his crowd, 
trap them, and knock off a few planes as a 
parting salute to the Imperial German Air 
Service. 

Realization and action became one for 
Lampson. Shoving his Very pistol over the 
side, he arced a green “retreat” signal 
across the sky, banked around and led his 
flight at top speed toward the south. Just as 
he raced past the fleecy edges of a cloud 
layer, he glanced back over his shoulder 
and chuckled. The Fokkers were still prop-

clawing forward as before. 
After fifteen minutes of circling 

through the clouds, Lampson finally cut 
out into open air and went thundering 
westward. Dead ahead, and on the same 
level, the Fokkers were starting to coast 
slowly around for the return trip back 
home. In nothing flat, every man of them 
realized the trick played on them. A red 
flare curved out from the cockpit of the 
blue and white checkered ship. Instantly 
the Fokkers pulled in close to one another 
and began a wild power dive back toward 
German territory. 

“Not this time!” Lampson grated, and 
poked his own nose down. 

Bracing his body against the dive, he 
slid his thumbs up to the trigger trips, and 
held them ready for instant use once the 
Fokkers got within range. And then 
suddenly there was the flash of wings off 
to his right. 

In the next split-second he saw Barnes 
go tearing down past him with the speed 
of lightning gone haywire. Lampson 
cursed and steepened his dive for speed to 
catch up. 

“Wait, you fathead!” he shouted. 
“We’ll all be able to get in on this. They’re 
not getting away!”  

The roar of his own engine, of course, 
drowned out his words. But Barnes went 
on streaking down anyway. So suddenly 
had he “jumped” the flight that he was 
within range split seconds before anybody 
else. Diving straight at the blue and white 
Fokker, he closed up the gap of air space 
separating them at terrific speed. 

Yet not a single bullet zipped out from 
his guns. The Fokker pilots knowing full 
well that they were trapped, had tossed 
aside their original ideas of escaping 
eastward. They pulled out of their dive and 
plowed forward at the attacking Yanks, all 
guns blazing. 

Hanging right in close behind Barnes, 
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Lampson could see the showers of tracers 
ripping through the newcomer’s wings. 
But they seemed not to bother Barnes in 
the least. He thundered down through 
them as though they didn’t exist. Then, 
when he was practically on top of the blue 
and white plane, he steepened his dive 
even more, and let fly with both guns. 
Lampson cursed disgustedly as he saw 
Barnes’ bursts tear through the tail section 
of the Fokker. 

“Too anxious, the fool!” he snapped. 
“Over-dived his man and missed the 
cockpit by a mile. Here, Barnes, this is 
how it’s—”  

A yelp of alarm cut off the rest. An all 
black Fokker flying close to von Meuller 
had suddenly cut over at Barnes. Spandau 
guns spewed jetting flames and Barnes’ 
plane staggered drunkenly for a second. 
Then in a flash it pivoted on wingtip and 
darted straight at the all black Fokker. The 
German tried to swing up, over and down 
for an easy kill.  

 
E might as well have tried to loop the 
moon. Barnes checked him cold, 

slammed in and raked the Fokker from 
prop to tail skid with both guns. No plane 
flying could have weathered that storm of 
hissing lead. And the all black Fokker was 
no exception. It changed from jet black to 
a ball of red fire, and went hurtling 
earthward.  

What Barnes did next, Lampson did 
not see. He was too busy with his own 
troubles. Wasting precious seconds 
watching Barnes, he had allowed two 
Fokkers to close in, one from either side. 
Spandau guns were practically spitting in 
his face. Banging stick and rudder, he 
whirled out toward clear air just in the 
nick of time. As it was, an unseen finger 
plucked at the top of his helmet and tore a 
strip of leather off for a souvenir. 

But that was all it did, luckily. In the 
next second he had faked a dive, doubled 
back, and was pumping made-in-America 
slugs at one of the Fokkers. He caught the 
gas tank cold, and score “Two” was 
chalked up for Twenty-five. 

Wheeling to tackle the other one, 
Lampson took a split-second out for a 
quick look-see at the fight in general. 
Twenty-five was piling in hammer and 
tongs, as though each pilot believed that 
this would be his last go at von Meuller’s 
brood. And they were doing a swell job. 
Fokkers were scattered all over the sky.  

Off to the left, Barnes was hurtling 
down once more on the blue and white 
plane. In some way he had been able to cut 
it out of the general mixup. However, as 
Lampson stared that way, he cursed softly. 

Once again Barnes was over-diving his 
man. His tracers were missing the cockpit 
entirely and slapping down through the tail 
sections. If Barnes would only steepen his 
dive a shade, hold his ship steady, he’d be 
able to nail von Meuller cold. 

Evidently, though, the youth hated air 
scrapping “seasoning.” In fact, a moment 
later there was definite proof of that fact. 
Von Meuller, racing through the showers 
of slugs about the tail, slammed over in a 
wing screaming split-arc and cut hell-for-
leather into the shelter of a billowy cloud 
bank before Barnes could pull out of his 
dive and swing around. And as though von 
Meuller’s disappearance had been an 
unspoken signal to the others, every 
Fokker still flying doubled back and tore 
for the clouds. 

One minute later only “A” Flight, 
intact, was to be seen in the air. Waiting 
just long enough for them to drop into 
formation position, Lampson banked west 
and flew back to Twenty-five’s drome, a 
queer glint in his eyes, and a puzzled 
frown creasing his brows. When the flight 
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had landed, he climbed to the ground and 
walked over to Barnes. 

“Were you ever at the Front, and sent 
back because you couldn’t air scrap?” he 
asked sharply. 

The youth blinked and shook his head 
instantly. 

“Word of honor, no, sir,” he said. 
“Why?” 

 
AMPSON shrugged. 

shoot l
“Because you fly like a fool, and 

ike a greenhorn,” he said. “That was 
Baron van Meuller, himself, in that ship. 
You had two sweet cracks at him, and 
missed both. You over-dived him. If you 
meet him again, remember that.”  

The other’s twisted lips smiled. 
“Yes, sir,” he said eagerly. “And I was 

going to ask you, sir, “B” Flight goes out 
in an hour. May I go along? I mean, I’d 
like to get in as many times as—”  

He hesitated, stumbled over his words. 
Once again the sense of reluctance came to 
Lampson. Yet something forced him to 
nod. 

“Okay,” he said. “But remember what 
I said about over-diving. And another 
thing—wait until the flight leader starts 
the attack. However, I doubt if you’ll get 
any more action. That’s the first we’ve had 
in weeks.”  

With a nod the C.O. started to turn 
away, stopped and turned back. 

“I didn’t say anything about the plane 
you got, Barnes, for a reason,” he grunted. 
“It’s because you didn’t get it—officially. 
I’m giving you this chance, because—well 
because you were Chuck Harrison’s 
friend. I may want to stay in the service 
after the war. But if it got around that I 
loaned an unknown a ship it—”  

“I understand, perfectly, sir,” Barnes 
broke in quietly. “It’s not credit I’m after. 
And thanks, sir.”  

Two hours later, as he sat in the 

squadron office doing routine paper work, 
Lampson thought of that single statement, 
“It’s not credit I’m after,” and cursed 
softly. Had there been some other meaning 
behind those words? Or had— He cut off 
the thought as the door opened and 
Dawson shouldered inside. The big 
redhead’s face was grim, and there was a 
brooding, puzzled look in his eyes. 

“Maybe I’m nuts, Major,” he growled, 
and hooked a leg over the corner of the 
desk, “but this Barnes guy. He’s no 
fledgling. When he met von Meuller he 
handled his ship like a veteran. As well as 
any of us did.”  

“He over-dived him twice, and 
missed,” Lampson replied. “That’s not 
good handling of a ship!”  

Dawson tugged at his lip with a thumb 
and forefinger. 

“ ‘Tis if you mean it that way,” he said 
slowly. “And I think he did. He wasn’t 
trying to flame von Meuller. But here’s the 
point. I’ve been thinking I’ve seen him 
before. Knew damn well I had. Before he 
got his face busted up. It came to me a few 
minutes ago. Sounds dizzy, but I’ll bet my 
last franc it’s he!”  

“Who?” Lampson asked sharply. 
Big Red Dawson drew in his breath 

slowly. 
“He’s Frank Bradford.”  
Lampson stiffened in his seat. He 

gripped the edge of the desk with steel 
fingers, as past events came rushing back 
to him. Nine months ago there had been a 
Frank Bradford in Twenty-five. A queer, 
silent sort of lad. No one knew much about 
him. He wasn’t a perfect pilot, yet, at the 
same time, he was not bad. 

That is, until a certain dawn patrol in 
early March. Bradford had led the patrol. 
Only three out of seven men had returned. 
The story made every man’s blood boil 
with white rage. Bradford had not 
followed the usual course. He led the 
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flight farther to the south, and straight into 
a Fokker trap. 

When last seen, Bradford had been 
flying hell-for-leather toward a pilot 
named Priester, who didn’t have a Fokker 
within a quarter of a mile of him. 
Bradford, Priester and two others had not 
returned. And one week later, German 
bombing raids had been made on Allied 
dromes and dumps, which had never been 
attacked before; their existence was 
believed to be a secret. 

In other words, after that dawn patrol, 
the German high command had 
mysteriously become acquainted with a lot 
of valuable information. 

To cap it all, a check back over 
Bradford’s service record ended abruptly 
with his arrival at flight training school in 
the States. Strangely enough, there had 
been no record of his civilian life. Perhaps 
that had been a mistake by the recruiting 
office. Or perhaps it had been a clever bit 
of espionage work. 

 
RANK BRADFORD! The name cut 
through Lampson’s brain. Instinctively 

he glanced through the window at the 
tarmac. “B” Flight” had been in the air for 
almost half an hour. And Barnes had gone 
along with them. Slowly the C. O. turned 
his head and stared at Dawson. 

“You’re right, Dawson!” he said in a 
tight voice. “I wondered, too. Even with 
those scars there was something familiar. 
By God, he’s that Frank Bradford. But—”  

Lampson stopped, scowled darkly and 
shook his head. 

“But what the hell’s the idea?” he 
muttered. “Why should he come back? He 
knows it’s a firing squad for him if he’s 
caught. And, dammit, those scars are real. 
And—and he did get one Fokker. I saw 
it!”  

“Yeah,” Dawson nodded. “But we 
both saw him miss von Meuller, twice. The 

louse was baiting some kind of a trap, if 
you ask me. And—” 

“ ‘B’ Flight!” the C. O. exploded, and 
leaped from his chair. “He asked if he 
could go with “B” Flight. Damn him—”  

Lampson didn’t finish. Grabbing his 
helmet and goggles, he bounded out of the 
squadron office, and over to the tarmac, 
roaring for greaseballs to swing his prop. 
Once he was in the pit and the prop was 
turning over, he taxied out into the wind 
without waiting for the engine to warm up. 
Face granite hard, eyes cold as ice, he took 
off, nursed the engine gingerly and, swung 
around toward the sector which ·”B” 
Flight was to patrol. 

Hunched forward over the stick, 
staring ahead, he searched blue sky and 
white clouds for the first sign of “B” 
Flight. Seconds dragged by, each one 
seemingly a minute in length. As he ripped 
across No Man’s Land, German Archie 
gunners blackened the air about him but he 
didn’t give them so much as a single 
glance. He kept his eyes riveted on the sky 
and clouds. 

And then, suddenly, without the 
slightest warning, he skirted a cloud bank 
and came upon “B” Flight mixing it up 
with ten or a dozen Fokkers from von 
Meuller’s Staffel. The instant he saw them, 
he spotted Barnes’ plane well off to one 
side of the general scrap. And for the third 
time that day he saw the newcomer 
thundering down in a power dive straight 
at von Meuller’s blue and white Fokker. 

A curse on his lips, Lampson smashed 
stick and rudder, and went whipping 
around and over toward Barnes’ diving 
Camel. If Barnes over-dived this time, let 
von Meuller get away again— 

He suddenly stifled the thought, and 
grunted aloud in puzzled amazement. 
Barnes had once again missed von 
Meuller’s cockpit, but his withering blast 
of bullets had taken a certain toll in the tail 
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of the German’s plane. In short, they had 
evidently parted a control wire, and the 
German was helpless to do anything but 
glide gingerly earthward. 

Hardly realizing what he was doing, 
Lampson went rocketing downward, and 
lined the Fokker up in his sights. If von 
Meuller was faking, it wasn’t going to do 
him any good. One German squadron 
commander was slated to go out of the war 
and the world for keeps. But, even as 
Lampson started to jab his trigger trips 
forward, Barnes’ plane suddenly cut over 
and streaked right across the C.O.’s sight. 
And as it did, the man raised his free hand 
and waved a curt “Keep off” signal. 

Impulsively, Lampson cut his fire and 
nosed up slightly. By now, von Meuller’s 
Fokker was close to a level patch of 
ground about a quarter of a mile in back of 
the American second line. It was then that 
Lampson realized that Barnes had 
prevented the German from reaching the 
safety of his own lines. Right now the lean 
pilot was riding von Meuller’s tail every 
inch of the way down. However, there was 
no need of watching for any tricks which 
the German might try. 

 
HEN the Fokker was about fifty 
feet up, the bullet-riddled tail 

section refused to stand the strain any 
longer. Like a piece of paper caught by the 
wind the left elevator tore off and went 
flip-flopping away. 

Instantly the Fokker flat spun crazily, 
then fell over on wingtip and knifed 
straight to the ground. A shower of mud 
and dirt volcanoed upward when it hit. 
Like so much matchwood, the plane broke 
apart and went slithering forward in a 
heap. 

Impulsively, Lampson reached out and 
hauled back his throttle as he saw Barnes 
glide down to land close to the wreck. 
Seconds later he set his own plane down, 

and leaped from the cockpit, and ran over 
to Barnes, who was pulling a limp figure 
out of the Fokker wreckage. 

“Bradford!”  
Lampson spoke the word quietly, yet 

clearly. And as he did he rested his hand 
on his holstered automatic. The lean pilot, 
bent over with his back to Lampson, 
slowly went rigid. Dropping the 
unconscious German, face on the ground, 
he straightened and turned around. 

“I was afraid you, or one of the others, 
might recognize me too soon,” he said 
evenly. “Well, you’re right. I’m Frank 
Bradford. I can admit it, now.”  

The C.O. stared at him, grunted, and 
let his hand drop from his automatic. He 
nodded at the wrecked Fokker. 

“Conscience bothered you, and you 
wanted to make up for what you did?” he 
grated. “It doesn’t, Bradford! I don’t know 
why I don’t shoot you down for the dog 
that you were. That trap you led them into, 
Priester, Baker, Harding didn’t return. Nor 
you, either. And one week later the 
Germans bombed hell out of places we 
thought they didn’t know about. They 
didn’t until you—”  

“Hold it!” Bradford’s words were like 
pistol shots. “They didn’t until Priester 
told them. Priester was a spy who got into 
our squadron. The night before that last 
patrol he told me of a new dump down 
Clearmont way. Said he’d seen it on the 
late patrol he made with “C” Flight. 

“I led the flight down there to check. 
Priester hadn’t been with us long, and I 
thought I’d better check before I made any 
report to you. Well, it was a trap. We ran 
smack into a skyful of Fokkers. They 
jumped us, but I saw them let Priester slide 
right through. 

“I went after him—wondering. I found 
out. He opened fire on me. Four Fokkers 
joined him. I went down and crashed. The 
ship caught fire. Some German soldiers 
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pulled me clear. I was in a German base 
hospital for six months. Then a prison 
camp. Priester came to see me. He wore 
his German uniform then.”  

The youth paused and raised a hand to 
his disfigured face. White hate glowed in 
his eyes. 

“I was in bad shape in that prison 
camp,” he continued. “They decided to 
make me one of a batch of hospital cases 
to be exchanged. The exchange was made 
through the French lines, yesterday. Once 
I was inside the French lines I slipped 
through and made my way to Twenty-five. 

“I told you that cock-and-bull story 
because I knew what the squadron 
thought. Priester had told me that he’d 
played his cards so well that I would look 
like the guilty one, not he. He thought that 
he might come back some time. So I told 
you what I did, last night. Prayed that you 
wouldn’t recognize me.”  

“A nice story, Bradford,” Lampson 
grunted as the other paused. “Only Priester 
isn’t around to prove it! And—”  

“That’s the point,” Bradford snapped. 
Stepping to one side he pushed the 
German pilot over with his foot, reached 

down and whipped off the helmet and 
goggles. Lampson took one look and 
gasped through his teeth. 

“My God!” he choked. “Priester—von 
Meuller!”  

“Right!” Bradford nodded. “That’s 
another thing he boasted about when he 
came to see me. That he had a Staffel 
command, and was opposite Twenty-five. 
That’s why I came back. And that’s why 
you thought I was over-diving. I wanted to 
force him down. I wanted to get him all in 
one piece!”  

Lampson was still staring at the man in 
the German uniform who had once been a 
fledgling in Twenty-five Squadron. 

“Huh?” he echoed thickly. “Wanted 
him in one piece?”  

“Hell, yes!” Bradford snapped. “If I’d 
flamed him down and he’d burned to a 
crisp you’d never have been able to 
recognize him.”  

The C.O. straightened up, reached out 
and grasped the youth’s hands. Words 
stuck in his throat, but his eyes and the 
tightness of his grip told Frank Bradford 
what was in his heart. 

 


