
Sky Fighters, Fall (October), 1946 

 

THERE’S MILLIONS IN IT 
By KERRY KENMARE 

 
With the future of his air transport company at stake, 
ex-Army pilot Connor flies in quest of lost treasure! 

 
E WAS an old hand on the 
Valley Route through Burma into 
China, so Pat — John Patrick — 

Connor, eased back the throttles of the 
UC-78 and let it balloon up on the spout of 
hot, humid air that jetted up from the 
jungle below. Connor, an ex-Army pilot, 
was between twenty and thirty years old. 
He had dark hair and blue eyes. 

“Bounce, Useless! Bounce, you 

Leapin’ Lena!” 
“Useless Seventy-eight,” was what 

they had christened the wood-and-fabric 
deal. It sported two small engines and 
variable-pitch props. That was back when 
the war was still a war and fledgling pilots 
were getting their Instrument-teeth cut and 
their backs nearly broken from the bumps 
it took while making the Hump Run. 

But you can only afford to sneer at a 
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small, light Advanced Trainer if you have 
a parking-area jam-packed with C-47’s 
and C-60’s and C-87’s. If it was all you 
had between you and starvation, you just 
smiled and said, “Useless,” as Pat Connor 
did. 

The rising column of air petered out in 
a fluff of cumulus. Pat Connor notched the 
throttles forward again and drilled on for 
Calcutta. His eyes were steady on the 
instrument panel but his thoughts were on 
two different conditions: “What could be; 
and, What is.”  

What “Could Be” was a neat little, 
sweet little Valley run which would lap up 
any crumbs that the giant airline company 
dropped, just as a sleek cat might ignore 
the bones of a picked fish for succulent 
slices of whole meat. 

Such a prospect had lured Pat Connor 
into returning to India from the States after 
getting his Army discharge. 

“What Was?” Well—not as many 
pukka sahibs were going from Calcutta to 
their outlying plantations rich in tea and 
rubber and teak and in rare-metaled 
mines—not as many as Pat knew there 
would be later on. The trouble, in 
commercial affairs, was that time meant 
money. And with his money sunk in a 
pontoon-job Cub Liaison outfit he’d 
picked up, plus his classy—to him—UC-
78 cargo-and-passenger deal, time was 
running out for Connor. 

“That darned smooth-talking sahib, 
Cedric Glendening!” Pat Connor growled, 
as he eyed with interest the cloud 
formation to the north to the right of his 
course. “Hmm! The old Hump will be 
booming tonight, for sure! Ghosts will be 
riding the controls of those missing ships!”  

The condemned Cedric Glendening 
was a personable Britisher of Connor’s 
ken who had shaken off his Old School 
Tie aplomb long enough to aid Lord Louis 
Mountbatten in running the Little Brown 

Men half-crazy and all the way across 
Burma. Then he had returned to his 
Calcutta, his club, his gin-and-bitters, and 
his twinkling-eyed contemplation of Man 
in his mad chase after money. 

“Why run awfter it, old boy, doncher 
know?” he would say to Pat Connor. “Just 
sit tight. Pfft! And it will be there, old boy, 
without your having to run awfter it. 
Relax, old fellow, relax!”  

“Look, you are an old man. I mean, 
middle-aged, anyway. You got your pile. I 
haven’t.” 

 
LENDENING stared at him for 
several moments out of cold, fishy 

eyes. 
“Thanks for the compliment, old boy,” 

he drawled. “About my remarkable 
preservation in the face of my antiquity. I 
happen to be forty years old. But you were 
saying I have my pile, as you put it; and 
you do not have my pile. It angers you, 
eh?”  

“I mean, compared to me you’re old,” 
Connor said. “And I didn’t mean I wanted 
your money. The thing is, with some 
capital to ease me over the waiting period 
before things boom, I can make money. 
For us both.”  

“Thank you, old boy, thank you! Quite 
thoughtful of you.”  

“Cut the kidding,” Connor said. “I 
meant, if you put up some of your 
money—in my outfit—we can make 
plenty. I need better maintenance. I need 
some small ports out in the rough country 
that I can use to stretch my service out. 
I’ve sunk my dough, in the planes. I can’t 
get by with the Cub; and selling it would 
only give me enough to operate a few 
weeks more on. Beyond what I have.”  

“I see.” Cedric Glendening sipped his 
drink and eyed a passing Sweet Young 
Thing with absent interest. “So I just give 
you my money. If you lose it—Cheerio! 
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Pip pip! And, for you, toodle-oo. And for 
me, work.” He made a wry face. “Cawn’t, 
old boy, just cawn’t. Unless it is a sure 
thing.”  

Pat Connor persisted. “You are a smart 
manager. You have important connections. 
You are good at financing. I’m—well, I 
get by as a pilot. I’m a hard worker. 
There’s dough in the flying game out here. 
Lots of dough. Millions! We can get our 
share and more. Heck! One good year and 
you can retire! “  

Glendening shook his head. “Awfter 
all, fellow, I am retired. And you are 
trying to un-retire me.” He looked at Pat 
with a clear blue eye, an eye the color and 
quality of an innocent tot’s. “Er—millions, 
you say? Dollars, I presume. Ah—
Chinese, or Yank?” 

Connor sighed and downed his drink. 
“What does it matter? The way the U. S. is 
pegging the Chiang dollar, it’s a good 
deal. Not interested, huh? Well, I could go 
to a bank, you know.”  

Glendening didn’t say, “Why don’t 
you, old boy?” He didn’t say anything. He 
started to, but on second thought he 
jammed his glass between his lips and 
nodded good-by to Pat Connor over the 
rim of it. 

Connor was down the steps of the 
porch when Glendening’s voice reached 
him. 

“Relax, old chap, what? Relax! It will 
come to you.” 

Connor clipped the tip of the Bay of 
Bengal and contacted Tower for landing 
instructions. He circled into traffic, eying 
with a sad shake of his head the patch 
where Tommy Loomis had gone in, that 
time. “Eagle Squadron” Loomis, who had 
later ferried in the States and had blown up 
in a C-47 while letting down on 
instruments into Calcutta.  

“Hunch for me, Tommy!” he 
murmured, as he ran the prop-pitch flatter 

and dropped his gear. “Pull for me, fella!” 
He visually checked his pedestal and the 
engine instruments. 

“On downwind, Tower,” he called. 
“Gear down and locked; pressure up. 
Roger, old man, I’m number three to land? 
I have the other two in sight. . . . Will call 
on final, Tower. Connor out!”  

He taxied up to his parking space and 
climbed down to talk to a weathered mec 
who stood near. 

“The left engine is rougher’n a cob,” 
he said. “When can you get to me, 
Hunchy?” 

The maintenance man chewed a cud of 
tobacco and laid a brown line of juice 
downwind. 

“Next week,” he said. “Got the 
dough?”  

Connor showed him some. 
“Come to think of it, I can get to it 

tonight.” The mechanic grinned slowly. 
“Now, Pat, don’t say it! Look, I’m like 
you, see? I got to live. Now, if you could 
hire me regular, it’d be different.”  

“Relax,” Connor told him with a grin. 
“It will come to you.”  

“Sure, and I know the landlord and my 
old lady and the lottery man will come to 
me, too. Only, they’re sure. Where you 
gonna get this dough you keep telling me 
to relax for? Out of Heaven? Like manna? 
Brother, maybe I can eat manna, but I got 
to get it on the table first. Me, I’m relaxed. 
I’m too undernourished to be any other 
way.”  

Pat Connor went into town in a beaten-
up old car driven by a wild-eyed and 
wilder-driving jehu. He washed up, got 
into his last clean suit of white linens, 
jammed his topee-helmet askew on his 
cropped head, and went through the 
teeming streets and the steaming smells to 
talk with Glendening. He found 
Glendening sitting in the same place and 
looking just as he had left him seven days 
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earlier. He came up and dropped into a 
rattan chair. 

“Haven’t you moved since I left you?” 
Connor asked. He motioned the boy to 
bring him a drink. “Sign the chit, eh? Until 
I get to the bank?” 

 
LOWLY Glendening grinned. “I never 
move unless it is a crisis,” he said. 

“What’s up with the bank, old egg? 
Planning an armed robbery?” 

“Your pals gave me a check,” Connor 
said. “You know. The pukka sahibs? I had 
to leave cash with Hunchy, for some 
engine work. Darn it, if only I could hire 
him full time! But I’ll need another ship or 
two, first. And a coupla stick-wranglers. 
Pilots. Well? You thought any about 
buying into Connor Air & Mining?”  

“Haven’t even given it a thought,” 
Glendening confessed. “It’s so beastly hot 
I must use my wits to keep cool. 
Incidentally, old boy, if your air venture 
fails, perhaps you can dig up some money. 
Eh? That impressive title: Connor Air and 
Mining! What?”  

“Wait until I get up and then kick me,” 
Connor grunted. 

The Britisher smiled. “Sorry, old boy. 
Bad taste, that quip of mine. How’s for a 
spot to eat? Later, eh? Good lad! My 
guest, of course. Well, old fellow, relax. 
What? It will come to you.”  

“Like manna,” Connor glumly quoted 
Hunchy. “How about it, Glendening? If 
you don’t make a decision, I’ve got to go 
to the banks. You know them! They’ll 
steal my planes. I’m on a note now, and if 
I ask for more, they’ll only call the note I 
owe. And—blooie!”  

“What decision, Pat? How do you 
know I am considering it?”  

The pilot shrugged. “You’d come out 
flat and say so, if you weren’t. Look, 
Cedric”—he pronounced it “Seed-rick” 
and the Britisher winced—“what’s holding 

you back?” 
“Well, now . . .” Glendening pulled at 

his lantern jaw and looked at an American 
Army nurse going by until she was out of 
sight. “I don’t have too much faith in my 
own judgment. If the banks were to think 
you really good enough a risk to put up 
heavy sugar, well, I might just say, ‘Sorry, 
bank, old boy, I shall save you the trouble. 
Of lending and of collecting.’ As it is—
No, old boy, not yet. I like a sure thing, 
doncher know.”  

“Don’t I know,” Pat Connor agreed. 
“Don’t I! Well, let’s eat.”  

“I’m going to pick up those sahibs of 
yours in three days, if the weather doesn’t 
close in on them,” Connor said later, as he 
prepared to take his leave. “Thanks for the 
business.”  

“Pleasure, old boy. Er—need any 
money? I mean, until you get to the bank, 
next week?”  

Pat Connor showed the check. “When 
I tell you a thing, you can hang your hat on 
it. Your friends gave me this. Like I said. 
It goes into the bank tomorrow. Thanks, 
though.” 

“Relax,” Glendening loudly called out 
after him. “Remember!”  

But Pat Connor was anything but 
relaxed as he fought his way back over the 
jungle, four days later. Driving rains and 
low clouds made any attempt to land at the 
small, jungle-clearing impossible. And the 
ground was such a quagmire when the rain 
did clear that he knew it would invite 
disaster to set the UC-78 on such turf. 

Sadly, he wrote a note, shoved it into a 
message-drop, and eased it out as he 
zoomed past the clearing. It was a let-
down for his prospective passengers. And 
it was a total loss, to Connor, for the long 
trip up. 

Grimly, he faced southeast and bucked 
a raging storm. He kept carefully beneath 
the cloud-layer, to conserve fuel. He could 

S 



THERE’S MILLIONS IN IT 5

climb up through, all right; but that would 
mean increased power, increased fuel 
consumption. And in the treacherous, 
unpredictable weather over Burma, it was 
always wise to be ready to keep going. 

Besides, the big stuff worked up top. 
The airliners. It was not a healthy practise 
to drill up out of a mass of clouds and part 
your hair with an airliner’s tail-wheel. 

The rain slacked off, but he was 
droning along in broken clouds that now 
revealed, now obscured the gray-green-
brown endless carpet of jungle below. 
Now and again, a tiny clearing where 
some native was working a paddy field 
would show. And then, the endless trees. 

He was hauling a cigarette out of his 
pocket when a convulsive shock ran 
through the fragile plane. It tipped crazily 
on a wing-tip. A kick at the left rudder 
should have brought the plane on an even 
keel again, but it didn’t. 

Connor sat straight, his eyes alert. 
Then he noticed that one of his wings was 
in ruins. He brought his wheel into play to 
help the wing up with the ailerons as well 
as the rudder. 

“What in heck did I hit?” he wondered. 
“Or what hit me?”  

He had slued around one hundred-and-
eighty degrees in his heading by the time 
he came wings-level again. His right wing 
tip was a jagged wreck, about six feet of it. 
Pieces of the spar and ribs were still 
tearing off and streaming back into the 
wind. 

 
E REDUCED power until he was 
barely maintaining flying speed, to 

take the stress off the injured member. 
Then he stared down at the green-gray 
carpet below, looking for some sign of 
whatever it was that had hit him. Or that 
he had hit. 

“Heck, I know an aircraft didn’t pass 
me. Of course, it just could have been 

something faster than I came in under me, 
and climbed up into this plane. But I don’t 
see him in the air. And if he crashed, I 
maybe could see him below . . . What the 
devil!”  

He squinted his eyes ahead as a blur, a 
pale, fast-traveling blur, lined across his 
vision. His eyes followed it to the trees. 
Then he raised his gaze, riveted it on the 
thick mass of clouds ahead and above. He 
shouted his surprise. 

Another something—and another. And 
a third. Hurtling out of the mass of clouds 
and plummeting straight for the trackless 
jungle below. 

“Someone in trouble, jettisoning 
cargo,” he knew. “And darned near got me 
in the doing! Brother, was that close! 
Why, those big bums!”  

But even as he said it, he knew the 
answer. He realized that the pilot unseen 
upstairs was in serious trouble if he was 
shoving his cargo to the jungle below. 
Hundreds of tons of war material lay 
scattered from Everest to Kunming, from 
Ledo to Rangoon, scattered to the snows 
and the monkeys and the rains and the 
tigers. 

Pat Connor grinned when he thought 
of the frame of mind of that pilot above. 
He remembered his own when he had been 
caught in a monsoon, an engine went out, 
and he reluctantly decreed that the cargo 
should be jettisoned. And his rage when 
the cargo officer told him, at Kunming:  

“It was lemon drops. Scurvy 
preventive. Forget it.”  

“Lemon drops!” Connor had raged. 
“You mean I been risking my crew and 
my plane and my own neck to trundle 
lemon drops over the Himalayas? Brother, 
what a war! Last time it was empty beer-
bottles going back to be re-filled. And now 
it’s lemon drops! Well, that ought to cure 
monkeys of beri-beri for the next million 
years!”  

H 
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“This is our only way in, you know,” 
the man had reminded him. “There’s 
nothing queer about it when you think 
everything must come the same way. By 
air cargo. Fuel; ammunition; engines; 
spare parts; bombs; mosquito netting; 
candy; underwear; boots. Even beer and 
lemon drops.”  

Connor wondered what weird freight it 
was that had clipped his right wing as it 
hurtled past. 

“Spam, I hope!” he chuckled. “Or 
canned codfish! Well, now to try and get 
home. . . .” 

He swung back on his course. But he 
was a glum disheartened man. Even if he 
could prove what airline had dropped the 
cargo, he still would have to establish that 
it was the cargo that had disabled his 
plane. And to do that, he’d have to 
establish where he was. And he had no 
witnesses. Nobody would believe a story 
like that—a million-to-one shot, 
plummeting out of the clouds, that had hit 
him. 

“And even if they do pay, it means old 
Useless is laid up! Bankers, here I come! 
If 1 make it back to Calcutta!”  

He looked to his left when something 
caught his eye. There was a clearing 
below. A group of tiny figures were 
dancing about in the center of it, waving at 
the low-flying plane. 

“The Grounded Gremlins!” Pat 
Connor grinned. He recognized the 
place—a small native hut and clearing, 
and the children who waved to him 
whenever he went by. Usually, he dipped 
his wings in return salutation or zoomed. 

“Sorry, kids,” he murmured, as he held 
a slow and steady course. “I got to hold 
this crate together. . . .”  

Over Myitkyina, scene of the bloodiest 
jungle-fighting of the war, he circled the 
small airport and landed. 

“Good old Mission-ah,” he murmured, 
as he got out. “But how the heck they get 
that pronunciation out of Myitkyina, I 
don’t know, any more than I know how I 
get out of here again. Oh, well—I’ll have a 
look-see at the wing.”  

The damage wasn’t too bad, but it was 
still a major repair job. Connor expressed 
himself freely about his luck, about 
Useless, about Burma. He even found time 
and reason to include Cedric Glendening. 

“If Johnny Bull had just come in with 
me, I’d have had a runway back there to 
land on—instead of standing up the pukka 
sahibs. And that deal won’t help my 
reputation any. Oh, well, I can patch up 
the wing enough to keep any more of its 
innards from spilling out. And get enough 
gas to carry me back to Calcutta.”  

When he taxied to his parking area, 
Hunchy regarded the bandaged wing 
morosely and shook his head. 

“So you are taxi-happy, huh? So you 
can’t even taxi any more! Holy smoke! 
Why’nt you look what you are doing? Or 
make enough dough so you can take me 
on as co-driver, or something? Then I can 
help you get around those postage-stamp 
fields without you should take a fence 
down. That the way it happened?” 

 
AT CONNOR had decided he had 
best keep the actual happening to 

himself until he could inquire and pin the 
blame on the culprit. After all, it could be 
Army. Or the British. Or the airlines. Or a 
private mining outfit that had its own 
plane. Or the Chinese. 

“Hunchy,” he said, “I just got hungry.”  
“Huh?”  
“Fact! I am up to my ears in rice and 

Spam, so I nibbled some of the wing 
away.”  

The mec grinned. “Oh. I get it! One of 
our dear sacred cows got close to it, huh? 

P
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Well, old Useless is sure useless now. 
When do we start work on it?”  

“Order the parts, Hunchy,” Connor 
said. “Dough on the barrel-head for those, 
of course. I can fix the thing myself.”  

Hunchy grinned and chewed on his 
wad of tobacco. “I guess you are a good 
enough prospect to run you a line of credit, 
Pat. Besides, I hate to see you commit 
suicide by jobbing up your own plane so it 
won’t fly.”  

“You’d rather kill me with your own 
messy work, huh? Okay, keed. And—
thanks!” 

He looked for Glendening at the club 
and at first he didn’t see him. He was 
turning back down the steps when a cheery 
voice hailed him. 

“I say, Yank! What’s up, old boy? Fall 
down and have a drink.”  

Connor hadn’t seen him because he 
wasn’t in the usual chair. He was in one 
two removed from it. He explained, not 
bothering to lower his voice. 

“Some blighter purloined my usual 
nook. Looks like a bit of a bounder, eh, 
doesn’t he?”  

Connor flushed when the blighter-
bounder turned a beefy face to stare at 
them both. 

“Take it easy, Seed-rick. He can hear 
you.”  

“Jolly right, he can. And he’ll feel me 
if he does it again! I’ll give him five where 
it will do him the most good, next time. 
Well, old boy? Have you flown any of the 
millions out that are in it? Or are you 
going to mine them out?”  

Connor sighed. “I call myself Connor 
Air and Mining,” he said, “for the simple 
reason that the ‘mining’ part of it gives me 
rights to land that I’ll need for runways. 
You know that.”  

The Britisher nodded. “Like 
incorporating a firm in your State of 
Delaware, back home, eh? It lets you 

operate anything but a church or a saloon. 
And perhaps you may do that, too, if you 
shout about it loud enough. Things looking 
up?”  

Connor decided again to keep his 
troubles to himself. Glendening certainly 
wouldn’t jump at a chance to buy into a 
wrecked aircraft. 

“If I’d had a runway I could have 
picked up your pals. As it was, I stranded 
them. Had to.”  

“Do ‘em good,” the Britisher chuckled. 
“Lots of fresh air—simple living—
hobnobbing with their help. Democratic 
thing to do, what? Don’t worry, Yank. 
You can pick ‘em up tomorrow, and it is 
still two weeks fawster than any other way 
they could come and go.” His eyes keened 
on Pat’s somber face. “Or—can you pick 
them up tomorrow?”  

“Why not?” 
 
HE ENGLISHMAN shook his head. 

“I dunno, if you don’t. Well? Still 
millions in it, old boy? Aren’t you going to 
awsk me again to join you in your bagging 
of the filthy stuff? Or is the bank being 
kind to you?”  

“A little work to do on the plane,” 
Connor said. “But I’m still of the same 
mind. There’s still millions in it.”  

“A sure thing? I mean, for you?”  
Connor shook his head. “Truthfully, 

no. Unless I can get enough backing to dig 
in and wait.”  

“Show me the bank likes it, and I’ll 
buy in.” The Britisher looked at his friend. 
Then he grinned. “Have you tried Lend-
Lease? Every other laddie seems able to 
get some!” 

“I’m an American,” Connor said. “No 
Yanks need apply.”  

They both laughed. But Connor wasn’t 
laughing when he trudged back to the 
airport Operations office. He didn’t even 
smile when he saw the pilots gathered in 

T
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the Operations room roaring and howling 
with mirth. Glumly, he waited to have 
some of them clear so he could ask the 
Ops man confidentially about that 
jettisoned cargo, or if there had been any 
word of such an emergency procedure. 

He was only half-listening to the good-
natured banter being exchanged, when he 
caught the mention of a familiar name. 
Eric Briggs. Eric was an airline pilot, a 
Britisher, on the Valley run. 

“So Eric says, ‘You’re jolly right I 
think it was worth it! My sainted hide for a 
filthy eighteen million of Chink paper-
money and the plane saved to boot? Jolly 
right! A real deal, I call it, old boy, and 
cheap at twice the price!’ ”  

The pilots roared their mirth. Pat 
Connor grinned, sensing an especially 
amusing yam. 

“What gives with Eric?” he asked. 
“Oh, my precious aunt!” one of the 

other fliers laughed. “Haven’t you heard, 
old chap? It seems Uncle Sammy printed 
oodles and oodles of the new Chiang 
dollar for the Gissimo. Here in Calcutta. 
They were shipping it, Briggs flying it, 
you know. And the scamp lost an engine 
and had trouble holding altitude. So what 
does he do but bail the whole eighteen 
millions of it—eighteen millions, mind 
you!—all ink-fresh engraved notes, out 
into the very heart of the untracked jungle. 
And when the Yank chappies at the other 
end awsked, ‘Do you think it was an 
economic decision, that it was worth it?’ 
old Eric said . . . ‘My sainted hide for a 
filthy eighteen millions?’“  

Connor stood rooted at the counter, his 
eyes round. When he could, he asked a 
question. 

“Where did it happen?”  
A howl of laughter greeted the 

question. 
“Don’t you think we haven’t been 

discussing just that, Pat! We’d all be right 

on the spot, what? Raw-ther! Eric himself 
doesn’t know, other than it was over 
hopeless country. Oh, well! The monkeys 
and the cats can have fun with it. Anyway, 
the notes are numbered, and will be 
crossed off as non-negotiable.” 

“It would still raise Old Ned if anyone 
should find that money,” another pilot 
said. “Millions of it are already in 
circulation. A chappie could have himself 
a fair dinkum time before he got caught up 
with.”  

“When did it happen?” Connor asked. 
“How far out was he?”  

“Yesterday,” was the answer. “How 
far out, or in, he was is a secret, of course. 
Not that anybody could ever find it. It 
would be easier to find a cake of soap in 
the Pacific Ocean than uncover the hiding 
place of that money of Eric’s. Easier—
because a cake of soap might float on top, 
eh?”  

Pat Connor went away and found 
Hunchy. “I’m going on a personal trip 
tomorrow. Take a few days off, for 
myself. Hunting. In the Cub.”  

The mechanic blinked. “Oh! One of 
them cat-hunting deals with a rajah, huh?” 
He nodded. “Maybe you’ll save his life, 
like, and he’ll reward you by putting 
dough in your outfit.” He spat. “And end 
up taking your company away from you.”  

“No,” Connor said. “This is—
different. It’s a solo deal, sort of. I’ll take 
the Cub but pull the pontoons and slap on 
the wheels.”  

“Millions in it, like you always say,” 
Hunchy laughed. “Well, just relax. It’ll 
come to you. Like you tell me.”  

Connor thought, his eyes far-away: 
“Manna. Manna from heaven! Cross your 
fingers, Hunchy, old boy. Just maybe you 
are a better guesser than I am!” He stirred. 
“Well, I got stuff to pack.”  

Hunchy watched him move away and 
shook his head. 
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“Ledger-wacky,” he murmured. 
“There is a good pilot going nuts trying to 
finance himself. ‘There’s millions in it!’ 
Poor Pat! Walkin’ on his heels!” . . . 

When he hauled the featherweight 
liaison plane up into the air, Pat Connor 
carried carefully packed in back, an 
important list of supplies: 

Mosquito boots; netting; gloves; two 
machetes and a sharpening stone; a Navy 
.44 six-gun and ammunition to spare—
because Connor had had his share of 
trouble with automatics in the humid 
jungles—and ample atabrine for protection 
against malaria; and compact rations he 
could pack with him in his perilous trek 
into the brush.  

 
UST to the rear of his seat was a five-
gallon can of gas with hose attachment 

to reach the gas-cap of the plane’s limited 
fuel tank immediately in front of the 
windshield. A movable plexiglas disc had 
been fashioned into the windshield by 
Connor to accommodate the filler-hose. A 
wobble pump, installed on the spare can, 
supplied the pressure to transfer the fuel, 
thus extending the plane’s cruising 
possibilities by fifty percent. 

“There’s some fire hazard,” Hunchy 
had speculated, when Connor worked the 
improvisation, some months before. 

“Uh-huh. But I’ll use it only when I 
need it. And I’d just as soon burn as crash 
out of fuel in that brush!”  

But for now, for his investigation of 
the mysterious cargo that had wrecked 
Useless’s wing in hurtling past—if indeed 
he could ever find it—Connor was going 
to use the wobble-pump spare can as a 
regular thing. He had to, to stretch out his 
range so he could re-fuel at the tiny jungle 
landing strips he had set up. 

“I’d rather be flying Useless on this 
deal,” he mused, as he climbed to get tail 
wind. “Useless has a good range and I can 

set it down as low as thirty-eight m.p.h., 
with full-flaps. . . . But this should do it. I 
hope!”  

The stuff was piling up in the heavens 
above the jungles when he started on his 
fifth and final leg. Heavens that were 
darkening with the menace of the towering 
masses of thunderheads. The rain laid a 
silver curtain across his course when he 
was still twenty minutes from the sight of 
his “Grounded Gremlins,” as he called 
them. 

It wasn’t bad until the wind started to 
whip and lash the small plane in gusty 
fury, but the seasoned pilot let the wind-
tossed aircraft roll with the blows instead 
of fighting the controls. He picked up the 
small stream that bordered the clearing he 
was looking for, and followed it 
dangerously close to the trees. 

But he reviled his luck in running into 
steady rain. He had hoped to find the 
hiding place of at least one bale of the 
cargo from the air. Or at least to have a try 
at it. As it was, he was lucky to sight the 
clearing as he droned past the edge of it. 

The Grounded Gremlins were nowhere 
in sight when Pat Connor banked steeply, 
cut his throttle back, and skinned in over 
the trees to the risky landing. His wheels 
banged down in a calculated stalled-in 
three-pointer and he trod the brake pedals 
just enough to slow the plane into a wide 
turn at the edge of the tiny clearing. 

“Brother!” he muttered. “Getting out 
will be another deal!”  

He had about decided the shack was 
deserted when he detected a slight 
movement in the darker shadows of the 
doorway. Connor grinned and dug into his 
supplies for a bag. He spilled out the 
contents and, with what he hoped was an 
ingratiating smile, selected some strings of 
colored beads, lengths of colored cloth, 
and an armful of packets of cheap candy, 
tinsel baubles, rhinestones, gaudily 

J 
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colored rubber-balls. 
A small naked brown figure appeared 

for an instant in the door and was snatched 
back by a rough hand. Connor banged the 
ball on the ground and let it bounce and 
jiggled the beads and hoped it wouldn’t 
start raining again. Not just yet. . . . He 
kicked the ball from him and that did it. 

With a cry of delight, another native 
child dashed into the open, and another 
and another. They stood shyly watching 
Connor as he rolled the ball to them, and 
they kicked it back, as they had seen him 
do. Then a squat, suspicious-eyed native 
with a wicked-looking kris stuck into the 
waistband of his skirt appeared and stood 
watching from the doorway. 

Connor yanked a small cloth bag from 
his pocket and made with it sounds of 
clinking silver coins within. Thoughtfully 
selecting a few, Connor tossed them to the 
man, who caught them deftly. Connor 
pocketed the balance. Then he tried a bit 
of Indian dialect out on the man but didn’t 
get any place. He resorted to pantomime 
and Pidgin-English. 

“Me allee samee fella-lad fly over. 
Bzzz-bzzz. You savvy?” 

The native savvied, with just the 
faintest relaxing of his suspicious study of 
Connor. He came out and looked long at 
the cloth Connor was displaying. 

“For the ‘mem’,” Connor said. “Allee 
samee wifee. You getee?”  

The native came close enough to 
accept a length, which he draped around 
his shoulders. And then when his eyes 
beheld his splendor, he smiled. He bowed 
low to Connor in a series of salaams, and 
with glad cries the children recognized this 
mark of friendship and rushed to Connor 
for the candy and the other toys and 
baubles. 

 
RESENTLY, the mem—the 
woman—appeared, a small, furtive, 

timid creature with great dark eyes and 
stringy, unkempt hair. Her teeth were 
black with decay, and the red juice of the 
betel nut stained her chin. She gazed with 
longing at the cloth but Connor knew 
when he heard the man chatter brusquely 
at her, and point to the goods on himself, 
that all she would see of the cloth would 
be on her lord and master’s frame. 

The skies were threatening to drip 
again so Connor got to his business. 
Pointing at the near jungle, he made 
sounds that he hoped would pass for a 
tiger. Then, pointing his .44, he went, 
“Bang! Bang!”  

The man pointed to himself, 
inquiringly. Pat paused. 

“Aw, these natives don’t even know 
what paper money is,” he murmured. 
“They understand silver coins. Period. 
Heck, he can guide me!”  

The children were trying to drag 
Connor to a small fire they were fanning 
alive at the edge of the clearing. Connor 
shook his head. 

“No!” and pointed at the plane, and the 
flames. “Tabu! Tabu! Forbidden!”  

With appropriate cuffs and shrill 
screams, the native father emphasized that 
the plane was Sacred. One of the children 
made a ball of soggy leaves and papers 
and playfully threw them at the pilot. 
Connor wiped the drops of water from his 
face and laughed. But when the next 
wadded ball hit him squarely in the eye, it 
was different.  

“Okay, Gremlins!” he said. “Maybe 
my Sunday-pitch will hold you little 
monkeys.” 

He stooped to pick up the wad, patted 
it for firmness, and looked at it to get a 
good hold. 

The rain started again but Connor 
stood staring with bulging eyes at the wet 
wad in his hands. Then he was laughing, 
laughing until the monkeys in the trees P 
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gibbered back at him in mockery. 
“Relax,” he murmured. “Relax, old 

boy. It will come to you.”  
The wad of paper in his hands—the 

ball the Burmese kids had devised-was 
made up of new Chiang Thousand Dollar 
bills. 

 
* * * * * 

 
He got up from his chair alongside the 

Britisher and stretched elaborately. 
“Well, Seed-rick, I sorta am taking a 

leaf from your book. I mean, you say if the 
bank will back me heavy, you’ll think I am 
a good prospect as a partner. Well, I’m 
thinking that way myself.”  

The Englishman smiled and craned his 
neck to watch a girl going past. It was the 
same American nurse. 

“Eh? What, old boy? You mean—”  
“I mean, if the bank thinks I’m a good 

deal, maybe I should keep my 
development to myself. Anyway, I got 
plenty good bank money to show. But I 
don’t think I’d care for bankers as 
partners. To—well, conservative. Still I 
need the money to develop.”  

“Seed-rick” quaffed his drink and 
wiped his thin lips absently. 

“Show me money and I’ll match it, old 
boy. Or a tender of a contract. Eh? My 
word on it!”  

Connor pulled a wallet out of his 
blouse pocket and opened it for 
Glendening’s inspection. 

“Two ten-grand bills and thirty 
ordinary grand. Right?”  

Glendening’s eyes became an opaque 
blue and shut until they were mere slits. 

“I say,” he murmured. “I say, old 
boy!”  

It was the nearest Connor had ever 
seen the suave Britisher come to a display 
of surprise or emotion. He grinned. 

“And you know what a dope I am, 

Seed-rick? I’m going to take this right 
back to the bank where it came from, and 
tell them I can’t use it. Give it back to 
them. Just like that!” He snapped his 
fingers. 

The Britisher opened his eyes again. 
He looked unmoved. But his hand shook 
when he signaled for a drink. 

“Then you’ll be back here to hold me 
to my word?”  

Connor shrugged. “Look—if I can 
make money for you, I can make money 
for me. Sure, I’d like some more backing. 
But if I weather it through, I’m twice as 
rich.” He cocked his helmet over his eye 
and raised a finger in salute. “Toodle-oo, 
Seed-rick.”  

He was at the steps, his heart sinking, 
when Glendening called to him. 

“Hold on, old boy. Relax, relax! Let’s 
discuss this a bit, eh?”  

Connor fought the grin off his face. It 
took a Yank to outsmart a cagey 
Englishman. He came back. 

“Something?”  
“I gave you my word, old boy. Right?” 

Glendening was blue and innocent of eye. 
“And you gave me yours that I could—
er—participate as a partner. Eh?”  

Connor made a show of reluctance. 
“Well-l, now, maybe I did.” He tried to 
yawn but his jaw didn’t function properly. 
“How much would you want to put in?”  

Glendening said, “I’ll match what you 
showed me. Er—fifty thou. American. I’ll 
be treasurer, business manager, front man. 
Eh? Fifty-fifty. Right? I’ll give you a 
tender of contract, the forms to be drawn 
up later. Your hand on it, partner, old boy? 
As you say—shake!”  

They exchanged signatures to a simply 
worded agreement, drawn up by the 
Englishman on a sheet of club stationery. 
It was witnessed, at Glendening’s 
insistence, by two other members. One of 
the witnesses, after seeing what the 
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contract was, raised his eyebrows. “I say, 
old chap, taking a bit of a flier, eh?” 

“Was worried about you. Went to see 
you, and had a talk with Hunchy. He said 
you had gone hunting. Well, old boy, there 
is only one thing a desperate Yank like 
you would hunt for. Money. Eh? I had 
thought you were buttering up a rajah, 
perhaps. And I was worried. I wanted in, 
old chap. But I like sure things. You’ll 
come to admire that taste of mine, when 
we work together. Sure things, old fellow, 
what?”  

 
LENDENING smiled in a bored way. 

“Pun, what? A bit of a flier in 
Connor Air? Ha!” He winked at Connor. 
“Millions in it! Positively millions! Eh, 
Pat? Tell them!”  

G 

Connor held his face straight. “I swear 
to it,” he said with feeling. “Well, I’m off 
to the bank. See you for supper, Seed-
rick!”  “But how did you know the money 

was the lost cargo?”  He held himself in very good check, 
when he came back up the steps from the 
bank. 

“Simple. Hunchy let me know when 
you returned. I knew you hadn’t time to go 
to the banks, before I saw you. Also, that 
money—the new Chiang notes. Some of 
them wrinkled and damp. Others spanking 
new. So . . . I relaxed and it came to me. 
‘By Jove,’ I said to myself. ‘The Yank has 
stumbled onto the eighteen millions! Or a 
handsome part of it.’ Tell me, old boy—
did you have a hard time of it?”  

“Hi, Seed-rick,” he said. “Sure. I’ll 
have a drink. A double!” He eyed the man 
and said confidentially, “I—I am a bit 
shaky. I thought I had taken a smart 
Britisher over and found out he took me!”  

Glendening smiled. “So they told you 
of the reward, when you went to them with 
the money. Fifty-thousand reward. Pikers, 
what? Should be able to clip them at least 
one per cent of the total. Say—a hundred 
and-eighty thou. Leave it to me, old boy. 
Relax!” 

Connor grinned and shook his head. “I 
just relaxed. Like you always said. Well, 
partner, if you are through clipping me, let 
us get busy and clip some important 
money out of Connor Air and Mining. 
Eh?”  

Connor blinked. 
“But how did you know I’d found the 

money?” he asked. Cedric Glendening grinned back. 
“Relax, old boy. What?” 

 


