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IFF” JORDON, loudmouthed 
“A” Flight leader of the 15th 
Pursuit, hooked his elbows 

over the edge of the mess lounge bar and 
gave an emphatic nod of his head. 

“That’s a fact!” he said to the half 
dozen pilots lounging about. “Von Meuller 
boosts his record by smacking down 
fledglings that are still wet behind the ears. 
But, just the same, the bum knows how to 

fly and scrap. And it’s going to take a 
sweet pilot to rap him out of the war.”  

“Such as you, eh, Biff?” a redhead 
echoed. Biff colored to the roots of his 
hair. “Yeah, a guy like me!” he growled. 
“I missed him yesterday. Was doing my 
best to herd that fledgling, Parker, back 
home here. If the kid had followed my 
orders he’d be alive now.”  

Silence settled over the room, as each 
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man’s thoughts wandered back to the 
supper patrol the evening before. On that 
patrol the famous German ace, von 
Meuller, had shot down his fifth fledgling 
in as many days. His latest victory had 
been a mere kid, who hadn’t been at the 
front for more than two days.  

At that moment there came from up in 
the air outside a noise akin to a piano 
falling downstairs. As one man they all 
tore across the mess lounge and bolted out 
through the door. Some two thousand feet 
over the tarmac, a lone Bentley-powered 
Camel with no markings was slicing 
earthward at comet speed. Straight down 
toward the tarmac it swept. When it 
seemed that the whirling prop would bite 
into the ground, the helmeted figure in the 
pit jerked the nose up, cut his throttle and 
fishtailed vigorously. Seconds later the 
plane settled light as a feather, and rolled 
to a gentle stop. 

Five feet eleven of bone and steel 
muscles legged out, pulled off his helmet 
and nodded at the veteran 15th pilots who 
gathered around him. 

 
AJOR TRIPP in the office?” he 
asked. 

Biff Jordon took a step forward, 
glanced at the second lieutenant’s bar on 
each shoulder strap, then switched his eyes 
to the lean wind-tanned face. 

“The C. O.’s on leave,” he grunted. 
“I’m acting C. O. The name is Jordon, 
Captain Jordon. Who are you?”  

The newcomer looked disappointed for 
a moment, then clicked his heels. 

“Second Lieutenant Jones, reporting 
for service,” he said after a pause. “They 
said to tell you that my papers would come 
through the regular channels.”  

Jordon scowled. “Another fledgling, 
eh?” he barked. “Well, paste this in your 
hat right at the start. This isn’t a stunting 
school. It’s a front line squadron. The 

Huns get enough of our fledglings, without 
them bursting their necks before they get 
started.” 

A faint glint came into the other’s 
eyes. But, just as suddenly it disappeared. 
“Sorry, Captain, I forgot. I usually sit 
down that way. What flight am I assigned 
to?”  

Biff’s lips curled in contempt. “Just 
like that, eh?” he snapped. “Can’t wait to 
get started? Well, here’s a tip. Take it easy 
out here, and you’ll last longer. Just in 
case you don’t know it, the kid I suppose 
you’ve been sent here to replace was 
smacked down in flames yesterday. 
Smacked down by von Meuller, no less. 
Or haven’t you heard of him?”  

The peculiar glint came back into the 
newcomer’s eyes. He nodded slowly. “I 
have,” he said quietly. “Usually picks on 
fledglings, doesn’t he?”  

“And how!” Jordon nodded 
emphatically. “And here’s another tip. 
Forget everything you ever learned at 
flight school. From now on you are to 
learn things from the ground up. I’m 
telling you, as a veteran, that one good 
dog-fight is worth two months at a training 
dome.”  

“I guess you’re right,” Jones smiled. 
“But when do I get my first lesson? Maybe 
the war will end tomorrow, and then it’ll 
be too late.”  

“Cocky youngster, aren’t you?” Jordon 
snarled. “Okay, you get your first lesson 
now. Meet me at five thousand above the 
field. Make believe that I’m a Hun, and 
let’s see what you can do. Get going.”  

The fledgling saluted, and legged back 
into his ship. Jordon watched him take off 
in whirlwind fashion.  

“Look at that!” he growled. “He’s 
lucky if he lasts five minutes in this damn 
war!” 

“I’ll take that bet,” Red Tracey said. 
“That lad can fly, and don’t kid yourself 
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about it. He’s a natural, I’m telling you.”  
Jordon glared at him. “Nuts!” he 

snapped. “Just another fledgling, trying to 
show off. Watch me. I’ll give him the 
scare of his life. Corporal, twist the stick 
on my ship!”  

Some ten minutes later, Jordon swept 
across the field and zoomed off in a 
corkscrew climbing turn that took him up 
a good eight hundred feet before he 
leveled off. High above him, Jones’ plane 
was drifting about in lazy circles. Biff 
fixed it with scornful eyes, as he pulled the 
nose up again. 

“Look at the cocky dope,” he grated. 
“Thinks it’s going to be just so much fun, 
eh? Well, I’ll show him.”  

Presently Biff did start to “show him.” 
In a whirlwind burst of speed he raced in 
on the fledgling, and spun around to drop 
down on his tail. But something happened. 
Something that Biff hardly saw, it 
happened so fast. One second he was 
dropping down on Jones. The next, Jones 
had cut around under him and was 
thundering up in a wing-screaming zoom. 

With a cry of wild alarm, Jordon 
belted stick and rudder in a frantic effort to 
avoid a mid-air collision. As a matter of 
fact, he actually closed his eyes tight, and 
breathed a fervent prayer. 

 
ECONDS later, however, his eyes 
were jerked open by the snarl of 

Vickers guns. At first he could hardly 
believe his eyes. But as he took another 
look he was forced to believe them. Jones 
had opened fire and his tracers were 
smoking down past Biff’s left wing tips 
with no more than five or six yards to 
spare. Jones had only to tap left rudder and 
his slugs would bounce off Biff’s helmet. 

With a roar of fear, Jordon banked off, 
twisted around in the seat, and frantically 
signaled with his free hand. 

“Get the hell away, you damn fool!” 
he bellowed. “My God, are you crazy?”  

Turning front, he shoved the nose 
down, and went tearing for the field. 
Sweat pouring off his brow, white rage 
seething within him, he landed on the field 
and rolled clear across it to the tarmac. 

“Did you see the crazy fool!” he cried, 
jumping from the pit. “Did you see him? 
He damn near shot me down! By God, I’ll 
break his blasted neck!”  

“Didn’t you tell him to show you what 
he could do?” Red Tracey grunted. “Hell, 
his tracers weren’t even close. He wasn’t 
trying to hit you. He— Hey, where the hell 
is that nut going?”  

Jordon spun around, and looked up. 
Jones, instead of coming in to land, was 
climbing up at a steep angle-climbing up 
toward the east and the front lines. For a 
second Biff stared at him popeyed. Then 
he bellowed out a curse that virtually 
echoed and re-echoed about the field. 

“The thickhead!” he roared. “He must 
have got my signals mixed. He’s—”  

“Signals mixed, hell!” shouted a tall 
tow-head. “Do you see what I see? There’s 
a flight of Fokkers up there. He must have 
sighted them, and he’s going to try and 
really show you what he can do. You 
should have gone easy with him, Biff. You 
have got too much mouth, anyway. Come 
on! Everybody in their ships! Maybe we 
can save him. There might be a chance.”  

The last was just a waste of breath. 
Every pilot on the tarmac was already 
racing toward his plane, yelling at 
mechanics. His prop already ticking over, 
Biff was the first into the air. One side of 
him boiling with rage at the show-off 
fledgling, the other side regretting that 
he’d not been more tactful with a 
newcomer, he virtually lifted his wheels 
clear and went arcing up toward the cloud-
dotted sky. 
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By now, Jones was a good two miles 
away, and climbing madly up toward a 
bold flight of Fokker pilots who had nerve 
enough to patrol far away from the safety 
of their own lines. So far, it appeared, that 
they had not sighted the lone Camel 
coming up to give battle. And for that Biff 
groaned with relief, as he pounded his 
clenched fist against the wide open 
throttle. 

“The fool, the numbskull!” he grated. 
“I didn’t mean for him to show me this 
way. Hell, why did the major have to go 
on leave, anyway?”  

Fighting his ship every inch of the way 
for more speed, Biff kept his eyes glued on 
Jones’ plane and hoped against hope. A 
few minutes later, though, his hopes went 
racing down in a mad spin. Two things 
happened at almost the same instant. The 
first was that the Fokker patrol suddenly 
slid over on wing, dropped noses, and 
started thundering down toward Jones’ 
plane. The second was that a shaft of 
sunlight bounced off the fuselage of the 
lead Fokker, and brought out its markings 
in clear relief. Through half glazed eyes, 
Biff recognized them as those of von 
Meuller. 

 
ON MEULLER and four of his 
killers were tearing down on a lone 

fledgling, who had been fool enough to try 
and attack them single-handed! 

“God, he’ll go just the way Parker 
went! He’ll go just the way Parker went!”  

Biff groaned out the words through 
clenched teeth, and unconsciously slid 
both thumbs up to the trigger trips. But 
that was a waste of movement. He was 
miles out of range, and precious minutes 
would tick past before he could even hope 
to get in close. Even as that realization 
came to him, he saw the blunt noses of the 
diving Fokkers spit out twin streams of 
jetting flame. And for one hellish moment, 

Jones’ Camel seemed to be entirely 
enveloped by a crisscross pattern of tracer 
smoke. 

Instinctively Biff closed his eyes. But 
when he opened them again he let out a 
shout of joy. The hail of slugs had 
evidently hammered some sense into 
Jones’ head. He had whipped over on 
wing, and was now racing down in a wild 
power spin. Like swooping vultures, the 
Fokkers tore down after him. Then, his 
body trembling with relief, Biff saw that 
their bursts were not even coming close to 
the spinning plane. 

“Thank God!” he murmured aloud. 
“Maybe this will teach the fathead what 
this war business is like. He’ll—”  

He cut off the rest with a savage curse. 
Jones had pulled out of his spin, and was 
scooting away hell-bent. The trouble, 
though, was that he was scooting straight 
for the front lines, instead of west and 
toward safety. Taking it as a mistake in 
direction, the Fokkers had whirled around, 
spread out into line formation, and were 
now striving to close in on Jones and 
“box” him for a perfect cold-meat shot. 

Slamming his own ship around, Biff 
cut corners and gained a good quarter of a 
mile on the attacking Germans. From the 
tail end of his eye he saw that the other 
members of the 15th had pulled up with 
him. If Jones could only keep clear of the 
Fokkers for another few minutes, the 
chances were that his hide might be saved. 

But, even as that thought came to Biff, 
he groaned aloud in helpless anger. Jones 
had suddenly cut right around on wing tip, 
and was charging blithely straight at the 
center Fokker—the very Fokker in which 
von Meuller sat! 

A split second later Jones’ plane spat 
streams of jetting flame and tracers 
plowed through the top wing of the 
German’s ship. It was obviously too close 
for comfort, and in a whirlwind maneuver, 
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von Meuller cartwheeled to the left and 
darted around in back of one of his flight. 

Jones didn’t appear to change his 
direction, yet jetting flame spewed out 
from his guns once again and the Fokker 
flying in front of von Meuller seemed to 
plow into an invisible wall. Like a bird 
smacked in full flight, the German ship 
careened off crazily on one wing, rolled 
over twice, and then went hurtling 
earthward, a mass of flames and belching 
smoke. 

 
E got one of them! He got one of 
them!”  

Impulsively, Biff bellowed out the 
words; then choked them off, and went 
into action. Jones’ crazy but unexpected 
maneuver had forced the German pilots to 
break up their line formation, and cut back 
toward the west. The result was that they 
were now practically flying into the guns 
of the 15th Squadron. 

What Jones did during the next five 
minutes Biff didn’t have a chance to 
notice. Every bit of his attention was 
directed at a black and white striped 
Fokker that he was trying desperately to 
line up in his sights. All around him 
Vickers and Spandau guns were 
yammering out their hymns of death. Once 
from the corner of his eye he saw a mass 
of flames sweep down past him. Whether 
those flames enveloped a Fokker or a 
Camel, he could not tell. Nor did he have 
time to find out. The pilot of the Fokker he 
had picked on was no greenhorn. In fact 
the man was more or less giving Biff a 
lesson in the art of dog-fighting. 

A dozen times Jordon came within an 
ace of getting a skull full of “Made in 
Germany” bullets. But each time, by the 
grace of Lady Luck, he managed to 
thunder out into the clear with the 
German’s bullets whipping after him. 
Eventually, though, as he raced away for 

another try, the Fokker pilot became 
careless. He tried to dive down under Biff, 
and nail him in a vertical zoom. Any pilot 
who tried that trick on Biff Jordon was 
plumb crazy. And this particular German 
pilot was no exception. 

More like a flash of light than anything 
else, Biff’s plane rolled over and down. 
His guns clattered out savage bursts that 
smashed straight down into the cockpit of 
the Fokker. The German never knew what 
hit him, as he roared earthward in a shroud 
of livid flame. 

The instant Biff saw the flames burst 
out from under the Fokker’s engine 
cowling, he pulled out of his mad dive, 
zoomed up and to the left, and raced 
anxious eyes about the skies. What he saw 
sent his heart thumping down into his 
boots. Jones’ plane was nowhere to be 
seen. Every other member of the 15th was 
present, but the replacement had vanished 
from the skies. Far to the east, von Meuller 
and one other Fokker were hightailing into 
the safety of a cloudbank. Even as Biff 
saw them they disappeared from view. 

Throttling his engine, the acting C. O. 
flew about in slow circles, fruitlessly 
searching the ground far below and the 
skies about him. 

Eventually, heavy of heart and 
conscience-stricken, he straightened out 
toward the west, and led the way back to 
the home tarmac. No sooner had they all 
landed than Biff called them together in a 
group. 

“Anyone see what happened?” he 
asked tightly. 

Each man shook his head. 
“I saw him get a second Fokker,” Red 

Tracey offered. “But the next time I tried 
to find him, he was gone. Boy, what a 
sweet pilot! Tackles von Meuller’s brood 
alone, and gets two of them.”  

“And cashed in his own chips!” Biff 
snapped. “A hell of a lot of good that’ll do 
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him now. If he’d only listened to me in the 
first place—” 

Jordon gave it up, finished with a sad 
shrug and started over toward the 
squadron office to call balloons for 
information, if any. However, he was only 
halfway there when a wild shout from 
Tracey pulled him up short. 

“He’s okay! Here he comes in!” 
Jordon whirled, looked upward, and all 

feelings of sadness fled him in a flash. 
Jones, engine full out, was racing down in 
a rocket dive. Fifty feet above the field, he 
cut his switch, fishtailed down the rest of 
the way, and made a perfect wind-brake 
landing. 

Fists bunched, Jordon dashed over to 
him, fixed him with agate eyes. “What the 
hell do you think this is, a circus?” he 
roared. “Why did you shoot at me? And 
who told you to attack those Fokkers?”  

Steely eyes returned Biff’s glare. “I 
wasn’t shooting at you, Jordon,” Jones 
said evenly. “And, as for those Fokkers, it 
was my job to attack them. Mine was the 
only ship in the air. I figured that you’d 
follow me up.”  

“Yeah?” Biff snarled. “Well, it’s a 
good thing we did. They would have 
slaughtered you. Did you know that was 
von Meuller you attacked? He eats 
fledglings.”  

“Yes, I guessed his markings,” was the 
calm reply. “But he’s not eating this 
fledgling. By the way, we didn’t lose 
anybody, did we?”  

As Jones spoke he half turned and ran 
his eyes over the group. Biff answered the 
question. 

“No. But it’s not your fault! What 
happened to you, anyway?”  

The fledgling spoke grimly. 
“When von Meuller and that other ship 

pulled away, I went after them. Their lead 
was too great. They landed on their own 
drome before I could catch up.”  

“Landed on—” Biff began, then 
sputtered: “You followed them back?” His 
eyes popped. 

“Certainly. Von Meuller was still 
flying. Incidentally, has Major Tripp 
returned from leave?”  

“Not expected until tomorrow,” Biff 
said. “But what’s that got to do with it?”  

“Nothing much,” Jones replied. “I 
rather hoped he’d be here, though. If 
there’s trouble, I don’t want you to take 
the blame.” 

 
IFF stepped up to him, searched his 
face intently. 

“Say, what is this all about?” he 
snapped. “Who do you think you are—
Pershing in disguise? You don’t want to 
make trouble for me? You’re damn right 
you don’t. Don’t let those two Huns you 
got go to your head. You were just lucky. 
For two cents I’d see that you didn’t get 
official confirmation. Maybe that would 
be good for you.”  

Jones just looked at him for a moment. 
“Maybe it would, Jordon,” he said in a 

flat voice. “So I think you’d better take 
them. Let’s forget about it, anyway.”  

Turning his back the replacement 
walked over to his plane and began an 
examination of the Spandau bullet holes in 
the wings and fuselage. Ears beet red, Biff 
could only stand stock still and glare at 
him for several moments. Then with a 
savage growl deep in his throat he 
bounded over, grabbed Jones by the 
shoulder, and swung him around. 

“Listen, you!” he roared. “Maybe it 
hasn’t penetrated your thick head that I’m 
acting C. O. of this outfit! And—”  

“It has, Jordon,” Jones cut in. “And 
I’m trying hard to remember it. However, 
ever since I arrived you’ve gone out of 
your way to be nasty. If you want to still 
be that way—well, there’s nothing I can 
do about it. I assure you I’ve no bone to 
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pick with you. And that happens to be the 
truth, whether you think so or not.”  

Before Biff could think up an answer, 
the attention of the 15th was suddenly 
attracted by the wailing whine of wires in 
the wind. As one man all turned and stared 
toward the east. At about three thousand 
feet, headed straight for the drome, a 
blunt-nosed Fokker was tearing down at 
breakneck speed. Biff Jordon was the first 
to find his voice. 

“Sergeant! Man the ground pit gun 
crew! I— Cripes, it’s von Meuller’s ship! 
What the—”  

Biff didn’t finish the rest. The Fokker 
had come down to within five hundred feet 
of the field, and was now sweeping out of 
its dive and arcing upward. But every eye 
was glued to a colored message-dropper 
rippling a path downward. It hit on the far 
side of the field and crumpled up in a 
heap. A mechanic reached it first, and 
pulled out the folded slip of paper in the 
weighted pocket. By then everybody had 
reached his side. All saw the words, “For 
an ambitious fledgling,” scrawled on the 
outside. 

Jordon grabbed the paper away from 
the mechanic and smoothed it out. The 
message read: 

 
I will be there, and alone! Von Meuller. 
 
The acting C. O. stared at it for a 

moment, then whirled toward Jones. The 
replacement was walking back across the 
field. Biff pounded up to him. 

“You challenged him to a private 
scrap, Jones?” he barked. 

“Yes,” was the quiet reply. “Dropped 
it on his drome.” 

Biff sputtered like a leaking boiler. 
“You crazy fool!” he cried. “Are you 

mad? Von Meuller will blast you apart in a 
single burst! For your own sake, Jones, get 
some sense into your head! You’re good—
I’ll admit you proved it today. But von 

Meuller? Nuts; I’m ordering you to stay on 
the ground!”  

Jones looked at him for a long 
moment. Then, suddenly: “Listen, Jordon, 
let’s forget everything.  Let’s forget I ever 
reported at this squadron. I think it would 
be better that way.”  

Biff could only gape at him. “Forget? 
Listen, I’ve had enough of this! You’re 
grounded until Major Tripp arrives 
tomorrow. Frankly, I think you’ve got a 
screw loose. A fledgling challenging von 
Meuller! Sergeant!” 

 
 NON-COM came on the run, 
skidded to a halt and clicked his 

heels. “Yes, sir?” 
Biff stabbed a finger toward Jones’ 

ship. 
“Stick that in ‘B’ Flight hangar!” he 

ordered. “Lieutenant Jones is not to fly it 
until Major Tripp gets back here to the 
squadron. Understand?”  

The non-com nodded, cast a 
speculative side glance at the replacement. 
“Yes, sir; very good, sir,” he said and went 
trotting over to the plane.  

Biff gave Jones a meaning look. “And 
that’s that!” he snapped. “Maybe Major 
Tripp will let you break your fool neck. 
But I’m damned if I’m going to.”  

The replacement said nothing. Hands 
jammed in his tunic pockets, he turned on 
his heel and walked over toward the mess. 
Biff followed h him with brooding eyes. 

“Challenging von Meuller!” he 
rumbled in his throat. “And the dummy 
would just be goofy enough to try it, too. 
Huh, I figured he was bats the way he 
landed his crate. Now, I know he is!”  

That off his chest, Jordon went over to 
the squadron office and began the 
uninviting task of catching up on the 
squadron records so that they would be all 
in shape when Major Tripp returned from 
leave. The job took him over an hour. 
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Then Biff went over to the mess and had 
himself two stiff cognacs, with no water 
chasers. Most of the 15th was in the mess, 
playing cards or writing letters. Jones, 
however, was not among them. Nor did he 
put in an appearance during the next hour 
or so. 

Eventually, Biff went outside and over 
to the tarmac. Mechanics were warming 
up “A” Flight planes in preparation for 
their regular late afternoon patrol over the 
lines. Biff’s own ship was at the far end of 
the lines, ticking over nicely, the mechanic 
in charge slouching comfortably against 
the right lower wing tip. As Biff sauntered 
down that way he suddenly saw Jones 
walk up to the mechanic and say 
something to him. The greaseball nodded 
and promptly ran back into the hangar. 

No sooner had the man disappeared 
than Jones vaulted into the pit, opened up 
the throttle and started to rock the ship 
over the chocks in front of the wheels. A 
bellowed roar bursting from his throat, 
Jordon broke into a mad run down the 
tarmac. 

“Jones, out of that ship!” he thundered. 
“Sergeant, men, grab those wings! Stop 
that ship from taking off!”  

The sergeant and three mechanics 
standing nearby might just as well have 
tried to grab at a comet as it went by. The 
plane fairly leaped over the chocks and 
went streaking across the drome. Halfway 
to the other side it cleared rubber and 
zoomed upward like a rocket gone crazy. 
Jordon stood flatfooted, glaring after the 
speeding plane. Then, with a wild curse, 
he whirled around, dashed over to the 
nearest ship with its prop ticking over, and 
leaped into the pit. 

“Yank them!” he shouted, and 
furiously waved the wheel chocks aside. 

Banging the throttle, he sent the plane 
ripping forward. Seconds later he pulled 
the plane clear and went curving up and 

around toward the northeast. Some 
considerable distance ahead of him Jones’ 
plane was little more than a dot slanting 
upward toward the clouds. 

“Swipe my plane, and let von Meuller 
shoot it to little pieces? I’m going to force 
you down, you lug, if it’s the last thing I 
do in this man’s war!”  

Five minutes later, however, he found 
himself alone in the air. Jones had gone 
racing into a billowy cloudbank and 
became completely lost to view. 
Nevertheless, Biff stuck to his course, 
eventually tore into the same cloudbank, 
thundered through it and out into the clear 
again. Angrily he searched the skies 
ahead, but the only moving things were 
fleecy clouds. 

Glancing downward he noted from the 
ground markings that he was about half a 
mile behind the American side of the war, 
and directly west of von Meuller’s drome. 
On instinct he banked east, raced across 
the lines, plowed through German Archie 
bursts, and kept on going in the general 
direction of von Meuller’s field. 

Presently, when he was some four 
miles this side of the field, he caught sight 
of Jones’ plane. The fledgling was 
climbing in a series of slow circles up 
toward an egg-shaped cloudbank. As Biff 
glanced up toward the clouds he suddenly 
let out a roar of alarm. A blunt-nosed 
Fokker slid over the rim of the cloudbank 
and started downward like a streak of 
black light. 

That it had streamers on the wing 
struts, and was obviously von Meuller’s 
plane, was not alone the cause for Biff’s 
shout of alarm. For three other Fokkers 
were hugging the top of the clouds—three 
Fokkers that Jones couldn’t possibly see 
from his position below. 

O
 

N an impulse Biff jabbed both trigger 
trips forward, sent two warning bursts 
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ripping down across the heavens. Whether 
von Meuller or Jones heard, they at least 
gave no indication. Groaning aloud, Biff 
sat helplessly, watching the German cut 
down, then flatten out in a baiting 
maneuver to draw Jones up closer and 
closer to the three other Fokkers hiding 
over the cloudbank. And as though he 
were making a joy hop over his home 
training field, Jones kept climbing upward 
and upward. 

Suddenly, as von Meuller’s plane 
whirled around and darted in at him, Jones 
pulled up in a sharp stall, then kicked his 
ship over and down in a vicious power 
spin. Like a tiger, von Meuller leaped 
down, both guns blazing. But even at that 
distance, Biff could see that the German’s 
tracers were missing their mark by yards. 

And then, without the slightest 
warning, Jones whirled out of his spin, 
yanked his nose skyward and skidded 
crazily to the right. Desperately, von 
Meuller tried to cut back. But he would 
have had just as much chance of looping 
the moon. For a split-second he lost 
complete control of his plane. He 
staggered up on one wing tip, glided into a 
semi-stall. Like a flash, Jones’ plane 
banked around in a dime turn. The twin 
Vickers mounted on the nose spat jetting 
flame, and a withering blast of nickel-
jacketed lead swept the Fokker from prop 
to tail skids.  

Instantly it dropped by the nose, 
started to fall into a crazy spin. One full 
turn it made, and then Jones was right on 
top of it, and blazing away with both guns. 
His number up, von Meuller tried every 
trick in his bag. But all of them put 
together were not enough for Jones’ 
chattering guns. 

A single burst caught von Meuller’s 
gas tank square in the middle. That was 
the final blow. Instantly a great red tongue 
of flame shot high up into the sky. And at 

the same moment the heavens rocked in a 
thunderous roar of sound. From the midst 
of flame and smoke slithered bits of wing, 
fuselage, tail section, and undercarriage, 
until the air seemed full of smoking debris, 
twisting and turning ever downward.  

Stunned for the moment, Biff could 
only stare at the horrible sight. Then 
recalling the lurking Fokkers, he snapped 
out of his trance. He let out a yell and 
glanced upward, fully expecting to see 
three flame-spitting snouts tearing down to 
avenge the death of von Meuller. Instead, 
he saw three blunt-nosed Fokkers racing 
eastward as fast as their whirling props 
could take them. And close behind, 
smacking burst after burst at them, raced 
Fledgling Jones.  

The chase did not last long, however. 
Jones gave it up, banked around and 
started back toward his own lines. Still not 
quite able to believe what he had just seen, 
Biff automatically banked around and 
dropped in behind the other plane. 

Some thirty minutes later they both 
glided down to a landing on the 15th’s 
drome. Jones touched rubber first and 
rolled up to the line. Biff landed next, but 
as he taxied up to the line he saw a 
familiar figure standing with the other 
15th pilots. It was Major Tripp, C. O. of 
the outfit and, for some strange reason, 
back from leave a day early. 

As Biff legged out he saw the major 
walk over to Jones’ ship. Putting on speed, 
Biff reached the fledgling’s plane at about 
the same time. To his astonishment, Major 
Tripp and Jones shook hands. 

“The blasted train got held up, Tip,” 
the C. O. said. “Have you—”  

“Yes,” Jones nodded. “Just come back. 
He’s through. But listen, I’ve been raising 
hell around here. I guess I’d better explain, 
and trust them to keep the secret, too.”  

Jones grinned at Biff. 
“I’ve been kidding you, Jordon,” he 
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said quietly. “I’m not a fledgling, and my 
name isn’t Jones. It’s Parker. I’m the 
brother of the lad you lost yesterday.”  

Biff gulped. “You—you mean you are 
Major Tip Parker? The best Hun getter in 
the Air Service? But—but— I don’t 
understand.”  

“Parker’s trying to explain, Jordon,” 
Tripp spoke up. “It was simply like this: 
Parker and I were attending a secret 
squadron commanders’ meeting at Paris 
G. H. Q. last night, when he received word 
of his brother’s death. Before he took over 
his new command, he wanted to get von 
Meuller—they happen to be old enemies. 

“Naturally, that was out of the question 
as far as G. H. Q. was concerned. So we 
decided on something else. Major Parker 
would be a fledgling for a day, borrow a 
plane at Vendome, report here to me, get 
von Meuller—if he could—and then just 
disappear. Unfortunately, though, I was 
not able to get here in time to cover him 
up.”  

Biff’s eyes were saucers. “Oh, I get it,” 
he mumbled. “You didn’t want to tell me, 
huh?”  

“Naturally not,” Tip Parker said. “If 
the truth should come out, you would have 
been responsible for something that Major 
Tripp and 1 had arranged. That wouldn’t 
be fair to you. So, I simply kept still and 
hoped for the best.”  

Biff muttered something thickly. “Tip 
Parker, and me shooting my face off to 

him. But say—you still were lucky! Those 
Fokkers over the cloudbank—”  

“I knew they were there,” Parker said 
grimly. “That wasn’t the first time von 
Meuller has tried that trick on me. 
However, it was the first time that I played 
fledgling for him. Incidentally, I don’t 
blame you for the way you acted. Would 
have done the same thing myself, I guess. 
Shall we shake?”  

Biff’s hand came out instantly. “Sure, 
Jones—I mean Major. Gosh, I—”  

An orderly coming up on the run cut 
off the rest. He hastily saluted Major 
Tripp. 

“Balloons just phoned in, sir, to report 
that a plane with Captain Jordon’s 
markings on it shot down von Meuller 
over Issy! Shall I phone it through to 
Wing, sir?” 

The squadron C. O. glanced at Parker. 
The wind-bronzed ace nodded. Tripp 
turned to the orderly. “Yes. Do it at once,” 
he ordered. 

“But, listen,” cried Biff, as the orderly 
trotted off, “I didn’t—”  

“Sure you did!” Parker cut in quickly. 
“Congratulations, old man. And thanks for 
keeping a secret for me. It means more 
than—well, maybe you realize.”  

Biff swallowed hard. 
“All right,” he grunted. Then with a 

sad shake of his head, “Huh, me telling 
Tip Parker how it should be done—”  

His voice trailed off into silence. 
 


