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Now You See It, Now You Don’t When Ambrose Hooley and  

Muley Spink Cut Camouflage Capers in the Jerries’ Backyard! 
 

 still think I dreamed it all after I drank 
up two quarts of absinthe spiked with 
adrenalin. I wish I was sure though, 

but I won’t ever be. It was all because of 
Ambrose Hooley, who is my hutmate on 
the drome of the Ninety-third Squadron 
near Commercy, France. And his Uncle 
Willie. 

Ambrose is a little mug who is not 
even afraid of anything and would sleep 
with a leper if you bet him up to a franc. 
Ambrose can fight better upstairs and 
down than anybody in the A. E. F. What’s 
more, he knows it. Let me tell you what 
happened. I am Muley Spink. 

One day, when everything is going 
nice and peaceful on the drome, Ambrose 
Hooley comes in late from a patrol over 
the Kraut lines. His Spad looks like it has 
been hit with everything that flies in 
Germany and contains more holes than a 
nutmeg grater. 

“I had a forced landin’ over in Alice-
Lorraine,” Ambrose says. “I drove a 
Heinie limousine off the road as it was in 
my way. A slug nicked my dome and 
made me dizzy for awhile, so I had to git 
down and git some water. Am I very late?”  

Ambrose goes over to the hut with me, 
as he seems to have some other things on 
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what mind he has that he did not tell to the 
C.O. Major Bagby has not been in the 
mood to talk to anybody of late, as he has 
got asthma bad and is close to a wreck. 

“Look, Muley,” Ambrose says. “Look 
what I got from the Boche cashier. A bag 
of marks. There is a Frog in Commercy 
who buys them.”  

“Huh?” I yelp. “What for? They are no 
good. Look, you homely tomater, what are 
you up to now? Don’t get me into it!”  

“Who is? I do not intend to whack up 
with nobody on this deal,” Ambrose says. 

“There is a package on the table there 
for you,” I says. “And a letter from your 
Uncle Willie. Don’t open either of them.”  

Ambrose rips the letter open and he 
reads it to me. 

“Dear nephew,” Ambrose says, “here 
is something I am sending that will 
astound the world. It means the U. S. and 
the Allies win quick and all Hooleys will 
be rich. It makes a plane invisible and I 
guess everybody has been trying to do 
that, Ambrose. I have discovered the 
secret and inclose directions and formula 
for you to show the Army’s chemists. One 
quart of the stuff makes eighty gallons of 
invisible paint—”  

“I’ve heard enough,” I cry out. “I don’t 
want no more. Uncle Willie is nutty and 
you know it.”  

“Ha-ha,” Ambrose laughs. “I think so 
too. I will pay no attention to it. But don’t 
you dare insult my flesh and blood no 
more, Muley Spink. I can do it, but don’t 
you dare to!” 

I heave a great sigh and promise never 
to mention his Uncle Willie again. 
Ambrose starts prettying up for a journey 
into Commercy after mess. 

 
 LET Ambrose go to town alone, as I 
am getting quite smart of late. He does 

not get back until midnight, and I open one 
glimmer and watch him stuff something 

under his mattress. Just twenty-four hours 
later there is you-know-what to pay as a 
Frog arrives on the drome with two brass 
hats. Major Bagby calls Ambrose into the 
Operations shack and says I have to come, 
too, as a witness. 

“Hooley!” Major Bagby yelps in a 
very rasping voice, showing that his 
asthma is kicking up. “Did you sell 
German marks in Commercy? Did you get 
two hundred francs for a whole bale of 
‘em? That is a criminal offense and it 
means jail for life!”  

“Why—er—what is all the fuss? An 
old Frog wanted them. I sold him a few 
last week,” Ambrose protests. “It is just a 
way I have of making extra dough, as the 
U. S. Air Force pays starvation wages and 
the Air Corps is full of smart crap shooters 
and—” 

“Sacre!” a little Frog says. “My 
grawnpere he ees cafard! As you say in 
America, ze pot who ees cracked. The 
lieutenant knows he ees crazee an’ cheats 
he em. Mon grawnpere he theenks 
Beesmark ees steel alive an’ weel win like 
in eighteen-seventy, oui! So he buys eet 
German marks to be rich when ze Heinies 
win. Eet ees ze outrage! I have ze 
satisfaction and—”  

“Go get that argent, you little runt!” 
Bagby nasals. “Oh-h-h—my asthma is 
worse now. Excitement raises old Ned 
with it. Lieutenant Hooley, I will stand no 
more from you! You are under arrest, and 
don’t you dare leave this drome or by 
cripes—ugh—ugh—aw-w-w-w-w-w-
wn—glrp! You are going to get yourself 
busted!”  

“I am makin’ rest—resta—I am giving 
the dough back, ain’t I?” Ambrose says 
indignantly. “How did 1 know the old 
Frog was nuts? I will fight this case to the 
highest U. S. courts. I know my rights!” 

“G-g-get out of here,” Major Bagby 
spouts, the floodgates in his peepers wide 
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open. “Oh-h-h, this asthma! I would give a 
million bucks for a cure. I would sell my 
soul for—get out, Hooley, before I tear 
your arms off and hit y-you over the h-h-
head w-with ‘em. Ugh-ugh—aw-w-w-
wk!”  

“He is in bad shape, huh?” I says. “I 
bet he will get invalided home an’ we’ll 
git a worse C.O. You did not help his 
asthma any, Ambrose Hooley!”  

“I got to lick this thing, Muley,” the 
little half-wit says. “I got a swell dame 
back home who says she will marry me if I 
git to be a captain. I will see if Uncle 
Willie has really got something this time, 
as what can I lose?”  

“I hope it will be your dome, if the 
stuff blows up,” 1 says. 

 
HAT night at mess the buzzards talk 
about the C.O.’s asthma, and Bugeye 

Boomer who leads A Flight says he read 
once about a doctor who found a sure cure 
for asthma just before the guerre. The 
trouble was that he was a Heinie and quit 
the U. S. when the war broke out. 

“I was going to study to be a doctor,” 
Bugeye says. “I read a lot about medicines 
and things. This Kraut had a sure cure and 
proved it. He said you had to know what 
caused asthma before you could stop it. He 
claimed he could give anybody asthma 
and then knock it out of him!” 

“That is why he went to Germany 
quick,” Ambrose pipes up. “Them 
squareheads are worse than cobras. I bet 
he dropped something down here that 
gives the C.O. asthma and we’ll all git it. 
Nobody can go up where the air is thin 
with asthma, as it is hard enough to 
breathe on the ground when you got it.”  

“Now you got us all scared!” Bugeye 
sniffed. “You would cheer up orphans by 
burning down their home. Why did I bring 
it up?”  

“Asthma is tough,” Ambrose goes on. 

“Maybe Bagby will choke to death before 
he can court-martial me, ha ha! I would 
like to find that Kraut doctor, wouldn’t 
you, Muley?”  

We all insult Ambrose and then stop 
speaking to him and he goes out, not that 
he is sensitive. Ambrose Hooley has a skin 
thicker than a rhino’s pelt. I find out 
afterwards that he wanted to see what 
Uncle Willie had sent to him. When I walk 
into the hut, Ambrose reads the rest of the 
letter. 

“Uncle Willie says you take a piece of 
pure glass, Muley,” Ambrose says. “It is 
transparent, ain’t it? A certain chemical 
coarseness is all that stops it from being 
invisible. Well, Uncle Willie has done 
away with the part you can see and has 
concentrated it. It is powdered glass 
treated with other stuff, and you mix it up 
like bug poison and spray planes with it. 
Look, I am making a batch! I will try it out 
in the A.M. by spraying a piece of tin with 
it.”  

“Good evenin’, Ambrose,” I says. “I 
will not sleep here tonight, as you are 
violent and that stuff might either blow us 
up or poison us. I will ask for a transfer 
tomorrow.”  

“I guess they laughed when Edison 
made a light bulb, Muley Spink! You are 
only a septic an’ won’t believe in 
inventors.”  

“We was talkin’ about Uncle Willie,” I 
says. “That is different. Adoo.”  

I wish I could forget what happened to 
me about nine A.M. the next morning. 
Ambrose hands something to me that I 
cannot see. 

“Here—take it,” Ambrose says. 
“What?” I reply. “There is nothing in 

your hand, you crackpot. Go away or I 
will yell for—”  

Ambrose nudges me with something. I 
can feel it but I cannot see it. I drip worry 
dew and can hear the drops hit like 
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mothballs on the ground. 
“I—Ambrose, what is it?”  
“It is a piece of tin sprayed with 

Hooley Ghost Paint. Come on, we will see 
the Old Man.” 

 
MBROSE shows the C.O. what he 
has by tossing it down on the floor. It 

makes a loud tinny sound but nobody can 
see what makes it. I feel the need of a 
alienist too. Major Bagby and a visiting 
brass hat ask each other what day it is and 
where each other comes from and how old 
each other are. 

“It—it is c-colossal,” the brass hat 
finally says as he gropes around until he 
feels the sheet of tin. “It—it will 
revolutionize air fightin’. Lieutenant, you 
will be famous!”  

“I would like to give a practical 
demonstration, gents,” Ambrose says. “I 
will go up in a plane sprayed with it and 
see if you can see it. I—how about them 
charges against me, Major, huh? It is no 
use wasting my time if I am to be broke, as 
I am not going to let anybody beat a 
Hooley out of the royalties an’—”  

“Come now, Ambrose,” Major Bagby 
says. “We are all hasty. This blasted 
asthma was to blame, not me. Now if 
somebody w-will only—find a cure for 
asthma, everything—ugh-ugh-ugh—git 
me that bottle of medicine quick. I—I am 
ch-choking—” 

“Hah, I bet he would swap that 
invisible paint for an asthma cure,” 
Ambrose quipped. “Well, let’s go out an’ 
git a Spad sprayed.”  

“I remember now, Major,” Bugeye 
Boomer says. “That Heinie doctor’s name 
was Heinrich Smootz.” 

“Thanks, Boomer. I will go right over 
to Munich and see him,” Bagby yelps 
nasty and swings on the flight leader. It 
almost brought on another attack of 
asthma and Ambrose hurried to get a big 

bottle of stuff that was on the C.O.’s desk. 
I still am not sold on Uncle Willie. 

Ambrose supervises the spraying of 
Hooley Ghost Paint on the Spad he is 
going to fly, and the stuff has a smell that 
is not from attar of roses. It smells like the 
back-door of an undertaking shop, and I 
says to Ambrose maybe you will be 
embalmed the minute you crack up. 

“You are jealous,” Ambrose snaps. 
“Boys, I am almost scared, as you can 
hardly see this crate on the ground, can 
you?”  

“Amazing!” a brass hat says, repeating 
himself. 

“I knew Uncle Willie would hit on 
something yet,” Ambrose chuckles. 
“Nobody can miss forever. I will be vice-
president of the company and will see my 
friends git in on the ground floor.”  

The little tomater looks at me nasty 
when he says it, and I know I am out. I 
wished I had not been so loudmouthed 
about Uncle Willie, as it looks as if the 
screwball had finally hit the jackpot. 

“I was only kidding all the time, 
Ambrose,” I says. 

“Everybody clear the field,” Bagby 
yelps. “When you can’t see nothing, you 
can’t duck it, huh? Ready, Lieutenant 
Hooley?”  

“I am ready to make history,” 
Ambrose says, and climbs into the office. 
“I bet the Krauts will be surprised to hear a 
Hisso going, and seeing nothing holding it 
up. Ha ha! Have Pershing and some U. S. 
backers here as soon as you can, Major. 
Bomb swore!”  

If I had not seen it, I would never have 
believed it. 

It looks like a shadow taking off, and 
when it is upstairs it fades right away. 
Everybody on the drome have their eyes 
bugged out and their mouths open like 
fishes staring at visitors in an aquarium. It 
was a day that belonged by rights in a 
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night in Arabia. 
“We got to keep off the tarmac, as you 

will not know where he lands,” Bagby 
says. “Keep your ears open for the sound 
of the Hisso.”  

“I got a feeling I don’t like,” I says. 
“This is too spooky even for Ambrose 
Hooley. Uncle Willie will be the death of 
the little bum yet.”  

“You are a wet blanket, Spink,” the 
C.O. says. “Nothing is impossible in 
science. Why—”  

“You are talking about Uncle Willie 
Hooley,” I point out. “If there is anything 
impossible, he will prove it. Ha ha.”  

I am a little unbalanced and stagger to 
the Nisson. I say a little prayer for 
Ambrose, because I feel he needs one. 

The time crawls by like it has anvils 
tied to its undercarriage. No word from 
Ambrose Hooley. He has been out a half 
hour and Bagby and everybody are 
circling the field and nibbling at their 
digits. An hour passes and we hear no 
sound like a Hisso upstairs. We congregate 
near the old well not far from the ammo 
shack and we have got faces longer than 
Baptist sermons. 

“I bet he’s landed, and we can’t see 
him, and he is havin’ a laugh,” Bugeye 
says. 

“That stuff wasn’t transparent only,” I 
says. “It was a powerful vanishin’ cream 
that Uncle Willie made by mistake, an’ 
Ambrose has vanished along with the 
crate.”  

“It had a forced landing and the Krauts 
can’t see it,” somebody else offered. “So 
how can they report it? I knew this was 
poison. It was sacreligious, as nobody is 
supposed to make any thin’ you can’t 
see—only wind.”  

“All of you shut up!” Major Bagby 
yelps. “My asthma is worse now. I ought 
to know anything that Hooley done would 
be bad news. He run away to get out of 

being busted. Oh, if he ever gits back—”  
“We will find the formula in his hut,” 

Bugeye says. “Just because Ambrose did 
not come back does not prove the ghost 
paint didn’t work. We’ll spray all the 
crates and go and find the Alb’ drome.”  

“No soap,” I sigh. “I thought you bums 
knew Ambrose. He took the formula. You 
think he would leave it where somebody 
could get it and get rich on? Hah!”  

“That fathead!” Major Bagby says and 
fights off a bad asthma attack. “I have a 
good mind to fly over there and give 
myself up and ask for Doctor Smootz. I 
would swap an Allied ammo dump for that 
antidote for asthma. Awright, scatter, you 
buzzards. Ambrose is not the first flyer to 
go west. There is a patrol to make in just 
five minutes, so git the lead out of your 
pants!” 

 
E GO over at noon and I keep 
looking for signs of Ambrose 

Hooley, even though I know he was 
invisible when he left. We meet some Alb’ 
Scouts nursing a Rumpler over Mont Sec 
and they outnumber us, but Bugeye and all 
of us are out to avenge Ambrose, as after 
all he worked for Uncle Sam. By a great 
maneuver, I get behind one of the vons 
and I shoot a lot of important accessories 
off his wagon, and he would have been 
better off if he had come upstairs in a 
wheel chair. 

I see Bugeye smash up the radiator of 
another Alb’ and you would think a wash-
boiler had boiled over. The Kraut was 
parboiled, I’ll bet, when he got down to 
real estate. Me and Bugeye get the 
Rumpler and what we do to it was a 
caution. I shoot a pair of struts off it and 
Bugeye comes up under its floorboards 
and peppers away, and I see the Kraut 
gunner reach for his empennage and crawl 
up over his parabellum gun which is hot 
enough to fry eggs on. The Heinie is 
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slipping toward the Rumpler’s rudder post 
when I zoom to help knock an Alb’ off 
Lieutenant Patch’s tail. 

It is my best day against the vons since 
I landed in France, as I got a pair, but 
over-confidence is a bad thing, though, as 
the next jackpot almost goes to a Heinie. 
Something hits me and I do not think it is 
nothing less than a hod filled with hard 
coal as the sky falls on me. When I wake 
up again, the Spad is in a spin like a 
whirling Dervish, and what a fight I have 
with it in getting it out. 

My noggin keeps spinning after the 
Spad stops, and I level out and head for 
the U. S. lines. But a Spandau slug has 
made an absent-minded professor out of 
me, and when I land it is back of the Jerry 
ditches. I have to land as the gas has dried 
up. It is a deserted spot where I put the 
Spad down and it is close to a woods. I do 
not lose no time getting into the woods. 
What a mess for Muley Spink! 

I hide like a rabbit all that day, and 
when darkness moves in, I move out, and 
just as I get out of the woods, I fall into a 
bog that has mud the color of coffee with 
cream. After dragging my fuselage out of 
the soup, I hear somebody talking and it is 
not pixies. It is Krauts. They almost 
trample me as I hide in some old brush and 
leaves. 

“Well, I have got to get shelter 
somewheres,” I says—to myself. “Or the 
whole Kraut army might come this way. I 
wonder where Ambrose is.”  

I wander most of the night and sleep in 
an old cistern after driving rats out of it. I 
am quite gaga and do not wake up until 
late the next P.M. There is a garter snake 
curled up on my chest and a centipede is 
nibbling at my ear. I says to myself I had 
better give myself up. What a mess I am 
in, as the mud I got on me has dried and I 
look like a statue out of a park. At dusk, 
Muley Spink is on the move again, and 

just after dusk he sees an old chateau 
across a stream that is not very deep. 

“Well,” I says. “Maybe it is filled with 
Krauts, but who cares. Even Ambrose 
Hooley couldn’t go on forever.” 

 
 FORD the stream and come to the 
back end of the chateau, and I see it has 

been kissed by a shell or two in the early 
part of the guerre, and part of the roof is 
caved in. I crawl out of the drink and find 
a door that opens, and I go in and I hear 
voices that are as thick as potato soup. 
Heinies! 

There is a long winding stairs 
beckoning to me and up I go, and I get 
dizzy turning corners. I figure I am as high 
as the Eifel Tower before I get to the roof, 
and then I almost fall off the chateau as the 
stairs ends too quick and I grab onto a 
beam and hug it close. 

I look down into a big yard where 
there is a bunch of squareheads and one or 
two Boche brass hats. Then I hear a Kraut 
jalopy coming toward the chateau, and I 
scootch down closer to the beam and look 
about me. I almost pancake to the yard, as 
on each side of me is a big beam like I am 
glued to, and squatting on them is two 
awful looking- ogres. They are gargoyles, 
and the Frogs put them on chateaus to 
scare evil spirits away. 

“It is a mess I am in,” I sigh, “this 
beam shakes, and it might fall off any 
time.”  

Some guys get out of the Heinie hack. 
Two Jerry officers and a little—I grab onto 
the beam and stifle a yell, as who do you 
think it is? Of course it is Ambrose 
Hooley!  

“Wee gates,” Ambrose says to 
somebody. “Well, it is time to make a 
deal, if my demonstration pleases you, 
mine froinds.” 

“Ach, Gott, he is right,” a tall skinny 
Teuton says. “Ofer me in airdrome I hear 
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der Spad undt oudt of it something drops, 
Herr Oberst. Idt ist a helmet and goggles, 
and has a message on idt. Idt says ‘How ist 
dot for abbles?’ Ja! I hear der engine budt 
see nodding budt der shadow on der 
groundt. Himmel!”  

“Ha ha,” Ambrose laughs, and he does 
not seem scared of the Krauts. “Of course 
it works. I will prove it.”  

Ambrose and three Heinie brass hats 
come across the yard, and suddenly the 
little tomato looks right up at me. He grabs 
a Kraut by the arm. 

“Look at that gargerl there,” Ambrose 
yips. “Ain’t it the worst looking one you 
ever saw? It is awful!”  

“Ja. Donnervetter. Such ein ugly vun, 
ja. Ve go in undt drink der toast undt talk 
ofer der business, Leutnant, ja?”  

“Jar,” Ambrose says. “You are sure the 
Doc will arrive? If he does, it means you 
bums win the guerre and will be dancin’ 
with Follies Begere dames in Paree in less 
than a month. I am in bad over on the 
other side and let them git a taste of 
Leutnant Hooley’s apples for once. I am 
sick of the guerre anyway, Herr Obust.”  

“You dirty traitor, you!” I growl, and 
wish I had at least an anvil to drop on 
Ambrose before he gets out of sight. But 
he goes into the chateau with the Heinies. I 
start inching along the beam, backwards, 
and the beam makes an awful creaking 
sound that puts icicles on my spine. 
Anyway, I make it, and I step across a big 
hole in the floor and go into an old room 
where there is nothing but cobwebs, mice 
and spiders. I sit down and scratch my 
dome. 

 
MBROSE HOOLEY has landed in 
Germany, but where is his Spad? I 

happen to think it is invisible—but is it, at 
night? Why would the crackpot do a 
Benedict Arnold when he was on his way 
to being a millionaire with the ghost paint? 

The U. S. would pay him more argent than 
the Kaiser would. Well, I says to myself, 
Muley Spink won’t let the little mug sell 
out the Allies. Not while there is a puff of 
air in his bellows. I can hear voices 
coming up from somewhere, and then 
some light comes up through a hole in the 
floor of my room and I look down into the 
hole.  

A shell with its nose down must have 
dropped smack dab on the roof of the 
chateau and drilled a hole from roof to 
ground floor. About sixty feet below, I can 
see Ambrose and four Krauts around a 
table, and they are drinking schnapps or 
something. That is the way things break 
for Muley Spink, as there he is spitting 
cotton and does not dare complain. I listen. 

“Awright, I brought a little bottle of 
the stuff with me,” Ambrose says. “Give 
me ein piece of tin and something to spray 
it with. I will make this disappear like a 
Spad before your eyes, Excellents.”  

“Bah!”  
“I bet you fifty marks,” Ambrose says. 

“Put up or shut up! Ah—er—what is 
that?” 

“Somebody is arriving and it must be 
Doctor Smootz in the Junker. I said I make 
der bargain, Leutnant!”  

“Goot!”  
The Kraut prop outside sheds a lot of 

revs and then it stops buzzing. Just as a 
Kraut brings what looks like a fly sprayer 
in, the door opens down there and a big 
Kraut with a monocle joins the fun. 

“Wie gehts? I am Herr Doktor Smootz. 
Wast ist?”  

There is quite a conflab, and when it is 
over Smootz shakes hands with Ambrose 
and starts talking. I get chills with fevers. 

“Ah, der asthma cure, hein? You love 
der mutter so much you make her well 
even if idt giffs der Allies a knockout 
punch, ja? Ach, I make der bargain with 
such ein gut son, ja! If—”  
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“You liar!” I growl—to myself. 
“Ambrose, you git lower and lower, and 
you could walk under a duck with a dunce 
cap on and not bend the tip of it. Oh-h-h-
h-h, I won’t let this traitor escape!”  

I try to get it. Why is Ambrose after 
the asthma cure? He never was in love 
with Major Bagby. What would it get the 
little crackpot? I tell myself he has gone 
nutty.  

“Now,” Ambrose says, and I see him 
hold up the piece of tin, “spray it, Hans, 
and then watch it disappear. Of course, 
this is not natural light here, and you may 
see it a little, but—”  

A Kraut hunkey pumps the rusty spray 
can. Uncle Willie’s ghost paint begins to 
do the business, and then I hear a Herr 
Oberst swear in Heinie. 

“Himmel! Loogk vunce! Idt ist so! 
Gott sie dank, undt Deutschland uber alles. 
Ja!” 

“Donnervetter!”  
“Ach du lieber! If I don’t see mit mein 

own eyes—”  
“Not bad, huh?” Ambrose says. “Well, 

I hand over the formula to the Kraut who 
takes me toward the lines just before he 
lets me bale out in the chute. Then he 
gives me the cure for asthma, as which one 
of us would dare do a doublecross at that 
time, huh?” 

“Der bargain idt ist,” a Herr Oberst 
says. “Doktor Smootz, you write out der 
cure on your vord of honor.”  

“Ah, mein dear mutter,” Ambrose says 
after another gulp of schnapps. “Nothing 
in der vorld wouldn’t I do for her, even 
commit treason. I will tell you where I 
landed my Spad just before I climb aboard 
the plane, Herr Obersts.”  

“I got to do something,” I says, 
desperate. “I will save Ambrose from 
himself. I—” 

There is two tin cans on the floor, and 
they are covered with dust. There is a fuse 

sticking out from the top of each can, and I 
pick one of the cans up. Muley Spink is 
not so stupid not to know what he has 
found. 

“It is two jam tin grenades they used 
back in ‘Fifteen, and I bet some Limeys 
was holed up here once,” I says. “They 
tossed them down at the Krauts, maybe 
Uhlans, riding through. They beat it when 
the Jerry Krupps started pepperin’ the 
chateau. Well, I will do or die, Ambrose 
Hooley, and if I die, you go west with me. 
You snake in the grass! I wish I could 
figure you out!”  

Ambrose and the Krauts go out of the 
chateau. I crawl out onto the beam again, 
after putting the jam tins close to one of 
the gargoyles. There is a two-place Jerry 
crate in the yard, and one of its wing-tips 
almost grazes the side of the chateau. A 
pilot is getting into the pit, and he is 
shoving an envelope in the front of his 
leather flying coat. 

The Kraut brass hats shake hands with 
Ambrose, and a Boche dough grabs the 
prop and bears down. The Junkers power-
plant sucks at pep juice and starts perking. 

Ambrose Hooley gets into the rear 
office of the pit and is just settling down 
when I see something coming that he 
can’t. It is a German limousine, and it is 
doing at least seventy. Two Krauts are 
waving their arms and yelling. I reach for 
a jam tin and a bricquet and wait, as I 
think beans have been spilled and a lot 
nearer than Boston. 

“Well, adoo,” Ambrose says. “A fair 
exchange is no rob—er—what is the fuss? 
I—er—Oh-h h h!” 

 

I SEE Ambrose bang the pilot over the 
coco and reach into the Jerry’s coat and 

pull out the envelope. I see some Boche 
doughs coming from up in front of the 
two-seater and they are lifting their 
artillery. Ambrose Hooley spins around 
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and starts swinging a Jerry machine-gun 
but the doughs behind him have got him 
dead to rights. I bite off a fuse a half inch 
from the top of a jam tin an’ light it. I 
count three and heave it down into the 
yard. 

Bo-o-o-o-ong ! 
It is quite a mess I make out of the 

Jerry doughs, and I guess the scrap iron 
the Limeys put in the tin had rusted and 
carried more moxey than usual. 

“Hold ‘em, Ambrose,” I yelp, and toss 
the second jam tin at the Heinie brass hats. 
They scatter all over the yard like chickens 
when an eagle lands in their midst. I start 
running down the spiral stairs just after 
Ambrose blows the tires of the Kraut 
Rolls-Royce with slugs from the two-
seater’s machine-guns. I meet a Kraut on 
the stairs and kick him from here to Omsk. 
I can hear the Heinie crate putting on more 
gas and I tell myself that Ambrose is 
trying to leave me flat.  

I go through a window that a shell has 
busted up and jump out to a tree limb and 
grab hold of it. The limb breaks and I 
pancake on something that gives under me 
a little. I start sliding just as I hear 
Ambrose yowling at me, and there is no 
powerplant in any crate that can out-yowl 
that crackpot. 

“He-e-e-e-e-e-e-ey, Muley! Hang on!”  
“I am not trying to get loose, ya 

fathead!” I screech, and drape myself over 
the top wing of the two-seater like a bear 
rug. 

Bang! Bang! Bang! Br-r-r-r-r-rt!  
Bullets are chasing us. I feel one plow 

close to my ribs and another one takes the 
opal stone out of a ring I am wearing on 
my right flipper. Something is tearing and 
it is not my pants. 

A big piece of loose fabric starts 
slapping me in the ear. I swear at 
Ambrose, but he cannot hear me. The crate 
lifts off the ground after it seems we have 

flown for two hours at least and have been 
shot at by both Western and Eastern Front 
Jerry armies. Ambrose points it toward the 
lines, and he manages to go right over 
where there is two tough Archie nests. 

I would bet a hundred bucks that we 
could have built a steam locomotive and 
three kitchen ranges out of all the iron the 
Heinies threw up at us, and I have to 
admire the Kraut telephone service. Once, 
a stove bolt hits me on the noggin, and I 
almost part company with Ambrose. U. S. 
gunners fire at us too, as we are not in no 
D.H. flying U. S. flags, and when 
Ambrose finally lands the Dutch job in a 
ploughed field, I and the wing fall off.  

Ambrose drags me over under a big 
tree and slaps me wide-eyed. 

“Oh, where are we?” I says. “Y-you 
traitor!”  

“If I knew you were yourself, I would 
bat your brains out, Muley,” Ambrose 
sniffs. “Come now, speak to me like a 
pal.”  

“I heard everything, Ambrose Hooley. 
You wanted to sell out the U. S. and your 
Uncle Willie. I will testify in court, you 
Judas Iscarrots, you!”  

“Ah—er—why, Muley Spink! You 
was that gargerl! No wonder I never saw 
nothing before so awful lookin’. I ought to 
have knowed. Now listen, Muley. That 
ghost paint is poison! It gits heavier than 
cement after it has dried for awhile and I 
couldn’t git it up to more’n fifteen hundred 
an’ then it froze up all the controls like it 
was ice. I come down into some trees with 
a dead stick, and you could not have 
moved a tail-fin or a aileron with a 
crowbar.”  

“Wha-a-a-a-a-t?”  
“That is right. The Krauts have been 

trying to find the Spad ever since I put it in 
them trees, but I told ‘em they couldn’t 
find it because it was invisible. Well, them 
Heinies who come in just as you tossed the 



SPOOK SPAD 10

bombs must have found it, as I saw one 
holding a piece of a prop and—I am glad 
you showed up, Muley!”  

“B-but I don’t git it, you moron,” I 
yelp. “That asthma cure—”  

“Now look, Muley,” Ambrose says a 
little impatiently. “If I come back and told 
the C.O. that the ghost paint was no good, 
where would Ambrose end up, huh? In 
Blois, a buck private. So I had to think 
fast, and I walked into a Heinie airdrome 
and made myself right to home, and told 
them about the Spad that went over their 
domes but could not be seen. I says I was a 
spy and wanted to help the Kaiser. I had 
them send for Doctor Smootz. We met at 
the chateau, and—”  

“Stop for a minute,” I says. “My dome 
is not quite in the pink, Ambrose.” After a 
rest, I says: “Go on, you little tomater.”  

“So I says to myself, Muley, that I 
must get the asthma cure for good old 
Major Bagby. This Smootz had to be 
flown all the way from Zweibrucken. If I 
cure his asthma I think he will forget about 
me sellin’ that Frog the Jerry argent. After 
all, I must look out for myself in this 
guerre, huh? Good old Muley!”  

“Uncle Willie,” I moan. “He will kill 
you yet or half of the A.E.F. Look, why 
didn’t you let the Heinies have the 
formula, as they would make the paint and 
they would spray a whole Staffel of Albs’ 
or something, and go up and crack up. 
You ain’t smart, after all, Ambrose.”  

“Muley,” Ambrose says. “Don’t be 
silly. They are smart chemists, the Krauts. 
They would find out what it was Uncle 
Willie forgot to put in or left out and might 
make an invisible crate that wouldn’t git as 
heavy as a concrete mixer. Who is that 
comin’?”  

“It is Yanks,” I says. “Start swearin’ in 
U. S., as they might toss a Mills bomb and 
ask are we on their side afterwards. I 
couldn’t stand no more shellackin’ tonight, 

Ambrose.” 
 
HE doughs want to stick us with 
bayonets just for a lark, but Ambrose 

brushes one aside and gets in under a top-
kick’s guard and belts him with both 
hands. 

“We are U. S. citizens,” I yelp. “We 
stole a Boche buggy. Lissen. Twenty-three 
skiddoo! Tell it to Sweeney! Who threw 
the dungarees in Mrs. Murphy’s chowder? 
Do you want me to recite Paul Revere’s 
ride, you bums?”  

“They are Yanks awright,” a dough 
says. “Lay off, you mugs! They don’t look 
so good now.”  

“We ain’t just back from a clam bake,” 
I says. “Who has some coneyac?”  

Me and Ambrose arrive at the drome 
of the Ninety-third Squadron just after 
dawn and report to Major Bertram Bagby 
who is having a bad asthma attack. It jolts 
right out of his system when he sees 
Ambrose come in. 

“Heavens!” Bagby tosses out. “W -
where did y-you come from. You and 
Spink? Oh-h-h, no wonder I didn’t see you 
come in. Invisible crate. How did it work, 
Hooley?”  

“It didn’t,” Ambrose says. “It is a 
flop!”  

“Wha-a-a-a-t?” Bagby yelps. “That is 
just too bad, Hooley. I’m going to get the 
chute greased and ready for you before 
sunset. I’ll have the police in the U. S. 
arrest your Uncle Willie for washing up a 
brand new Spad. Oh, I should have known 
it was a cockeyed—ugh—ugh-aw-w-w-w-
w-wn—glr-r-r-rp. It is got me again—that 
lousy asthma. Water, Lieutenant—water!”  

“We—er—stopped in Commercy,” 
Ambrose says, handing the C.O. a bottle. 
“We dumped a Frog druggist out of bed 
an’ made him mix up a perscription, sir. It 
is Dr. Smootz’ sure cure for what you got, 
and I risked life and limb to git it. Take 

T
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two teaspoons of it after each meal and tell 
me how you feel by evenin’ mess. I will 
be in my Nisson waitin’ for the jury. Good 
mornin’ to you.”  

“Y-you kiddin’ me, Hooley? If this is 
another invention, I’ll—I’ll—ugh-ugh-aw-
w-w-wk-oh, I’ll take it and I hope there is 
arsenic in it.”  

Me and Ambrose do not go upstairs, as 
a medico says by the looks of us we are 
not fit to send up kites for at least twenty-
four hours. Bugeye Boomer and the rest of 
the buzzards come in between patrols and 
needle Ambrose about Blois. 

“It is all uphill and the wheelbarrers 
are made of pig-iron,” Lieutenant Murch 
says. 

“They have got a hard-boiled Sarge 
who used to be a cop at San Quentin,” 
Bugeye grins. “He has flogged eight ex-
officers to death, as he hates officers.” 

“It is worse than Devil’s Island,” 
Murch adds. 

“Why don’t you poke them one, 
Ambrose?” I ask. “You never stood so 
much before.”  

“I am waitin’ for news from the 
patient,” the little battler grins like a wolf. 
“If he is cured, he will not stop me from 
knockin’ them kidders for a row of 
Nissons.” 

 
E GO into the mess shack when day 
is done. All of us are sitting there 

eating beef stew when in walks Major 
Bagby. He is all dressed up and has got a 
shave and he calls out: “Hello, gentlemen. 

How is everybody this fine evening? Boy, 
am I in fine fettles!” 

“How was the m-medicine?” Ambrose 
asks. 

“Lieutenant Hooley, it is perfect. 
Could you go into Commercy with me this 
evening, you and Spink? I know where 
there is champagne and all,” the C.O. says. 

“I would love to,” says Ambrose. 
“Let’s all have fun.”  

He hits Bugeye in the ear with his 
elbow and clouts Lieutenant Murch right 
in the prop boss. Then Ambrose leaps 
across the table and hits a pilot named 
Patch in the right eye. 

“We must be going, Hooley,” Major 
Bagby says. “B-but say, I just happened to 
think, fellers. Buyin’ asthma medicine has 
got me short of funds. Have you two any 
argent?”  

“I only got a franc,” I says. 
“I am broke,” Ambrose groans. “B-but 

I got some Jerry marks in the hut. If—”  
“G-get ‘em, Hooley,” Major Bagby 

says sotto voce. “We have a good chance 
of meetin’ that old Frenchman and—let’s 
hurry.”  

“Muley,” Ambrose says. “It is sad. 
When I get back to the U. S. I think I will 
have to put Uncle Willie away.”  

“If you don’t, I will,” I counter as we 
climb into the squadron car. 

An hour later we are splitting a pail of 
champagne in a swell buvette. We drink to 
Doktor Smootz—and an old Frog who 
thinks Bismark is still alive and will win 
the guerre. I still think I am dreaming. 

 

W 


