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Pilot Gary Treadwell Meets 
a Sky Challenge With 

Roaring Vickers! 
 

By HAL WHITE 
Author of “Spad Bad Boy,” 

“This ls War,” etc. 
 

N a bleak, rain-swept field 
adjacent to the drome of the 49th 
Pursuit Squadron, a group of pilots 

stood in attendance on the last rites of an 
enemy who deserved no such 
consideration. They were not there to do 
honor to a brave and honorable antagonist, 
but merely to carry out a disagreeable 
duty. 

The Baron Adolf von Suderman had 
been brave enough, with the bravery that 
comes of conscious superiority. Superman 
of war skies, he had scorned those who 
pitted their lesser skill against the deadly 
power of his attack. Brave enough, in that 
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sense. But of honor, of fairness, of the 
common decency that should actuate men 
even in warfare, he had had none.  

And so the pilots and grease balls who 
stood about that open grave bent their 
heads not in respect to the passing of a 
worthy enemy but only against the lash of 
the rain which beat on their slickers and on 
the pine box lying there before them. Their 
mouths were hard, and in their eyes was 
grim triumph.  

Captain Gary Treadwell stood with his 
clean-cut face expressionless. It was 
Treadwell who had met the baron high in 
the skies over the drome of the 49th that 
morning. It was Treadwell whose darting, 
flashing war crate and flaming Vickers 
guns had wiped the sneer from the face of 
the savagely confident Staffel chief, turned 
that face white with realization and then 
red with the baron’s own spurting blood. 

 
OW, as the tall young American 
flight leader listened to the chaplain’s 

toneless “Ashes to ashes, dust to dust,” his 
wide mouth twitched a little as his mind 
added ribald lines to the burial 
commitment: 

 
Ashes to ashes, dust to dust, 
If Spads don’t get you, an 

Albatross must. 
 
The brief service was finished. A 

storm-filled twilight lay over the place as 
the greaseballs shoveled earth over the 
horribly mutilated remains of a one-time 
king of the skies, and the pilots turned to 
go back to their quarters. 

Jimmy Trent, leader of “B” flight, 
walked beside Major Martinson, gloomy, 
hard-boiled skipper of the 49th. 

“Maybe we’ll get a break on this Front 
now, Major,” Trent said eagerly. 

The major scowled, and drew his 
slicker collar more closely around his bull 
neck. 

“I doubt it,” he grunted. “The baron’s 
men have been too thoroughly drilled in 
his methods to quit their incendiary stuff 
just because he’s gone. I hope you’re 
right—but I doubt it.”  

Mess that night was in the nature of a 
celebration. Firewater flowed freely. There 
were toasts to Captain Gary Treadwell, 
who sat quietly, saying little, beside the 
major. There was singing, with stocky 
Jimmy Trent at the piano. Trent did his 
stuff with happy abandon, his freckled 
face creased wide in a grin, and the pilots 
roared out the ballads, keeping time with 
upraised wine glasses. Even the major 
unbent slightly, a smile jerking at the 
corners of his grim mouth as he listened to 
the revelry. 

The celebration was at its height, with 
much noise and abandon, when the door 
opened to admit a gust of rain and a 
greaseball whose wet slicker gleamed in 
the light. 

“Shut that door!” someone shouted. 
“Brrr!” 

The man closed the door and advanced 
to where the major sat. He saluted, and 
spoke quickly, nervously. 

“Sir,” he said, “I found this, just now, 
on the tarmac. I thought the major—” 

“Give it to mc,” the major snapped, 
and held out a stubby hand. 

“Yes, sir.” The man extended a small 
package, wrapped in oilskin. “Looks as if 
it might be a message, sir, though I—none 
of us—heard a ship.”  

The major was unwrapping the 
package. The room had fallen silent, and 
the eyes of everyone were on him. He took 
out a paper, unfolded it, and his pale blue 
eyes skimmed swiftly over the lines. Then 
he looked up, frowning, at the greaseball 
standing there. 

“How did you happen to find this?” he 
asked. 

“I was crossing from the hangars to 
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quarters, sir. It was lying in the mud, in the 
middle of the tarmac.” 

“And you heard no plane?” 
“No, sir. But the rain was so heavy on 

the roof of the hangar it might—” 
“Any of you gentlemen hear a ship?” 

The major’s eyes swept the group of 
pilots. They shook their heads. 

“All right, Peters.” The major waved a 
hand in dismissal, and the greaseball 
saluted and went out. Martinson’s eyes 
skimmed the lines of the message again. 
Then he read it slowly, aloud: 

 
To the pilots and C.O. of the 49th Pursuit: 

Today one of you put an end to my earthly life. But 
do not think you are done with me. I was present 
when you mouthed your empty words over what 
was left of my body. I am with you now. I have 
seen your grins, heard your singing. But you will 
not grin, you will not sing, in the days to come, 
because I shall be waiting for you in the skies. You 
will not see me, but I shall be waiting at eight 
thousand feet. Remain below that, and live—
perhaps. Or—fly high and die. You have your 
choice. 

 
The major stopped, then added: 
“It is signed ‘The Baron Adolf von 

Suderman.’ ” 
 

N the momentary silence that followed, 
the beat of the rain on the roof sounded 

loud. Then someone laughed, a snort of 
derision not unmixed with tension. Others 
joined in, but it was not easy laughter. It 
had in it a note of nervousness. These men 
had been through hell for weeks, and any 
such anonymous threat, disguised though 
they knew it must be, did not help to 
lessen the strain. 

The major crumpled the note and 
thrust it in his pocket. 

“Someone,” he growled, “is trying to 
get our goat. Do any of you fellows know 
anything about this? If I thought that 
anyone of you had such a misguided sense 
of humor, or was trying to throw a scare 

into this outfit—” He glared from one to 
another. They returned the look steadily, 
without speaking. 

“There might have been a German 
over with that message, of course,” 
Treadwell said thoughtfully. 

“There might have been,” the major 
nodded. “There’s been so much noise here 
tonight. Well” –he shrugged his big 
shoulders—“carry on. I’ll get to the 
bottom of this thing. Carry on. Forget it.”  

The singing was resumed, but it had 
lost its zest. After a few minutes the major 
left, and the others followed shortly, going 
to their cubicles through the rain. 

Gary Treadwell and Jimmy Trent, 
leaders respectively of “A” and “B” 
flights, stood for a minute in the doorway 
of the mess hall, lighting cigarettes. staring 
out into the night where the others had 
preceded him. 

“You have the dawn patrol, Gary,” 
Trent said, holding a match for his friend. 

“Yeah.” Treadwell blew a cloud of 
smoke, and grinned. “We’ll run up and say 
‘howdy’ to the baron. Eight thousand, he 
said, wasn’t it?”  

Trent did not laugh. His round face 
was, for once, serious. 

“There’s something going on around 
here,” he said, rubbing his chin 
perplexedly. “Ghosts? That’s rot, of 
course. But I’d like to know who or what 
is behind that note.” 

“We’ll probably be finding out soon 
enough, if it does mean anything,” the 
captain said dryly. 

Trent nodded, and the two men walked 
side by side to quarters. In front of the 
captain’s cubicle Trent gripped the taller 
man’s arm. 

“After ‘em, old chap,” he said. He was 
grinning now, but his eyes were unhappy. 

When Trent had gone, Treadwell stood 
looking up into the black, rain-filled sky. 
There was a hint of clearing along the 
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horizon—or was that the incessant flash of 
the guns whose thunder came so clearly to 
his ears. No, it was clearing. There was a 
break in the clouds overhead, too. And 
“A” flight had the dawn patrol. The 
baron— 

“Hell, what nonsense!” the captain told 
himself fiercely. “I’m getting jumpy as an 
old maid.” He flicked his cigarette into a 
puddle, turned and went inside— 

During the night the skies cleared, and 
the morning came chilly but bright; good 
flying weather. The five ships of “A” 
flight took off on time, landing wheels and 
tailskids kicking up a shower of mud and 
water as they sped across the tarmac. They 
climbed swiftly to 3000, then headed into 
the rising sun with Hissos full out. Gary 
Treadwell, riding point, set the pace and 
the others took up their V formation 
behind him. 

They climbed steadily. Over the line 
their altimeters registered 6000, and still 
they were going up. Treadwell was not 
only going to show up that message as an 
empty threat, a lot of nonsensical twaddle, 
but he was going to do it in enemy 
territory. 

 
HE flight leader was tense in spite of 
himself. When the archies let go, 

spewing their hail of fire and death into 
the skies around the patrol, he scarcely 
heeded them. His crate rocked and yawed 
in the air blasts, fragments howled around, 
but this morning they seemed to have lost 
their significance. The threat—whatever it 
might be—was higher up. 

Treadwell swung in his cockpit, 
watching his boys. They were riding the 
archie storm with his own disregard for its 
danger. The two men on the left and right 
rear were comparative veterans, but the 
others, Tom Barden and Cuffy Atwood, 
had had only a few days of this. Barden, a 
dark-eyed, slender lad, smiled cheerfully 

and lifted a gloved hand when he saw the 
flight leader looking at him. Atwood, 
chubby and pink-faced, grinned with a 
flash of white teeth. 

Riding cover on the left rear, veteran 
Jake Blodgett put his helmeted head into 
the slipstream and thumbed his nose at the 
archies. Across from him, Hank Wilson 
rode his pitching crate with nonchalant 
skill, always in position, always ready for 
anything that might come. 

But Treadwell sensed rather than saw 
the nervousness that gripped them all. 
Their eyes, like his, were frequently on 
their altimeters, and the figures “8000” in 
their minds. They didn’t believe it, and 
yet— 

The archie fire was behind them 
now—behind and far below. The altimeter 
needles were hovering close to eight 
thousand. Away down on the carpet 
German artillery was beginning its 
morning strafe of allied positions. But up 
here in the clear blue the Americans 
seemed to have everything to themselves. 
Treadwell strained his eyes for sight of 
enemy planes, and could see none. His 
eyes went back to his altimeter—eight 
thousand—eighty-one hundred—eighty-
two hundred— Hell, there was nothing to 
this threat! He relaxed, feeling rather 
sheepish over his nervousness. 

And then it happened. The flight leader 
had just turned in his cockpit to exchange 
waves of congratulation with his men 
when the right wing of Cuffy Atwood’s 
S.E.5 burst into flames. It was the upper 
wing and it seemed almost to explode, so 
swift was the spread of the fire. It was as 
though someone had held a blowtorch 
against the fabric and dragged it swiftly 
the length of the wing. 

Treadwell sat rigid in his cockpit, like 
a man turned to stone, and stared 
helplessly. Atwood’s cheerful grin seemed 
to have frozen on his chubby face. It was a 
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horrible thing to watch—that boy’s face, 
white as chalk, lips frozen wide, eyes stark 
pools of horror and bewilderment. He 
stared at the burning wing, then down at 
his instrument board. 

And then, though he must have known 
that he was doomed, he began a desperate 
effort to maneuver the burning plane to a 
landing. The flight leader had one last 
glimpse of him as he started down. He saw 
Atwood’s hand go up in a gallant gesture 
of “never-say-die,” and then the stricken 
crate began to reel in wide circles, the 
flame and smoke whipping out behind it. 

The circle tightened, the speed of the 
whirling increased. Three thousand feet 
down, a black shape catapulted out of the 
burning machine and fell end over end. 
That black shape was aflame, too, leaving 
a trail of smoke behind it as it shot down 
the skyways. Plane and man hit the carpet, 
and the doomed S.E.S exploded in a 
shower of blazing fragments. 

 
IVE minutes later, without quite 
knowing how he got there, Gary 

Treadwell found himself heading back for 
the home tarmac. Behind him drilled three 
ships whose pilots were as pale as their 
leader. Barden was sick, gagging, his head 
wabbling weakly. 

The flight leader had acted 
automatically. It was no good taking men 
on a further flight, throwing them into 
possible battle, after a nerve-racking 
experience like that—Barden especially. 
He would have been cold meat for the 
Boche. Thing to do now was to get home, 
down on the tarmac, and try to get some 
sense out of this business. 

“Fly high—and die!” No, it had been 
no accident. There was something sinister 
and horrible behind this affair. 

The major and the whole personnel of 
the drome were waiting on the tarmac 
when the four ships came in. They taxied 

up the field and then got slowly from their 
cockpits. 

“What happened?” the major asked. 
“Where’s Atwood?” 

“Flamer,” Gary Treadwell quietly said. 
“He caught fire—at eight thousand.” 

“Incendiary bullets again, eh?” 
“There wasn’t an enemy crate in the 

sky. He caught fire—at eight thousand!”  
The major stared in amazement. “It’s 

impossible,” he snorted. 
The captain, fishing in his flying coat 

for a cigarette, jerked his head wearily 
toward his brother pilots of “A” flight. 

“If you think I’m crazy, ask them,” he 
said. 

One look at Tom Barden, leaning 
against his cockpit with his head in his 
hands, was enough. That and the silent 
nods of the veterans, Wilson and Blodgett. 

“It was an accident,” the major 
sputtered. “Those things will happen.”  

Gary Treadwell lighted his cigarette 
with a hand that trembled slightly. “It was 
no accident, Major,” he said. “Look here, 
sir, let’s go to your office and study that 
note a bit. You kept it, I suppose?”  

Martinson nodded. “Sure I did. Good 
idea. Come on.”  

They trailed after him, a score of grim-
faced men who had faced death before, 
and who faced it now in a new and sinister 
form. 

The major spoke to the adjutant. “Get 
me that note of von Suderman’s out of the 
file, will you, Harbin?” 

The adjutant nodded, and went to the 
file. His fingers were quick and sure on the 
folders therein, then they moved more 
quickly but less surely. A blank look came 
over his face. 

“I don’t find it, Major,” he said at last. 
The major’s heavy eyebrows lifted. He 

walked to the file, and searched for 
himself, a scowl on his face. 

“That’s damned careless. Lieutenant,” 
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he said. “I wanted to keep that. What 
about the other one we had from the 
baron—that little love note he dropped 
here a month ago?” 

“It was in the same place in the file, 
sir,” the adjutant said. “They’re both 
gone.” 

 
HE major swore hotly. “Somebody’s 
been in here,” he growled. “That last 

note was a forgery, no doubt of it. It 
looked like the baron’s handwriting, but it 
was a forgery; must have been. 
Whoever—”  

“Whoever wrote the second one got 
cold feet for fear he had left fingerprints, 
or some other identifying mark, and 
snitched both of ‘em,” Gary Treadwell 
said. 

“Exactly. Well, gentlemen, I guess 
we’re whipsawed on that angle of it.” He 
rubbed his chin thoughtfully. 

“Meantime?” Trent asked. 
“Meantime, we’ll carry on as usual. 

“B” Flight takes the patrol this 
afternoon—and I’m going up with you, 
Trent. It’s contrary to regulations, but, 
damn it, this is an emergency. We’ll climb 
to eight thousand and higher, and to hell 
with the baron! That’s all.” He waved a 
hand in dismissal. 

Five Spads were on the line, with 
props ticking over lazily, when Major 
Martinson strode from the office that 
afternoon. He walked across the tarmac 
and spoke to the sergeant mechanic in 
charge. 

“Have these planes wheeled back to 
the hangars and bring out five more. 
Hustle it.” 

The sergeant’s jaw dropped. “What, 
sir?” he asked startled. 

“You heard me. Get busy.”  
“Yes, sir.” The sergeant saluted and 

ran, shouting, to his men. 

The major turned to the surprised 
Trent. “If there’s any funny business going 
on, any tampering with these planes, we’ll 
find out about it now,” he growled. 

The five substitute ships were on the 
line, gassed, ammunitioned and warming, 
in a surprisingly short time. The major 
went from one to another of them, 
inspecting them carefully. 

“All right, Trent,” he commanded 
finally. “Lead off. I’ll cover right rear. 
Head for the lines and climb fast.”  

The flight took off with a roar of big 
Hissos, swung and headed east. Trent, his 
eyes hard, rubbed his helmet more firmly 
onto his head and glanced back. Robinson. 
Jackman, Brown and the major. The major 
waggled his wings. lifted a hand in signal 
far more speed and a faster climb. Trent 
replied by shoving his throttle full out and 
hauling back his stick. Five thousand—six 
thousand—seven thousand— 

And when they came over the infantry 
lines they were flying at a little more than 
the danger level—eight thousand. The 
archies went into violent action. 

“To hen with them!” muttered Trent, 
his eyes on his speedometer. He turned his 
head. Would something happen? 

Something did. Jackman, dark-faced 
veteran of war skies. riding left rear, 
suddenly threw up both hands, clawing at 
his throat. His ship wabbled, dipped, then 
rose again as the pilot’s straining legs 
closed on the stick. Jackman seemed to be 
fighting something. He was like a man 
straining desperately to loosen the clutch 
of fingers that were strangling him. 

Jackman lost. Whatever it was that had 
him in its grip, that thing conquered him. 
He flopped in his cockpit, arms lolling, 
tongue hanging out. His ship went into a 
spin, faster and faster. This time no dark 
shape leaped out to escape flames, for 
there were no flames—yet. 
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Only a pilot, unconscious or dead, 
whose body flapped loosely against his 
safety belt as his ship plunged to 
destruction. It fell on the German side of 
the lines, and immediately caught fire. 
Jackman had had no opportunity to cut the 
switch. 

And then the Albatrosses came down 
on them, came diving out of a cloud with 
motors full out, and roaring a fierce 
challenge. There were seven of them—too 
damned many. And the Americans, shaken 
to their very souls by the thing which had 
just happened, were in no shape to fight. 

They did their best. The air was aboil 
with darting, flashing ships, reverberating 
with the crash of Vickers guns and 
Spandaus. The air was brittle with flying 
lead, and cris-crossed with the hot, bright 
lines of tracer bullets. 

 
OBINSON took a burst of machine-
gun slugs in the shoulder and neck 

and went down with blood over 
everything. Trent lost his instrument 
board, but miraculously escaped the hail of 
bullets aimed at him. Brown’s wings were 
ripped, the fabric fluttering. The major, a 
smart flyer at one time, and still ranking 
with the best, escaped without much 
damage. 

But the fight had to end in disaster if 
the three Americans stayed—against 
seven—and the major, taking matters into 
his own hands, signaled to head for home. 
They got out, gunning their S.E.5s to the 
limit. Trent glanced at the major, on his 
right, and matched his furious speed. They 
were clear. They were outdistancing their 
pursuers. They were in home territory, 
but—Trent realized it with a start—still 
flying very high. 

Hardly had that sickening realization 
come home to him when he saw the major 
was in trouble. The major was fighting 
against something unseen, just as Jackman 

had done. Martinson was a giant of a man, 
not tall, but powerful as a bear. He got the 
stick between his knees, at an angle which 
sent his plane down in a long dive, and 
held it there while his hands jerked and 
pulled frantically at his throat. 

Trent fed gas to his Hisso, and roared 
alongside, Brown following. It sickened 
the flight leader to watch Martinson’s 
struggle. There was foam on the major’s 
lips, his mouth was open, gasping, his eyes 
rolled. His big arms clawed fiercely as at 
an invisible enemy gripping his windpipe. 

Jackman had lost, but the major did 
not. With the ground no more than eight 
hundred feet below him he seemed to have 
fought free of his enemy. His head sagged, 
but his hands went slowly to stick and 
throttle. He leveled off to a safe, if 
somewhat bumpy, landing in a field well 
behind the American infantry lines. 

When the others, landing near him, ran 
to his side, he was still in the cockpit. He 
lifted his head and they saw the pallor of 
his face, the sweat glistening on his brow, 
the red marks on his throat. And then he 
sagged against his safety belt and they 
lifted him out and laid him on the ground, 
gave him what first aid they could until an 
ambulance could be sent for— 

It was a silent group of pilots who 
assembled for mess that night in the hall of 
the 49th. Few of them had any appetite for 
their meal. Most of them drifted over to 
the bar and stood there, drinking, talking 
in low tones. There was a feeling of dread 
and apprehension in the air. 

It was not helped any when the 
adjutant came in with news that two pilots 
of the 17th Pursuit, whose drome was not 
far distant, had gone down in flames that 
day, while another, of the 24th, had 
strangled and died, as had Jackman—all of 
them at eight thousand feet, with no 
enemy plane in sight.  

The adjutant, a squat, grey-haired man, 
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spoke through pale lips.  
“Evidently,” he said, “the baron is 

extending his activities.” He reached for a 
whiskey bottle, poured half a tumbler full 
of the torrid liquor, and drank it straight. 
Then he stalked out unsteadily. 

Jake Blodgett burst into wild, fierce 
profanity, and hurled his whiskey g1ass at 
the wall. Blodgett was drunk as a goat. He 
staggered out, slamming the door behind 
him. The others stood silent, staring 
somber-eyed into their liquor.  

Gary Treadwell let himself out quietly, 
and went to his hutment. Cold sober, he 
sat on the edge of his cot and smoked—
and thought. After a few minutes he got up 
and went out. The dawn of a new day was 
in the sky when he returned to his quarters 
and lay down for a few minutes of sleep. 
He heard Jimmy Trent and his dawn patrol 
roar away, and he smiled, burrowing his 
weary head in the pillow. 

Sometime later, while the morning was 
still young, he was up and out. The dawn 
patrol had not yet returned, but the other 
pilots were at breakfast in the mess hall, 
the major with them. Nobody seemed to 
be eating anything, though all of them 
were drinking quantities of strong, black 
coffee. They were thinking of that dawn 
patrol, wondering who would meet the 
devil in the skies this time. 

Treadwell spoke a sober good 
morning, but no one answered him. He sat 
down at one side of the table, near the 
major, who was at its head. A messman 
brought him a steaming cup of coffee. and 
he ladled sugar into it, stirring it slowly. 
He drank it all before he spoke out. Then: 
“Major,” he said, “I found another of those 
notes on the tarmac.”  

The eyes of the pilots jerked toward 
him. The major scowled. 

“Let’s see it,” he demanded, and held 
out a peremptory hand. 

Treadwell smiled. His tones were 

calm, but his eyes were cold. 
“Later, perhaps. I have some tests to 

make on it first.” 
“Tests. What do you mean?”  
“I expect to find some fingerprints on 

it, Major, that will identify—” 
“I’ll attend to that, Captain. That’s 

what I’m here for. Give me the note.” 
 
READWELL smiled, shook his head. 
He spoke quietly, but loudly’ enough 

so that everyone at the table could hear. 
“Major, I think it has been in your 

hands already. The prints I expect to find 
are—your own.”  

There was a sudden, awful silence at 
that table. A dozen pilots leaned forward, 
eyes wide, every faculty centered on the 
drama being enacted before their tense 
gaze. 

They saw the major’s red face grow 
redder still, his lips twist angrily. Then the 
red was gone, and pallor was there. His 
eyes narrowed to gleaming slits, and his 
voice came coldly, steadily. 

“You young whippersnapper! I’ll have 
you against a wall for this!”  

“I think not, Major,” Treadwell said. “I 
think you’ll be the one to stand against a 
wall. You see, I stood outside your 
quarters most of the night, watching you 
through a hole in the curtain. I saw you 
doing—well, various things. I saw you 
writing this note. I—no, don’t move!”  

A heavy automatic was suddenly in 
Treadwell’s hand, its ugly muzzle 
covering Martinson. The captain stood up, 
moved back a step, still covering his 
prisoner with the gun. 

“Jake,” he said, “search him! He may 
have a gun under his blouse.”  

Jake Blodgett stared numbly. “Do as I 
tell you,” Treadwell snapped. “I’ll take all 
the responsibility for this. Put up your 
hands, Martinson.”  

The major snarled, but obeyed. 
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Blodgett came forward, like a man in a 
dream. 

“No weapons,” he announced after a 
moment, and stepped back. And then he 
added anxiously: “Gary, are you sure you 
know what you’re doing? This is a mighty 
serious business.”  

For answer Treadwell took from his 
pocket a small, cylindrical affair which he 
held in his hand. 

“I took this from the major’s quarters 
after he went out, this morning,” he said. 
“You might have a look at it, and pass it 
around.” He extended the thing to 
Blodgett, who took it and inspected it 
curiously, the others grouping around him. 

“That particular devil machine,” 
Treadwell said, “is a phosphorus bomb, 
operated, as you see, by a barometric 
attachment—the same principle as your 
altimeters. It has a spring trigger operated 
by the barometer, and in this case set for 
eight thousand feet. At that altitude the 
trigger is released and the bomb, 
concealed in your wing, goes off. 

“Martinson has another operating on 
the same principle which releases a 
deadly, invisible gas instead of fire. Those 
he clamped under the instrument board by 
means of a suction device. Gas enough to 
knock a man out and cause him to fall. 
That’s all it needed.” 

“But, Gary—” Blodgett’s eyes were 
popping. “The major himself got a dose of 
that gas.”  

Treadwell shook his head. “No, he 
didn’t. He tried so hard to take suspicion 
off himself by that little trick that he gave 
away the whole business. I was a hospital 
interne before I entered the service, and I 
suspected, as soon as I saw him, that he 
had swallowed some drug that, made him 
sick—all that foaming at the mouth, 
sweating, and pallor. He staged the whole 
act, but he overdid it.” 

“It was the real thing to Jackman, 
though,” Blodgett said.  

“Yes—and to the men in the other 
squadrons. Hooking this campaign up with 
the death of the baron was just a 
happenstance. I don’t know where these 
things are made—we can find that out, of 
course—but they were ready for wide 
distribution and would have raised merry 
hell on the whole Front.” 

“Trent!” one of the pilots exclaimed. 
“And the dawn patrol. He’s—”  

Treadwell smiled. “I told him to stay 
under four thousand this morning—
phoned the other dromes, too. There’s a 
trunkful of evidence in the major’s locker 
trunk that’ll smash the whole plot. He had 
accomplices in the other squadrons, of 
course.” He turned his head, listening. 
“Trent’s coming in now,” he said. “You 
chaps might go have a look at that trunk 
while I take this bird out and have him 
locked up.”  

 
HE astounded pilots, talking 
excitedly, trooped out, headed for the 

major’s quarters. Treadwell motioned 
grimly with the automatic and he and the 
major started in the opposite direction, 
toward the operation’s office. 

Halfway, the major turned, and 
stopped. “Look here, Captain,” he began 
beseechingly. “Let’s fix this—”  

And then, swift as a panther for all his 
weight and bulk, he leaped and his fist 
swung. Treadwell took it on the chin and 
went down.  

Dazed and groggy, able to see but 
unable for the moment to move, he saw 
the major grab the automatic and run 
toward the tarmac, where the ships of 
Trent’s flight were settling to a landing. 
Treadwell shook his head, trying to clear 
his mind of the fog, trying to get up. Then 
things snapped back into focus, and he 
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saw the major running toward the 
deadline. 

Brown was just legging out of his 
cockpit, his motor still turning over. 
Martinson thrust the astonished pilot aside, 
and vaulted into the machine. Before any 
of the stunned members of “B” Flight 
could move, the ship was roaring away, 
lifting swiftly into the air. 

Treadwell was on his feet and running 
to where the astonished Trent stood staring 
after the departing crate. The captain 
wasted no words. He leaped into the 
cockpit of Trent’s ship. 

“Hey, Gary, where you going?” Trent 
yelled. “What is this?” “Martinson’s 
heading for the German lines,” Treadwell 
snapped. “This is my job. I let him get 
away.” He fed gas to the motor, and roared 
after the fleeing S.E.5. 

 
ARTINSON was good, Treadwell 
was better, when it came to speed. 

He narrowed the distance between the two 
ships. But Martinson was climbing swiftly, 
heading for the high altitudes, and 
suddenly Treadwell realized that in all 
probability this ship he was himself 
piloting had one of the incendiary bombs 
in a wing. If Martinson got above eight 
thousand before he could down him— 

Up went the needle of his altimeter—
four thousand—five thousand—six 
thousand— 
 They were over the lines now, both pilots 
with the sticks hauled back, climbing so 
rapidly that the powerful motors howled in 
protest. Treadwell glanced back, saw other 
S.E.5s taking the air. He looked ahead, 
nursed his motor to more speed. 

The distance was narrowing. Now he 
could clearly see the derisive gesture of 
the major’s uplifted hand and he groaned 
as he saw the mounting figures on his 
altimeter. He cursed, and banged at the 
throttle, already hard against the stop. 

Then he leveled off a little, felt the 
ship pick up speed. He was cutting the 
distance, racing in below the major. But 
the altitude was now nearly seventy-five 
hundred, and going up. He held his ship to 
a steady climb, gritting his teeth, and fired 
a tentative burst from his Vickers guns.  

Now he was almost under Martinson’s 
ship, and the altimeter said seventy-six 
hundred. With a reckless curse, his whole 
body tensing in anticipation of the flames 
that might shortly envelop him, he hauled 
back on the stick and leaned to his ring-
sights. The ship went up in a roaring 
power zoom, standing almost on its tail, 
and the Vickers guns shook on their 
mounts. Bullets clawed at the major’s left 
wing, moved toward the cockpit. 

Martinson was caught cold. He had to 
get out of that. He did. He stood his ship 
on a wingtip and came around in a 
screaming turn. For a moment he had 
Treadwell dead to rights, slugs hailing on 
the captain’s ship, hanging there by its 
prop in midair. 

Treadwell sideslipped, leveled off, saw 
Martinson whip his crate around and 
resume his flight. The captain’s eyes went 
involuntarily to the instrument board—
seventy-eight hundred. He snarled into the 
slipstream, lifted the nose of his ship and 
fed gas to the Hisso. He got the major 
again in his ring-sights, and this time his 
bullets crept up the turtleback and smeared 
things in the cockpit. 

Martinson’s ship hung for an instant 
like a shot duck. Then its nose came down 
and the tail kicked high. The motor, 
relieved of the climbing pull and still wide 
open, revved to a speed that howled like 
the fiends of hell. Martinson’s face, 
contorted even as he died with a glare of 
bitter hate, came in sight as the crate 
whirled, on its axis, going down. 

Treadwell had only a glance for that—
just enough to know that his job had been 
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done. Then, with his altimeter flush on the 
eight thousand mark he shoved the stick 
forward and he went howling down out of 
there. 

A flight of Fokkers dived on him in the 
same instant, but he refused the challenge. 
He went away from that place like a 
winged bat out of Hades. And as he went 
he leaned his head back against the 
headrest, pounded with his free fist on the 
coaming, burst into hysterical laughter. 

Then he straightened, got hold of 
himself. He took a deep breath, felt the air 
clean and cool in his lungs. No choking 
gas, no agony of smoke and flame, no 
death at eight thousand without a chance 
to fight. When he sliced down at the 
S.E.5s coming up to meet him he lifted 
both hands above his head and shook 
them, and, grinning, they fell in behind 
him for the homeward trek. 

 


