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Muley Spink Takes German Tracer as It Comes, But a Limey Heavyweight 
Champ is a War Horse of a Different Color 

 
By JOE ARCHIBALD 

Author of “Cottontail Assembly,” “Flamer,” etc. 
 

OU remember me. I’m Cyril 
“Muley” Spink of Major Bagby’s 
93rd Pursuit Squadron. I have got 

a swell idea that my old man was sitting 
behind an eight ball while he was waiting 
for me to be born in the best room of the 
family homestead back in the U.S.A. 
Otherwise I never would have picked 
Lieutenant Ambrose Hooley for a hutmate 
on the drome which is located outside of 

Commercy, France. 
Ambrose is a funny looking tomato 

who likes a fight better than a raccoon 
likes eggs. One time Ambrose said a civil 
word to somebody back home and when 
he remembered it the next day he walked 
five miles to change it to an insult. 

Major Bagby’s 93rd Squadron flies 
Spads when they can get them and once 
they get the ships upstairs they raise a lot 
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of hell in the Heinies’ attic before they 
come down. Not that we get much credit 
from anybody, especially from the Limeys 
who have robbed the outfit of two 
descendus already. 

Let me tell you of one highway 
robbery that occurred over Thiaucourt one 
blithe afternoon. “Bug-Eye” Boomer is the 
leader of the flight with which me and 
Ambrose fly. He flushes up a pair of Hun 
two-seaters that are on their way to mess 
up a pontoon bridge being laid by doughs 
across the Meuse and he signals for us to 
go down and give the Kaiser’s boys one 
way tickets to where the rivers run 
brimstone. I know I hit the Rumpler in the 
spleen with the first wallop and Ambrose 
Hooley came in from the other side and I 
don’t see how he could have missed the 
jerry crate unless the armorer on the 93rd 
loaded his Vickers with blanks. 

 
HE Rumpler shakes like a St. Vitus 
dancer with the ague and the boy in 

the front seat signals for a fair catch at the 
Frog linoleum. Bug-Eye Boomer is 
chasing the other Rumpler just as two 
Limey Camels drift down from a top shelf 
and start pouring it into the Dutch boys 
who are heading for the carpet with one 
aileron and a tail fin missing. 

“Well, you beef gluttons got in too late 
this time, ha, ha!” I chuckled in my pit, 
and then we all go home to have a laugh 
on the King’s Camel nursers. 

But the Limeys get the last laugh when 
the confirmation comes through. The scrap 
goes down on the Allied books as a 
descendu for the King’s buzzards as an 
infantry outfit near St. Mihiel swore that it 
was the Camels that washed up the 
Rumpler. The surviving Heinie got hunk 
with us, too, and told Major Bagby that it 
was the Limeys who really gave them the 
haymaker. 

It is a mess that we tell the major that 
we will not stand for getting gypped no 
longer and Ambrose Hooley emphasizes 
our ultimatum by banging his fist down on 
the table. There was a plate of soup 
standing just where his fist landed and the 
slumgullion sprayed up like a geezer and 
baptized Major Bagby from neckband to 
insteps. 

The Old Man is no Jolly Roger at his 
best, but on this night he is in a mood that 
would scare a Bengal tiger. He swears 
terrible and then tells Ambrose that he has 
his doubts about the Hooley family tree 
having any limbs on it. 

“1 will not take that from nobody,” 
Ambrose hollers. “It is man to man if you 
ain’t scairt. I will not hit an orfiser but if 
you will just peel off your tunic—” 

“Oh yea-h-h-h?” the Old Man snarls 
and strips himself of his rank. He should 
have had more sense as when the fight was 
over he has a shanty over one eye that 
would house a good-sized muskrat. Bug-
Eye Boomer picks up the C.O. and dusts 
him off. 

“Shake and make up, Major,” he says. 
“Ha, ha, we must have harmony here to do 
anything against the Dutch cleaners.”  

“ ‘SaIl right with me,” Ambrose says. 
“My honor is avenged. Not that I’m sure 
whether I had none or not, haw! I’m just in 
a fightin’ mood. Somebody else get fresh 
with me?” He glowered around the room 
truculently. “Just wait until I see a 
Limey—” 

That night me and Bug-Eye and 
another pilot look for Ambrose as we want 
a poker game but we can’t find the homely 
tomato anywhere. 

Two hours later we locate him coming 
out of the ammo shack and he has a pail 
and a little brush in his mitts. 

“Are you goin’ to Commercy to paint 
it red?” I toss at him. 
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“It’s a secret,” Ambrose retorts. “Just 
you guys wait and see. I have just been 
helpin’ the armorer with the ammo belts.”  

Two days slip away before we get 
another chance at a Kraut observation 
buggy. It is just me and Ambrose who are 
out for Major Bagby over the Meuse when 
what comes along but another Rumpler. 
The boys from across the Rhine have two 
Albatrosses with them acting as 
nursemaids and it has all the earmarks of a 
very grueling battle when the tracers start 
showing the real bullets the way to the 
payoff. 

 
 GET a flash at a name on one Heinie 
crate and it is not little Lord Fauntleroy 

but the handle of a very ugly squarehead, 
Hauptmann Otto von Sputz. That is one 
morning we welcome visiting Limeys and 
they come scooting in just as von Sputz 
has me in a spit that smells strong of lilies. 

Ambrose Hooley goes down after the 
Rumpler while me and three of the 
Cheerio boys pound the metal into von 
Sputz and his playmate. The Hauptmann is 
no sissy and he keeps on battling until his 
Mercedes gets a frog in its steel throat. He 
heads downstairs then and it is a cinch that 
he is not going to kiss the real estate in his 
own backyard. 

We go down then to help Ambrose 
out. The Rumpler is getting rumpled all 
right. A Limey is taking turns with 
Ambrose in pouring Vickers slugs into the 
Rumpler’s mid-section and it is no time at 
all before the two-seater spreads itself all 
over the Yankee-held landscape near 
Lerouville. 

We look for an X on the carpet that 
should have been made by von Sputz but 
he is nowhere in sight. So we all go home 
then and tell Major Bagby what swell 
flyers he has got. 

“Von Sputz, huh?” he yelps. “Why 
we’ve got to find him. He is worth more to 

the Allies than four boxcars filled with 
platinum. If he escapes—”  

“To hell with Otto!” Ambrose yells, 
tenderly feeling of a Boche bullet burn 
near his empennage. “Wait until that 
Limey claims the Rumpler! I got them 
beef gorgers right on the hips like the old 
knights used to say, ha, ha!”  

Now it is that afternoon that we learn 
that one Lieutenant Joseph Peckett of His 
Majesty’s Air Corps got his fourth 
confirmation of the open season for Boche 
over Lerouville by smacking down a 
Heinie Rumpler. Ambrose Hooley goes 
into a cross between a fit and a stroke and 
barges into the Operations office. Me and 
Bug-Eye follow him close. Bagby’s one 
good eye is ablaze at sight of Ambrose. 

“They salute officers in this army,” he 
hollers. “Hooley, I am getting my belly 
full of your insubord—” 

“Yeah?” snorts Ambrose. “Well, I got 
cramps from just thinkin’ about the 
Limeys. I hit that Rumpler right where it 
lived and enough steam come out of it to 
sweat a cold out of an elephant. I hit it 
before the Limey did an’ I kin prove it! 
You call up that Limey outfit and tell ‘em 
I’ll bet every franc in France that I kin 
prove Peckett is a cockeyed liar by all 
the—” 

“You can?” Bagby says hopefully. 
“I’m getting sick of those fatheads stealing 
our thunder, too, Hooley. Wait—I’ll buzz 
that Limey C.O.”  

To make a long story shorter, Major 
Bagby got the Limey C.O. and Joe Peckett 
and a British red tab to motor out to the 
wreck of the Boche bus. Me and Ambrose 
and Bug-Eye represented the U.S. and we 
hopped into a squadron jalopy and went to 
the scene much faster than posthaste. It 
wasn’t a very friendly time we had near 
the wreck. 

“Awright, you cheerio bums,” 
Lieutenant Hooley says with his jaw thrust 
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out so far you could have used it for a 
shelf. “You claim this Rumpler, huh?” 

“Right,” says Leftenant Joe Peckett of 
the Limeys. He does not look like he ever 
carried a daisy chain at Vassar. “We 
bloomin’ well do. Do you question it, my 
good fellow?” 

 
O I?” Ambrose snorts and starts 
poking the battered Rumpler 

power plant. “Haw-haw!” he trumpets 
after a couple of minutes of probing at the 
broken heap. “Take a gander at this, you 
Limey wise guys!” He comes up holding a 
flattened Vickers slug and it is painted red. 
He shows the Limey C.O. two other 
bullets of the same hue and the pans of the 
beef addicts turn pale like tripe. 

“That proves we have been gettin’ 
gypped,” Ambrose hollers triumphantly. 
“Why the idea—you should be ashamed, 
you cheats!” 

“Now, you ‘old your blinkin’ tongue,” 
the Limey C.O. chirps. “Uh—er—I jolly 
well believe we all make mistakes, what? 
We can settle this without hany ‘ard 
feelin’s, y’know. We—” 

“That’s usin’ the old bean, Ambrose,” 
Bug-Eye enthuses and we thump Ambrose 
on the back; even Major Bagby does. 

It is Leftenant Joe Peckett who does 
not like being done out of a descendus and 
he says he will knock Ambrose Hooley’s 
nose in so far he will have to back up to 
anything to smell what it is. 

“Oh, a fight, huh?” says Ambrose, 
peeling off his uniform coat double-quick. 

Joe Peckett does likewise and then it is 
quite a brawl we try to stop. It is the first 
time I ever saw Ambrose held to a draw 
and my jaws sag way down when the 
C.O.s stop the fight. 

“We will settle this later,” Peckett 
says, taking a couple of breaths. The 
Limey boss then says that we are looking 
at the heavyweight champ of the British 

Islands and to let it be a lesson to Ambrose 
Hooley. 

Huh?” Ambrose gulps. “A Limey 
boxin’ champ, huh? There never was one 
who could stay vertical more than one 
round. I would’ve took him if my foot 
hadn’t slipped. When do we fight again?”  

Now you can see that Ambrose Hooley 
hasn’t any sense. Right then and there 
Major Bagby and the Limey C.O. arrange 
a fight to be held in Commercy a week 
hence to settle who is the best man—
Hooley or Peckett. They even bet a 
hundred francs with each other. 

“Now you went an’ done it,” I says to 
Ambrose when we depart for the drome. 
“It is one guy who will pin your ears for 
you, you fathead.” 

“No Limey pug can dare me,” he 
counters. “Muley, you will train me during 
the next week.” 

“I will—what? Like hell!” I says. “I 
would ruther be a sparrin’ partner for a 
mule.” 

 Now when we get back to the drome 
we find a car with two brass hats getting 
out of it. They go into the Operations 
shack with Major Bagby and tell him that 
the wreck of an Albatross was found near 
the Meuse and that it belonged to 
Hauptmann Otto von Sputz. 

“I am aware of that,” the Old Man 
snorts, “Did you hear they burned Joan of 
Arc?” 

“Keep a civil tongue in your head!” a 
colonel snaps at the major. “I want to 
know why the pilot was allowed to 
escape? We found a Yankee dough just six 
miles from Lerouville walking in circles 
and he had on a Boche flying suit. That 
von Sputz slugged him and took his 
uniform. He might escape. He must not—
understand? Why he had brought down 
twenty Allied ships!” 

“I will detain him if he walks in here 
for food and shelter,” Bagby sneers. 
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“What do you use M.P.’s for in this 
guerre, huh? When somebody steals a 
general’s watch, they complain to the 
army air corps. Huh!” 

The brass hats go out and we forget 
about them for awhile. The news starts 
going along the sector about the coming 
battle between Joe Peckett and Ambrose 
Hooley. Inside of forty-eight hours half the 
Yankee payroll is riding on Ambrose’s 
shoulders. It did not speak very well for 
the intelligence of the A.E.F. to my way of 
thinking. Well, I agree to help Ambrose 
get ready for the shellacking and Major 
Bagby says he is excused from flying until 
after the brawl. 

“You might as well make it 
permanent,” I says. “After Joe Peckett gets 
through with Ambrose, he could not even 
see a Spad. Come on, Kid Hooley, we will 
start our road work this very minute.” 

 
ULEY,” Ambrose says, “how 
much did you bet on me?” 

“Listen,” I says seriously, “do I look 
nutty? You have not got the chance of a 
celluloid snake wrigglin’ through a 
bonfire.” 

“You are a septic, Muley,” Ambrose 
says to me. “You wait.”  

It is quite a workout I give Ambrose. 
When it is time for the session with the 
gloves, I fool the little tomater. I wear a 
football helmet and a catcher’s mask. But 
even with them on I do not feel so good 
when Ambrose hits me. He bends the wire 
of the mask until I feel like a horse with a 
bit in my mouth. He hits me on the side of 
the dome and I wish I’d borrowed a 
diver’s helmet instead of the football 
helmet. 

“How’m I doin’?” he says to the Old 
Man. 

“You have got a punch,” Bagby says. 
“Who knows better than me? You have 
got to win, Hooley, or the A.E.F. doughs 

will chase you out of France. They’ll be in 
hock until the Armistice if Peckett puts 
you among the sweet peas.” 

“I never lost a fight yet,” Ambrose 
declares confidently. 

He is sweating like a guy who sees a 
grave open up in the middle of August and 
a corpse climb out to pick violets. I have 
got a big towel hanging from the bushes 
near the ring we have made and I start 
rubbing his torso with it. Ambrose takes it 
out of my hands and mops his homely map 
with it. 

“We’ll call it a day,” I says. 
Just after “B” Flight comes in from the 

mid-afternoon patrol the next day it 
happens. Ambrose Hooley comes out of 
the medico’s shack scratching himself like 
an army of cooties had moved in on him. 
His face is swelled all out of shape and he 
looks through two lamps that are about 
ready to close up. Major Bagby’s knees 
give way and I feel like somebody is 
freezing ice-cream inside of my stomach. 

“Y-you bick stiv!” Ambrose Hooley 
mouths. “You hu’g thad damb towel od 
boison ivy vides. You did id a-purpose, 
Muley Spi’g! You bed on Peckett, I bed. If 
I could only stob scratdging long enouv, I 
would smag you—” 

I sit down and I am so weak I could 
not have torn the petals off of a daisy. 
Bug-Eye Boomer and all the other 
buzzards want to tear me limb from limb 
and the only reason they don’t is because 
they are too weak, too. 

“We’re sunk,” the major groans. “You 
know what those Limeys said? They said 
if our fighter didn’t show up, Peckett 
would be declared the winner. Ambrose 
can’t fight him! His lamps won’t be open 
until—Oh-h-h-h-h-h!” 

“If he did, he would have to hit the 
Limey from memory,” Bug-Eye Boomer 
wails. “Muley, you ought to be tarred an’ 
feathered, you big ape! Did you bet on 
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Peckett, you snake-in-the-grass you?” 
“I did not!” I protest. “I would not treat 

Ambrose like that. I would gladly take his 
place if—if—”  

Major Bagby snaps his fingers. “Yeah, 
sure! Next to Hooley, Spink is the best 
fighter. He has been working out with 
Lieutenant Hooley and he is in shape. 
Muley, I will notify the Limey squadron 
that Ambrose is hors du combat and that 
you will take his place!” 

Three minutes later I come out of a 
swoon. Bagby is fanning me with his hat. 

“I—I—Oh yea-a-ah? I will not go in 
there and get murdered! I will complain to 
Chaumont. I will see Pershing—”  

“Ha, ha!” Ambrose chortles like his 
face was bandaged. “Well, Baddli’g 
Sping, I will try a’d show you somb 
bointers before you go indo the d’g. Led’ 
start before my eyes close ub. Just don’d 
lead with your righd as this is whad will 
habben. Joe Peckett’s righd—” 

 
 MINUTE later they told me 
Ambrose only tapped me. I am 

sitting down on a cloud asking somebody 
to stop ringing cowbells. 

“Kiss your francs good-by,” Major 
Bagby groans and staggers away toward 
the Operations office. 

“You have god to rely on foodwork,” 
Ambrose says. “Stard runni’g around the 
ri’g an’ see if you can ged him oud of 
breath. Well, id ain’d my fauld, Muley. 
Have your ticked ready afder the fighd as 
you will want to take the firsd Frog raddler 
oud.”  

Orders came through from Wing 
telling all the Spad pushers to be on the 
lookout for Hauptmann Otto von Sputz 
whilst they are in the air. They say that all 
of the M.P.s in France are combing the 
countryside for the big Heinie ace and 
there is even a reward of a thousand francs 
for the guy who snags him before he can 

get back to Teuton territory. Chaumont 
sent a brass hat or two to the 93rd and they 
got nasty about us painting bullets with red 
lead and told Major Bagby that it was an 
awful thing to do because if one of them 
hit a Kraut he would die of blood 
poisoning before he could get to a doctor. 

“There, Lieutenant Hooley,” says 
Bagby at mess after the brass hats are 
gone, “you have put a black mark on the 
squadron and all our leaves have been 
canceled until further notice. We arc in the 
dog-house and just when we were getting 
ready to be mentioned in despatches. 
Poison ivy is not half what I would 
prescribe for you, you dumb cluck!” 

“Awright, awright,” Ambrose says, 
lifting the lid of one eye to see the C.O. “I 
will ged a cane a’d a dog to lead me a’d go 
oud afder von Sputz to even things ub for 
you. I am underbaid for whad I do 
anyways. I thing I will resign after Muley 
is killed as id will be lonesomb without the 
screwball. A’d everybody will be broke 
anyways so why stick to the air corps? 
Where could you borrow even a sigared?” 

The morale of the 93rd is not so good 
when they go upstairs a day before the big 
fight in Commercy. The Krauts bang hell 
out of the pontoon bridge because Major 
Bagby’s buzzards are taking no chances of 
getting killed as then they would miss the 
Joe Peckett-Battling Spink slaughter. 
Chaumont buzzes the C.O. and they say 
that they have a good mind to break up the 
93rd and put a Salvation Army doughnut 
stand in its place as it would do more good 
for the Allies. 

It is the next A.M. that Bagby calls up 
the Limey C.O. and asks him will he 
postpone the fight as Hooley is indisposed 
and the Limey gives the Old Man the 
horse laugh. 

“Don’t try to crawl out of the fight, 
Bagby,” the beef-eater says. “There is too 
much argent bet and besides Lieutenant 
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Hooley or Joe Peckett might be killed by 
the Heinies before another scrap could be 
arranged.” 

“I hope if you ever get sick in the next 
few years,” Major Bagby yells into the 
phone, “it will be nothing trivial like 
leprosy, you blinkin’ King toaster!” 

“Well, did I git a reprieve?” I ask 
timidly when he hangs up. 

“You beat Peckett, Lieutenant Spink,” 
the Old Man barks at me, “or I will 
personally fracture your skull in several 
places.” 

“Peckett should beat you to it,” I says. 
“Adoo, Major, I have a last letter or two 
that I must write to my relatives.” 

“You have god two chances to ged oud 
of the fight,” Ambrose says to me a little 
while later from between his puffed-up 
lips. 

“All I need is one,” I says hopefully. 
“Name them.”  

“You mighd drop dead bedween now 
a’d tomorrer,” the little tomater says. 
“Then again somb Gothas mighd come 
over a’d bomb Commercy before Joe 
Peckett hits you.” I make a pass at him but 
he is still good at ducking. 

 
HE next A.M. I almost get a break. 
There is quite a fuss over where most 

of the war is and Major Bagby has to send 
everybody upstairs who is a pilot in good 
standing. It leaves only me and a little gink 
named Squeak McNitt on the alerte as the 
Frogs say and what comes over but a 
Heinie solo specialist who wants to have 
fun trying to ventilate the huts etcetera 
with Spandau spittle. 

“You stay here,” Squeak says. “I’ll I 
knock ‘im off!” He runs out and falls over 
the door sill and passes out like a light. 
That is just my luck. I would fall into a 
lake in July and the weather would change 
quick and freeze it all over. 

“That leaves you, Muley,” Ambrose 

says. “Id looks like you are lucky. Go ub 
and ged killed.”  

I get into a Spad and never was I so 
glad to feel a bucket seat against my tail 
assembly. Even if the Heinie shouldn’t hit 
me, I could say he did and make a forced 
landing. It should be good for a broken 
arm at least. 

I did not know, however, that Major 
Bagby was buzzing the Limey outfit to get 
them to shoot a couple of Camels into the 
ozone. So I am sparring at long range with 
the Boche scout when the beef-eaters 
come in and chase him back across the 
Meuse. 

“Well, I’ll just have to have motor 
trouble,” I says to myself. “I will not fight 
Joe Peckett.”  

So I cut the gun and go down to 
pancake on purpose but the Spad 
sideswipes a tree and the jolt I get breaks 
my belt. I go through the air like a pop-fly 
and land right on top of a load of hay that 
a Frog peasant is carting down the road. 

“Who the hell asked you to come 
along?” I says. “If I hadn’t wanted to git 
into a hospital, you would’ve been cartin’ 
lumps of granite, wouldn’t ya?”  

“Wee m’sewer, he look lak ze rain she 
com’ most anny time,” the Frog says. 

I get disgusted and walk into the 
drome just as Bug-Eye Boomer brings his 
flight in from quite a pasting around by the 
Heinies. Three brass hats are with Major 
Bagby and they aggravate him into betting 
every pair of boots he owns that I will 
knock out the Limey pug. Ambrose comes 
up and says for me not to worry as he has 
been looking up Joe Peckett’s record. 

“Why it took the big palooka eight 
rounds to kayo the champ of Australia, 
Muley,” the little tomater says. “Huh, he 
can’t be so much good.”  

I would have hit Ambrose with a bottle 
but the little crack-pot is still groping 
around like a bat caught out in the 
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daytime. 
“I think I will desert,” I says gloomily. 

“That is my only chance.”  
“A guy has to be as jittery as a mouse 

that pancakes right in the middle of a cats’ 
convention to be scairt of a Limey pug,” 
Ambrose says disdainfully. “Oh, if I only 
had my health, Muley Spink! I’d show 
ya.”  

It is a couple of hours before the big 
fight that some M.P.s come onto the 
drome and tell us they almost captured 
Hauptmann Otto von Sputz. 

 
ELL, why didn’t you?” Bagby 
rumbles. 

“It wasn’t him when we picked ‘im 
up,” the blue-jawed dough says. “It was a 
Swede with a tow head. We creased his 
scalp with a slug and got him out in the car 
there talkin’ to hisself. Is there a doctor 
here?” 

“No stray dough in France is safe,” 
Major Bagby howls. “We’ve got to find 
that von somehow.” 

“Yessir,” the M.P. says. “They almost 
hung a guy over by Vold but a tattoo mark 
on his shoulder saved him. He was a 
German-American fightin’ for our side. 
You don’t know who to fire at, sir.”  

A communication hits the 93rd five 
minutes before they put me in a U.S. 
boiler to go and fight Joe Peckett. It says 
the Allies will pay fifteen hundred francs 
for von Sputz dead or alive and they will 
throw in a two-weeks’ leave to Paris to 
boot. 

“That is tough on you, Muley,” 
Ambrose says. “Ha, ha, you won’t be able 
to join in the hunt for some time, will 
you?” 

“How do you feel, Spink?” Major 
Bagby asks on the way over to Commercy. 
“Just rarin’ to go, huh?” 

“Yeah,” I says, “and I would, too, if 
Ambrose Hooley was not holding onto me 

like I was a Folies Bergere dame. This is a 
frameup. I joined the air corps to fight 
with Heinies, not Limeys.” 

It is a big Frog barn where the 
fisticuffs are to be held. All sorts of 
boilers, mechanical bugs and wagons 
surround the barn when we arrive and it is 
an awful big crowd that has come to see 
me get my dome slapped out of whack. 
Brass hats, near-brass hats, shavetails, 
non-coms and doughs pile into the barn 
and when I am led in it is an awful booin’ 
I get from the Limeys. 

Joe Peckett is in the ring and Ambrose 
catches me when my knees buckle as the 
Limey pug is shadow boxing for the 
crowd. I pray for the Gothas to come over 
but it is no use. 

Ambrose and Squeak McNitt go with 
me to where I am to get dressed up in a 
pair of old green swimming trunks. 
Ambrose puts my boxing gloves on and I 
says what is the idea there is no 
horseshoes in them. 

“What pals I have got!” 
“It is to be a square fight,” Ambrose 

insists. 
“You would call a fight between a 

chipmunk and a panther a toss-up, 
wouldn’t you?” I says to him. “Well, hurry 
up and let me git murdered quick.” 

In no time at all I am in the ring. Up 
over it is a scaffold where the Frog peasant 
keeps hay when he has it. I look at the 
referee and it is the Limey C.O. All I need 
then to make things worse is my mother-
in-law for one of the judges. The Limey 
brings me out to shake hands and Joe 
Peckett has got a dirty grin on his pan. 

“I will jolly well knock you kickin’,” 
Joe says. 

“I believe you,” I agree. Why should I 
argue? 

“All right,” the Limey C.O. says, “go 
to your corners and then come out 
fightin’.” 
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Ambrose rings a cowbell and the fight 
is on. I walk out two steps and then 
somebody must have hit me with an anvil 
as I feel the wallop right down to my 
undercarriage. I do an Immelmann around 
the ropes and the Frog barn goes into a 
spin, When I shake the bats out of my 
belfrey I complain to the ref. 

“He fouled me! I win,” I says, “I 
wasn’t lookin’ an’ I—”  

Whango-o-o-o! The barn floor comes 
up and swats me in the chin. When I open 
my lamps I hear Ambrose yelling at me. 

“Git up, Muley,” he is screeching. “He 
can’t hurt us. He is a setup as he has only 
hit you three times so far,” 

 
 MAKE a pass at Ambrose but the 
Limey C.O. tells me it is Peckett I am 

fighting. The bell saves me.  
“Hurry up an’ git started, Muley,” 

Ambrose says as he slaps me in the pan 
between rounds. “Stop clownin’. Think of 
the A.E.F. bankroll. All of the brass hats 
are almost having strokes.” 

“I guess you think I feel in the pink, 
huh?” I toss at him and then the cowbell 
rings again. 

Ambrose shoves me out to the middle 
of the ring and I run right into a mule’s 
hoof. I find a place to sit down and I ask 
the Limey C.O. is it the Canterbury bells 
that arc ringing. 

“One—two—three—four—f—” 
“Git up, Spink!” I hear the major yowl 

and I try to but somebody has stole my 
legs. 

I do not know how I do it but I get up 
and start running like a duck that has 
lapped up two quarts of corn mash. Joe 
Peckett catches me once and swats me 
right behind the ear. I am draped over the 
ropes like a wet shirt when the cowbell 
rings again. When I get carried to the 
milking stool, Squeak McNitt says 

Ambrose quit and went out as he could not 
stand it no longer. 

“Ha, ha!” I laugh. “How does he think 
I feel about it? The dirty traitor!” 

“Open your mouth,” Squeak says. “I 
want to pour some grog down your 
throat.” 

“I will not. I am holdin’ some teeth in, 
Squeak,” I mumble. 

I go out for the third round and I see 
three Joe Pecketts. I am wobbling like a 
Rumpler filled with Vickers slugs and the 
Limey misses me with two punches that 
would have wrecked a bucking bronc’s 
life. Then something happens that makes 
me the champ of the British Islands. I stick 
out a glove and it just grazes Joe Peckett’s 
chin and as it does I see somethin’ bounce 
off the Limey’s dome. Something hits my 
shin with quite a wallop and goes down 
into my stocking. 

Joe Peckett’s eyes look like they have 
been painted with radiator silver and his 
legs buckle as if they were sticks of 
spaghetti and got broke. It is an awful 
howl that goes up as the Limey folds up 
and starts to snore. He is out like last 
year’s Christmas candles and the Limey 
ref counts to thirty and then kneels down 
to see if Joe’s dead. 

“Ray-y-y-y-y!” howls Major Bagby 
and all the guys who bet on me are 
pouring into the ring. I take a look at the 
scaffold and see that there is a board 
missing and I says to myself that Ambrose 
Hooley must have used his bean. 

Well they drag Joe Peckett to his 
corner and he is muttering that it is a fine 
how-de-do that a bloke can’t walk across 
Piccadilly Circus without getting run over 
by a bus. 

“Spink wins! Pay us, Limeys!” a brass 
hat yells and the beef-eaters dig down and 
give up everything but their skivvies. I am 
being carried out on the shoulders of the 

I
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boys of the 93rd when up comes Ambrose 
Hooley. 

“Thanks, you little tomater,” I says to 
him in a hoarse voice, leaning down close. 
“That was a help, that thingamajig ya 
dropped.” 

“That—h-huh?” Ambrose stutters. “I 
was outside gittin’ some vin rouge. I 
couldn’t stand the slaughter. How did you 
do it?” 

“Wha-a-a-a?” I gulp. “You didn’t—
you wasn’t— Let me down, everybody.”  

When I am let loose, I go into the Frog 
barn with Ambrose. It is a corn crib I have 
for a dressing room and there is a door to 
it which I shut so nobody can look in. 

“Ambrose,” I says solemnly, digging 
down into my sock, “look.” I pick out a 
big rusty iron bolt that must have been part 
of a Roman war chariot once. “This is 
what put Joe Peckett to sleep. It fell out of 
the loft. It nearly broke my leg when it hit 
my shin and plopped into my sock.” 

“The hand of Providence,” Ambrose 
opines. “If I was you, I would start going 
to church every Sunday from now on.” 

“That is what you think,” I says and I 
toss the iron bolt down a big rat hole. 

I get dressed and got outside the Frog 
fighting place. It is a panic to watch the 
Limeys paying off. Most of the bums are 
walking to their boilers in their stocking 
feet and the Limey C.O. is dressed like a 
marathon runner as Bagby got everything 
he owned on this side of the English 
Channel. 

 
ET’S go to the drome,” Ambrose 
proposes. “It has been quite a 

day, huh? I won four hundred francs on 
you, Muley, ol’ kid!” 

“You—what? I think I will go into the 
barn a minute or two,” I says to the C.O. 
as he comes up. “C-could I borrow your 
gun, sir? There’s two big rats in there that 
I think I will wash up as they might bite 

some kids.” 
“Anything you want, Spink,” the Old 

Man says. He is so full of joy over licking 
the Limeys that he hands over his gun like 
I asked him for a light. 

“Them punches of Joe Peckett’s sure 
made him gaga,” I hear Ambrose Hooley 
saying to the Old Man. “We better wait for 
him, don’t you think so, sir?” 

I go into the barn and walk up a ladder 
to the scaffold. No sooner do I set my feet 
on the boards than a pitchfork whizzes by 
my dome and sticks right into a big beam 
like it was only a small stiletto. Over in the 
corner, covered with cobwebs, is an ugly-
looking gink dressed up in a U.S. dough’s 
suit but his cap is off and his head is as 
free of fuzz as a baby’s chest. 

“Handen those hochs!” I says. “Or I 
will ventilate your pantry, Herr Otto!” 

“Ach, my food idt hid against der boldt 
und falls yedt,” the much wanted 
squarehead, von Sputz, wails. 

“Odder you catch me nefer, nein. I 
coom oudt, I coom oudt, don’dt shoodt 
yedt! Kamerad!”  

“Donkey shine for smacking the 
Limey,” I says. “I will see if I can git 
clemency for you, Otto, ha, ha! Well, you 
give the A.E.F. cops quite a chase, didn’t 
you? Come on an’ allez veet veet or I will 
take you out on the hoof.” 

“Himmel!” Hauptmann Otto von 
Sputz says as he goes down the ladder 
ahead of me. “Sooch ein var, ach!”  

Major Bagby and Ambrose come into 
the barn just as me and the Kraut von get 
down from the scaffold. The Old Man’s 
eyes start bulging like a goiter has moved 
in on him fast and Ambrose’s big yap 
opens up as wide as a subway entrance. 

“Hauptmann von Sputz!” the Old Man 
yips. “Where did you find him, Spink?” 

“Hidin’ out like a hen’s egg,” I says. 
“Tie him up with some rope and let’s go 
home as I want some aspirin for my dome. 
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Joe Peckett did not hit me with no handful 
of popcorn.”  

“We will be decorated for this,” Bagby 
enthuses. “Wait until Chaumont gets a 
load of this! They will forget all about that 
red lead on the bullets.” 

“Ja!” Otto sputters and he rips out a 
big silver watch as big as a turnip. “Here 
ist der red bullet by der vatch yedt. Und 
mein Grossfader he giff idt to me der 
vatch as idt belongs vun time to der great 
Bismarck, ya.”  

“Whe-e-e-e-e-e-e-e!” yips Ambrose. 
“It was the Ninety-third that brought down 
von Sputz, too. This is a tough day for the 
Limeys.” 

 

ELL, G.H.Q. buzzes the Old Man a 
little later and says we will be 

decorated for what we have done. We 
throw a binge and are quite mellow with 
the Frog giggle juice when Ambrose 
comes up to me. 

“The champ of the British Islands, are 
you, Muley?” he says. “Well, just wait 
until I am over my poison ivy, ha, ha!” 

“You don’t look very happy being a 
hero,” Bagby says a couple of minutes 
later. “Keep your chin up, Spink!” 

“You mean I should build a concrete 
wall around it,” I says to him disgusted. 
“Could I have a transfer, please, do you 
think?”

 

W


