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HE Squadron bar, set up in an old 
barn, was the center of life for the 
flyers of the Hundred and Fifth 

Unit. The barn’s smoky rafters echoed to 
the ironic talk of the group that came up to 
the front with the sure knowledge that they 
were soon to die. 

For the Hundred and Fifth was the 
home of the Suicide Patrol! A handful of 
mere boys fresh from Issoudun, a tattered 
remnant of a flying unit whose job it was 
to keep up the morale of a whole front of 
infantry. Seeing them high in the air, the 

troops believed they were protected in that 
department. And the unit was commanded 
by Major Ralph Stone whom somebody 
had called, to his face, the “boy butcher.”  

Death rode with the squad of ever-
changing faces. And the breath of death 
accompanied the group of youngsters 
when, the patrol over, they congregated 
around the little bar to drink themselves 
into forgetting today, and not thinking 
about tomorrow. For no flight ever left 
Suicide Tarmac and came back whole. 
Seven ships out—three returned; seven 
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ships out—four back. So it was day after 
day. 

 
HE night was sloppy with drizzling 
rain. Inside the smoky canteen, Fred 

Perry refilled his goblet of brandy and 
downed it like water. Aged twenty-five, 
Perry was the veteran of the squadron. The 
only one alive, of all the men who had 
been there when Major Stone, only a year 
his senior, had taken over the command. 

“I hear ‘Pink’ Davidson is coming up,” 
he said to the man beside him. “It’s the 
first break we’ve had since we’ve been in 
this mud flat.”  

“Pink Davidson!” The name was 
echoed by half a dozen youngsters who 
crowded around Perry when he spoke. 
“Pink Davidson?”  

The piano in the corner was suddenly 
silent. “You mean Pink Davidson?” the 
player asked, joining the others. 

“Righto,” Perry answered. “Solo Pink, 
himself. The skipper’s been trying to get 
him for a long time. Wants to bolster up 
our morale—might make it easier for us to 
relish getting knocked down or 
something.”  

“Pink Davidson,” muttered a lean 
youth, as though he couldn’t believe his 
ears. “Why, he’s supposed to be the ring-
tailed hell-cat of the whole service. 
Wonder how he got here?”  

“Used to be an old crony of Stone’s,” 
Perry said. “They flew together until Stone 
got this assignment.”  

There was a sudden transformation on 
the faces of the crowd. What had been an 
eager enthusiasm dried up instantly, 
supplanted by looks of doubt and 
uneasiness. Perry noted it. 

“He’s not like the major,” he said 
quickly. “I knew them both at Avignon—
and then the major wasn’t like he is now, 
either. Pink is still a regular fellow—
unless he’s changed, too. But I don’t think 

he has.”  
The uneasy silence heightened as 

Major Stone entered and stepped up to the 
bar. When he had finished his brandy, he 
turned with a curt nod to his flyers, and 
said to the group: “Captain Davidson will 
be with our replacements due tonight. 
He’ll take over B. Flight. I know that you 
men will fall in with him. He should 
strengthen the flight considerably.”  

Perry, commander of A. Flight, 
downed another drink. “But, Major, I 
thought he did nothing but single combat 
stuff—”  

“Right,” Stone snapped, “but when he 
comes here he’s going to fly formation. 
Just like the rest of you. We can’t afford to 
have men going out alone to be shot down 
for no good reason. God knows it’s hard 
enough to get new men as it is. He’ll fly 
formation!” 

 
LIGHTLY reeling, his harried eyes 
narrowed, Major Stone pounded 

heavily on the bar as he uttered the last 
sentence. He drained his glass, then taking 
a full bottle with him, staggered out into 
the night in the direction of the shed, he 
used as an office. 

Tension in the canteen eased off as the 
door closed, and several of the boys 
looked significantly at Perry. Perry could 
only shake his head hopelessly. 

Half an hour later a truck, with dim 
lights burning, rolled up to the field. Half a 
dozen men piled out while the driver 
unloaded their duffle. 

One of the newcomers, a slight man 
wrapped in a trench coat, spoke to a guard. 

“Captain Davidson and replacements 
reporting. Where will I find Major Stone? 
Or has he retired for the night?”  

The guard saluted. 
“He’s very likely still in his office, sir. 

That dull light down there to the left.” 
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INK DAVIDSON, so named because 
of his close-cropped red hair, strode 

down the line of buildings. Slopping in the 
muddy darkness, he finally came to the 
shack on which was painted, “Operations 
Office.”  

He entered a dimly lighted room, a 
room crowded with a cot and maps and 
reports. And bottles. Many empty bottles. 

At an improvised desk on which 
burned a dirty oil lamp, sat Major Ralph 
Stone, “the boy butcher.”  

Major Stone’s eyes were bright, and 
his trembling, jerky hands gripped a bottle. 
He looked at the newcomer with a glassy 
stare and downed his drink. He was 
completely, gloriously drunk. 

Pink Davidson sized up the situation as 
he saluted his old friend. This was not the 
man he had flown wing-to-wing with in 
the early days. In the flesh, yes, but not in 
the spirit. 

He reported mechanically and dropped 
his orders on the desk. Stone grouped 
them and gave them a casual glance, then 
turned to Davidson. 

“Sit down,’ Pink, and have a drink,” he 
said. “Damn nasty weather.”  

Trying to conceal his feeling of the 
difficulty of the situation, Davidson filled 
a glass while Stone looked at the stack of 
orders. A snarl twisted the major’s face. 

“Look at these,” Stone said, more to 
himself than to Davidson. “Look at ‘em! 
Lieutenant Rogers, aged eighteen, flying 
time ten hours. Ten whole hours of solo, 
and the brass hats send him up here to 
drive von Helwig out of the air. And 
Brown, twenty years old and seventeen 
hours, solo. Look at ‘em, will you, 
Davidson!” His voice rose, almost to a 
screech. “Ten hours—seven hours—nine 
hours—six— Ye Gods!”  

Stone jerked his bottle open and filled 
his tumbler again and drained it with one 
motion. One hand ran through his hair as 

though he would tear it out. His eyes were 
the desperation of a cornered animal. 

He pounded his desk with his fist until 
the bottle and glasses and lamp danced 
perilously. “Those boys,” he almost 
shouted, “those youngsters without enough 
time in the air to know one end of the ship 
from the other. 

 
OU’VE got to go out and lead 
them over the lines. Do you hear? 

Take ‘em out six at a time—and bring ‘em 
back three at a time. And all just to prove 
to the infantry watching them, that we’re 
masters of the air.”  

His voice then trailed off in a sardonic 
cackle. 

Pink Davidson shifted nervously in his 
seat. He’d seen this kind of stuff before. 
He had seen men driven under a nervous 
strain—good men, too, just as Stone had 
been—he had seen them driven until they 
broke. Some of them had ended in the mad 
house; some had put a bullet in their brains 
with their own guns. Davidson looked at 
the young man with the old lines around 
his bloodshot eyes and wondered. 

Stone sat up. “You’re going to lead 
‘em. You hear? You’ll take those infants 
over the lines and get ‘em butchered for 
nothing, and bring back what’s left. You’ll 
take a new batch every day. How do you 
like that?”  

“I’d prefer to go on single combat. 
That’s the only thing I can do. I haven’t 
been attached to any squadron that did 
formation flying for any purpose.”  

“Well, you’re going to learn, 
Davidson. You’re gonna learn. You’re 
gonna take ‘em out and bring half of ‘em 
back. And you’re not to leave ‘em. 
Understand?”  

Quietly, hoping not to stir Stone up too 
much, Davidson said: 

“I don’t think I’ll be able to 
accomplish much. I’d prefer—” 
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TONE’S brow went black. “You have 
already told me what you prefer, 

Davidson. But you’re not going to be a 
lone crusader around here. I’m running 
this show and you’re going to obey orders. 
Is that clear?”  

Surprised at the violence of his old 
friend, Davidson bowed. “Quite,” he said. 

Stone eyed him narrowly, focusing his 
gaze on the row of decorations on 
Davidson’s uniform. 

“You don’t like those orders a bit, do 
you? You’d rather go out alone and gather 
in medals while the rest of us do the dirty 
work! Captain Davidson, the big hero—
the Ace of Aces. Little David going out 
and knocking down Goliaths!”  

Major Ralph Stone’s laugh was terrible 
to hear, and Pink Davidson shifted 
uneasily in his seat, at a loss as to how to 
calm the man down. 

“Why, Ralph—”  
“Major Stone to you from now on. I’m 

in command of this muddle. Major Stone, 
the boy butcher. 

“How is that for a title? How’d you 
like to be known as a killer of boys? You 
might like to have to sit down here, like I 
do, day after day and send those kids out 
to die. They won’t let me take a ship up. 
Too valuable on the ground. I have to run 
the show, sending those ten-hour kids up 
instead of going myself. 

“I had to send my own kid brother up 
instead of going myself. I knew he 
wouldn’t come back—and he didn’t. They 
knocked him down on his first trip over 
the lines. How’d you like that job instead 
of going out and knocking off medals? 
How’d you like to be a kid butcher, and 
put your own brother on the block? C’est 
la guerre, eh?”  

Outside the window of the shack a 
streak of gray lit the dreary landscape, and 
the rumble of distant guns was easing off a 
little. Inside, Ralph Stone was starting on 

his second bottle of brandy and was 
weaving in his seat. 

Pink Davidson got to his feet and 
waited but Stone did not dismiss him. 
Tentatively, he ventured a suggestion. 

“It’s getting rather late—” 
 

ATE?” Stone eyed him groggily. 
“Davidson, do you remember 

those mottoes on sundials: ‘It’s later than 
you think!’ Well, my brave Sir Gallihad, 
it’s later than that. I’m through being the 
boy butcher. They hate my guts from one 
end of the front line to the other. Well, 
they won’t have to hate me any longer. 
You’re getting my job. You’re next in 
command and you inherit it. See for 
yourself how you’ll like the title. See how 
you’ll like to go into a room and see men 
look at you like you were their 
executioner—which you are. I’m finished, 
I tell you—finished! I’m washing up!”  

Major Stone’s right hand fumbled at 
his Sam Browne belt and came out with 
his service gun. 

Stone had placed the gun at his temple 
when Pink Davidson shot across the table 
and landed in a heap on the man. 

His two hands were outstretched and 
one caught the barrel of the gun and the 
other encircled the major’s neck. He 
jerked the barrel of the gun downward. 
And at the same instant Stone’s trigger 
finger tightened and the gun roared. 

 
NSTEAD of finding his brain, the bullet 
buried itself somewhere in the major’s 

side. The two men went into a heap on the 
floor. Major Stone’s head struck the corner 
of an iron stove and he lay still. 

Davidson crawled to his feet just as the 
telephone on the desk jangled. He got up 
and lifted the receiver and called out the 
number of the squadron. 

“Field headquarters speaking,” came 
over the wire. “Major Stone.”  
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“Speaking,” Davidson answered. 
“You will proceed instantly in a 

bombing ship to D-17 sector. At that point 
you will see a chateau on the edge of a 
wood. The chateau camouflages the egress 
of a hidden road being used by troops and 
ammunition for the German drive which is 
expected by noon tomorrow. 

“It must be destroyed. And due to the 
seriousness of the job you are not to send 
any of your men, but take the flight 
yourself. Repeat the order please.”  

After Pink Davidson hung up the 
receiver he dropped on hands and knees 
beside Major Stone and examined him. 
Stone was breathing evenly. The wound 
was deep but not serious.  

Davidson called the hangar and 
ordered a ship serviced and warmed up 
and the bomb racks loaded. Then, with 
time on his hands he dressed Stone’s 
wound as best he could, and moved him to 
the cot. 

He rummaged through the maps of the 
place until he found the one on which was 
marked Sector D-17. As he heard the 
motor roar on the line, he studied his 
route, memorizing it. It was still dark gray 
when he emerged from the office in flying 
togs and went to the line. The mechanic 
saluted and said the ship was ready. 

“Then you go back to your quarters,” 
Davidson ordered. “Major Stone wants 
nobody in sight when he takes off.” He 
looked at the mechanic significantly, and 
the man, picturing a reeling O. C. he had 
grown used to seeing, headed back to his 
tent. 

Pink Davidson returned to the 
operations office and lifted Stone off the 
cot. It took him a full fifteen minutes to 
carry the man’s dead weight and stow it in 
the forward cockpit in the nose of the 
bomber. 

He strapped the major in, then using 
his belt, tied his hands so he could not 

unsnap the safety buckle. 
 

AVIDSON settled in his own cockpit 
and shot the heavy machine out over 

the rutted field and climbed toward the 
east. The gray dawn was shot with red 
flashes that came slower now as the big 
guns slowed up for the daylight hour. He 
circled the field and headed toward D-17. 
The sector that Headquarters had learned, 
housed the mouth of the reinforcement 
tunnel was a full fifty miles back of the 
first German lines, but Davidson reached it 
without stirring up any enemy ships. 

He recognized the description of the 
place, spotting the chateau twelve 
thousand feet below him. 

He nosed his heavy ship over into a 
steep dive that set the wires screaming. It 
was a perilous stunt for a bomber, but he 
was determined to do this job once and for 
all. Time was an element that he had to 
consider. He had to be back at his own 
hangar before the early patrol was 
stirring—or he wouldn’t be back at all. 
The heavy ship nosed down and the gray 
chateau roared up to meet him. Davidson 
tugged at the taut controls and straightened 
out at a thousand feet. 

 
HEN he laid his eggs—all at once!  

And 
He was depending on a direct hit. 

God help him if he misjudged.  
He looked back and below, and saw 

the oblong black cylinders with tiny fins 
turn over, each one time, and straighten 
out all in a deadly row. 

Then above the roar of his motor he 
saw the chateau rise bodily into the air in 
one whole piece, it seemed. A blaze of 
fire—red and streaked—split it asunder, 
and it rained back on the ground in bits.  

His heavy machine was lifted straight 
up as though some giant hand had caught. 
It fell off on one wing. Davidson jerked an 
opposite aileron and finally the big craft 
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felt it. 
He nosed her for home in a steep a 

climb.  
But there was an argument waiting for 

him. Four gray ghosts tumbled out of the 
air. 

Davidson groaned. The heavy bomber 
was slower and more sluggish than the 
worst fighting ship the Germans had.  

For the first time, he tried the single 
gun in his cockpit, sending out a stream of 
tracers. 

The four hornets buzzed around his 
ears like deadly mosquitoes. Pink 
Davidson felt that his time had come, but 
determined to sell out at the highest cost 
his big crate could inflict on the enemy.  

In the very futility of his trying to use a 
bomber to fight the enemy, he knew there 
was only one thing to do. Forget it was a 
bomber, and forget for the moment that he 
had an unconscious man in the ship with 
him. 

He might shed a wing—was very 
likely to, in fact. But that could make little 
difference now. Major Stone’s mission 
had been successfully executed. 

Thus he went into action. The hornets 
around him were surprised to see the 
heavy bomber suddenly come alive, to see 
it slip out from under their noses in 
maneuvers that no bomber ever tried 
before. 

 
AVIDSON got one of the Germans 
in the square of his sights and sent it 

down in a cloud of black smoke. 
Another dived on his tail with a speed 

he could hardly out-maneuver. He stood 
up in his seat and shot the pilot in the head 
with his pistol. 

The man’s ship missed his tail by the 
width of a hair and spun down to a tangled 
mass of wreckage. 

The other two dived at him 
simultaneously. Davidson shoved his stick 

forward and slid out of their way, at the 
same time wheeling his Lewis gun around 
and sprinkling them with a shakerful of 
lead. 

One of the men got a dose in his 
gasoline tank and joined the others in the 
tree-tops of the woods. 

Davidson nosed his heavy ship home 
with only one German on his tail. He had 
fought down from fifteen thousand to less 
than five thousand, and now he judged 
himself to be within ten miles of his home 
drome. Just ahead of him he saw the front 
trenches of the American troops, quiet, it 
seemed to him. But he knew they were 
watching him. He nosed the big bomber 
down into a steeper glide. 

The struts and wires roared and he 
doubted if they would hold together much 
longer. 

A flying wire snapped with a report 
that sounded above the roar of the motor. 
Davidson gave a hasty glance at the wing. 
It was fluttering. Another wire snapped, 
unable to withstand the vibration. 

Back of him the German hung onto his 
tail. A splinter flew off the dashboard and 
he saw a round black hole, and another 
and still another, a long seam sewed with 
lead within a foot of his face. 

One of the bullets went through a 
center-panel strut, and that strut started 
vibrating under the strain. 

If he could only make it another two 
minutes he would be close enough. 
Machineguns from the American trenches 
would cover him. 

But now the shell-pitted terrain before 
him was closing in, was getting closer. He 
tried to level off. The excessive speed of 
the ship made it difficult—perilous. 

The German had suddenly tasted fire 
from the ground and decided to call it a 
day. He banked around sharply and left 
Davidson with nothing to worry about 
except to land a bomber out of a nose dive. 
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AVIDSON hauled back with his last 
ounce of strength, just as the ship 

was within fifty feet of the ground. And 
the ship felt it. The nose straightened out 
suddenly, so suddenly that there was a 
splintering and a crashing of wood, and a 
snapping of flying and load wires that 
shook the crate from propeller to sternpost.  

The ship skimmed along now not 
twenty feet above the shell-torn ground; it 
was less than ten when the left wing 
whipped off as though sliced with a giant 
cleaver. 

Davidson snapped off his switch and 
braced himself. He hauled back on the 
useless controls and they wabbled in his 
hand. 

He closed his eyes as the wheels hit a 
shell hole. He felt the whirling wreckage 
bounce once. It went almost straight up, 
then fell with a resounding crash. 

 
AZED and aching, Davidson 
regained consciousness quickly and 

felt himself. His whole left side seemed 
paralyzed and his face was sticky with 
blood. His right arm wouldn’t work. 

Then his thoughts went to Ralph 
Stone—tied in the front cockpit, and his 
hands lashed together with his own coat 
belt. And wounded besides. 

Davidson wriggled his way out of the 
wreckage just in time to see a squad of 

men in olive drab uniforms crawling out of 
the American trench ahead of him and 
start worming their way toward the wreck. 

Half crawling, groggy and nearly 
blinded by the blood flowing into his eyes, 
Davidson got around to the front of the 
wreckage and found Stone still alive, but 
badly bruised. He quickly got the belt 
loose from Stone’s hands and dragged him 
out onto the ground, where he lay. 

He had hardly finished when he keeled 
over, weak from loss of blood. He was out 
for a moment, but quickly regained his 
senses to the taste of whisky forced into 
his mouth by a man with a red cross 
insignia on his arm. The man and his 
companions fired questions at him. 

“Tell ‘em at Headquarters that Major 
Stone of the Hundred and Fifth Combat 
Squadron demolished the chateau at point 
D-17 according to orders. Where is he 
now?” 

“He’s already in an ambulance headed 
back for the hospital,” the soldier said. “I 
bet he gets a long rest and a citation for 
this job.”  

“He needs ‘em both,” Davidson 
answered wearily. “They’ll make a man of 
him again.”  

“Beg pardon, sir, I didn’t understand.”  
“Not many people would,” Davidson 

answered. “But he will.” 
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