
Sky Fighters, Spring, 1948 

KEEP YOUR GUN 

 
When the bank refused to lend Joe Jansen money for his 

flying business, he had to get it through—a robbery! 
 
T HAD dawned just another day, and 
that I didn’t like. A few more “just 
another days” and Joe Jansen Flying 

Service would fold flatter than a pancake 
griddle. My plans to make a go of it were 
still good. That in six months they hadn’t 
started to click was just one of those things. 
One of those things that a little cash in 
hand could rectify very easily. A little cash 
for my hotel room, four weeks due, a little 

for the barn and plot of ground I rented on 
the outskirts of town, some for the 
insurance policy payment due on my 
Ranger Six powered Fairchild PT-19, and a 
little for this, and a little for that. 

About five thousand dollars worth of 
dough and I would be off and well on my 
way toward my first million. But where 
was I going to get five thousand bucks? 
That was the rub. I had two chances. One, I 

I
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could find it in the middle of some 
sidewalk. Two, “Old Vinegar Puss” 
Mosher, president of the local national 
bank, would okay my application for a 
five-thousand-dollar loan. I had supplied 
him with all my facts and figures, and I had 
a date to meet him in his office at eleven 
o’clock on this particular morning. Yes, 
two chances to get the dough I needed, and 
I would gladly sell them to you for a dime. 

Well, it was still only nine o’clock and 
I was out at the field thinking my 
unpleasant thoughts, and making a routine 
check of my Fairchild, when a man walked 
up to me out of nowhere. He wasn’t a 
stranger to me, though I didn’t know his 
name. I mean, two days ago he had hired 
twenty bucks’ worth of my time, and plane, 
for a rubberneck flight over and about our 
fair town of Weston. 

I hadn’t expected to ever see him again, 
but there he was, and my hopes rose a little 
as I smiled and nodded a greeting. 

“Morning,” I said. “Want another little 
look-see flight, sir?”  

He didn’t reply at first. Instead he cast 
frightened eyes at the sky that didn’t have a 
cloud in it. Then he looked at me, seemed 
to hesitate, and nodded. 

“Yes, I think so,” he said. Then 
quickly, “It’s a good day for flying, isn’t it? 
Nothing will happen?”  

“It couldn’t be a better day,” I assured 
him. “And don’t worry, nothing will 
happen.” 

“No, I suppose not,” he said with a 
smile. “You see, Mr. Jansen, I’m a firm 
believer in air transportation, but— Well, I 
simply want to get my nerve back.” 

 
O, I DIDN’T ask the question, I just 
looked it at him. He reddened a little 

and made a gesture with one hand. 
“Sounds silly, doesn’t it?” he said. “I 

was in an air liner accident five months 
ago. One of four out of fifteen who escaped 

with their lives. The plane got lost in bad 
weather and hit a hillside. I’m trying to 
forget it because flying is a great asset in 
my business. I’m a traveling man.”  

“You’ll be safe as in church with me, 
sir,” I assured him again. “You want the 
same flight as before, or something a little 
different?”  

“Something a little different,” he said 
after a bit of thought. “I’d like to fly over 
Rumley way. Say for an hour? What would 
the charge be?”  

I did some fast thinking. Rumley was 
fifty-odd miles to the south. It was the 
railroad, airline, and highway junction for 
our section of the country. From Rumley 
you could take anything headed in any 
direction you chose. It was quite a sight 
from the air, and a charge of thirty bucks 
wouldn’t be too high. However, his remark 
about getting back his air nerve checked 
my naming that figure. Give him a bargain 
price and he’d probably be back the third 
time, and a fourth. 

“Twenty dollars all right with you?” I 
finally said. 

He said that it was in a very pleased 
voice. So we made ready for flight. I 
supplied him with a flight jacket, and 
helmet with Gosport phones so that we 
could talk, my Fairchild being an open two 
cockpit job. And off we went to Rumley. It 
was a nice hop, and the air was as soft and 
still as your feather bed. And just in case he 
might be holding the watch on me, I kept 
us aloft for ten minutes longer than the 
hour he wanted. 

Anyway, he seemed quite pleased after 
we’d landed, and he was paying me the 
twenty bucks. 

“It is a perfect day for flying, isn’t it?” 
he murmured. “You’re here all day in case 
I might want another flight later? I can’t 
say for sure, but—”  

“I’m here all day, every day,” I told 
him. Then remembering my date with Old 

 N
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Vinegar Puss I added quickly, “Except 
between eleven and twelve this morning. I 
have to run in town for then.”  

He gave me a funny look, and then 
shrugged. 

“Well, it wouldn’t be until this 
afternoon,” he said. “And if you’re going to 
town, now, I’ll give you a lift in my car.”  

That suited me fine, and three minutes 
before eleven he dropped me off in front of 
the bank. At ten minutes past I was in 
Mosher’s office, and he was giving me the 
what-kind-of-microbe-is-this look. On his 
desk were my books, an outline of 
operations I planned, and my application 
for the loan. He waved one puffy fingered 
hand at the lot and cleared his throat. 

“I’ve looked over all this, Mr. Jansen,” 
he said. “You must think the bank is a 
charity institution.”  

My first urge was to bust him one and 
walk out. But I held the urge in check and 
gave him my best smile. 

“Of course not, sir,” I said. “But I 
sincerely believe it would be a sound, 
profit paying loan. Six months ago when 1 
started business here 1 was convinced 1 
had something that was needed. 1 am now 
convinced more than ever. However, it’s 
costing a little more than 1 had originally 
planned, and—”  

“Just how does Weston need your kind 
of business?” Old Vinegar Puss cut in on 
me. 

“In a great number of ways,” I came 
right back at him. “Rumley is the air 
terminal for this section, and in time 1 hope 
to operate a shuttle service from here to 
Rumley. Meanwhile there are joy-hops, 
aerial advertising for the local merchants, 
emergency flights, and—”  

“And your books show that you have 
taken in just four hundred and twelve 
dollars in six months,” he cut me down 
again. “Your company is nearly broke, and 
you want to borrow money from us. Five 

thousand dollars so that you can make 
another four hundred and twelve dollars in 
the next six months?”  

“No, sir!” I said trying hard not to boil 
over. “With that money I plan to—” 

“Your plans may be all very fine, Mr. 
Jansen,” he stopped me the third time, “but, 
we happen to be mainly interested in 
collateral to protect our money. What have 
you to offer? A war surplus airplane with a 
value that is questionable. That and nothing 
else. Far from enough, Mr. Jansen. What 
about co-signers?” 

 
 WAS forced to shake my head at that 
one. 

“None, sir,” 1 admitted. “I haven’t been 
here long enough to approach anybody to 
co-sign a note of mine. I can only promise 
you that—”  

“Please, no promises,” he butted in dry 
tongued. “Incidentally, my son was in the 
Army Air Forces. On the staff in 
Washington. He tells me what you need is 
a cabin plane that can carry five or six 
passengers. Were you in the service, by the 
way?”  

“I was,” I replied, fighting the urge to 
let one go. “From Pearl Harbor to VJ Day. 
The Army Air Forces, too.”  

“Really?” he murmured, impressed just 
about this much. “Over seas, or staff in this 
country?”  

“Neither,” I told him. “I was 
permanently attached to Technical 
Research at Wright Field, Dayton, all the 
time. Look, Mr. Mosher, I’m not asking for 
a gift. Simply a business loan. Every penny 
I could save while in service, plus my 
mustering out pay, is in my plane, and the 
little equipment I own. I know I can make a 
go of it with a little added capital. Others 
are doing it, and so can I.” 

“Sorry, Mr. Jansen,” he cut me down. 
“This bank is always willing and glad to 
help any ex-service man. However, we 

I



SKY FIGHTERS 4

must think of our stockholders and 
depositors first. Frankly, the law simply 
does not permit us to take wildcat chances. 
No, I’m sorry, Mr. Jansen. We cannot grant 
you the loan. However, should you be able 
to produce more collateral, or substantial 
co-signers, we might—”  

I didn’t listen to the rest. I was seeing 
red, and there was a roaring in my head. 
Hardly realizing I was doing so I picked up 
my operation books off his desk and 
walked out of the office. Five seconds 
longer in there and I might have shoved his 
veined, bulbous nose out through the back 
of his skull. 

In a cloud of red haze I walked out into 
the main part of the bank. I suppose there 
were maybe a dozen or so people at the 
various windows but I hardly noticed them, 
let alone count them. I was experiencing an 
all time low, and frankly I didn’t care what 
happened next, if anything. Of course I 
hadn’t expected Old Vinegar Puss to come 
forward with an okay nod on my loan 
application. However, there is always hope 
of some kind of a miracle, and the letdown 
hit me just as hard.  

Without the loan the Joe Jansen Flying 
Service was all washed up for keeps. My 
debts were plenty and my assets were the 
plane, and twenty-two bucks in my pocket. 
Yes, just a couple of more days and the 
creditors would start cracking down. 
They’d grab the plane, of course, and I 
could go look for a job laying brick or 
something. All my dough gone and six 
months of toil and sweat just wasted. 

I wanted nothing better than to slug 
somebody as I walked down out of the 
bank. As I’ve said, I just didn’t care what 
happened next. And it was right then that 
something did! 

My drumming ears caught the sounds 
of loud yelling inside the bank, and 
impulsively I started to turn around. But 
that’s all I did—just started. Somebody 

came out through the doors like a shell 
from a cannon. And a ton of brick, it 
seemed like, caught me smack in the 
middle of the back. I grabbed for 
something and caught only air. I went 
down flat on the sidewalk. 

Wind knocked clean out of me, and my 
eyes going around in circles, I started to 
push myself up onto my feet. And it was 
then the second part of the little action 
came about. A big bank guard with gun in 
hand came booming out of the bank doors, 
too. I was half way up and smack in his 
path. Maybe he didn’t see me, and I 
certainly was too winded and dizzy to 
move. As a result he tripped over me and 
went sprawling. His gun flew from his 
hand and hit the sidewalk. 

Sort of fascinated I watched it go 
skidding along the sidewalk. And I guess 
that was how I happened to see the guy 
duck into a car parked a half block down 
the street and tool it neatly out into traffic. 
Just a flash look I got at the back of his 
head and shoulders. But that was enough. 
A thousand bells started clanging in my 
head. 

 
HO was he? None other than the air 
nervous lad I had flown to Rumley 

and back not a couple of hours before. Yes, 
bells began to clang in the old head. And, 
also, a couple of things began to click. 
Twice the guy had hired me to fly him 
around. Once over Weston and surrounding 
countryside. And just this morning to 
Rumley where you could catch a plane, 
train, or bus for any part of the country you 
selected! 

Getting his nerve back after a bad air 
liner crash, was he? Very cute line that, and 
I started to laugh. But I didn’t finish the 
laugh. The guard had yanked me up onto 
my feet, and what he wasn’t saying to me 
you’ve never heard or read. A fist the size 
of a ham was waved back and forth in front 

W
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of my face, and I guess I came closer than 
I’ll ever come to getting a busted face. 
About then though, a couple of other 
guards came running out of the bank, and 
the guy holding me cooled off a little. 

But he didn’t let go of me. They took 
me inside to a small office and parked me 
there while they phoned the cops. The cops 
arrived on the run, and the questioning 
began. It stopped when I demanded they 
call in Old Vinegar Puss Mosher, and he 
had to admit that I’d been in his office and 
had left only when he’d turned down my 
loan application. So I couldn’t possibly 
have been a pal of the robber and had a 
timing arrangement with him. Besides, 
plenty of people had seen me knocked flat, 
and how winded and dizzy I was when the 
guard came pile-driving out. 

So the questions stopped, and the cops 
let me go. I walked out of the bank and 
straight to my hotel room. No, I hadn’t 
mentioned about giving the robber a couple 
of airplane rides, and knowing exactly what 
he looked like. That I kept to myself 
because a great big idea was blooming in 
my mind. An idea that scared me a little, 
too. I had learned that the thief had made 
off with thirty thousand in a bank 
messenger’s pouch. And that is a lot of 
money. Enough, any way, to give me ideas. 

Anyway, I went to my hotel room to 
clean up, and think things over a little. 
Then I went down to the restaurant and had 
lunch. By the time I had finished lunch the 
robbery extra was on the street. I bought a 
copy and read what there was to read. 
There wasn’t much in that issue. The 
robbery had obviously been very carefully 
worked out, and timed to the split second. 
Timed for the moment when the bank 
messenger took the pouch of money and 
was about to leave with a guard for 
delivery at a local factory. Said delivery 
having been made on the same day each 
week, at the same time, for some 

considerable period past. 
It was a bold, daring daylight robbery 

that caught the messenger and guard 
completely unawares, and so forth and so 
forth. The guy had just snatched the pouch, 
shoved the messenger into the guard, and 
lit out of the bank. Apparently nobody had 
got a good enough look at him to give any 
kind of a description that would help. And 
the bank was offering a two thousand 
dollar reward for his capture and the safe 
return of the money. 

Yes, I’ve got a conscience the same as 
the next man. And it kicked up plenty 
because I hadn’t given an accurate 
description to the cops so that they could 
put it on the teletype, and on the air. As a 
matter of fact, I came very close to tossing 
my thoughts and ideas overboard, and 
going to the cops even at that late date. But, 
I didn’t. Instead, I went out of my hotel and 
caught a bus that ran past my flying field. 

I got there about three-thirty, and by 
four o’clock I was sweating with anxiety. 
Every time a car slid along the field road 
my scalp was tingling, and my neck 
crawled. Maybe my figuring was 
backfiring all over the place. Maybe I was 
actually helping the robber get away just as 
much as though I were an accomplice. 
After all, just because he had taken a 
couple of plane rides with me didn’t 
necessarily mean they were definitely 
hooked up with his little bank touching 
episode. Also, it was quite possible that he 
had recognized me as the obstacle he had 
slammed into at the bank door. He’d 
dropped me off there a half hour or so 
before, hadn’t he? 

T
 
HOSE and other thoughts ran a crazy 
rat-race in my brain. And the other half 

of me began to weaken more and more 
with each passing minute. But that other 
half didn’t quite weaken all the way, 
because it wasn’t given enough time. I 
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suddenly heard soft footsteps behind me. I 
twisted around, and there he was. One look 
and I knew he had added up the score 
correctly. I mean, in one hand, his left, he 
had a bulging briefcase. In the other, a 
nasty little Walther twenty-two pistol. The 
latter was pointing straight at me. 

I made myself blink, and look stupid. 
“Hey, what’s the idea?” I cried. 
For a second his eyes flashed down to 

his gun, and he looked annoyed. At 
himself, I mean. Then he shrugged and 
clicked his eyes on me again. 

“Get in the front seat, and start it up,” 
he said, and motioned with his gun. 

I didn’t move. I just looked blanker, 
and more stupid. Then slowly I let my eyes 
widen, and my jaw to sag. I even worked 
my mouth a couple of times before I spoke. 

“You!” I got out with a gulp. “You’re 
the guy who robbed the bank. I recognize 
you, now.”  

Relief flashed across his face. And I 
experienced some relief, myself, when the 
pressure of his finger on the trigger eased 
off a little. Sure, I was going to play the 
thing through. I just didn’t want him to be 
so jumpy he might rush things. Like 
accidentally squeezing the trigger of that 
little Walther. 

“So you didn’t get a good enough look 
to tell the cops, eh?” he said with a tight 
smile. “I was afraid you might have, or I’d 
have been here sooner. Okay, anyway. Into 
the plane. You’re taking me for a ride.”  

“To where?” I asked. “And what’s in it 
for me? They say you got away with 
plenty.” 

He seemed to think that was kind of 
funny, and laughed a little to prove it. Me, I 
relaxed a little more. I mean, that little 
Walther wasn’t pointing so straight at my 
stomach. 

“Rather have a cut than a try for that 
reward, huh?” he said. 

“Tush to a reward!” I shot back 

quickly. “I only wish you’d cleaned out 
that rotten bank. 1 simply want something 
worth while for my trouble. After all, my 
business could do with a little dough.”  

“All right, I’ll make a deal, Jansen,” he 
said, and his gun lowered a little more. 
“You take me where I want to go, and I’ll 
match the reward dough.”  

“Okay, I’ll buy that,” I told him 
quickly. “Where do you want to go?”  

He shook his head and motioned with 
his gun. 

“I’ll tell you when we’re in the air,” he 
said. “Let’s get going. You in the front seat 
this time. And I wouldn’t get a change of 
ideas if I were you, Jansen.”  

His eyes were hard and mean, but I 
laughed just the same. 

“I’ve got three hundred miles of gas in 
the ship, and you’ve got two thousand 
bucks,” I said. “So why should I be dope 
enough to get a change of mind?”  

“Yeah, why should you?” he echoed 
with a grin. Then letting it fade, he added, 
“Besides, I’ve got the gun, too.”  

I nodded to let him know I caught 
exactly what he meant, and then climbed 
up into the front seat. I didn’t turn my head 
to watch him while he climbed in. That 
might get him touchy with the trigger 
again. And I wanted him very relaxed and 
quite satisfied with everything. And so, I 
kept my eyes on the instrument panel, and 
started up the Ranger in the nose. I hooked 
in my helmet Gosport phones when the 
Ranger was turning over, and spoke into 
the mouthpiece. 

“Set?” I asked. 
“All set,” I heard his voice in my 

helmet phones. Then sharply, “Get going! 
Get this thing off fast!” 

M
 

AYBE a hundred other times I 
would have acted on impulse and 

twisted around in the seat to look at him 
and ask why the sudden rush. But this time 
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I didn’t, and I still don’t know why not. 
Instead I kicked off the wheel brakes, 
rammed the throttle open, and shoved the 
Dep wheel forward. 

That little Fairchild responded 
instantly, and we all went cutting across the 
field. Then just before I pulled her free I 
heard two shots a ways behind me. And at 
almost the exact instant two small holes 
appeared in the right wing. I guess hearing 
those two shots, and seeing those two holes 
appear in the right wing, helped me make it 
the fastest takeoff with a PT-19 on record. 
My hand holding the Dep wheel jumped, as 
did the rest of me, probably. Anyway, the 
Fairchild practically leaped into the air, 
dropped down back again, and bounced 
hard. 

This time it stayed up, and I held her on 
level flight some ten feet off the ground as 
long as I could. That was as long as it took 
us to reach the line of trees that bordered 
the far end of the field. There I had to pull 
up, and I did just that. I hauled us up and 
part way around. And it was then I was 
able to look down back for the first time 
since my passenger’s sharp order to get us 
off but fast. 

What I saw made my insides tie up in a 
knot, and cold icicles slide down the 
middle of my back. Parked right in front of 
my barn hangar was a police prowl car. 
And in front of it were two cops, each with 
a rifle. Even as I saw them the one on the 
right spat out a jet of red flame from his 
rifle. I didn’t hear that baby zing by, and no 
part of the Fairchild quivered to indicate it 
had been plugged in a vulnerable spot. But 
I didn’t hang up there in the air to give him 
any chance to do better next time. 

I banked over and around the other 
way, and then cut down behind a protecting 
hill. The sweat was pouring off me, and my 
heart jammed up against my back teeth was 
making it as difficult as all get out for me 
to breathe. Whether those cops had been 

trailing my passenger, or some tip had sent 
them out to my field in a rush, I didn’t 
know. But what I did know—and that was 
why I was sweating—was that if I had 
turned around when my passenger yelled at 
me I would have seen them, and never 
made the take-off. What would then have 
happened certainly wouldn’t have been 
good for me. 

However, I was in the air, and the cops 
were hidden from view on the other side of 
the hill. Of course, my worries weren’t 
over by a long shot. Those prowl cars have 
two way radio, and no doubt at that very 
moment a good description of my ship, and 
its markings were going out over the air. 
Still I was able to relax and get my heart 
down where it belonged. I was in the air, 
and in my book that was what counted 
most of all. 

“You all right?” I spoke into my mouth 
phone. 

“Sure, and that was nice flying, 
Jansen!” came my passenger’s half 
chuckled reply. “For a moment there I 
thought you’d pulled a fast one on me. 
You’re okay, though. Now, take us over to 
Rumley and . . . No, hold it! Those coppers 
have got radio in that car!” 

“That’s right,” I said. 

A
 

ND I didn’t add to it. I just sat there 
and let him have a sweat for himself 

for a change. I had guessed that he’d tell 
me Rumley once we were in the air. It was 
the jump-off spot to any place you wanted 
to head, and we’d made an hour’s flight 
over Rumley that morning, hadn’t we? But 
Rumley was out, now. There would be 
cops waiting there for a Fairchild with my 
markings. And at every other flying field 
within three hundred miles, too. That truth, 
though, didn’t make me feel sad at all. On 
the contrary it made me feel almost happy. 
I mean, it really put me in the driver’s seat. 
At least I hoped so, and that was why I sat 
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tight and waited. 
“How well do you know this section of 

the country?” the man in the rear cockpit 
suddenly asked me. 

I started to speak but stopped myself, 
and thought things over fast for a couple of 
seconds. 

“That depends,” I finally replied. “Do 
you mean, do I know of some nice 
secluded spot where we can sit down, and 
nobody see us?”  

“That’s right,” he said. “Some spot 
over in those hills, but without wrecking 
us. Three grand in it for you, Jansen. And 
you’ll be in the clear. You can tell them I 
forced you to land, and then tied you up 
before I beat it on foot. Three grand interest 
you?”  

I gave a chuckle he could figure any 
way he wanted to. 

“Three grand is better than two grand,” 
I said. “And there are plenty of spots up 
there where I can sit down, and get off 
again all right. And there just happens to be 
some rope in the luggage compartment. But 
do a good job so that it’ll take me some 
time to get out of it.”  

It was his turn to chuckle, and I knew 
exactly how to figure it. 

“Don’t worry, I will!” he assured me. 
“You’ll be able to show them the marks of 
the ropes. Sure, you’re an all right, bright 
guy, Jansen.”  

He chuckled again, and I had me a mild 
case of shivers. I knew perfectly well that 
this fellow behind me wasn’t going to 
waste any time roping me up. Not when he 
had a gun in his hand! Why bother? 

“Okay, get us up there,” he spoke again 
in my earphone. “And, Jansen, just in case 
you’ve got, or get, some funny ideas, I’ve 
got a gun in this hand. Remember?”  

I nodded, and banked the Fairchild 
around and toward an area of uninhabited 
hills to the north. And I kept the plane as 
low as possible. 

“For three grand why should I?” I 
yelled back to him, and then gave all of my 
attention to my flying. 

By keeping low I reduced the chances 
of anybody back Weston way seeing us. 
But by keeping low I ran into six million 
different kinds of cross-winds that bounced 
us around quite a bit. That made me pay 
attention to my knitting, but it also got him 
used to sudden little lurches of the plane. 

Anyway, I worked up north in among 
those hills for perhaps fifteen miles. And 
then I spotted exactly what I wanted. It was 
a narrow but very flat valley floor. It ran 
due north and south, and there weren’t any 
obstructions at all, save for a couple of tall 
trees on the right side. Plenty of room, 
though, to miss them. 

“How’s that spot up ahead suit you?” I 
yelled and pointed. 

The lad in back didn’t reply for a few 
seconds. I guess he was taking a good look 
around. Probably hunting for the best way 
to get out of that valley on foot. Then 
presently came his okay. 

“That’ll do,” he said. “But, watch it. 
Take it easy.”  

“Don’t worry!” I quickly assured him. 
“I’ve got a neck of my own, you know!”  

He chuckled and said something, but I 
didn’t catch it. I had eased back the throttle, 
and pushed the nose down. And I was 
calling up every bit of flight training and 
experience I had on tap. That strip of valley 
floor down there was awfully, awfully 
narrow. I just had to time things exactly 
right, or else! 

Anyway, down we slid, and that strip of 
valley floor didn’t get any wider, either. 
Sweat was all over my face, and the palms 
of my hands were as clammy as oysters on 
ice. Maybe I was even shaking a little. I 
don’t remember. Right then I had but one 
thought, and I hung onto it with everything 
1 had. 

As luck would have it the wind was 
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blowing down the valley toward me, so 1 
didn’t have that to worry about at all. When 
we were still some fifty feet up and coming 
in a shade over the Fairchild’s normal glide 
speed, 1 was gripped by a wild, crazy urge 
to twist around in the seat and see how my 
bank robbing passenger was taking it. 

Of course, though, I checked that 
insane urge and sent us sliding on 
downward. Right down until the very last 
second. And that last second was when the 
Fairchild was about twenty feet off, and the 
first of the tall trees was just off the right 
wing. At that instant I flipped off the 
ignition switch, hauled the throttle all the 
way back, and stepped on right rudder as 
hard as I could. 

Just as the Fairchild started to swerve 
violently I let go of everything, went limp 
in the pit, with my arms folded up over my 
face. The right wing cut into the tree like a 
knife, and wrapped itself around it. There 
was the roar of the crash, a crazy spinning, 
and a staggering stop that set off fire 
crackers and colored lights in my brain. 
There was the sound of a shot from that 
Walther, too, and a blood chilling scream 
that was cut off short. 

 
 WAS in one piece, though. A very good 
sound piece, too. And as soon as the 

colored lights blinked away I pulled and 
yanked myself out of the wreck. The ship 
was nearly upside down, and my passenger 
was hanging by his safety belt, out cold. 
Out very cold, with a lot of claret running 
out of his nose. He still had the Walther in 
one hand and the bulging brief case in the 
other.  

I took charge of both before I 
unsnapped his safety belt and let him spill 
down onto the ground. Then I pulled away 
a part of the crumpled left wing and got at 

the luggage compartment. I took the rope I 
kept in there and really tied that lad up 
tight. He didn’t even groan. I knew he’d be 
listening to the birdies for a long time, so I 
wasn’t gentle at all. 

The last thing I did was open that brief 
case and take a look. Did you ever see 
thirty thousand bucks all at once? 
Beautiful, and tempting, aren’t they? I 
looked for maybe five minutes, I guess. 
Then I closed the brief case and started 
walking. It took me two hours to get out of 
those hills and to a farm house that had a 
phone. And it took another two hours by 
flashlight to lead the cops back to the crash 
when they finally showed up. 

Well, today the Joe Jansen Flying 
Service is doing very nicely, thank you. 
Fact is, they think me quite a man in 
Weston, and a lot of business I never hoped 
to get has been steered my way. Plus the 
four thousand insurance I got on the plane, 
and the two-thousand-dollar reward money, 
I got a ten-thousand-buck loan from the 
bank—with none other than Old Vinegar 
Puss Mosher insisting upon being co-signer 
for me. 

He was tickled pink to get that thirty 
thousand back, and when I told him how I 
had been forced at the point of a gun to 
take the robber aloft, and had deliberately 
crashed in an effort to halt his escape, the 
old boy was quite impressed. That I’d risk 
life and limb to recover the stolen money 
on the very day he had turned down my 
application for a loan was too much for 
him, and he went all soft and mellow. 

I let the old buzzard stay soft and 
mellow. Why should I tell him that my job 
at Wright Field had been to test crash some 
four hundred odd planes so that the 
technical engineers could determine what 
went first, and why. Yeah, why should I? 

 

I 


