
Sky Fighters, Fall (October) 1946 

 

ERRORNAUTICS 
By JOE ARCHIBALD 

 
When Ambrose Hooley and Muley Spink run into Sergeant 

Schickelgruber in the first guerre, Heil breaks loose! 
 

 WAS telling some of the boys in 
Hickey’s barber shop just the other day 
that if me and Ambrose Hooley knew 

as much in the late summer of 1918 as we do 
now, there never would have been a second 
world war. It was just too bad our hind sights 
was not as good as our gunsights and that 
Uncle Willie Hooley did not have a brother 
christened Nostradamus. 

Nostradamus was born in the Middle 
Ages and predicted aerial warfare and the 
burning of London and even knew the Frogs 
would some day build a Maginot Line. 
About the only thing the old M.D. could not 
predict was Ambrose’s Uncle Willie. Maybe 
because Uncle Willie was something of an 
oracle himself. 

Be that as it may, we will go back to the 
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last guerre when me and Ambrose flew with 
the Ninety-Third Pursuit Squadron near 
Commercy, France. The only charming thing 
about the homely little turtle, was his life as 
he could get caught in a sky all alone with a 
Spad and without ammo by forty Fokkers 
fresh out of a factory and come back with 
nothing more than a touch of hay fever. 
Ambrose could do more things with a Spad 
than Willie Hoppe could do with a billiard 
cue and he was one reason we won the last 
war. 

Well, it was during July and the Krauts 
have been more dangerous than usual as they 
are in their own corner and want to fight out 
of it, and Allied observation planes have 
been taking quite a pasting trying to wash up 
what ammo and supply dumps the Huns 
have got left back of the lines.  

A rat is always the most testy when it 
backs against the wall and puts up its dukes. 
And during these hot months, there have 
been rumors flying around France thicker 
than relatives gathered around an old rich 
recluse’s death bed and they say Bullsheviks 
have trickled into the Kraut lines and are 
starting a revolution. 

The brass hats of the last fuss were just 
as inhumane to inferiors as they were 
reported to be by topkicks in this one and it 
is one day at dusk when we come back from 
a patrol, looking like seven moths that have 
flown through a corn hopper, that our C.O., 
Major Bagby, puts his cards on the table. 

“Chaumont is inclined to believe there is 
something in this story that Germans are 
beginning to revolt, gentlemen,” Bagby says. 
“So far Intelligence hasn’t succeeded in 
uncovering anything. That means—”  

“One guess,” Ambrose snaps. “The air 
corpse is the hope of the Democracies, huh? 
Awright, I’ll put on a beard, git a bottle of 
vodka and some caviar an’ drop down some 
night out of a D.H. Four. Only thing is I 
never learnt to speak Russian in no grammar 
school. I could make out I got a cleft in my 

palate, though.”  
“You get out of here, Hooley!” Bagby 

yelps. “Go to your hut and wait until I send 
for you.”  

“I’ll never volunteer for nothin’ ag’in,” 
Ambrose says. 

 
E STARTS for the door when the siren 
screeches and then we all duck as a 

plane whooshes right over the mess shack. 
Then there is a blood-curdling crash and we 
all rush out to see a crate piled up against 
two apple trees. There is a man hanging over 
a lower limb like a sack of rice and he is 
trying to spit out his goggles. Another 
character crawls out from under a wing and 
says why don’t the highway department put 
up signs when roads are slippery and wet. 

After a while we get the crew of the D. 
H. 9 to talk and they ask first for a transfer. 

“I’m not your C. O.,” Bagby snorts. 
“Come now—try and think.”  

“Awright, but I hate to,” the pilot of the 
two-seater says. “Who put out the 
propergander the Krauts is licked? We made 
a try for a fuel dump over back of Metz and 
seventeen Albs jumped us. We had to drop 
our eggs fast and let them fall where they 
may. Things are gittin’ awful tough if the 
guerre is most over, and am I happy I wa’n’t 
here when it started. Who has cognac?”  

“Just a last minute show of power,” 
Major Bagby sniffed. “It’ll peter out faster 
than a football stabbed with an ice-pick. We 
got ‘em on the run everywhere.”  

“Yeah,” Ambrose says. “Right toward 
us.”  

Major Bagby chased Ambrose half way 
to the Nissen hut. I enter sometime later and 
the little tomato is stretched out on his cot 
reading a letter. The envelope is on the bed 
and I pick it up, then drop it like it was a live 
grenade. The postmark scares me. 

“Uncle Willie is way ahead of the 
times,” Ambrose says. “Just listen to this, 
Muley. Uncle Willie don’t write very plain 
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and I have to read it to you.”  
“I wouldn’t mind if you didn’t bother,” I 

snap. 
“ ‘Dear Ambrose’,” he begins to read 

aloud. “ ‘Hopin’ this finds you still 
somewhere in France and not under it, I got 
a suggestion to make. I’ve writ the war 
department but they don’t seem to want no 
help there so I’ll just tell you what I think. I 
got the idea last Fourth of July when we was 
shootin’ rockets off and one set fire to the 
bushes next to our house. It burned the ell 
out of it but we got the fire department in 
time. Now, they must have dry spells over 
there and why couldn’t the Allies shoot 
rockets from airplanes into places where the 
Germans have stored shells and gasoline and 
stuff. It would save planes and lives as the 
bombers wouldn’t have to git right over the 
dumps. You see, Ambrose, you would set 
the rockets off while you was headed for 
home as the chute could be built out over the 
tail. I have made a rough drawin’ for you.’ ”  

“No,” I groan. “No more, Ambrose.”  
But he goes right on reading, regardless. 
“ ‘There must be fireworks stowed away 

in France as they celebrate Bastille Day 
there, don’t they? Well, Ambrose, it is only a 
idea. I’m so full of them I got to get some off 
my chest or bust. Miriam is goin’ to have 
pups and I hope they will have beagle blood 
in some of them. Hopin’ you are the same. 
Your Loving, Uncle Willie.’ ”  

“You should send him a souvenir,” I 
says. “What did Napoleon ever do with his 
hat?” 

Ambrose lets it pass. He is studying the 
rough drawing his Uncle Willie sent him. 

“You can scoff, Muley Spink,” he says. 
“They said the Wrights was all wrong when 
they made a airplane. Do people laugh at 
Ben Franklin now every time they turn on a 
light or plug in a flatiron? Let’s go into 
Commercy tonight.”  

“With the early patrol starin’ me in the 
face?” I snap. “I will have the jumps enough 

as it is without wearin’ myself out all night 
runnin’ away from gendarmes and M.P.’s.”  

“I am in no mood for horseplay, Muley. I 
won’t even speak to a dogface or a A.E.F. 
cop,” Ambrose says and seems to mean it. 
“The C.O. will see we git a motorcycle as I 
caught him with a king of diamonds up his 
sleeve last night.”  

“When are you startin’ to blackmail the 
Old Man?”  

Ambrose Hooley takes a soiled looking 
envelope out of his pocket. It is pale lilac in 
color. 

“I managed to pick this up, Muley. It is 
from a dame in Paree named Juliette and she 
calls Bagby, Toopsy. We will have no 
trouble goin’ off the airdrome, Muley 
Spink.” 

 
 GET ready as I do feel in the need for 
some vin blanc. A half hour later we are 

in Commercy and peering in through the 
door of an oasis called Cafe Tabac. It looks 
safe enough so we go in. We are having a 
snort of eau de vie when Ambrose speaks in 
a voice which could be heard at Dunkirk. 

“I think we made a mistake, Muley,” he 
says. “We are in Chaumont. Look, a 
brigadier general, a full chicken colonel and 
a captain. I wonder is it the Intelligence 
Corpse got lost, maybe?”  

“I heard that remark!” the colonel snaps. 
“You come over here!”  

“Me?” Ambrose asks. “Well, it is about 
time a brass hat offered me a drink. Excuse 
me, Muley.”  

I tell Ambrose I will meet him later 
where we left the motorcycle and hurry out. 
But I stand just outside, and it is an 
education watching Ambrose get into 
trouble. One word leads to another and the 
captain shoves Ambrose. It is like scratching 
a match to see if a gas tank is empty. The 
little crackpot pushes the captain. 

“Oh, you lookin’ for fireworks, are you, 
Lieutenant?” the colonel yelps then. 
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“Why, how did you know?” Ambrose 
says. “Maybe you are intelligent after all!” 

“That does it!” the captain howls. 
“Come now, gentlemen,” the brigadier 

begins. “Let’s—”  
The colonel swings on Ambrose and 

misses and clips the captain in the ear. 
Ambrose Hooley never misses and I see the 
colonel pirouette like a bally dancer and an 
eagle flies off his shoulder. 

The Frog bartender whistles for cops and 
the last thing I see when I turn to run is 
Ambrose getting knocked right through a 
window in the rear of the estaminet by a 
Frog who fights with his feet. 

I get into a narrow alley, slip into a dark 
doorway and listen to the whistles blowing. 
There is the sound of a shot. 

I do not venture abroad until close to 
midnight. When I get to the motorcycle, I 
hear a voice close by. 

“Start it up, Muley. I’ll catch the tin 
bathtub on the fly.”  

Ambrose comes running as I turn the 
mechanical bug loose and we are on the 
outskirts before the gendarmes and M.P.’s 
tumble to the fact that their quarry has 
escaped. Half way to the drome I notice 
Ambrose is hugging a bulky package to his 
bosom. 

“How in blazes did you jump aboard 
holdin’ that?” I ask him. 

“I’m here is all I know, Muley. A guy 
can’t go in no Frog pub without gittin’ 
insulted. I sure would like to know how they 
figured I was after fireworks. When that 
Frog caught me with his right foot, I went 
right out into a little storeroom filled with 
bottles and things.”  

“Somebody shot at you, Ambrose?” “No, 
I threw a firecracker into the estaminet, 
Muley. It was about a foot long.”  

“Don’t tell me you’ve already found—”  
“It was luck, Muley.”  
Early the next morning, we walk out to 

the Spads and there is Major Bagby with a 

look in his eye that says it will be a very 
good thing if you two gland cases never get 
back for what will happen to you if you do 
will be a caution. 

“He knows,” Ambrose says under his 
breath. 

“I don’t see how things git around,” I 
sniff and pass the time of day with the 
ackemma. The grease-monkey says my oil 
line shouldn’t act up again like it did the last 
time out. 

“If it does, I will come back even on just 
a wing and make you eat what is left of the 
stuff,” I says. 

We go over back of Metz and watch two 
D.H. Four’s circle over what looks like a 
camouflaged dump. One starts unloading 
when a dozen Albs squirt out of the sun and 
shorten the already dwindling Kraut ammo 
supply in a hurry. 

I see some pieces fly from Ambrose 
Hooley’s Spad and hope part of them did not 
belong to him as I play ring-around-rosy 
with a checkered Alb. Bugeye Boomer 
whizzes past and points to something behind 
me and it is not a mallard duck. A tracer or 
two curls past my dome and tries to show the 
other Spandau bullets my vital spots. A strut 
vanishes and I go into a sideslip that takes 
me right down on top of Ambrose who is 
just shooting an Alb’s prop off. 

 
UR wingtip did not miss the little 
tomato by more than the width of a 

sheet of carbon paper, I’ll bet, and I thought 
I heard him cussing me as I climbed. Bugeye 
Boomer is coming down and a nice fat Kraut 
tries to slip between us and we could have 
made a sandwich out of the bum if we had 
had some lettuce. 

Instead we shot off his tail and one wheel 
and some of my Vickers stuff took a piece of 
an aileron off Bugeye’s Spad. We avoid an 
embrace by a miracle and I says to myself it 
looks like we are fighting this aerial epic in a 
closet, there seems to be so little room. 
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Then I reach for a cloud as four Albs are 
after me and there is a Spad behind the Albs. 

When I come out of the cloud, only one 
Alb is left and the Von is standing up in his 
cockpit trying to hold the top wing on. 
Ambrose Hooley lets go at the Heinie who 
soon has a monoplane, and he waves to me. 

Ambrose has more holes in his Spad than 
there are mosquitoes in a jungle and his 
Hisso sounds like a hippo with asthma and is 
throwing more smoke than an Elk’s stag 
party. But he lands before I do and steps out 
and takes a little notebook out of his pocket. 
“Five more Krauts today, Muley. Put your 
name down here as a witness!”  

“We have two visitors, Hooley,” Major 
Bagby says. “They are just dyin’ to see you. 
A colonel and—”  

“They started it,” Ambrose yips, and 
takes the lilac colored missive from his 
pocket. “Didn’ they?”  

Major Bagby’s eyes bug out and he 
lunges for the evidence. Ambrose sidesteps 
and the C.O. nearly runs into a prop that has 
not quit spinning. 

“I have been intending to send this to 
Mrs. Bagby,” Ambrose says, hurrying 
toward the Nissen hut. 

The upshot of it is that Major Bagby has 
to go to bat for the fliers of his squadron and 
he says he will take the case all the way to 
Pershing if he has to, which seems possible 
as the colonel is a very stubborn cuss. 

“I saw you hit the captain, Colonel!” 
Ambrose says. “I was defendin’ my superior 
officer. Captain, I suppose you deny you got 
boffed by the colonel?”  

“It was an accident, and you know it, 
Lieutenant.”  

“Tsk-tsk,” Ambrose says. “A likely 
story. No A.E.F. jury would believe it!”  

“All right, Major,” the colonel snaps. 
“You aid and abet this shocking lack of 
discipline, do you? Well, let me tell you 
something. I happen to have married a 
second cousin to the Commander-in-Chief, 

is all. We are like that!” And the Brass Hat 
holds up two fingers pressed close together. 
“Inside of thirty days, you’ll be saluting 
Captain Gropper here—first! I’ll make it my 
life work to bust you!”  

Major Bagby sighs and eyes the Service 
persuader the colonel is carrying. Ambrose 
Hooley notices this and excuses himself and 
slips out of the Operations shack. Fifteen 
minutes later the car carrying the Brass Hats 
goes past the sentries and me and Ambrose 
saunter over to watch mechs patch up a 
wrecked D.H. Nine. 

“You ain’t goin’ to tell me the C.O. 
thinks that could fly again?” Ambrose says 
to a sarge. 

“Yessir. And if anybody flies it—”  
“Don’t look at me like that!” Ambrose 

says. “An act of Congress wouldn’t git me 
even to taxi it off this pea-patch.”  

Three days later, word comes from 
Chaumont that they have got to have proof 
that the Bullsheviks are trying to give the 
Kaiser the old shiv in the brisket. And the 
brass wants to know why a certain Kraut fuel 
dump over by Forbach is doing business as 
usual after the Intelligence Corps has tipped 
the aviators off as to just where it is situated. 

Of course the brass does not mention that 
ninety percent of all the A.A. batteries 
owned by Kaiser Bill are ringed around the 
dump and that there is a Heinie Fokker D-7 
squadron just a mile from it. 

“Have some good news for you, 
Hooley,” Bagby says one night when we 
huddle. “That colonel who is after your pelt 
took himself a pigeon and dropped down 
behind the lines to get that fuel dump. He 
told the brass he would do what the whole U. 
S. Air Corps couldn’t. What a lucky stiff you 
are!” 

“He has more nerve than brains,” 
Ambrose says. “That Brass Hat is so dumb 
he thinks they sold orangeade at Custer’s last 
stand. Ah—er—I wonder if I could see you 
in private later, Major?”  
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“You try and blackmail me out of cash as 
well as my rating and I will shoot you in 
cold blood!” Bagby yelps. 

“Oh, it is business, not pleasure,” the 
little crack-pot says. 

 
UST two hours later, I am writing to a 
dame back home when Ambrose Hooley 

enters the hut. He assumes a cocky gait and I 
start sweating. 

“Well, Muley, I got his consent,” 
Ambrose says. “You know that D.H. 9 they 
have been workin’ on? The Old Man has 
promised we can use it for experiments with 
the rocket bombs.”  

“He has? What is the idea of the ‘we’ 
stuff? I won’t set a foot in that flyin’ coffin! 
Rockets?”  

“Look, Muley. I will build a wooden 
chute like we used to build for shootin’ off 
rockets when we was kids. All you got to do 
is stand in the rear pit and light the rockets 
while I fly the D.H. 9. It will revolutionize 
air war, Muley. We will get famous.”  

“When I git applause,” I says flatly, “I 
want to be where I can hear it and not get it 
posthumorous. Don’t ring me in on no 
suicide compact. From now on, Ambrose, I 
never saw you before in my whole life.”  

“I am disappointed in you, Muley. I 
thought you had moxy.”  

“Shut up,” I says. “The incident is 
closed.”  

It is a week later the D.H. 9 is 
pronounced fit for the air by a flight sarge. 
Major Bagby is just sweating over news that 
three two-seaters were knocked off over 
Forbach when he is notified the Ninety-
Third Squadron is stronger by one crate. He 
sends for me and Ambrose. 

“I know what you want,” I says to 
Bagby. “I refuse to go up in that thing.”  

“Spink, this is only an experiment,” the 
C.O. says. “You won’t have to fly more than 
a mile or two from this airdrome. There has 
been a drought in Europe for nine weeks and 

the woods and grass and bushes are as dry as 
a prospector’s boots. Hooley might have 
something here.”  

“Let him go,” Ambrose says. “I will take 
Lieutenant Moody. Go back to your 
crochetin’, Muley Spink!”  

An hour later I am helping Ambrose 
build a rocket chute on the D.H. 9 and non-
coms stand around and whisper to each 
other. Once I overheard the flight sarge say 
that aviators can go up in a Spad once too 
often like a pug can get in a ring once too 
often and I do not bother to censure the bum. 

When we are all set, Ambrose Hooley 
goes and gets two rockets and brings them 
over to the D.H. 9 which is already warming 
up about as slow as a corpse yanked out of a 
watery grave. 

“You are partakin’ in a new phase of 
aerial combat, Muley,” the little halfwit says. 
“When I say the word, put a rocket in place 
and set it off. Contact!”  

We take off. The D.H. 9 waddles across 
the field like a ruptured goose and finally 
lifts. We circle and then head toward Toul. 
Ambrose turns his noggin and gives me the 
signal and I put a rocket in the chute and 
then pull out my briquet. I light the fuse. 

Wh-o-o-o-o-sh! 
I duck a shower of sparks as the rocket 

breaks loose and describes a fiery arc 
through the scraposphere. Ambrose, 
surprisingly enough, does not go over to 
Forbach to fight with the Krauts, but heads 
back to Commercy and sets the D.H. 9 
down. A strut caves in and we are dragging 
loose wires. For a couple of bad seconds I 
tells myself we are down for a D.H. 9 count 
and will be lucky to walk away by ten P.M. 

“Well, Hooley?” Bagby asks. 
“The experiment was a success, Major. 

Wa’n’t it, Muley?”  
“I preserve my decision,” I snap. 
It is sometime later we get the word that 

a Frog Spad outfit near Pagny was not 
insured and had to move their drome in a 
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hurry. Our rocket set fire to the woods just 
back of their outfit and three canvas hangars 
went up plus one Spad which was sick and 
couldn’t be flown out. The Frog C.O. arrived 
at the Ninety-Third Squadron in a Renault 
boiler and says the Krauts have let loose a 
new secret weapon. 

“Don’t say one word!” Major Bagby 
gulps. “Run out and tell the mechs to wheel 
that D.H. 9 into a hangar out of sight. I hope 
this snail-eater doesn’t know much English!” 

“Why, it was successful, Muley!” 
Ambrose exclaims. “We are ready to launch 
the attack against the Kraut dump. 
Tomorrow at dusk!”  

I try to leave the Operations shack but 
my legs are two wet ropes. To think I could 
have joined the infantry much easier than I 
did the air corpse! 

 
OST of that night I spent in writing 
letters to loved ones, and try and give 

my old man some advice as to how he 
should spend the ten thousand he will get as 
soon as my obit appears in the hometown 
sheets. Ambrose Hooley sleeps as sound as a 
babe loaded with paregoric and nothing 
could scare him, not even a cobra if it 
crawled in the cot with him. He is the nearest 
thing to an apeman I know and alongside of 
him Tarzan played with dolls. 

It is dusk. The D.H. 9, repaired once 
more, is ready to hop off. Ambrose carries 
his whole sack of pyrotechnics to the two-
seater and crams them in the rear pit along 
with me. If I’d had a pair of Lewis Betsies in 
the crate, I would have been too cramped to 
use them. 

“Here’s my hand, Muley,” Ambrose says 
as we get set for the hopoff. 

“Leave me alone,” I choke out. “Soon I 
will be pickin’ up one of your legs 
somewheres.”  

We shoot across the field, the two-seater 
flapping its wings like a vulture and splitting 
at the seams. We get airborne and fly toward 

Forbach where an X is waiting to mark the 
spot for us. 

Some Spads on their way home drop 
down and have a look at us and one of the 
bums nearly goes out of control. Another 
one waves goodby at us, and then salutes 
like pilots do when they see a comrade 
heading for the other side of the veil. 

Something rattles against the fuselage. 
“Boche!” I yelps. 
We are close to our objective when I 

realize the rattling sound is the sweat beads 
that are dropping off my pan. Ambrose lifts a 
hand and I put a rocket in place and whip out 
my briquet. There are some Fokker D-7’s 
greasing a runway below and Kraut scrap-
iron begins busting up all around us. 
Ambrose clears the target, then turns back 
toward Commercy. I light a rocket. 

Who-o-o-o-osh! 
I put another rocket in place and light it, 

just as a Spandau burst hits the wooden 
chute and knocks it bow-legged. The rocket 
backfires and I duck. 

I feel a million sparks bite at me and the 
D.H. 9 goes into a fit. Bullets are still flying 
and I feel like a dame in a basket with a 
drunken Hindu magician sticking knives 
through it. I hear Ambrose let out a yelp and 
I think he said something about the engine 
being missing. 

Then he pulls the crate out of the spin 
when we are about five hundred feet up and I 
smell leather and hair burning. I yank a 
splinter out of my chin and lean forward and 
wrap my arms around Ambrose Hooley’s 
neck. 

“I am on fire!” I howl. “Land quick, 
Ambrose!”  

“Just as if I could help it! Stop chokin’ 
me, Muley.”  

We hit and it is not like me and Ambrose 
are in a big feathered four-poster and having 
a pillow fight. 

I counted six bounces the D.H. made 
before we hit a haystack and when I tumble 
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out there is a pitchfork sticking out behind 
me. Ambrose finally comes out of the 
haystack working like a corn borer and calls 
to me. Krauts answer him. There are six ugly 
looking squareheads surrounding us and they 
are crawling with ordnance. 

“Handen hock!” a little Potsdam stooge 
with a big handlebar mustache says. “Snell!” 

We do like he says. We are kicked and 
pushed across a farmyard and into an old 
Frog house. There is a character sitting at a 
table and he needs a haircut worse than a 
French poodle. He has eyeglasses so thick a 
Spandau bullet would ricochet off them and 
all he needed was a Russky bomb in front of 
him to make the picture any plainer. 

“Bullsheviki, Muley!” Ambrose says. “It 
is like falling into a pit with diamonds in it, 
as what good are they to you?”  

It is quite a screwy layout. There is a box 
of oil paints and an artist’s palette on the 
table. I pick up a painting the size of a 
postcard and get a quick gander at it. 
Whoever smeared it on was no Mike Angelo 
but you can see it is a kind of chateau on top 
of a mountain with a flag flying over it. The 
flag has a funny looking cross on it. The 
funny looking squarehead with the big lip 
curtain is no Herr Obust but he seems to run 
the place. A little Kraut comes in and holds 
up a hand like he is warding off flies. 

“Herr Schickelgruber!” he says. 
“Ja?”  
“Der munition materiallager—kaput!”  
“The dump!” Ambrose translates. “We 

got it, Muley!”  
“Stille, Schweinhund!” Schickelgruber 

snaps, but he grins at the Russky Intelligence 
bum. “Ja, it will not be long, mein freunds! 
The verdammt Junkers—” 

“We are watchin’ history bein’ made, 
Ambrose!” 

 
CHICKELGRUBER chases all the 
Heinies out and quizzes us about the 

secret weapon the Allies have got. The 

Russky must have been a Road scholar as he 
translates for the squarehead.  

“Tell him to go take a good running 
jump into the Rhine, Tovaritch,” Ambrose 
sniffs. “Tell that half-pint Kraut if he calls 
me a swine hound oncet more, I’ll cut him 
down Steppe by Steppe!”  

The Russky does. Schickelgruber goes 
into a dither and gets down on the floor and 
bites a rug. Then he throws a stream of 
Heinie at the Bullshevik. The Volga addict 
tells us that the squarehead has seen a vision 
like Joan of Ark and will lead the Krauts to 
mastery of the world the next time out. 

“He is wacky, Muley!” I says. “We got 
to git back and tell Chaumont about Russia 
and this beer garden Napoleon. I’d like to git 
hold of that notebook over there on the table. 
Look at the sky, Muley. We must have set 
fire to a cellerloid factory.” 

Schickelgruber goes into a huddle with 
the Russky and then both characters nod. 
The Volga villain says we are to be shot as, 
if we live, the future of the world is in 
jeopardy. 

“What country is that?” Ambrose asks 
me. 

I shake my dome. Schickelgruber picks 
up a book and studies it as he paces the floor. 
He says something to the Red and the 
Trotsky stooge relays it to us. 

“You are a threat to the new Germany, 
gentlemen, ja! Schickelgruber sees it in the 
stars. When Scorpio is in the same house 
with Taurus, the Bull—”  

“Ambrose,” I says. “Let’s ring up Mary 
Antonette and ask how Louie is.”  

“They will be surprised, Muley, when I 
tell them I am Rasputin in disguise.”  

The Russian says there is another citizen 
of the hated democracies to be shot with us 
and is in the next room. Schickelgruber 
opens a door and we see a colonel sitting on 
a stool and it is the colonel who wants 
Ambrose’s scalp. 

“Fancy meeting you here,” Ambrose 
S 



SKY FIGHTERS 9

says. “I guess you know who washed up that 
dump, huh?”  

“And I thought I could meet my fate in 
peace,” the Brass Hat says. 

It looks like the end for me and Ambrose 
Hooley. Krauts are bad enough when they 
have all their marbles, but if you get in the 
clutches of one who has lost them all, it’s 
worse still. But Fate came in and joined the 
Allies. She arrived in the form of a canvas 
sack that is very familiar to us. 

A little Potsdam rebel lets out a string of 
Kraut gibberish and plunks the sack on the 
floor at this Schickelgruber’s feet. Ambrose 
Hooley shoves a cigarette into his face and 
snaps a briquet to flame. Schickelgruber 
yanks the sack open, takes out some 
pinwheels, lays them down, gets up and 
bends across the table for some more. 
Ambrose attaches one to the tail of his coat 
and lights the fuse. 

There is a flash that lights up the room 
and Schickelgruber cuts loose with a horrible 
shriek. A pinwheel passes close to my ear 
and red and green and blue lights break up 
close to the ceiling. It was the rocket that 
raised the roof. 

It whooshed right through 
Schickelgruber’s legs and parted the 
Russky’s hair, bounced off the wall and 
chased Ambrose under a table. It hits the 
jamb of the door through which Krauts are 
barging and a bomb in it goes off. 

When I recover I am riding something 
across the floor and find out it is the tough 
colonel. The Heinie non-com, 
Schickelgruber, is groping his way to an exit 
and all his mustache, save a little splotch of 
black under his big beezer, is gone. A big lop 
of hair is tumbled down over his left eye and 
I remember the last Charlie Chaplin picture I 
saw. 

“Make snell!” Ambrose yowls. “Come 
on!” Then he ducks a pinwheel which has 
decided not to remain a dud. “That Russky 

never got here by steamboat or the Santa Fe. 
There is a airplane near here somewheres.”  

We rush outside and Ambrose is shoving 
a notebook into the pocket of his flying coat. 
His other hand clutches a Schnapps bottle. 
Just as seven Krauts charge us, I realize I am 
clutching a little oil painting and I shove it 
inside my coat and help Ambrose clean up 
the Huns. Not that he needed too much help. 
He busts the bottle on the pate of the seventh 
Kraut and we hightail through a woods. 

“M-Muley!” Ambrose yelps. “The whole 
works has caught fire. Hurry up, Colonel. 
What do you think this is—a fat man’s 
race?”  

“I’ll bust you—you—menace!”  
“Let’s leave him behind, Muley,” 

Ambrose yelps. 
“Er—I was kiddin’, Hooley. I didn’t 

know what I was sayin’. How could anybody 
remain sensible after what busted loose?” 

 
UT in a field is a plane the like of 
which we never saw before. It is 

painted black and has a hammer and sickle 
painted over it in white. The camouflaged 
tarpaulin that was thrown over it has been 
blown loose by the wind. Three Krauts are 
guarding it. 

“Kamerads,” Ambrose Hooley whoops. 
“Save Schickelgruber as we must flee. The 
Junkers are comin’. We will wait until you 
get him, mein freunds.”  

We start running but it does not work for 
the Krauts start shooting at us. But so much 
smoke boils out of the woods they miss us 
with the first barrage. Before they can line us 
up for dead ducks, we are on them and 
fighting like we was beserker. 

Ambrose gets into the Russian crate first 
and starts trying out the controls. When we 
climb aboard, the little tomato says for 
somebody to search the Krauts for the 
combination to the heap. 

“Well, we tried,” I choke out. 

O
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Ambrose swears a blue streak and 
wallops the instrument board with his fist. 
The engine coughs and I jump out quick and 
go and swing the prop. Ambrose belts the 
panel again and the prop nearly throws me 
over. 

“Contact!” Ambrose yelps and I climb 
aboard again.  

Half the German army is coming out of 
the woods when we bump across the field. 

“Don’t let this crate have its head, 
Ambrose,” I yell at him. “It is not safe in 
Moscow these days.”  

Bullets rattle against all parts of the 
Bullsheviki bus as we skim over the rooftops 
of an Alsatian town. 

A stork leaves her nest and rides the top 
wing for a few minutes and loses most of its 
feathers. I have a mouthful of pillow stuffing 
and can’t answer Ambrose. 

It is a race to Commercy against five 
Albs and some D-7s and we roar over the 
Meuse with an aileron hanging by a thread 
and part of the tail assembly flapping in the 
breeze. The colonel says any man who asks 
to join the Air Corps is not right. 

“I won’t argue that one,” I yelp. 
“You know something?” the colonel says 

with a groan, “I forgot that pigeon. It was in 
a little wooden cage.”  

“That squab will make a nice breakfast 
for Schickelgruber,” 1 answer. “Why do I 
shiver when I think of that mental deficit, 
huh?”  

“He told us he’ll conquer the world, 
Spink.”  

“Ha-ha,” I laugh. “Well, hold on as we 
are home. All we have to do now is walk 
away from this thing.”  

Ambrose Hooley could take a kitchen 
sink up without a stick, stunt it, and then 
land it like a feather bed held up by 
parachutes. 

He slid the Russian crate in and spun it 
around in a half circle not six feet away from 
the door of the Operations Office. Major 

Bagby is half way up a drain-pipe when we 
unload. 

Three big Brass Hats we never saw 
before, Bugeye Boomer and all the pilots 
gather around the strange two-seater and 
gape at us. Major Bagby comes down and 
staggers toward us. 

“Where in blazes did you get that 
airplane?” he says in a hoarse voice. 

“We went to a auction,” Ambrose says. 
“That ought to be proof enough there is 
revolution afoot behind the Kraut lines, huh? 
Let us go inside and talk this over, Major. I 
got somebody’s diary or memories here.”  

The notebook has nothing but Kraut in it 
so the C.O. sends for an ackemma named 
Schmidt from Milwaukee to read what it 
says in English. The non-com does and he 
rattles off some raves against the Kaiser and 
all Junkers and that Schickelgruber will run 
the next guerre as he has heard the call and 
read it in the stars. He will bomb all the big 
cities from Warsaw to Walla Walla and will 
sink all the Allied Navies over a weekend. 

“Hooley,” Major Bagby says cuttingly. 
“You would drop into a German home for 
the feeble-minded. Of all the bushwah I ever 
heard, this tops ‘em all.”  

“Huh? I guess that Russian plane was cut 
out by paper-doll experts, huh?”  

“And look at this paintin’ I got,” I says. 
“It is a chateau on a mountain top and look 
at that funny lookin’ cross on the flag flyin’ 
over it. That Schickelgruber is dotty.” 

“Gentlemen,” Major Bagby says. “If you 
destroyed that dump like you said, you will 
get recognition, of course. But let’s forget 
the rest of it, hah? I’ve already read Grimm’s 
Fairy Tales.” 

 
HE colonel looks at Major Bagby and 
shakes his head. 

“Maybe some day you will scoff on the 
other side of your face, Bagby, and I will 
look you up and say I told you so.”  

“All right, men,” a brigadier says. “Let’s 

T
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remember these three officers have been 
through a very trying experience and need a 
rest. I suggest a week or two in Paris.” 

“Wonder if his mustache will ever grow 
in again, Muley?” Ambrose says. “I never 
saw nobody change so fast before. And you 
Intelligents better read a little more of what 
is in that diary of Schickelgruber’s as you 
will see a name he mentions which did not 
come out of Hans and Greta. Goering! He is 
a Junker who once flew with Richtofen and 
who is still doin’ business in the Kraut air 
corps. If he has thrown in with 
Schickelgruber and the BuIlshcviks, 
sometime there’ll be trouble.”  

“We’ll let them see the book at 
Chaumont, Spink,” the big Brass Hat says, 
and winks at Major Bagby. 

“I wish they’d take this a little more 
serious,” I says to Ambrose. “I am scairt.”  

“You know, Muley, I am myself,” 
Ambrose admits, and that was enough for 
me. 

“Did it with rockets,” the brigadier says. 
“H-m-m! Where did they get that idea?” 

“My Uncle Willie,” Ambrose says. 
“Sometimes I think he is more intelligent 
than anybody. In the next war, rockets will 
fly from one country to another, and maybe a 
plane will work like a rocket. What we did to 

that fuel dump without droppin’ even a 
bomb, is somethin’ to remember.”  

“What good would they be in a rainy 
war?” Major Bagby sniffs. 

“Let’s go to the hut, Muley,” Ambrose 
says. “They will rue the day they couldn’t 
see no farther than the ends of their 
schnozzles.”  

Like I told the boys in Hickey’s barber 
shop, me and Ambrose were the first U. S. 
citizens to meet Adolph Hitler. It looks like 
Schickelgruber did not grow the big 
mustache again as at the time me and Muley 
blitzed him, the Junkers most likely had a 
reward out for him and so he kept the little 
mustache and the hairdo that resulted after 
the fireworks and took to the hills. 

The boys won’t believe the grubby oil 
painting I got is on the level and that 
Schickelgruber planned the hideout at 
Berchtesgarten during the World War. 

Well, a prophet never gets out from 
behind the eight-ball in his own country and 
I have stopped sounding off for good as this 
psychiatry is getting too fashionable 
nowadays and people are beginning to look 
at me in a strange manner. I have written 
Ambrose Hooley and told him to keep his lip 
buttoned. 

 


