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The 
Flying Tigers 

By Cornelius Morgan 
By the old Moulmein Pagoda, 
lookin’ eastward to the sea, 
There’s a Burma girl a-settin’, 
an’ I know she thinks o’ me. 

PART from the Tiger Squadron, that 
amazingly successful band of the 
American Volunteer Group with the 

Chinese Air Force led by tall, wiry fifty-one year 
old Claire L. Chennault, the Burma Campaign was 
a bitter lesson, a hellish defeat. Only the remnants 
of British and Indian armies were able to fight their 
way to the Assam Mountains in the toughest retreat 
of this war, staggering afoot in the desert dust and 
through the oozy slime of dank teak forests, 
wounded men trying to swim muddy streams in a 
never-say-die effort to reform their lines and make 
the Japanese pay for every yard of their advance. 
The British army took a cruel beating, and it was 
the bitter story of too little and too late. 

The AVG, however, were brilliantly victorious, 
exacting a toll on the Japanese in the staggering 
ratio of thirty planes for one. They were too little—
always outnumbered by twenty times their 
strength—but they were never too late. Ninety-two 
Japanese airmen were killed for every AVG pilot 
lost, and nowhere in this man’s war has that record 
been equaled or even approached. 

Many a thrilling story has filtered out of Burma 
and China and India telling of the skill and 
savagery of the Flying Tigers, but there’s one story 
about Brant Conway that will never be told with 
any degree of accuracy because he alone could tell 
it in detail, and he is as scarce of words as he is 
replete with daring. 

It is well known, however, that Conway was 
leader of a flight of three, calling themselves The 
Three Musketeers of the Air, all of them born 
flyers. One of them, Red Willis, can’t tell you 
anything of their Alexandre Dumas exploits 
because Red’s body lies somewhere in the Bay of 
Bengal. For similar reasons Les (Toucan) Peters 
will remain silent until the awakening trump. Then 
there is a Burma girl named Kali, though nobody 
knows what has become of her. Brant Conway 
himself is back in the U.S. minus his left arm, but 
you’d have a hard job finding him because, as a 
matter of fact, that isn’t his right name. 

No, to pick up first hand version of the story 
you’d have to gamble with your health from 
Rangoon to Mandalay, and a white man isn’t 
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exactly invited to tea in those parts these days. This 
version is therefore culled partly from hearsay and 
the available information drifting across the 
troubled seas. The gist of it goes something like 
this: 

 
HERE’S a place called Laoshan on the Burma 
Road, which today is even more of a cesspool 

than it was, impossible as that sounds. Actually 
some men were inured to the place, eking out their 
wretched existence there. To a man with a vestige 
of education, however, the cloying heat of the 
jungle, the perennial stench, the flies and mangy 
homeless dogs are anathema. They will strip him of 
his last shred of refinement—unless he has a cast-
iron purchase on his soul. 

Brant Conway couldn’t rightly admit to that, 
although he gave every evidence of being captain 
of his fate. Yet it is difficult to judge a white man 
in Laoshan. 

One suffocating afternoon he was standing at 
the improvised bar in the American Supply depot at 
Laoshan drinking a stengah, which made the sweat 
pour from his bronzed face and roll in little streams 
down a strong bared throat and deep chest, 
saturating his open shirt. 

He was a picaresque individual of thirty-five or 
so, tall and lean-muscled, pith helmet aslant his 
head, khaki shorts displaying the thew and sinew of 
his long legs. Something in the way he held 
himself, in his gaze that could be considerate one 
moment and murderous the next, some quality in 
the whole man, told of heritage and a forsaken 
culture. Along his trail a signpost had turned him 
off the road on which, to begin with, he must have 
started out with high endeavor, his head erect. A 
glimmer of that young man still showed in him 
occasionally, and it did so now as he bent over an 
uncomplaining Chinese youth who had been 
crushed when the American truck he had been 
driving had overturned.  

Brant had few words of Chinese at his disposal, 
a similarly limited vocabulary of Burmese. For the 
former race of people he had admiration, for the 
latter mostly contempt. In the main they were 
sneaking, untrustworthy, and treacherous. 

A short, plump man in a crumpled linen suit 
waddled into the canteen, mopping a face fiery as 
the setting sun—and as round. 

He didn’t appear to notice Brant Conway 
bending over the injured Chinese truck driver, but 

they were the only white men in the stifling 
room—a medley of packing cases, gasoline barrels, 
spare parts, medical supplies and what-not 
overflowed all over the place—so it was 
inescapable that they should meet to compare 
notes. 

 
ONWAY ordered a second stengah, the rotund 
stranger, in perspiring admiration, noticing his 

muscular arms and breadth of shoulder. 
“An American, sir?” 
Brant Conway said he was. 
“You’re the first white man I’ve seen since 

leaving Toungoo.” The little man was mild in 
speech and manner, childishly innocent in lip and 
eye. In age, character and benign appearance he 
was reminiscent of the beloved Pickwick. Although 
he was a man of about forty-five, world affairs 
troubled him little, as his unwrinkled countenance 
testified. 

“This is my first trip to Indo-China,” he chatted, 
with boyish longing for companionship. “On my 
way to Chung-king. Supplies to the Chinese 
Government. Doanes is the name. Martin Z. 
Doanes of the Armour Packing Company, 
Chicago.’’ He offered a chubby hand wet with 
perspiration. 

Accepting it, Conway refrained from 
mentioning his own name. His eyes were slightly 
narrowed. 

“The Burma Road,” Doanes criticized good-
humoredly. “Why, we wouldn’t call it a dirt path 
back in our country. Waste of good material 
sending trucks. The U.S. ought to train Rocky 
Mountain goats to carry supplies and ship ‘em out 
here.” His eyes twinkled. “I take it you’re familiar 
with the road, sir?” 

The tall lean American said he was. 
“What’s it like from here on?” 
“Worse.” 
Martin Z Doanes’ affability waned at the 

prospect. He asked wistfully, “You wouldn’t 
happen to be traveling in that direction, sir? I’d be 
glad of your company.” 

“I’m headed south.” 
The Chicago man studied him. “Not one of 

these AVG fellows, are you?” 
“No.” 
“A great bunch of flyers, from all I hear. Ever 

come across a man by the name of Conway? He’s 
been flying a plane for the Chinese. They say the 
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Chinese war-lords pay him a thousand dollars a 
week, and an additional thousand for every Jap he 
knocks out of the air. And he’s knocked plenty.” 

Brant Conway regarded him thoughtfully. “For 
a stranger to these parts you seem pretty well 
informed.” 

The Chicagoan gave a little chuckle. “Why the 
papers back home print columns about him.” He 
drank, and the stengah gagged him a little. “He’s 
quite a hero back where I come from. When I reach 
Chungking I’d like to meet him. Maybe shake his 
hand.” He raised his glass. “That would be 
something.” 

 
HE dismal sound of what in Laoshan passed 
for an air-raid warning—the clanging of iron 

on empty shell cases—brought near panic to the 
Burmese boys around the depot, and considerable 
bustle on the part of everyone. Like everything else 
in Burma the system of warning was wretchedly 
inadequate, giving the whites and natives a scant 
moment or so to seek shelter under flimsy 
protection, or fly, stricken with fear, into the snake-
infested jungle. 

The tall American left his plump compatriot to 
fend for himself. In commanding tones he ordered 
one of the depot boys to give him a hand with the 
wounded truck driver, carrying him on his bamboo 
stretcher out into the open, then clearing a way for 
him in the already crowded shelter of elephant iron. 
Its only protection was from shell splinters. One 
near bomb hit would obliterate all of them. 

Leaving the injured man there, Brant Conway 
ran to the nearest antiaircraft gun with its pitiful 
single bark. There was, so far as he knew, no other 
defensive weapon in Laoshan, except machine 
guns, rifles, and an odd revolver or two. 

The Japanese formation of eight bombers 
wheeled, then suddenly plummeted earthward at an 
oblique angle with a roar that made the leaves of 
the forest stand on end. Bombs scored hits on the 
road, blasting two American truckloads of supplies 
into a geyser of debris. A handful of British 
soldiery worked their gun, Conway lending his aid. 
Matchwood houses were burning, women and 
children screaming, dogs yelping as they fled 
helter-skelter, their tails between their legs. The 
bombers dove again coming over their objectives 
without the least difficulty, as if on maneuvers. 
They expected no more opposition than the effect 
of pea-shooters. Hadn’t the Rising Sun dominated 

the eastern skies for almost four years? 
It was plain wholesale slaughter. Those who 

didn’t lie prone in ditch or rabbit hole were 
sacrificial suicides, but there weren’t many of 
them, for your Burmese can’t stomach modern 
warfare. 

All at once, miraculously, a pair of P-40 
pursuits appeared out of the clouds to swoop down 
on the Japs. They seemed to fly wing to wing as a 
team, and what they accomplished was 
unbelievable even as you watched it. In twenty 
seconds six of the raiders fell in flames, while the 
frightened Jap survivors streaked for home, one of 
them belching smoke. The P-40’s, swooping low, 
roared over the Burma Road, the insignia on their 
prows easily discernible. It was as ferocious as 
their performance: the head of a grinning, saber-
toothed tiger shark! The American Volunteer 
Group. 

Part of Laoshan was burning, and there was a 
hell of a shambles where two bombs had scored 
hits on the trucks. But at that time American 
engineers were seeing to it that the supply route to 
the Issimo Chiang Kai-shek was kept open, and 
helped willingly by Chinese labor they had patched 
up the old road many a time before. 

 
OR want of something better to do, also to 
avoid further amenities with Martin Z. Doanes, 

Conway lent a hand clearing away the smashed 
trucks, saving whatever useful parts of them were 
left, getting the caravan of precious supplies on its 
way. For a civilian, new to the inconveniences of 
the Far East and the horrors of a bombing of 
defenseless people, Martin Z. Doanes behaved with 
Pickwickian aplomb, and from a distance Conway 
watched him climb aboard a truck to resume his 
arduous journey to Chungking—or wherever he 
was headed. 

Around nine o’clock that evening, in a Laoshan 
still burning, still trembling with the ague of fear, 
amid howling mongrel dogs, the shrieking of the 
wounded, and the wailing of the women, a slime-
covered white man emerged from the forests, his 
flying uniform torn to rags. With a grin on his 
homely face, he walked on sturdy, slightly-bandy 
legs down the main street. Having made inquiries 
as to its whereabouts he entered the ramshackle 
American supply depot. 

He was, perhaps, a man of thirty-five, 
powerfully built around the shoulders, possessing 
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the bull neck of a wrestler, and his brick-red face 
was adorned by a beak-line nose that gave him the 
appearance of a toucan, one of those comical-
looking South American birds you see at the zoo. 
He was, in fact, known by that appellation; his 
name in full was Les (Toucan) Peters of the AVG. 

He had many wants which he immediately made 
known in a stentorian voice hoarse with thirst. 

“I’m back about two miles from here partly in a 
swamp,” he announced. “Want a gang to haul me 
out of there, some wire to patch up a battered wing, 
gasoline and a couple of drums of ammunition. 
And I want ‘em pronto. But first I want a gin and 
bitters. But plenty of bitters in it. ‘Arf and ‘arf as 
the Limey says. Hello!” he gaped, staring at 
Conway. 

It wasn’t an expression of greeting exactly. 
Rather it emphasized his surprise and gratification 
that he had unexpectedly met up with one of his 
kind. 

The two Americans appraised each other in 
silence for a moment, then Peters drank a 
concoction of gin and quinine bitters, drank it to the 
dregs without so much as wincing. 

 
NE guess,” he said, his nose seeming to grow 
longer with its investigation. “You’re Brant 

Conway.” 
The latter returned his stare. “I might own up to 

it if you pressed me,” he said. 
“Well strike me pink! Ever heard of a guy by 

the name of Les Peters?” 
A smile appeared on Conway’s finely chiseled 

lips, as he nodded. “Toucan Peters,” he said. 
“Well sir, you may not believe it seeing I’ve 

been wading neck deep in mud to get here, but I’m 
him! Shake, Brant. Gee! I’m mighty glad to see 
you.” 

The men shook hands. 
“What are you doing here?” Peters continued to 

marvel. “I thought you were Chungking’s one-man 
air defense?” 

“I was until a week ago. I no longer had a 
plane.” 

“No plane? Are things as bad as that?” 
“Almost.” 
Peters gave a bird-like whistle, and swore. 

“We’re almost as bad ourselves. But that doesn’t 
mean to say there isn’t a P-40 waiting for you, if 
you care to use it.” 

“I’ve been heading for it since I left 

Chungking.” 
“Swell.” 
“That was a great show you put on over here 

this afternoon,” Conway congratulated him. “What 
brought you down?” 

“Couple of stray ones through the gas tank. I’ve 
fixed the damage but I need fuel. Red Willis was in 
the other plane. Heard of him, I guess?” 

Conway said he had, and Les Peters continued 
to stare at him. 

“The man himself,” he said. “In the flesh. Gee! 
You’re a fabulous guy to some of us. There are all 
kinds of rumors about you. Fifty Jap scalps 
dangling from your belt.” 

“Greatly exaggerated, as Mark Twain said.” 
“Where are your jewels—rubies big as pigeons’ 

eggs?” 
“What jewels?” 
“The ones the Chinese mandarins and Madame 

Kai-shek gave you.” 
Another smile visited Brant Conway’s lips. 

“Why I threw those away. Couldn’t be bothered 
carrying ‘em around. Have another drink—on me.” 

It is, or was, customary in the AVG not to ask 
too many questions. It was almost a motto stuck up 
outside the door of their headquarters. The 
members of that group, in the main too old for 
service in the U.S. Air Force, were taken at their 
face value, and more particularly for their flying 
skill. It was not the P-40’s that held complete 
mastery over the Japs. It was the men who flew 
them. 

Some of them had been stunt flyers back home, 
commercial airmen taking the mails across the 
continent, test pilots. They were men who had 
flown crates of machinery to inaccessible mining 
camps over the treacherous Andes and Sierras, men 
who had delivered medical supplies to stranded 
prospectors in Alaska, flying blind through raging 
snowstorms, through ravines where only those with 
the instinct of eagles could ever hope to live and 
tell the tale. 

Younger men in the American Air Force and 
R.A.F. earn medals and the tribute of the United 
Nations for the extraordinary heroism of a single 
deed. More power to them. There are other men 
whose amazing skill in a plane enables them to do 
great damage while it seldom places them in danger 
and seldom earns them citations. Their exploits 
haven’t the ring of unusual heroism because their 
flying is so bloody marvelous as to appear easy. 
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The AVG is in that category. 
 

ES (Toucan) Peters was California born. For a 
while he flew the mails on the San Francisco 

Salt Lake city route, was known as one of the best 
transcontinental pilots in the business. What took 
him to Chile isn’t clear. Money, possibly. There he 
flew explosives for a renegade English mine owner 
over the 15,000 feet Andes, made a small fortune 
for himself, blew every centavo of it in a week’s 
revel in Buenos Aires, then was told that his flying 
days were over because his heart wasn’t ticking 
right. 

Here in Indo-China he had accounted for 21 
Japanese planes. Now as he drank his second gin 
and bitters his inquisitive nose continued to point in 
Conway’s direction, and despite the AVG rule he 
couldn’t resist dropping a sly hint. 

“You remind me of a guy who used to test-dive 
planes for the U.S. Navy.” 

“That so?” 
“His name was Jeffries and he worked for the 

Bryson Aircraft Company out at Santa Monica, 
California. Boy! I’m telling you he was good. Ken 
Jeffries was the first test pilot to get 12G’s on his 
recorder and pull out with his eyes still in their 
sockets. That’s six or seven years ago. I don’t know 
whatever became of him,” Les Peters said with a 
straight face. “Maybe he went up so high with a 
plane he never came down.” 

Brant Conway laid his empty glass on the 
counter. “We’d better get busy on that pursuit of 
yours, so that you can fly out of here before the 
Japs spot you.” 

“Yep.” 
“Got room for an extra passenger?” 
“You bet I have.” 
They collected a gang of coolies, ammunition 

and gasoline, and set out through the forest. 
Everything had to be carried on foot. Only a mule 
or a jeep could traverse that jungle morass and 
neither was available. The going was slow, every 
step of the way bringing more gnats and 
mosquitoes to irritate them. 

Blacking out his mind to these annoyances 
Conway grinned over something Les Peters had 
said: “Pull out with his eyes still in their sockets.” 

That summed it up, all right. A man flew with 
his neck for sale testing dive bombers. Loose floor 
boards, tools, anything that wasn’t nailed down in 
the cockpit, would fly through the air and hit a pilot 

in the face at anything over 9 G’s. 
 

ND Brant Conway thought: All right, m’lad! 
Go up there 20,000 feet or so, then stick her 

nose straight down. Open the throttle sixty-
percent—they fly faster for some reason with that 
throttle. You don’t hear the roar of your motor. 
You don’t hear the shriek of struts knifing the air. 
Your eardrums have gone. Watch the altimeter 
unwrap and you’ll swear you are drunk. 18,000—
5,000—10,000—6,000. Simultaneously your air-
speed indicator will spin like the minute hand on a 
watch. 220—285—365—435—and finally it stays 
put. 

Well the Bryson Aircraft Company in Santa 
Monica were hoping to sell a whack of new dive 
bombers to the U.S. Navy, so a lot of big-wigs 
would gather around to watch the circus. If the new 
model came out all in one piece, why the pilot 
would live to eat his supper, and the Navy or Army 
would start filling out order blanks. 

What had they asked for? 12G’s? Twelve times 
the pull of the earth’s gravity. Very well, old 
man—chump—bloody fool—you’ve got 10 G’s on 
there already. It is pushing your 187 pounds of 
weight down under the seat of your pants with 
about 1,680 pounds of pressure! Never mind how 
much more you can stand. You can’t stand the 
pressure as it is. Your brain cells are about to burst. 
Your backbone is curved like a hoop. Your guts are 
all tangled up with your liver. You need an iron 
corset to hold your stomach in. Failing that, you 
must yell at the top of your voice if your lungs will 
permit you. Eleven G’s! Yell! 

Four thousand feet to the earth. It’s very solid-
down there. It won’t give way when you hit it or 
bounce you back in the air like a rubber ball. Now 
pull back on the stick. Pull, if you can. You need a 
team of horses to pull it back for you. Maybe a tank 
would be better. Your eyeballs have popped out. 
They’ve gone overboard along with a couple of 
rivets that flew past your head like shrapnel. You 
aren’t human anymore. You’re—you’re just a 
thing. 

But incredibly you hold together, and so does 
the plane. The hands of man made the plane and 
did a remarkable job of it. 12 G’s! But only God 
could have performed the miracle of fashioning a 
human body able to withstand such a terrific 
pounding and, after a short rest, function normally 
again. 
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Those were Brant Conway’s thoughts, 
reminiscences, as he ploughed through the oozy 
slime of a dark jungle, and Les (Toucan) Peters 
seemed to read then, for he said. 

“Yes sir! quite a guy—that Ken Jeffries.” 
“So you’ve said before.” 
 

HE P-40 lay in an abandoned paddy-field on 
the edge of the forest, mired down to her belly. 

At a safe distance that great and fearsome lord of 
the night, a tiger, watched the plane with burning 
curiosity, only to steal sinuously away when he 
caught a whiff of his most dreaded enemy. 

It rained during the night, and even with the 
help of a gang of coolies it was a Herculean task to 
pull the pursuit plane across the swamp to drier 
land. However, it was accomplished shortly after 
dawn, the gasoline poured in tanks, the ammunition 
put aboard, and with the sun painting the jungle in 
the most glorious purples and greens, silvering the 
drops of rain as they fell off the wings, the P-40 
took to the air, heading south. In that manner Brant 
Conway came to the AVG field then at Lashio. 

Here several hundred Chinese coolies, with 
some of the more willing Burmese, had provided 
an operating base and surfaced the runways. To 
protect planes and machine shops from bombs, 
hidden shelters had been built, and the fuel tanks 
buried. 

When Les Peters set the pursuit ship down the 
first to come running over the tarmac to greet him 
was his teammate Red Willis. 

“Running out on me, eh?” he shouted above the 
noise of the idling motors. “I told ‘em you’d make 
it.” He gave him a friendly jolt in the ribs. “I said if 
your plane was busted you’d fly out of there 
yourself, carrying the forty on your back.” 

Willis, at one time a stunt flyer for the 
Hollywood studios, was short and wiry. His impish 
face was browned almost to blackness, so deeply 
creased that it defied an approximation of his age. 
He had eyes of a startling blue, topped off by a 
thatch of bright red hair. A queer looking monkey, 
deadly in combat, and absolutely fearless. 

“Red—meet Brant Conway,” Peters said. “He’s 
joining us.” 

“‘Brant Conway?” Red stared with a mixture of 
puzzlement and admiration in his blue eyes, before 
thrusting out a hand large in proportion to the rest 
of his body. 

“Howdy, Brant,” he said unconventionally. 

“Hello, Red.” 
Like all the AVG flyers, Willis had heard of the 

intrepid ace who had fought single-handed on the 
Chinese front. He had met him on occasion some 
years previously in various California airports, but 
then his name hadn’t been Brant Conway. 

“We had some fun round here this morning,” 
Willis said. “Six Zeros came over for a look-see 
and we brought two of ‘em down with antiaircraft, 
one in fairly good condition. I’m telling you the 
Japs have a hell of a sweet-fighting job. Wait till 
you see it.” 

 
HEY crossed over to the secret shelters where 
Brant met a number of other AVG flyers and 

was introduced to their famous mentor and captain. 
He was familiar with the revolutionary method of 
air combat as practiced by the Flying Tigers which 
partly accounted for their amazing supremacy over 
the Japs, and now he heard it again from lips of 
their tall captain. 

“I don’t have to tell you what I know about the 
Nipponese,” he smiled, “for you know as much, 
and more, than I do. But in this outfit we never fly 
alone. Always, except in special cases, we fly in 
teams of two. Make your ammunition count, 
because it’s scarcer than hen’s teeth. We don’t try 
to get every one of the enemy. We strike hard and 
then head for the roost. Glad to have you with us, 
Conway. General Chiang Kai-shek hated to let you 
go, but I finally persuaded him.” 

Brant, as tall as the captain, said nothing. 
When the captain had gone, members of the 

AVG crowded around the newcomer plying him 
with questions. Was it true that a Cambodian 
princess had fallen in love with him? What about 
the rubies given him by rich Chinese, the priceless 
pieces of jade? 

Brant laughed. 
“You’ll be flying for chicken feed now,” Red 

Willis joshed him. 
“From all accounts, he don’t need the money,” 

someone said. 
Chicken feed! Well the AVG pilots were paid 

the equivalent of $600 a month, in addition to $500 
for every Japanese plane knocked down, on the 
hard and fast principle that it must be found and 
identified. Enemy ships smashed on the ground 
didn’t count. 

“And we figure we’ve destroyed over two 
hundred on the ground,” Les Peters said. 
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The AVG was still pleading with Washington 
for more pursuit planes and bombers. The promise 
of them, and their delayed arrival, was the main 
topic of conversation amongst the pilots, for they 
seldom spoke about themselves, their adventures, 
their exploits. 

“We were down to only twelve pursuits one 
time,” Jimmy Frettson said. He had flown the 
Alaska mail before coming east. “Only twelve, and 
every one of them had holes in wing and fuselage 
like Swiss cheese.” 

They were short of planes even now, and it was 
only because Charlie (One-eye) Bade had been 
wounded in yesterday’s dog-fight, catching a bullet 
near the spine, that Conway’s services could be 
utilized. He was given Bade’s pursuit ship, which 
the over-worked mechanics were patching up. 

“I’d like to see that Zero,” he requested. 
“Didn’t you ever see one before?” 
Brant grinned. “Not while my dogs were on 

terra firma.” 
 

HE Jap fighter had been hauled to one of the 
shelters, and Red Willis led the way there, 

flanked on one side by the muscular Peters and on 
the other side by the tall handsome Conway. From 
the first the three men were drawn together by 
something they had in common. It might be called 
reckless daring, flying skill above and beyond that 
ordinarily possessed by the best trained airman. It 
also had a dash of team play in it, unspoken loyalty 
to the Alma Mater of forgetting their pasts. 

The Zero’s wings had been shorn off six or 
seven feet from the fuselage, as though cut off by a 
circular saw. On the fuselage itself, a red circle was 
painted about two feet in diameter and behind it 
was a broad red stripe. 

“The flight commander’s plane,” Brant 
observed. “What happened to him?” 

“Killed.” 
Making an absorbed study of the ship, Conway 

praised many features of it. “We had ‘em all 
wrong, I’m afraid,” he conceded, referring to 
America’s dismissal of the Japs, as being 
pushovers. 

Peters agreed with him. “Sure. Remember the 
one about a single U.S. battleship blowing their 
whole navy clean out of the water.” 

“Dam’ clever these Japs, please,” Red Willis 
said. 

“Look at that landing-gear job,” Brant enthused. 

“It folds all the way up into the fuselage, making it 
completely smooth, and giving the ship that much 
more speed. We haven’t anything as good as that. 
Not that I know of.” 

“We knock ‘em over just the same.” 
“The whole ship is flush-riveted,” Brant 

continued. “Only a few protuberances, which 
means a minimum of air resistance.” 

The Zero was equipped with twin-row radial 
engines of fourteen cylinders similar to the Pratt 
Whitney wasp, developing an approximate 1000 
horsepower. There were two 20-mm cannon, one in 
each wing, with two synchronized 7.7-mm machine 
guns which shot through the propeller. On top of 
the throttle was a lever with which the pilot, using 
his left thumb, could select his guns. If he pushed it 
backward he could fire his cannons and machine-
guns simultaneously. 

“Well we can do that—and more,” Conway 
said. He straightened, his eyes narrowing a little, a 
hard glint in them, as he gazed into the distance. 
“It’s always unwise to under-estimate an enemy,” 
he said. 

 
WILIGHT was purpling Lashio’s big clay 
field, the setting sun gilding the tamarisks and 

bayon trees on the temple-dotted hills to the east. In 
the mess of the two-story wooden building, Sino-
American officers were drinking tea. The AVG 
kept more to themselves in their quarters, spinning 
yarns and drinking beer, because they could afford 
it and also because it could be served reasonably 
cool. Word came over the transmitter that two P-
40’s were coming in. The words sounded matter of 
fact as they rode the air waves, but the import 
struck a chill. 

“Tommy Pierson calling. Get the butterfly net. 
Port engine on fire. Wing about to come off. Catch 
me when I fall. Otherwise unhurt. That’s all.” 

They rushed out to the field, its burned clay hot 
as the top of an oven. The two pursuits came down 
one behind the other in a straight line. It was 
readily seen which was Tommy Pierson’s ship by 
the smoke and flames pouring from the port engine. 
The leader took to the air again to give Pierson the 
whole field. 

He needed it the way he came wobbling in. At 
the correct distance he cut his remaining engine, 
gliding down for a landing. 

“Stand clear,” he was yelling. “She’s going to 
crack—and I’ve a jammed bomb under the seat of 
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my pants. Stand clear—you dopes!” 
His landing gear stood the gaff when the wheels 

touched, but the plane lurched a little and off came 
the damaged wing, ripping away with the sound of 
tearing canvas. The P-40 bumped, while dense 
clouds of smoke enveloped the cockpit. The ship 
lurched around like a dog with its leg broken, 
pitched on her nose and turned over on her back. 

Men ran toward her, but Brant Conway reached 
there first. In this, his initial membership in the 
AVG, in a few life-or-death moments, his fellow 
fliers stood aghast at his utter recklessness, his 
crazed disregard of danger. 

They saw him plunge into the hot black smoke, 
but they couldn’t see what he was doing there. In 
an astonishingly short time—what seemed to me 
seconds—he emerged from the smoking wreckage 
dragging a man by the collar of his coverall. The 
man, Tommy Pierson, was black of face as an 
Akim savage, one limp hand which trailed on the 
clay was red with blood. Conway himself appeared 
unsinged, half black-face, half white. The P-40 
blazed furiously—another precious pursuit gone!—
despite water poured on it from the emergency 
hose. The bomb held fast in the rack. 

Later on, with Tommy Pierson’s arm in a sling, 
his eyebrows and part of his hair burnt off, the boys 
decided that it was a day worth celebrating. Five 
more Zeros had been added to the toll, Pierson 
accounting for three—although he couldn’t claim 
the $1500 bonus for them, not knowing precisely 
where they had crashed. Worth celebrating, too, 
was the advent of Brant Conway. 

 
E, CONWAY, was in good form, had become 
less taciturn, more friendly. It was as though, 

by his rescue of Tommy Pierson, some burden was 
lifted from his soul. His fine baritone voice 
sweetened the sour notes of the piano in the mess, 
whose innards were mildewed by the humid 
climate. Several of its keys refused to make a 
sound. 

 
‘Er petticoat was yaller an’ 
‘er little cap was green, 
An’ ‘er name was Supi-yaw-at 
Jes’ the same as Theebaw’s Queen. 
 
The AVG, drinking their beer, eagerly waited to 

join in the rollicking chorus, grins on their faces, 
content in their eyes: eyes that had stared Death out 

of countenance a hundred times and, perchance, 
would do so as many times again. And Death, ever-
present, regarded them from his shadowy hovering, 
his talons foiled, as their roaring voices drove him 
out of the room—although he didn’t have to go 
very far to claim another victim. Brant Conway 
sang alone: 

 
Bloomin’ idol made o’ mud 
Wot they called the Great God 
Budd 
Plucky lot she cared for idols 
When I kissed ‘er where she stud! 
On the road to Mandalay— 
 
The AVG flyers put all they had into the chorus. 

Let the bombs fall! As long as you roared out a 
song in unison you couldn’t hear their bloody 
bombs! 

 
On the road to Mandalay— 
 
The door of the mess opened and Frank Welling 

came into view in a room thick with tobacco 
smoke. He was Charlie Bade’s flying partner, and 
his face was twitching as though he had the tic. 

“—hate to interrupt your fun, fellers,” he was 
trying to say, having difficulty in making himself 
heard. 

“Come on, Frankie—let’s hear that basso 
profundo of yours.” 

“Pipe down, will you, fellers?” 
They saw, then, that something was wrong. The 

singing died away and the Unseen Shadow no 
doubt derived a macabre satisfaction from it. 

“It’s One-eye—fellers,” Frank Welling 
stammered in the sudden hush of the room. “He—
he wants to say goodbye to you.” 

They filed out of there, shoulders slumped, 
made their way to the hospital ward. There was a 
nurse at the foot of Charlie Bade’s cot and, 
standing beside her, the AVG captain. 

Many a Japanese flyer had seen the black patch 
over Bade’s sightless eye, and for all of them that 
was the last thing they had seen on this earth. Now 
the sight in the other eye was slowly fading as it 
gallantly smiled a farewell. 

“It was great being with you, fellows. Worth 
living for—worth the dying. I wouldn’t have had it 
any other way. When you get back home be sure to 
tell that to my wife, and also give her my love. 
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And—and”—his voice trailed away—“keep ‘em 
flying.” 

They couldn’t say a word. They just stood there 
stricken dumb with grief, tears in their eyes, 
watching him go to an adventure beyond his or 
their reckoning, all of them resolved to avenge his 
passing. And as they mourned him with bowed 
heads the radio blared out a message: 

 
“Japanese advanced units have entered 

Rangoon.” 
 
The Rising Sun was pushing on in a thousand 

little yellow streams which seemingly couldn’t be 
stopped. The AVG captain immediately gave 
orders for an attack in bombing force at dawn, the 
P-40’s escorting them. 

 
HEY buried Charlie Bade that night, not far 
away from one of his adversaries, the Jap 

flight-commander of the captured Zero. Then a 
council of operations was held, in accordance with 
the latest advices from the retiring command in 
Rangoon. Maps were studied, formation decided 
upon. It was found that Brant Conway couldn’t 
team up in the customary AVG mode of fighting, 
his plane being the odd one, so he gained the 
captain’s consent to fly with Peters and Willis in a 
sort of triangle formation. In that way the Three 
Musketeers came into being to terrify their 
opponents and make them the most feared combat 
unit in the Indo-China skies. 

The flight took off as dawn was powdering the 
temples on the distant hills. The bombers went in 
first, unloading their missiles of destruction where 
they would do the most good; and eighty Japanese 
planes, coming off their carriers in the bay, rose to 
meet them. The Flying Tigers slashed into them, 
spitting and cursing, and blasted twenty-two of 
them out of the sky roseate with the soft tones of 
morning. 

The Bay of Bengal was a royal-blue carpet as 
far as a pilot could see. Stationary clouds, white 
and substantial as blobs of wool, seemed suspended 
from on high by invisible wires. This celestial 
battlefield now became festooned with swirling 
ribbons of smoke, black, white, grey from exhaust 
and engine, with planes falling straight down, 
sending up splashes of white foam in the blue sea, 
with other planes falling like twisting leaves. 
Through all this was a crazy quilt of red and yellow 

tracer bullets, the pink or orange slabs of bursting 
cannon, the flashes of antiaircraft shells from 
below. On the water front ships jammed with little 
yellow men were blown sky-high in the midst of 
clouds of acrid smoke and wicked tongues of 
flames. Early morning, the Rising Sun, over 
Rangoon! 

Conway flew behind and slightly above Red 
Willis and Les Peters, and what they missed he 
seldom failed to kill. It was astonishing how 
effective the formation proved to be. A flight of 
twelve Zeros tore in from the sea, flying four 
diamond formations, one behind the other. The 
three P-40’s without altering their formation by a 
hair’s breadth, went right through them. Conway 
slugged a very accurate burst of .303 into a timid 
Zero and the Jap came apart in the air very much 
like a mechanical puzzle gone wrong, bits of him 
unwinding in all directions. Zero fire had stitched 
an oblique perforation along Les Peters’ fuselage 
without causing more damage. Conway’s right 
wing was gashed by a shell splinter. Out of the 
corner of a very busy eye he watched Jimmy 
Frettson fall away a streamer of smoke whirling 
like a barber’s pole behind him. Jimmy got free, 
opened his chute, but he was falling into the bay 
with nothing in sight to pick him up in a friendly 
way. 

 
RANT Conway poured out the concentrated 
hate of all his guns into two Zeros bent to 

meet him head on, and felt the spew of lead singing 
about his ears. He swept in to about twenty yards 
from another Zero, made his guns talk, saw the 
pilot slump as though his spine had cracked in half. 

Swooping up he looked around. To his intense 
mortification he found he had lost formation. Too 
long a time flying alone for the ‘Issimo! Brant 
cupped his flap mike with his left hand and tried to 
get in touch with Les Peters or Red Willis. They 
didn’t answer. Too busy attending to their muttons. 

Brant climbed, wanting elevation to come in 
where it would count. As he climbed he saw a T 
outlined against a cloud, and even from the 
distance he knew it wasn’t a Zero, or any plane 
made in Japan. Maneuvering for position Brant 
realized that it was a Messerschmitt 109 F, a 
formidable fighter. He knew, of course, that 
German airmen were engaged in training the 
Japanese in the arts of air combat, but it was 
seldom that their Messerschmitts went into action 
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for benefit of the Mikado. This German was 
evidently sitting up there hovering over the 
dogfight like a peregrine falcon waiting to pounce. 
Brant couldn’t resist tangling up with him. 

He pressed the button by way of a dare, Wrrpp! 
Wrrpp! closed in. The wail of the slipstream, the 
shriek of the supercharger—everything merged 
blindingly to a maneuvering for position at terrific 
speed. In the next instant the German had executed 
a brilliant turn and had Brant in his coat pocket! 
Brant slidslipped, zoomed, turned cartwheels in the 
air, went into a dive, but couldn’t shake the 
Messerschmitt loose. 

Several times Brant waited for it, waited with a 
stout heart, yet a heart that had not yet atoned for 
something he had done back home, a crime 
committed in a desperate, insane moment. Why 
didn’t the German let his guns rip? Did he first 
want his Nazi pound of flesh? He had him set for 
the kill, and yet he wanted to torture him as a 
Gestapo agent does a Jew. 

“Calling Conway! Calling Conway!” he heard 
in his ear phones. “Close formation, Conway. Close 
formation.” 

Close formation! That was Les (Toucan) Peters 
yapping. “Sorry Toucan,” Brant said between 
clenched teeth. “I’m kind of busy here at the 
moment.” 

He was down pretty low now—7000 feet. The 
bottle-green flora of the Burmese hills and valleys 
lurched up to meet him. In frantic anger Brant 
flipped the P-40 upside down. He didn’t care, 
didn’t know, what he was doing. To his amazement 
the reckless maneuver brought him out on the 
German’s rudder. Instantly he made his guns rattle 
and watched the bullets rip along the blue fuselage. 
But the German wheeled and tore upward out of a 
loop. Brant’s guns spat again, the bullets slashing 
through one of the wings. The slightest touch of his 
left rudder and the Messerschmitt caught a full 
blast. 

He fell away sideways, then went spinning 
down to the lush vegetation below, Brant after him. 
For good measure he pumped another round into 
him that cut away a wing tip. At about 1000 feet 
the German, in some remarkable manner, 
straightened out. But Brant had the hook into him 
now, and he watched his .303 rip down the center 
of the fuselage to the enclosed cockpit, and holding 
his thumb on the button the bullets spewed into the 
German’s back, into his shoulders, into his neck! 

The Messerschmitt went down, crashed, burst into 
flames. Natives, like ants, were running away from 
the scene as if from the devil. 

 
OOKING around him to get his bearings, 
Brant saw that during the short action he had 

come inland some fifty miles from Rangoon. The 
AVG raid there was plainly over. The P-40’s and 
bombers, what remained of them, had streaked for 
the base. And then, all at once, he realized 
something far more crucial to his peace of mind. 
His gas tank was about empty. Certainly he didn’t 
have enough fuel to reach Lashio. 

Roughly he was a hundred miles from there, 
over the Sittang River. To the right of him was the 
inaccessible Shan Plateau. He had a bare chance of 
reaching Salween, but it was off the Burma Road 
and he had no idea if he could refuel there or 
whether there was any kind of a field on which he 
could land. For his first engagement with the 
AVG’s Brant Conway didn’t think he had much to 
brag about. 

He flew on, praying for luck, the gas indicator at 
zero. Cutting his engines for a hit-or-miss glide in, 
he saw that Salween had been systematically 
bombed, practically destroyed. To the left of the 
town a large country house with white minarets 
stood in the midst of carefully preserved lawns, the 
whole surrounded by banyan trees and tararisks. It 
was sharply salient because it alone had escaped 
Japanese bombing. 

Brant thanked his stars for if, and side-slipped in 
gracefully, putting his wheels on the lawn and 
running to a stop. He hopped out and inspected the 
damage to the pursuit plane which was plenty. 
However it was nothing too serious, nothing that 
the mechanics at Lashio couldn’t fix. 

Two Burmese servants, turbaned, clad in long 
Indian trousers, came from the house and made a 
salaam before him. Their English was halting, but 
what it lacked in accent was made up for by an 
unctuous politeness. 

“I’d like to get some gas,” Brant told them. 
“Fuel—petrol.” 

Deferentially they grinned, showing white teeth. 
“Yes, sahib. Our great one, lord and master, wish 
you come in house. Go, please.” 

They declined to walk in front of him, so Brant 
strode across the lawn to the house wondering just 
who this “lord and master” might be. He had not 
long to find out for he was waiting for him on the 

L



 THE FLYING TIGERS 11 

tiled portico: a short fat little man wearing the 
white linens of a European, his round face, dark as 
teakwood, beaming with Buddha-like 
knowledgeability, a hint of something crafty, 
insidious, in his dark brown eyes. 

“Ah!” he said in perfect English, “my good 
friend Mr. Conway. Welcome to my house.” 

 
E WAS Sir Gundra Dassam, a Burma 
merchant, enormously wealthy. Conway had 

met him in Chungking around the headquarters of 
Chiang Kai-shek where, apparently, his supplies 
were more welcome than his presence. 

Educated at Oxford, scholar and linguist, 
devoted to the principals of the Indian Pondit 
Nehru, he was a troublesome advocate of the 
freedom of Burma from British rule. 

“By the look of you, you’ve been to the wars,” 
he smiled. 

Brant mentioned the morning raid over 
Rangoon. “The Japs have landed in force there.” 

Sir Gundra nodded as though he had full 
knowledge of the situation. “I don’t think we have 
much to fear,” he said. 

“I was thinking of myself,” Brant answered him 
subtly. “I’ve run out of gas, and I’m anxious to 
return to our base.” 

“At Lashio, I believe?” 
About to reply in the affirmative, Brant checked 

himself and asked if Sir Gundra could supply him 
with gasoline. 

“I think that can be arranged. Unfortunately the 
Japanese discovered the presence here of vast 
reserves of British munitions, and they bombed us 
last night and again this morning. I doubt if there’s 
much left. We may have to send elsewhere for you, 
and that will take time. At any rate, my dear 
Conway, you must stay overnight with us.” 

“You have a telephone?” 
The rich Burman pointed. 
Deciding to proceed with caution, Brant was 

able to reach the operator in Mandalay. He gave his 
name and location and asked that the AVG 
headquarters be informed. A servant brought him a 
cooling drink, and in a moderate bathroom, replete 
with silver fittings and mosaic tiles, he washed the 
grime of battle from his hands and face. 

Every courtesy was given him by the unctuous 
Sir Gundra and his servants. In a patio, cooled by 
waving palms in the hands of Burmese boys, a 
lunch was laid out for him on spotless napery. A 

young girl of about eighteen joined them at the 
table. She was the most graceful thing Brant 
Conway had ever cast his eyes on, an Indian 
costume of green silk draped about her shapely 
figure, her oval face golden-brown, eyes soft and 
large as those of a fawn. 

“My daughter Kali,” Sir Gundra introduced. He 
pronounced the name Karlee. 

Brant Conway towered above her, and her 
beautiful eyes studied him in rapt attention until, 
suddenly, she made him a curtsy. 

The girl emphasized, to Brant, the incredible 
change of environment that had come about so 
swiftly. It seemed to him that not five minutes ago 
he had been surrounded by tracer bullets and 
bursting shells, every ingenuity man could devise 
for death and destruction. And now, in startling 
contrast, this. 

“Petrol is on the way for you,” Sir Gundra 
purred, “from Toungoo. But it cannot reach here 
before morning. Until then I am yours to command. 
You play chess?” 

“I’m afraid not.” 
“A pity.” 
 

HE girl sat with jeweled hands folded in her 
lap, her shy gaze mesmerized by Conway as if 

he were a strange god, veneration in her eyes. She 
took no part in the conversation which her father 
directed. He frankly criticized the British 
warmongers for provoking the catastrophe of 
Europe, and said he had long since predicted the 
fall of Hong Kong and Singapore. “A rank, stupid 
underestimation of Japanese power,” he said 
affably, with a suggestion that the white man’s loss 
of prestige in the East satisfied him enormously. 

“Now your own country, the United States, 
must suffer for it,” he told Conway. “Japan 
continually warned her what to expect.” 

There was an angry retort on Brant’s lips, but he 
amended it. “They warned us with a stab in the 
back.” 

“Burma will fall,” Sir Gundra went on placidly, 
“and India will be lost to the Empire. That is as it 
should be. My heart goes out to the people of 
China, but they have been led astray, willfully, by 
British capitalists. Jawaharial Nehru, one of the 
most brilliant thinkers it has ever been my privilege 
to meet, promised China his word—in a sense 
India’s word—years ago. But he remains 
convinced that for India, with all her teeming 
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millions, to help China in her present grave need, it 
is first essential that India be free.” 

“That’s all right with me,” Conway said, “and 
with my country. And, I believe, with the British 
Empire. Our object is to free all people. That will 
not be accomplished until the German and Japanese 
militarists are exterminated. Exterminated 
ruthlessly,” he repeated with some heat, “with no 
more consideration than we’d give to the 
extermination of rats.” 

After lunch, he, his host, and the girl Kali 
walked across the lawn to inspect the P-40. Wings, 
fuselage, rudder, were perforated with bullet holes, 
gashed by pieces of shell. Mute testimony of the 
visitation of recurring Death beyond even the 
imagination of all but combat airmen! Kali’s eyes 
widened in horror at what she saw, and in cultured 
English she spoke for the first time. 

“But how did you escape?” 
Brant laughed. “Pure luck, I guess.” Fascinated, 

she appeared so anxious to learn all she could about 
a plane which, only that morning, had been through 
a maelstrom of death, that Brant asked her if she 
would like to sit in the cockpit. Kali shrank away 
from the suggestion, although her frightened eyes 
still registered her admiration of him. 

The day wore on to a twilight grape-purple in 
tone, and Conway saw that he was indeed stranded 
here for the night. It seemed to him that Sir Gundra 
Dassam, for all his overt hospitality, was making 
no effort to supply him with the needed gasoline, 
beyond saying it was on the way from Toungoo. 

 
IGHT fell blackly with a crimson glow in the 
direction of Rangoon, and fires still burning in 

Salween a mile away. Brant had walked there on 
foot, but had been unsuccessful in his quest for gas. 
Now, after Kali had played a Burmese mandolin 
for them, singing in a low tone the native songs, the 
call of sleep drugged him. He had been up all the 
night before studying plans for his first AVG battle. 

Making his excuses he went to his room. He had 
partly undressed there in the dark when a knock 
sounded on the door. Opening it he saw Kali. 

“Don’t leave your plane unguarded,” she 
whispered. 

“Why?” 
“I daren’t say any more.” 
“Thanks.” 
For whatever reason she had warned him, it was 

a message he couldn’t ignore. Brant dressed again, 

made sure of his revolver, then stepped out on the 
balcony. It was about ten feet from the ground, and 
he swung his long legs over it, lowered himself 
down to his full length, let go his grasp on the 
balcony floor, and dropped. Shaded lights showed 
in the lower rooms of the house, and he walked 
past them on the lawn in the direction of the P-40, 
prepared to spend the night there without sleep. 

The grass was too damp to lie on, so he climbed 
into the cockpit that had been an inferno of noise 
during the morning. Silent now, very silent. The 
hush of his surroundings gradually lulled him 
despite every effort to keep awake. He had painful 
dreams, the worst being about a dentist with the 
Buddha features of Sir Gundra Dassam drilling one 
of his teeth. 

Instantly Brant was alert. Someone was sawing 
through a part of his plane. The landing gear! He 
threw a flashlight on the scene, the revolver cocked 
in his right hand. Terrified little brown faces peered 
up at him. Burmese. Naked but for loin-cloths. 
Brant sprang down, but all he could see were two 
or three forms speeding through the dark. 

Investigating, he found a steel saw smeared with 
grease under the front wheels. A slight mark had 
been made in the main prop of the landing gear. 
Luckily the damage didn’t amount to anything. 
Silently Brant again thanked the girl for warning 
him, and he recalled a remark uttered by Sir 
Gundra. 

“Burma will fall!” 
“Yes,” Brant thought, “with the help of the 

treacherous Burmese themselves. How in hell am I 
going to get out of here?” 

The night wore on with irritating slowness, and 
again in the direction of Rangoon the dark sky was 
lurid with the reflection of flame. A dull detonation 
increased the glow. 

“That’s gasoline,” Brant grinned ironically. 
“Tens of thousands of barrels of it, blown up by the 
British. And all I want is a measly fifty gallons or 
so.” 

He determined to have a show-down with Sir 
Gundra in the morning, and also ask for some 
explanation of the attempt to sabotage his plane. 
This, however, wasn’t necessary. Shortly after 
dawn had painted the grounds and tamarisks with 
unbelievable beauty, out of the sky came a P-40. It 
circled the house once and came down to taxi 
across the lawn, drawing up a wing-length from 
Conway. Toucan stepped out. 

 N
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Brant threw a flashlight on the scene. Terrified Burmese 

peered up at him. 
 

“What’s going on here?” he wanted to know. 
“Quitting the war to go to a tea party? Or is this”—
he was looking at the ornate house—“where you 
store all your jewels?” 

“That’s it,” Brant grinned. “Did you bring any 
gas with you?” 

“What else? But how come, soldier?” Brant 
explained the situation, and while Peters began to 
unload gasoline cans he strolled across the lawn to 
the house. One of the servants was astir, bowing 
and salaaming to him, and then the girl Kali came 
into view, her soft eyes gleaming, her costume a 
soft white silk. 

“I’d like a word with your father.”  
“He’s still asleep, I’m afraid.”  
“Well, tell him I won’t need the gasoline he said 

he ordered. Thanks for everything,” he saluted her, 
“and my special thanks to you.” 

He turned away, walked back to the planes, 
helped Les Peters pour sixty gallons into his tanks, 
climbed aboard and took off leaving a litter of 
empty cans on the lawn. And from the portico of 
her home a Burma girl named Kali watched him 
until he was a tiny speck vanishing northward. 

 
T LASHIO he reported to his captain, filed his 
report with the recording officer, and received 

credit from eyewitnesses of three Zeros flamed. He 
mentioned the Messerschmitt, too, and while none 
of them could verify it the AVG crowded around 
him to get the details. 

The raid on Rangoon had been a great success 
except that Jimmy Frettson and Ronny Willercy 
had failed to return. Also one of the bombers had 
crashed. Still, in all, the battle hadn’t been too 
expensive. Three planes lost against twenty-two 
Japs! Yet the AVG was wretchedly outnumbered, 
and could only halt the cursed Nipponese advance. 
They needed a couple of hundred P-40’s, instead of 
the mere handful that was left. 

When Brandt and Les Peters were alone, the 
latter said: 

“Know a guy by the name of Doanes? Martin Z. 
Doanes? Short, fat little guy. Walks pigeon-toed.” 

“I guess so,” Brant said. “He introduced himself 
a few days ago in Laoshan—where you picked me 
up. Said he was a representative of the Armour 
Packing Company, Chicago.” 

“Didn’t believe him, did you?” 
“Why not?” 
“He’s a dick,” Toucan said with finality. “It’s 

written all over him. That guy has an extra ticket in 
his pocket. Free passage back to the good old 
U.S.A. And he don’t plan to go back there alone.” 

Brant Conway lapsed into silence. 
“FBI man,” Toucan said. “Uncle Sam has an 

awful long arm when he wants to reach out to make 
a guy toe the line. Strange thing about that. Mr. 
Whiskers doesn’t care how much dough he spends 
just for the privilege of locking a guy up. He keeps 
after him until he gets him, war or no war.” 

“How did you meet this Martin Z. Doanes?” 
Brant’s voice was just the least bit unsteady. 

“Right here. Yesterday afternoon.” 
“What did he have to say?” 
“He asked for you!” 
Brant tried to speak flippantly. “That was kind 

of him. Where is he now?” 
Toucan shrugged his powerful shoulders. “The 

captain told him to get the hell out of here and 
peddle his papers elsewhere. Nosy little guy. He 
came to me asking if I knew you.” 

“What did you say?” 
“I said yes—I had known you. I told him we 

buried you yesterday after that raid on Rangoon. 

A



 FIVE-NOVELS MONTHLY 14 

Me and Red Willis, took him to the grave of that 
Jap flight leader. ‘He’s down there if you want to 
speak to him,’ I said. Martin Z. Doanes looked like 
he was going to bust out crying. ‘That’s too bad,’ 
he said. ‘I took quite a liking to him in Laoshan.’“ 

 
IR battles followed each other in unending 
succession, and took further toll of the P-40’s. 

The AVG rounded up Chinese coolies to penetrate 
deep into the jungle of the Shan Plateau to sabotage 
bits of planes, motors, anything that was not 
smashed or burned, with which to patch up their 
battle wounded ships. 

They also developed a tricky ability to snatch 
fuel and ammunition for the Flying Tigers. Chinese 
Commandos would swoop down the hills on an 
unsuspecting Jap column, coming away with booty 
the AVG could use. Indeed, it was said that some 
of the Indian troops were sufferers in this respect, 
for they were often puzzled by a ‘lost’ truck or 
cargo of ammunition. A stray consignment of 
engines, or parts of engines, would mysteriously 
vanish, ‘borrowings’ that helped to keep the Flying 
Tigers in the air, downing more Japs, which was 
more important than haphazard jungle fighting. 

Then, about this time, with radio messages 
pleading with Washington in vain, the Pan-
American Airways manager of China’s wartime 
airline happened to discover what amounted to a 
goldmine on the Calcutta docks. Amongst lease-
lend supplies from the U.S. were twenty-six cases 
of P-40 parts. The manager, friend of Captain 
Claire L. Chennault, convinced the British that he 
knew where the parts were to go, and he signed a 
receipt before the proper papers showed up for the 
shipment. Relays of planes left the Dum Dum 
airport and flew these thirteen tons of parts to the 
AVG base at Lashio. Two days later the Flying 
Tigers shot down twenty-six more Jap planes, and 
Brant Conway ran his total to fourteen without 
receiving a scratch. 

The sons of Nippon kept advancing, the British 
steadily falling back. In this retreat under 
conditions of indescribable hardship were stories of 
heroism that will never be told. The Japs had 
landed from the sea at Akyab, pushing up the coast 
in the direction of Chittagong, taking the oilfields 
at Yenangyaung. Oil tanks and wells were ablaze, 
the harassed British sacrificing themselves by 
hundreds to destroy the last remaining thing of 
value in the path of the Jap army. 

In the suffocating heat of forests and jungle, 
mercilessly attacked by huge, soundless 
mosquitoes, columns of retreating Indian and 
British soldiery, mixed with guns, overburdened 
donkeys, ambulances laden with wounded men, 
cried aloud in the dark for water. In the flickering 
light of lanterns tortured faces with drooping, wide-
open mouths told of a punishing day’s march in a 
heat that congealed the blood in a man’s veins. A 
ghastly, haggard army in which even the wounded 
had to walk, Japanese snipers at their heels. 

Meanwhile the Flying Tigers’ Three Musketeers 
were an established novelty of the AVG, well 
deserving that name. They practiced their technique 
with inexhaustible persistence until it was perfect. 

It was a sight to see them take off, for they flew 
in a triangle formation as if tied together by wire. 
Brant Conway leading, Peters on the right of them 
just behind, Red Willis on his left. By that exact 
formation you could tell who they were when they 
were ten to fifteen thousand feet in the air, a tiny 
triangle of black dots against a crimson sky. 

To land at the base again, they would execute a 
turnover and power-dive, cleanly angled. Then with 
uncanny skill they would pull out of the dive, 
slowing their speed, and sideslip into the field. 
Each plane touched wheels to the ground 
simultaneously as they ran to a stop, their triangle 
formation not changing by so much as an inch—or 
so it seemed. 

But they had other deadly tricks up their 
sleeves, peculiar only to themselves. One of them, 
practiced to seconds of timing, they called the 
‘lame duck game!’ 

 
NE late afternoon Chinese scouting planes 
located a fleet of forty-two Japanese bombers 

in an airdrome at Toungoo camouflaged by mango 
trees. The AVG went after them with bombers, 
escorted by the trio flying at 18,000 feet. Far below 
the enemy planes could be spotted by the flames 
from their exhausts, for it was growing dark. The 
bombs were unloaded right in the midst of them, 
creating terrific damage and great fires. Four Jap 
pursuits were seen to take off and give battle, and 
Conway and his flight dove on them in triangle 
formation, sending two of the Japs crashing out of 
combat, while severely slashing ribbons out of a 
third. The fourth Jap lammed it out of there as fast 
as he could. 

By this time the AVG bombers were on their 
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way home without a casualty. Loads of flak was 
coming up, and it was now dark enough for the 
searchlights. By rule the Musketeers should have 
followed their bombers, but they hung around 
flying at about 8000 feet. One searchlight in 
particular annoyed Conway. He spoke to Willis and 
Peters about it. 

“What say we give them the lame duck?” he 
asked. 

“Sure.” 
It was a night maneuver that most certainly 

terrified the operators of a searchlight. Already at 
Akyab and Yenangyaung searchlight crews had 
died at their posts without knowing what had struck 
them, so swiftly and brilliantly had the Musketeers 
put their coup-de-grace into effect. It was, of 
course, sheer deviltry. 

It consisted of daring on the part of Red Willis, 
who played the part of the lame duck, then 
perfection of timing on the part of Conway and 
Peters. 

Red usually went in at a height of 5000 feet, 
pretending to be trying to get away from a hooked-
on searchlight. Then he would flutter and fall in a 
spin as though he had been hit by ack-ack. This 
held the searchlight’s attention. 

In the meanwhile Conway and Les Peters would 
widely separate from each other, and from Willis. 
With their motors off they would dive from a great 
height and from different angles right at the base of 
the searchlight, crossing each other as they fired 
their guns and pulled out. By the accuracy of their 
instruments, synchronized in advance, everything 
timed in seconds of the clock, all three would join 
up together again in the dark. It would have been 
miraculous to watch in broad daylight, when, 
naturally, the operation wasn’t feasible.  

On this occasion Willis picked his two weaving 
searchlights and went in with his red thatch offered 
to the tomahawk. The triangle immediately broke 
up, Conway climbing west, Peters climbing east. 
Then at a great height they cruised in their own 
circles, waiting for Willis to get tangled up in the 
searchlights. 

They didn’t have to wait long. He began by 
‘jinking’ on to a presumed target, a process 
whereby the plane alters height and course, 
swerving up and down and from side to side as the 
searchlights tried to hold him. The Japs could see 
the snarling saber-toothed tiger’s head painted on 
the prow of his plane, and when a superstitious son 

of Nippon sees a shark he begins quaking. Streams 
of tracer bullets, ranging in color from orange to 
greenish yellow were floating up towards him. 
They always seemed to travel slowly, falling back 
to the earth in a pretty fountain of fire. Suddenly 
Willis gave up his ‘jinking’ and began his lame 
duck game. 

Both Conway and Peters acted instantly, gliding 
down, dropping hundreds of feet every second, 
holding their noses and blowing hard to ease the 
pressure on their eardrums. Down they came to 
cross each other like black comets, holding the fire 
of their cannons and machine-guns until the exact 
moment when they could belch forth death with the 
most devastating results. 

And then for one instant, the sudden inferno of 
their gunfire coming from nowhere, froze the 
treacherous blood of little yellow men. Panic for 
one instant only. Hair standing on end. In the next 
instant their blood was being spilled on the 
Malayan soil, spilled in darkness, for the blinding 
rays of the searchlights had been extinguished like 
snuffed candles—and in that temporary 
pandemonium Red Willis and his falling P-40 
vanished. Deviltry! 

 
HREE quarters of an hour later, Conway led 
them over the flying field at Lashio where they 

blinked their signals and were given permission to 
come in. Lights were thrown on and off, and 
gauging the landing to a nicety they came down in 
their precise triangle. After filing their reports they 
made a bee-line for the bar in their mess, Les 
(Toucan) Peters ordering his gin and bitters, the 
others drinking beer. The three seldom spoke of 
their exploits, except to correct a mistake, or find 
ways of improving on a particular maneuver. Their 
records spoke for them. There were scores of holes 
in Red Willis’ plane which the ground crew would 
repair. In some amazing manner a tracer had ripped 
through his coverall under both knees without 
grazing him. He didn’t even mention it. 

Jack Trenholm, AVG flyer and aide to the 
captain, came into the bar. “Brant,” he said, “the 
Old Man wants a word with you in his office. 
There’s a guy there who wants to see you.” 

“I’ll be right along.” Brant calmly finished his 
beer. He looked at Peters and Willis and they 
looked at him. Not one of them said a word. 

Going to his quarters Brant started to rip off his 
flying clothes intending to wash and clean up 
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before presenting himself. But he changed his 
mind, went just as he was, the grime of battle on 
his hands and handsome head, with its thick, 
slightly mussed hair. 

He fully expected to find Martin Z. Doanes in 
the captain’s office, and his absence confused him 
for a moment. In his place was a tall, thin British 
officer who didn’t look fully dressed without a 
monocle in his eye. 

“Brant—meet Lieutenant Charteris of the 
British Command here in Burma. Lieutenant, this is 
Brant Conway.” 

“A pleasure,” the Englishman said, offering a 
hand small as a woman’s. 

“Brant,” the captain began, “I want you to tell 
Lieutenant Charteris about the adventure you had 
the other day when lack of fuel forced you down 
near Salween.” 

A sudden relief brought Conway a feeling of 
exhaustion and he dropped on a packing case that 
served as a chair. Briefly he mentioned the 
highlights of his visit to Sir Gundra Dassam, told 
about the warning given him by the girl, and the 
attempted damage to his plane. 

“His daughter, you say,” Charteris said in his 
Oxford accent. “Sir Gundra has been a widower for 
donkey’s years, and as far as we knew the marriage 
was childless. However it might well be that he has 
a daughter of eighteen.” 

He lit a cigarette from its round British tin, 
offered them to Brant, who declined. 

 
HE night before your raid on Rangoon,” the 
Englishman said, “Japanese bombers 

blasted our reserve oil supply, stores, and 
ammunition which we had secreted in Salween. 
The next morning they did a complete job of it.” 
Blue smoke left his mouth. “It was too accurate to 
have been a lucky hit. Somebody told the Japs 
where to unload.” 

Brant nodded his understanding. 
“Sir Gundra has been a thorn in our flesh here in 

Burma, you know, for quite some time. He claims 
to be an out-and-out pacifist, but we are beginning 
to have our doubts.” 

The conference, requested by the British 
Command, was being held behind a closed door. 
Now it suddenly burst open to reveal Willis and 
Peters, an expression on their homely faces that 
boded no good. 

“Yes?” the AVG captain said. “What do you 

want?” 
Their eyes searched the room, focusing on the 

English officer. “Nothing,” Les (Toucan) Peters 
said lamely. “Wrong room by mistake.” They 
backed out closing the door behind them again. 

“A serious thing has happened,” Charteris now 
continued, lowering his voice. “In the withdrawal 
of our forces, Captain Tancred, our most important 
liaison officer, failed to show up at his destination 
at Paoshano. His route lay through the smashed 
village of Salween. He was on friendly terms with 
Sir Gundra, able to converse with him in his 
language, Chinese and Japanese.” 

Charteris paused for a moment to let the 
significance of his next words sink in. “He was 
driving alone in a jeep. In his briefcase were the 
plans of our whole campaign in Burma, our attack 
and—if necessary—our withdrawal. 

“I am sure that at the slightest sign of his 
capture, Tancred would first destroy those plans at 
the sacrifice of his life! But if our suspicions are 
correct, he may have fallen a victim to Sir Gundra’s 
ingenious display of friendship. 

“We feel we could accomplish nothing by a 
visit to the house unless we took the bull by the 
horns, arrested him on suspicion, and took 
possession of the place. The Burmese are far from 
friendly toward us as it is. Such an action on our 
part might be disastrous at the present time. Would 
you be willing to fly in there again and check up on 
things for us?” 

“I guess so. I have a notion I wouldn’t be 
welcome.” 

“The girl seemed friendly enough to you,” 
Charteris hinted. “You’re a very handsome man, 
Conway. She might be useful to us if you—if 
you—” 

“No. That’s out. I’ll manage without her help.” 
Brant Conway spoke as though he had disdain for 
all women. Women were a favorite topic of 
discussion in the AVG, but Conway had never 
taken part in it. He would pass the prettiest nurse in 
Lashio without as much as a glance at her, 
seemingly unaware that she was around. The tale of 
the Cambodian princess supposed to be in love 
with him, if true, was tough luck for the princess. 

“It’s a ticklish situation, you know,” Charteris 
said nervously. “We’d like to wait another twenty-
four hours on the chance that Tancred may show 
up. Meanwhile, of course, the Japs are advancing 
up the Salween River—advancing rapidly.” 
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“I’ll tackle it any time you say,” Brant said to 
his captain. 

“You’d better take a bomber in there. You may 
need help. All right, Brant—that’s all for now.”  

Brant returned to the bar and ordered a stengah. 
“What’s frying?” Red Willis asked him. 
“I’ll let you know when the time comes.” 
 

HAT night the Japs struck back heavily at the 
AVG base, the Americans being notified of 

their approach by Chinese air-raid warning corps 
secreted in the hills, with portable radios. Bombs 
that tore great holes in the flying field were quickly 
filled by coolies ready to give their lives for the 
Flying Tigers at all times. They idolized Brant 
Conway. To the Chinese coolies he was a god of 
righteousness, the epitome of all things good and 
noble. Often he winced at their adoration, his past 
mocking him. 

The Japanese were using Bakugeki 90’s for 
their bombing operations, more like German 
planes, a dark olive drab in color with a pencil-like 
fuselage. Near the tail, the plane was ringed with 
two red stripes, and the emblem of the Rising Sun. 
They were also flying type 97 Kogeki Ki’s. 

Operating over the bombing squadrons was a 
Jap ace who, by the Burma grapevine, cockily 
boasted of having downed forty British, Australian 
and AVG ships. His name was Lieutenant Samuru 
Takasuki, and the Three Musketeers had long 
wished to take tea with him. Now word came 
through that he courted challenge by flying a new 
Zero, its fuselage painted in white and red diagonal 
stripes. 

“Come on,” The Toucan said. “What’s holding 
us back? Let’s go get him.” 

The morning following their ‘lame duck’ 
maneuver they climbed into their flying kit and 
took off with their customary dazzling display, 
escorting a flight of bombers. Over Akyab the 
bombers got direct hits on four Japanese troopships 
landing fresh men and supplies. Up came the Zeros 
to give battle. Red Willis got one of them square in 
his gunsight; Peters injured another. Brant had no 
luck, for the Japs scattered. 

The Musketeers went down the coast looking 
for Mister Takasuki. They didn’t expect to be lucky 
enough to find him, but to their delight they did! 
South of Akyab they were engaged by nine Zeros, 
the kind of odds they specially liked. In their first 
brilliant maneuver, coming as a close triangle right 

through the Jap formation nosing upward to knife 
through them from a sudden angle, Brant Conway 
shot down two of the Zeros in flames. There was 
nothing righteous about his eyes when they looked 
over his gun-sights. The light in them was deadly. 

The Toucan put another enemy out of 
commission, while Red Willis’ guns stitched 
oblique lethal holes in a Jap cockpit. The rest 
streaked for the clouds. By this time the triangle 
had broken, the trio was maneuvering for formation 
again. 

 
NKNOWN to them a Zero had been sitting 
aloft waiting to pounce. Lieutenant Samuru 

Takasuki! Down he came from his perch like a 
falcon, the Rising Sun on his red and white striped 
fuselage. His intended prey was the P-40 flown by 
Red Willis. His blazing guns ripped into the rudder 
and seemed to knock the whole plane sideways. 
Red felt the cut of a hot knife across the fleshy part 
of his left palm. He peeled away with his 
customary skill, the P-40 taking her punishment 
gallantly. 

Conway and Peters were not in position to give 
him much aid, but as he followed out one of their 
special maneuvers, he twisted and dived, all the 
while bringing Mister Takasuki nearer the sword 
thrusts of his teammates. 

Suddenly they took over. Les Peters came down 
on the Zero at an angle, while Conway came up at 
him from below; a maneuver that had bewildered 
many a Jap pilot before. It now bewildered Samuru 
Takasuki for an instant or so, and that was all 
Conway and Peters needed. Their guns had already 
gone into action in the second that they crossed the 
Zero, and the Japanese plane seemed to shudder.  

Thrown off his stride, possibly hurt, Takasuki 
sought safety in a dive. This was just what Conway 
and Peters had expected. The former had looped 
the moment he had passed the Zero, and now he 
came down following Peters. 

The two of them now had the hook in the wily 
Jap and he couldn’t get away. At the right time 
Peters swept to his left so that Conway, coming 
down like a thunderbolt, could go in for the kill. It 
was brilliant combat flying. Brant Conway—it all 
happened in an instant—could see the Jap’s shaven 
head. Was he flying without a helmet? Apparently 
so. At any rate his shaven head was gleaming in the 
sunlight, a yellowish brown like the tip of a 
preserved skull. Conway watched his tracers, 
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ruddered the fraction of an inch, and then—! 
The shorn scalp became a crimson, spouting 

mass of blood. It looked as though his whole head 
had been shot away, Conway’s -303 having 
slammed into him through the partial protection of 
his cockpit. 

The dead man hurtled down in a dive from 
which he never pulled out. When he struck down 
below on the beach, a puff of sand, like a burst bag 
of flour, spread out. Then the sand exploded into 
red and black smoke as flames completed the job, 
cremating Lieutenant Samuru Takasuki who, if he 
really had brought down forty planes, would bring 
down no more. 

 
HE three Flying Tigers headed for home, 
Peters and Conway permitting the crippled 

Red Willis to lead, ranging alongside of him a little 
to the rear. From below Japanese antiaircraft fire 
poured up at them without avail. Soon the P-40’s 
were mere dots in the sky, while behind them, on 
the edge of the Bay of Bengal, a fierce bonfire 
burned many things to a crisp: fabric and 
instrument panel. Rising Sun emblem, rubber 
wheels, clothing, fur lined boots and—bones. 

At the Lashio field this was one occasion when 
the Three Musketeers didn’t land in their precise 
triangle formation. Red Willis’ wheels had been 
shot to pieces. He made a pancake drop, slewed 
around like an injured moth and cracked off one 
wing. The ambulance tore across the clay field to 
him, got him out of the cockpit. 

“Badly hurt, Red?” 
“Hell, no. Bullet through the flesh of my hand, 

that’s all.” 
It looked pretty bad at first glance, his whole 

hand a gory mess, and he limped noticeably when 
he tried to walk. Red insisted that there was nothing 
wrong with him that a stiff drink wouldn’t cure, but 
he was pushed into the ambulance and taken to the 
hospital. 

When they had filed their reports, Brant and The 
Toucan meandered up to the bar, gave their orders 
in grim, laconic words, and—to their surprise and 
delight—were joined by Red Willis, his right hand 
bandaged! 

“Nothing to it at all,” he said, his sea blue eyes 
still alight with battle, his seamed, leathery face 
presenting a grin. “Gimme a double Scotch.” When 
the bottle was passed over to him, he poured three 
fingers, and raised his glass. “Here’s to Mister 

Takasuki,” he said. 
They drank in unison, and that was the extent of 

their reference to their greatest and most successful 
exploit in air combat. Unknown to them was the 
fact that they were never to fly together again, not 
as a team. 

Les Peters’ nose took on an inquisitive thrust in 
the direction of the slightly wounded Willis. “Red,” 
he asked, “how old are you?” 

“Forty-four. And you?” 
“Forty-two. How’s it by you, Brant.” 
“Thirty-three.” 
“Gee! we’re all getting to be old timers.” The 

Toucan sighed. “There’s a humor floating around 
that one of these days Uncle Sam aims to transfer 
us to the U.S. Air Force. The whole AVG.”  

He patted himself on the chest. “Lieutenant 
Colonel Lester B. Peters,” he said proudly. 

“Think again,” Bed Willis told him. “I’ll bet 
you we all have to start as cadets. They’ll begin by 
sending us to school. You know the old red tape.” 

 
ACK TRENHOLM, aide to the AVG captain, 
came into the room. “The old man wants you,” 

he said to Brant, an expression of grave concern in 
his eyes. 

Brant followed him to the captain’s office, and 
Trenholm closed the door leaving the two of them 
alone. There was a momentary silence as the 
captain first looked at his most brilliant flyer, then 
at a cable in his hand. 

“Brant, I’ve some bad news for you. I hate like 
hell to read this cable. Better read it yourself.” 

He passed it over, and Brant read the message 
on it, typed on thin, oblong strips of white paper. 

 
To the Commanding Officer American 

Volunteer Group of the Chinese Air Force: 
 
REQUEST YOU HOLD BRANT 
CONWAY, ALIAS KEN JEFFRIES, 
UNDER MILITARY ARREST. 

Federal Bureau of Investigation 
Washington 

 
Brant hadn’t a word to say as he handed the 

cable back to his captain. There was another 
silence. 

“Serious, Brant?” 
He nodded. “I killed a man back home.” 
“Deliberately?” 
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“As deliberately as I could.” 
“When was that?” 
“Six years ago.” 
“Murder?” 
“That’s what they call it.” 
The lines in the captain’s brow deepened. “Well 

Brant, to me you don’t look like a man who would 
take a life unnecessarily. I won’t ask for your story. 
That’s for others to hear and judge. I hate to see 
this happen to you. I dislike, intensely, doing what I 
must do—my duty. I’m placing you under technical 
arrest, if you promise not to violate your freedom.” 

“I promise. I’ve wanted to face the music ever 
since—for some crazy reason or other—I thought I 
could avoid it by hiding.” 

“Very well, then.” The captain’s voice was 
heavy. “Until—until this damned, mild, fat, little 
weasel Doanes comes for you tomorrow morning.” 
The telephone was ringing as Brant went to the 
door. “Just a minute,” the captain called him. “This 
may have something to do with you.” He picked up 
the receiver, acknowledged his name and rank. 

“I see,” he replied over the phone. “Well a 
situation has developed here—I’ll see what I can 
do. Must be done right away. Japs advancing 
twenty miles away. At dusk. Yes, Charteris, I’ll call 
you back.” He hung up. 

For what seemed minutes he didn’t speak; his 
finger tips pressed together on his desk as he 
meditated. 

 
HAT proposition we put up to you 
yesterday afternoon,” the captain said, 

looking up. “Do you still want to tackle it?” 
“I’d like one more crack at them.” 
“You may find no opposition there at all.” 
“I’ll find this liaison officer, Captain Tancred, if 

he’s held there. I wouldn’t trust Sir Gundra Dassam 
from here to the door. He looks like a scoundrel to 
me.” For a man who had committed murder, it was 
a presumptuous thing to say. 

“Well Brant, I don’t know if I should give you 
that much rope. With a tank full of gas you can put 
quite a distance between you and our friend 
Doanes. But you have given me your word.” 

“I’d like to take Les Peters along with me. I’ve a 
hunch we’re going to run into a bit of trouble.” 

“You have, eh?” 
“Sir Gundra has a whack of men servants 

around the place.” 
“Brant, I’m letting you go. Tell you what we’ll 

do. This cable that arrived two hours ago, escaped 
my attention until you had taken off on your 
mission for the British. Get the idea?” 

“Yes, sir.” 
“Can a bomber land and take off from the 

lawn?” 
“I think so.” 
“Don’t weigh her down with anything 

unnecessary. Don’t load her up with too much gas. 
Go armed, of course, and keep us posted. Start out 
at dusk so that you can see to land.” His forehead 
wrinkled as a further knotty point came to plague 
him. “Don’t let that bomber fall into their hands, if 
you have to set fire to it.  

That’s all,” he worried. “All for now.” 
Brant saluted him, went out, rejoined Willis and 

Peters at the bar. 
“Les,” he said. “I’m making one more flight, 

and then I guess I’ll be grounded for a long time. 
Care to come with me?” 

“What d’you mean grounded?” Red Willis 
asked him. 

Picking up his glass. Brant contemplated it as 
though looking into a crystal ball to see his fate. 
“Why I’m taking the long voyage home 
tomorrow.” 

The two other men look startled. “Yeah?” they 
said in unison. “What for?” 

“There are some gentlemen in Washington who 
wish to put a few questions to me.” 

They looked at him with dismay, stricken dumb 
for a moment, something tragic in their eyes. And 
under their gaze Brant Conway never looked more 
handsome, every inch of him manly, character and 
courage in his features. 

“That Martin Z. Doanes?” Peters asked in a 
voice thick with pugnacity. 

“Yes.” 
“I should have taken that guy when I had him 

all alone,” Peters growled. “I ought to have buried 
him with that dead Jap.” 

“Well, that’s how it is, fellows,” Brant said. “So 
it’s a couple of more drinks together, one more 
flight, and then goodbye.” He then outlined the 
proposition to Les Peters, telling them about the 
missing British officer and the suspicion that he 
was being held against his will in Sir Gundra 
Dassam’s residence near Salween. “It’s too bad you 
can’t come along,” he said to Willis. 

“Yeah. It’s too bad. Try keeping me back.” 
“There’s liable to be some rough work, Red.” 
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The little red head pulled a look of blank 
astonishment. “Oh, well in that case I don’t want to 
go,” he said. 

Brant shook his head. “You’ll need a pair of 
hands.” 

“I’ve got ‘em,” was the emphatic reply. 
“Exclude me in. At least I can guard the plane 
while you investigate—so that nobody tries to saw 
it in half like they tried before.” 

“That’s right,” Brant said. “I never thought of 
that. And now a round of drinks on me.” 

 
HE bomber took off at a time calculated to 
give them sufficient light to land on the 

spacious lawn, Les Peters flying her since, of all of 
them, he was more familiar with a ship several 
times larger and heavier than a pursuit. If Captain 
Tancred could be found. Brant would offer him 
passage back to Lashio. They could not waste too 
much time. The advanced Japanese Army wasn’t 
far away. 

Peters did a beautiful job in putting the bomber 
down, gauging the tops of the tamarisks and 
banyans to an inch, coming down to a perfect 
landing. The ship stopped at the far end of the 
lawn, with just enough distance from the trees to 
enable them to turn around for the takeoff. There 
wasn’t a breath of air, so that heading into the wind 
luckily didn’t present a problem. 

“You two stay here,” Brant said. “If I need you 
I’ll fire a shot.” He looked at his wristwatch, took it 
off and handed it to Peters. “Keep this for me. If 
you don’t get any signal from me in fifteen minutes 
from now, you’d better start investigating.” 

There was just enough light for him to be seen 
as he walked toward the house, grey white in the 
hush of the evening. 

As he neared the entrance to the house, coming 
toward it from a direction he had not taken hitherto, 
Conway saw that if Sir Gundra denied knowledge 
of the missing British officer, he was guilty of a 
piece of gross carelessness. For in the back of the 
house was a jeep! 

As he entered the place with long strides, two 
servants fawned upon him. 

“Where is your master?” 
“Sahib wait here, please.” 
The girl Kali emerged from one of the rooms 

and from the look on her cream olive face Brant 
Conway realized that she was deathly afraid of 
something. Quite plainly her eyes were trying to 

convey a message to him. 
“My father will be here in a moment. Won’t you 

sit down?” She led the way to one of the rooms, 
cool, exquisitely furnished, and as Brant followed 
her, going to an indicated chair, her fingers touched 
his hand with a gesture of regard. Sir Gundra 
waddled into the room, a smile on his dark 
countenance. He wore a turban of light blue silk, a 
huge ruby adorning the center of it. 

 
Y DEAR Conway,” he bowed. “An 
unexpected pleasure. What brings you to 

my abode this time? Are you again short of 
petrol?” 

“No. I left my wristwatch here—in the room I 
temporarily occupied. Perhaps your daughter would 
be kind enough to look for it.” Conway wanted her 
out of the way, and his next remark was purposely 
directed at her. “The watch has a sentimental value, 
since it was given to me—by my wife.” 

Kali stared at him, turned, ran from the room, 
and Conway instantly came to the point. 

“You are acquainted with Captain Tancred, 
British liaison officer?” 

“A very good friend of mine.” 
“He left his headquarters several days ago on 

his way to Paoshano. He has not been reported 
since. His route lay through Salween. Did he call 
on you?” 

“I have not seen Captain Tancred for the last 
seven months or so.” 

“You’re lying.” 
With what rigidity his fat body could muster. Sir 

Gundra Dassam stiffened. “Mr. Conway, you are a 
rash man to talk to me in that way—particularly 
here.” 

The threat was wholly without effect. 
“I want to see Captain Tancred immediately.” 
“He is not here.” 
“Then what is his car doing in the yard back of 

the house?” 
“Aah!” The Burman could not conceal his 

surprise and annoyance. He clapped his fat jeweled 
hands together as he looked toward the open 
entrance to the hall. Conway’s gaze also strayed 
there for an instant, and for doing so he nearly lost 
his life. A squat little man stepped from behind a 
curtain, a gun in his hand. He was dressed in 
civilian clothes, but there was no doubt that he 
belonged to the Japanese military clique. Brant had 
jerked out his revolver, prepared to go down 
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fighting, when Sir Gundra interposed his body in 
the line of the Jap’s fire. 

“No bloodshed,” he cautioned. “His capture is 
more important to us than his—” 

 
UST how it happened Conway was never able to 
say. It appeared as if the Jap’s aim was not so 

steady as his infernal calm indicated. Sir Gundra, 
however, was moving toward him simultaneously 
with the shot, and he dropped in an attitude of 
prayer as Brant put a bullet through the Jap’s 
forehead. 

The Burman toppled to the floor, rolling over on 
his back. On his left chest a crimson stain appeared 
on white linen. His eyes slowly opened, an 
expression of pain and bitterness in them at first, 
changing to peace. “I never thought I’d do that for 
an Occidental,” he coughed, blood the color of his 
ruby now showing on his lips. 

Then he closed his eyes. 
Conway spoke savagely. “Tancred? Where is 

he?”  
 

HERE was no reply, nor could any reply be 
expected for Sir Gundra Dassam was dead. 

And now five Burmese servants came charging into 
the room armed with wicked looking knives, 
Conway warning them with a menacing revolver. 
Then Kali came running down the stairs. 

Her eyes widened when she saw that their 
murderous intent was on Conway. Kali spoke to 
them in their own language, spoke vehemently. It 
was obviously an order for them to drop their 
weapons. Only one obeyed her as she swept past 
them into the room. 

She stood stock still at what she saw. Looking 
beyond her, Conway paid strict attention to the 
native servants. “I’ll shoot down the first man who 
moves!” he had said. At any moment Les Peters 
would arrive to give him a hand. Quite near him 
Kali’s graceful body began to quiver. A sob came 
from her, and she turned her face, now stricken 
with grief, to Conway. 

“Not—not you?” she said, utter incredibility in 
her voice. 

“No,” he said. “The aim of the Japanese was 
bad. His bullet was intended for me.” 

Kali fell to her knees beside her father’s body. 
“I—I told him this would happen,” she cried. “The 
Gods to whom I pray revealed it to me very like—
very much in this way. When he gave refuge to the 

Japanese I knew something terrible would happen.” 
The words caught and held Brant Conway’s 

attention. For one instant his eyes strayed to her as 
she knelt on the floor. A pearl handled knife 
whizzed through the air. It struck Conway’s left 
arm, went in to the hilt in the bicep. He toppled the 
man who had thrown it, and at that moment Les 
Peters came charging into the hall, followed by Red 
Willis. 

“Take care of this mob for me, will you Red? 
There’s a dead Jap over there, and I’ve a hunch a 
few more are around.” He spoke to Kali, lifting her 
up with one arm, doing so gently but firmly.  

“There’s a British officer here? Where is he?” 
“In the garage—back of the house. They are 

trying to force secret information from him.” 
“Who are?” 
“The Japanese.” 
“How many of them?” 
“Two.” 
“Come on, Les. Here, yank this knife out of my 

arm.” 
“What knife?” 
“Can’t you see it?” 
“Good God!” 
“Pull it out. We’ve got no time to wait.” 
He braced himself as the knife came out, Peters 

thrusting the dripping red blade into his revolver 
belt. The two men ran around the drive to the back 
of the house, their guns ready for action. 

“Tancred!” Conway called. “Captain Tancred! 
Where are you?” 

 
HERE was no reply, but as they raced to the 
garages lined up back of the concrete ramp a 

squat figure ducked out of one of the doors. There 
was no mistaking him, even in the waning twilight. 
He was a Japanese in civilian clothes, and Conway 
let him have it without compunction. The little 
yellow man toppled over like a shot rabbit, lay still. 

They rushed into the open door of the garage 
and saw a man, naked to the waist, bound to a 
chair, his bloodied head slumped on his bloodied 
chest. Simultaneously with their first sight of him 
two shots came from the darkest corner of the 
garage, and Les Peters fired at the flashes of the 
gun. There was a cry of pain, and Les ran over and 
fired twice more. 

Captain Tancred had been prodded with knife 
wounds, also burned. He was now too weak to 
speak other than a few words. 
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“—managed to destroy the defensive plans. 
They—they didn’t get them. Please notify the 
Command.” 

With the Burmese knife still wet from 
Conway’s blood, Les Peters cut the British officer 
free, saved him from slumping to the floor, and 
slung him over his left shoulder, where he hung 
like a limp sack. 

They hurried back to the house. Kali was still on 
her knees beside her father, while Red Willis had 
the three remaining servants cowed. Conway 
crossed the room, opened a door to a room beyond. 
“Bring ‘em over here, Red.” 

They were herded into the room, the door 
locked. 

“Let’s go,” Conway said. 
The girl Kali had risen to her feet, her eyes 

tearful and terror-stricken. “Take me with you,” she 
appealed to Conway. “Don’t leave me here. The 
Japanese soldiers will come, and the servants will 
say I told you where to find the British officer.” 

Instinctively Brant Conway sensed that they 
were going to have enough trouble on their hands 
without a woman complicating things, yet he also 
saw—in the girl’s beseeching look—that he 
shouldn’t leave her to the mercy of the invading 
Japanese soldiers. 

“I have friends in Chittagong,” she stuttered, 
“and in Calcutta.” 

“We’re headed for Lashio,” he told her. “Maybe 
you can go on from there. Come just as you are. I 
don’t want to waste another second. All right Red, 
let’s get out of here.” 

They ran out into the semi-blackness of night. 
To the right of them, dangerously near (or so it 
seemed) the unprotected AVG bomber, came the 
sound of rifle fire. 

They hurried over the dark lawn, mercifully flat 
and devoid of pitfalls. Rifle shots now came from 
behind them; blind shooting in the night by 
Burmese servants who, now that the Americans had 
gone, had recovered part of their courage. Kali fell, 
Conway picking her up, throwing her over his left 
shoulder, unmindful that his blood would saturate 
her flimsy silk clothing. The pain in his arm had 
now sharpened and was steady as a toothache. The 
unencumbered Red Willis had run on ahead, and 
there was no sight or word from him.  

 
RANT CONWAY was beginning to fear that 
they were hopelessly off in the wrong 

direction. Rifle fire continued directly in front of 
them and they were running right into it. Then a 
welcome sound burst on their ears, a sound just 
ahead; the engines of a plane. 

“That’s us,” Les Peters panted. “Can’t mistake 
that sound.” 

The bulk of the bomber towered above them in 
the dark, and they scrambled aboard. There was 
nothing at all they could do for Captain Tancred at 
this juncture, and the girl Kali was dumped in a 
bomb rack and told to stay where she was. 

“Japs!” Red Willis was hollering at the top of 
his voice, “Hundreds of ‘em. Right on our left. 
Somebody go to the rear turret and get that 
machine-gun talking.” 

“I’ll go,” Brant shouted. “Les, make those two 
good hands of yours go to work. You’ve got a man-
size job ahead of you getting out of here. Don’t 
forget that row of banyan trees at the far end of the 
lawn.” 

Bullets were now hitting the bomber’s fuselage, 
rattling like hail against her sturdy sides. Then 
Conway’s turret guns began kicking, the recoil of 
them making the plane tremble as Peters revved her 
up and began moving across the grass. The bomber 
picked up speed, and on board her as she glided 
over the lawn there were three people who held 
their breaths, knowing it was touch or go whether 
in the next few seconds they would be safely in the 
air, or lying in the woods, a tangle of smashed and 
twisted wreckage, blazing with flaming gasoline. 

The other two, the unconscious Captain 
Tancred, and a young Burma girl who had never 
flown in a plane before, were happily ignorant of 
the situation. 

Les (Toucan) Peters was watching his grinning 
instrument board, steeling himself to wait until the 
faithful indicators told him that he could gently 
ease her wheels off the ground. 

“Here we go,” he said, praying to himself. “Will 
she—or won’t she?” 

There was the hair-raising sound as of a 
monsoon suddenly meeting them head on! First of 
all it seemed to rip the floor boards away, then it 
began tearing off the wheels and landing gear. 
Death, in the shape of tops of trees, clutching at 
them as they roared on! Les Peters poured on the 
coal, handling the controls and keeping the gallant 
ship steady with wrists of iron. One terrible second! 
And then the gale underneath stopped, fell away to 
a mere zephyr. B 
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ROM somewhere down in the faint glow of the 
Salween River, a searchlight lanced upward, 

flooding the bomber with dazzling white, blinding 
the eyes that looked into it. But the Toucan’s face 
was a big grin now, even his long nose seemed to 
take part in it as he swung the plane away beyond 
the searchlight’s power to follow her. 

The pain in Conway’s left arm was almost 
beyond endurance. He had the alarming thought 
that the knife had been poisoned. The pain kept 
shooting down to his hand one minute, then into his 
arm-pit and shoulder the next. 

He went back through the ship and bent over the 
tortured British officer, trying to make him more 
comfortable. From a small compartment back of 
the cockpit he took a flask of whisky, poured a 
little of it into Tancred’s open mouth, and took a 
swallow himself. 

In the dim interior light of the bomber, the girl 
Kali was watching him with her large luminous 
eyes, and he asked if there was anything he could 
do for her. She shook her head, too overcome to 
speak. 

“We’ll be in Lashio before long,” he said. 
“There’s no more danger now.” 

No more danger! Brant Conway went back to 
the rear turret, wanting to be alone. The Jap whose 
forehead he had split with a bullet had been the 
second man he’d killed in much that same way.  

People would congratulate him for killing the 
Jap, but an FBI man named Doanes was taking him 
back to face justice for killing the other man. 

Conway often wondered what had happened to 
his wife. She, too, had disappeared. The 
remembrance of her vivid face, its beauty distorted 
by fear, came back to him. Six years ago. 

He had been suspicious of Markham Darcy for 
some time. The man, playboy, bachelor, belonged 
to a Hollywood set which Conway detested. Janet, 
his wife, seemed fascinated by them. Darcy, of 
course, wore his amorous cards on his sleeve, and it 
was completely beyond Conway’s understanding 
why Janet, with her modesty and intelligence, 
should be so obviously attracted to him. 

Darcy had a beach cottage near Malibu, and it 
was here that Conway had coldly, deliberately, shot 
him to death. Looking back over the years, he again 
wondered what instinct had taken him post-haste to 
the place. He had flown home unexpectedly from 
San Francisco, a test-dive job there having been 
cancelled. 

It was around ten o’clock in the evening, the 
front door was open, all the lights were on, the 
house empty. Conway waited until around 2 A.M., 
consuming much whisky. Suddenly he was driving 
in his car to Markham Darcy’s cottage on the 
beach. Janet screamed when he entered the room. 
What were her frantic words? He had never been 
sure of them. 

“No, Ken—no!” 
He had first struck Darcy over the head several 

times with the butt of his gun, and in spite of 
Janet’s continued screams in defense of her lover, 
he had put a bullet through the man’s forehead. 
Janet had fled into the night, and that was the last 
he had seen of her— 

 
ONWAY stirred from his bitter reverie as Les 
Peters put the bomber into a glide. The landing 

lights of the Lashio field were blinking. The plane 
bumped badly as she touched the ground, 
something wrong with the landing gear, but Peters 
was her master, bringing her down safely. The 
AVG captain was there to meet them, also 
Lieutenant Charteris of the British Command. They 
rushed the unconscious Tancred to the hospital, and 
Conway didn’t know what became of Kali. 

For he was raving with pain, talking 
incoherently, about his love for a girl called Janet. 
Damned funny thing, that! Janet, once his wife! He 
meant he loved Kali, didn’t he? No, he loved 
Janet— 

It was around seven o’clock the following 
morning when the surgeon broke the news. There 
was much going on in Lashio, for orders had come 
through for the AVG to move to another base. Japs 
were too near them. But Conway was to be moved 
only as far as the operating room. To save him, the 
surgeon said, they must amputate his left arm. 

Conway grinned a trifle deliriously. “To save 
me for what? Better watch out what you’re doing, 
doc. There’s an FBI guy around here who’ll be sore 
if he can’t take home his full pound of flesh.” 

Many things happened rapidly after that, flitting 
through Conway’s consciousness like disjointed 
scenes of a nightmare. Les (Toucan) Peters was a 
comical sight with big tears falling down his long 
nose. Red Willis stood on leaden feet and when he 
spoke his jaw moved up and down like that of a 
ventriloquist’s dummy. They were going away to 
the new base in Kumming. 

And Kali came to say goodbye and thank him. 
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Thank him for what? Conway didn’t know. He 
liked one thing about her. She didn’t cry. She said 
she was leaving on a CNAC plane for Calcutta. 

And Martin Z. Doanes? What of him? Why he 
had to cool his heels for six long weeks during 
which time Conway never saw a peep of him, never 
even heard a word of the guy. He began to believe 
that he was a myth. In the meantime he had been 
moved from Lashio to a hospital in Chittagong 
where it was infernally hot, and where everyone 
was a stranger to him, including the doctors and 
nurses. 

There it was that he received a letter from Red 
Willis to say that Les Peters was gone, flamed by 
three Zeroes over the Bay of Bengal. Three weeks 
later, on the very eve of his return home to his 
beloved Texas, Red Willis crashed into the same 
bay, his spirit soaring much higher than he had ever 
flown a P-40. No, the Three Musketeers would 
never fly together again as a team. 

 
N THE day of his discharge from the hospital, 
the AVG captain paid him a flying visit of 

farewell from Kumming, taking out hours of his 
valuable time to do so. He brought with him a stack 
of money Brant had earned and saved, close to 
$25,000. There were one or two souvenirs of Les 
Peters and Red Willis, which the captain thought he 
would like to have. He also brought with him the 
news that Captain Tancred, the British liaison 
officer, had made a complete recovery, and had 
sent heartfelt thanks for Brant’s rescue of him. 

Brant? No, it was Ken Jeffries now, minus one 
arm. There was nothing of Brant Conway left 
except the memory of his flaming deeds in Indo-
China that would never forget him. 

“S’long, Brant,” the captain told him. “I’ve a 
hunch we’ll meet again back home some day. I sort 
of visualize a rose covered cottage in California, 
and I see a woman there—for I don’t think you’ll 
be alone. But as for that, Mr. Doanes can tell you 
more about it.” 

Martin Z. Doanes! The chubby, mild looking 
little man was waiting for him on the hospital 
veranda, mopping his Pickwickian face with a 
damp handkerchief. 

Ken Jeffries—Brant Conway, to the American 
Volunteer Group of the Chinese Air Force—
greeted him affably. 

“How’s the Armour Packing business?” he 
inquired. 

Doanes tried to smile, but the sight of an empty 
left sleeve brought an expression of sadness to his 
round, red face. “I did a little business for them in 
Chungking,” he said. 

“Why didn’t you pick me up that day in 
Laoshan—the day you first saw me? You could 
have got me all in one piece then.” 

“Wasn’t sure you were the man.” 
“When were you sure?” 
“After a check up in Chungking.” 
Ken Jeffries no longer had any anger in him. He 

was willing to be returned to America under 
custody, and was making conversation out of 
curiosity. 

“Who put you wise to it back home?” he asked. 
“Your picture in the papers. But we put all the 

pieces of the puzzle together when we found your 
wife.” 

“Janet! She had nothing to do with it.” 
“She has a great deal to do with it,” Martin Z. 

Doanes said. “More than you have any idea. That’s 
why they sent me over here for you. It’s been a 
long and expensive journey, but I think you’ll 
benefit by it in the long run. Have a cigar?” He 
took one from his breast pocket. 

Ken Jeffries put it in his mouth, and the FBI 
man struck a match for him. 

“Can’t talk now,” Doanes said. “There is plenty 
of time. You and I will be together quite a while. 
Lots of opportunity to get acquainted. Let’s go, 
Ken. There’s a CNAC plane waiting to fly us to 
Calcutta. We’ve just time to make it. Then there’s a 
schedule of planes we’ve got to meet more or less 
promptly, flying us to Bombay, then Egypt, Lisbon, 
and across by Clipper to La Guardia Field, New 
York. 

“An interesting trip,” Doanes said, panting as he 
bounced over the ground to the CNAC plane. “And 
it won’t cost you a cent, Ken. Expenses paid by the 
U. S. Government.” 

 
HEY REACHED Calcutta in a few hours, 
coming down from a heavenly cool 

atmosphere to the suffocating heat of the Dum 
Dum airport. Martin Z. Doanes made inquiries, 
beaming with satisfaction that accommodations had 
been made for them on a plane leaving for Cairo 
within the hour. 

A number of people had come there to watch 
the big four-motored British passenger plane take 
off, and amongst them was a Burma girl of high 
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degree named Kali. By what manner she had 
learned of the expected arrival of a tall, handsome 
AVG hero and his imminent departure for home is 
not known. Quite possibly she knew he was under 
arrest. 

At any rate she was there, sitting in a shiny 
limousine with the wife of an Indian merchant, and 
when the tall American was in view, her large eyes 
never left him. She hadn’t cried in the hospital at 
Lashio. But there were tears in her eyes now as she 
saw his left sleeve pinned to the side of his coat. 

The American didn’t know she was there, 
otherwise he might have spoken a word of farewell 
to her. Then, again, he might not have done so. 
What would it serve? He was not in love with her, 
and in color and race they were miles apart. 

So the four-motored plane took off without their 
meeting again, and Kali watched it out of sight, 
waved a tiny handkerchief in goodbye forever, then 
put it to her tearful eyes. 

Ken Jeffries was on his way to a home country 
he had deserted long ago, and now that he was 
committed to stand trial he couldn’t get there fast 
enough. 

“Cool up here,” Martin Z. Doanes commented. 
“How’d you like an iced drink? Compliments of 
the U. S. Government.” 

Ken Jeffries looked at him. “There’s something 
sardonic back of that placid face of yours, Doanes. 
Why don’t you talk and tell me just how I stand?” 

“Good news is always worth waiting for.” 
“Good news?” 
“Ken, just what was it that made you think your 

wife had fallen for that guy Darcy?” 
“I don’t know. She was always hanging around 

him, dancing with him, listening to his every word. 
She fell for him, all right.” 

“You and she had been married three years, 
hadn’t you?” 

“Going on four.” 
“And yet you believe she could fall for a heel 

like Markham Darcy? I guess you had your wife 
figured wrong, Ken. That and a strong dash of 
jealousy plus nerves on edge from testing dive 
bombers. I want you to tell me exactly what 
happened in that Malibu cottage. 

 
EN TOLD the story in detail admitting that he 
was not sure what his wife had said. 

“It sounded like she was trying to protect 
Darcy.” 

“Then she ran out of the place?” 
“Yes.” 
“You never saw her again?” 
“No.” 
“Did you look for her?” 
“No.” 
“Well, here’s what happened to her. When she 

saw you kill Darcy, the shock was so terrific to her 
that her mind became unbalanced. She must have 
taken a bus part way to San Francisco where her 
home is, and somewhere on the way she was struck 
by a car and taken to a hospital in Salinas. 

“When she recovered consciousness, she 
couldn’t remember a thing, didn’t know who she 
was, didn’t know where she lived. That lasted for 
almost five years until, as suddenly as she had lost 
her memory, she recovered it again. She 
immediately went to the police and told them the 
whole story. And that’s how we were able to solve 
a five-year old mystery murder. 

“The hunt then began for you, over a year ago. 
Finally we showed your wife a picture of an 
American flying for the Chinese forces. She 
identified you instantly.” 

Martin Z. Doanes paused to look down on the 
vast stretches of Mother India. 

“Ken, I guess if you hadn’t shot Markham 
Darcy somebody else would have shot him. He was 
a stinker and deserved what he got. 

“Your wife didn’t go willingly to that cottage 
with him. He took her there, kept her there against 
her will—and she fought him tooth and nail until 
she was subdued. That is a fact and we thoroughly 
believe her story.” 

Ken Jeffries groaned, hung his head, “Good 
God!” he whispered.  

“What she was trying to say to you when you 
entered was a piteous appeal to believe in her and 
her love for you. There was scorn in your eyes for 
her, she said. Scorn and the worst accusation a 
husband can make.”  

Once more Martin Z. Doanes paused to gaze on 
India. 

“Ken,” he said, “since a man must be brought to 
trial for taking another man’s life, I have been sent 
all this distance to take you stand up before twelve 
of our fellow-men. Your great war record will 
count in your favor, also the injury which”—he 
glanced at the empty sleeve—“you have suffered. 
But the testimony of your wife Janet will, I am 
confident, cause the jury to bring in a verdict of 
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‘not guilty.’ “ 
There was a lump in Ken Jeffries throat and he 

was totally unable to say a word. 
“Now then,” beamed Doanes, “what about that 

iced drink?” 
It actually pained Ken to speak, but he made the 

effort. 
“On me,” he said, his voice ragged. “I’ve 

$25,000 in my wallet—waiting to lay it at her feet 

and—and beg her forgiveness.” 
The drinks came and Martin Z. Doanes quietly 

gave a toast. “‘We find the prisoner not guilty.’ 
Mark my words.” 

Ken did mark them, and two months later, in a 
Los Angeles court, the prediction proved to be 
eminently true. 

And that is the story, roughly told, of Ken 
Jeffries, otherwise known as Brant Conway. 

 


