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AJOR “GLORY” GORDON, of 
the 15th Pursuit at Bapaume, 
was a highly mechanical cog of 

the vast war machine that had rolled across 
France for nearly four long years of blight. 
He was ice and fire and steel. He had a 
clock for a heart, an adding machine for a 
brain, and it was hinted that he had no soul 
at all. 

Perhaps these visible and audible signs 
were but a shell, subconsciously formed to 

protect the softer tissue underneath. 
Maybe Gordon had dreams and longings 
like other men. Maybe he felt his throat 
clog and his eyes dim at the sight of some 
raw kid gone blooey at the constant 
yammering of death. If he did, the 
members of the 15th were never aware of 
the phenomenon. 

To them, Glory Gordon was a 
machine—a machine geared to the grim 
turning of the hand of death. And today, as 
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he sat behind the packing-box desk, his 
trim mustache bristling, his boots flashing 
in the stray beams of light that crept in 
through the dirty window, he was enough 
to chill the heart of the bravest recruit. 

 
E TALKED to them collectively at 
first—harsh, biting phrases. 

“You men are facing an adventure 
beyond which there is nothing to be 
imagined. It is, in a vast way, a gamble in 
which you lose but once. The winner gets 
glory—the loser gets death. And yet there 
are men—men like Captain Sam 
Snowden, who cheat death of its victory.  

“You all have heard of Snowden. He 
set a record with the Forty-fourth at 
Fismes for the rest of us to shoot at. Then 
he disappeared. He was reported forced 
down in No Man’s Land, but there’s never 
been any confirmation of his death. He 
lives on, inspiring the rest of us to strive 
and beat his record. Well, the Fifteenth is 
out to beat the record of the Forty-fourth. 
I’m not asking you to gamble more than 
you can afford to lose. If you’re afraid to 
die, it’s not too late to get a transfer.”  

The brittle words broke off sharply and 
Glory Gordon’s grey eyes bored into the 
faces of the men. There was confidence in 
those faces; blind courage and high 
resolve. That is, in all but two of them. 

Gordon called their names as they filed 
past his desk. He stumbled on the third 
name. 

“Lieutenant Mike Withers!”  
A slim, almost sallow-faced youth 

saluted stiffly. The kid’s eyes were a little 
too deep in his head, and glowed with the 
dark fires of a dreamer. 

“Lieutenant Withers reporting for 
flight duty with the Fifteenth,” the kid said 
evenly. 

Gordon stared at him. It was as though 
he was remembering Hamby Withers, 
Mike’s brother, who had been killed in 

action only a month before. It had been 
rumored that Hamby had met his death 
because he had been ordered out in 
defective equipment. Glory Gordon gave 
the orders for the Fifteenth, and the rumor 
was a direct slap at him. 

“I believe there’s some mistake, 
Withers,” Gordon snapped. “I’ll arrange 
for a transfer.”  

“I refuse to accept a transfer, sir,” 
Mike Withers said definitely. “I’ve come 
here to get the man who killed Hamby, 
and I refuse to be cheated of the chance. 
The Fifteenth can have the glory of the 
victory. I’ll take the satisfaction.”  

Glory Gordon was blunt and 
straightforward. “It has been hinted, 
Withers, that I ordered Hamby out in a 
defective ship.”  

“Is that a confession, sir?” Mike 
Withers’ voice was even, low. 

“No, damn it!” Gordon cried, half 
rising from his chair. 

And at the end of the line of men, a 
stocky, dark-haired man with grey at the 
temples of a face that was still the face of 
a youth, regarded Glory Gordon with 
quiet, speculative eyes. It was as though 
this man was seeing through the shell of 
discipline, into the heart and mind of the 
man. He was seeing Gordon’s eager desire 
for glory. 

Glory Gordon, who held up Sam 
Snowden as the example to be followed, 
wanted nothing more than to get for the 
15th the glory that Sam Snowden had won 
for the 44th. Blind to all but that desire, 
Glory Gordon rode roughshod over men, 
and orders, and common decencies. And 
the quiet man seemed to see, too, the 
crowded corners of Gordon’s heart where 
he hid away the things that troubled him; 
like, for instance, the rumor of why 
Hamby Withers had been killed. 

A bleak smile came to the stocky 
man’s grim lips as he stepped up to report. 
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Unknown to them all, he was Captain Sam 
Snowden! His feats had become the 
legend that had traveled the Front like a 
ghost tale, inspiring men to do deeds 
beyond themselves. He was the one to 
whom “great,” “daring,” “unbeatable,” 
were attached as common names. Yet that 
day he was reporting for duty as a 
mechanic. 

Sam Snowden knew of what things 
glory was made. He knew the feel of death 
swooping, the hot, stinging tears as a 
bright-faced kid rode wings of fire into 
hell; he knew the little dreams that come 
in the night to haunt, accuse and damn. 
The drink of fame had become gall to him. 
A man could drive himself on nerve alone 
until he became nauseated with killing, 
and maiming. 

That’s the way it had been with Sam 
Snowden the day he had been forced down 
in No Man’s Land. He had destroyed his 
papers that day and had crawled out of the 
shambles with his face mashed in. The 
plastic surgeons had done a wonderful job 
on his face, but when they were through it 
was not the face of Sam Snowden. 

Captain Snowden had declared his 
name to be Loring, and wrangled himself a 
mechanic’s berth because he couldn’t 
bring himself to forsake the air corps 
completely. He had been sent to the 15th, 
because it was hard to get mechanics to 
man that drome. The ackemmas steered 
clear of Glory Gordon and his collection 
of bailing wire relics. 

Sam Snowden watched the kid, Mike 
Withers, salute stiffly and move out of the 
doghouse. He caught Withers’ white, fixed 
look, and knew the kid believed the rumor 
about the defective ship. He caught Glory 
Gordon’s scowling eyes, and knew that 
Major Gordon expected trouble. 

 
AM SNOWDEN walked stiffly up to 
the desk and saluted. “Sergeant Loring 

reporting, Sir. Mechanic, first class.”  
“What we need are fighters, Loring,” 

the major growled. “Can you fly?”  
“No,” Snowden said flatly. 

“Sometimes, sir, groundwork is more 
important in getting victories. All of the 
fighting isn’t done in the air.”  

“I’ve heard that poppycock,” Gordon 
snapped, his mustache twitching. “Don’t 
get any great ideas of your own 
importance. Report to Cooper at the main 
shed.”  

Sam Snowden saluted stiffly, his eyes 
straight ahead. Down at the hangars, 
Snowden found just what he had expected. 
Battered ships, held together with 
whangleather and bailing wire. Struts with 
multiple splices. Linen patched in a 
hundred places. Engines with burned-out 
plugs, and guns with blown magazines. 
There was one new, sleek Nieuport in the 
lot, and it was tagged with the major’s 
name. 

Snowden realized, after a cursory 
examination of the equipment, why the 
15th had such an appalling record of 
casualties. Glory Gordon hadn’t time to 
wait for new ships. He was piling up an 
impressive list of victories. He was being 
mentioned in dispatches. He was riding the 
road of glory he worshiped, but he was 
doing it over the twisted remains of the 
men assigned to his care. 

Sam Snowden looked up to see Mike 
Withers coming toward him. Withers put 
out his hand. 

“New man, aren’t you, Sarg?” 
Snowden nodded. “Saw you in Glory’s 

doghouse. Fine collection of relics.” He 
jerked his head at the battered ships.  

Withers’ face was tight. “I’ve been 
assigned to Number Forty. Look her over, 
will you?” 

“Sure, Lieutenant,” Snowden said 
softly. “I heard about your brother, 
Hamby. Von Lubeck got him, didn’t he?”  S 
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ITHERS nodded. “It was a 
mistake,” he said, and went out. 

Snowden went to the west shed and 
looked over Number Forty. A sickly 
feeling hit him in the stomach as he 
surveyed the battered wreck. One end strut 
had been spliced twice and it was two 
inches shorter than the other struts. That 
two inches might mean death to the man in 
the pit. It warped the wings and made the 
constant use of the ailerons necessary to 
keep the ship trimmed. The guns were 
pitted and the breeches were burned out, 
making a jam easy.  

A mech grinned at Snowden. “That’s 
the old jinx crate. Three men have brought 
that baby in while they were dying in the 
pit. They kicked off before the prop 
stopped ticking once they hit the runway.”  

Snowden’s face tightened. “Give me a 
hand here,” he asked the mech. 

With expert hands he removed the 
short strut and put in a strut of the right 
length. There was nothing he could do 
about the guns, but he changed the plugs 
in the Hisso and put a new washer in the 
oil pressure tank. 

Snowden scowled. “Glory Gordon 
won’t be bothered long with Mike 
Withers,” he told himself softly. “Not if he 
flies that crate.”  

The canteen was crowded when Sam 
Snowden legged in for a hooker of Scotch. 
It was late afternoon, and all of the pilots 
were on the ground. Snowden got his 
drink, and sat back in the corner by 
himself. He hadn’t even bothered to 
change his greasy dungarees. 

The pilots were drinking noisily at the 
bar. Suddenly the door flung in, and Major 
Glory Gordon came in with his stiff, 
precise bearing. He frowned as the men 
lagged in their coming to attention. 

When they were finally facing him, he 
waved a yellow message in his hand. 

“Men, there’s a hidden battery behind 

Arras and G.H.Q. wants it silenced 
tonight. I figure one man with two bombs 
might have a better chance to do the job 
than a whole flight. I’m going to ask for a 
volunteer to make the try. There’ll be two 
weeks’ leave and a hundred franc bonus 
for the man who turns the trick. That’s in 
von Lubeck’s territory.” 

Glory turned directly toward Mike 
Withers. “It was Lubeck who killed your 
brother, wasn’t it, Withers?”  

Sam Snowden, sitting in the corner, 
saw Withers stiffen. Glory Gordon was 
slick, all right. He hadn’t the nerve to 
order Withers to make that flight alone, 
yet he was putting Withers into a spot 
where he was forced to ask for the job. 

“Lubeck killed him, all right,” Withers 
said tightly. “I’ll take the job, sir.”  

Gordon scowled. “Are you sure you 
can fly well enough?”  

“I said I’d take the job!” Withers cut in 
hotly. 

The major smiled thinly. “It’s a chance 
for glory, Withers. The battery usually 
opens up an hour before dusk and pounds 
along until dark. You should find it easy if 
you get there just at dusk. You’ll have the 
element of surprise with you. Swoop low 
and drop both bombs at once. You can’t 
miss if you work it right.”  

Withers legged out the door without a 
word. Sam Snowden gulped his drink. He 
was thinking. Maybe Major Gordon was 
smart. Somebody had to carry out that 
assignment. Why not Mike Withers? From 
the looks of things, Withers meant to stir 
up trouble for the 15th.  

But to Sam Snowden, it looked like 
murder, and he said so. He shoved himself 
out of the chair and strode to the middle of 
the floor. 

“Major Gordon,” he said shortly, 
“there isn’t a crate in the sheds, yonder, 
worth the powder to blow ‘em into hell. 
It’s murder to send that kid out alone in 
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one of those coffins. He can’t go!”  
A brittle silence swept the room. The 

men were aghast at hearing a greasy mech 
reading the riot act to Glory Gordon. The 
thing didn’t make sense. Gordon found his 
voice, and roared: 

“What do you mean by this, Loring?” 
Gordon’s face was chalky. “I’m giving 
orders around here! Withers volunteered 
for that job. You’ve no right to question 
my judgment, Loring’”  

“I question your motives, Major,” Sam 
Snowden said evenly. “There’s only one 
airworthy crate in the sheds, and it belongs 
to you. Why don’t you have a try at that 
battery?”  

Major Glory Gordon swelled with 
anger. His face grew red and his eyes 
snapped. “That’s crass impudence, Loring. 
I’ll have you court-martialed!”  

“Court-martialed be damned!” Sam 
Snowden broke him off. “Withers isn’t 
making that trip!”  

He started for the door, but the major 
blocked him off. 

“You’re under arrest!” he sputtered. 
With one vicious swing of his big 

hand, Sam Snowden brushed the major out 
of the way. With the hum of excited voices 
in his ears he ran down to line. In the dull 
light he could see a mech swinging the 
prop on the jinx ship assigned to Mike 
Withers. 

Snowden tried to cry out, but the roar 
of the motor, suddenly catching, drowned 
out his words. Snowden heard Withers gun 
the jittery motor a couple of short blasts. 
Then he was taking off with the engine 
still sputtering!  

Sam Snowden reached the line as 
Withers was kicking up off the runway. 
He whirled on the mechs. 

“Roll out the major’s Nieuport!” he 
cried at them. 

“You’re crazy,” the mechs protested. 
“Glory would raise hell if we touched that 

ship!”  
“Roll it out!” 
 
HE chief mech pushed forward. “Not 
by a damsite, Loring. Get back to 

your station.”  
Snowden’s fisted hand lashed out like 

a whip. The thick knuckles caught the 
chief mech on the button and dropped him 
cold. Snowden glared at the gaping mechs. 

“Do I get the ship?”  
The mechs rolled the ship, muttering 

grimly. As Snowden got the Gnome 
spinning, a line of men was straggling 
from the canteen. He didn’t look at them. 
Whipping the rudder, he walked the trim 
ship off the chocks and headed out after 
the speck against the blue-black sky. 

But Snowden didn’t catch up with the 
jinx ship until they were crossing the lines. 
It was too late, then, to herd Mike Withers 
back. There was still enough light to see 
by, and the hidden battery was easily 
located by the puffs of smoke and flame 
that issued from the hasty camouflage that 
covered it. 

Mike Withers was heading directly for 
the battery and at the same time, five 
Fokkers, warned by the motors of the two 
ships, came lashing up from the shadows 
on the earth. 

Sam Snowden plowed onto the 
Fokkers as they ringed Withers’ Spad. 
Mike Withers paid no heed to the Fokkers 
and they would soon have shot him to 
pieces if Sam Snowden with swift, 
uncanny precision hadn’t blocked them 
off. 

Snowden didn’t glance at his sights. 
He sent one burst raging directly into one 
Fokker and saw flame vomit from the 
cowling. He almost collided with another, 
and cut the empennage away on a third. 
Then he was following Mike Withers 
down—down—down! 

Withers was flying like a projectile 
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that is fired at a target. The target was the 
hidden battery in the grove of trees. But 
Sam Snowden’s trained eyes caught 
something else. He saw the roads near the 
woods choked with grey uniforms. He saw 
other batteries being worked into positions 
beside the first. He saw a space where a 
landing field had been hastily cleared off 
and he saw a line of bombers crouching 
against the earth. 

 
N A FLASH he read the import of the 
whole scene. He jerked a look for Mike 

Withers. They had to get out of there. But 
Withers was screaming down to drop his 
bombs. He flattened low across the 
battery—laid his eggs! 

There was a dull roar. The air throbbed 
with the concussion. Mike Withers’ ship 
was hurled up—up! He fought the stick to 
steady it. Then Snowden felt a cold hand 
grip his heart. The left wing on Mike’s 
battered ship collapsed at the outer edge. 
The Spad sagged, spun half around! 

Snowden could see Withers jabbing 
the throttle, striving vainly to ward off 
disaster, but the right wing, taking the 
brunt of the spin, lost skin in wide strips. 
The doomed ship slid sideward toward the 
earth and crashed through a wall of trees!  

Even while he watched the tragedy, 
Snowden fought the Nieuport through the 
swell of air. In that swift flash he had seen 
the end of Mike Withers. Glory Gordon 
had done murder! Perhaps Gordon had a 
code that could excuse the thing. Perhaps, 
after all, one life was little enough to pay 
for the destruction of a battery and a corps 
of the enemy but the thing left Sam 
Snowden cold and. trembling. 

To ease the white anger that burned in 
him, he dived the Nieuport at the lines of 
grey on the dim road. He set his guns 
jumping, trying to erase the picture of 
Mike Withers going out in a swift, blaze 
of—glory? Glory, hell! Glory was a 

winding sheet for fools! 
Snowden was conscious of Spandau 

slugs lashing through his ship. He jerked a 
look back. The three Fokkers were roaring 
on his tail. With expert hands he whipped 
the Nieuport into a vertical. He came back, 
roaring full on for the three black ships. 

The black ships couldn’t match the 
speed of his maneuver. He caught the 
center Fokker flatfooted and battered the 
face of the surprised Boche into a mask of 
blood with a well-directed burst from his 
steaming Vickers. Then he sent the 
Nieuport screaming through the hole and 
headed back across the lines. 

Darkness seemed to well up from the 
rim of the earth and engulf him. He flew 
by instinct. The flashes of artillery fire told 
him when he had crossed the lines. He 
headed a little south toward Bapaume. 

Then the Gnome coughed, sputtered. 
Sam Snowden jerked a look at his petrol 
gauge. His fuel was gone! The tanks on 
the major’s ship hadn’t been full and he 
had remained too long to get vengeance 
for Mike Withers’ death. 

There was nothing to do but go 
down—down into a well of darkness. To 
make a landing in strange territory at night 
is next to impossible, but Snowden had no 
choice. He read his altimeter. Six thousand 
feet!  

Carefully he nursed the ship down. He 
glared into the darkness, trying to find 
some object that would tell him how far it 
was to the ground. The Gnome died 
completely. There was only the sigh of the 
wind through the wires. 

Hopefully, Snowden searched the 
pocket in the pit of the Nieuport. With a 
grunt of satisfaction, he found a Very 
light. He tossed the flare over the side. As 
the green light sputtered into life he 
discovered he was closer to the earth than 
he had figured. He heaved back on the 
stick, fishtailed madly to break his speed, 
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and hurled down into a mad shambles of 
broken trees and brush and gutted earth. 

 
HE Nieuport struck – bounced. He 
heaved hard over, struck on a wing 

and whirled to a stop. 
For a moment Sam Snowden sat in the 

pit, breathing hard. The flare died out. He 
heaved himself from the pit, his mind 
racing. He had to get a message through to 
Field Headquarters behind Arras. The 
ground was slippery with mud, though it 
hadn’t rained for two days. He turned, and 
with the sounds of the guns to guide him, 
he headed for the Front line trenches. 

It took him two hours to find his way 
to the secondary trenches. He was a mass 
of blood and mud. He hadn’t been 
conscious of the Spandau slug that had 
creased his scalp, but now he could feel 
the blood trickle warmly down his cheek 
as the clotted blood broke open.  

Weary, yet aware of the importance of 
his task, Sam Snowden dropped into a 
trench. It was deserted for the first 
hundred yards. Then he reached a dugout 
and found a shavetail pacing back and 
forth before the door. 

The line officer stared at him as though 
he were a ghost. 

“I’ve got to get a message through to 
Field Headquarters behind Arras,” Sam 
Snowden said grimly. 

The shavetail stiffened up with 
importance. “State your name, rank, and 
business.” 

“To hell with that poppycock!” 
Snowden growled, his dark eyes wilting 
the second looey. “Where’s the phone?”  

The shavetail glared at him. “I’ll take 
you to the captain,” he said sharply. 

The captain was in the second dugout 
down the line, playing cribbage with the 
top sergeant. Snowden edged his way into 
the dimly lighted hole and saluted 
carelessly. 

“I’m Sergeant Loring of the Fifteenth 
Pursuit at Bapaume,” he said swiftly. “I’ve 
just returned from a flight behind the lines 
at Arras. I’ve got something to report to 
the Field H.Q. in that sector.”  

The captain eyed him suspiciously, 
“Let’s see your papers, Sergeant.”  

“I haven’t got any with me,” Sam 
Snowden said impatiently. “I’ve got to use 
that phone.”  

“I’m Captain Welling,” the line officer 
told him. “You say you’re from 
Bapaume?” 

“Yes.”  
“How come you, without a 

commission, are flying a ship?”  
“It’s a long story and it can wait. This 

news I’ve got, can’t.” Snowden legged 
across the dugout and picked up the 
instrument. He had some difficulty getting 
his connection, Finally a sharp voice 
barked at him: 

“Forty-second Infantry. Colonel 
Buyers speaking.”  

“Your whole position is in danger, 
Colonel,” Snowden said hastily. “I’ve just 
returned from a flight behind the lines 
across from you. The Germans are moving 
in heavy artillery and reinforcements. 
They’re establishing an airdrome and 
intend to bomb the ammunition dumps 
near the railroad. Better scatter the dumps 
to lessen the danger. Hold your line ready 
and dig in tight!”  

He didn’t wait for the colonel’s 
questions. He slammed the receiver on the 
hook and found Captain Welling eying 
him suspiciously. 

“You’re damned officious for a 
sergeant,” Welling snapped. “For all I 
know you might be a spy. I’ll have to 
check on you.”  

“Do all the checking you like,” 
Snowden growled. “I’ve got to get a ride 
to Bapaume at once.” 
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HE captain turned to the top sergeant. 
“Get a motorcycle and side-car from 

Silvers behind the communication trench. 
Take this man to Bapaume and see that he 
doesn’t go anywhere else.”  

And on the way back to Bapaume 
Snowden told himself grimly that he’d 
certainly stirred up plenty hell. Glory 
Gordon would insist on court-martialing 
him, and he had plenty cause. 

Snowden felt depressed that he hadn’t 
saved Mike Withers from death, but he 
had learned other things that had justified 
his actions. He had to stop those bombers 
from raiding Arras, for he felt sure the 
dumps in the town couldn’t be moved in 
time to prevent disaster. 

Then there was another thing he had to 
do before Glory Gordon had his way. He 
had to kill von Lubeck. He had to do that 
for Mike Withers and to avenge Hamby 
Withers’ death. . 

Twice they got stuck in the mud with 
the motorcycle and had practically to lift 
the machine out of the chuck holes. Once 
they got headed on a long detour. When 
they finally reached Bapaume, dawn was 
just streaking the sky. 

Snowden legged from the sidecar 
before the motor had stopped roaring. He 
went directly to the kitchen for coffee and 
whiskey. The dawn patrol was already 
gathered there having their morning’s 
ration of rum. Glory Gordon was with 
them. At the sight of Snowden, Gordon 
clawed his way toward the door and faced 
him. 

“Where’s my ship, Loring?” Glory 
Gordon snapped, his eyes flaming.  

“Smashed up in a field behind the 
lines,” Snowden said tightly, standing 
spraddle-legged before the raging major. 

“Smashed? Why damn it—why, you 
might know it, Loring—you might not 
realize what you’ve done, but I’m citing 
you for court-martial!”  

“And I’m citing you for murder, Glory 
Gordon!” Snowden snapped. For one tense 
moment the vision of Mike Withers going 
down in the broken ship swam before him, 
made him see red. He had to stop Gordon 
from ordering his arrest. He leaped at the 
major, his hand drove up from the knee. 
There was the smack of bone against flesh. 
Gordon went down hard. 

But Gordon didn’t stay down. The 
blow that might have killed a lesser man, 
failed to stun him. He got to his knees, 
whipping his automatic out. 

At the same instant another man 
shoved through the gaping pilots. He was 
a big man. He wore brass and braid. 
Snowden caught a blurred vision of him, 
and stiffened. The man was Colonel 
Martin. Snowden had served under him, 
had been very close friends with him. 

The colonel stopped in his tracks, his 
face blank with surprise. 

“Well I’ll be damned!” he barked. 
“Sam Snowden!”  

Snowden turned white. Even his 
patched-up face couldn’t fool the colonel. 
An electric shock seemed to go across the 
room. Glory Gordon let his gun drop at his 
side. His lips moved soundlessly. 

“Sam Snowden?” he half whispered. 
Snowden faced them grimly, his face a 

mask of stone. “Yes, I’m Sam Snowden. I 
was sick of glory—of killing. I wanted to 
get away from it, but I’ve got the devil’s 
tag on me and I’m going to ride it to the 
limit.”  

The colonel was slapping him on the 
back. 

“Captain Welling called G-Two and 
told them of your visit to his sector. I was 
the nearest man to Bapaume this morning 
and they insisted I come over to check on 
you.” 

Snowden nodded. He glared at the 
pilots who seemed to be seeing ghosts. 

“I’m going out again—going out in a 
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bailing-wire coffin to stop a bombing raid 
on Arras. If you want to go with me, all 
right. If you don’t want to go, I’ll go 
alone. I don’t think that court-martial will 
come off on schedule, for I probably won’t 
get back.”  

He gulped a cup of coffee, grabbed a 
chunk of black bread and headed for the 
line. The pilots straggled after him. He 
legged into the first ship he came to and 
jazzed the throttle. The idling Hisso 
blasted into life. He cut it back and 
glowered at the men swarming into the 
relics down the line. Glory Gordon wasn’t 
with them. Gordon wouldn’t fly the ships 
he prescribed for the others!  

Sam Snowden knew where he wanted 
to go, and he went there. Shortly after he 
passed Arras, he led the battered ships of 
the 15th, smack into the five bombers 
roaring over on their mission of 
destruction. 

A flight of Fokkers flew high above 
the Gothas. Sam Snowden paid no heed to 
them. He sent his wobbly Spad screaming 
for the first of the egg layers. He caught 
the belly of the Gotha in his rings, and 
snapped hard. The Vickers danced in a 
wild rigadoon. 

The first volley smashed into the bomb 
racks. The Gotha seemed to disintegrate in 
the air. Then came the fearful roar of the 
explosion as the bombs on the racks let 
go! The Gotha, splitting apart, tore another 
ship—another of the huge bombers—out 
of the sky with it as it went down like a 
giant spinwheel. 

Snowden rippled a curse of 
satisfaction. He kicked the Spad around 
for a try at another bomber, but the two 
rear ships swung back for him. Two Spads 
of the 15th caught the other in a cross-fire 
and riddled it until it nosed down in a 
death dance. 

 

EFORE Snowden could take his eyes 
from the thing, the Fokkers struck, 

furious at being too late to prevent the 
slaughter. Black wings lashed like 
shadows across the sky. Red tongues 
licked out from the crouching Spandaus. 

Snowden felt his Spad buck in a hail of 
death and kicked into a tight Immelmann. 
He vrilled out and nosed up with his 
Vickers dancing. Then he saw von 
Lubeck’s ebony Fokker screaming straight 
for him. 

Snowden’s heart hammered hard. Here 
was his chance to payoff a debt for the 
kid! He hunched down, eyes glued to the 
rings. He held his thumbs ready. Not yet—
not yet! Now! 

He lashed the trips down. The Vickers 
snarled their death hymn, but when the 
tracer bit across the sky, von Lubeck 
wasn’t there. With the speed that only a 
master can show, he screwed the Fokker 
into a roll and half loop that brought him 
out behind Sam Snowden. 

Snowden stiffened as the Spandaus 
slashed the sky with grey yarn. There was 
only one thing he could do—go into a 
circle. He kicked the Spad tight, tried to 
force it around upon von Lubeck’s tail. 

But Snowden’s Spad was only half a 
ship. The Hisso was already furnace hot. 
Using every device his clever mind had 
learned in two years of killing, he tried to 
nurse the Hisso along. But he couldn’t 
close up the gap between him and the 
German. Instead, von Lubeck crept upon 
his tail and the Spandaus began to chew at 
the ragged flippers! 

Snowden knew that it was now too late 
to pull out. Within less than a minute he 
would be done with glory, and killing.  

It was then that Snowden saw the grey 
Halberstadt roaring up from the ground 
haze. It headed in as though to help von 
Lubeck. Snowden sat stiff and waiting. 
Lubeck didn’t need any help. But the final 
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shock didn’t come to Sam Snowden. 
Instead, the Spandau chatter stopped 
drubbing him. He jerked a look back, and 
cursed with surprise.  

The Hals was cutting von Lubeck to 
ribbons! The Spandaus were hurling a wall 
of slugs into the German’s pit, and von 
Lubeck was staring like a dead man as the 
slugs drilled through from his back and 
tore his lungs out through his chest! 

Snowden caught one glimpse of the 
man in the Hals. It was Withers! He had 
evidently lived through the crack-up of the 
night before. He had stolen the ship!  

Snowden’s relief was short-lived. The 
Fokkers, furious that their leader should be 
cut down by a traitor ship, turned upon 
Mike Withers! Snowden tried to kick his 
Spad around to rescue Withers, but 
Lubeck’s. slugs had injured the already 
sloppy controls. He skidded wide and 
came in too late.  

Even then, Snowden tried a long 
burst—held the trips down until the 
Vickers reeked with their own heated 
breath, then jammed tight in the worn 
breeches! But another miracle happened. 
Glory Gordon had zoomed into the fight, 
unknown to Snowden. Now Glory was 
tearing into the death spot to save Mike 
Withers! 

Glory Gordon did save Mike Withers. 
He cut him free of the ruckus and Withers 
headed across the lines, but Glory Gordon 
had lost half his rudder in the mixup, his 
engine was missing badly, and a Fokker 
was riding him down into hell!  

There was nobody except Sam 
Snowden to save Gordon. Snowden’s guns 
were jammed tighter than the locks of hell. 
Glory Gordon was holding a court-martial 

over him, but Sam Snowden had seen 
Glory Gordon do an unselfish thing and he 
decided to ride the thing to a finish. 

He sent his crippled Spad hurtling 
down upon the German on Gordon’s tail. 
He fought the belts, trying to break the 
jam. He saw the Fokker hammering down 
on the helpless Spad. In that moment of 
necessity, the breeches cleared! Snowden 
snapped out a short burst; just one. 

The German threw up his hands and 
slid under the panel. 

Snowden saw Glory Gordon crackup 
in a small clearing and jockeyed his Spad 
down in the same place. He ran over as 
Gordon was climbing from the wreckage. 

Glory Gordon’s face was haggard. He 
motioned Snowden back. 

“You had no reason to come down 
here, Snowden. I’ve bullied you, and 
threatened you, and cursed you. I saved 
Withers because it was my job. You 
showed me what it was to be unselfish. I 
wanted glory and I got damnation. You 
wanted forgetfulness, and you get glory!”  

Snowden helped him from the 
wreckage, and herded him over to the 
waiting Spad. 

“I’m saving you, Glory Gordon, 
because what you just did convinced me 
you’re the right sort of guy. I didn’t do it 
for glory. I’m fed up with glory.”  

As he climbed onto the wing of the 
Spad, Gordon grinned. “Some men are 
born to it, Captain. You have the knack of 
doing the right thing, the unselfish thing, 
and glory follows at your heels!”  

And Snowden, glaring through the 
prop as he lifted the Spad from the 
cramped space, said nothing. 

 


