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Every Detail, Rircraft One Quarter Inch to the Foot Solid Scale Models

“Taylor Made’’ Kit With An International Reputation

L —
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A PERFECT MODEL OF AMERICA'S MOST BEAUTIFUL BOMBER

The Kit To Build The Model Of This Modern Giant Contains: selected balsa narti cut to outline shape, turned hardwood cowls and wheels, 3 super- -detailed pilot

busts, 2 threo-hladed Hamilton propellers, a repliea aireraft machine gun, finished transparcnt gunner
gear “struts, liberal portions of authentic army colared lacquers, wood filler and ﬂllel making material, colored i

turret, formed to shape, drilled Alumioum landing
a, full-size detailed drawings, cte. $1.00. Plus 20e

packing and postage.

LOCKHEED “ELECTRA' 14" span ull Silver, Black detail $1.00

FAIRCHILD AMPHIBIAN 14 White and Blue $1.00

span
Plus 20c postage. Plus ZUC nostage.

e —

DOUGLAS TRANSPORT 221" gpan color all silver with black detall or

blue and yellow as sho

: i 5l.30 plus 25 cenls postag Also furnished In MARTIN “CHINA CLIPPER” " TO THE FOOT SCALD, SPAN.
16" size at $1.00 plus 20 cents postage. $1.00° Plus 20 cents postage.

EACH AIRCRAFT KIT CONTAINS
Liberal portions of colored lacquers and
cement, finished pine wheels, colored in-
signins, rigging  wires, most  dificult
parte cut to oputline shape. detailed
drawings, die cast l]"'li'”l'rh and Pilots

and many other fine features too nu-
merous Lo mention.
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BOEING FaBd4,

All \‘« artime kits eontain supur Ilt'lJIIEJ \T1l!tmt' >
: The following Kits contain detailed Radial —

Colored white and yellow $ .35

al Cowli loeing i :\. NEW MONOCOUPE Colored all yellow, red trlm §.25
Soelng ¥ 4R eing P oI oE — -
LCurtiss k.

F 4B
I,miu. 1’ I: I

In addition to the large Kits illustrated at the
top of the page, we carry in stock the following
kits, ready for Immediate shipment.

]
Spad 13 ¥
Fotker B2 @ | moemo rems 3
* Fokker Tripe = Boeing F4B4 =
DeH “C w n T R Wac Model AT @ Beaing, E20A
o = i d . 7 aco Model A" -
L] omet |nncr5[?fcﬁtl.1|:2‘un to Melbourne Race Nisuport 17 Gl ‘5 Curt!ss Goshawk E
Sopwith Camel @ Curtiss BF2C1 g
e onoroupe s e Beeing PI2E & SPAD 13 All yellow, black detail §.25
BUILDING MODEL AIRPLANES Curtiss Hawk PGE W | Boeing PI2F .
Howard Mulligan ™
The most complete manual ever D E HAVICAND |COMET 508

published,

blue prints and simplified in-
structions, L
model Airplanes. ing & postage. For 2 or more

PRICE 25¢ POSTPAID kits add 5c for each kit. Per-

a 32 page book with

for building ten For single kits add 10c for pack-

sonal checks add 10c. No C.0.D.

BOEING P2GA Colored olive drab and yellow §.35

NOTE. These are actual photographs of models built from AIRCRAFT kits.
AIRCRAFT, 3502 NORTH CICERO AVE., DEPT. B.10, CHICAGO

= =] SOPWITH CAMEL Blue wings, olive body $.25
Addz20%
to these
prices
for ship-
ments to
Foreign
Coun-
tries.

Al whits, Gold letters §.25
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FoR several years, he was just like «a score of other
men in the plant—a good, honest, fairly capable
worker, but only that. There was nothing distinctive
about him or his ability —nothing to make him stand
out from the crowd—no reason, as a matter of fact,
why he should ever receive a raise.

Then one fortunate day he decided that the reason
he wasn't getting cnywhere was because he lacked
special training. He searched around a bit—asked
a great many questions—and then enrolled for «a
home-study course with the International Correspon-
dence Schools.

“Soon after I began studying,” he wrote to us the
other day, "we had a change in management at our
plant. The new superintiendent said that only men

INTERNATIONAL

CORRESPONDENGCE

who had really studied their work were in line for
positions as foremen.

"I certainly was glad then that I had decided ip
study in my spare time. For, thanks to my I. C. S.
Course, I was the only man in the crganization who
could talk to the superintendent in his own language.
As a result, I was promoted over men who had been
here from ten to twenty vears.”

What are yvou doing with the hours after supper?
Can you afford to let them slip by unimproved when
you can easily make them mean so much?

One hour a day. spent with the I. C. S. in the quiet
of your own home, will prepare you for success in
the work you like best. Yes, it w_11_1'. Put it up to us
to prove it. Mail this cou;c;-ﬁ Today.

SCHOOLS

BOX 4926-B, SCRANTON, PENNA.

%  Without cost or obligation, please send me a copy of your booklet, “Who Wins and Why,” <
and full particulars about the subject Zefore which I have marked X:

TECHNICAL AND INDUSTRIAL COURSES

0 Architect

[0 Architeetural Draftaman
0 Building Fstimating

0 Contractor and Builder
O Structuril Draftsman
0 Struetural Fagineer
0 Elpetrical Engineer
[ Electrie Lighting

O Telegraph Engineer
0 Telephone Work O Radio
[0 Refrigerntion

O Wiring

[ Businesa Mannge

[ Office M T

[ Industrial Managoment
[0 Personnel Management
[ Traffio Management

0 Ascountancy

Name....

0 Welding, Electric and Gas

[0 Roading Shop Blueprinta

[0 Machinist O Toolmaker
O Patternmaker [0 Boilermaker
[ 8hest Motal Worker

[ Plumbing [0 Steam Fitting
[ Heating O Ventilation

[ Pipefitter [0 Tinxmith

0 Air Conditioning

O Automobile Mechanic

0O Coal Mining [ Navigation

[ Bridge Epgineer

O Bridge and Building Foreman
O Highway Engineer

O Civil Enginesr

[ Burveying and Mapping

O R. i Locomaotivea

O It K. Beetion Foreman

O R. B, Signalmen

O.Air Brakes [ Train Operation
[ Diesel Enginea

[0 Aviation Enginea

BUSINESS TRAINING COURSES

[ Cost Accountant

0 €, P. Accountant

[ Bookkooping

O Becretarial Worl

O Alvertiatng £ Fronch
[ Balesmanship Ll Bpaniah

1ge...

[ Complete Commercial

a5 Carrespondence
shy and Typing
O Civil Service

[0 Mail Carrier

O Railway Mall Clerk

Address

il

Ij you reside in Cenadg, send this co

[ Mechanical Engineer

[0 Mechunieal Draftsman
[ Stenm Hugineer

[ Bteam Electric Engineer
[0 Murine Engiuves

O Chemistey [0 Pharmaoy
O Cotton Manufacturing
0 Woolen Manulncturing
0O Agriculture

[ Fruit Growing

O Poultry Farming

[ Grade School Subjocta
[ High School Subj
[ College Preparatory

O Mt tios

[ Cuartooning

[0 Lettering Show Cards [J Signs

st R SRR e S ) LR e
upon to the International Cerrespondence Schools Canadian, Limited, Mantreal, Canada
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How Jerry Got

HOW's THAT FOR A NO, JERRY. | DECIDED
LAIRD TRANSPORT AVIATION WAS A BUSINESS
MODEL? WHAT HAVE || TO MAKE MONEY IN- NOT
You BEEN DOING T0 Fool AROUND WITH.
LATELY, BILLY BUILT §| 'M WORKING AT THE

ANY MCRE MODELS? }| AIRPORT NOW.

His Start in AVIATION
—— s ! | you HAD TO }[ | DID NOT. WALTER HINTON TRAINED
= | ME AT HOME. THEN | GOT A GROUND
JoB AT THIS AIRPORT AND GOT MY
FLYING INSTRUCTIONS AT A VERY LOW
COST HINTON TELLS You ALL ABOUT
HOW TO GET INTO AVIATION IN A
FREE BOOK HES PUBLISHED.

GIVE UP

- YOUR. JOB,
LETS TAKE | DIDNT YOU,
A HOP. I'lL | TO GET
TELL YOU WHILE | AVIATION
WE WARM UP | TRAINING ?

YOU'RE IN AVIATION
NOW? AND A LICENSED}
PILOT ALREADY1

HOW COME1

WHAT A COURSE. HINTON GIVES ME THE DOPE ON | THANKS BILL. HINTON

GEE ~-THIS 15 GREAT. [LL SEND MOTORS, AIR PLANE DESIGN--AIRPORT MANAGEMENT-~ | THIS SHIP CERTAINLY KNOWS HIS

FOR WALTER HINTONS BOOK GIVES ME THE GROUND TRAINING FOR MORE THAN |} HANDLES STUFF. I'M TAKING

TONIGHT AND LEARN HOW FORTY DIFFERENT TYPES OF AVIATION JOBS. AND HE'S [{ BETTERTHAN || FLYING LESSONS
HAD MORE THAN EIGHTEEN YEARS EXPERIENGE EVER SINCE 4 NOW. I'LL SOLO

HE TRAINS MEN FOR AVIATION.

YOUYE BEEN
SERVICING IT.

TRAINING MEN FOR AVIATION. I'M GOING
TO START TRAINING RIGHT NOW.

NEXT WEEK. /|

AND THERE'S FLENTY
MORE AHEAD FOR US IN
AVIATION, DEAR. IT

MY FAMOUS COURSE
GRS trains you quickly at
EEVCHE ‘home in spare time for
XS = AVIATIONS OPPORTUNITIES
: Many mare $40-300-375 a week
n this fast-growing industry.

P——:\

I'M 50 GLAD YOU
GOT INTO AVIATION.
WITH THAT NEW
JOB AS PILOT FOR
THE AIRLINE WE
CAN GET MARRIED
RIGHT AWAY.

My up-to-tlate home study Course gives you the ground work

you :Eu-ulllul get and“kccp a real ,Inhi in this If:-.minnting. fast- Yo“ Have Many Types us Jubs - g N4
growing industry. Many of my graduates, who didn’t know & LRIIOUS. AN Trnts
thing about Aviation before they enm]l;rl. are holding down to Choose Frﬂm fiy from

fine jobs right mow—In (he air and on the ground. Get the : Ameri

facts about my practieal tralning and what it has done for You have over 40 different types of jobs to choose from once =

others,  Mall coupon now. you have the necessary Irfli.nimz. You get all the information

need to poss the Government's written exnmination for

Mechanic's or Pilot’s Licenses, in a few short months. 1f you
I Teach YOI.l QU]CKLY—at Home want to learn to fly, I can probably save you more thin the

itl. Your spare Tilne cost of my Course at good alrports all over the country.
You don't need to give up your present jub—don't need {o leave iati i i
home, to get your training in Avistion. 1've made it casy for Avlatlm IS Growlng FaSt

. you. I've put my own eighteen years of expericice—five years
of instructing in the Navy—all into my thorough, quickly mas-
tered home study Course.

Don't walt and let the other fellows
about your cwn future. Get the FACTS, Mail the coupon on
the right today—right now—while you're thinking about it.
‘1l send you my big new FREF ik—packed with interesting

No PreVi.o“s Ex’erience Needed' facts about your opportunities in Avistion, 1o it NOW

You don't need a high school education—don't have to know

et ahead of you. Think

i{n}:l}l_il:ﬂ ul_mlut t:l;ul(us or engines '”hf“"“ the ground work of WALTER HINTON, Pres.
Aviation with my Course, FEverything i3 clearly explained— Ins Am
flustrated by hundreds of plctures, drawings n;'u] t’dum:.p‘—‘sin:ulo Aylation I Sxics Tt
and ecasy to understand. 1115 Connecticut Avenue, Washington, D, C.
These Men Made Good With My Training
COURSE HELPED PASS ACCEPTED FOR ROYAL CANADIAN : 3 E
GOVERNMENT EXAMINATION AIR FORCE e £108
£ erica, In
I am g holder of an acroplane and engina *T sent your letter with an application fi Mic i 1ag] 1

mechanic’s tirgn.su and a private pilot's - enlistment in the Royal Canadian Alr Fo 1115 Connecticul Avenue, Washington, B..C,
cense, Your Course helped me a greal deal and T recelved a letter st hat i 1 . ¥

the exnmination.” JOHN HALEN- plication is accepted and I can enlist as -soon 5 I.d me & Free copy of your book, “Wings of Op-

unity.! I want to Know more about mny opporfuni-
es in Aviantion, and your tested method of home train-

420 8, Dalllet 8t., Frackville, Pa, r 15 & vacancey,”  JOSEPH J, BEIBIG,
—— Ll

ile, Sask,, Canada.
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1911 MODEL Caudron takes to
the air a quarfer of a century
later! . Flying from Belgium to
England, Ken Waller pilots this
old-timer to opening of new
Brighton airport in a hop that
was almost washed out by 40-
mile head wind.

UNUSUAL instrument ar-
rangement is the grouping of
dials in the left side of the
panel in Annette Gipson's
new Monocoupe, making
them easier to read—the
first time this arrangement
has been tried.

ART of fine piloting is strikingly
demonstrated by the smoke de-
signs that these British scout pi-
lots are weaving for their an-
nual R.A.F. display.



SHIPBOARD landing below
came when British pilot, flying
a torpedo-bomber low over
liner "Normandie," struck a
mast stay and swung over fun-
nel, where hot, thin air robbed
wings of lift and dropped him
to deck, shaken but unhurt.

DIZZY DEAN'S delivery had
nothing on Yernon Boehle's when
- it came to pitching heavy 15-
foot gas model into a glide at
the national contest.

l AIRY PERCH on a primary
/ glider like that at left provides
real thrills when there's a lof of

altitude beneath.

RUGGED grandeur of Grand Can-
yon offers no barrier to modern
travelers who go by air.

WHAT well-dressed altitude

flier will wear is shown by
Maryse Hilsz, record holder.
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BLIND flight coast to coast is achieve-
meni of Major Ira Eaker, standing be-
side hooded Boeing P-12 which he used.
An open plane piloted by Major Wil-
liam Kepner, accompanying him for
safety check, occasionally had to let
"blind" plane lead way through fogs.

TURBINE F-2 supercharger, army-tested on
Consolidated A-11, is whirled at 40,000 r.p.m.
by exhaust to compress air for carburetor.

PADDLEWHEEL flight apparently
holds a fascination for inventors.
Here's Virgil Kutnar's model of a
plane for vertical and forward flight.

BLACKBOARD
and chalk give
schoolroom as-
pect to Le Bour-
get airport as pi-
lots get flight
orders before big
air parade over
Paris on Bastile
Day. Bomber
type is Potez 54,
observation type
Potez 39.A2.




AIR TRAILS 7

LARGE fin and rudder are needed
to exert control with floats. This
Waco cabin job recently had Edo
floats fitted at North Beach, New
York, for shipment with ancther to
Peru, where they will fly mail on
rivers and high inland lakes.

GROWING like mush-
rooms, five of six national
balloon race entries get
their fill of hydrogen at
Denver's mile-high airport.
Goodyear bag later won.
Detroit entry was ripped
by wind flurry, collapsing
like—well, like a punc-
tured balloon!

CHAMPION glider pilot Chester

Decker rests on wing of his Albatross

after climaxing Elmira meet with
146.6-mile hop.

EVER WONDER how the pilots get
those big 7x150-foot advertising signs
into the air? Well, now you know,
after seeing how this flier does it
But here's another one for you: how
does he get it down after his day's

work is done?




T was 8 o'clock on the morning of August 2nd when
the super-dirigible Conqueror floated upward from
the thousand-acre base of Transpacific Airways in the

autskirts of Tokyo, Japan, and stuck its sleek nose into
the bright eastern skies toward San Francisco, five thou-
sand water miles away. The forty passengers were
crowded to the windows of the luxurious salon amid-
ships; the fifty trained men of the crew were at their
stations ; the heavy cargo of mail and freight had been
stowed aboard, and the mighty Cenqueror, five engines
booming, had begun the first commercial flight across
the Pacific Ocean to link the mystic East with the pro-
gressive West.

Kenneth Chandler, the junior navigation officer, stood
close to the glass of the dirigible's control car and looked
down at the dwindling airdrome with its sea of faces,
its pattern of waving Japanese and American flags, and
its massed bands. But the scene blurred before his eyes
and he saw only the face of a dead man—the face of
Kammato, his Japanese {riend, who had been murdered.

For weeks, for months, Chandler had looked forward
to this day when, as an officer in the natty blue of
Transpacific, he would accompany the giant Conqueror
on her history-making maiden flight. DBut now all the
joy, all the thrilling excitement had been wiped away

e

and only black sorrow and bitterness gripped his young
soul. Kammato had been his true friend and Kammato
had died because of it.

It lhad happened late the previous night. Chandler
had been at the air base, working over the Congqueror's
instruments, when he had been summoned to the tele-
phone. He had heard Kammato’s voice, strangely ex-
cited. The Japanese had said:

“Kenneth. You come quick to my house. T have
important information about Congueror. Come quick,

‘please!”

And Chandler, recognizing the urgency in his friend’s
words, had rushed out to his roadster and driven like
mad across the city. As the car had come to a skid-
ding stop in front of Kammato's house, Chandler had
lheard three crashing reports of a gun. Wild-eyed, he
had rushed inside the house and found Kammato lying
on the floor in front
of an open window,
blood pouring from

his side. In his
right hand was
clasped a tan

leather wallet.

BILL : BARNES

DEEEIENIDS



The Greatest Bill Barnes
Awr Adventure Novel
Up to Now

by GCeorge
L.

Eaton

The great dirigible was a thing

of murder and it had to be de-

stroved. The Lancer’s cannon
thundered!

CRIMSON LINE
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For one horrible moment Chandler had thought the
Japanese already dead, but, as he had dropped down
beside him, Kammato had opened his eves, his lips had
moved and he had whispered, “Baron Susuka rides as
passenger when Conqueror leaves. . . Ie will be

disguised. They shoot me from window because

I know. Quick, Kenneth, get away from here
. . hurry to your company, please. Leave

me, I die. Take wallet pic-

ture of Baron Susuka inside. . . . He goes as pas-

senger aboard Conqueror. Tell them .

tell 2

He had died then, in his American friend’s arms.

And after that everything had been confusion to
Chandler. He had had no idea who Baron Susuka was,
yet Kammato's last plea had been for him to carry the
news back to Transpacific. But only when he had heard
the shouts of approaching people, alarmed by the noise
of the shooting, had Chandler acted. Snatching the
Jleather wallet from the lifeless fingers, he had left the
room through the open window, raced to his car and
driven furiously back to the air base. There he had
found Brady, the Congueror’s commander, in his office,
had shown him the faded photograph that had been in
the wallet, and had blurted out the whole story.

Brady had been strangely calm. THe had glanced at
the photograph of a fat man’s face and had handed it
back.

“Sit down, Chandler,” he had said. “I can't tell you
how sorry I am about your friend’s death. It is a hor-
rible tragedy. For, you see, we already know that Baron
Susuka has booked a passage aboard the Conqueror un-
der an alias, We have known for days.”

Chandler had stared incredulously. “You knew? You
knew all the time? Then Kammato gave up his life
for nothing !

Brady had shaken his head sorrowfully, ‘“Listen to
me, Chandler. I'm going to tell you a secret. Baron
Susuka is the head of a gigantic drug ring that's been
smuggling millions of dollars’” worth of illicit narcotics
into the States. Ile's a cunning, slippery crook with
a powerful organization. Our secret service has been
trying for years to-catch him and smash his rotten syndi-
cate. They have always failed. But this time it looks
as if they'll get him.

“A few days ago our operatives here in Japan were
tipped off that Susuka is planning to go to the U. S.
aboard our ship, in disguise and under the name of
Maito. We've been ordered to keep everything hushed
up and let him think he’s getting away with it. Right
at this moment Department of Justice operatives -under
Special Agent Stephen Drake are waiting at the San
Francisco airport. When we land there, Susuka will
be arrested the moment he sets foot on American soil.

“We can’t afford any leaks. You must say nothing
about your friend's death. If Susuka ever learns that
Kammato talked and gave you that picture, our scheme
will collapse. You understand 7

Chandler had said that he understood. But now, as
he rode in the swaying control car of the rising Con-
queror, his bitterness wiped away all understanding.
Just before the take-off the young officer had seen the
fat Oriental-looking passenger come aboard the dirigible.
An icy calm had gripped Chandler. The resemblance
between the passenger and the faded photograph had
been slight, but Brady had removed all possible doubts

BILL BARNES

when he brushed past and whispered, “That's our man.”
The passenger had gone into the salon and then had
come the orders to cast off.

And now Chandler stood looking down as the air-
drome swirled away to the rear, but he saw only the
face of Kammato, his murdered friend. Brady had said
that Baron Susuka would be arrested in San Francisco:
that Kammato's murder would then be thoroughly in-
vestigated ; that all Chandler could do was to wait. Wait
—uwhile his whole being writhed with sorrow and with
hate—while his fingers itched to close around that fat
throat! Wait—for the slippery Baron Susuka to be
trapped by the secret service, by the men he had so cun-
ningly evaded in the past!

And wait Chandler did as the Conqueror, the early
morning sun burnishing her hull to a glistening silver,
slid high across the island kingdom toward the Pacific
QOcean and toward destruction.

II—WAITING

IF you draw a straight line across a map of the
Pacific Ocean between Tokyo and San Francisco and
then take a point on it a few degrees west of the inter-
national date line, the tip of vour pencil will mark the
approximate location of Tupper Island. The island is
not usually recorded on maps. It is small, just a jagged
horn of rock jutting out of the ocean. If you searched
long enocugh through dusty archives, you'd learn that
Tupper Island belongs to the United States. Not that
any one would care. The rocky spot had been long for-
gotten and, if remembered, dismissed as of no conse-
quence.

But it was of consequence, tremendous consequence,
to a powerful drug ring. On Tupper Island was their
secret headquarters, and from this desolate spot ema-
nated their clever operations.

From a passing ship no habitation, no human could
be seen. Not so, however, from the air. Loocking down
from above, an observer would be surprised to see a
great canyonlike gash in the rock formation practically
dividing the island into two parts. And in this long
canyon, with its sheer two-hundred-foot walls, he would
discover the ring's secret—a dirigible.

The dirigible, named the Pirate, was the nucleus of
the whole brilliant smuggling scheme and had been in
use for the past three years. Contraband drugs were
brought by ship from the Orient, landed in the small
rockbound harbor, and then placed aboard the Pirafe.
Stowed away inside the dirigible were five fast biplanes,
capable of being dispatched and picked up in mid-air.
With her load aboard, the Pirete took off and sailed at
a tremendous height for the United States. Her sleek
hull was painted a mottled blue, which rendered her
almost invisible when high in the sky, and her motors
were muffled. Each trip was timed so that night
shrouded the west coast of the United States when the
Pirate reached that vicinity. Then the biplanes, loaded
with contraband narcotics, were released to make their
deliveries at specified points. With the work accom-
plished, the planes sped back to the mother ship, were
drawn aboard, and the Pirate raced back to Tupper
Island at full speed. The system worked without a
hitch.

Modern equipment had been brought to the island,
and the place had been turned into an efficient, up-to-date
air base. The large force of pilots and mechanics lived
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Bill took a deep breath—
then he jumped. His fin-
ger gripped the metal rip-
cord ring, but he waited.

in comfortable cavelike quarters that had been

carved from the rocky sides of the canyon.
The ring’s secret base was perfect, perfect

in every respect but one—the unfortunate ex-

posure when viewed from above.

And it was due to this one vulnerable point that all

the trouble started.

I'T was early on the morning of August 2nd. In far-
away Japan, the Conqueror was floating upward from
her Tokyo airdrome, In San Francisco, a group of
United States secret service operatives, under the com-
mand of Stephen Drake, grimly awaited the coming of
the dirigible and the capture of Baron Susuka. But
capture him they never would. TFor in a rock-walied
room on Tupper Island two men were seated, and one
of them was Baron Susuka,

He was fat, and his massive face had an Oriental cast,
He sat before a desk and watched the other occupant
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of the room. The second man was hump-backed. Te
was crouched over a short-wave radio. Ie twisted
around and said, “Here it 1s.”" A switch clicked and
instantly a voice boomed through the room.

“—we're right here at the Tokyo air base, friends.
The Conqueror’'s growing smaller now, sliding across
the sky like a big silver pencil. There she goes on her
history-making flight. Transpacific Airways may well
be proud of their mighty vessel, and so may the world.
She’s off for America! Stand by, San Francisco! And
luck to you, Conqueror!”

Baron Susuka moved his massive bulk in the chair.
“Luck! She will need more than luck. Tune
in on Conqueror, Pete. Chart her position.”

“Yes, boss.” Pete slipped earphones over his head.

From outside came the whine of elevator machinery.
It stopped abruptly and a buzzer sounded. Baron Su-
suka pressed a button at the side of his desk and a
section of rocky wall slid noiselessly back, “Come in,”
he said.

A tall, slim man strode through the entrance and
crossed to the desk. *“Plane’s all set, boss. And Snowy’s
primed for the job. We got a strait-jacket on him.”

Susuka nodded. “Very well. It will be three hours
before he will leave. Sit down, Hansen, I talk.”

“Swede” Hansen lowered himself to a chair and looked

BILL BARNES

nervously at the fat man. “You think everything'll work
0. K., boss?  We're taking a hig chance.”

“A big chance, yes, but it is either stop air-line oper-
ating or give up base here. They would detect us for
a certainty. Transpacific will find it most unfortunate
that projected air route passes in vicinity of Tupper
Island. My little plan will work. Do not worry, Han-
sen. Snowy has never failed yet.: There is something
else about which T wanted to speak, Hansen. I am
going to be officially killed.”

Hansen stared. *“You going to be—what?”

Susuka laughed softly, “I am going to meet most
tragic death aboard Congueror. You probably do not
realize that at this very minute I am sitting comfortably

Black hoods were over their heads

and only their eyes showed. Each

man held a gun.

in Conqueror's salon, contentedly looking out window.”
Hansen drew back in his chair, a strange look in his
eyes. “Maybe you've been working too hard, boss.
Maybe you need a drink or something.”
Susuka threw back his head and laughed. “You
think I am crazy, eh, Hansen? Listen, I will tell you
about it. American detectives have been getting too
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close lately. I do not like it. Then suddenly I see per-
fect solution.” He wet his big lips and leaned across
the desk. “It is while I plan to stop Transpacific when
T realize that this is the time to stage official disappear-
ance from world. T get idea when I see that one of my
men in Tokyo looks greatly like me in build and face.
O. K. T have American detectives tipped off that T
am going on Congueror under false name and in dis-
guise, They swallow it all like bait. ©O. K. Then I
build up my double into thinking he is just going for
nice ride. Right at this moment, Hansen, that poor
fool is riding in Conqueror and detectives think it is I—
Baron Susuka. They plan to arrest me when I land
in San Francisco.

“You see how it works, Hansen? Clever, eh? When
Snowy does his job my double will die—and Baron
Susuka will die, too. You like it, eh?"’

Hansen looked incredulous. “It's a nifty, boss. You
mean you'll take on another name and all? But, isn't
there danger of the dicks recognizing you sooner or
later?”

“No. Years ago I get in bad with Australian police.
T change my appearance, make myself look more like
Japanese. [ keep this way always since then—like you
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see me now. American police, they know me like this,
too. O. K. Now, I go back to way I used to look.
This slant goes from my eye. I take off my toupee and
am bald. I change very much. They will have no
chance of recognizing me, especially when they know that
Baron Susuka is dead,” :

Hansen shook his head. “Gosh, boss, you sure figure
things out. The only risk you'll run is from guys who
used to know you way back.”

“Yes. Susuka's eyes glittered and a flush stole over
his face. “There has been just one slip made. 1 al-
ways kept just one picture of myself like I used to logk.
Yesterday that picture is stolen by a thieving Japanese
named Kammato. He is friend of one of Congueror's
officers, Chandler. Right after picture is stolen, I get
wise. I send a man after Kammato quick. But Kam-
mato has telephoned Chandler. My man shoots Kam-
mato, then gets scared and runs away when Chandler
comes. He does not get photograph. Chandler does.
My spy at Transpacific base tells me what happens.
Before Kammato dies he tells Chandler story about me

‘riding aboard Cenqueror. Chandler goes to his com-

manding officer, Brady, tells him, shows photograph.
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Like @ crazed meteor,
the Nakajima torpedo
plane dived. It was
within a thousand fee:

—five hundred
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Brady already knows, warns Chandler to keep quiet,
ignores photograph. Chandler keeps it. He has it on
his person aboard Congueror now.”

“Wow! That's a lucky break for you, boss,” Han-
sen said. “If Chandler has it on him now, you don’t
have to worry none.”

“Tt is indeed fortunate,” Susuka said. “But none of
my men make two blunders like that and live. So be
very careful of mistakes, Hansen.”

Pete, at the radio, interrupted. “Got the Congueror,
)y 1

“Keep on her. Chart positions carefully.” Susuka
turned back to Hansen. “Go down to Snowy. Do not
let him get too far gone. When it is time, I will signal
you. Give him heavy injection, then bring him up here.”

IT was precisely three hours later when the door of
the room opened and Hansen came inside preceded by a
thin, blond-headed man. “Snowy” Farr was shaking
like a man dying from malaria. His eyes glared out
from deep-set sockets. His mouth worked nervously,
and his fingers kept picking at his flying clothes as if
removing invisible pieces of lint.

Hansen looked d{rightened and gestured to Susuka
from behind Snowy's back.

“Hello, Snowy,” Susuka said affably.
time you left on job, eh?

“It is about
You remember what to do?”

Snowy nodded jerkily., “I remember, boss. Damn
your. You sent me almost crazy. You had the stuff
here all the time. Hansen said you didn’t. What's the
idea? You might have given me a shot.”

“You got it now, el ?” Susuka turned to Pete. “Let
me have last radio reading.”

The radio operator marked an X on his chart and
handed it to Susuka. “There’s the whole
Snowy'd better take it along.”

“Yes. Here is Conqueror's position and course,
Snowy,” Susuka said, holding the chart before the drug-
crazed man. “When you take off, check on your radio
with us here. We will relay Congueror's last position.
She will be coming in a straight line. You had better
get going now, my {riend. And good luck.”

Snowy took the chart and shoved it into the pocket
of his grimy flying overalls. His body fremors were
growing less and less, and a strange, burning light had
leaped into his distended eyes. “You say Mercer's on
board the Congueror?”

“For certainty,” Susuka said.,

Snowy's fingers curled into the palms of his hands.
“Good. T'll get him. T'll kill him. TI'll kill the slimy
rat.”

Susuka looked at IHansen, the corners of his mouth
curling, No one had ever discovered who “Mercer”
was. But always, when Snowy became drugged up, his
killer instinets were fully aroused, and all he ever wanted
was to kill “Mercer.” Susuka had made use of this
strange mental quirk many times in the past. When-
ever Snowy was assigned to do a murder, he was always
told that the victim was “Mercer.” The system never
failed.

“You go get Mercer now, Snowy,” Susuka said.

Sunowy was standing, legs spread far apart. Strength
had seemed to have swept over him. The craven, shak-
ing man was gone, and in his place was a vicious, snarl-
ing murderer. His lips were stretched back in a fero-
cious smile, His voice was a rasp when he spoke. “I'll

works.
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go. I'll get that dog. T'll love it. T'll crack that ship
wide open and then I'll laugh as Mercer dies. Damn
him.”

Susuka motioned to Hansen. “You had better hurry,
Snowy. He might get away, eh?”

“Get away! He'll never get away!”
around and went out. IHansen followed.

Pete, at the radio, took a bottle from a drawer, poured
a stiff drink and downed it in one gulp. He coughed
and said, “If I ever see that bird again it'll be years
too soon, boss.”

Susuka chuckled. “You will not see him again.” He
walked across the room to the window at the end and
looked out. Down below was the great canyon with
the great cigarlike shape of his dirigible, Pirate, moored
at the bottom. Far to the left, Susuka saw the island’s
small harbor with a Nakajima single-seater biplane float-
ing at the end of the short pier. A mechanic was seated
in the cockpit, jazzing the engine. Susuka's gaze cen-
tered on the sleek torpedo which was locked into posi-
tion between the floats. Minutes later he caught sight
of the dwarfed figures of Hansen and Snowy making
their way along the bed of the canyon.

The two men reached the harbor.

Snowy turned

The

mechanie

Baron Susuka

slipped out of the Japanese attack ship and Snowy
climbed over to take his place. The powerful engine
blasted, amplified by the narrow confines of the canyon.

Pete came over to join Susuka at the window. The
biplane moved away from the pier, taxied rapidly from
the harbor into the open ocean beyond. It swung
around into the wind, picked up speed, and angled up
into the sky.

Susuka said quietly, “Baron Susuka is about to van-
ish from world. You no. longer know me as Baron
Susuka, Pete. [ make big plans. T become even greater
than Baron Susuka. [ take new name—Nicholas Laz-
nick. You like it, eh?”

THE Nakajima seaplane climbed steeply into the
heavens as Snowy Farr crouched motionless over the
controls.  His burning eyes flicked from the chart
clipped to his map hoard to the instruments, and a sav-

L Y
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age smile twisted his thin lips. Tupper Island fell away
to thz rear and was swallowed by the watery horizon,

Radio reports on the Conqueror's plotted position came
continually to the pilot's ear from the radio operator
back at the island. Snowy Farr watched the chart,
watched his instruments, but his eyes were mostly di-
rected straight ahead at the overcast sky.

He muttered continually, “T'll kill him! T'll kill him!”

The Jupiter motor thundered evenly as the biplane
streaked on and on. Half an hour had passed since he
had left Tupper Island when Farr caught his first glimpse
of a shimmering needlelike object far, far ahead. Ile
tensed forward in the cockpit and pulled the stick back.
The biplane climbed steeply, leveled off at 11,000 feet.
A filmy layer of clouds floated below the racing machine.
Farr’s eyes were blazing with the light of madness. His
fingers tightened around the control column. Through
holes in the clouds he caught frequent glimpses of the
cigar shape that was growing larger and larger—the
Conqueror.

The pilot was now half crouched forward in his seat,
His face had become a contorted mask. He kept say-
ing: “Kill him! Kill him! Kill him!”

The Conqueror was flying on an even course, like a
great silver cloud. The biplane had now reached a posi-
tion almost over it. The thin cloud blanket lay in be-
tween. Farr watched for an opening in the opaque
vapor, found one, and through it he glimpsed the giant
dirigible, 7,000 feet below.

With a snarl he threw the stick forward. The biplane
dived precipitously.

Farr's eyes blazed down the gunsights until he had
his machine plummeting dead on for the center of the
Conqueror’s glistening envelope. The biplane's speed
was increasing. The wind was howling, screaming as
it tore past. The pilot's face was bright with a demoni-
acal smile. FHe began shouting the words: “Kill him !
Kill him! Kill him!”

The biplane slashed through the last laver of clouds,
went rocketing down—down—down—the altimeter nee-
dle whirled around the dial.

“Kill him! Kill him! Kill him!"

Like a crazed meteor, the plane dived. It was within
a thousand feet of the top of the giant gas hag—within
five hundred—three hundred

And still Farr held his feet locked on the rudder bar;
his hand locked on the control column.

Down—down—down

“Kill him! Kill him! Kill him!”

The biplane was one hundred feet away—fifty—and
then, with its engine shrieking, the hurtling Nakajima
plane crashed straight into the dirigible.

The torpedo locked between the pontoons exploded
with a terrific detonation. A, jagged crack stabbed
through the Conqueror's sleek metallic hull. A sheet of
flame streaked up. A tank of hydrogen expladed—an-
other—another,

And in ten seconds the mammoth three-million-dollar
air liner was a mass of twisted wreckage pelting down-
ward in a swirling cloud of black smoke and fire.

And on Tupper Island a fat man laughed.

HI—THE VISITOR

Bill Barnes, the world-famous pilot, walked slowly
from his bungalow to the administration building, his
eyes on the small monoplane that had cireled his Long

&
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The machine was now coming in for a
slow, erratic landing. It hit the earth far down toward
the northern border, bounced and slowed. The engine
boomed, The plane swung around and headed across
the field toward the conerete apron.

Bill shrugged, went up the steps of the administration
building, strode down the corridor and opened the door
of his private office. IHe stopped suddenly in the entrance.

Inside, “Sandy” Sanders, the boy pilot of the flying
organization, was on his knees in the middle of the room,
feverishly gathering up a litter of papers that covered
the floor around him. Perched on the top of an open
filing cabinet was Alphonso, the small African monkey
who had become the official mascot of the Barnes air
squadron. The animal was chattering excitedly and, as
Bill watched, dipped a hairy arm down into an open
drawer, jerked out a file holder and held it upside down.
Papers cascaded from the folder and fluttered down
around Sandy.

The hoy leaped to his feet. ‘“Quit it, Alphonso.
Golly, the first thing you know, Bill's going to walk
right in here and see what you've done. Won't you
ever grow up?”’

Bill said from the doorway:
master.”

The boy whipped around, his eyes wide.
yeah. Hello, Bill. How're you—you feeling?
day inside, didn't it—wasn't it—I mean, isn’t it?”

Bill closed the door. “What's the idea of all this?”

Sandy was stooping down, feverishly stuffing letters
back into folders and jamming them into the file cabinet.
He said breathlessly: “Well, you see, Bill. T got to
thinking about little o’ Alphonso. He's so ignorant.
And T figured that perhaps I could maybe educate him
—maybe to read and write.”

Bill grinned. “You got a big job in that. Now, look,
I'm not sore or anything like that, but I want this place
cleaned up in a hurry, and T also want you and you™—
he jabbed a finger at Sandy and Alphonso—“to get out
of here and stay out. [If you want to educate that ape,
peewee, use your own quarters for the schoolroom.”

Alphonso took a flying leap from the top of the filing
cabinet, landing on the boy's shoulder, and then jumped
from there to Bill's desk. He reached out quickly and
picked up a large green automatic pencil lying on the
desk blotter.

Bill yelled, “Hey!” and started for him.

Sandy grinned. “See, Bill. He goes right for a
pencil.  Maybe he’s going to start to write.”

“He's going to start right out of here,” Bill
and reached for the monkey.

Alphonso darted to the far side of the desk and kept
out of reach. THis fingers were working at the pencil.
Suddenly the bottom section became unscrewed and the
spare pieces of red-colored lead scattered over the desk
top. The monkey jumped from surprise, dropped the
pencil and, with a shrill cry, leaped from the desk and
vanished out through the door.

“You,' too,” Bill said to Sandy.

The hoy jammed the last file into the cabinet and ran
across the room, “Sure. We're going. I'm glad you
aren't mad, Bill. You just have to have patience with
Alphonso. He's a problem child.”

Bill grinned as the door closed. Alphonso and Sandy
—what a combination! One was as bad as the other.
Yet he would never forget what (Twrnto page 70)

Island field,

“He takes after his

“Why, uh—
Nice

said,
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A spectacle for crowds at the R.AF. air show.

T was not many years after the Wright brothers first
flew, back near the beginning of the century, that
the airplane became a weapon of war, At first the

new machine served only as a far-seeing eye for the land
and sea soldiery who had waged all the wars of the
world since the beginning of mankind, Then, swiftly,
the airplane grew. It took unto itself weapons for self-
defense; it found that those weapons could be turned
to offensive purposes, and in a comparatively short time
it became an attacking force in its own right. Tt com-
pelled generals and admirals to alter their whole age-
old strategy of warfare.

The military importance of the airplane has continued
to grow with its rapid improvement in design. To-day
air forces are a dominant factor in the strength of na-
tions. While it is not true, as some enthusiasts claim,
that rival air forces alone can decide wars—since ground
troops must still actually occupy and hold enemy terri-
tory—it is probable that fighting planes will play the
leading role in future international conflicts,

Thus the nation with the biggest and best air force

Britain

In the international
war power Britain
with many fast

by Crainger

will have a great advantage. The best air force is the
one with the most modern aireraft. And the most mod-
ern, completely up-to-date planes are appearing to-day in
large numbers in one country especially—Great Britain,

When Germany came into the open with defiant an-
nouncement that she was creating an air. force specifi-
cally forbidden to her by the Versailles Treaty which
ended the World War, Britain was disturbed. Germany
proclaimed peaceful intentions, but she was apparently
preparing for war. Hitler's ultimate aims were east-
ward, he said, which could mean Poland, Russia, or
Czechoslovakia. But then, in a surprise move, Ger-
many reoccupied the Rhineland, the demilitarized zone
above France, Britain grew alarmed. She quickly set
about strengthening her {orees. Hard feelings in the
Mediterranean which developed shortly later with Mus-
solini pver the conquest of [Ethiopia, and the French-
Russian alliance, served to speed up her program,

From a total of about $88,000,000 for 1934, air-force
expenditures for 1935 were increased to $130,000,000.
This was a jump, in one year, of almost 50 per cent. For
a dozen years previously, Britain's annual bill for her
air force had not changed much one way or the other.
The big added expenditure, however, was only a begin-
ning. For 1936 the air force estimate was raised to
$195,000,000, or a total two-year increase of about 120
per cent with further 1936 appropriations likely.

Among the items that form Britain's air-force outlay
for 1936, airplanes and engines at $73,400,000 and guns
and ammunition at $11,415,000 add up to form the larg-
est item—war equipment—of $92,500,000. Of the first
figure, airplanes and spare parts account for $46,700,000,
engines and spares $26,700,000.

More men and ground accommodations are also pro-
vided for. Enlistments in the Royal Air Force in 1934
totalled 28,780 men in all ranks; for 1936 this figure
may rise to 50,000, Additional recruiting stations have
been opened. Under a new system many pilots will be
trained in private schools by special arrangement with
the government. As a result, new flying schools are
opening up and old ones are booming. Britain's expan-
sion program plans for a total of 2,500 new pilots and
22,000 new *“aircraftsmen,” or mechanics and ground
crews of various duties.

New air stations and bases to the number of 49 are
to be constructed. Work is already under way on almost
half of them.

In the procurement of new aireraft, speed is the watch-
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race for leadership in
swells her air force
new battle planes.

Summerfield

word. Workers are in demand, and many factories are
operating on all shifts to capacity output. In addition,
Britain has undertaken to create a “shadow industry”
in case of emergency. Automobile plants and other fac-
tories are being outfitted to begin the constructing of
planes in a moment's notice,

Two years have passed since Britain swung into her
swift expansion. Mostly in recent months, and seem-
ingly all at once, the new ships that she has been devel-
oping in secret have emerged, to claim the attention
of aviation experts everywhere.

All of the new fighting craft are monoplanes, and
furthermore, all have retractable landing gear. In these
two respects they are following the trend already estab-
lished by commercial and private-owned planes hoth in
England and in this country.

How far ahead of other European countries Britain’s
new air equipment will place her remains to be seen
when definite news is available from the other nations.
It is fairly certain, however, that none of them is sur-
passing the speed and power of some of the new British
designs., DBritain's present ranking is placed anywhere
from first to third by different observers. IHer chief ri-
vals in air strength are France and Russia, But there
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seems to be little question that when her expansion
program ends its first period, in the spring of 1937, she
will top the list with well over 4,000 available service
planes of all kinds.

This alone might not make her the leading air power,
for counted in the total plane strength of any air force
is a considerable number of obsolete craft still doing
first-line duty and an even greater number of old planes
in reserve. Quality is important as well as quantity.

Space does not allow discussion of the several effi-
cient fighting craft already in service with the R.AF.
These include the Gloster Gladiator, whose 255 m.p.h.
was the fastest speed in the service up to 1936, the
Hawker Fury, and several other conventional biplanes.
The new designs, however, are worthy of attention.

For the most part, they represent two types of air
warfare in which Britain is specializing because of her
geographical vulnerability to neighboring coast bases
compared to her distance from the other nations’ capital
cities. These are: intercepting attacks on enemy homb-
ing formations before they can reach England’s shores,
and long-range bombing.

The first strategy demands fighter or “pursuit” planes
that can get off within minutes after an alarm and halt
the approaching bombers before they can get near enough
to do damage. Planes for this purpose must obviously
be quick-climbing, extremely fast, maneuverable, and
well-armed.

The second tactic requires primarily long-range bomb-
ing planes with suitable load capacity. Since most of
the distance in R.A.F. bombing flights would be over
foreign or enemy soil, they would have to be fast in es-
cape, of high ceiling, and maneuverable and well-defended
in combat,

Among recent or newly revealed British service-type
planes are three fast low-wing fighters, the Supermarine
Spitfire I, the unnamed Hawker single-seater, and an
unnamed Vickers single-seater; two reconnaissance
bombers, the Avro Anson and the military Airspeed
Envoy; two “day” bombers, the Vickers Wellesley and
the Fairey Battle; and four heavier two-engined bomb-

British service types on display at Hendon. The large biplanes in foreground are Handley Page Heyford night bombers.
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Airspeed Envoy is a "merchant bomber" easily con-

Vickers Wellesley's geodetic construction permits vertible from comfortable air liner to battle plane.
safe high aspect ratio and large load capacity.

ers, the Bristol Blenheim, the Armstrong-Whitworth
Whitley, an unnamed Vickers, and an unnamed Handley
Page. With the exception of the Vickers fighter, all
are illustrated in this article, although details are not
available on some.

Two unusual new engines share attention with the
plane designs. Three of the ships are powered with
the Rolls-Royce Merlin, a 12-cylinder steam-cooled V
type, details of which are withheld. Tt has a very small
frontal area, small radiator surface, and capacity rumored
at around 1,000 h.p. The other is the Bristol Aquila,
installed on the Vickers fighter, a 9-cylinder radial air-
cooled engine that uses sleeve valves, sliding around the
cylinder, instead of the usual tappet valves operated by
push rods. Of unrevealed horsepower, it is claimed to

Hawker fighter, powered with Rolls-Royce Merlin,
is reported to be just as speedy as if looks.

be simpler, more economical, cooler, and quicter than
the average radial.

— : R The Supermarine Spitfire I fighter is called the world'’s
fastest military plane, which should definitely place it in
the much-tallked-of 300 m.p.h. class, Tt was developed
from its manufacturer's Schneider Trophy race designs.
Construction is of metal stressed-skin type, with smooth
surface and flush rivets. Engine is the Rolls-Royce
Merlin.

The Hawker fighter also has the Merlin power plant.
In its production form it will have metal wing surfaces.
Like the Spitfire, it has slow-speed flaps.

The Vickers unnamed fighter (not shown) tempo-
rarily designated PVD-10, is distinguished by square-cut
wing and empennage tips, which make it look curiously
old-fashioned. The hatched-in pilot's seat has a long,

25D : £ humped fairing behind it that extends the length of the

Armstrong-Whitworth AW23 shown above is pro- fuselage. Dimensions are: span 32" 97, length 24" 2,

totype of the Whitley bomber and troop carrier. The sleeve-valve Aquila engine has a controllably ven-

tilated cowling.

Reconnaissance bombers such as the Anson and the

Envoy are of lower performance than the later planes,

\ but useful ships in Britain’s air strategy. The Anson is

' a military version of the Ayro 652 small transport, in-

tended for coastal guard duty and observation ; construc-

tion is wood-built wings with plywood covering and

fabric-covered steel tube fuselage. It can take several

sizes of radial motors, the 175 Ansons on order for the

R.A.F. being fitted with 350 h.p. Siddeley Cheetah 1Xs,
which yield a top speed of 188 m.p.h.

The Airspeed Envoy is one of the first commercial

et ; transports irankly intended to be convertible to war

Bristol Blenheim is among world’s fastest bombers. purposes. For this reason it is expected to be popular

Front view appeared in December, 1935, Gallery. in Britain's colonies, where it can serve adequately in
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Supe:fmarine Spitfire I, claimed speediest mili?cry.
plane. Last month's Gallery had side view.

both war and peace. Seven are being built for South
Africa. Four mechanics in a few hours can change an
Envoy from a luxurious 6-or-S-place air liner to a well-
armed, bomb-laden battle plane. The gun turret, far
instance, fits in place of the liner’s lavatory, a section of
the fuselage top being lifted out. Construction is mostly
wood and fabric; engines are Cheetah Vs and speed
about 200 m.p.h.

The Vickers Wellesley and the same firm's unnamed
twin-engine medium bomber are both geodetic metal
network structure (described in Ar Trairs, May, 1936)
permitting wide-span wings, heavy loads and long range.
Both have the new Bristol Pegasus X series 9-cylinder
radial engine of 920 h.p. The Wellesley's dimensions
are 73' 6" span, 38" 6” length ; with a fully loaded weight
of five tons, it does about 180 m.p.h. The R.AF. has
ordered 75. The twin-engined bomber has 85" 1014”
span, 18" 9”7 height, 60" 6" length.

The Fairey Battle, Merlin-powered 2-seat light
bomber, is another candidate for the 300 m.p.h. class on
which details are secret. It is apparently all metal. A
large number are on order.

The Bristol Blenheim bomber is the R.A.F. develop-
ment of the ship popularized hy a gift of its prototvpe,
the Bristol 142, by Lord Rothermere to the government.
It is all-metal, and equipped with two 600 h.p. Bristol
Mercury radials; its speed is said to be over 250 m.p.h.
Two hundred are being produced.

The Armstrong-Whitworth Whitley is the developed
version of the AW23 metal bomber transport illustrated
herewith. This big plane has a tail turret as well as
gun positions halfway and at the nose, and carries a
heavy load of bambs or troops. DPerformance is fast,
with two AW Tiger IX 800 h.p. engines.

The Handley-Page twin-engined medium bomber is
marked by its unusually narrow fuselage and the square,
angular forepart. The tapered wings have the famous
Handley-Page automatic slots as well as wing flaps;
of metal construction, it is powered with the 920 h.p.
Bristol Pegasus.

With these new planes, Britain, long boasting her
rulership of the sea, appears well on her way to ruling
the air. :

Handley Page's bomber, demonstrating slow-flying
and short-landing ability, suggests frying-pan shape.

Vickers twin-engined bomber, geodetic like the
Wellesley, has fuselage with odd rounded tail-end.

Avro Anson is much similar to Envoy in design.

Fairey Battle light bomber's speed is secret, but with
Merlin engine it can keep ahead of most fighters.
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RICK” BAXTER'S gogeled eyes glared

through the window in the floor of his cock-

pit at the planes below. Well, he'd do this
job, too, as he had done all the others. Ile'd
show that outfit back at the field. Fe knew he
was the best shot and flier in the escadrille, per-
haps in' the entire sector, or even the whole front.
And he knew that the fools back there at the
field knew it, too.

He shoved his stick forward, and his Spad
plummeted down what for a less skillful sky
fighter would have been the first step of a great
ladder of death. A ladder of death, but not for
him—the thought tickled his vanity, and the task
spurred his conceit.

The first step of the ladder, shining below and
slightly ahead of him, were six trim Albatri of
the circus of the Baron von Reitmeister, flying
in two Vs of three, the new German formation.

Two thousand feet below these, Brick's gray
eyes could see the next step of the ladder, six more
Albatri, and two or three thousand feet below these con-
voy planes there swam the Hannoveranner camera plane.

His Hisso wound up to a shrill whine. Struts and
wires screamed. IHe gulped and yelled wild yells to
clear his head passages in the swiftly changing air pres-
sure. The sun at his back, he swooped down behind
the highest six of the circus. His air-speed needle hung
on the pin as he rocketed down below the second six.
He never looked upward. Ie knew well enough that
all twelve planes would be down on him shortly—the
gaudily decorated dragon planes of the haron's circus.

Now he was below even the Hannoveranner. He
eased back on the stick, and the force of his dive squashed
him into his seat. The fabric on his wings hummed ; the
struts and wires shrilled as they sliced the air.

He looked upward, and smiled. He could still see
the lower six of the Albatri in silhouette, which meant
that they were not yet diving. But he could not see
the highest six; they were on their way down. His
smile widened. He took another look at the Hannover-
anner, still more than a half mile ahead of him. He
could now make out the strange biplane tail structure of
the craft and the tiny figure of the gunner as he moved
in the cockpit, swinging the gun on its ring. This meant
that they had all spotted him now, and that made him
sure of almost exactly what they would do.

Six of the pursuit planes above would slice down for
the Hannoveranner, sure that he would come up almost
to it, and then either try to zoom or dive away after one
slashing attack. The other six would wait a little behind
the camera plane, ready to cut across the arc of his
zoom if he shot upward, or to dive after him if he
plunged downward. The gunner and pilot of the Han-
noveranner, if they were cool, would bank their plane
for a wide arc of fire to meet him as he came, or try
to drop suddenly and trap him in their ring sights above
them, and then they would climb for the high heavens.

Brick fooled them. He was still over five hundred
yards away from the Hannoveranner when he pressed
his face to the felt-rimmed eyepiece of his telescopic
sight and squeezed the trigger grip on his stick.

Instead of the sudden snarl of machine guns there
was a dull boom, and the jar of the 37mm. gun checled
even the rush of the Spad. A swilt puff of acrid pow-
der smoke ripped back into the cockpit.

Gyrtalcon

A bird of prey launched
Jrom the mailed fist of
war—that was the way he
thought of himself—often

hunting alone, merciless——

by H. C. Brokmeyer

Brick waited for less than a second, watching the
smudge of the tracer ruling a straight line for the Han-
noveranner. Right where the cross hairs of his sight
intersected, the shell and the plane met. The plane van-
ished in a puff of smoke and silver flame. A little fig-
ure of a man shot out from it, sprawling to the earth
in grotesque flight, followed by slower fluttering bits
of smoking fabric. Six thousand feet of empty air!

Brick pulled back on his stick, gently at first, then
with a yank. At the top of the tight loop he snap-
rolled and shot straight back along the invisible path
he had followed in his attack. Caught flatlooted, the
twelve planes above him buzzed down in angry impo-
tence. Hven with the speed of their dives, they could
not catch him. Again he had outguessed, outshot, out-
flown the enemy, and again he had shown the bunch
he flew with how it should be done, -

He roared triumphantly home through the clear eve-
ning air, rolled his wheels on the hangar roof, and then
fishtailed cockily in. The insignia on his machine—a
savage, spiked, mailed fist, with a hunting falcon swoop-
ing from the gauntleted wrist—glowed crimson in the
light of the setting sun.

Brick leaped lightly from the Spad and swaggered
into headquarters office, saluting casually.

“Well, the confirmation’s already been pllonu_l in,’
Captain Masters informed him.

“Of course,” Brick replied shortly,
shoulders.

Masters returned the sloppy salute with a look of
disgust.

Lieutenant Chumleigh, ecrippled LIIQ‘lIbh ace tempo-
rarily attached to the American escadrille, leaned on his
swagger stick and watched Brick's departure with cool
eyes. “Chap got a bit of a swelled head, eh?”

“I'm afraid so.”

“Well, you've got to concede that he's not done so
poorly. Five balloons and fifteen machines within the
last sixty days. Where did he get the Christmas-tree
idea, on his machine there?”

Captain Masters smiled slightly. *“He's a farm lad
from back somewhere in our mid-Western States, He
might have known a Plymouth Rock from a sharp-
shinned chicken hawk, but he couldn’t hav e told either
of them from a gyrfalcon. The Frenchman we had here
before you came, told him about hunting with the things,

shrugging his
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as they used to do, and as soon as this fellow started a
reputation for himself, I guess the idea struck his mod-
est fancy. [Ile's the only one in the outht that's painted
up at all.” -

Chumleigh shifted his weight on his stick. “Well,
captain, I've seen three years of this affair; I've seen
‘em come—and go. Things even up, sometimes. There
may be some one over there”—he pointed with his stick
—“who'll attend to our friend. T think you'll find from
his combat report that we have the baron with us again.”

Masters frowned.” “M-m-m. I'm not bloodthirsty,
and I'm not wishing any one any bad luck, but I'd like
to see those two come together some way.”

But the captain did not know that Brick and the baron
had “come together,” on one of Brick’s first flights over
the lines. THe had been absorbed at first with the task
of keeping formation, and then had lost himseli in gap-
ing at the panorama below him: the trenches and the
life-and-death struggle surging under his eyes. Then

he had jerked to his senses with a start of dismay. He
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zoomed, jauntily, three slid off to the left, to draw the
attackers into the sun. Masters’ attack was split be-
fore 1t was launched.

Von Reitmeister, discovering but six planes coming
down, left them to his aces to handle, confident of their
skill. But he was worried. These were Spads of the
57th, he felt sure, that had been opposing him for sev-
eral weeks. He had come to know the 57th for a com-
petent, hard-working, hard-fighting crew, skillfully led,
and therefore he was wary of another plane, or planes.

He stuck a thumb in front of one goggled eye, wink-
ing the other, thus blanking out the flaming sun. A,
there it was! Another plane in the sun, above the fight.
He cased back on his stick with one hand and pushed
his throttle forward with the other. The Mercedes
growled on a heavier note, and the prop chewed deeper
bites of air.

The baron was climbing to the attack, to discover
whether this menace in the sun was an ace, waiting for
a bag shot after a pounce on some straggler from the

was all alone in a great big empty sky. Still “air blind,”
he had not seen Captain Masters waggle the wings of
his plane, had not seen his flight mates go rocketing
down.

But the Baron von Reitmeister had seen them com-
ing, and was ready. With a quick flirt of his plane’s
wings, he sent his gaudy veterans about their tasks.
Like a well-drilled team, they darted to their positions,
coolly and smoothly, Bright yellows and reds and blues
they shone in the sunshine, with purple-and-green-and-
gold dragons streaming along their neat, rounded fuse-
lages, screaming rampant on the wings. Three of them

The enemy's helmet bobbed; his hand came up in the flip of a salute.

fight, or a roolie left behind when his flicht had dived
to the attack. Ace or rookie, the baron did not much
care, confident and cool in the knowledge of his skill, cal-
culating wind and sun, looking for possible clouds as
he stormed up to the attack.

Brick had just discovered the fight—the brightly dart-
ing little specks against the dark carpet of the earth be-
low him—when the fight discovered him. Tac-tac-tac!
He ducked sharply. But his plane had already shivered;
his instrument panel had already splintered. The yel-
low of his wind screen was splashed with great pris-
matic blotches, and before his horrified eyes, neat little
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holes appeared in his floor boards, not six inches from
his feet on the rudder bar.

Open-mouthed and white-faced, he stared at the silver
apparition that shot upward from close beside him, stand-
ing almost on its tail. This, then, was an enemy plane.
He had come three thousand miles to meet one, and had
often told or dreamed of what he would do when the
great occasion presented itself, and now, here was an
enemy plane. And what to do?

He watched, fascinated, as the Albatross shot above
him, flipped over, and knifed downward. Then it came
to him that this man was trying to kill him. He should
do something. But what? Only one thing hammered
in his mind; the thin voice of De Constant, his French
instructor, “Don’t dive, don't dive! My Lord, never
dive!"”

But it was hard not to cover his eyes and plunge.
The sharp beak of the enemy plane pointed at him.
Tac-tac-tac-tac! Two eyes flamed. Tac-tac-tac! Flac,
flac, flac!

He ducked as a jagged pattern of holes appeared just
above his helmeted head, across his center section. In-
stinct had made him wabble his plane and saved him.
The German veered and winged to the right.

Excitedly, Brick banked and squeezed his trigger grip,
tac-tac-tac! But the jagged line of tracers spurted wide
of the fleet silver wings of his opponent, Then one of
his guns jammed—then the other. The cupro-steel of
the German Spandau slugs in that last burst had done
their work, had bitten into the belt of one gun, into
the feed block of the other.

Frantically he rose in his cockpit, and, unconscious of
its futility and of the air stream tearing at him, ham-
mered at the useless guns with his fist. Then, regaining
a bit of his scattered senses, he grabbed the little hammer
from its rack in the side of the pit and set to work.

But his plane just now
was 1o machine shop. Brick
looked up, and then, in des-
peration and despair, hurled
the little hammer at the
sharp-pointed, silver death
streaking back at him. His
ears already heard the flat
snarl of the other’s guns;
his eyes already saw the an-
gry little lames at the muz-
zles; his body was braced
for the jerk and smash of
bullets tearing through it.

But to his amazement the
Albatross banked and
floated lightly into align-
ment alongside him. The
pilot pointed one gloved
hand at his own Spandaus
and bobbed his head. Briclk
leaned out into the wind,
patted one of his own Vick-
ers, pointed at the belt, The
dark helmet of the German
bobbed again.

Brick could have sworn a
smile appeared in the dark,
orease-smeared face below
the great goggles. A hand
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came up in a little flip of a salute, and the silvered, sharp-
staggered wings of the Albatross dipped away in a grace-
ful banlk.

But Brick had courage and recovered from his scare.
His reputation began. He had a gift for flying and a
coordination that came to few. Quick-thinking and
conceited and clever, he was a natural hunter, a bag
hunter. Above all, he was a marvelous shot, blessed
with the little trick of coordination, the instinct of tim-
ing. Some little voice within him would say, “Now!”
His hand would squeeze the trips almost without voli-
tion on his part, and another plane would fall. Veer-
ing, darting, spinning, he would slash in. “Now!” and
an observation sausage would collapse in a gush of flame.

The Croix-de-Guerre appeared on his chest—then
one palm, two, three. He got other medals, ribbons.
The French papers mentioned his score. He would lie
on his cot and try to pick out the words. He received
clippings from home papers. He marked his scores on
a calendar by his cot.

His head grew. And he grew lonely. He made solo
hunts, accepted challenges against orders—challenges to
sky duels, The little bunkside card games became too
small to admit him. Piqued and injured, his vanity
expended itself in fighting. Ie'd show them! And
he did! :

When not off on his lone hunts, he spent hours div-
ing at the target butts. The mechanics cursed him as
the most exacting and fault-finding of all the pilots.
Everything had to be right about his plane, guns, am-
munition belts, Eight E. A. and two balloons in two
weeks was his score at the start. And before rookies
went down in the desperate maelstrom of attack and
counterattack in that last fall and spring of the war, they
passed on to other replacements the legend of a cold
snob, a devilish good flier and shot, but a cold snob.
They ceased to call him
Brick. But he kept on, mo-
rosely and savagely hunting
and killing.

Then the first of the ex-
perimental 37 mm. mount-
ings came through, and
Brick’s real parade began.
He was the logical man to
use it. Captain Masters
showed it to him—a large
black tube snuggled in the
V formed by the Hisso cyl-
inders., The half-pound
shell and its cartridge was
fed into the breech from the
cockpit. They put the bon-
net on his Spad; he roared
aloft and shot at the target
butt. He shot at it from
upside down, sliced in at
angles and shot. And that
night, three Hun sausages
reddened the skies of the
front—Dbrief and terrible
torches.

He adopted the gyrfalcon

L ek hold e The Fok- insignia. His fellow fliers
Ko fodrad. overhacd. sniggered, The mechanics
) sniggered. (Turnto page §8)
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SPLIT-SECOND ACTION

L Hair-breadth escapes, hair-irigger decistons, dangerous moments that come once in a lifetime.

WHEN HIS PLANE COLLIDED WITH ANOTHER DURING
ARMY MANEUVERS, LT. A.SOUCEK BAILED OUT. HIS
PARACHUTE CAUGHT ON THE STABILIZER AND HE
WAS BEING DRAGGED TO EARTH. 250 FEET FROM
THE GROUND HIS CHUTE TORE LOOSE. HE WAS SAFE

THREE NAVAL OFFICERS, LIEUTENANTS L.A.KLOOR,
S.AFARRELL AND W.HINTON STARTED ONA ROUTINE
BALLOON FLIGHT FROM ROCKAWAY POINT, N.Y. ON
DECEMBER12,1920. THE IDEAL WEAT HER SUDDENLY
CHANGED. THEY WERE CAUGHT IN THE MIDST
OF A HURRICANE. IN INKY DARKNESS THEY WERE
BLOWN, IN 25 HOURS, HALF-WAY TO THE NORTH POLE,
LANDING IN THE WILDS OF THE HUDSON BAY REGION.
LOST, FROZEN AND STARVED THEY WERE THIRTY-
ONE DAYS RETURNING TO THEIR NEW YORK BASE,

HIS PLANE PLUNGING TO EARTH,
OUT OF CONTROL, CAPTAIN F.B.
HENNESSY CLIMBED OUT ON
THE TAIL.SLOWLY THE
PLANE LEVELED OFF AND
GLIDED SAFELY DOWN.

A WHITE
RHINOCEROS DISRUPTED
THE IMPERIAL AIRWAYS
SCHEDULES RECENTLY.
THE HUGE BEAST HAD
THE MECHANICS AT THE
JUBA, AFRICA AIRPORT
LITERALLY UP A TREE.




toward radio station, in-

"On course"
dicated by light's null position.

during recent tests by the United States Coast

Guard of a cathade ray radio direction finder which

was submitted for test by the Airplane and Marine Direc-

tion Finder Corporation, of Lindenhurst, L. I. This new

indicator, utilizing a cathode ray projector to unusual

‘ advantage, is the invention of Edward Hefele, of that
company.,

The tests praved that the cathode ray direction finder
is one of the greatest advances in the field of aircraft
navigation in the last decade.

Radio direction finders in themselves are not “news,’
but a brief consideration of their use up to the present
brings into startling contrast the improvements developed
over the old-style finders in the “electric ray gun,” or
cathode ray type.

The simplest form of radio direction finder consists of
a rotatable loop antenna connected to a radio receiver
unit. The loop antenna is that big ring you've sometimes
seen mounted on top of the wing center section or the
fuselage of a plane. When the loop antenna is rotated,
a variation of signal strength results, in the signal being
received from any particular radio station. When the
loop antenna is turned at such an angle that no signal
from that station is heard at all, the “line of bearing” is
indicated. This is illustrated diagrammatically in'drawing
31, on a following page, in which we are looking down
on the loop from above.

As the loop antenna of the simple radio direction
finder, which incidentally is known as the aural-null type
(“"aural” meaning by sense of hearing, “null” the silent
zonie in which nothing is heard), i1s rotated throughout
360 degrees, the signal strength variation as heard by
an observer listening with a set of headphones would
be as shown.

The positions at zero degrees and at 180 degrees indi-
cate the line of bearing. But there remains the problen of
determining in which direction lies the source of the radio.
impulse. /\H this appears to be quite simple on paper,

»

Off course right; station shown leftward,

Swinging off course fo the left.

Radio Eye

IGHLY encouraging results have been obtained
= =]

but in actual practice it requires considerable ability on
the part of the listener to discover quickly which one of
the two opposite bearings to regard as the correct one.

The next step in direction-finding evolution consisted
of balancing the energy from the observed signal as re-
ceived by the rotatable loop antenna against the signal
received from a vertical antenna and noting the resultant
effect by means of an indicating scale, or pointer, which
was arranged to move to the right or-to the left of the
center of the “no signal” zone. This arrangement, while
eliminating the use of earphones as a means of determin-
ing the bearing and also furnishing automatic indication
of the correct bearing, is susceptible to interference from
other signals than the one observed which may occur on
the same frequency. The meter also responds too readily
to atmospheric electrical disturbances.

In usual direction finding, the line of bearing is ob-
tained by observing the point on the scale when the signal
decreases to “zero,” instead of the point of maximum
value. The former is sharply defined, whereas the latter
signal is only vaguely discernible.

If the equipment is well balanced and functioning prop-
erly in every respect, the “no signal” zone, around zero,
will be confined to a few degrees on the indicator scale,
while the “maximum” zones will be spread over consid-
erable arcs, In rotating the loop antenna the aural ob-
server hears two “no signal” and two “maximum” zones
of signal intensity as the loop is rotated throughout 360
degrees. The “no signal” zones are diagrammatically
opposite from each other, as are the zones of maximum
signal. From this, one can readily perceive that while
the line of bearing is indicated by the angular position of
the opposite “no signal” zones, the direction of the ob-
served signal is not indicated. This is known as the
“bilateral’” characteristic, and is eliminated in the actual
application of the equipment by applying the energy from
a simple vertical antenna to one side of the loop antenna,
thereby distorting the loop’s symmetry. How this seems
to the observer is illustrated in drawing 2.



Straight approach fo radio station.

The cathode ray, or “electric ray gun,” visual direction
finder operates in an entirely different manner,

The cathade ray gun as well as the deflecting plates
consists of an “electron gun” which, when operating, con-
tinually projects a stream of electrons against a flat sur-
face which is covered by a substance which becomes
luminous under the impact of the electrons. This surface
is called a screen.

Intervening between the electron ray gun and the
screen are two pairs of plates. The plates of each pair

are arranged parallel to each other, and the pairs or sets
of plates are at right angles to each other, and are so
located that the electron stream passes through the area
In each circuit is placed an

surrounded by the plates.

T i f L “Cor R
Scale on loop rotator, swung until cathode beam is vertical,
gives bearing reading.
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First news of the
Hefele direction
Jinder, Coast
Guard tested, that
marks a big
advance
M avigation.

by Sidney Ross

Fhotos by Rudy Arnold

Directly over the station—home!

for the Flier

amplifier. To one set of plates the
amplified signal from a simple an-
tenna is connected, and to the other
set of plates is connected the ampli-
fied signal from a rotatable loop an-
tenna.

The effect of the signal voltage
thus applied to these plates is to de-
flect the electron stream, thereby
causing a variation of the luminous screen image if these
voltages are varied,

The cathode ray gun as well as the deflecting plates
are contained in a vacuum tube.

Drawing #£3 will serve to give the reader a simplified
view of the manner in which this apparatus operates.

The power supply utilized in the operation of the
cathode ray tube is derived from a unit which uses a 12-
volt direct-current battery supply. This battery is the
same one used for starting and lighting purposes in the
aircraft. Thus the new direction finder does not require
any additional battery weight or bulk,

The actual flight testing of this new device included
more than one hundred and fifty hours of actual flying,
forty hours of which were conducted during the hours
of darkness, These tests were made over land and sea,
over rocky and mountainous territory as well as over
flat areas, and over shore lines of various curves and
configurations.

In actual use of this device, when an aircraft ap-
proaches a station being employed for radio guidance,
the cathode ray pattern viewed on the screen gradually
opens out from a vertical line heam into an ellipse, until
finally, when directly over the station being employed for
guidance, an almost perfect circle is obtained or the ellip-
tical pattern goes completely off the circle, giving a very
definite indication of the station's location, The direc-
tional “sense” characteristic is entirely automatic. The
approach and departure of the aircraft with regard to any
broadcasting or radio range station being employed for
guidance is at all times definitely apparent.

The photographic illustrations of the screen reproduced
herewith portray typical patterns obtained with the Hefele
cathode ray direction finder. As installed in the Coast
Guard radio-test Stinson cabin monoplane for testing and
experimentation, the sensing of the equipment was ar-
ranged so that when utilizing the device for homing pur-
poses and approaching a station, the vertical line heam
would incline to the left when the plane was swinging to
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relationships to the vertical beam of the
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observed signal.

Another outstanding advantage of
the cathode ray type of aircraft direc-
tion finder is its ability to take accurate
bearings on any atmospheric disturh-
ances associated with electrical storms.
The flashes of lightning appear on the

§ cathode ray screen and are observed in
% the same manner as are radio signals:
i. e., the loop antenna is rotated to the
position where the flashes are aligned
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vertically on the cathode screen, where-
upon the bearing is read directly from
the indicator scale.

The equipment has met all detail

It has proven it-
self accurate and dependable, possess-
ing sensitivity and selectivity with sta-
bility. The apparatus is compact and
weighs but 75 pounds, which compares
very favorably with radio direction
finders of other types now in general
usage. -

Coast Guard tests of this equipment
have shown that a consistently satisfac-
tory distance range of 125 to 200 miles
can be obtained on the 50-kilowatt type
of radio broadcasting station, It is ex-
pectedd, however, that this range will be
greatly improved in a future madel now
in process of construction,

\ / specifications as set down by the United
States Coast Guard.
Cc

galdewna

Lurninous

the right of the station. With this arrangement, if the
beam inclines to the right of the vertical guide lines on
the cathode screen, it is an indication that the observed
station is to the right of the course flown by the airplane.
In other words, the upper part of the pomnter indicates the
position of the station in relation to the plane’s flight path.

The indication of bearing
and directional sense is contin-
uous with both telegraph and
telephone (code and voice)
types of signals. Furthermore,
telegraph signals are readable
by means of the visual indica-
tor, which is responsive to
keyed signals of any speed.

Disturbances, due to inter-
ference between stations on the
same or neighboring frequen-
cies, which are a considerable
hindrance to aural-null finders,
are not important to the cath-
ode ray finder.

With the “electric ray gun”
indicator, these sources of dis-
turbance, while visible, do not
in any way obliterate or seri-
ously impair the accuracy of
the equipment. Such disturh-
ances appear on the cathode
ray screen as intermittent

flashes and at various angular and gyro compass

Cathode indicator, with compass, artificial horizon

In addition to functioning as a radio
direction finder of the visual type, as a
conventional direction finder, receiver, homing device and
right and left indicator, and giving accurate line of hear-
ing and directional indication of electrical storms, the
cathode ray direction finder affords an excellent means
for constantly checking the drift of an aircraft due to
wind, according to the report of C. T. Solt, chief radio

electrician, United States Coast

1 Guard, attached to the Com-

| munications Division, Coast

. Guard Headquarters, Wash-

ington, D. C., who was in di-
rect supervision of the tests.

Wind-drift check is obtained
by coordinating the cathode
ray indication with the direc-
tional gyro compass setting.

An aircraft utilizing the
cathode visual indication could
very well drift off its course by
the action of cross winds, etc.
Eventually the destination
would be reached, but time
would be lost. Tf the pilot
would set the directional gyro
at zero and keep on the “verti-
cal beam” portrayed on the
cathode screen, he could note
deviations from the straight-
line course by checking with
the gyro, and could swing the

in descending line. plane around from time to time,



HE “EEFER S
DICTIONARY

The thirteenth lesson in the
technical terminology of the
air. Save your files!

STRIP AIRWAY MAP

1 Main Highway, white on
green hackground

2 Small Towns, black outline
on green

3 Rivers, dark blue

4 Flashing Auxiliary Airway

Beacon, red on green back-

ground

Single Track Railroad,

black

6 Radio Direction “A™ Signal
Area, red

7 Commercial or Municipal
Airport, red

8 Landmark Light Beacon,
Rotating with Bearing Pro-
jector, red

9 State Boundary, black

10 Army, Navy, or Marine
Corps Field with Rotating
Beacon, red

11 Compass Card, red

12 True North, red

13 Magnetic North, red

14 Dept. of Commerce Inter-
mediate Field, red

15 Rotating Airway Beacon
with Course Arrows, red

16 Seaplane Port or Anchor-
age Fully Equipped, red

17 Lichthouse, red

18 Double Track Railroad.
black

19 Lakes, light blue

20 Radio Direction Beam
Compass Course, solid red
on red beam tint

21 Radio Direction Beam,
Steady Note Area, red tint
on green background

22 Ordnance Depot. red

23 Town on Main Highway,
white

24 Seaplane Anchorage, Par-
tially Equipped, red

25 Radio Direction “N7 Signal
Area, red

26 Marked Auxiliary Field.
red

27 Latitude and Longitude
Numbers, black

28 Trolley, black

29  Transmission Line, red

30 Obstruction, red

31 Army, Navy, or Marine
Corps Field without Rotat-
ing Beacon, red

32 Large Citi

33 Commercial Airport with
Rotating Beacon with Code
Light, red

34 Secondary Roads. black
outline on green hack-
ground

35 Creeks and Small Rivers,
blue line
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Jed knew what to do. And he did it.

"You Can Tell a Man by

WENTY or thirty people were cluttered around

the huge vari-colored globe revolving in the main

lobby of the terminal of the International Airways
at Miami, Florida.

Three contact clerks were busy behind the traffic coun-
ter, explaining routes and schedules and passenger rates
to half a dozen customers. Over their heads, three
loud-speakers chanted the arrival of a Clipper ship from
the south within a few minutes. The lighted time table
announced that the ship was due from Rio de Janeiro
and Buenos Aires.

The crowd around the slowly spinning globe moved
toward the stairs to the upper deck. To the north the
skyline of Miami shimmered in the bright sunlight. To
the east and south stretched Biscayne-Bay and the ocean,
melting into the distant horizon,

A speck appeared in the southern sky. The boat
grew larger, zoomed overhead in a circle and stuck its
nose to the east as the pilot killed his motors and set
the huge ship down on the bay like a feather.

As the docking crew began to jockey it toward the

outhern ramp, a tractor jackassed its four-motored -

sister ship onto the skids on the northern ramp. A
handling crew swung it alongside the gangplank as it
slid into the water. Trucks were pushed alongside and

the mail was stowed away in the hold,

The loud-speakers inside the terminal building blared
again, About twenty passengers filed through the gate-
way as the gate was thrown open. They went down
the canopied runway to the gangplank. The steward
met them and assigned them to their seats. There was
no more flurry or fuss about the arrival and departure
of two of the huge ships than occurs when a railroad
train arrives and another departs in a big-city termi-
nal.

Up in the nose of the departing Clipper, Jed Lawry,
the skipper, pushed back his ear phones and spoke to
the co-pilot, Bill Clark.

“They say we're goin' to get a head wind from Ha-
vana to Kingston,” he said. “We'll have to step things
up.”’

0. K.,” Bill answered. He jazzed the three thou-
sand horses in the four motors and swept an eye over
the instrument panel. “She sounds sweet,” he added.

The flight engineer and radio operator came into the
big cockpit and slid into their seats behind Lawry and
Clark. They grinned as Clark made a wisecrack and
settled down to the task before them.

As Clark opened up the throttles, the steward came
up the aisle and spoke to Lawry. Lawry's eyes grew



wide. He said, “Keep an eye on ‘'em, kid. Lemme
know how things go.”

Young Dannie Meeker, the steward, a youth of twenty
who hoped some day to be a pilot, nodded his head and
went back to his duties.

“Did you hear what Dannie told me?” Jed said to
Clark,

“1 can’t hear anything with this armor plate over my
ears,” Bill grumbled. “What'd he say?”

“He said that so-called banker and his pal from Bar-
ranquilla are aboard again. You remember 'em—IKen-
nedy and Anderson, they call themselves. They took
four thousand dollars away from those two Kingston
planters on the trip north two weeks ago.”

“The airlines are getting to be as bad as the steam-
ships and railroads,” Clark answered. “But mebbe they
aren't card sharks. Mebbe they just like a iriendly
game.”

“In a pig's eye!” Lawry exploded. *“Listen, did you
notice the hands on that guy Kennedy—the one that
calls himself a banker? After a while take a walk back
and look at 'em. You can always tell a man by his
hands. It's the surest way to read his character.

“Why, that guy Kennedy has a pair of hands that
would make a musician cut his throat. They're long
and slim and—uh—Dbeautiful i1s what you'd call 'em, T
guess. He could slip your watch out of your pocket
50 easy vou wouldn't miss it for a week."”

“What about the other one—Anderson? He looks
more like a plug-ugly to me. He's got hands like hams,”
Clark scoffed.

“Sure!” Jed answered.- “That's what he is. He's
I I- I l d 44
by Harold Montanye
the strong-arm man. Kennedy is the Dbrains. That’s

why he poses as a banker. Smooth. Anderson poses
as an engineer. Engineers are supposed to be big, broad-
chested guys who tear up trees by the roots and push
over mountains the way you'd push over a chair. In
case that pair get in a jam, Anderson is there to take
care of it.

“I knew the card sharpers would hegin to ride the
airlines as soon as they were developed. They know
that most of the people who travel by air have money.
It used to be that way on the steamship lines twenty
years ago. Prob’ly that pair have been chased off every
boat in the Atlantic service. They're a smart pair.”

“What're you going to do about it?” Clark said.

“There isn't anything I can do,” Jed answered. “They
got a right to play cards if they want to. Dannie says
there are a couple of little guys that lool like Jamaica
planters sitting in their compartment with 'em. They'll
probably start takin® ‘'em as soon as we get under way.”

“0. K.,” Bill Clark said. “The traffic tower is get-
tin’ ready to give us the take-off.”

“O. K.,” Jed said, and took the controls. He shot
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his guns and nodded as young Meeker came up the
aisle and gave him the all-clear. IHe watched for the
take-off flash from the traffic tower. When it came,
he taxied the big ship out into the bay, poured in the
juice and took it off the water in a long, low climb.
Five minutes later it was a mere speck in the clear,
warm air to the south.

Young Dannie Meeker flashed a light saying the pas-
sengers could unfasten their safety belts and that smok-
ing was now permitted. Then he answered a bell from
compartment No. 4.

The walls of the compartment were finished in soft;
rich fabrics and there were large leather seats for four
persons, two riding backward and two forward, There
were two fair-sized windows with a small, adjustable
ventilator above each of them. The shaded reading lamps
were set in the bulkhead above each passanger's deep-
cushioned seat, and there were ash trays at their elbows
and a rack above their heads for wraps and parcels.

There were four men in compartment 4. Two of the
men were Kennedy and Anderson, the men the two pilots
had been talking about. They sat by the windows fac-
ing one another.

The other two, named Roberts and Hart, were small,
sharp-faced men. Their faces were burned to a deep
brown by the tropical sun. They were all chatting pleas-
antly as Dannie Meeker stopped in the aisle and said,
VeSS 1 e

“Bring us a new deck of cards,” Kennedy ordered,
“and a board, please.”

“Yes, sir,” Dannie answered, and went back to the
steward’s storeroom. When he came back with the
board and the cards, Anderson had a paper bag open
on his lap. After they had adjusted the board on their
laps, Anderson emptied the contents of the paper bag.
Dannie’s eyes widened as he saw that it contained lima
beans.

“T'll give us each a hundred,” Kennedy said. “Twenty
dollars apiece. All right?”

They all nodded their heads.

A few minutes later Dannie went up into the pilot’s
cockpit and touched Jed Lawry on the arm.

“They're beginning to play,” he said. “I got them
some cards and they had dried lima beans with them
for chips. They each took a hundred at twenty dollars
apiece.”

“Two thousand bucks!” Jed said and whistled. *“Did
you hear that ?” he said to Clark. Clark nodded his head.

“I'll handle the ship if you want to sit in,” Clark
grinned,

Jed snorted at him and skimmed his eves over his
mstrument panel. Five thousand feet below them, the
blue-green water of the Straits of IFlorida shimmered in
the glare of the tropic sun.

That was the Clipper
pilot’s belief, and
when trouble came

he acted on his hunch.
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“They'll take that four thousand away from ‘em like
Schmeling took Louis,” he said. “Just keep an eye on
‘em, kid,” he said to Dannie. “There's nothing I can
do about it.”

“You might tell the two planters it isn't safe to gam-
ble with strangers,” Bill Clark said, his grin widening
on his face again.

“Take the controls,” Jed said.
back through the ship.”

He walked back, and he stopped in the aisle at com-
partment 4. Kennedy looked up and nodded to him
pleasantly. He had dropped out of the hand. FHart
shoved five dried beans into the center of the board.
Anderson and Roberts nodded and each added five.
Then Hart dealt them each a card. Jed saw that they
were playing stud poker. He also saw that Hart caught
another ace on the draw.
dropped out, and Hart raked the beans into the pile in
front of him.

“Do you play stud, pilot?” Kennedy asked,

“Not with strangers,” Jed said, They all looked at
him with a surprised expression on their faces. He
smiled and went on down the aisle.

“Mebbe that will set those two planters to thinking,”
he said to himself. “But they seem to be doing all right
so far.”

e went back to the bridge and settled back in his
chair and inspected the aquamarine color of the water
over the cays and banks below them. g

The radio man leaned over and touched him on the
shoulder. - “Havana says we're going to run into a
storm,” he said.

Twenty minutes later the tropics suddenly kicked up

“I'm going to walk

One moment they s
were in the midst
of it. The next mo-
ment

Both Roberts and Anderson

. BILL BARNES

one of the storms for which they are famous. The hori-
zon ahead became inky black with hardly any warning.
Jed took the wheel and gently eased it back.

“Mebbe we can get above it,” he said to Clark.

“An’ mebbe not,” Bill answered. “They're comin’ at
us.”

The clouds ahead were racing to meet them. Yellow
stabs of lightning flashed in the oncoming clouds. As
the altimeter read 12,000 feet, the storm lashed at them
with all its fury. It was as though they had ridden
from daylight into darkness at a given line. Lightning
flashed all about them in jagged welts.

Jed could see young Meeker going up and down the
aisles reassuring the passengers. He grinned to him-
self. The kid’s smile was certainly infectious,

Rain beat against the windows and pounded overhead
on the metal skin like machine-gun. bullets. The ship
reeled and skidded as it bounced into an air pocket.
Jed fought the controls and tried to hold her steady.
He opened his throttles wide and tried to get the nose
of the big ship up. It wallowed drunkenly under the
ferocious force of the wind and rain.

“This is that little head wind they told us about!”
he shouted at Clark.

“We'll be out of it in a few minutes,” Bill answered.

Jed’s face was streaming with perspiration. The in-
terior of the ship was becoming suffocating. Lightning

stabbed at them from every side. The heavy artillery
of the heavens rumbled and crashed as Dannie Meeker
came forward and told them an old man in the last
compartment was pretty scared.

“Tell him to close his eyes;,” Bill Clark said.

Jed ecased the wheel forward and stuck the nose of
the giant ship down. He watched his altimeter carefully,
but the storm seemed to reach all the way to the
Great Bahama Bank., At 2,000 feet he peered over the
side, trying to find a hole in the bank of clouds, He
eased the wheel back and tried to hold the ship steady
again,

Then, without any warning, the storm evaporated.
One moment they were in the midst of it, and the next
moment it was gone.

Miles of matted green jungle and hardwood trees
spread out below them as the storm scudded off to the
northwest. The island of Cuba spread out like a great
symphony in green.

Jed pushed a button to summon young Dannie Mecker,
and said to Bill Clark, “T’ll bet you five bucks that little
disturbance broke up their poker game.”

“I'll take it,” Bill said, turning in his seat.
they're still at it.”

“Are those birds still playing poker?’ Jed said to
Dannie when he entered the bridge.

“They're still going strong,” Dannie answered. “And
those two slickers from Barranquilla are takin’ ’em for

“1 say

"~ a swell ride.”

Bill Clark threw back his head and laughed.
“T'll bet you the five you owe me,” he said to Jed,
“that bullfrogs have no horns. You should never gam-

' ble with strangers.”

Jed Lawry scowled and his gray eyes were troubled.
He gazed anxiously into his rear-view mirror and then
turned to Dannie Meeker.

“Keep an eye on 'em, kid, and keep me informed,”
he said,

“T've never been up against anything (Turn to page 90)
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AIR TRAILS GALLERY

A Picture Page of Modern Planes for the Collector

et

AERONEER 1-B 2-place sport plane is all-metal STINSON M is little-seen cantilever low-wing metal
except for fabric control surfaces. With 125 h.p. job powered with 200 h.p. Wright J-5. Speed is
Menasco C4, speed is 150, range 700 miles. said to be around 140 m.p.h.

|
o
et

STEARMAN 76D1 advanced trainer and expedi- SHORT Empire flying boat is Britain's Atlantic chal-

tionary type, supplied to Argentine navy, has 320 lenger. Complete in itself, it can also launch
h.p. Wasp Jr. and armament for military missions. smaller long-range seaplane from its back.

CONSOLIDATED A-11 air corps plane, of type also MORANE SAULNIER 405.C1 makes its first ap-
designated P-30 and PB-2A, has 700 h.p. Curtiss pearance; French army ship, with claimed 295-mile
Congqueror engine and speed of about 240 m.p.h. speed, carries cannon shooting through prop hub.



Beaching gear attached to new Short Empire boat.

Performance

Summer weather brings new records. Heading the
list are 8 international seaplane speed marks set by an
Ttalian tri-motored ship of unreported make over 1,000
kms. (621.37 miles) and 2,000 kms. (1,242.74 miles)
empty and with 500, 1,000 and 2,000 kg. payloads
(1,102, 2,204.6, 4,409 1bs.) Course speeds were 194.48
and 190.66 m.p.h. respectively, well above previous rec-
ords, held by U. S. of 165 and 157.3.

Flying in the Denver meet in his Menasco Keith-
Ryder racer, Rudy Kling set a new international speed
mark over 100 kms. (62.1 miles) for second-category
light planes (less than 992 lbs, empty) of 228 m.p.h.
Previous record was Art Chester's 222.86.

Flying a Ryan S-T, 20-year-old Peter Dana made a
San Diego-New York trip in 22h 5m flying time, a
record for 1,200-Ib. planes. ILouise Thaden piloted her
90 h.p. Monocoupe over a 100 km. course in Virginia
in 34 minutes at 109.58 m.p.h., a women's record.

Record altitude with 500 kg. payload of some 36,000
feet was achieved by the Russian flier Vladimir Kokinaki
in a small Soviet two-seater. A long-distance hop of
three Russian fliers in a single-motored plane across
Siberia ended at the Amur River after 5,460 miles, only
193 miles short of France's world record. They had
hoped to do 7,000 miles.

A new American Airlines Douglas DC-3 set an inter-
city Newark-Boston record of 56 minutes, an average
speed for the 218 miles of 233.5 m.p.h.

Transatlantic

Autumn will see the inauguration of a weekly flying-
boat service between the U. S. and Bermuda, according
to British announcement, as the first link in transatlantic
operation via the Azores. Imperial Airways with the
Cawvalier, third Short Empire boat, and Pan-American
Airways, probably with a Sikorsky $-42B, will operate
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Progress

A summary of
aviation news

jointly. The U. S. terminal will be New York in good
weather, a Southc: n port in bad,

Britain is starting construction of a new home base
for Atlantic and other routes at Portsmouth costing
$6,000,000 and expected to be the world’s largest marine
terminal,

Germany, whose dirigible Hindenburg continues its
ocean sky voyages—arousing British protests by sailing
over secret military areas in England—is enlarging the
Zep's Frankfurt field into an important airplane hub.

Science
The ultimate in autogiro. design—a rotor with only
two blades—is reported by James Ray, American Auto-
giro Co. official, as undergoing tests in England. He
says the rotor, under power, yields truly vertical “jump”
take-offs to 40 feet. . . Seeking stratospheric se-
crets, a radio balloon launched by Russian scientists
reached a record height of 154,000 feet or over 29 miles.
A considerable advance in piloting is credited
to the new Hefele visual radio direction finder which
guides the flier by a light beam on a dial (see page 26).
. . A return to hot air for balloons is seen in the
successful use by Dr. Picecard of a gas burner ring in
the balloon neck, fed from a cylinder.

Transport

Pan American has speeded schedules so that Argen-
tina is now 414 days from New York and other cities
east of Chicago via South America's west coast; Chile
is 4, Peru 214, Canal Zone 1. On the east coast, serv-
ices were increased from one to two trips weekly and
Rio de Janeiro brought within 414 days. New Clip-
pers, improved S-42Bs, are partly responsible. All-
expense pleasure flights of 14 or 21 days, similar to
steamship cruises, have been started from Miami to Rio.

TWA is planning for September the first non-passen-
ger, all-freight transcontinental air service. Ford tri-
motors will be the “flying freight cars,” accommodating
3,500 Ibs. of cargo.

Traffic officials, seeing travel increasing, predict that
1936 will be the country’s first million-passenger year.

Private ownership of air space has been legally de-
cided to be non-existent, in a suit brought by a Bur-
bank, California land-owner to prevent transports flying
over his ground. The judge stated property-holders
own only as much air as they use;j the rest belongs to
everybody.

Air Force

The army has awarded a $1,259,235 contract to Cur-
tiss for an unspecified number of new mid-wing, bi-
motored, all-metal attack planes. Powered with Wright
Cyclones and designated Y1A-18, they will be the first
twin-engined attacks for the air corps.
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Sleeping in
the Clouds

About the new Douglas DST——

the plane on the cover.

by Frank Tinsley

HE Douglas Aircraft Company, creator of the giant

aerial-Pullman which speeds across the night sky

. on the cover of this issue, is one of the largest and
most progressive manufacturers of military and civil air-
craft in the world. Founded in 1920 by the talented
designer Donald W. Douglas, the company has steadily
grown in size and importance. During the intervening
years, Douglas airplanes have been successfully demon-
strating their strength and efficiency under the most
stringent and grueling service requirements of Uncle
Sam's army and navy. Many of the older models are
still remembered fondly by the veteran military and
naval pilots who flew them,

The first of the long line was the DT-2, a powerful
two-place naval torpedo-plane fitted with floats and a
400 h.p. Liberty engine. Several variations of this
staunch old ship were built, including the DT-4, a land-
plane bomber, and the famous *World Cruisers,” a fleet
of naval seaplanes which carried the Stars and Stripes

around the globe on this old world's first cir-
cumnavigation by aireraft.

In 1924 Donald Douglas decided to try his
luck in the highly competitive field of military
aviation. He entered a newly designed ship
i the current army competition for improved
observation types. The plane, designated XO,
performed very well indeed and a substantial
order was placed with the company by the air
corps procurement bureau. This proved to be
the forerunner of a long series of military jobs.

By 1927 the O2-C and the O2-T1 of Douglas
manufacture had become the standard observa-
tion ships of the U. S. army. At the same
time, a number of large twin-engined three-
purpose land and sea planes were being built
for the naval air service. These were the
T2D-1 torpedo-bombers.

In 1928 it was found that the press of gov-
ernment orcers was taxing the facilities of the
Douglas organization to their very limits. The com-
pany paused to reorganize and refinance, in order to
permit the manufacture of aircraft on a still greater

DOUCLAS DST

Engines: anht Cyclone G, 930 h.p. (at take-off)
Span, main wing. : 95 ft.

Span, tail . 26 ft. 8 in.
Length over all 64 ft. 534 in.

Height, mcludlng fin. 23 ft. 6 13/16 in,
Wheel tread . X LB EE6R I
Dihedral . 5 degrees

15,750 lbs.
24,000 lbs.

Empty weight. .
Gross weight .
Maximum spced

Cruising speed (12 000 ft 70%

power) ... ....190 m.p.h.
andit g s paad 65 m.p.h.
Ceiling, two engines....... 23,800 ft,
Ceiling, one engine....... o 3 008ET
Cruising range............ vvr. 1,400 miles
Pakte o et OO
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h.p. liquid-cooled Curtiss Conqueror engine. A
further development of the veteran T2D-1 was
also produced. This was the PD-1, a patrol plane
fitted with either wheels or floats and powered
with two 525 h.p. Wright Cyclones. During 1930
the Douglas company entered the commercial fly-
ing-boat field with its Dolphin amphibian. This
twin-engined monoplane is still rated as one of the
cleanest and most efficient designs of its type. The
civil model was later adapted for service as a naval
transport and designated RD-3.

The year 1931 saw the birth of another new
observation plane. This one was called the O-38B
and was a descendant of the earlier 025-A. It
was followed almost immediately by a further re-
finement of the design which received the title
(0-385 and which boasted one of the first of the
sliding cockpit enclosures now so popular with
designers,

In 1932 the Douglas engineers began experi-

P | \
. | X
3-BiAapED prAIN AMERICAN
CONSTANT -SPEED PASSENGER AIRLINES
 PROPELLER EvTEY INSIGNIA
Pl
scale. The plant was enlarged and reéquipped with

tools and machinery of the latest and most efficient de-
sign. It has since grown steadily in size and produc-
tiveness until it now covers no less than eight acres of
ground at Santa Monica, Calif., with a working floor
space of 350,000 square feet. The buildings of the
Douglas factory are grouped around the company air-
port, an excellent all-paved-surface flying field.
Following its reorganization, the concern undertool
the production in quantity of two new models, the O-22
and the O25-A. These were improved observation
planes for army use, the latter being fitted with a 600

I—Pilot house
—Mail hatch
—Electric ice box
4—Electric stove
—Food locker

i—Passenger compartment
i—Passenper compartment
J—Upper berth folded up for day travel

Seal adjusted for day travel
seats made up into lower berth
fead-rest folded down to form shelf

—Upper berth window
4—Curtain (drawn up to show berth)
y—Dressing room

I

1

E—Jnnnr berth made up for sleeping
i

lG—Lavatory

menting with monoplane designs and turned out
two gull-winged jobs. They were the B-7, a twin-
engined bomber, and the YO-31, a two-place observation
ship which I personally have always considered to be the
most beautiful military airpldne ever produced in this
country. Both these models were built around the 600
h.p. Curtiss Conqueror equipped with the then new Pres-
tone cooling system.

In 1932 development work was started on the first
of the series of high-speed commercial passenger trans-
ports that have since carried the name of Donald Doug-
las to the four corners of the earth. This two-motored,
low-wing, cantilever monoplane of metal construction
was designed to meet the specifications drawn up by the

|7—Baggage and carge space
18—Fin

19—Balanced rudder
20—Trimming tab

21—Stabilizer
22—Elevator
23—Tail wheel

24—Retractab fu radio antenna
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T.W.A. system engineers and was christened the Air-
liner. Having triumphantly passed the stringent tests
imposed on it, the new transport was placed in produc-
tion in 1933 and the first of the fleet was delivered to
T.W.A, early in 1934.

Anthony Fokker, although a rival designer in the same
field, immediately perceived the value of the new ship
and promptly contracted with the Douglas concern for
exclusive FEuropean manufacturing and sales rights. The
Robertson London-to-Australia race, which took place
soon afterward, provided a dramatic proof of the high
quality of this Douglas baby. Flown by the experienced
and route-wise pilots of the Dutch K.L.M. air line, the
American-huilt plane came in second, bowing only to
the superior speed of a racing job especially designed
for the contest.

As a result of the Air-liner's performance in this long
and grueling race, orders for dupli-
cates of the ship began pouring in
from all sides, until by September
of 1935 no less than 110 of the big,
expensive luxury liners had been
contracted for, Needless to say. the
canny “Flying Dutchman” of war-
time fame made a nice financial
clean-up.

To-day the DC-2, as the present
model of the ship is designated, 1s
still considered hy competent judges
to be “tops” among the world’s me-
dium-sized transports. It is stand-
ard equipment on many foreign and
most domestic air lines.

As part of its constant effort to-
ward the improvement of the safety
and comfort of passengers, American
Airlines, now one of the largest air traasport systems in
the United States, pioneered in the use of the sleeper
plane. Their first attempt at an aerial-Pullman was a
converted Curtiss Condor. The experiment proved un-
expectedly successful, the traveling public hailing with
enthusiasm the comfort of a good night's rest on long
hops.

Greatly pleased with the result of their initiative, com-
pany officials nevertheless realized that the comparatively

slow-flying Condors could not be fitted into the high- .

speed schedules of the line’s DC-2s. After a careful
study of the problems involved, American Airlines’ en-
gineering department drew up the specifications for a
huge super-sleeper capable of crossing the continent in
two giant hops. The problem of producing such a ship
was dropped into the lap of the Douglas designing force.
As if to prove to the world their unwillingness to rest
on past laurels, the aerial brain-trusters of Santa Monica
promptly produced a plane that is a more worthy suc-
cessor to the famous DC-2.

This amazing aircraft, named the DST (Douglas
Sleeper Transport) is the largest land plane ever built
in this country, and in spite of its bulk is also one of
the fastest passenger transports yet placed in service on
America's air lanes, The big flving hotel closely re-
sembles her smaller sister in general appearance, and is
really a copy of the DC-2 blown up to a giant size. The
new ship will be produced in two models. Equipped
as a sleeper, the DST is furnished with Pullman-type
berths accommodating 16 passengers in luxurious com-

Nose view, showing direc-
tional beam radio antenna.

BILL BARNES

fort. The day model (DC-3) is fitted with a row of
single 24-inch seats separated by a 17-inch wide aisle
from another row of equally comfortable double seats.
All the chairs are adjustable to a full reclining position,
and seat 24 passengers. As the sleeper is by far the
more interesting of the two models as regards internal
arrangement, we will concentrate on a description of its
features.

The new sleeper for American Airlines is powered
with a pair of 930 L.p. Wright Cyclone engines enclosed
in the latest type N.A.C.A. cowlings. These motors
are of the new cconomical military type and are fitted
with three-bladed constant-speed propellers. The big
plane is capable of sustained flight at altitudes up to
7.300 feet on the power developed by either engine op-
erating alone. United Air Lines, which has also ordered
a number of DSTs, will furnish theirs with Pratt &
Whitney Twin Wasp engines., The
main landing wheels are mounted in
retractable alloy-steel cradles and are
provided with special soft-action
shock absorbers guaranteed not to dis-
turb even the lightest sleeper during
night landings. The spacious fuse-
lage and the 95-foot wing are built
up almost entirely of high-strength
aluminum alloy, * coated with pure
aluminum as a protection against cor-
rosion. The wings are equipped with
air brakes of the split-flap type which
reduce the landing speed of the DST
to the minimum.

The fuselage of the big ship is
divided into nine separate sections.
In the extreme nose is located the pi-
lot house. The control system is fit-
ted with an automatic gyro-pilot to follow any course.
There are four separate radio sets.

Aft of the pilot house is a large compartment divided
in two by the main aisle. One side contains a mail cage
of 35 cubic feet capacity ; the other is fitted up with a
fully equipped galley complete with electric stove, ice
box, etc. This compartment is on a line with the pro-
pellers, giving protection in case of prop breakage.

The. next four sections contain the passenger salon.
Each compartment seats eight persons in comfortable
double chairs convertible into bunks at night. Upper
berths swing down from the ceiling as in railroad Pull-
man cars. All berths are 6 feet 5 inches long, with coil
mattresses ; the lower berth is 36 inches wide, and the
upper 34. The seat head-rests fold down as handy
shelves at night. Apparel nets are provided, and each
upper berth has a small individual window. Heavy
curtains give privacy.

To the rear of the passenger salon are three more
sections. The first contains two completely equipped
dressing rooms. The DST is the first American trans-
port to furnish these separate facilities for men and
women. The second has two lavatories connecting with
the dressing rooms. The third holds baggage and cargo.

The DST is easily the finest combination of air speed,
safety and luxury yet produced in America. There are
faster planes, safer planes, air yachts with more luxuri-
ous fittings. But in no one aircrait have these qualities
been combined in the degree achieved by Douglas in
the new Sleeper Transport.
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It's All Flying

W, gee, T want to go up.” So T overheard Billy
Taylor say in a tone of disgust at a certain avia-
tion field on Long Island recently. Billy, who

is known as “Wings" to the other fellows, had just been
watching a pilot take off down the runway. Now I
happen to know that Wings' parents won't give the
necessary consent to let him go aloft—yet. T also know
something else. T turned to him and put it into words.
“Cut it! You're up there every day and don't realize it!”

I meant exactly that. For Wings Taylor is a mem-
ber of Air Adventurers, and he's interested in every-
thing connected with flying. He knows plenty about
aviation—and still doesn't think he knows it all. He fol-
lows all the latest developments; he already has the habit
of using his noodle as well as his five senses. So I say
he's flying now, even if he is on the short end of his
training course. But sand-blast his soul if he’s on to
the fact, to hear him talk sometimes!

And T'll lay you a propeller to a razor blade there are
others of you Air Adventurers who get into the same
moods occasionally as Wings Taylor. “What's the use?”
“I'm not flying, am 172" “Aw, this is only a model.” If
all the gentlemen who ever spoke like that will kindly
form in a single line I'll stretch my arms and crack their
heads together.

Ewzery single thing you do to further your interest in
and knowledge of aviation is THE GAME. Every arti-
cle you read, model you construct, big ship you examine,
story you follow, record you keep and air-minded thought
vou have, are all Flying. You may not be a full-fledged
stick artist yet, but if you let that in itself worry you,
you haven't any business being one. A fellow who wants
to become a doctor must spend years in training, give
his attention to a hundred different matters that may
not at first sight seem directly related to diagnesing a
case.

Here's another angle, another reason why everything
vou Air Adventurers do is important. - You are the sky-
men of to-morrow. But your job—and your joy—won't
be a mere matter of taxiing through the ether. More of

the world's future than you or I realize will rest on fly-
ing. Each day commerce, science, good-will and worth-
while adventure are depending in rapidly increasing de-
gree on aviation, This responsibility makes it absolutely
necessary for the coming pilots to be above the average.
They must know more, think faster, be better prepared
than the pilots of yesterday. Craft like the China Clip-
per are the present proof of this.

Yes, sir, the whole grand, grim and glorious business
of flying has its eye on those who are willing to learn,
who are preparing themselves in every way possible, who
observe our seven-point Creed—>Self-Reliance, Courage,
Initiative, Independence, Loyalty, Integrity, Obedience.

If you are a new reader and can honestly pledge your-
self to uphold this Creed, send me the application blank
printed below. If your application meets with official
approval here at Headquarters, you will be sent a mem-
bership certificate as well as the winged badge of the
Club.

Happy landings !

Your Flght Commander,

ALl T, Cumlson

(MEMBERSHIP COUPON)

To the Flight Commander, Air Adventurers,
79-89 Seventh Avenue,
New York, N. Y.

I am interested in aviation and its future develop-
ments. To the best of my ability I pledge myself to
support the principles and ideals of AIR ADVEN-
TURERS and will do all in my power to further the
advance of aviation.

Please enroll me as a member of AIR ADVEN-
TURERS and send me my certificate and badge. I
enclose ten cents to cover postage.

Name

Address

[[1 Check here if. interested in model building.

(This coupon may not be used after November 15, 1936.)
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By

ats Your Question”
GLYDE PRAGBORN

%}17 (ommander

As soon as possible after the questions are received, the Wing
Commander of the Air Adventurers will answer on this page such
questions as appear to be of general interest to our members.

Question: Please give me the armament and speed,
ceiling and service load of the Curtiss A-12 attack plane.
A, G. M., New York City.

Answer: The Curtiss A-12 “Shrike” is one of the
army air corps’ standard attack planes. It's an all-metal
two-seater with 750 hp. Wright Cyclone engine. Its
armament consists of four fixed Browning machine guns,
two set into each landing-gear fairing, these guns hav-
ing a total of 2,400 rounds of ammunition, For the rear
cockpit there is a flexible gun on a track, with 600
rounds.  Tnside and beneath the fuselage are racks for
488 Ibs. of bombs.

Maximum speed at best altitude is 19214
sea level 16374,
ceiling 22,800.
2,000 1bs.

Questions: W hether physical handicaps and disabili-
ties of warious sorts can prevent one from getting a pilot
license is the subject of several inquiries. Here's the
dope, in brief:

m.p.h., at
Service ceiling is 21.500 feet. absolute
The service load is a little less than

_Securing a pilot license of any grade except for non-
commercial glider-flying requires passing a physical ex-
amination. This examination is performed by an author-
ized doctor, and costs $10, which is the doctor's fee;
there is no license charge made by the government.
The doctor carcfully examines your vision, hearing, and
general physical condition. Certain normal standards
of condition must be met in each respect for the various
license grades. The doctor sends his report to Wash-
ington, where issuance of the license is O. K'd.

Physical defects are allowed for to a limited extent.
Poor eyesight, for instance, which is the most common,
may he passed if wearing glasses restores your vision,
in which case you will’ be required to wear them while
piloting. Limb injuries and other disabilities may be
passed if your doctor and the medical director at Wash-
mgton, the latter reviewing your report, decide that
your disability will not hinder you from operating a
plane safely. Information about specific limitations may
be obtained from the Medical Director, Bureau of Air

Commerce, Washington, D. C.

Question: Can the top and cruising speed of a plane
be found “on paper”? If so, how? R. G., Houston,
Tex,

Answer: Speeds of any plane, including one not yet
built, can be caleulated pretty accurately by taking into

consideration the engine power, wing area, parasitic and
induced drag, weight, and many other factors. Just
how it is done is much too big and complicated a prob-
lem to tackle here. If vou're good at mathematics, I
suggest that you consult a textbook on aerodynamics.

Questions:  The Flying Flea has brought many in-
quiries as to performance, atrworthiness, home building,
ete. My experience with the Flea has been small, but
L'll try to pass on a few points about it:

4

Henry Mignet's Flea is different from conventional
planes in two main features: the method of control and
the arrangement of the sustaining surfaces. Control is
horizontal through the rudder, vertical through the set-
ting of the front wing. As rigged in the Flea that I
flew at Roosevelt Field, the controls have a much dif-
ierent “feel” from those of the usual plane. They were
not as responsive, and control of the wing, in particular,
required pretty strong effort on the stick. This may
have been true only in the particular job that I tried, but
I'll risk a guess that it's inherent in most Fleas.

Whether this can be regarded as a defect I would
rather not say on the basis of my single flight. -It is
significant to note, however, that Flea-flying was re-
cently officially banned in France until the plane under-
goes further research and development, in which the
government is assisting. I think this can be taken as
an answer to the Flea’s present desirability as a plane
for amateur flying.

Fleas cannot be licensed here under present regula-
tions, and flying time on Fleas does not count toward
pilot licenses.

In the meantime, there's nothing to stop you from -
home-building vour Flea, although you may run into
legal difficulties in flving it—to leave aside its possible
operating difficulties. Among available plans and speci-
fications the most authentic and trustworthy should be
Monsieur Mignet's own, set forth in his book “The Fly-
ing Flea—How to Build and Fly It," not yet published
in this country, but available from the Ifnglish publish-
ers, Sampson, Low & Co., Southwarlk St., London, for
7 shillings and 6 pence, which, 1 think, amounts to
about $2, plus postage.

All of which may be taken as bad news by those who
hoped that the Flea was the long-awaited safe, cheap,
light plane that weuld get all of us into the air. I share
in such hopes for good, simple aircraft. Maybe the
Flea will oblige us yet, when it has lost its “bugs.’
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CROGS M LN

Can you answer

the aeronauitical

definitions in
this puzzle?

Across

1—Unit of energy
4—THawker reconnaissance-
fighter for carriers
0—Fliers” worst weather
12—Most important
14—Concentric loops of electric
wire
15—Group of three
16—Make of British
flying boats
17—What motors do when run-
ning at minimum throttle
18—Grasped
19—Small non-rigid airship
21—Reverberations
24—TItalian plane firm, as known
by initials
25—Agitate
97—Stepped-back line plane for-
mation
31—NMake of Belgian aero en-
gines
34—Not tight
35—Exclamation of surprise
37—A youth
38—NMeasure of cloth
39—Initials of international
aeronautic regulating group
40—Any aireraft instrument
42—Inventor of the autogiro
45—Fighting plane of Bill
Barnes’ pilots
47—Jerk
49—Kind of potato
50—Famous pilot on Byrd’s At-
lantic hop
52—ILumps of earth
56—Horse's gait

“London™

landing strut
58—Maker of popular ST sport
plane
60—Female chickens
61—Prefix meaning middle
62—University in New Haven
63—Hardwood tree
64—NMaker of C-34 cabin plane
65—Condensed atmospheric
moisture

Down

1—NMeasure of type space

9—Make of Austrian air-force
plane

3—Temale child

5—Four-engined Short flying

boat
6—Seed vessel
7—Vexes
8—Best-known Lockheed type
9—Unrestrained

10—Lubricates

11—A deity
13—Disagreeable sounds
15—Sharp spine on plant

Eo B zs = ‘ §
M ;
s6—Type of shock-absorbing  20—Masculine

22—Hasten

23—To choose

26—Kinds of snakes
28—French Atlantic flier with
Nungesser

An opening

Initials of U. S. aeronautie
governing body

32—An aslringent salt
33—Anger

36—Belonging to him
39—Fairey biplane fighter
40—Final purpose

29
30

41—Place where armament is
stored
48—FEast Indian farmers

44—Duet in body

46—Military governor in Japan

48—Varieties of cabbage

50—Amount of wing surface

51—Air slang for accidental en-
gine stoppage

53—A pair

54—Act of selling

55—Short form of “though”

57—Suflix denoting femininity

59—Recent
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CULLIBLE'S TRAVELS—Major Hunt

AVING escaped the lightening in the heart of the
thunder cloud as I related last month, I flew out
S into the bright sunlight, where 1 dried off the

plane with a rough towel and a blow-torch. T held the
stick rigidly between my knees as I clambered about its
great monoplane wing searching for signs of strain from
its battle with the elements. In spite of the brilliant sun-
light, I found but six ribs missing and three spars gone.
Replacing these was a task of only a few moments, but
by the time I had screwed the last rubber rib into place
it had grown strangely dark once more.

Fearing another thunderstorm, I glanced about me.
Imagine my surprise to find that the darkness was not
caused by a dark stormecloud, but by countless millions
of wild ducks migrating southward! On they came, a
great flapping blanket of birds between me and my des-
tination to the south.

Soon I was completely surrounded by a dense fog
of ducks of all shapes, kinds, and sizes, squawking, coo-
ing and warbling to each other. My Blatt and Whinny
motor began to run more and more slowly as the pro-
peller carved a path through the curtain of ducks. The
wings became loaded with dead ducks several layers

thick, and I could see I was in danger of becoming -
bogged down. What to do?

Just as the plane was sinking for the last time, an
idea came to me. When ever or where ever you see a
duck hunter, you never see any ducks, so T hurried to
my dressing room, donned my duck-hunting costume
and, seizing a broom in place of a gun, I dashed up on
deck. Spreading a bit of straw for a blind, I released
my airplane dog as a retriever. Being part ATRdale
and part PLAIN, “Goofy,” as T call him, is right at
home in the air, and took to the thing as a good AIR-
PLANE dog should.

Again holding the stick with my knees and racing
the motor with the choke held out to make it backfire
for gunfire from the broom, T leaped up into plain sight
and swung the broomstick about me. Seeing me: dressed
as a hunter, complete with a retriever and straw blind,
the vast herd of ducks broke formation and disappeared
over the nearest horizon in a flash. Reversing the broom,
I swept away all but a few dozen of the dead ducks,
which 1 kept for lunch, and then returned to my cnt:k])ir
where I again pulled the choke back to its original posi-
tion and replaced the rudder bar in its socket.

Once more quick thinking had saved the day as well
as the ducks.

I—Each month Bill Barnes-AIR TRAILS will
print one picture and story to test your knowledge counted separately.
of aviation conditions and aerodynamies.

—PRIZES will he awarded for the cleven entries e
llslinn the highest number of errors and contradic- ’-ll-ngAll]l:f;e
tions in the picture and the story of Gullible's :

gained by

list the errors of fact contained In the story. Then
check the story and pieture for contradietions. A

Prizes for Mistakes!

contradiction sn:l an error on the same item may be

4—This puzzle will serve as a game.
but at the same time it will

i
est tha Iitn:wliadgg 8—No entries will be returned.
reading Bill Barnes-AlR

5—All entries must be uutlr written (or typed)
Yo

Travels. The First Prize will be $5 DU. Tlltra
will be 5 prizes of $2.00 each; and & .00 on_one slde of fthe paper on
each. In the ease of ties, duplicate prlzes w:l "be error on each llne. ~Number your errors
awarded. hand margin I, 2, 3, etc.
G—Address your answer to the:
3—List the errors you find in the picture. Then October Contest Edilnr

Bill Barnes-AIR TRAILS
79 Seventh Avenue, NemI York, N. Y.

7—The Editors will be the judges and their judg-
ment will be final.

9—All entries must be postmarked not later than
midnight, October 15, 1936.

10—Prize checks will be mailed not later than
November 13, 1936.

Il—Every one is eligible to compete except em-
ployees of Street & Smith Publications, Ine., and
their families.

listin? only one
n the f[eft-




HE summer season of model flying is practically

over, What a season it was—new ("I'I'lll'll)lt)]]b, new

records, and, best of all, substantial progress in the
science of model aviation. Model activities always reach
a high point during the summer, and any changes or
developments that ll:uc been under way during the win-
ter are certain to come to the front during ihc summer,
Let's consider some of the results of th:.s Season.

The results of the international meet at Detroit proved
that outdoor models must be made heavier for contest
flying, Most contestants have developed models so they
gain several hundred feet of altitude by climbing steeply
during the first minute of flight. Then the glide on the
average model is so flat that only the slightest thermal
current is needed to lengthen the flight into a half hour
or even longer. The usual result is that outdoor con-
tests are determined by air currents rather than the fly-
ing ability of the contestants’ models.

fncwllsmq the weight of the madel is the best way
of reducing the luck element. The English are seriously
considering raising the weight requirements for the
Wakefield competition from 4 ounces to 10 ounces for
a 200-square-inch model. This ruling would make fly-
away flights a rarity. In this country the N.A.A. will
probably boost the weight requirements to 1 ounce per
25 square inches, twice
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ganization in this country for gliding and soaring. Mem-
berships to the Academy will be based on demonstrated
model-building ability. We'll publish more about this
later,

Since the leaders in the Academy are all N.A.A. mem-
bers, there will be close cooperation between the Acad-
emy and the National Aeronautical Association. This
tic-up insures national and international recognition for
any records that Academy members may establish,

The formation of the Academy represents a definite
step” toward better organization of model activities and
will lift model building to a higher scientific level, Other
countries seem to realize the value of modeling. In this
country modeling still suffers from the stigma that mod-
els are child’s toys. The Academy is the organization
which should soon earn us scientific standing,

Another result of the summer model season has been
the growing tendency to give cash prizes to contest win-
ners, The announcement by the Detroit Times that it
would put up $1,000 for prizes if allowed to hold the
national meet in Detroit again in 1937 came as a shock
to modelers,

The Dayton contest in 1931 was the last at which cash
was given. We think cash awards are good if the first
prizes do not exceed $25 or $50. Flying models for high

stakes—such as a first

the present weight re-
quirement,

Another outcome of
the summer activities

was the formation of the tenERtIvALY

The Contest Calendar

METROPOLITAN MODEL LEAG
during Septemly

prize of several hundred
dollars—takes away the
sporting angle.

We don’t think small
cash prizes would destroy

I gas-model contest, date set
site not decided at time of

American Academy for ‘,‘111'11‘:\'_f;'nnN:“'“1;1i“;;;}"(lle‘t‘f},‘m'{;;1‘1'1“{:‘““ﬂ‘l:‘ liihr{'}'-"l’:jlL*a}f’tr‘i:’l"{‘ﬁ{, the fine spirit shown by
Model Aeronautics. This R has s onest 'iﬂﬂ%.‘h”'[fl-'.-’f;‘,a.-.m:ﬁ-:.iiﬂﬁ:fr'f'..'»'r Ik the contestants. A few
organization will direct e SR e 20 e BTG dollars would go a long
and supervise the con- way toward helping to
tests and research activi- L S L L pai L Alodal slrplane. Cousest pay one’s expense of get-

del Alr;nhmc

ies of any exper Club and the Exchange Club. Outdoor even » ¢ 1 2
ties of tll_{: many expert Prieige, ARolinG, And mllir. oot Oue e ting to the contest. Large
model builders t]]r”ugh- to be awarded. NAA, rules. Information: 1\}1.1([:'«' cash awards would at-

out the country. In
many respects the work
of the Academy will
parallel that of the Soar-
ing Society of America,
which is the directing or-

contests
should be

70

news of winners amd results as soon as possible,

Model Airplane Club, Y. M.

The Model Workshop asks the nid of readers and clubs in de-
veloping for their benefit ulmmnlv e, detailed report of all model
arge or

and exhibitions,
received by The

Tth _Ave., New York City, al

Contest Calendar,

C. A, Syracuse, N,

tract new talent, but the
real progress in modeling:
will always be made by
those who build and fly
models solely for the
love of it.

everywhere, Listings
AIR TRAILS,
least fwo months in advance

small,
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The victor and the prize.

OMPETITION in the international Wakefield
C contest at the N. A. A. national meet at Detroit

this year was plenty stiff. There was a long list
of madels from the United States, Canada, New Zealand,
England, and France. FEach of the entrants had only
one idea—to take the Wakefield Trophy back to his
country, The model that won it had to be good.

We feel privileged to publish the plans for the win-
ning model, with the assistance of its builder and flier,
Albert A. Judge of London. He was a member of the
British team of six which came to Detroit for the con-
test.

Aided by perfect weather for models, Judge was able
to turn in the splendid time of 4 minutes 9 sec-
onds—his average for three official flights. This
was only 7 seconds above the average of Ray
Wriston of Tulsa, Okla. But a 7-second advan-
tage was enough to send the Wakefield back
to England.

American builders should enjoy making this
English model. It follows the same general con-
struction methods that we use here, plus several
new features. Outstanding of these is the slack-
rubber device which enabled Judge to use 33
inches of slack! Think of the turns he could
store m this length of motor! The purpose of
the slack-rubber device is to keep enough turns
remaining in the motor to take up the slack. In
this way the rubber is kept from sliding back and
forth inside the fuselage and changing the bal-
ance of the model during the glide.

This idea 1s carried out by a piano-wire spring
mounted inside the nose plug. This spring
pushes the propeller shaft forward when the rubber ten-
sion diminishes. In its forward position the shait is no
longer free to revolve and the rubber is prevented from
unwinding past a certain point.

Another interesting feature of Judge's ship is the
method of free-wheeling. The entire mechanism is con-
cealed inside the propeller hub which is gouged out to

The 1936

AIR TRAILS presents plans
the leading contest

prepared by
Gordon S. Light

1935 swinner

accommodate the wire fittings. The ends of a U-shaped
piece of wire are soldered to the propeller shaft. When
the shaft is driving, the U piece engages a wire hook
fastened to the propeller. The propeller spins free, after
the shaft is stopped by the slack-rubber device.

The tail attachment is carried out in interesting stvle.
A unique method 1s used to secure the demountable
rudder and elevator to the fuselage.

Judge's model follows the American ideas of design.
The 1514" propeller is about the diameter of our favorite
props.  However, its 14” of pitch is rather low compared
to our usual practice of making propeller pitch about
one and a half times the propeller diameter. The air-
foil shape is a slightly modified Clark Y. This feature
is certain to find favor in our modeling circles, The
use of a lifting tail is interesting. We recall seeing DBrit-
ish models a few years ago with flat single-surfaced cle-
vators when American builders were using double-sur-
faced lift tails. It secems that they have come around to
our way of thinking.

Considering both design and construction, Judge's
model is a nice piece of work, and any expert builder
would feel privileged to own it.

There is one difference hetween English models and
American maodels that T've never failed to observe when

the two were compared. English models are made more
painstakingly and methodically than ours. Their models



Wakefield

and instructions for building
model of the year——

m coltaboration with

Albert A. Judge

1936 winner

seem to be built with the intention of flying over a period
of several years., Consequently the parts are made dura-
ble and lasting. The American temperament is evidently
different. Good flying weather in this dountry
has taught us the folly of putting too many hours
of work on one contest model. Too many times
we've watched carefully built models soar out of
sight, never to be seen again. American boys
usually spend less time on, their individual mod-
els, for even if our contest models are incapable
of flying away, we'd soon discard them, any-
way. The next model that we're planning always
seems more attractive.

CONSTRUCTION

The fuselage has heen drawn full size. Balsa longerons

14" square are used, Likewise the upright and cross
braces are cut from 14" stock. The curved front of the
fuselage is rounded out by 8 stringer {;x14”. These
are evenly spaced around the circumference of the nos-
ing. These stringers extend only 8" back along the
fuselage to the front of the wing. They are cemented
edgewise, because this offers more resistance to the
shrinking of the tissue.

The nosing is made of /4" three-ply hardwood, and
the nose plug and the rear of the fuselage of the same
material. The edges of the longerons are rounded after
the fuselage has been assembled. In assembling the
rear part, the section of plywood is put in place first
and cemented firmly. Then the rear hook is added by
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Winner

inserting it through the plywood. Next the wire sup-
port for the tail wheel is soldered to the rear hook. And
finally the balsa tip is added to the extreme rear of the
fuselage to fair out the shape.

The landing gear is made of bamboo struts braced
with wire. The size of the bamboo and the method of
wire bracing is illustrated in drawing #6. The ends

of the struts are fitted with wire pieces which fit into
brass tubes cemented inside the fuselage.
1s indicated in drawing 1.

The position
The wheels are hardwood

i

214" in diameter and %
is 14" in diameter.

PROPELLER

The propeller block is balsa IxI'®/;;x1515"
The spinner is cut from a separate block and fit-
ted on to the propeller. The inside of the pro-
peller hub is gouged out to 4" depth as shown
in drawing 9.

The method of shaping the block before cut-
ting the blades is the usual one. The ends of
the block are tapered from 1" to 14”. Next the full-
size pattern given in drawing #5 is laid on the block
and the shape traced out. Cut away the excess. This
will give you the shape of the finished propeller without
any additional shaping of the blades. Next angle the
blades in typical style. The blades of Judge's propeller
are not cut so thin as American builders would make
them, The thickness ranges from 4" at the center to
a little more than 4" at the tips. The center hole of
the propeller is strengthened by a piece of brass tubing.

thick. The tail wheel

¢ ELEVATOR 3

A lift tail is used on this model. It seems that all
winning models of the past several years have used lift-
ing tails. This once-debatable item of design seems to
have gained almost universal acceptance. Only half of
the elevator is shown in full scale. The center rib is
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the only elevator rib shown (drawing #3) but you can
easily draw up the other rib shapes. The maximum
camber is 10 per cent, located at 30 per cent of the
chord. The bottom of all the ribs is flat.

Use 1/sp” balsa for rib material. The spar is %"
wide. The depth is determined by the depth of the ele-
vator ribs. The spar should be 35" less than the camber
of the ribh.

The ribs are joined to the spar by cutting a notch
haliway in both. This forms a “lap-joint” which, re-
enforced with cement, makes solid construction. Balsa
16" square is used for the leading and trailing edges.
Butt-joint it directly to the ends D{ the ribs. Build up

the curved outline out of sections of balsa rather than

attempt to bend the balsa. The elevator is made in
one piece (insufficient drawing space did not permit

s 1 yd "
1S {ex4

showing it so). The tips of the elevator are warped up

slightly.
RUDDER

The rib shape in the rudder is flat. That is, ordi-
nary 4" stock is used as ribs. The main rudder post
oversize. The outline of the rudder is 4"
Cement sections of balsa so the grain will run
lengthwise. The hottom of the rudder is a piece of 1g”
sheet balsa. Notice how the sheet balsa is cut away so
the rudder fits directly on top of the elevator.

The method of elevator and rudder fastening should
be clear from a little study of the drawings. It is a
clean method of attaching, having no exposed hooks or
rubber bands. The demountable rudder was probably
designed because of the cramped (Turn to page 92)

thick.

PROPELLER LAYOUT
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The model art progresses through exchange

of ideas.

The Discussion Corner is a

monthly sounding board for your opinions.

Discussion

This month readers discuss motor sticks.
For November, the subject is the greatest

difficulty in model buildingand in flying.
Other topics are listed below. Think about

CORNER

them, then write your opinion in 150 words
or less and send 1t to The Discussion Corner.

One dollar is paid for each answer printed.

CONSIDER the motor stick a better method of at-
I taching the rubber than mounting it directly to the

fuselage. First, a fuselage may be built lightly. While
the motor stick will partly offset this saving in weight,
the increased safety is worth while. A fuselage with di-
rect attachment of motor stands a great chance of serious
damage under the terrific strain of many strands of rub-
ber. Even if the motor stick buckles, there is little dan-
ger of the fuselage being damaged.

Second, with a rlomonnt'lb!e motor stick, the line of
thrust may be changed more easily than with direct at-
tachment, giving cither a positive or negative thrust.
Birr KipLer. Morganton, N. C.

The rubber attached directly to the fuselage is better
than a demountable motor stick. The main reasons for
having a demountable motor stick are to prevent the
breaking rubber from damaging the fuselage and to pre-
vent torque on the fuselage. To avoid breaking the rub-
ber, put rubber or cambrie tubing on fittings, make sure
there are no cuts in the rubber, and use lubricant. In
order to lessen twisting effect, give the tissue one or
more water sprayings and two coats of dope or banana oil.

Some additional reasons for attaching the rubber di-
rectly to the fuselage are: no motor stick to work loose
and fall out; the propeller angle can be changed by sliv-
ers of wood under the nose plug; the fuselage less I)u]k\

than when a HUCI\ 1s used; n

The one feature which ex-
ponents of the motor stick keep
talking about is saving the
fuselage  when the rubber
breaks. Perhaps it is best for
the slipshod model flier who
doesn’t put tubing on his hooks
and allows his poorly lubri-

This Month's Topic

Do you prefer to attach the propeller and
rubber to a demountable motor stick, or to
fasten the motor directly to the fuselage?

fear of the thrust bearing bcucl-
ing baclk. Jacos KosoFsky,
Philadelphia, Pa.

On all large outdoor mod-
els T prefer a demountable mo-
tor stick. The added strength
is worth the increase in weight.

cated motor to lie out in the

sun at contests. But do not forget you can always use
a winding hook and wind the motor outside the fuselage
even if you don't use a stick. If you take the stick out
and add its weight in rubber, adding several strands and
putting more slack in it. it will give more power and
unwind longer than when using a stick. Why not put
weight where it's useful Jia Camicr, Indianapolis,
Ind.

Using a motor stick saves wear and tear on your
model. Builders who don't use the stick claim the wind-
ing hook is the cure-all for their troubles. Winding the
rubber outside the fuselage, pulling it through, hooking,
ete., is a three-man job. Compare it to the simplicity
of the stick in which the winding operation can be com-
pleted in a fraction of the time.

Winding with a motor hook is such a difficult opera-
tion that most modelers lapse into the habit of winding
through the fuselage. Frequent model breakage does
not speak well for this method. The prize boner occurs
alter they've used a winding hook. They find the rub-
ber isn’t as tight as they thought, so they add a few last
power turns by hand—exposing their model to the very
danger the umdmrr hook was supposed to prevent.
Warter J. Cage, Paterson, N. T.

A motor stick takes the strain
off the fuselage, which has enough with the wing and
landing gear alone.

It is a great deal easier when using a winder to have
a stick. If the rubber is attached directly to the fuselage
the model would easily break if the motor was wound too
tightly. If the rubber did break while in the madel, the
fuselage would undoubtedly be damaged.

For indoor use motor sticks do not seem advisable.
A lightweight indoor cabin fuselage would be handi-
capped by the unnecessary weight of a motor stick.
Roeert BurGHER, New Britain, Conn.,

COMING UP are these topics:

Far December—I1 hat zweight rules would you like to
see adopted for contests? Should the best flight or ave-
rage of three flights be taken? Would you like to see an
organized discussion on modeling as one of the contest
activities instead of confining the program to competitive
flving?  Answers must reach us by October 1st.

For January—Should the present -classifications—
Junior, Senior and Open—be continued? 1What should
be the age limits for each class? Would you object to
having ewvery one compete in the same contest for the
samie priges, regardless of age? Answers must reach us
by November 1st.
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HREE years of de-
velopment have ad-

vanced the Fair-
child 24 to a position as
one of America's fore-
mest light planes, The
1936 model has a pleas-
ing new symmetry and
many improvements,
such as the smooth N,
A. C. A, cowling that fairs over the Warner engine,
cleaner landing gear with more oleo travel, and generally
greater strength.  The cantilever stabilizer omits (tail
wires, which goes to make a better scale and flving model.
Improved aileron and flap design, along with the new
trim tabs, make the Fairchild® even more maneuverable
than last year's model. =
Versatility has been carried out in the design of our
model to the extent that it may be
used as a flying model or, in three

Time-Tested

by Alan D. Booton
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Among pilots’ favor-
ite light planes is this
old reliable, newly im-
proved and slicked up
Jor 1936, and offered
i aclever convertible
Sflying and scale-model
Version.

the very front, instead
of formers. It was nec-
essary to do this so the
round bulkhead could
be attached more ac-
curately after the for-
mers have dried.
Cover the sides of the
fuselage with '/3." sheet
balsa back to #3 up-
right and on the bottom to #2b former. Leave a surplus
of the '/43." sheet on the space under the windshield, in
order that the accurate outline be cut according to the
top view. After cutting the outline, cement-the four
bamboo supports in and apply cement fanwise to form
small fillets,
Select evenly cut /4" square bamboo fairing strips
and cement them to the fuselage as indicated on the draw-
i Fit and cement the windshield

ing.
and ecabin windows. Use maodel cel-

operations, changed to a scale model
to place on display. Note while

FAIRCHILD 24

luloid, not cellophane.
The cowl is carved out of a soft

studyving the drawings that the land-
ing gear struts can be adjusted to
scale or lengthened to flying model proportions, that the
tail surfaces for scale are removable to make way for
larger flying surfaces, and finally that the scale prop is
just as easily replaced with a fine flying prop.

FUSELAGE

Place waxed paper over the drawing. Build two sides
of the fuselage by cutting pieces to fit the ones on the
side view of the model. Use plenty
of pins to hold the parts, but do not
push pins through the material. Note
that the /14" special ribs are part of
the fuselage frame. Use only model
airplane cement to assemble with, un-
less you wish to get into difficulties.

To assemble the two sides, cement
the tail posts together and hold with
a paper clip while the succeeding
formers to the front are cemented in
place as per drawings. Scraps of
balsa with notches cut to the former
widths will help to hold the sides
against the formers and keep the
cross section squared up. When the
front is reached, note that former 2t
is slanted to the windshield angle and
that /44" square spacers are used at

A pose showing the strut that slides from flying to scale position.

block 2x2x1%/,4". Hollow it to 1/,"
wall thickness. A plain 1/, soft sheet
retainer disc may Dbe used, but if the seven base-relief
cylinders are carved, the appearance of the nose will he
improved. Cut a 7/,” 'hole in the retaining dise and
carve a nose plug to fit it. Sand and dope the cowl, nose
plug and the sheet balsa on the fuselage to a smooth
finish and cement the cowl to the bulkhead. Insert prop
shaft through nose plug, several washers, and the shaft
liole in the prop, and hend the end over in the usual
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manner and cement thoroughly. A free-wheeling device

may be attached at this stage, if preferred. Bend a 5"
wide piece of aluminum sheet in a loop and cement it to
the bottom of the cowl for the dummy exhaust stack.

WING FRAMES

To get a left wing panel drawing, place a sheet of white
paper under the right-wing drawing and a sheet of car-
bon paper, carbon face up, under the white sheet and
trace over the lines of the right-panel drawing. An
accurate left-panel drawing will result. No instruction
is needed on the wing structure, except that the bhamboo
tips should be cemented on while the frames are still
fastened to the drawings. When the wing frames are
dry, cement them to the fuselage ribs that have been
provided just for this step, then block the tips up to
11/, dihedral to dry.

LANDING GEAR

Note that the L. G. struts can be moved up and down
in the fairing. This movement permits the use of the
same L. G. for scale or flying. Each fairing is made of
two 1/s"” sheet patterns and each half is grooved to retain
the sheet aluminum guide. The guide is made by folding
a predetermined .010 sheet aluminum pattern over the
1/16x% /52" bamboo strut so the ends overlap. The result-
ing guide is then cemented between the halves of the
strut fairing, Make two sets of struts and fairings. The
aluminum guides stand more shock than the bare balsa
grooves and provide a firm fit on the bamboo struts, so
they will stay in the position placed, whether for scale
or flying.

Make the wheels as shown on the drawing. Pains
have been taken to include them in detail. Carefully
streamline all struts (except the ones that fit in the
guides) and cement the landing gear and wing struts in
place while the dihedral of the wing frames is 1%/,
Attach tail wheel to the tail post with 6 wire.

TAIL SURFACES

There are two sets of tail surfaces to be made, one for
flying and one for scale. The scale surfaces are made of
1/.s" sheet balsa to the outlines provided on the drawing.
The flying surfaces are built up, and they are larger.

Carve the tail block from soft balsa, dope and sand it.
Cement the tail surface parts together “in the square,”
or in other words, cut the rib lengths out of 1/3.x3/3"
strips and do not shape them as ribs until the assemblies
are taken off the board, then sand them carefully to shape.

Cement the rear hook and the bamboo pegs to the
tail block, and then the rudder. When dry, punch holes,
one in the tail post and two in former 6t to receive the
three pegs tightly ftted.

PROPELLERS

The flying propeller is larger than usual for this size
and type of model. You may use an 8" prop design of
your own or the one shown in the drawing. The one
provided has a slight design toward scale, but is efficient
for consistent flights over a minute.

A scale propeller design is provided in the drawing.

BILL BARNES
COVERING AND DOPING

- Select the tissue for your favorite color scheme.

Cover one section between formers, on top and bottom,
at a time, It is impossible to get a good covering job by
trying to cover the full length all at once. The sides,
however, can be covered with one piece each. The sec-
tions of the wing panels between the first two ribs should
be covered with individual pieces. On the under surfaces
of the wings, cover from the second ribs to the ribs where
struts join, then to the last ribs and finally to the tips.
On the top surfaces, cover from the second ribs to the
last ribs, and then to the tips.

Cover the rudder and the two stabilizer halves on both
sides, and then cement the stabilizer halves to the tail
block. Be sure they line up perfectly and are set at zero
incidence while the tail block is resting on the fuselage.
Spray all the tissue surfaces lightly with water and they
will tighten up when dry. If preferred, a light coat of
glossy dope can be applied to the tissue.

The wooden surfaces should be doped with glossy
colored dope to correspond with the tissue selected. The
cylinders, wheels, and struts are black. The big ship is
striped as indicated by the color lines on the drawing,
and probably should be yellow or cream. Use colored
beads for the lights and fair them with cement. Rule
the flap and aileron outlines on with black ink.

FLYING

Remove the tail assembly and hook on the end of a
72" motor of six strands and lubricate it. Wipe off
excess lubricant to prevent splattering the tissue, then
pull the other end through the fuselage and attach the
flying prop.

Glide the model to determine the adjustments needed,
if any, and then gradually increase rubber winds between
powered flights for the final check-up.

LIST OF MATERIALS

Balsa
2x2x2" for tail blocks, etc.
2x2x1" /14" nose block
2 /sx1x8"” prop block
1/x1/ox5" prop block
11/1gx11/15x1” wheels block
1/, sheet, 13/4" sq., retaining disc
L/1g sq.x18" hard balsa strips
8/ 50.x18" balsa
1/50x2x18" balsa
1/,6x2x18" balsa
1/sx2x6" balsa

=
RO S S I S

1/.0 s¢.x12" bamboo
|

L/ ax!/ex12"” bamboo
1x21/46” pe. 010 sheet alum.
31 /x4 sheet celluloid

12”7 #4 music wire

4" #8 music wire

4" #£6 music wire

2" /1 alum, tube
L/ washers
1/¢" washers
sheets col. tis,

1 oz cement

1/, oz. clear dope

Black and choice of colored dopes
72" 1/3" flat rubber

L

[WSHASH AN}
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Flight records
and contestants
11 competttions.

In contest tabulations, results are to be read as
minutes (to the left of colon), seconds, and fractions.

NEW INDOOR RECORDS

As often as possible during the summer, indoor contests
are held in the air dock at Lakehurst. The purpose of these
meets is to break existing records. Any model and anybody
who is an N.A.A. member is eligible. On Aug. 1, eight new
times were made, substantially raising the old marks, but in
spite of the perfect weather, for which thanks must be given
to Lieut. Alden’s knowledge of meteorology, no major record

was set. New record times are marked *: =
Stick H. L.
Class B
1-Hyman Oslick, 17, Philadelphia, Pa. 19 :40.4
2-Frnest A. Walen, open, Springfield, DMass. *18 46.9
3-Arnold Cohe 16, Philadelphia, Ia. 18 :19.2
4-John 8. Stokes, Jr., 15, Ilmmnvtnn Valley, Pn., *18:12.2
a-Hdwin Oates, open, L‘holllp*omxllc Conn. 14 :45.0

Class C
1-Robert Jacobsen, 16, PPhiladelphia, Pa.
2-John Haw, 20, l'IuIzu]:-Iphm Pa.
a-Iid Maulkin, lQ II|1].L¢lt-i]|hm, Pa.
4-Lawrence Smithline, 19, New York, N. Y.
5-Mavhew Webster, 10, Philadelphia, Pa.

Stick R. O. G.
Class A

1-Ervin Leshner, 17, Philadelphia, Pa.
2-Hymunn Oslick, 17, Philadelphia,
8-Arnold Cohen, 16, Philadelphia,

0 19, \‘5

4-Roy A. Carlson, 16, Springfield, Mass,

Class B
1-Ernest A. Walen, open, Springfield, Mass. *17:42.8
2-John 8. Stokes, Jr., 15, Huntington Valley, Pa. ‘lT 19.3
S-Hyman Oslick, 17, I‘Iul:ull\l];l:i:l 'a. 71038
4-Arnold Cohen, 16, Philadelphia, . 1". 11.2

Stick R. O. W.
Class A

1-Colman Zola, 19, Brooklyn, N. Y.

Class B ;
1-John 8. Stokes, Jr.,, 15, Huntington Valley, Pa. T:42.8

Fuselage R. O. G.

Class B -
1-John 8. Stokes, Jr,, 15, Huntington Valley, Pa. *14:15.3
2-Hryvin Leshner, 17, Philadelphia, 1'a, 13 :07.0

Pa. - T7i20.4

d-Jesse Bicherman, ﬂpl'll, Philadelphia,

MIDGET AIR RACES

Enthusiasm for gas models drew 131 contestants, and spec-
tators estimated in the thousands, to Gotch Airport, Los
Angeles, Calif., on June 7 for a gas-job meet sponsored by
the Midget Air Race Association. The first prize of 350 in
cash was won by 12-year-old David Fletcher, whose 6-pound
plane of 74” wing span piled up a sizeable margin of per-
formance points over the model of V. V. Hiatt, 36-year-old
model builder who placed second.

At "midget races'"
V. V. Hiatt, G. H. Gotch, David Fletcher.

: kﬁeeling. left to right,

Model Matters

. of 8:00, 8:43,

Club notes and
news of model
oy ganizations.

Quality of the models and their two take-offs, flishts and
landings within an area measured in concentric circles of up
to a thousand feet were graded by a group of 12 judges from
airplane companies, air lines and government air offices. A
long list of cash and merchandise prizes was distributed.

The following listing of the first seven winners includes
their point score out of a possible total of 180, name, age,
and name and details of their models and engines:

1—159—David Fleteher, 12, 1‘ll'tL‘.Iul high-wing cabin, 74",

G IIH : Brown Junior '/5 h
—-1-13—\" Hintt, 86, Iokker D]T of Bunch design, 527,

/_ Ibs., Gwin Aero /s h, D.
,)—l.nl—Iluw- rd Broughton, 20. Scorpion Major of Bunch

design, 777, 4 1bs.; Brown Junior 1/: hup.
-I——].»[l—l \A Hassad, 21, Cabin monoplane of own design,
", 3 1bg, ; Brown Junior ',-’- Ip.
.-—ll‘y—th Hollingsworth, 15. Ohlsson high-wing cabin,
G0”, 81/4 1bs.: Gwin Aero Y/ h.p.
(i—l-l'{—l.‘.:t) Smith, 28, High-wing munnpl.mr' of own de-
sign, 60", 4 1bs.; Gwin Aero /s h.p.
Jim .‘-lu-\'f-n‘-nn, 17. High-wing eabin of
sign, 607, 3 1bs, ; Baby Cyclone /5 hup.

T—145 own de-
Some interesting statistics compiled by G. H. Gotch, the
contest director, show the following performance averages:
Make-oit time . ol r. s . e e T

Take-off distance. .
Motor running time. . .

seniies 20 TE

L18 to 83 seconds

ATt tnde dneing ooy Bl sy L s et sl 105 ft.
Spot Inuding. ... . ... W ithin 400 Tt from nter of area
Take-off umlmtr ..... T et e e L T perfect
] L E g R el e S S

TE 5 b o e e e L

Appearance, \\url.num\-lnp. desien,

engineering. ... . D8 4

CANADIAN NEWS

With the Detroit nationals past history, Canadians turned
to the annual Canadian nationals with high hopes. Although
unable to obtain any of the major awards at Detroit, the
Canucks won a total of nine med-
als, Sharing the spotlight with
the Canadian championships is
the increased activity in the gas-
model field. At least twenty of
the country’s leading builders
have models completed or under
construction.

Canada has lost two more
modelers. Jack Greenwill and
Bill Campbell, both of Toronto,
sailed this month for England.
Greenwill was on this year’s De-
troit team.

The secretary of the Aqua-
Aecro Club of St. Catherines re-
ports that Mel Bardsley, flying in a building with a 40-foot
ceiling made four consecutive Class A R, O. G. (adult) flights
11:00, and 11:57 minutes. This is probably
the best yet by a Canadian.

The Hamilton branch of the Model Aireraft League of
Canada held its sixth annual indoor and outdoor meet July
10 and 11. With the temperature at 110 degrees, flying
proved to be difficult, but the turn-out of competitors was
very satisfactory. The winners: indoors—commercial, John
7. Dilly, Galt; tractor (class C), Clarence Dunn of Hamilton
and John T. Dilly; R. O. G. (class A), Mel Bardsley, St,
Catherines, and John T. Dilly; semi-scale, Clinton Conway,
Hamilton, and Owen Corfield, Port Halhousie. Outdoors—
stick, Clarence Dunn, Owen Corfield; commercial, Clinton
Conway, Owen Corfield; semi-scale, Ted Liddycoat, Hamil-
ton, and Jack Masher, Hamilton, (Turn to page 96)

Ted Booth, secreta of

Canadian Model
Aircraft League.

the



SUCCESSFUL indoor model

must be light. In order to

obtain lightness, indoor build-
ers have resorted to making hol-
low whatever parts they can. Ob-
viously the motor stick and the
boom are the first to fall under the
model builders' axe, as the cross sec-
tions of these parts are sufficiently
large so that weight may easily be
saved by making them hollow.
Some ambitious and painstaking
model builders have even tried us-
ing hollow wing spars, but their
success has been rather indifferent
so far, perhaps because hollow spars
have not received sufficient experi-
mentation. Not only is it possible
to save weight by using hollow
booms and motor sticks, hut these
parts actually become stronger. re-
sisting bending and erosion to a
much greater extent than do solid
parts.

There are two schools of thought in indoor building
—those modelers who believe that drag is an inconse-
quential thing and therefore are not averse to building
braced wings and motor sticks, and those who think drag
in an indoor model is something to be reckoned with
and therefore are staunch believers in cantilever parts.
In either case, the dimensions of both cantilever and
braced parts are rather standardized ; they are both built
in the same way, but the braced sticks have a smaller
cross-sectional area and the necessary strength is ac-
quired by using tungsten wire for braces.

CANTILEVER MOTOR STICK

ollow

ticks
Expert instructions
Jor building some

important’ parts of
ndoor models.

by

Lawrence N. Smithline
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line and that the stick is perfectly
straight. The resistance to buckling
under the compression of the rubber
depends on the straightness of the
stick. After the blank is bound, soak
it in water and put it in a heated
oven, Leave it in the oven until the
bandage with which it is bound just
begins to turn brown. Now remove
the bandage and lightly sand the
blank with ten-nought sandpaper.
Remove the blank from the former
and cement the seam, starting at the
center and working out to both ends.
Be careful to keep the seam straight
when cementing. When the seam
has dried, sand it lightly, bevel one
end—to which the thrust bearing will
be cemented—and cement the “caps.”
A cap is merely a piece of sheet balsa
cemented on the ends of the stick and
trimmed to fit.

This finishes up the motor stick.
The average motor stick of this type
strong enough to take a loop of 7/64” rubber should
weigh about (018 ounces.

BRACED MOTOR STICK

Braced sticks are made in exactly the same manner
as the cantilever sticks, except that they are bent around
a 3/16” drill rod of the proper length.

One and a half inches in from each end of the stick,
and 90 degrees apart, cement two uprights 1/20x.4,x114"
as shown in the drawing. Then cement two 18" lengths
of #4 tungsten wire at the front end of the stick and

Hollow_motor sticks are made by bending
sheet balsa around a hardwood stick of defi-
nite dimensions, called a “former.” The
standard dimensions for this type of former
is 15” long by 34" at the center, tapered to

4" at the ends and 4" of an inch wide
throughout. The cross section of this former

should be oval. The blank—the sheet woad
which is bent around the former—should be
of what is called quarter-grained cut wood.
Quarter-grained wood is merely ordinary light
balsa cut in such a way so that the grain
looks speckled or scaly. A quarter-grained
stick 1s much stronger than a stick made of
the ordinary cut. The dimensions of the
blank, usually of 45" sheet, are 15”7 by 114"
tapered to 13/16” at the ends.

Soalk this blank in hot water until the woo

Whraecome rie Fororsrica
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is pliable and then “persuade”—that is, hend

in easy stages—the blank around the former, starting
at the middle and working toward the ends. Be very
careful when doing this, as quarter-grained wood splits
easily. After the wood has been bent in what may be
called the “trial” bending, it must be bent again, bound,
and dried. This is done in the following manner :

Start at one of the ends this time, bend the blank
about 74" from the end and bind it with 14" bandage.
Then advance in 24” steps and bind progressively as
you go along. Make sure that the seam is in a straight

let them dry. Draw the wires along the uprights to
the back end and pull them taut, Some builders like
to bow the stick upward about {”. Make sure that
vou pull both wires equally, or you may bend the stick.
Motor sticks of this type should weigh about .015
ounces if they are to take a loop of 7/64" rubber.

BOOMS

Booms are the next thing which can be made hollow to
save weight. A former (Turn to page 94)
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America’'s Biggest

Land Plane

The new [liner thar
out-bulks the great
Boeing bomber, pic-
tred on the cover,
described by Frank
Tinsley, and here pre-
sented 1n solid-model

Jorm in AIR TRAILS’
quarter-inch scale
series.

by
Nicholas E. D' Apuzzo

HE Douglas DST was first announced a little less
than a year ago. Within that time plans and arti-
cles have been published in various magazines, but
as this ship has undergone severe experimentation within
this short time, numerous changes which have improved
performance have been made. These changes did not
appear in the other articles, so Arr TRAILS now pre-
sents the sleeper transport Flagship Texas as it is to-
day—the first of American Airlines’ flagship fleet.
A study of the 4" scale model drawings will show
these changes:
1. The addition of a small fin in

e sl

he DST, as it first appeared, looming over a new Cord auto.

5

three parts—the center section or stub wings, and the
two outer panels which are later joined to form one
unit. Trace the outline of the center section on a piece
of stock 4x6x34" and shape to the airfoil section R—R.'
Cut a groove in the top center of this center section so
that the fuselage rests in its correct position. This may
be neatly done with a sharp chisel. The grooves for the
motor nacelles may now be cut in their proper places.
These nacelles are explained later. Trace the outline
of the outer wing panels on two Dblocks each 4x9x54"
and work to the proper shape. Fin-
ish as before with sandpaper.

front of the original fin, made neces-
sary by the robot pilot.

DOUGLAS DST

For the tail unit, both horizontal
and vertical surfaces are made from

2. The removal of the first two cabin
windows on the left side of the ship.

3. The single pitot tube changed to a double pitot tube
and moved slightly back.

4. Motor cowls with a small flat shield on the front
face at the top.

5. Balanced elevators changed to the unbalanced type.

In making a model of this ship, either hard woods or
balsa may be used. If balsa, choose a clear semi-soft
grade,

It is advisable to start with the fuselage. A block
214x2x17" is needed. First lay out the side view on it
and carefully cut it to shape. A jig or coping saw should
be used. Now lay out the top view and cut to shape.
The fuselage is now roughed out. Work it to the
proper shape with either a sharp knife or a wood plane,
followed by plenty of sandpaper. Check often with the
templates at the various sections. Notice, in this con-
nection, that section A—A is not quite a perfect circle.

The wing is made next. This should be made in

98" stock. Trace the respective parts
fin, rudder, etc.—on a sufficiently
large piece of wood and cut to outline shape, working
them down in the same manner as the wing.

The motor cowls and nacelles may either be cut by
hand or turned to shape on a lathe. Select two blocks
114x1%4x234" and inscribe a circle 1 3/16" diameter on
one end. With this end as a guide, work the block to
the nacelle shape shown on the drawings. Use a sharp
knife and plenty of sandpaper to secure a smooth finish,
When both nacelles are done, they may be inserted into
their respective slots in the center section and secured
with plenty of cement.

The cowls may be made in the same way. If dummy
motors are to be used, hollow out enough of the cowls
to allow the motors to fit snugly in them.

The motors, which are Wright Cyclones, may be made
by piling alternate large and small washers -on a nail to
represent the finned cylinders. Make nine of these for
each motor and fasten them in their (Twrn to page 92)
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From the Water Up

Last montlh’s Buzzer, a simple
rise-off-ground tractor jfor the
beginner, turns into an R.O.W.
Job with these neat floats that
will fit many other models.

the model is flown over land with the floats attached.
And then there is the all-important feature that the floats
must be easily demountable, as you ofttimes want to con-
vert your model from a hydro into a landplane in a
few minutes,

The method of float attachment should be clear from
the drawings, although there are several main points
which can stand repetition. The two main forward

HE summer season
of model flying is not
complete without hy-
dro flights. Watching a
model taxi over the water,
quickly getting flying
speed, and then pointing
its nose into the clouds as NIRE Vv TING
drops of water fall from - CEMENTED To
; St BAMBOO BRACE

the pontoons is a thrilling
branch of model building.
In this article we've in-
cluded plans for floats that
are suitable for a model
weighing up to 2 ounces.
In the photos the floats are
shown attached to the
Buzzer model. Plans for
this model appeared in the

September issue.  How-

ever, these floats will work R A ,
equally well on any other
type of model—twin push-
ers and twin tractors,
along with fuselage mod-
els, all being adaptable for
water flying.

Drawing #1 gives the

INSERT INTO
MOTOR STICK

full-size float shapes. The
framework of the floats is built up of +%” sheet balsa.
Cut the pieces of balsa directly from the shapes given
in drawing #1. Notice that two large floats are at-
tached to the front of the model and one small float
is used to support the tail.

Attaching the floats to the model is important.
They should be rigidly fastened to maintain a constant
angle during the take-off. TIn addition, the floats must
withstand the shock of ground landings experienced when




AIR TRAILS

floats are joined by a strip of bamboo fyx{%”. This
brace is joined to the cross brace of the float, as shown
mn drawing #1. Now look at drawing #2. The wire
wheel axle at the end of the landing geap fits through a
wire eyelet which has been cemented to the bamboo
brace which joins the floats. The distance between the
ends of the landing gear should be greater than the dis-
tance between the floats—in this case 6”. In this way
~the ends of the landing gear, forced together to fit in-
side the wire eyelets, exert outward pressure and insure
permanent float attachment.

A wire arm is attached to each float to prevent it from
turning about the axle. This arm fits alongside the
landing gear strut, where it is bound with a rubber band.
The wire should be a flexible sort so the float angle can
be changed by merely bending the wire arm with a pair
of pliers.

The rear float is attached by a single bamboo strut
gsxqy . cemented to the float as shown in drawing

A T
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The strat length is 2” and the end is pointed and inserted
into the bottom of the motor stick. In the case of fuse-
lage madels, the float could be attached to the fuselage
cross brace,

Make certain the difficulties of float attachment are
completely straightened out before covering the floats
with tissue. The balsa framework of the floats should
be given a coating of full-strength banana oil before
covering. This is to preserve the wood against the water
that a tissue-covered float is practically certain to absorb.
In covering the float, attach the tissue in small, care-
fully fitted sections. Make sure the sections of the tis-
sue are tightly joined to avoid leaks.

Banana oil or clear lacquer make good waterproofers.
Two coats should make the tissue sufficiently resistant
to water, My floats were treated with two coats of thick
banana oil, No water accumulated inside, even after
they were submerged in the water for a length of time.

These floats are of ample size, so that (Twrnio page 95)
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Jack up your gas
model and put on
a pair of "dough-
nuts,” shown com-
plete with inner
tube inserted, discs,
casing, and hollow
axle bolts.
‘em any size to fit
your plane,

Make

More Balloon Tires

This month they’re gas-model air wheels—real tires
thar are sturdy, yet inexpensive and easy to make.

SING 5-cent balloons for inner
tubes for gas-model pneumatic
tires sounds like a joke, and

really did spring from an innocent joke. It seemed rea-
sonable to use them as tires for lightweight rubber-
powered models, as T described in the August issue.
But gas-engine models were something else again.

When maodel builders nevertheless cannot afford to buy
ready-made parts for their gas models, they look around
for substitutes that will fit their budgets., Ilere we have
the solution to the tire problem in being able to make a
pair of 4” diameter tires for less than a dollar, including
tread and all.

Of course, the balloons alone will not hold the 20
pounds pressure possible, but they will when inserted in
the casings you can make from these-directions, The
author placed a pair of the Type #1 wheels on a wingless
gas-model fuselage and literally beat the landing gear off
against the floor. The tires were not hurt in the least
and now repose on the rebuilt landing gear. The pres-
sure advised for types 1 and 2 is about 7 pounds, or just
enough to fill out the casing well.

The materials for type 1 are: about ¥4 yard of medium
weight unbleached domestic muslin cloth, pressed; sev-
eral 1x10” nickel balloons and a
tube of rubber cement (from the
dime store) ; 2 3/16” aluminum or
brass bolts 1" long, drilled out to
your axle size; 1 roll of “Band-
tex” rubber bandage (from your
drug store) ; a sheet of 74x2” balsa
for the discs; a large needle, and
#36 white thread.

Malke a cardboard pattern as de-
scribed on the drawing and with it
mark out several cloth patterns
with the weave running on a bias,
as shown. Cut these out with scis-
sors. Sew the ends together on a
sewing machine as in figure 1, leav-
ing a 3/16” margin. Turn inside

RE——
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by Alan D. Booton

Flight-tested on a Moyer sport model,
they were almost too bouncy.

out and sew twice across this margin
for strength, as in ficure 2. Place
the outer edges together and mark a
line around the cloth 214" back from the folded edge.
The margin at the doubled edges may vary, but it is im-
portant to have the 2J4" spacing from the folded edge
exact in order to have an even diameter on the completed
tire. Sew by hand along the mark as in figure 3. taking:
}8” at a time. After getting clear around, pull the thread
and pucker the hole tightly onto a 1” diameter dowel or
tube, and tie the thread, as in figure 4. Remove the
dowel, space the puckers as evenly as possible, and then
dampen and press with an iron to flatten them out. Now
sew carefully over the pucker thread three times and
around the inner edge once to prevent fraying, as in
figure 5.

Select a balloon and wrap a 1” square piece of Band-
tex tightly around the neck to make the “valve stem.”
(Note: the Band-tex adheres to itseli.) To insert the
“inner tube,” cut the thread about 14” along the outside
seam first sewn, starting next to the pucker thread as
indicated in figure 6. Fold the end of the “tube,” start it
into this hole and pull it all the way around inside the
casing by folding the cloth each time and grasping the
end of the tube, Figure 7 shows
how it works. Now sew the seam
tightly around the “stem.”

To pump the tire up, stuff the
nozzle of the pump in the neck
of the “tube” until it reaches the
Band-tex stem. Hold your first
finger and thumb around the necl
while pumping to- keep the air in
and to prevent the neck of the
“tube” from bursting, Maintain the
hold on the stem after removing the
nozzle and then twist the néck into
the stem. Double the twist over and
wrap another piece of Band-tex
around, the doubled neck and re-
lease the hold. (Turnto page 93)
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Have yor a question on model
building or flying that bothers

you? Bring us your problem and

"BLUSHING" MODELS

Question: TWhy does banana oil on the covering of
a model sometimes turn white? H. W. L., Galesburg,
1.

Answer: When banana oil and dope are applied in
moist weather they “blush™; that is, they turn white
wherever they are put on thickly. An example of how
sensitive banana oil is to moisture in the air is shown
by the fact that banana oil applied in my cellar work-
shop turns white on some days when it won’t turn white
if applied outside. The slight increase in moisture in
the usually dry cellar is enough to blush the dope. The
only cure is to apply it when the weather is dry and
put it on in thin coats, hrushing out the thick spots.

GAS-MODEL FLEA
Question: Are any plans available for a gas job of
the Flying Flea? T. M., Qak Park, Il

Answer: So far as [ know, the Flying Flea has not
been produced as a gas model. Adjusting a model of
the Flea variety would be a delicate operation. The rub-
ber-powered maodel (Amr Traits, June, 1936) proved
quite a problem until the correct settings for the front
and rear wings were located. Tt seems almost certain
the early part of a gas-powered Flea's life would be
full of crack-ups. But after the “bugs” were removed,
the-thrill of watching it fly should more than repay you.
Much has been written about the Flea, including the in-
ventor's instruction book, telling how to build a full-size
replica. If you decide to build a gas model, there should
be plenty of data and plans available. .

WHEN TO COVER

Question: Is it true that a model should be assem-
bled before it is covered? J. H., Glen Ellyn, Ill.

Answer: This is not the case. Models are consider-
ably easier to cover if they are not assembled. The more
completely you can “knock down” your model, the easier
it will be to make a really presentable job of the cover-
ing. Wise procedure is to assemble your model tempo-
rarily to make sure all the parts fit together. Pin the
parts together if necessary. After you've satisfied your-
self that the parts line up, take the model apart and cover
it. Then make the final assembly of your model. Paint-
ing or doping can best be done when the madel is dis-
assembled.

SPACING RIBS

I am making a 60" model of a Germman
The original design calls for a wing rib every
That means I should have the ribs in the model

Question:
sailplane.
foat.

we’ /]l answer it in the interest

Replies

of readers everywhere.

by mail require return postage.

1" apart. Is this necessary, or could I save :crm'gh_t by
spacing them farther apart? R. T., Springfield, Ohio.

Answer: It seems unnecessary to have the ribs 17
apart in a model. The trouble of cutting the extra ribs
would hardly be repaid by the more perfect wing shape.
As far as weight is concerned, ribs spaced 1” apart would
not add enough weight to a 60” model to seriously handi-
cap its flight. But regardless of this, it seems advisable
to increase the spacing between the ribs to 114 or 2%
In general practice, a good rule is to make the space
between the ribs equal to 1/3 the wing chord.

POWER FOR DISTANCE

Quiestion: Does a model need a lot of rubber and a
small propeller to fly a long distance? 8. M., Galves-
ton, Tex.

Answer: A long-distance flight usually requires a
propeller which runs a long time. And a small propel-
ler with a large amount of rubber spins so fast that the
duration is always considerably less than the slow-spin-
ning, large-diameter propeller. So it seems the large
propeller with as little rubber as possible will give the
longest distance flight.

Possibly S. M. is thinking of the old days when we
used to fly heavyweight twin pushers. These were made
of hardwood with two small propellers. Usually a skein
of rubber was required to power these heavy models.
The length of the propeller duration was about 20 to 30
seconds, But that didn't prevent the model from flying
a long distance. Flights greater than half a mile were
not uncommon, especially when flown with a tail-wind.
And to make matters even more interesting, these twin
pushers usually flew in a straight line—never wavering
from their arrowlike course. This type of model made
a very efficient long-distance flier.

WATER-COOLED ENGINES

Question: Is there a water-cooled model gas engine
manufactuwred for use in a model boat? H. H. H., Phila-
delphia, Pa.

Answer: This question is a little outside the field of
model aviation. H. F. H. should be able to find almost
any sort of air-cooled model motor to suit his require-
ments, whether he wants it for a boat or airplane model.
However, a water-cooled model gas engine may be difficult
to find. The gas engines used in airplane models to-day
are all air-cooled, the easiest and most practicable way
of cooling. Water cooling has many disadvantages that
retard its progress in model aviation as well as in the
large plane field. The model boat experts could prob-
ably give more help in this problem than model air-
plane builders.
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the monk and the youngster had accom-
plished in Belgian Congo when the White
Pygmy had been killed. If it hadn’t
heen for them, a horrible disaster would
have occurred.

The famous flyer had just seated him-
self at the desk when the telephone rang.
He picked up the instrument and heard
“Red” Gleason’s voice.

“Bill. A guy just landed. Wants to
see you. Won’t give his name. He acts
crazy as a coot.”

Bill hesitated and then said, “All right.
Send him in. Better frisk him first.”

“We have. He's not heeled.”

Minutes later, when the door opened,
Bill saw a small man come timidly in-
side in front of Red Gleason. His cheeks
were sunken. His thin black hair was
maltted and uncombed. He was wearing
a wrinkled blue suit. A pair of dilapi-
dated sneakers was on his feet.

Bill said: “You want: to see me?”

The man advanced slowly, his large
eyes staring. “Bill Barnes!”

“That’s right.” Bill signaled for Red
to go out and shut the door, but to stay
within calling distance.

As the door closed, the stranger moved
across to the desk. “He's still alive.
I think he's still alive.”

Bill eyed him uneasily. “What can T
do for you?”

The glassy look in the man's eyes van-
ished. His body went rigid. He leaned
across the desk and said in a hoarse
whisper, “The murderer lives!”

Bill watched him carefully. “Sit down
and tell me all about it,” he said calmly.

The man didn’t. He stood where he
was, his eyes riveted on Bill. “You think
I'm crazy. I can see that you do. They
all think I'm crazy.”

Bill's words were soothing. “Now see
here. I haven’t the slightest idea what
vou're talking about. Tell me something
about yourself. What’s your name?”

“You wouldn’t remember me. But
wait *  His right hand streaked in-
side his suit coat. The move was star-
tling, and Bill's hand darted out to grip
the butt of the automatic that rested on
clips alongside his desk. He released it
when he saw that the man had pulled
out a thin stack of faded, yellowed news-
paper clippings. He put one on the desk
and shoved it across toward Bill. “You
read that.”

Bill looked down. The clipping was
from the front page of a six-year-old is-
sue of the New York Star, dated August
Srd. It read:

SURVIVOR OF DIRIGIBLE
DISASTER FOUND
CONQUEROR'S JUNIOR NAVIGATION
OFFICER PICKED UP AT SEA
Radio
destroyer

San Francisco, Aug. 3rd
reports from the . 8.

{(Continued from page 16)

Hurricane, state that a man has
been picked up from a floating piece
of wreckage in the vicinity of where
the giant dirigible  Conqueror
plunged to an unknown fate yester-
day afterncon. The survivor has
heen identified as Kenneth Chan-
dler, junior navigation officer aboard
the ill-fated Transpacific air liner.
He was in a semiconscious condition
when found. Chandler is being
taken at top speed to Honolulu. No
other persons have been reported
rescued

The stranger slid another clipping in
front of Bill. “Read that, too.”

The pilot did. It had also been taken
from the New York Star, and was dated
August 5th:

DOPE KING VICTIM OF
CONQUEROR DISASTER

BARON SUSUKA, NOTORIOUS DRUG
SMUGGLER, REPORTED DEAD

Baron Susuka, the reputed head
of a large narcotic smuggling ring, is
unofficially reported to have been
aboard the dirigible Conqueror when
she crashed mysteriously on August
9nd. Department of Justice officials
refused to make any statement.
Substantiation of the unofficial re-
port is seen in the recall to-day of
all agents engaged in search of
Baron Susuka. It is believed that
Susuka hoarded the air liner in dis-
guise and under an alias in an at-
tempt to enter the United States.

Kenneth Chandler, the lone sur-
vivor of the disaster, is confined to
the Honolulu hospital. He has made
no coherent statement, and psychia-
trists fear that his mind has been
seriously affected from mnervous
shock.

An inquiry into the cause of the
Conqueror's  destruction is  heing
held at Washington. Officials of the
Transpacific Airways declare that
the tragedy

Before Bill had finished he saw the
man’s fingers propelling another clipping
across the desk top. The third account
was from an issue of the Star of the
following year, dated April 2nd:

CONQUEROR SURVIVOR
JUDGED INSANE

KENNETH CHANDLER COMMITTED
TO ASYLURM

Kenneth Chandler, the junior
navigation officer aboard the dirigi-
ble C'onqueror and the only person

THE CRIMSON LINE

to escape death in the air liner's de-
struction last August, was to-day

committed to the Pixton Mental
Hospital in Hillshorough, Long
Island——

Bill raised his eyes to look at the man
in front of him. “And you're Kenneth
Chandler,” he said quietly.

“And I'm Kemneth Chandler,”
man said.

the

IV—ESCAPE

Their gazes locked. Bill finally said,
“What brought you here?”

Chandler leaned across the desk and
spoke rapidly. I escaped from the
asylum. A plane made a forced landing
on the grounds. The pilot was lost. T
saw my chance. I'd heen trying to get
away before. T took the plane. T have
to get to New York. I saw your field.
I needed help. I knew you’d under-
stand. That’s why I landed here. 1
think Baron Susuka’s still alive. T have
to get to New York to prove it.” He
stopped suddenly and shook his head.
“I see you don’t believe me.”

Bill put out a hand. *“Sit down.
Chandler. T honestly want to hear your
story. But take it easy.”

The man eame around the desk and
seated himself. “I haven't much time.
They may trace me here.” 'Then, in a
torrent of excited words, he told Bill
about the feverish hours that had pre-
ceded the Conqueror’'s take-off from
Tokyo six years ago; about Kammato's
murder and the photograph; about
Baron Susuka and the secret service
trap. “I know what wrecked the Con-
queror- L've tried to tell the authorities
at Pixton. They listen and do nothing
about it. They think I'm crazy. Per-
haps I was—perhaps I am—but every-
thing T tell you is true. You have to
believe me!™

“Go on.” Bill said quietly. “What
caused that crash?”

“A plane. A plane dived straight into
it. I remember it clearly. I had re-
ceived instructions to climb to the ob-
servation platform topside to make some
readings. It was around noon. I don't
remember the exact time. I climbed the
shaft and opened the trap at the top. I
looked up. I saw it—a plane diving out
of the clouds—diving straight for the
Conqueror. 1 couldn’t do anything.
There wasn't time. It came like a fall-
ing star—faster than anything I'd ever
seen, It smashed straight into the Con-
queror. There was a terrific explosion.
That’s all I remember until I was picked
up by the destroyer. I don’t know how
I ever came out alive. But, I tell you,
it was a plane that destroyed that ship.
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A plane! You hear me?
plunging at me now!”

I can see it

Chandler's eyes were distended, his
breathing was rapid. His hands groped
nervously across the desk top to pick up
the two sections of the automatic pencil
that the monkey had dropped.

“Why didn’t you tell that story to
the authorities years ago?” Bill asked.

“T didn’t remember. T didn’t remem-
ber anything clearly until T saw a pie-
ture in the paper a month ago. A fat
man’s face. Suddenly I remembered the
photograph Kammato had given me—
the photograph of Susuka. It looked
like that. Then I started to remember
everything. T think he still lives—Baron
Susuka.

“Listen. I saw a fat man come aboard
the Conqueror that morning. Brady
told me it was Baron Susuka. He didn’t
look much like Kammato's photograph,
but I thought that was because of his
disguise.,” Chandler fitted the two sec-
tions of the pencil together, then pulled
them apart. His fingers were trembling.
“T believed the man was Baron Susuka,
then. I don’t, now. I think he's still
alive. I have to find out. He killed
Kammato—my best friend. I have to
find out, That’s why I escaped.”

“Let’s get this all straight,” Bill said
patiently. “Youn saw a man’s picture in
a newspaper that reminded you of Baron
Susuka’s photograph, That’s why you
think he's still alive.”

“Yes. The photograph Kammato gave
me—the picture of Baron Susuka—was
m the wallet in my pocket when the
Clonqueror crashed, and stayed with me
afterward. I was pretty much out of
my mind then, I guess. I thousght peo-
ple were tryving to steal it. T always
kept it hidden. Just before I went to
Pixton I had it placed with some other
of my personal belongings in a secret
place in New York City. T believe now
that some one was trying to get hold
of that photograph. My room at the
asylum was burglarized five times, my
effects thoroughly searched. The authori-
ties did nothing.”

Chandler fumbled with the penecil in
nervous agitation. “That’s why I have
to get to New York. I'm going to get
that photograph—compare it with the
newspaper picture. It's the same man,
I'm sure. He's Baron Susuka. But I
can't be positive until I see those two
pictures side by side The
stopped suddenly and stiffened.

(1]

ten!

Bill did and heard the distant keen-
ing of a siren.

1man

“Lis-

“They're coming after me!” Chandler
leaped to his feet. “I have to get away!
Let me go!” He ran to the door, yanked
it open, and came face to face with Red
Gleason.

Chandler staggered back, turned to-
ward Bill. “Barnes!. Let me go! They’ll

The pilot dexterously threaded
take me back. I have to get to New
York!”

Bill came up and gripped him by the
arms.  “You'lll be all right, Chandler.
Let me handle this. Tl get in touch
with the authorities. I remember that
Stephen Drake was working on that Su-
suka case years ago. LIl have you talk
to him.”

“No—no—don't tell any one yet—mnot
until I get the photograph. They won't
believe me. They think I'm crazy.”
The man was wild-eyed. “It happened
once, It will happen again. The Sky
King will he destroyed. All these peo-
ple will be killed. Let me go!”

“The Sky King!” Bill took a firmer
grip on Chandler. “What're you talking
about?”

BILL

BARNES

the hook to the lowered trellis.

“Transpacific’s new dirigible.  The
line's starting again. Baron Susuka may
have caused the Conqueror’s destruction.,
He may do the same to the Sky King.
If he’s still alive. I know—yel.
T'm not sure. I can prove it with the

don’t

photograph. Let me go. Quickly! Il
get in touch with you. TII tell you
where to mect me in New York. Tl

tell you everything then. Please let me
aol”

The wailing of the approaching siren
was close at hand. Bill made a snap
decision that he was later to regret. He
said to Red: “Let him take off. Help
him.”

Chandler dodged past Red and ran
down the ecorridor. Bill heard his gasped,
“Thank you. I'll wire you.” And then
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ke was out the door and running across
toward the apron where his plane stood.
Red Gleason went after him.

The telephone bell rasped, and Bill
went back into the office, lifted the re-
ceiver. One of the guards at the main
entrance said excitedly: “Men from Pix-
ton Asylum here, sir, Demand entrance.
Claim there’s a dangerous maniac in-
side.”

Bill shot a lock out the window. He
saw that Chandler had scrambled inte
his plane, that the engine was roaring.
He waited until the little biplane had
started down the runway and then said:
“Let them in.”

As he replaced the receiver his eyes
swept over the desk top. The green
automatic pencil wasn’t to be seen, and
he realized that Chandler, in his agita-
tion, had probably taken it with him.
Bill shrugged and went out to stand on
the steps of the administration build-
ing. The high gates that blocked the
south entrance to the airport swung baclk
and a powerful automobile charged
through. It roared up the road, came
to a tire-screaming halt on the apron.
Six uniformed armed men poured from
it. One of them pointed to the biplane
that was angling up into the sky down
hy the horder of the field and yelled:
“There he goes!” The man ran out into
the field, raised his revolver and pulled
the trigger in rapid succession in the
general direction of the vanishing plane.

Bill's eyes thinned as he went toward
the car. The man who seemed to be
in charge of the group came hurriedly
to meet him. “Mr. Barnes. We gotta
have a plane. You gotta fly us after
that man there.” He pointed with his
gun in the direction of the rapidly dwin-
dling biplane. “He’s a maniac.”

Bill said, “You're sure?”

“No stallin’. We followed that plane
here. Hurry up. Get us a ship. We
got to grab that bird.”

“Now wait a minute,” Bill said, his
words elipped. “L have no planes for
hire. And I'm not in the habit of re-
ceiving orders. Do I make myself clear?”

The man scowled. “So that’s your
eame, is it? Obstruetin® justice! Tl
see that you're reported, wise guy. The
fact that you're a big shot airman doesn’t
mean a thing to me”

+ He swung around and barked out a
hoarse order. “He's gone. Get into the
car,”

The uniformed men obeyed. The
leader gave Bill one last ferocious glance
and then stepped into the car beside the
driver. The sedan swung arvound, headed
down the road and disappeared through
the gates.

Bill was staring after them when Red
Gleason came up. “A bunch of teugh
hombres,” Red said.

Bill nodded. “They tipped their hand
when they started shooting. Thoese guys

weren't any more Pixton Asylum guards
than 1 am.”

Y—MEETING

IT was ten minutes after six the next
moming when Bill was awakened by the
telephone ringing. He said sleepily into
the mouthpiece: “Bill Barnes.”

He instantly recognized the voice at
the other end as one of his guards. The
man said: “Sorry to disturb you, sir, but
a telegram just came, marked urgent.”

Bill was suddenly wide awake. “Send
it right in.”

When the telesram was delivered he
opened it quickly and read:

PLEASE COME DIRECTLY YOU GET
THIS STOP HAVE VITAL INFORMA-
TION STOP ADDRESS FIVE HUNDRED

FIRST AVENUE NEW YORK STOP
CHANDLER

Bill read the brief message again, then
reached for the telephone. When he
was connected with Martin, the head
mechanie, he said, “Get a Snorter on the
line, pronto!”™ He hung up and hastily
dressed.

A sleek low-wing amphibian was poised
on the concrete, engine booming, when
Bill reached the apron. He spoke briefly
to Martin, swung up into the cockpit
and took off.

As the Snorter raced toward New
York through low-lying storm eclouds,
Bill regimented the items he had gleaned
from Chandler’s jumbled story. How
much was fact and how much was the
product of an insane mind, he had no
way of telling, Yet, he knew certain
things as true—that Transpacific was
planning to reéstablish their Pacifie air
line; that at their San Francisco base
they were preparing a new dirigible, the
Sky King, for a trip to the Orient at
some unannounced future date. Those
facts, coupled with the knowledge that
the Clongueror disaster had never been
satisfactorily explained and that the
dope smuggling had not decreased de-
spite Buron Susuka’s reported death, had
caused Bill to telephone long distance to
Stephen Drake the previous evening.
But the special agent had been put on
a case and couldn’t be reached and Bill
had hung up with the realization that
the preliminary investication of Chan-
dler’s charges was squarely up to him,

And now as the Snorter streaked on
through the murky morning, the famous
pilot cursed himself for ever allowing
Chandler to go to New York alone, The
story was not all the raving of a mad-
man. There was something sinister be-
hind it. The pursuit of Chandler by
those men who had posed as Pixton
Asylum guards had proved that,

Bill leaned forward in the seat and
pushed the throttle to the last notch.
What if Baron Susuka should be alive?
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What if the same fate that had struek
down the Conqueror was stalking Trans-
pacific’s new Sky King? Everything
Lung in the balance until he could get to
Chandler.

A steady rain was slashing down when
Bill landed the Snorter on the East River
and taxied her to the 31st Street sea-
plane base. He left the big machine in
charge of attendants there and hurried
to a taxi. Once inside, he took the tele-
gram from his pocket, read the given
address and told the cab driver. The
man nodded and put his vehicle into
motion,

The rain increased in volume as the
taxi nosed southward on First Avenue.
The silver-gray curtain made visibility
poor and their progress was slow. The
buildings flanking the street were indis-
tinet blurs in the downpour.

Bill sat well back in the tonneau and
waited until the taxi pulled to the eurb
and stopped. He said, “Here?”

The driver pointed to the vague bulk
of & building across the sidewalk. “Yeah.
In there.”

Bill paid him, jerked the collar of his
coat up around his ears, opened the door
and ran, head down, for an illuminated
doorway. By the time he had raced up
the stone steps, jerked open plate-glass
doors and thrown himself inside, the
teeming rain had soaked him to the skin.
He wiped the wet from his face, looked
around and found himself in a small
anteroom. e saw a white-uniformed
man at a desk and he thought of only
one thing—a hospital!

The man got to his
toward the pilot. Bill
ognition come into the
stride quickened. His
“It’s Bill Barnes!” he
twang.

The famous pilot nodded.

feet and walked
saw sudden ree-
man's eyes. His
face brightened.
said in a mnasal

“That’s

right. T came to see a Mr. Kenneth
Chandler.”
The man frowned. “Chandler? T

don’t think—oh, yeah. Yeah. He’s

here. Just a minute.”

As the man turned away Bill said, “Is
Chandler hurt? Is this a hospital?”

The man looked around, frowned and
then suddenly laughed. “You had me
going for a minute,” he said. “Yeah, a
hospital—sort of.”

He wvanished through a door.
Bill waited and looked
around him. The anteroom was de-
serted. The man wasn't gone long. He
stuck his head through the door and

said, “Come on in. Here he is.”

curiously

The pilot went through into the room
beyond. The air was cold. Bill didn’t
notice the rows of square wooden doors
that lined the walls, His eyes went in-
stantly to a table in front of him.
Stretehed out on it was a nude figure.
The side was stained with dried blood.
It was Kenneth Chandler and he was
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dead. And then, and only then, did
Bill realize that he was in the Morgue!

VI—RENDEZVOUS WITH DEATH

THE attendant said, “They brought
him in last night. Found him up in the
Bronx. Been plugged five times. Dicks
don’t know who done it yet. Mayhe
they'll want to talk to you, Mr. Barnes.
You knew him?”

Bill forced his voice

to be casual.

“Slightly. He sent me a message to
meet He left the sentence dan-
gling, uncompleted, as the full signifi-
cance of that telegram struck him,

Chandler had wired. for him to come to
this address—to meet him at the
Morgue!

The attendant shot Bill a puzzled look
and said, “What?"

Bill shrugged. “They sure blasted
him down. Well, that’s how it goes.”
His words were deliberately careless, but
he was thinking feverishly, “Why did
Chandler send that telesram? Did he

know he was going to be killed? Did
he realize that his body would be

brought to the Morgue? Had he hoped
that he, Bill, would come; would find
something on his body—the photograph
of Baron Susuka, perhaps?”

It seemed too utterly fantastic. Yet
Bill half turned away and said
. unconcernedly, “Could I look over his
clothes?”

The attendant shook his head. “The
dicks got all his stuff. You better go
see ’em at headquarters.”

Bill nodded. “Yes. T think T will.”

But he didn’t. He had scarcely seated
himself in a taxi after leaving the Morgue
when a new possibility suddenly con-
fronted him. Had Chandler, himself,
sent that telegram? Any one could
have signed his name. If he hadn’t
sent it, who had and why?

Bill dug into his pocket, pulled out
the telegram and found the address of
the telegraph office where the message
had been dispatched. He told it to the
cab driver.

And while the taxi nosed through the
rain toward mid-town New York, Bill
sank back into the corner prey to one
appalling thought. He had, he realized,
unwittingly been partially responsible
for Chandler’s death. If he had only
had sense enough to have kept the man
at the field the previous afternoon or
at least gone with him to New York.
But, he hadn’t—and Chandler had died.

And the motive for the murder? There
seemed to be only one thine—the photo-
graph of Baron Susuka. Chandler had
come to New York to get it, convinced
that it would prove that the criminal
still lived. Had he obtained the photo-
graph at the time of his death? Had
his killers taken it from him? Was
Baron Susuka still alive? Question after
question whirled in Bill's mind and went
unanswered.

The cab came to a stop before the
branch telegraph office. Bill told the
driver to wait and hurried inside. He
was immediately ushered into the mana-
ger’s office,

The official was flustered when Bill
identified himself. “This i1s a great
honor, Mr. Barnes,” he said. “I hope
I can he of some service to you.”

“You ecan.” Bill showed him the
telegram. “It was sent from this office
early this morning. I'd like to see the
original.”

The manager agreed, and went out.
When he came back he handed Bill a
yellow sheet of paper. “Here it 15.”

The sheet was one of the company’s
standard blank forms. The message had
been written with red pencil. One line
of the pencilled words had been stroked
out, however, and other words had been
inserted, written in ink.

Bill’s eyes were riveted to the sheet.
A flush stole over his face. The pencil
marks were of a peculiar erimson shade
of red—the exact color of the lead that
had been in the pencil that he had
missed from his desk after Chandler had
gone. It seemed proof enough that
Chandler had written the original ver-
sion of the telegram! But those inked

Bill's knots held. The robot plane roared on

words! The writing was different. Some
one had changed the original message!

Bill held the paper up to the light
and with difficulty made out the red
pencilled words that had been seratched
out. The telegram, as originally written
in red peneil, had read:

DIRECTLY YOU GET
HAVE VITAL INFORMA-
ADDRESS ROOM FOUR
MATSON NEW YORK
CHANDLEIR

PLEASE COME
THIS STOP
TION STOP
SIXTY HOTEL.

Chandler’s real message!

BILL BARNES

Bill thought: “Chandler wanted to
meet me at his hotel room. Why? To
show me the picture of Baron Susuka?
Seems likely. But before he was able to
send the written telegram he was killed.
Then, some one—probably one of his
killers—played a grim jest and, changing
the address to the Morgue, dispatched
the wire. Perhaps. But, if the mur-
derers were after the photograph, did
they get it? Or might it be still in
Chandler's room?”

Bill repressed his excitement, thanked
the office manager and hurried out to the
waiting taxi. He stepped hastily into
the tonneau and rapped at the driver,
“Hotel Matson—quick!”

THE Hotel Matson was a small eight-
story building on East 45th Street. Bill
entered the lobby and went directly to
the desk clerk. He said, “Is Mr. Ken-
neth Chandler in?"”

The clerk shook his head. “Nope.
Went out last night with a bunch of
guys. Hasn't come back.”

Bill hesitated and then, for the third
time that morning utilized the fame
which his aerial exploits had won him.
“Look here. I'm Bill Barnes. Mr.
Chandler wired me to meet him here.

He said if he wasn't in, I was to go to
his room and wait,”

The clerk’s eyes flew to Bill's face.
“Say, you are Bill Barnes, aren’t you?”
He extended his hand. “Glad to know
you, Boy, haven’t I read plenty about
you guys!”

Bill shook hands. “Swell to meet you,
too. Er—all right if I go up to Mr.
Chandler’s room?”

The man looked undecided. “It’s sort
of irregular. But, secing it’s you, My,
Barnes, I guess it’s 0. K. Only I don’t
want to get into any trouble with Mr.
Chandler.”
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“He won't get you into any trouble,”
Bill said grimly.

The clerk called a bell-boy and gave
him a key, ‘ake this gentleman up to
four-sixty.”

At the door of the room on the fourth
floor, Bill pressed a bank note into the
boy’s hand and said, “0. K., son. Give
me the key and run along.”

“Thanks.,” The boy grinned, took the
bill, handed over the kev and disap-
peared down the hall.

Bill waited until he was gone, then
opened the door cautiously and slid in-
side. He needed only one glance to
realize that some one had beaten him
to it.

The room was in wild disorder. The
mattress and sheets had been pulled from
the bed. Drawers had been jerked from
the dresser and overturned on the floor.
The upholstery of a chair had been
slashed with a knife and the stuffing
bulged out.

Bill closed the door behind him and
viewed the disarray, his eyes smoldering,
The thorough search to which the room
had bheen subjected seemed to indicate
only one thing—that Chandler’s assail-
ants hadn’t found what they sought on
the man’s person. Whether they had
finally located it was an unanswerable
question.

Bill kept his hand near his pocketed
revolver and ecautiously inspected the
room. He moved across to a small desk,
looked down al the jumbled mess of
stationery. A bottle of ink had been
overturned and the liquid had streamed
across a pad of telegram blanks, Beside
the pad Bill saw a large green auto-
matic pencil which he recoznized as his
own—the one Chandler had taken!

He put the pencil in his vest pocket
and picked up the pad of telegram
blanks. On the top sheet were impres-
sions of words that had been written
on a foregoing page. Bill took the pad
to the window, held it to the light at a
slant and could vaguely make out the
first words of the telegram that he had
received.

Chandler, then, had written the tele-
gram here in the room. The indenta-
tions from the writing of the previous
sheet proved that, together with the
presence of the pencil with the crimson-
colored Iead.

Bill was turning back to the desk when
his eves detected a movement in the
dresser mirror. He saw in that flashing
second that the room door had opened
silently: saw a hand, gripping a gun,
probe throngh and heard a harsh voice
say, “Don’t move!”

Instinctively, Bill’s right hand stabbed
down toward the revolver in his coat

pocket. Then he froze. He hadn’t a
chance,

The door opened wider. “Raise those
hands!"

Bill turned and slowly obeyed. He

three men file silently into the

Black hoods were over their
heads and only their eyes showed
throngh small holes ent in the ecloth.
Each man held a gun trained on the
pilot. The door was closed.

Bill found his voice and said loudly,
“What's this—a ho[:l—il}r.‘”

The masked man in the lead reached
Bill, rammed the barrel of his revolver
irto the pilot’s stomach and said in a
burning voice, “Shut up! Give us that
photograph!™

Bill feigned amazement. “What?”

The leader repeated his words. “Give
us that photograph!” His companions
took up positions on either side of Bill,

“I haven't any photograph,” Bill said,

“Where is it?”

“I don’t know what you're talking
about.”

The leader nodded his head and said
coldly. “All right—slug him!”

Bill had a fleeting impression of one
of the men stepping behind him, of an
upraised arm, of a revolver swishing
down. He tried to whirl out of the way
and failed. The gun butt smashed into
the back of his head. He fell,

Later, through a whirlpool of fire-
streaked blackness, Bill heard a distant
voice say, “If he hasn’t got it on him,
he goes to headquarters. Now don’t pull
any honers, Remember what happened
to Schiller for changing that telegram
and sending it. He's in hell now—the
wise guy!”

saw
TO0I.

VII—THE DECK

ON Third Street, in New York’s
Greenwich Village, is a four-storied re-
modeled brownstone house with a large
neon sign hanging above the canopied
entrance. The sign is never extinguished
and its glowing red tubes blazon out
two words: THE DECK,

It you asked Richard P, Crompton ITI,
playboy socialite, about the Deck, he'd
say: “Smartest elub in New York.” He'd
be speaking of the luxurious night club
on the ground floor with its daring show,
its famous orchestra and its superb
cuisine,

If you asked Gus Hamilton, hard-
cased gambler, he'd look you over care-
fully, then drawl: “Straightest gamblin’
house in town, partner.” He'd be refer-
ring to the undercover gambling rooms
on the second and third floors with their
soft-spoken croupiers, their Park Avenue
guests,

If you asked Tony Mardelli, ex-con-
viet and killer, he wouldn't talk unless
he knew you well. Then he'd say out
of the corner of his mouth: “Just a front
for Nick Laznick.

And he'd be thinking of the secret
rooms and subterranean passages in the
old house, of the flourishing erime agency
with its international network of under-
world clients; of the fat man with his
power of life and death.
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But, if you asked Nicholas Laznick
himself, the fat proprietor of the Deck
would only smile affably and answer not
at all.

Tor Nicholas Laznick talked little,
and then only to one man.

That man was now seated in the erime
czar's hidden Laznick

office and was

speaking. He said, “You searched
Barnes thoroughly, eh?”

Swede Hansen said, “Yes, Boss. We

searched him good.
on him.” .

“And he refuses to tell where it is?
You have used persuasion as I ordered
you to do?”

“Yeah, Seminoff’s been working on
him down in the steam room. No luck,
Boss. Barnes says he don’t know any-
thing about the picture.”

Laznick’s agate eyes flamed.
knows, damn him! And he's going to
talk!” The big man leaned forward,
his massive hands white-knuckled on the
chair arms. “Do you realize, Hansen,
what this may mean?”

The thin-faced man looked at Laznick
uncertainly.  “You mean snatching
Barnes and holding him here?”

Laznick shook his head impatiently.
“Barnes—no! That is bad, perhaps. 1
mean the photograph—the photograph!
If it falls into the wrong hands, every-
thing is finished, Hansen. It means that
I, Nicholas Laznick, will be identified as
Baron Susuka. It will bring the whole
howling pack of police here. T will have
to flee for my life, and so will yon, Han-
sen. All that may easily happen if we
fail to find that photograph. We must
find it quickly.”

Hansen started angrily from his chair.
“0. K., Boss. I'll go down to Barnes.
I'll make him talk! IIl—"

Laznick cut him off with a growl. “Sit
down. Such tacties do not work with
that man.” He stared somberly across
the room. “This could not happen at a
worse time—— Just when those fools
at Transpacific are starting up again.
Their Sky King left San Francisco se-
cretly early this morning, bound for
Tokyvo on a test flight. They are being
careful. They are not taking any
chances. They remember the Conqueror
too well. But the Sky King will suffer
the same fate. T will leave here to-night
at six o'clock to personally supervise its
destruction. But, before I go, that pho-
tograph must either be found or 3

Hansen said softly, “Or what, Boss?"

Laznick was silent, then: “Or Barnes
must die!”

He hasn't got it

“HE

Hansen drew in his breath sharply.
“But, Boss, he’s There'll be hell
raised if 4

“He knows too much. Even if he tells
us where the photograph is, his life 1s
forfeited.” Laznick drew back in his
chair and his lips twisted into a tight
smile. “I have a plan. Bring Barnes
to Room K.”

VIII—THE PRISONER

WHEN Swede Hansen had gone, Laz-
nick took a black silk hood from a desk
drawer, slipped it over his head and
waited until his chief licutenant’s voice
came over the amplifier with: “He's
there, Boss.”

Laznick then left his office and went
down a narrow hall to where a steel door
stood ajar. Hansen, masked in a purple
hood, stood in the opening. He whis-
pered to the fat man, “Barnes is pretty
weak., Seminoff was bealing hell out of
him when I got down there.”

Laznick gestured for Hansen to leave
and went inside the room, closing the
door. He looked across to the far side
and saw Bill Barnes strapped to a
straight-backed chair. The pilot was
slumped forward against the bonds, his
chin resting on his chest. His eyes were
closed. The flesh of his face was a
swollen fiery red. Whip slashes showed
on his cheeks. A trickle of blood cozed
down from his nose.

Laznick said, “How do you do, Mr.
Barnes.”

Bill straightened up with an effort.
His tortured blue eyes opened, stared
vacantly, then came into focus., His
puffed lips moved. “Who are you?” he
said weakly.

Laznick sat down on a metal chair
directly in front of his prisoner. “That
does mot matter., I have come for a
little talk. Tt concerns a photograph.
My men report that it is not on your
person. You will therefore please tell
me where it is to be found.”

Bill said wearily. “I don’t know—
I don’t know.”

“I regret that I do not beheve you,
Barnes. You know altogether too much.
You even know who I am, eh?”

Bill's eyes thinned. *Yes. T think I
know who you are” His voice had
gained strength. “You must be Baron
Susuka.”

Laznick chuckled. “Brilliant deduc-
tion, my friend. You fell into the trap
nicely. I was not certain how much that
fool Chandler had told you. Very well
—and what if T am this Baron Susuka?
What then, eh? I have a new name.
You do not know what it is. I have a
different face beneath this mask. You
do not know what it is like. If you were
to escape, you could go to the authori-
ties and say: ‘Baron Susuka lives,” But,
vou could not identify me unless you
had that photograph. So. T make a bar-
gain with you. Barnes. You tell me
where that photograph is—and then T let
you go, eh?”

Bill shook his head. “I tell you T
don’t know where it is.”” He strained
against the straps. “You'd better re-
lease me right away.”

Laznick’s eyes blazed through the holes
in the mask. “Release you—mno! You
are going to die, Barnes, Once before
vou got in my way. That little mat-

BILL BARNES

ter of Dr. Hawthorne and the radium.
You won then. You are in my way
once more. This time you will not win,
No!”-

Bill's face went dark with anger. “You
were responsible for the Stormer B

“Being stolen? Yes. You were forced
to destroy the airplane yourself. That
must have been agonizing. And I am
going to cause you a little more mental
agony. It has to do with a good friend
of yours—an intrepid Department of
Justice agent—Stephen Drake. I am
afraid I will be forced to cause his death.
In fact, I am rather certain of it.”

“You kill him and you'll have every
G-man in the country on your trail’”
Bill said.

Laznick shrugged. “I have had ex-
perience with G-men. They do not
worry me. But this Drake has never
heen thoroughly convinced that Baron
Susuka is dead. He must he removed.
Of course, I might manage to save his
life if T found the photograph. That is
up to you, Barnes. I make you one
more offer—and that is all.”

Bill stared at the man, a new light in
his eyes. He said finally, “If T tell you,
Drake goes free and so do I?"

“Naturally.”

“All right. T mailed the photograph
to my airport.”

Laznick laughed. “You tell lies
poorly, Barnes. Every move you made
since vou landed in New York was ob-
served by my men. You did not mail
any letter. No. You cannot bluff me.”
He looked at his wrist wateh. “T have
no more time to waste. You have sealed
vour doom. There are three men who
know too much. The first, Chandler, is
dead. The second, Drake, is as good as
dead. The third is you, Barnes. With
the three of you out of the way I can
afford to take my chances with the
photograph. And 1 have a most delight-
ful scheme for finishing you, Barnes.”

Bill's gaze never left the masked man.

The eriminal went on. “You have,
of course, heard of airplanes directed by
radio. 1 have experimented success-
fully with such machines. I will use
one of these airplanes when I destroy
the Sky King to-morrow.”

At Bill's start of amazement, Laznick
chuckled. “That surprises you, eh? I
destroyed the Congueror. Why? Be-
cause thase fools at Transpacific plotted
their air line so it would pass directly
over my secret base. And now they are
hoping to reéstablish the line. The Sky
King has already left. To-night I fly
to the coast, then to my own dirigible
far out above the Pacific. We will sight
the Sky King. The radio plane aboard
my dirigible will bedispatched. T will
guide it by remote control with my own
hands. It will carry a powerful bomb.
I will cause the plane to smash straight
into the Sky King, to annihilate it. But
that should not concern you. I tell you
about it for a reason.
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“I have another radio plane out in
New Jersey. To-morrow morning you
will be taken out there. You will be
bound securely, then placed in the single
cockpit.  Slung below the fuselage,
Barnes, will be a bomb similar to the
one that will wreck the Sky King. Your
plane will be directed into the air and
across Long Island. When you are di-
rectly over your own field, the plane
will dive, will erash in the midst of your
airport buildings. The bomb will ex-
plode. You will he blown to atoms.
Your airport will be wrecked, Your
men killed.”

Bill's face mirrored his horror,

morning you will ride the flying bomh
when the sun rises over New Jersey.”

IX—ROBOT RIDER

THE sun was a blood red as its top

segment cut into the Jersey horizon. Bill
saw it and shivered. He lay back in
the tonneau of a powerful sedan, His

His legs were
stuffed his

hands were securely tied.
lashed together. A gag
mouth.

Black-hooded men sat on either side
of him in the rear seat. Another was
at the steering, wheel. The car in which
he had been brought from New York
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The car door opened and Bill was
pulled roughly from the tonneau to the
ground, He saw that a small biplane
had been wheeled from the barn hangar
and was standing poised on the stubbly
turf. Chocks blocked the wheels of the
undercarriage. Bill's eyes centered on
the long torpedo-shaped bomb locked
into position under the fuselage and he
drew in his breath softly.

His guards gripped him by the arms
and half dragged, half carried him to
the plane. Bill realized the futility of
offering any resistance. He remained

passive as he was hoisted up and into
Heavy straps hung

the single cockpit.

“You will have no chance to escape,
Barnes. When the plane takes off, the
undercarriage will drop away. So that,
even if you do break free from your
bonds and wreck the radio mechanism
and take over the airplane’s controls,
you will be unable to land without the
demolition bomb contacting the ground
first and blowing you to atoms. Also,
just to avoid the slightest chance of acci-
dent, the bomb will be set to explode in
exactly sixty minutes from the time of
the take-off.”

Laznick stood up. “So, my friend,
prepare yourself for a pleasant ride. Un-
fortunately, I will be unable to watch
vour demonstration. Now I must bid
vou adieu. To-morrow morning yours
will be a dawn patrol. To-morrow

Laznick crouched over the conirol board, worked the buttons, and set the plane on a straight course.

stood motionless heside a large barn,
Through the windows Bill could see a
-amshackle farmhouse, a stretch of open
rolling country. A dead silence lay over
the land. Then, suddenly, it was shat-
tered as an airplane engine boomed into
life from the wicinity of the barn.

The man at Bill's right said, “They’re
getting vour coffin ready.”

Bill's sagging body tensed, and with
frantic desperation he renewed his sur-
replitious fight to loosen the rope around
his wrists. He could feel the knots giv-
ing slightly. His wild surge of hope
was dashed in the next second.
thunder of the airplane engine dropped
to a sullen mutter and a voice from that
vicinity yelled, “0. K., you guys. All
ready for his majesty.”

The .

DIIC
men reached over the
coaming, pulled the straps tight around
Bill's body. lashing him rigidly to the
seat,

Bill's experienced eye flashed over the
cockpit's interior. He saw a control stick

from the framework of the seat.
of the masked

and rudder bar. Everything seemed
normal with the exception of a black
metal box under the instrument board—
the radio-controlled robot pilot.

The man who had adjusted the straps
stoad poised on the fuselage stirrup. He
said, “You won't get out of this set-up,
punk, It’d wmeed a Houdini. The de-
tonator on the bomb has been set for
sixty minutes. It's six thirty now. At
seven thirty the bomb goes bang. That’s
just in case something goes wrong. It
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won't.  You'lll have dived into your
damn airport before seven thirty rolls
around. Happy landings.”

The man reached out, untied the cord
that held the gag in place. “So’s your
teeth can do a little chattering.” He
dropped to the ground.

Bill spat out the gag, tried to shift his
position and found he couldn’t. His
bound wrists rested in his lap. He be-
gan immediately to work at the knots
again.

Some one in the group of men said,
“0. K. Made contact with the radio
car, It'll be out by Barnes field to take
over control by the time he gets there.
Let’s go.”

Bill saw the throttle slide forward as
if a ghostly hand had pushed it. The
idling engine suddenly roared. The in-
strument board showed the temperature
at 140 degrees and the revolutions at
1675. Bill shot a frenzied glance over
the side. They couldn’t do this to him.
This was murder.

The engine throttled down to 500
revolutions. The chocks were pulled
away. Again the throttle moved for-

ward. The plane jolted into motion.
Bill sat numbed with terror. The
engine blasted under full power. The

speed picked up. The biplane raced
down the field faster and faster. As if
m a dream Bill saw the control stick
move forward, felt the tail come up.
The end of the field was racing at him,
Never before had a take-off heen so
terrifying. The stick was moving back
—back, The jolting sensation vanished
and he knew that the ship was in the
air!

X—DEATH DIVE

BILL looked down and saw the ground
retreating. Then a tremor shook the
plane as the undercarriage was discon-
nected and fell away. The famous flyer
saw it go spinning down.

His fat captor had told him about
that. It was part of the diabolical plan.
With the wheels gone, he would be un-
able to land the ship without exploding
the bomb—if he should break free and
take over the controls. If——

Bill tried to twist around in the seat,
to look back. The straps held his body
rigid. The plane had momentarily set-
tled into level flight., Then the control
column came back., The nose of the
ship pointed upward and the biplane
climbed.

Bill watched the altimeter, the rate-of-
climb indicator. But mostly he watched
the minute hands of the chronometer.
Sixty minutes before the bomb would
explode. Sixty minutes! Before then,
he would be over his own field. The
control of the plane would be picked up
by a radio car out there.” And then,
with the biplane directed to the right
position, the machine would be put into

its death dive—the dive that was to
not only blast Bill to eternity, but his
airport and his fellow workers as well.

Down below, the earth was streaming
away. Bill saw it all in hurried glances
as he struggled with the wrist knots.
The biplane was flying across the Jersey
marshes. Ahead were the metallic tow-
ers of Manhattan, the morning sun bur-
nishing them to bloody spikes.

The biplane was still climbing. Five
thousand feet had heen passed. At eight
thousand, the ship levelled as the stick
moved to a centered position.

Bill increased his furious struggle un-
til the ropes burned into his flesh like
bands of red-hot steel. Every passing
second took him nearer his field and
nearer to death, He had to escape—
somehow! It wasn't just his own Ilife.
The masked fat man had promised death
to Stephen Drake as well. The special
agent had to be warned. But how—
how? And Bill cursed the fate that
had not permitted him to reach the vet-
eran Department of Justice man by tele-
phone two nights previous. And then,
there was the Sky King—Transpacifie’s
mighty dirigible with its crew sailing
across the Pacific, heading to horrible
destruction!

In a frenzy, the haggard-faced pilot
jerked at the ropes. He had to escape—
fad to warn the others. And then, came
the appalling thought. If he did escape,
he might be able to warn the vietims—
but from whom? The fat man, the
murder maniac, was Baron Susuka., He
knew that. But the man was now under
a different name, a different identity.
How could he be found—exposed? The
only solution seemed to lie in the photo-
graph—Chandler’s much-sought photo-
graph. If it could be located——

And the biplane roared on.
went on. And the knots held,

It had been six thirty when the plane
had taken off. At seven thirty, the

Time

BILL BARNES

bomb would explode, if the biplane
hadn’t already done its death dive. And
now, fifteen minutes had been clipped
from the sixty. Forty-five minutes left.
And with each invisible thrust of the
propeller blades, the ship was hurtling
nearer and nearer to the Long Tsland air-
port—nearer and nearer to annihilation.

New York City passed.

Bill's wrists were numb. Blood was
flowing to stain the ropes crimson.

The hands of the chronometer moved
relentlessly on. It was ten minutes to
seven—five minutes—seven o’clock!

The frenzied battle in the eockpit con-
tinued. Little by little the ropes were
loosening. Bill's body was wet. The
muscles of his arms ached viciously.

He looked down, recognized land-
marks. Horror came. The biplane was
near the field. The airport lay but a
few miles ahead. A few miles!

The awful knowledge gave him super-
strength. One of the knots loosened.
Another. The ropes were slipping, the
loops widening.

The airport was in sight. He could
see it plainly. The biplane thundered
closer—closer. Bill shot a frightened
look over the coaming. The road that
led to his flying field was deserted ex-
cept for one lone automobile, The radio
car! The ear that was even at that min-
ute controlling the biplane—the ecar that
would put it into its death dive.

Bill’s fight rose to a furious height.
There was no more time. He had to
get free. Now—or never! Another knot
sprang apart! He tugged savagely.
Again the rope loosened. His right hand
came free! Then his left!

The expansive airport with its white
runways, its hangars and field buildings
was directly below. Then the control
stick in the cockpit jolted forward. The
nose fell. The biplane threw its tail
high .and dived headlong. The death

dive!

One of the dirigible's
shipboard

fighters.
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XI—THE NOTE

BILL shouted. His mind froze. His
released hands pawed at the straps
around his body, jerked them free from
the buckles.

The biplane was tearing down in a
vertical power dive. The nose was aimed
like an arrow straight for the adminis-
tration building. The engine was seream-
ing. The wind had a thousand shrick-
ing sirens as it tore past. The speed
was increasing. The airport was grow-
ing larger and larger,

The straps fell away. Bill's body was
free. His hands gripped the control
stick. His feet rammed against the
rudder bar. He tried to close the throt-
tle; tried te jerk the stick back—and
couldn’t! The biplane was still under
control of the radio ear.

Faster and faster pelted the machine.
The ground was a blur as it whipped up
toward the oncoming juggernaut., Bill
took his right foot from the rudder,
flexed his leg and drove the toe of his
hoot smashing into the black metal hox.

There was a sharp crackle of blue
flame. The biplane shuddered. Tts
wings whipped around. Bill felt the ten-
sion on the control stick. He pulled it
back. The ship responded. He had
control! ;

Two thousand feet below lay the air-
port, coming up at the biplane at the
rate of three hundred miles an hour.
Bill rammed the throttle closed, fought
the stick back—back.

The biplane responded. The nose
lifted. Carefully, Bill eased the angle
of the dive. A wild shout was coming
from his lips. The biplane was in his
own hands.

The death dive was over. The plane
sereamed into level flight a thousand feet
from the field.

Bill'’s blood-shot eyes stabbed at the
chronometer and his exultation died.
Ten minutes after seven! In twenty
minutes the bomb would explode. And
he couldn’t land. He couldn’t jump.
He had no parachute.

Parachute! ;

The word exploded across his brain
and with it came an idea—the only
idea—the only chance of escape,

As the biplane roared on, Bill held
the stick with his left hand while his
right went to his inside coat pocket. He
felt a paper, pulled it free and saw that
it was Chandler’s telegram. Tense with
excitement his fingers fumbled across the
packets of his vest, contacted his green
automatic pencil—the one he had found
in Chandler’s room. He yanked it out,
hastily turned the telesram over to ils
blank side, and holding it asainst the
instrument.  panel, wrote in erimson-
colored lead:

Aboard biplane. Bomb attached
to under side of fuselage. Timed to
explode seven thirty—in eighteen
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minutes. No under-carriage, Can't

land. Take off with parachute at-

tached to line. Drop to me. Hurry.
Bill.

He pulled off his right boot. hound the
message to the leather by the laces. The
biplane had sprinted away from the field.
Bill brought her around in a vertical
bank, headed back and threw the stick
forward.

Seventeen-minutes left!

The plane was pelting back for the
airport, its pilot crouched forward in
the seat. Seconds were like minutes.
Bill levelled off at less than fifty feet
and blasted his ship across the build-
ings, Jjerking the throttle forward and
back until the roar of the engine became
a howling fiendish chatter.

Over the landing field, he slung her
around on a wing tip, thundered back.
Again he jazzed the throttle to attract
attention. He saw men running from
the control building, from the hangars,
their faces upturned.

Bill waited until he was over the con-
crete apron, then whipped the biplane
around, leaned over the side and threw
down the hoot.

He saw it land, saw men running.
They had it.

Fifteen minutes left!

Every second counted now. Bill took
the plane up in a wild zoom, cireled and
waited. o his feverish mind. the thud-
ding of the engine was the ticking of the
bomb that was locked to his plane.
His eyes went from the chronometer to

the field below and back again, in an
endless shuttle,

Hurry!

Hurry!

Down below, the men were scattering

wildly, racing toward the hangars.

But,

to the frantic pilot they seemed to be
moving with leaden slowness,

Fourteen

minutes .
Ewelve . s o

thirteen

One of the hangar doors was now

open.
view,

The nose of a Snorter eame into
White-uniformed men were wheel-

ing the sleeck machine out to the con-

crete

upl‘('m.
The propeller vanished.
scrambling into the cockpits.

The engine

was started,

The men were

Another

was running from the administration

building, carrying a white bundle.
hand
rear cockpit of the Snorter.

saw him

chute!

it to the

only arrive in time!
Eleven minutes . .

ubas S

A cold sweat was on him.

was dry.

Bill
man in the
The para-

The life preserver—if it would

. ten min-

His throat

He found himself shouting

wildly to the men below.
The Snorter was mow racing down a

oleaming  while
mto the sky.

runwiay,

Bill pulled

now angling
the biplane’s

stick back and zoomed higher.

The hands of the chronometer moved
toward twenty-one minutes past seven
oclock. Nine minutes to go!

The Snorter was streaking upward like
an arrow, the sun shimmering across its

sleek

surfaces,

Bill leve

lled his ship,

held it on & straight course and waited.

He twisted

around

in

his seat and

watched the low-winged amphibian, Its
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furious elimb had taken it higher than
the biplane. Now it levelled off. was
following his course. The white bundle
was being lowered by a rope. The wind
caught it, flung it far back. The bound
parachute dropped lower as more rope
was payed out.

The Snorter was rapidly overtaking
the biplane. Tt settled lower, came
closer. Bill held his right hand rigidly
on the control stick. His feet were
jammed against the rudder pedals. He
half raised himself from the seat and
held his left hand ready.

Eight—mo, seven minutes!
minutes left!

The Snorter was almost overhead.
The white bundle at the end of the rope
swung nearer, The amphibian passed
over the biplane, crept ahead.

Bill waited, tense. The dangling
parachute was now over the biplane’s
fuselage, was almost in his grasp. He
reached out his left hand.

S(‘. Vern

Suddenly, the biplane lurched. Bill
was thrown against the coaming. The

bundle slipped past—he had missed the
contact!

XII—EXPLOSION

A SHOUT of anguish was wrung from
Bill’s lips. He clutched at the coaming,
caught his balance and saw the para-
chute slither away and out of reach.

Missed!

He levelled the pitching biplane, shot
a look up. The Snorter had climbed
steeply, to avoid the danger of the rope
tangling in the biplane’s propeller, and
was now banking around and peliing
hack. Bill could see the sogales of the
fwo men in the amphibian as they looked
down.

Another attempt—that was all he
could hope for. To wail and pray that
he’d get the parachute the mnext time.
But would there be a next time?

The chronometer showed twenty-five
minutes past seven. Five more minutes
—just five!

A clammy coldness gripped Bill's body
and his heart seemed like a thing of lead
as it kept up its terrific pounding, pound-
ing.

The Snorter had come around again,
was again approaching, trailing its pre-
cious bundle, The waiting was agoniz-
ing.

Again Bill raised himself in the cock-
pit, again he held his left hand ready.
A prayer was on his lips. Fear was in
his eyes.

Slowly, painfully slowly, the Snorter
crept over the biplane. The swinging
parachute passed just over the rudder
and the fin, swung along the sleek top
of the biplane’s fuselage.

It came nearer, nearer. The pilot of
the Snorter was taking no chances, was
using extra caution. Bill held/his breath.
His eyes never left the roped object.

Nearer. Bill reached out his left hand.

The parachute was almost there. His
fingers groped. He struggled to reach
out farther. His fingertips grazed the
canvas package, fastened on the cord
binding it, seized it with a grip of steel.

He had it! The contact was made!

He jerked the parachute to him, saw
that the knots had been arranged so
that the main rope could be quickly re-
leased. He pulled the cord, dropped the
parachute into the cockpit, waved his
hand in a quick signal to the men above.

The Snorter zoomed, the dangling rope
whipping after it. Bill scarcely saw it.
He was down in the cockpit, loosening
the harness of the seat-pack ‘chute. He
freed it, struggled to climh into the
webbed straps. A cockpit had never
before seemed so small.

The chronometer! Twenty-seven min-
utes after seven! Three minutes left!

Frantically he snapped the metal
clasps, fastening the webbed belts around
his figure. He glanced down in a quick
check-up and saw that he was ready.

Bill jerked the stick back, zoomed the
ship wildly. He had to get it away from
the airport. =

The biplane climbed dizzily, heading
into the east, toward the Atlantic Ocean.
Bill waited. He slung one leg over the
cockpit coaming.

One minute left! Time was almost up.

He neutralized the controls. The wind
tore at him as he climbed to the coam-
ing, He waited for one hrief second,
took a deep breath—and plunged head-
long over the side.

He fell like a plummet. He fell spin-
ning, head over heels. His finger gripped
the metal rip-cord ring, but he waited.
The bomb would go off at any second
now. e had to be as far away as pos-
sible. He had escaped from the murder
machine, but there was still danger.
The homb _had a tremendous charge.
When it exploded the blast would shat-
ter through the skies. Death would rain
for miles around. Bill forced his legs
straight, extended his arms. The spin-
ning lessened and he dived headlong.
He saw the earth tearing up at him.
Behind, far away to the east and far
above was the biplane, streaking on its
way toward the Atlantie.

Then, just as Bill's finger tightened on
the ring, a terrific explosion thundered.
The biplane vanished in a puff of flame.

Tnvisible bits of débris shrieked past
the falling airman. His ear drums felt
shattered. But he had escaped—escaped
from what had seemed certain death.

He pulled the rip cord. The earth
was near now, too near. A momentary
tinge of panic gripped him. What il in
his haste he had donned the harness in-
correctly? But with a loud report, the
parachute opened. He felt the violent
jerk on his body as his headlong plunge
was checked. He looked up, saw the
great  white silken circle—and e
breathed a prayer of thanksgiving.

BILL BARNES

The parachute drifted slowly down.
Bill twisted around in the harness,
looked toward his airport. He saw two
cars whirl out through the entrance and
race down the road toward the place
where he would alight.

Bill watched the earth coming up, re-
alized that he would contact the ground
in a grassy meadow, He waited, judg-
ing his distance., His dangling feet were
near the turf when he gathered in the
shroud lines on one side, jerked them to
him and went in for a sliding landing.

The cars were racing nearer, columns
of dust rising to mark their coming. Bill
yanked the harness from his body, gath-
ered the silken mass together and ran
toward the road. The appalling fea-
tures of his own narrow escape were sud-
denly purged from his mind as he re-
membered the masked fat man’s plans.
Death had not only been plotted for
him, but for others as well. What of
Stephen Drake? What of the Sky King,
with its host of passengers and crew?

They had to be warned—instantly!

Agonized, Bill waited for the cars.

Xlll—DOOMED

MINUTES later, the first car came
to a skidding stop. Bill saw that Shorty
Hassfurther was at the wheel, that
Sandy was beside him, and that Sam
Cooper, his reporter friend from the New
York Star, was in the rear seat. His
start of surprise at seeing the reporter
was only momentary. Then he was
throwing himself into the back seat and
hellowing above the barrage of ques-
tions: “Get back to the field—hurry!”

They did. As the car hurtled down
the road. the accelerator rammed to the
floorboards, Bill rapped out a clipped
version of what had happened since he
had left the field. “We have to phone
Drake—phone Transpacific! There’s not
a second to lose!”

He turned to Sam Cooper. “How'd
you get here?”

The reporter said, “Working on Chan-
dler’s murder. Heard about him landing
at your field. T came out to talk to
you.. Found you missing and everybody
jittery over it. T stuck around.” His
face brightened. “What a story—Baron
Susuka alive! You've no idea who he
is now?”

#*None. Only chance is to find that
photograph. But what a chance! T tell
vou, he’s a madman., Sam. Helll do
what he said. He'll kill Drake! Hell
wreck the Sky King! All we can hope
to do is block his plans.” Bill's face was
grim.  “The Sky King left yesterday
morning. She'll be more than two thou-
sand miles out by now. And he’s going
after her—left last night, flying. 1 fig-
ure he can’t possibly aeach her until
sometime to-night, our time. That gives
the Sky King a chance. She’ll have to
be warned immediately by radio to
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change her course so that he won’t be
able to find her. That’s her only chance
of escape.”

Cooper swore softly. “What ahbout
Drake? Where is he—Washington?”

Bill's fingers clenched. “I hope so. I
couldn’t reach him two nights ago. I'll
phone Washington. He might be back.
Unless—unless that madman’s finished
him already.”

The car charged through the airport
entrance, stopped before the administra-
tion building. Bill leaped out, yelled at

Shorty, “Get hold of Transpacific!
Phone or radio. I'll call Drake in Wash-
ington!”

As he raced to his office he saw Mar-
tin, the head mechanie, and shouted at
him, “Get the Lancer fueled and ready
for action! May need her. Quick!”

Then he was in his office. He jerked

his coat and vest from his feverish bady.
slung them across the desk and seized
the telephone. He rapped out an order
to his switchboard operator to call Ste-
phen Drake at the Department of Jus-
tice in Washington.

The aperator said,
you back.”

Bill banged down the receiver and
saw that Sam Cooper and Sandy Sanders
had entered the office. The hoy had
found Alphonso, and the little monkey
was perched on his shoulder and was
chattering happily.

“Right, sir. Call

Bill gripped the arms of his chair,
His face was strained and haggard. He
said bitterly, “This maniac’s got to be
found and blasted out. I swore I'd get
who was responsible for the Stormer’s
destruction. And now if he murders
Steve Drake and those others 2

Cooper had a notebook out and was
writing rapidly. He looked up quickly.
“The Stormer! You mean to say that
the fat man was behind the radium busi-
ness? Holy smoke! This is going to be
the biggest seoop in years.

“If we ever find out who he is,” Bill
said sourly. “We haven't a clue.”

“Just the photograph,” Cooper said.

Bill lined up the robot plane
and jerked the trigger.

Bill shrugged and leaned back in his
chair, his face embittered. He saw Al-
phonso jump from Sandy’s shoulder to
the floor, then climb nimbly up on the
desk. The little monkey walked across
the desk top and squatted down to in-
spect Bill's coat and vest, His hairy
hands poked through the clothing, while
his beady eyes blinked rapidly.

Bill glanced at his wrist watch, The
wait for the call to go through was agon-

izing. He heard Sandy’s hushed com-
mand. “Hey, quit it, Alphonso. Drop

that.” Bill looked up and saw that the
monkey had taken the green automatic
pencil from the vest pocket and, holding
it tightly in his paw, was making crim-
son X marks on a desk pad.

Bill smiled wearily. “Let him alone,
kid, He doesn’t worry me. Nothing
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He shook his

L]

worries me except:
head.

Sandy said. almost timidly, “See, Bill?
I told you I'd teach him to write. See
how he can hold the pencil and make
those X's?”

“Uh-huh,” Bill said absently. “He’s
almost

The telephone bell rang sharply. Bill
jumped, grabbed the receiver and

jammed it to his ear. “Drake?”

It was the airport’s switchhoard opera-
not
Out on an important case.
Thexy

tor. He said excitedly, “Mr. Drake’s
there, sir.
They won’t tell me where.

A i;]:stprmg curse came from Bill,
“They won't? They have to! Get me
the chief—James Morton. It’s life or
death!” Morton was head of criminal
investigation of the Department of Jus-
tice. More than once Bill had worked
with the official.

“Right away, sir,” the operator said,
“Call you right hack.”

Bill's eyes were blazing as he replaced
the receiver. He turned to Cooper and
Sandy. “Drake’s not there. Looks bad.”

The sound of pounding feet came from
the ball outside. Then Shorty raced
into the office, followed hy Tony Lam-
port, the radio operator,

Shorty said breathlessly, “Bill! - Tany’s
talked to Transpacific. They're frantic,
The Sky King's_been out of radio com-
munication for twenty hours!”

Bill came half out of his
“What

Tony said, “They re afraid something’s
happened like the Congueror. They're
trying desperately to contact her.””

Cnopvrs eyes were wide. “He’s
wrecked her already! He’s got her!”

chair,




82

The furious torrent from

Sandy's * swivel gun

blasted out a death
songd.

“Wait a minute,” Bill said, He sank
back in his chair. “He can’t have
reached the Sky King yet. He left New
York last night, flying to the coast.
There he'll change to another plane and
fly out to his own dirigible in mid-Pacific.
He is going to dispatch the radio plane
with his own hands. No, he can’t have
reached the Sky King yet. Now I re-
member. He said her radio was going to
be put out of commission. She’s prob-
ably still O. K. But: His face sud-
denly blanched. “Good God! Now
there's no way to warn her! Shelll keep
to her route. Shell fly straight into the
trap!”

Utter silence followed the dire pro-
nouncement. The situation was appall-
ing, Transpacifie’s mighty new dirigible
was cruising placidly on her way, cut
off from all communication.

The telephone bell rang with the ab-
ruptness of an exploding bombshell. Bill
started, whipped the instrument to him,
said, “Yes?”

A familiar voice came to the pilot’s
ears. “Barnes? This is James Morton.
What's the trouble?”

Trouble! Billswas white-lipped. He
talked rapidly, the words hammering out
with machine-gun staccato. /He didn’t
stop until the whole story was told. He
finished with: “We've just received word.

The Sky King can't be reached by radio.

There’s no way to warn her. But
where’s Drake? We have to warn him.”

He heard Morton’s startled gasp. The
official’s voice was hollow, strained, when
he spoke. “Barnes, Drake's working on
a dope-smuggling case. [le's gone to the

Orient on the Sky King!”

XIV—ACTION

DRAKE aboard the Sky King!

Bill heard Morton talking on, excit-
edly, asking about Baron Susuka. And
he answered automatically. “I don’t
know who he is.”

“But we have to know!”

Bill said, “Yes.” But he wasn’t think-
ing of that. He was thinking of a fly-
img bomb diving into the shining enve-
lope of the Sky King. He was seeing
the explosion—seeing his friend, Stephen
Drake, and the others being killed. His
grip on the receiver tightened as if to
erush it. . He said, “There's only one
chance, There's only one plane fast
enough to get there in time. I'm taking
off in the Lancer. I'm going after the
Sky King!”

He was on his feet now. That was it.
The onlw. way! He cut through Mor-
ton's protests, abruptly terminated the
conversation. The receiver jolted down

BILL BARNES

on the hook. Bill kicked the desk chair
back, whirled around.

“Shorty. Get out to the Lancer!
Whip those grease monkeys into action!
Get the ship ready immediately!”

Shorty disappeared.

Bill turned back, grabbed his coat and
vest and slung them across his shoulder.
He saw Alphonso squatted on the desk,
his fingers toying with the green pencil.
Suddenly the bottom section became un-
screwed. The pencil came apart and a
small roll of paper fell from the hollowed
end.

Sandy
Look!”

But Bill had seen. His hands stabbed
oul, seized the roll of paper. unfolded it.
He needed only one glance to tell him
what it was—the last link in the whole
hideous nightmare!

e shouted, “It’s the photograph!”

It was.

said shrilly, “Billl  Look!

And with it was a newspaper

clipping.
The photograph was faded and
cracked, but the fat man's face was

easily discernible. And -to remove any
possible doubt Chandler had written
across it in crimson lead, “Baron Su-
suka.”

Bill’s excitement mounted as he looked
at the newspaper clipping. It was a re-
production of a fat man’s face. And
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underneath, in small type, was: “Candid
photograph of Nicholas Laznick, the
genial host of the Deck.”

Bill placed the photograph and clip-
ping side by side on the desk top. Ex-
cept for the man in the phatograph look-
ing much younger, the resemblance to
the man in the halftone was unmistak-
able. The same fat face, dark eyes, bald
head, twisted lips—the same man!

Cooper was beside Bill. He said,
“Baron Susuka—Nicholas Laznick! TFor
the love of Allah!”

Sandy stopped his shouts of, “He
found it! Alphonso found it! He's
smart!” to ask, “Who's Laznick?”

Cooper said, “Runs the Deck down on
Third Street. Big-shot gambler. The
cops have been trying to get something
on him for years 4

Bill scarcely listened to the reporter’s
excited words. All that didn’t matter
now. To him all that mattered was that
Laznick was the destroyer of the
Stormer, of the Conqueror; the murderer
of Kammato, of Chandler—the man
who, even at that moment, was racing
across the Pacific to kill again.

The airman whipped around. Tis
words chopped out. “Sandy, get dressed!
You're coming with me. Cooper, phone
Morton. Tell him about the photograph.
Tell him to hold off raiding Laznick’s
place as long as possible. If Laznick’s
warned of what’s happened, he may rush
the job on the Sky King. I need every
last possible second.”

Bill’s lithe figure straightened. “I’'m
going after the Sky King! T'm going
after Nicholas Laznick! And Tl get
them, so help me!”

XY—THE PIRATE

THAT morning, at 6 o'clock New
York time, Nicholas Laznick reached a
secluded private air field in California
after a fast flight across the continent.
Another powerful biplane was waiting,
engine running, in front of a hangar.
The machine was one of the dope-smug-
gling fleet, and built into the center sec-
tion of the top gull wing was a braced
metal hook—a device which enabled the
plane to contact an extended bar below
the keel of the Pirate and to be drawn
up inside the hull,

Laznick was in a jubilant mood as he
lowered his great bulk into the rear cocl-
pit of the second plane. Everything was
working out as he had planned. Within
an hour. Barnes would meet his death,
and then, later, much later, would come
the destruction of the Sky King. The
criminal spoke through the intercockpit
telephone to his pilot in front, “The
Pirate is waiting at the proper place?”

“Yes, sir. About twenty-eight hun-
dred miles out, away to the north of the
Sky King's route. We should reach the
Pirate in twelve hours.”

“Goad. Do you know the Sky King's
position at the moment?”

“She's roughly sixteen hundred mileg
out, sir,” the pilot replied. “The Pirate
will have plenty of time to head south
and cut her off after we get there.”

Laznick smiled. “That is excellent—
excellent, Now, take off.”

But everything wasn’t excellent, for
within two hours after leaving the coast
and heading due west across the Pacifie,
the biplane’s radio broke down com-
pletely. Nor could it be fixed.

And for the entire twelve-hour dura-
tion of the flight. the fat man scowled
in the rear cockpit and cursed the ha-
rassed pilot at the controls.

It lacked ten minutes of 6 o'clock that
evening, New York City time, when the
dope ring’s dirigible, the Pirate, was
sighted high in the sky. By 6 o'clock
the pilot of the biplane had dexterously
threaded the contact hook to the low-
ered lattice work and the plane was
drawn up into the hull of the dirigible.

And it was then, and only then, that
Nicholas Laznick learned of what had
happened in New York.

The Pirate’s commander was waiting,
his face white, when Laznick dropped
down from the cockpit to the deck of the
dirigible’s hangar,

“We've been trying frantically to ra-
dio you, sir. We couldn’t get vou.”

Laznick cursed. “The set broke
down.” He looked at the commander’s
agitated face. “What is wrong?”

“Everything, sir! Eve®ithing! Barnes
escaped! Headquarters radioed hours
ago. Barnes is in the Lancer. He’s
heading after the Sky King to warn her!”

Laznick’s big hands shot out, fastened
around the commander’s throat, his fat
face black with fury. “You lie, damn
you! Barnes could not escape!”

The commander struggled, He gasped
out, “It’s true. He's already left San
Francisco. He's—

Laznick released the man and headed
for the radio room on the run, banged
the door open. The operator slid out
of his chair, backed away from his en-
raged chief. He stuttered out, “Head-
quarters trying to contact you, sir. Mr.
Hansen’s on the air now.”

Laznick jerked earphones over his
head, yelled into the microphone. “Han-
sen? The Boss!”

The earphones vibrated as Swede Han-
sen’s voice came back. “Boss! Where've
you been? 'Barnes escaped! He's in his
Lancer. Heading across the Pacific. We
tried to stop him. Sent planes out.
They couldn’t catch him. He left San
Francisco at 38 this afternoon, our time.”

Laznick’s eyes glittered. “You will all
pay for this! You His string of
oaths was cut short, Hansen’s voice rose
to a shout.

12

“Wait 2 minute!” There was a slight
pause, then: “Boss! The cops are here
—at the Deck. They're raiding the
place. Barnes must have found the pho-
tograph. They’re coming in—shooting.
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They've all over. Baoss! Boss!
something! They've got us! They’re
throwing bombs! They’re smashing in
the radio-room door now! Boss! Boss
b.ou 1"

Laznick heard a terrific crash and then
the radio went dead. The criminal
crouched forward, jerked the microphone
to his lips. “Hansen! Hangen!”

When there was no answer, Laznick
lunged to his feet. He tore off the ear-
phones, hurled them across the room,
and stormed through the door.

Do

He found the commander in the con-

“Heac
Prepare

trol car and bellowed at him.
for the Sky King full speed!
the radio plane for launching!”

The commander turned and shouted
out the orders. Men rushed madly to
obey. Laznick stood, legs far apart, his
hands drawn into big fists. “They think
they have got me. I will smash that
Sky King to atoms if it is the last thing
I do.” He bellowed at the commander,
“How long before we contact the Sky
King?” -

The officer was bending over his chart
table. He calculated rapidly. “Four
hours, sir. Our top speed’s 65.”

“Four hours! Why in thunder didn’t
you get nearer when you knew this had
happened?”

“Your orders, sic. If we had moved
from our position you would never have
found us—with your radio dead.”

Laznick glowered in silence. Then,
“Barnes left San Francisco three hours
ago. We have to get to the Sky King
first!”

The commander nodded. “We will,
sir. Easily. Barnes can't average more
than 400 miles an hour in his Lancer.”

XVI—THE AVENGER

BUT at that very minute the needle
of the Lancer's air-speed indicator was
quivering at 480 miles an hour and
creeping higher. And Bill, crouched down
in the front cockpit, watched it, his
bruised bronze face impassive.

Speed! The only hope!

The Lancer was streaking high across
the water world that was the Pacific,
streaking on and on, her mighty Diesels
hammering out a crescendo of power, the
winds sereaming a shrill accompaniment
around her silver surfaces. She was a
shaft of light, a shimmering meteor.

Ever since the super-plane had taken
oft from New York the terrific speed had
continued. Once they had landed, at
San Francisco. The pause had been
brief. The great tanks of the sleek ma-
chine had been filled and then the Lancer
Lhad been on her way again, her bullet
nose aimed down the air road that the
Sky King had taken.

Tt had been shortly later/ that five bi-
planes had made a surpgise attack on
the silver monoplane. But Bill had the
throttle moving forward smd the Lancer

—

had pelted away without a bullet mar-
ring her dural plates.

And now three hours had passed since
the shores of America had dimmed and
ranished. Three hours and almost four-
teen hundred watery miles had blurred
away. And as many miles again and
more lay ahead before the threatened
Sky King could be overtaken.

Bill nudged the throttle wider and his
eyes kept up their continuous zigzag
from the instruments, to the maps, to
the charted course of the Sky King—
the course that was the Lancer’s, He lis-
tened to the smooth pounding of the en-
gines and his face was grim. He knew
that the Lancer was getting the most
gruelling test of her whole career. But
she couldn't fail now. If she did, Ste-
phen Drake and others would die; Trans-
pacific’'s mighty airliner would be re-
duced to ruins—and Nicholas Laznick
would win.,

In the rear seat was Sandy Sanders,
his boyish face aged by the tenseness.
Little, if any, conversation passed be-
tween the bey and the tight-lipped man
at the controls.
terrific odds they were facing, It was
as if they were saving their breath, sav-
ing every speck of energy for what lay
ahead.

And Bill, as the awful race continued,
found his mind shuttling back to the
past. He thought of Chandler, the man
who had been judged insane, the man
who had eracked the whole vicious busi-
ness wide open. He had paid for his
knowledge with his life. Yet, even as
his corpse had lain on its marble slab in
the Morgue, he had outwitted his sworn
enemy, Baron Susuka—Nicholas Laz-
nick. He had passed on the vital evi-
dence that was to shatter Laznick’s
crime empire and turn the master crimi-
nal into a hunted fugitive.

Bill saw it all clearly now. Chandler
had had the photograph in his hotel
room when he had been surprised by
Laznick’s men. Realizing that escape
was impossible, Chandler had stuffed the
photograph and the clipping into the
pencil he had taken from Bill’s field with
the hope that Bill, himself, would come
to the room and would pick up his own
pencil. And fate had ordained that such
a thing would happen.

Bill stared into the clear skies ahead.
Chandler had been sacrificed so that the
mad assassin, Lazniek, conld be exposed.
The Lancer's pilot gripped the control
stick tightly, The Conqueror's officer
hadn’t died in vain, Laznick could claim
no more victims, He had to be stopped
—dead!

Savagely Bill bent over his charts, and
for the hundredth time he ealeulated his
position. Panic threatened to engulf
him as he realized that four more hours
had to be passed before there could be
any hope of reaching the vicinity of the
Sty King. Four more hours! And in

They both knew the
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that time, would Lazniek get there first?
Would the radio plane with the lethal
eylinder clamped to its belly be released
to exccute its dive of destruction?
Would Bill find only a tangle of twisted
framework sinking to oblivion?

A shudder passed over him. Speed
was their only hope—the Lancer's ter-
rific speed.

At intervals during the agonizing
flight, Bill talked to his field over the
radio, reporting his progress. When San
Francisco had been three and a half
hours astern, the excited voice of Tony
Lamport came to Bill's ears. The radio
operator tersely reported the details of
the raid on the Deck and the capture of
Laznick’s chief lieutenant, Swede Han-
sen. The man had made a full confes-
sion to the government operatives and
had revealed the world-wide crime or-
ganization that Laznick had headed.

Right after that, James Morton had
spoken to Bill, his voice vibrating with
emotion. He, too, told of the raid, of
the extent of Nicholas Laznick’s evil in-
fluence and control. He ended with:

“Save the Sky King, Barnes!” His
words were almost a prayer. And then
his voice beeame hard and brittle as he
said: “And whatever you do, get that
man Laznick, Smash him down. Blast
the life out of him. He's a murderer a
hundred times over. The whole country
is watching you, Barnes. You're all
alone in this. It’s up to you. Save the
Sky King. And—kill Nicholas Laznick!”

Kill Laznick! The words rang in Bill's
brain long after the radio contact had
been terminated. Save the Sky King!
Kill Laznick!

The Lancer screamed on, racing the
sun in its westward journey. Bill turned
back the hands of his chronometer as
they crossed the time belts. The Lancer
had left New York when the morning
sun was blazing, and it was still high in
the sky, and would be for hours yet.
The pounding Diesels now seemed to
pick up the war ery. Save the Sky
King! Kill Nichelas Laznick!

TFour hours had now passed since the
west coast of America had been left be-
hind. The four went into five and the
five into six. Still the pulsing machine
arrowed on, with the needle of the air-
speed indicator hanging at 490 miles an
hour.

Bill estimated his position again and
excilement came, feverish excitement.
An hour more! An hour would see the
Sky King overtaken! But Laznick and
his dirigible—had they already arrived?

The minutes ticked away. The pilot
shouted to Sandy over the intercockpit
telephone, ordered the swivel gun bro-
ken out and held ready. He himself
checked the 87 mum. automatic cannon
that fired through the hollow shafts from
the Diesels. He saw that the chambers
had been loaded with alternate high-
explosive and incendiary shells, He
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checked over his two stationary .50-cali-
ber machine guns, glanced at the am-

munition counters.  Everything was
ready.
He shot a look back and saw that

Sandy had the .30-caliber gun on its
track. The boy was standing in the
cockpit, inspecting it.

Bill spoke into the mierophone. “Keep
your eyes ahead, kid. If you see any-
thing—shout!”

And then, exactly ten minutes later,
Sandy shouted. His young voice hlasted
through the earphones over Bill's head.
“Look! Tao the northwest!”

Bill's eyes whipped across the cloud-
less sky. They saw nothing but the
sun-washed blue, and then His
heart leaped thudding into his throat.
He saw a small, elongated object, a shin-
ing abject.

A dirigible!

Feverishly he  seized  binoculars,
jammed them to his eyes, thumbed the
lens adjuster. The shining object in-
stantly enlarged. He saw it clearly even
to the markings on the side.

It was the Sky King!

He shouted at Sandy. “That’s she!
That’s——" He never finished the sen-
tence as his glasses suddenly ranged
above and beyond the Sky King. For
he saw something else—something that

sent cold sweat breaking out over his
body. He saw another dirigible and he
knew that it was Laznick’s!

XVII—THE KILLER

NICHOLAS LAZNICK sat forward in
the control car of the dirigible Pirate
and held powerful binoeulars to his eyes.
His lips were twisted as he watched the
Pirate narrowing the distance between
the far-away Sky King. He said over
his shoulder to the commander, “We got:
her! We got her!”

His big hand came up to rest on a
panel that had been built into the for-
ward end of the control car. The panel

was studded with push buttons labeled:
Start. Release. Right. Left. Straight.
Glide. Climb. Dive. At the side was

a lever which regulated the speed of the
robot plane.

“The radio plane is ready to he dis-
patched?” Laznick asked.

“All ready, sir.”

“Excellent., Excellent.
until we are closer.
mistakes made. T, myself, will guide
that bomb. I, myself, will blast that
gas bag out of existence. T will show
those fools the power of Nicholas Laz-
nick.”

The commander shifted uneasily, His

We will wait
There will be no

face was pale as death, and his hands
shook.

Laznick held his glasses steady. “We
have beaten Barnes. By the time he
gets here all will be lost. The Sky King
will be gone. And the Pirate will be

heading back to Tupper Island.” The
criminal suddenly tensed forward. A
curse broke from his lips. “Look! A

plane! It’s Barnes in the

Lancer!”

A plane!

He lunged to his feet, jerked away the
binoculars. His fat face was contorted
as he whipped around on the com-
mander. “Dispatch the radio plane!
Quick! Quick! Barnes is here!”

The order was shouted into the com-
mumnication tube.

Laznick stood on his feet, his whole
massive body shaking with fury, Again
his glasses whipped to his blazing eyes,
He saw the sleek silver shape of the
Lancer, clearer and nearer now—much
nearer.

Furiously he plunged across the con-
trol car to a side window and looked
back along the under side of the Pirate’s
keel. A biplane was being lowered by
the extending lattice work, The radio
plane.

Laznick jrushed back to the control
column. Iis finger jammed down on
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the Start button. He waited momentar-
ily, then pressed the Release.

The robot plane, engine blasting, dis-
engaged its hook from the supporting
bar and dropped into flight. Laznick
crouched over the control panel. He
shouted over his shoulder. “Get three
of the four planes ready for launching!
Pilots to attack Barnes.”

He worked the buttons, shoved the
lever forward and saw the robot plane
roaring out ahead of the Pirate—roar-
ing now on a straight course for the Sky
King. And under its fuselage gleamed
the torpedo-shaped bomb.

XVIII—THE CANNON

BILL saw the enemy dirigible. e
whipped the Lancer around and threw
the throttle to the last notch. The final
reserve of speed he had been nurturing
leaped into the Diesels. Their screams
rose to a sereeching wail. The Lancer
blurred across the sky, faster, ever faster.
The airspeed indicator jolted to five hun-
dred miles an hour and went on. Five
hundred and ten! TFive hundred and

twenty! Five hundred and thirty!

The two cigarlike shapes of the dirigi-
bles enlarged with amazing rapidity. Bill
held a death grip on the controls. He
raised the glasses to his eyes. Had the
robot plane been launched?

Then he saw it, saw it being lowered,
saw it drop free from the Pirate, and
head across the air straight for the Sky
King.

The robot plane! The flying bomb!

Horror seized Bill. Could he stop it
before it reached its helpless victim—
before it streaked down in its death
dive?

The Lancer was making top speed.
Nothing more could be wrung from the
pounding engines.

Bill nudged the controls until his am-
phibian was racing down the channel of
sky that separated the Pirate from the
Sky King—the channel across which the
radio robot was now tearing.

It had to be stopped.
reach its hulking victim!

Feverishly Bill saw that the cannon
was ready for instant action. The
Lancer was pelting closer to the robot
plane. Closer and closer. But the fly-
ing homb had covered a quarter of the

It eouldn’t
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distance to the Sky King and was tear-
ing on,

The blood drained from Bill's face in
that awful minute. He could see the
riderless plane clearly now—could see
the shining tube slung to its fuselage—
the bomb!

The pilot’s eyes burned down the gun
sights which framed the death ship
ahead. And then the appalling thought
jabbed through Bill's consciousness. If
he fired on the robot, the powerful bomb
would be exploded. The charge would
blast through the heavens. Destruction
would come to the Lancer—perhaps to
the Sky King.

The distance was dwindling with the
rapidity of light. The radio plane was
squarely in the gun sights. It was now
halfway across to the Sky King. No
more time could be wasted. Bill saw
the solution.

He waited, counting aloud to himself,
waited until he had reached “ten.” He
held the Lancer rigidly on its course.
He waited until he was almost on the
robot, until the flying bomb had almost
passed across his gun sights, until all but

Bill waited. He saw the man in the cockpit turn around. It was Laznick




AIR TRAILS

the tail section could be seen. Then he
jerked the trigger of the cannon.

The gun roared. A deadly stream of
shells pumped out. Explosive and in-
cendiary shells. The torrent cut across
the robot plane, cut away the entire tail
section as if it had never been there.

The robot staggered. Its nose dropped
—and it dived! Dived not for the en-
velope of the Sky King, but for the glint-
ing waters of the Pacific far below.

The Lancer had streaked past where
the robot had been and Bill pulled the
stick back. The mighty plane sereamed
for the heavens,

Bill threw himself to the side, looked
down, his face burning with a strange
light. His plan had worked. The robot
plane had been put out of control and
the bomb hadn’t exploded.

Far below, the death machine was
plunging headlong. Fire was now creep-
ing up its mutilated fuselage. The
flames whipped higher and higher. Then
the whole heavens seemed to split wide
open as the bomb exploded!

The Lancer whirled up, helpless in the
blast of air. The wings whipped over.
Bill struggled for control. The throttle
was now closed. He fought the stick
and the rudder pedals until the pulsing
amphibian was wrenched into level flight.

Again he looked down, The Sky King
was flying serenely on her course, The
robot plane had utterly vanished. There
was nothing left but a plume of black
smoke.

He had won. He had saved the Sky
King!

XIX—FURY

ONCE again it was Sandy who
warned him. The boy’s voice reached
his ears. “Bill. They're lowering more
planes!”

Bill looked at the Pirate. A biplane
had been released from the launching
mechanism and another was being low-
ered. The first plane was now racing
across toward the Lancer,

Bill banked his amphibian around and
clipped into the microphone. “0. K.,
kid. Laznick’s aboard that gas bag.
And Laznick has to be killed! Mop up
on these crates!”

“Ready, Billl”

And once again the Lancer threw it-
self into action. Bill erouched down in
the cockpit, his fingers on the firing
trips. His face was the mask of the
avenger. No mercy could he shown.
Again Morton’s orders flared across his
mind. Save the Sky King! Xill Laz-
nick!

A third biplane had now joined the
other two in the sky. The trio roared
toward the Lancer. The battle was on,

It was suicide on the part of the en-
emy pilots. Bill flew his ship as he had
never flown it before. He knew that
victory was now in his grasp. His fin-

gers rammed down on the trips. The
two stationary machine guns yammered
out their torrents of death. The Lane-
er’s burning lead slashed into the bi-
planes, ripping along their wings, their
fuselages, pounding into their power
plants.

The silver amphibian was here, there,
everywhere. Enemy bullets hammered
into her metal skin, but she went on,
escaping destruction by inches. . One bi-
plane went plunging helplessly down the
path of destruction that the robot had
taken. Only ten seconds passed before
flames burst from the second ship and
the pilot twisted in his cockpit and died.
Then the furious torrent from Sandy’s
swivel gun blasted out a death song for
the third.

They were gone. But Bill, his eyes
shining with the lights of holy fury, did
not pause. Laznick had to die. The
Sky King had been saved. Transpacific’s
mighty air-liner was even now hovering
in the sky near by, She and her crew
had been saved. Half the command had
been obeyed.

The Lancer charged the Pirate. The
enemy dirigible had swung around and
was heading into the northwest, her en-
gines blasting out full power.

Bill settled in his seat. The gun sights
showed nothing but the gleaming cover-
ing of the dirigible. His fingers went to
the trigger of the cannon and then he
hesitated. The Pirate was entirely at his
merey, Yet it had to be destroyed. It
was a thing of murder, and inside lurked
the arch-killer—Nicholas Laznick,

Bill's lips tightened. He pulled the
trigger and held it down. The cannon
thundered. One hundred and fifty shots
a minute. Bill saw the stream of shells
pump into the shining envelope. Explo-
sion followed explosion. Flame streaked
up. The envelope sagged, seemed to
split.

And the Lancer pelted up in a thun-
derous zoom. Her work was done. Bill
sank back exhausted against the seat
and watched the flames spread, the col-
umn of smoke thicken.

Inside was Nicholas Laznick. The de-
stroyer of the Stormer, of the Conquerar,
the murderer of Kammato and of Chan-
dler.

Suddenly the lattice work under the
pitching dirigible lowered. On its end
was another biplane. Laznick was es-
caping!

The biplane broke contact, dived far
down from the doomed Pirate just be-
fore a terrific explosion blasted out. The
whole dirigible became a thing of fire.
Its stern was flung high and the Pirate
pitched downward,

And through the inferno of flame shot
the biplane, to streak away into the
northwest.

“It’s Laznick!” Bill shouted, and threw
the throttle wide.

The Lancer roared into action, raced
after.
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XX—PURSUIT

All the weariness abruptly left Bill.
Everything within him rose to a terrific
peak. Here was the end of the trail.
The final act.

Laznick!

And into the cockpit of that racing
Lancer seemed to come voices from the
dead—the voices of Laznick’s victims.
They seemed to join in a frightened
chorus that the eriminal must die.

The throttle moved. The speed in-
creased. The intervening distance be-
tween the two planes melted away. The
Lancer was on the biplane’s tail, and
Bill's fingers touched the firing trips.

Suddenly the enemy plane zoomed,
whipped over, came shriecking down on
the amphibian. Its guns blazed., A tor-
rent of lead flicked across the Lancer’s
wide wing.

Bill brought his ship straight up,
blasted her over in a screaming Immel-
mann, to come bulleting down again.
And his adversary had once more sought
safety in flight.

But flight was hopeless. Again the
Lancer blasted after the biplane. The
enemy was zigzagging, trying frantically
to shake its pursuer. Bill waited. He
saw the man in the rear cockpit turn
around. He was now close enough to see
the fat face. Quickly he put his binocu-
lars to his eyes. The face became clear.
It was the face that had been in the pho-
tograph—in the clipping. The face of
Baron Susuka, the face of Nicholas Laz-
nick. The fear-twisted face of a man
who was about to die.

The recognition was all Bill needed.
He guided the Lancer closer until he
couldn’t miss. Then he pulled the trig-
ger of the cannon.

Shells poured into the biplane with
deadly accuracy. They slashed through.
They exploded. A column of flame
stabbed up.

Then it was over. The rider, the bi-
plane, everything vanished. And in their
place was a falling train of bits of mat-
ter drifting to the ocean below,

Nicholas Laznick was dead!

BILL throttled down and circled. He
watched the wreckage cut a smoky swath
through the blue of the sky. It splashed
into the waters of the Pacific. A puff
of white steam geysered up. The ocean
parted and closed.

Bill shook his head. Tt was all over.
The whole frightful campaign was ended.
The Sky King had been saved. Nicho-
las Laznick had died,

Bill straightened out his plane, leaned
back in the seat. He saw the Sky King
now far in the distance, and with a jerk
of the control stick he headed the Lancer
for it. Beneath them lay the almost to-
tally submerged wreckage of Laznick’s
Pirate. ;

Bill said into the microphone, “Sandy,
you O, K.?”  He looked into the rear-
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view mirror and started with surprise.
Calmly seated beside Sandy in the cock-
pit was Alphonso, the monkey.

Bill gasped, “How in thunder did that
ape get here?”

Sandy grinned, and his reply came
through Bill's earphones. “I brought
him along. Had him hidden back of
the seat all the time.” The boy became
serious. “You remember Alphonso found
that photograph, Bill. So I figured we'd
better have him along just in case we
cot into trouble. He's smart, Alphonso
is.”

“I'll never forget about that photo-
graph, kid,” Bill said. He pulled the
green automatic pencil from his pocket
and handed it back to the animal. “Al-
phonso, you're a genius. Here, keep this
vencil. You've earned it.”

The monkey seized the pencil, chat-
tered wildly and immediately began
making erimson X marks on a map.

Minutes later the silver amphibian
reached the mammoth Sky King,
swooped triumphantly around it. The
crew were crowded to the windows, wav-
ing vigorously. Bill jockeyed his ma-
chine closer, his eyes secarching. He
thought for a moment he saw Stephen
Drake, but he couldn’t be sure.

Bill talked to Sandy. *0. K. kid.
That’s that. We're striking for Hono-
lulu. We could use some fuel.”

The bronzed-faced pilot looked again
at the Sky King. The mighty air-liner
was gliding majestically on her way, the
sun burnishing her great envelope to
dazzling silver.

Emotion erowded up into Bill's throat.
His clenched fist was raised high above
his head, and he yelled, although he
knew no one could hear him. “Ahoy,
the Sky King. On your way! On your
way!”

XXI—REWARD

FOUR full days had passed since the
battle over the Pacific before Bill
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Alphonso signs his check.

reached his home field. He and Sandy
had encountered reception after recep-

tion at Honolulu and San Francisco.
Transpacific had thanked him with
words and with a financial reward. But

the greatest reward he had was a simple
cablegram that was waiting for him at
his home port. It was from Drake. The
message was simply: THANKS, BILL.

Sam Cooper was waiting for them n
Bill’s office. He cut through the en-
thusiastic gathering and showed Bill a
newspaper.

The headline read: SKY KING
BLAZES PACIFIC AIR TRAIL. And
underneath: Tupper Island Revealed as
Base of Laznick Gang.

“I scooped the country!” Cooper said.
“I beat ‘em alll”

Sandy had Alphonso on his shoulder.
The monkey was clinging tightly to his
green pencil. The boy said. “And you
know who's responsible for that?” He
patted the monkey. “Alphonso—that’s

He found out who Baron Susuka
was, You can thank him, Sam.”

Cooper grinned. “And don’t think I
won't. In fact, my paper has issued a
reward to Alphonso.” The reporter
pulled out a slip of paper and put it on
the desk. “A chéck for a hundred dol-
lars.”

Shorty laughed.

who.

“A check! Good

aricf!  What good will a check do that
dumb ape? He won't he able to cash
1k

Sandy put Alphonso down on the desk
and turned to Shorty. “What do you
mean he won’t be able to cash it!” the
boy said angrily. “Look at him now.”

Alphonso had turned the check over,
was scribbling on the back with the pen-
cil.

“Qee,” Sandy said excitedly.
signing it now!”

They all looked. And sure enough up
near the perforated end of the check was
a large erimson X mark.

“He's

But he cut a mad, wide swath of de-
struction with his new weapon. Troop
trains, machine-gun nests, trench mor-
tar pits, trenches. E. A. and sausages—
all were targets and victims for the ter-
rible blow of his cannon plane. Tle was
in truth o hunting faleon, launched from
the mailed fist of war, to swoop down
on the planes of the enemy and hreak
them with a blow from his closed claw,
the heavy gun.

But Masters did not invite Brick to
accompany him to Paris-on leave, and
Chumleigh did not invite hin to his es-
tate near London. Brick flvlf'rr alone, and
lived alone. g

Then the Kaiser made hif last mighty

|
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(Continued from page 24)

bid. All planes were in the air, days
and even clear nights, The skies swarmed
with the queer Fokker tripes and the
new and terrible D-VIIs.

So Brick found himself in formation
again, for the first time in many days.
The flight was heading north and west,
toward the lines, on morning patrol.
Masters flew at the apex of the V of
twelve machines, Chumleigh, with his
cork leg and a borrowed machine, at the
tip of the right wing, and Brick, as a
veteran, across from the Englishman on
the left wing tip.

It was Brick who first spotted the
twelve little specks up against the sun.
He flew down in front of Masters and

wagoled the wings of his plane, pointing
upward. The planes of the flight closed,
their Hissos growled, and they climbed
to combat.

Brick climbed with them. past the
level of the enemy flight. and even
higher. He was no coward, and would
not deliberately dodge a dog fight, but
he knew the strength and weakness of
his plane and its armament. The big
gun was heavy. Outside of that, he
mounted only a light Lewis on the top
of his wing. This gun could be tilted
down toward his cockpit, but had to be
loaded in the blast of the prop, and if
he really sighted it, he would have to
rise partially.
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His plane had neither the climbing
power nor the maneuverability of the
others; to be safe as possible and to
really make himself useful in a serap, he
realized that he would have to be ahave
them all, where he could shoot down at
attackers, outranging them one hundred
or two hundred yards, smashing them
before they even started to shoot, He
searched the sky above him. Ah, a
plane up against the sky. By the silhou-
ette of the long, blunt-nosed fuselage he
knew it for one of the new Fokkers.

But the Fokker did not wait for Brick.
The tail flipped up and the blunt snout
nosed down for him.

Long before the other plane was within
machine-gun range, Brick loosed a shot
from his cannon. The tracer ruled a
dark line—just over the center section
of the Fokker. Like two knights joust-
ing with long spears and winged steeds,
the two planes rushed headlong at one
another. Then the German aimed his
lance. Two spots of flame leaped from
the shadow of the muzzle.

Brick, not having time to reload the
cannon, had his hand halfway up to the
pull cord of the Lewis on the wing.
Whang! His head jerked to a hard
smash. His ears rang. He had a fleet-
ing, dizzy glance of the German banking
steeply away and upward. Was he hit?
Was this the end? He shook his head.
In front of his face there were three lit-
tle holes punched neatly in the lower
aluminum ring of the wind screen. He
felt his helmet. The leather was rough-
ened in a long groove, but he could feel
no blood.

The German had the height and the
maneuverability, and he held his advan-
tages with the skill of a master flier.
Brick felt no fear, even then, but he
knew for an instant, some instinctive
sense like his shooting skill, told him
that this man could have outflown and
outfought him the hest day that he ever
lived, with any plane anywhere near the
equal of his own.

Brick had often scoffed at fliers who
told tales of the “Indian sign” feeling,
of one man knowing that the other could

beat him, or that he had the other man;
but now he felt it to the full. He
climbed, and the German climbed faster.
He banked, and the German banked
more sharply, slashed in. Tac-tac-tae!
Brick’s Spad shivered as tracers chewed
into his camel back, missing his head by
inches.

Brick managed to slip a shell into his
cannon, and when the German dived in
front of him, Brick could hardly believe
his eyes. He vanked his nose down in
line with the Fokker’s tail. But just as
he was about to pull the trigeer, the
German shot upward. Brick craned his
neck to see him pass overhead and come
buzzing back down. a perfect Tmmel-
mann executed from a dive—a neat trap.

And Brick had seen something else
that gave him a not-so-pleasant thrill.
From the struts of the Fokker streamed
the pennons of a flight leader, and from
the dragons on the hodies and wings of
the Fokkers he had seen as he climbed
through the fight, this meant that his
opponent was the German ace of aces,
Von Reitmeister himself,

The Spandaus spoke again, and slugs
popped through the fabriec of Brick’s
center section and plowed furrows on
the upper surface of the wing.

But Brick was angry and desperate.
Instead of diving or trying to bank away
from the blast, he stood up in his seat,
The burst ended just in time to prevent
him from poking himself right into the
line of the tracers. The German had
been coming so fast that he swooped
above Brick’s head, missing his plane by
inches with his wire-spoked wheels,

Scorning the pull cord, Brick jerked
the Lewis down and aimed it by the
grips. His luck and his shooting skill
held. The Fokker roared over his head.
“Now!” The little voice spoke. Brick
squeezed the trigger, The drum whirled.
Tac-tac-tac!  Tae-tac-tac! Tt had a
slower tempo than the Vickers, geared
to the motor.

The wind stream that slapped Brick
back against his cockpit blew back a
broken chain of empty shells and acrid
smoke from the two short bursts. Short

89

bursts, but the German swam for an in-
stant in that steel ring at the end of the
long muzzle, and Brick’s uncanny shoot-
ing instinet told him that he had scored.

The Fokker darted away in the start
of another of those marvelous climbing
turns, faltered, nosed down and slid off
to the left. A puff of black smoke
belched from the short stacks of the
Mercedes, and the propeller flickered.
The wind stream of the dive kept it
spinning lazily, but Brick knew that he
had conked the enemy’s motor.

For the first time then, Brick saw his
adversary with the sun full on him. It
was Von Reitmeister, sure enough—a
pure silver plane, no dragons. The large
molded brass radiator gleamed like a hel-
met in the sun; but from the golden
snout to the silver rudder there were no
decorations or heraldry other than the
streamers of a flisht commander on the
struts and the severely plain black
crosses of the Knights of Malta on the
wings and fuselage of Von Reitmeister’s
Fokker.

And the baron was at his mercy now
—the man who wore the laurels passed
down from Boelcke to Richthofen; the
man who boasted forty-seven machines
to his eredit, confirmed. What would that
bunch of snobs back at the field think
when he got confirmation for this man?
He would write in the combat report,
simply, “A silver Tokker with black
crosses, no other markings. One of the
new D-VIIs. Pennons on wings, believe
may have been Von Reitmeister.”” And
they'd know darned well it was Von
Reitmeister,

Brick pressed his eyes to the sight and
nosed downward for the shot. In the
cross hairs of the sight he could see the
goggled face of the German, twisted
backward and upward to watch him—a
face pale and intent, but not showing
fear. The man was watching him, eal-
culating, trying to pick the exact mo-
ment when he should throw his power-
less ship into some desperate Lwist or
dive. But that would do him no good,
and Brick knew it. He might miss. the
German the first time, but would hit him
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sooner or later, The roaring Spad rushed
on the powerless Fokker.

The Fokker loomed quickly in the
sight. Then another sensation came to
Brick, just as strong as that terrible In-
difn-sigip feeling, just as gripping as that
thrill of triumph when a Fokker slid
away with smoke pouring from the mo-
tor. It was a very real memory, almost
an hallueination, of a helpless rookie and
a silver plane, He jerked his face away
from the eyepiece of the sights. A flip
of his wrist and he rocked his ship into
alignment alongside the Fokker.

He looked across at the face in the
other machine. A black streamer blew
back from the German's helmet. Brick
raised his left hand in a {lip of a salute.
A brief instant and the sign was re-
turned. Then Brick banked away. The

fight was broken off. With clear skies,
and the remmnant of his circus to pro-
teet him, Von Reitmeister would land
safely within his own lines.

“OF COURSE, you couldn’t call it
war, but then, I let the German beggar
sail away, too. I was above them both.”
Chumleigh was perched on the corner
of Captain Masters® desk, what he
termed his favorite roost.

“No, it wasn't war, but things like
that—well, they sort of let us know that
men will keep on being human, and not
beasts, wars or no wars,”’ Masters mused.

Brick marched in and saluted smartly.
“Sir, I'm looking for some paint.” He
grinned, and both Chumleigh and Mas-
ters, for the first time in months, saw
again the attractive red-headed kid they
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had both known at first. “I'm going
to paint that thing off my machine. It
looks too much like a flying Liberty Loan
poster, or—or something.”

Masters returned the salute and the
smile. “I think that can be arranged.”

Chumleigh’s pleasant English voice in-
terrupted. “I've put in for a bit of
leave, you know. You've been going it
pretty hard, Baxter, and I wondered if
the captain, here, couldn’t arrange a
leave for you, too, to coincide with mine?
I'd like to show you both some of our
English countryside for a couple of
weeks or s0.”

“T think that ean be arranged, too,”
Masters said.

Back in the bunkhouse, Brick found
a game of stud. A soap box was pushed
toward him, and he sat in.®

“YOU CAN TELL A MAN BY

like this hefore,” he said to Bill Clark.
“T think I'll get the super at Miami and
ask him what I ought to do.”

“He'll tell you to mind your own busi-
ness, which is taking your ship from
Miami to Barranquilla,” Bill answered.
“What do you care if some sap loses his
pants?”

“The ship and the passengers and the
cargo are my responsibility,” Jed said
with dignity.

“You're not responsible for their mor-
als,” Bill said.

The four motors of the giant air yacht
droned steadily on as Bill Clark piloted
the ship past the tip of Cabo Cruz and
above that stretch of the Caribbean that
is known as Bartlett Deep. The water
below changed from emerald and aqua-
marine to a deep indigo as the floor of
the sea dropped away to a depth of over
four miles. The air was mellow and soft,
and half the passengers were now asleep.

Jed Lawry’s own head was nodding as
young Dannie Meeker suddenly appeared
beside him. Dannie’s face was flushed
and his voice trembled as he spoke.

“Mr. Lawry, sir,” he said, and gulped.
“You better come back here. Something
is going to happen. They have over five
thousand dollars in one pot. T H

“I'm going aft,” Jed said to Bill Clark,
and climbed out of his bucket seat.

Something crept up Jed’s spine and
caused the nerves at the base of his
skull to tighten until they ached as he
stopped before the compartment where
the four men were gambling.

Kennedy, the Barranquilla banker,
sat with one of his long, slender hands
cupped against his stomach. From the
top stuck the corners of five cards. His
face was grnm and tenacious., He was
watching Hart, the Kingston planter,
with eyes that were Iumps of jce.

Hart tapped the board with the tips
of his fingers while he stndi&:{i the cards

-

(Continued from page 32)

he held. Jed saw that Anderson and

Roberts had dropped out of the pot.

And when he looked over Hart’s shoul-
der he saw something else. He saw four
aces and a deuce of learts nestling in
Hart’s cupped hand.

All of the lima beans that were not
in the center of the board were piled in
front of Kennedy. Jed felt a surge of
exultation as he realized that the chances
were a thousand to one that the little
planter would clean Kennedy with this
one hand, His own hands were trem-
bling as Hart carefully placed his hand
on the table and reached into an inner
pocket and brought out a wallet. He
carefully sheafed over some bills and
placed four on the table, They were
each for five hundred dollars.

“T'll see your thousand and raise you
a thousand,” he said in an even voice to
Kennedy.

Kennedy calmly counted out all but
two of the lima beans in front of him.
Jed saw that he was not raising. He
was merely matching Hart’s bet to see
his hand.

“T'll eall,” he said.

Jed Lawry felt nauseated as he saw
the expression on Hart’s face as he
spread out his cards. He supposed that
Hart thought he was smiling. But he
wasn’t smiling. He was snarling. His
teeth were bared like the teeth of a wild
animal about to make a kill.

He uncovered the aces one by one un-
til there were four of them. THe tossed
the deuce of hearts to one side.

“Pour little bullets,” he said, and he
leaned forward to scoop in the pot.

“Just a moment,” Kennedy said in a
voice that was slichtly amused. “Just
a moment., I have something I want
vou to look at.”

His long, slender fingers ruffled the
cards out in a row on the board before
him. There twas a smile on his lips as

HIS HANDS”

his eyes flickered over the faces of the
astonished onlookers.

On the board in sequence were the
nine, ten, jack, queen and king of spades.

“Just a little king-high straight flush,”
he said. “T caught the king on the
draw.”

Those two long, slender hands came
forward and fastened around the pile
of beans and currency. Jed Lawry was
nausealed again as he saw the expression
on Hart’s face now. It was something
ghastly to see. All the malevolent greed
in the world was stamped on it.

Then things happened so fast that Jed
had difficulty in putting them in their
proper order later on.

Hart’s right hand flashed inside his
coat as Kennedy began to pull the pot
toward him. When it came out it was
wrapped around the butt of a small,
wicked-looking automatic. He swept the
gun around the compartment and then
let it rest, pointing directly at Ken-
nedy’s stomach.

“Take your hands off that board!” he
snapped. “Rest your elbows on it. The
rest of you do the same.”

Slowly, reluctantly, Kennedy lifted his
hands from the table and eupped them
together, palms forward, before his face.
His eyes were still as cold as ice. But
now there were lights in them like the
reflection from a dancing fire. He turned
and shook his head at Anderson as a
deep growl escaped the burly “engi-
neer.” His eyes burned even brighter as
Hart made a motion with his free hand
toward the money.

They had all forgotten Jed Lawry in
the tenseness of the little drama that
was taking place under their eyes. And
Jed had almost forgotten himself.

“You'll regret this,” Jed heard Ken-
nedy say, and suddenly something
clicked in his brain. This was his ship.
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These were his passengers. He was the
skipper. They were his responsibility.

“Gentlemen!” he said. Hart turned on
him with a snarl.

“You keep your lip out of this!” he
said between his fangs. “You get back
up in your cubby hole and mind your
own business.”

The thing that Jed did then was m-
stinetive. It was the thing that had won
him the reputation of being the best
skipper on the South American runs. He
knew what to do without any undue
deliberation. And he did it.

His left fist came up in an are and
bhounced off the right side of Hart’s jaw.
His right landed on the left side with
even greater force. He mneatly picked
the automatic out of Hart’s hand as it
banged down on the playing board. He
noticed that the safety catch was still
on, and he was more than a little glad,
because he had seen Hart’s finger tighten
on the trigger.

“All of you sit still,” he said to the
four men as a woman screamed down
the runway. “Hey, kid,” he said to Dan-
nie Meeker. Dannie came running.

“Quiet the passengers down,” he in-
structed. “Tell ’'em a passenger had a
stroke or something. Tell ’em anything,
but keep 'em quiet. Tell ‘em there is
nothing to worry about.”

“0. K..” Dannie said.
turned on his best smile.

“All right, you babies,” Jed said.
“You listen to me.” Hart’s eyes opened
and his head came up slightly. His eyes
rolled for a moment, then focused on the
scowling face of Lawry.

“May I take my winnings now?” Ken-
nedy broke in. Jed glared at him.

“You take nothin’,” he said sharply.
He turned and beckoned to Dannie
Meeker. “Go up and tell Clark what
has happened,” he told him. “Then
come back here, Tl need you.”

When Dannie came back, Jed in-
structed him to search all four men for
weapons. No others were forthcoming.

He gulped and

“Now,” he said to Dannie, “count
those beans.” 3

When he had finished, Jed said to
Kennedy. “You're the bank; where’s the
money?”

Kennedy growled deep down in his
throat again, but he produced the money.
Jed laid the four five-hundred-dollar hills
Hart had put in the last pot to one side.

“All right,” Jed said. “How much did
each of you have in this game?"

“Listen, skipper,” Kennedy said. *“The
money I've won I won fairly. It’s my
money. I want it.”

“Close your trap,” Jed snapped. He
had an awful feeling in the back of his
mind that he was throwing away his
job. But he intended to see it through.
He went on: “I'm giving the orders here.
I don’t know anything about whether
you won your money fairly or not. All
I know is, I remember you took two

thousand dollars away from a couple of
Kingston planters on my run only a
short time ago. It looks as though you
had a couple more suckers to-day. I
don’t know about that. Now, each one
of you tell me how much he put in the
game and I'll give it back to you. Then,
when you get to Kingston, you can get
a room in a hotel and play your heads
off. You can shoot one another all you
want to. But not aboard my ship.”
“NYou'll regret this,” Kennedy said.
“Shut up,” Jed said. “No tin-horn
gambler is going to run my ship.”
“You think I'm a professional gam-
bler?” Kennedy asked quietly.
“Nothin” but,” Jed answered,
got a pickpocket's hands.”
Kennedy's icelike eves gleamed for a

“You

moment, Then he smiled and said,
“Two thousand dollars of the bank is
mine.”

Jed distributed the bank until only the
four five-hundred-dollar bills remained.
Those he pushed toward Hart., Hart
took them without a word and stuck
them into his wallet.

“Now,” Jed said, “I'm going to put
the co-pilot down here in the compart-
ment across from you. He's geing to
have one of these guns in his pocket.
There’s nothin® he likes to do hetter than
shoot guys like you.” He turned to the
man he had hit twice on the jaw.

“I'm sorry I had to hit you. But I
can’t have people going around pointing
guns aboard my ship. I tried to warn
vou before about gambling with stran-
gers.”

With that Jed got up and went for-
ward to the bridge. He answered Bill
Clark’s inquiring gaze with a snort of
disgust.

“I told you they were a couple of card
sharpers,” he said, “T knew it all the
time. You can always tell 2 man by his
hands. You take this gat and go back
there and keep order. If one of ‘em
starts anything, slap ’em on the side of
the skull with it. T1I take the ship in.”

Two hours later Jed Lawry set the
big boat down on the waters of King-
ston Harbor and taxied toward the spot
where the shore erew would jockey it up
to the gangway with their handling lines.

When all the passengers were ashore,
he unlocked @ compartment and took
out the pouch of registered mail. Lash-
ing it to his wrist, he went up the gang-
plank. Bill Clark was waiting for him
at the top.

“There’s no band here to meet our
little hero.,” Bill Clark said to him with
a grin.

“Nuts!” Jed answered. “We'll prob-
ably both be fired by morning.”

“How perfectly thilly,” Bill lisped.
“They certainly wouldn’t fire a pilot for
just hitting a passenger on the chin a
couple of times.” :

“All right, wise guy.” Jed said, and
started toward the administration build-
mg.
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He spent an hour seratching his head
and making out a report on the trip.
The more he thought about it, the more
certain he was that he would lose his
job. He completed the rest of his routine
work and started looking around for Bill
Clark. While he looked for him he
thought about that slick-looking bird,
Kennedy from Barranquilla. Jed was
sorry he hadn't had an opportunity to
lay one on his jaw. Anyway, he'd told
Kennedy what he thought of him. He'd
stay off his ship in the future,

He had about decided that Bill Clark
had gone on to their hotel alone when
he saw him talking to the superintendent
of the port in the main office. They
were both laughing about something.
When Bill saw Jed he pointed a finger
at him, and they both laughed even
harder,

“The fair-haired boy,” Bill said to the
super as Jed came up to them.

*T left & report on your desk,” Jed said
to the super.

“Clark’s been telling me you had quite
a trip,” the super said, grinning. Jed
regarded them both suspiciously.

“What’s so funny?”" he asked. *I been
tryin’ to find something to laugh at for
the last three hours.”

“Shall T tell him?” the super said to
Clark.

“You better,” Bill said. “He's about
ready Lo hit himsell on the jaw.”

The super handed a radiogram to Jed.
Jed's eyes grew wide and round with
perplexity as he rvead it. It was from the
divisional manager at Miami to the su-
perintendent at Kingston, and it read:

WILL YOU PLEASE COMMEND PILOT
LAWRY ON HIS SPLENDID JUDGMENT
AND LAUDABLE ACTION DURING TO-
DAY'S TRIP TO KINGETON STOP JUST
RECEIVED ENTHUSIASTIC REPORT

BILL BARNES

ABOUT HIM FROM KENNEDY ONE OF
OUR DIRECTORS O SOUTH AMERICAN
LINES STOP KENNEDY GREATLY IM-
PRESSED BY LAWRY 3 DECISIVE ACTION
STOP RESULTED IN THE ARREST OF
TWO PROFESSIONAL GAMBLERS NAMED
ROBERTS AND HART WHO HAVE BEGUN
T0 PLY THE LINES STOP KENNEDY
WISHES LAWRY. AND CLARK TO HAVE
DINNER WITH HIM AT HIS CLUB TO=-
NIGHT STOP PLEASE INFORM THEMN
2TOP

Jed Lawry lifted his head after read-
ing the thing through three times and
gazed into the grinning face of Bill
Clark. He shook his head.

“IKennedy is really a banker,” he said,.
half to himself, “and the two we thought
were planters were a couple of con men.”

“You thought,” Bill Clark corrected
him, His face became serious. “Re-
member,” he said, “you can always tell
a man by his hands!”

AMERICA’'S BICCEST LAND PLANE

respective positions around the crank-
case. The push rods may be made from
small pins. Paint the entire motor black
excepl the crankecase, which is gray.
Now put the cowls over the motors and
fasten to the nacelles.

Many model-building articles suggest
the use of scrap balsa to build up a
landing gear. However, T have found it
poor policy to use balsa for any landing
cear. Hor best results, birch dowels of
the proper sizes—i'; and 14”7 diameter—
should be used. Cement the joints se-
curely. If the builder desires, the land-
ing gear may he made of brass rod and
tubing soldered at the joints, which is
the best method. Note that the motor
nacelles have large recesses or wheel
housings into which the wheels are re-
tracted. Merely hollow enough for the
wheel and landing gear to fit, as shown
by the retracted position on the drawing.

The tail group may now be joined to
the fuselage. Use the same method as
vou did in fastening the wing panel.

(Continued from page 61)

Fillets are required where the wing
and tail surfaces join into the fuselage.
An excellent method is to use Plastie
Wood or Savagrain crack filler. Form
these to the proper shape. When thor-
oughly dried and hard, the model may
be painted.

Give the entire model about five coats
of good clear dope. Allow each coat to
dry thoroughly. Sand well with #3820
wet or dry sandpaper, but be careful
not to sand through to the wood. Now
give the model about two coats of du

Pont surfacer. Sand again with the
#3920 paper. If there are any small

pores which are not thoroughly filled up,
apply more surfacer in successive coats
until they disappear.

Now the .model may be painted sil-
ver, Choose a good aluminum paint.
The finer the powder, the better. Give
the model two or three coats and allow
each coal to dry thoroughly before ap-
plying the next.

The ship has a red stripe (shown on

the drawings) running from the nose
down along: the side of the fuselage. It
has a dark blue line on either side. The
nose is also red, as are the leading edges
of the cowls and the control surfaces.
The shaded portions on the wings and
tail are red or “international orange.”
The wing license numbers are black and
appear on the top of the right wing and
on the bottom of the left wing. Line
them up so that their outer limit comes
approximately at the point marked 5—S
for the wing section on the drawing.
Templates for these numbers appear on
the drawing.. The letters “AA™ appear
on the top of the left wing and on the
bottom of the right wing. These are
also red. The insignia on the fuselage
has a silver eagle in a blue field with red
letters “AA.”

The small black spot in the nose m
the front view of the drawing is the
opening for the air conditioning of the
ship by special ground equipment after
each trip.
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packing space available for the ocean
trip. It should be a boon to modelers
who must carry their models through
cramped quarters.

WING

The tapered wing has a nice graceful
shape. Whether a tapered wing is aero-
dynamically worth the ingreased con-
struction diffieulties is @ question fre-
quently discussed. ”(1\\'(}\‘(‘]‘?- no one will
deny that a tapered \\‘ing. has the ad-
vantage in appearances. ¢

~

(Continued from page 48)

Only two rib shapes are given—the
center and the end rib, on drawing #4.
Each rib-is eambered to 15 or 1214 per
cent of the chord and the maximum
camber is located at 80 per cent of the
chord. The rib bears a close resem-
blance to the Clark Y. The undersur-
face is flat. However, the maximum
amber of the Clark Y is slightly less,
being only 11.7 per cent of the chord.

The center section of the wing is flat
to fit on top the fuselage. The method
of attachment is relatively simple and

follows our accepted methods. The rub-
ber bands are attached to the wing by
bent-pin hooks which are inserted and
cemented to each corner of the center
section. The wing i1s made in two halves
and then joined by building up the cen-
ter section. A balsa fairing 1s cemented
to the leading edge of the center section.
Gussets of 147 balsa are added to each
corner of the center section, Likewise
two bamboo auxiliary braces, 14”7
rounded, are put through the three cen-
ter ribs for additional strengthening,



AIR TRAILS
COVERING

The original model was done in white,
The patches that appear on the fuselage
in the photographs are the result of a
hasty repair job executed on the field
during the contest, Judge had taken
one flight and was winding for his sec-
ond when the rubber broke. TFortu-
nately the damage was slight, or else the
Wakefield would still be with us. As an
ardent motor-stick enthusiast, I can’t
help but comment that a demountable
stick in this model would have freed
Judge from the mental torture he experi-
enced when the breaking rubber tore
through the fuselage,

The paper was tightly stretched and
doped on all parts of the model. The
propeller was finished in a silvery color.
This seems like a good idea. When the
model is high in the sky in the firm grip
of a rising thermal, the rotating propel-
ler will flash in the sunlisht after the re-
mainder of the model is no longer visible,

FLYING

The motor consisted of 6 strands of
14x1/,y" pyraline rubber, The length
was twice the length of the fuselage, or
607, giving 83” of slack. American

- builders prefer the smaller-size rubber,
There doesn’t seem to be much differ-
ence. It all depends on what variety
you're accustomed to using. Freshness
of the rubber coupled with the ability
of the person winding seem more impor-
tant than the type of rubber.

Winding is done preferably through
the front. The small, uncovered section
of the rear of the fuselage makes rather
cramped winding facilities in addition to
exposing the tail to the danger of break-
ing rubber. The propeller shaft and the
rear hook should be covered with rub-
ber tubing to protect the motor.,

In winding the motor, Judge took ad-
rantage of the extra slack and stretched
the rubber several times its natural
length before starting to wind. Watch-
ing the winding operation was quite
alarming if you weren't familiar with the
unusual length of motor, .as Judae

The July Contest

The following readers were winners
in the July *'Gullible’s Travels’ contest
with the indicated number of allowable,
correctly picked errors :

First prize, 85—Havrvey Hayes, Hous-
ton, Texas, 115,

Five prizes of $2—TLawrence Williams
Albuquerque, N, M., 104;
McBride, Cornwall, N,
Campbell, Pawtucket,

Calif., 8

Thomas J.
97 ; Allan
s Robert
;. Gene

Farley, Stoekton,
Jones, Topeka, Kan., S1.

Five prizes of $1—TRarl Brimm, Ken-
dallville, Ind., 80 Spencer Crane, Wal-

ton, N. Y, 78: John A. Powers, Jr.,
Enst Providence, R. 1., 78: Willinm
Tuerck, Jr,, Laurelton, L, I, N. X., 78;

Ray Meyer, Louisville, Ky., 78.

FUN 70 make

Wiley Post's Winnie
Maeis funto make with
strong, quick-drying,
easy-to-use Du Pont
Duco Cement. Light in
weight, Used by model rass
builders everywhere. (

—
»-. ._--..., MEG. U. 5. FAY. OFF

Houschiold CEMENT

93

FOR FREE BLUEPRINTS of this
flying model of the Winnie
Mae, send red discfrom 25¢
tube of Duco Cement. DU
PONT,Dept. C-5,Wilming-
ton, Delaware. Also choice of
plans for Navy Hell Diver,
> > Akron Fighter, Laird 400,

TRANSPARENT - WATERPROOF

seemed to be stretching the motor an
impossible distance,

The model had what the British refer
to as a typical overpowered Yankee
climb. In a short time it was high in
the sky. It had a nice glide. The long-
running propeller ties in with these char-
acteristics to make an ideal contest
model. The weight of the model was
slightly over 4 ounces—the necessary
qualifying weight for the Wakefield
event,

MATERIALS NEEDED
Fusirace

8 pes. 14x14x80” for longerons and
bracing

8 pes. x14x8” for stringers

1 pe. 8/,x34x5” (three-ply hardwaod)
for nose plugs, ete.

1 pe. brass tubing of % inside diameter
for landing gear, prop and nose-plug
bushings

1 tail wheel 147 in diameter

1 pr. hardwood wheels 2147 diameter

2 pes. bamboo 14x14x7” for landing gear

Several feet of heavy wire for auxiliary
landing gear bracing.

Wina
/59" sheet balsa for ribs
2 pes. Yuxsx18” for leading edge

4&” flat balsa for wing tips and center-
section gussets

/

2 pes. {4x34x22” for spars

4 straight pins for wing
hooks

Small sliver of bamboo for auxiliary cen-
ter-seetion bracing.

attachment

Erevator axp Rupper
1 pe. %xV% (oversized) x5” for rudder
spar
787 flat balsa for ribs and outline of
rudder
1 pe. 9/;4x7%:x18” for elevator spar
/54" sheet balsa for ribs
14" flat balsa for elevator outline

ProrerLEr anp Exmra Itevs
1 propeller block 1x113/;:x1514"
1 spinner block 154” diameter x 1147
80 feet ¥4x'/,,” pyraline rubber
Heavy wire for shaft and rear hook
Light spring wire for slack-rubber device
3 sheets of tissue
Banana oil, cement, and done.

Two Beautiful Double Weight Pro-
fessional Enlargements. 8 Guaranteed
Never Fade Prints, 25c coin.

CENTURY PHOTO SERVICE, LA CROSSE, WIS.

CLASSIFIED DIRECTORY

An opportunity to contact a large
field on a small lineage. Rate 10c per
word (Minimum 20 words). Cash
with order. Address:

AIR TRAILS CLASSIFIED ADVERTISING
79 Seventh Avenue, New York City

Model Airplanes

FREE bie bundle Balga, assorted slies with each order
for 24" Cabin Model, All parts stamped.  Flies 1500 ft.
Finished propeller,  50c postpald.  Crescent, 8612 18th
Ave,, Dept. B, Bklyn, N. Y.

DEALERS, Manufacturcrs: Japanese Tissue,

Also Bamboo tissue, P

42 colors,
<0-Wina Propellers, Cellulold
Mators.  Write on  bus s letterhead for prices and
auantity dlseounts.  Whittleld Paper Works, Importers,
12-14 Vestry St., New York City.

WORLI'S finest scale fiying models, gas models,
motors, ete.  Send 8o stamp for fllustrated ontalogue,
Miniature Aldreraft Corp., 83 Law Terrace, New Brighton,
New York.

For Sale

NEW Aeroplanes, $98.00: Motors, $19.08: Propellers,
$2.68. Send 25c for dats, information. Iiibbg, Fart
Warth, Texas,

Instruction

WORK for *“Unele Sam.” $105-$175 month. Men-
women, Try next examinations, List jobs and full par-
ticulars ¥ Write toduy sure. Franklin Institute,
Dept. P 19, Rochester, N.” Y.

Autbhentic Imported
A.E F.
World War 1914-1918
Awviation Souvenirs

A colored folder listing
some as lowy as six cents
postpaid; sent upon re-
ceipt three cent stamp,

Naithrop Aeroplane Co. Minneapolis, Minnesota

GOVERNMENT

B

$1260 to $2100 Year
MEN-WOMEN ,~ Fuayiciiv n7iore -

opt. P87, Rochester, N. Y.

Common ¥ & Gentlemen: Rush, FTIE Mst of
Education, | Q 11, 8. Government big pay positions
Influence | & ghtabwable.  Send FREE  42-page

not needed.
Malil Coupon

today.
SURE

o book deserivIng saluries, hours, work,
| ©oand telling how to get & positlon,

/7t Namin
L T sesssrstran



which has come to be the standard
" for Class C tractors is 10x15x14” tapered
to 8/82x{:”. Make this former from
hard wood and round oft all corners
so that the former becomes oval in
cross section. The blank for booms of
this size should measure 34" tapered to
5/16”, cut out of 1/64” semi-quarter-
prained sheet balsa. Before bending,
sand this blank with 10-0 sandpaper un-
til it 1s smooth.

Soak the blank in hot water and bend
it around the former in such a way so
that the seam comes at one of the small
sides. This should be bound with 14"
bandage and put into an oven. Bake
the boom until the bandage just begins
to tan, Remove the bandage and smooth
with 10-0 sandpaper. Cement the seam
and make sure that, as you cement, the
seam and the boom itsell are absolutely
straight. After the cement has dried,
run over the boom with the sandpaper.

Cement the large end of the boom to
the motor stick, with the seam of the
bhoom down. Then, in order to close up
the small end, just put a drop of ce-
ment over the opening. Neither caps
nor plugs are necessary.,

HOLLOW STICKS

(Continued from page 59)

A hoom for a model which will fly on
7/64” rubber should weigh about .0045
ounces. - Braced booms are never used
because they are impractical.

HOLLOW SPARS

A model with hollow spars is a rarity
because of the difficulties encountered in
making them. The chief requirement
of the fellow who is going to make hol-
low spars is a scale capable of weighing
to .0001 of an ounce, as two or three
ten-thousandths will determine whether
a spar is too weak or unnecessarily
strong. An average 16” hollow spar
should weigh about .0035 ounces in order
that a wing of 86” span on a model
strong enough to take 7/64” rubber
may weigh about .021 ounces complete
with clips.

Hollow spars are made in exactly the
same way as any other hollow part.
Balsa is bent around a former, wrapped,
and baked, after which the seam is ce-
mented. You may make round or
streamlined spars. Round spars should
be bent around brass tubing whose in-

side dinmeter is 457, Streamlined spars

BILL BARNES

are made on formers {;x3/32” and ta-
pered to any desived size, depending on
the length. The corners are rounded
and the blanks are bent in such a way
so that the seam is on the thinner side,
While the spars are drying on the for-
mers they may be bent to fit any shape.
In making a hollow spar model, you can
use curved wings if you wish; in faet,
you might as well make up your mind
to use curved wings, because if you don’t
they will probably be curved anyway,
since it is extremely difficult to keep the
spars straight., In making hollow spars
it is advisable to use ordinary straight-
grained stock instead of the quarter-
grained eut of wood, as it is easier to bend
around the sharp curve of the front edge
of the spar.

Indoor model builders regard the hol-
low spar as not worth its trouble. It is
possible to make a wing with solid spars
that is almost as light by careful selec-
tion of wood and careful building. An
experienced builder can make an indoor
wing to weigh .025 ounces and yet be
of solid type. The secret is: get the
most out of every material you use in
the construction.

A New Angle in Model Flying

attempt to combine the flying

ability of a model airplane with
the reliability and steady-flying charac-
teristics of a kite. Tt looks like an air-
plane, although it is flown with string in
kite fashion. Unlike the ordinary kite,
however, it is capable of airplane stunts,
including loops, sideslips, dives, and rolls.

The ship is a biplane. The span of
the upper wing is 56 inches, the lower
wing slightly less. The over-all length
is just about 5 feet. Ready to fly, the
weight is about 134 pounds. The wings
and tail surfaces are built up from hard-
wood—bamboo, reed, and spruce—and
covered with bamhoo paper. The two
fuselage frames are built of reed and
covered with silk and tissue,

The Wonderplane comes in knock-
down form. All construction has been
completed and it can be assembled and
made ready to fly in a half hour. A pair
of pliers, a few pieces of soft pliable
wire, and a piece of cord for wing brac-
ing are the only necessary materials.
Bven the rank amateur will have no

ey -
trouble assembling it.

Only a light breese is necessary for
flying. The Wonderplane widl perform
nicely in a steady breeze f,}[ 5 m.p.h.

.

i
-

THE Wonderplane is an interesting

e

The ample wing area of about 10 square
feet proves very effective in lifting the
weight of the plane.

Strong light cord is best for flying.
Thirty-pound-test cord is recommended,
since the pull on the string is appreciable
when flying in a stiff breeze. An ample
length of cord is desirable because the

plane should be stunted only after it is
several hundred feet off the ground. A
fishing reel or the type of stick used for
wrapping kite line is helpful for handling
the cord to aveid tangling.

The Wonderplane can be flown from
fields that are too small for ordinary
model flichts. It is under control at all
times and can be brought in for a land-
ing at the same spot as the take-off.

This ability to fly in small fields should
be borne in mind when considering that
the 5-foot size does not make the plane
casy to carry.

The usual run that is necessary to put
a kite into the air is not necessary with
the Wonderplane. In launching, play
out about 200 feet of cord, launch the
ship into the wind and then pull in the
cord hand over hand, The plane will
climb rapidly. Then let the plane drift
down wind and take up the slack until
it begins to settle. Then pull it up
again. Repeating this process several
times will soon exhaust your supply of
flying line, and the plane will be tugging
at the string high above your head. The
small propeller mounted at the front of
the fuselage, spinning in the breeze, will
add to the plane’s realistic appearance.

Loops are performed by pulling the
flying line until the plane is nosing
straight down, and then letting the line
slack. It will stop diving and pull
around into a loop. Other maneuvers
can be performed by skillful manipula-
tion of the cord. The careful pilot, like
the careful airplane pilot, never stunts
near the ground. There should be sev-
eral hundred feet of altitude available for
recovery from stunts.

PR e T



AIR TRAILS

FROM THE

WATER UP

{Continued fron page 65)

the Buzzer model, which weighed .95
ounces, rides lightly on the surface. The
floats will support fully 4 ounces before
they are submerged. Using large floats
has the advantage of making take-offs
easier and the landings gentler. The
floats themselves weighed .14 ounces. -

In flying a hydro model, you'll quickly
notice how the left float tends to drag
on the take-off. The result of the pro-
peller torque, this added drag on the left
float causes the model to turn in tight
left circles and ofttimes does not allow
the model to get sufficient speed for a
take-off. There are several ways of
overcoming this trouble. Usually a com-
bination of the several methods will act
more efficiently than one method carried
to a greater extreme.

One system of counteracting propeller
torque is to set the left float at a slightly
greater angle to the water line than the
right float. Then another cure is to ad-
just your model to turn in right circles.
In this way the left float will be lifted
out of the water slightly ahead of the
right float as the model takes off in a
right turn. But if you haven't adjusted
your model to make right circles, there is
a third method. Allow your model to
take off with the breeze blowing toward
the left side. The natural left turn will
soon bring the model full into the wind
and the take-off is usually a simple mat-
ter. Don't try this method when the air
is moving faster than a very mild breeze.
To be on the safe side, don’t try any wa-
ter flying when there is any air stronger
than a mild breeze.

As far as preparing the model itself
for water flying, there are several neces-
sary items. Waterproof the propeller
with one or two coats of dope. This
waterproofing should be extended to in-
clude the motor stick and any other ex-
posed balsa parts. Lightweight models

with single-surface wings and tail; that
is, with tissue on the top of the wing
only, are almost certain to warp out of
shape if they get wet. One cure for this
is “beefing up” the wing and tail struc-
tures. That 1s, make the spars and ribs
of greater size. Also add balsa or thread
bracing wherever possible.

Another method of preventing warp-
ing after the model has received a duck-
ing is to pre-shrink the tissue. This is
done by attaching the edge of a sheet
of tissue to a plece of wood just as
though you were making a flag. Then
dip the tissue into a flat pan of water
(the bathtub will do nicely). The pur-
pose of the wooden stick is to permit
handling the tissue, which becomes very
weak when wet. After the tissue has
dried, it is attached to the model in the
usual manner.

Take-off facilities for a hydro model
should not be hard to find. The few
feet of take-off run makes it possible for
the model to operate from the pools of
water that often result from a brisk rain.
For fair-weather flying a wooden trough
can be easily built. A bucket or two of
water is all that would be necessary to
fill such a trough, since the model re-
quires a depth of less than an inch. Of
course, the big thrill is flying the model
on a large pool of water where you can
have the kick of watching the water
landings in addition to the take-offs.

The general opinion among old-time
modelers is that one really hasn’t begun
flying until you've got your feet wet
launching a hydro. When you put your
tightly wound model on the water for
its first take-off, youll little care if
you're standing on the land or if you're
ankle-deep. Youll never give your wet
feet a thought as the model skims over
the water and into the air for your first
successiul hydro flight. —~G. S. L.

MORE BALLOON TIRES

(Continued from page 67)

The dises are made slightly larger
than the inside dimensions of the tire,
in order to get a squeeze fit. Cut a slot
in one disc large enough to accommo-
date the stem, and holt the discs to the
tire.

To put the tread on, mark circles on
the tire ta show the Band-tex width and
apply a coat of rubber cement inside the
marks for neatness’ sake. After the ce-
ment has dried, run the tread (Band-
tex) on by keeping it stretched contin-
ually while rolling. Cut off longer than
necessary and trim carefully to get a
clean butt joint.

With brass bolts, the author’s several
pairs weighed not more than 1.6 ounces
per pair. It is suggested that you start

with two patterns, doing unto one as to
the other as you proceed, to insure a
matched set.

Type 2 is the “clincher” type tire and
is easier to construct and repair, except
for making the tube out of the spherical
type of balloon.

Make two #12 wire rings 17 in diam-
eter by soldering or looping the ends
together., Use the same cloth ]):Ltlcrn
as on type 1 and follow steps 1 and 2
but sew each side by hand to a Illl”
with #36 thread.

The “tube” is made by cutting a 114"
hole near the neck of a 2147 diamclcr
spherical nickel balloon and another 74"
hole exactly opposite. To cement the
seam, push a 1147 rod or tube through
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AN INJURED KNEE
ANKLE OR OTHER
EXTERNAL BONE

Have you one? Is it sore or swol-
len and you are still laid up after
weeks, perhaps months, of treatment
and you are much discouraged

Others have been that way but with
the help we have given them, are now
out again, and on their way rejoicing,
back to work and their daily duties.

We make no claim that we can cure
you, but it is fair to assume that what
we have done for others we can do for
you under similar conditions. Our
confidence is based solely on the ex-
tremely beneficial results obtained
from the use of our treatment.

Write for information, which will be
furnished without cost or obligation.

THE PRO-BONO CO.

P. O. Box 555 Follansbee, W. Va.

THE PHU BONO _CO., —I
0. Box 555, Fullansbuc, W. Va.

1 1
1 Scnd particulars regarding your treatment.  No 1
| enst or obligation. \
1] NaMe oouienniiinaiineriirraienienieratessenans 1
: AGUFESS  oenrvminenns s baraiasenssnobanasassser :
[RORYEGG e S oo SR e 0

Coming next month :

BERNT BALGHEN

famous pilot of polar
expeditions tells about

THE MIDNIGHT SUN
AIR LINES

500 miles north of the
arctic circle with air mail
in Norway!

The November issue will
go on sale Wednesday,
October 14.

WE PAY YOU UP TO
IN TOUCH WITH MIR Large
ulna:rnled book and caf rz r-\! I.ha ﬂ“ m‘ﬂlﬂ

ABBIT FARMER md mo mter market bullatin showing
parts of America who con-
All for 10 cents, Address

142 Maln St., Holmes Park, Mo,

namen of buyers in various
tinuoualy buy all rabbits cffered them.
OUTDOOR ENTERPRISE CO.,

e e
AR PIXL,OT!

It you have a pilot licenze or expect to nhtaln one,

you ean't afford NOT to hclnn;‘ to this organization.

RQend Je In stamps for A. E. Bulletin, State age.

Membership = Jadet Flight Brochures, Glc.

THE AMERIQAN ESCADRILLE
§ R

“'Composed of Ajyprica’s Present and Future Alr Pilots'
|_Administration Bldn. Floyd Bennctt Airport, N. Y.

!
1
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the holes as in figure 4,
edge extend 14” out from under the
larger hole and clean a %” band all
around with benzol. Benzol cleans and
softens the part to be cemented. Now
apply a thin coat of rubber cement and
let dry thoroughly, then repeat. When
the second coat is dry, roll the 147 lap
over evenly, as in figure 4, and the tube
is finished. If you have trouble with
the rubber cement not sticking, dissolve
seraps of Band-tex in benzol to the right
thickness for cement.

Figure 5 shows the desien of the dises
to be used with this tire. Each dise is 147
laminated balsa. The dises are made
with 75" diameter cores to fit in the
rings. In making a pair, both dises are
hollowed slightly and one has a 14" hole
through to the outside for the stem,
Hollow a place large enough for the end
of the stem and attach a movable sheet
aluminum cover for it.

Assemble the tire by placing the tube
in the tire and then inserting the stem
(bind the neck with Band-tex as on
type 1) through the hole in the dise.
Place the other disc on the other side

Let the 7" hole

and bolt them together. Use the same
method for pumping up as on type 1,
then lay the end of the stem in the hol-
low and turn the cover over it. It is
suggested that the stem side of the wheel
be on the inside when placed on the axle
of the model.

Fasten the tread as on type 1.

Type 8 is the easiest tire to make,
although it is not exactly pneumatic and
a pair weigh about 4 ounces. Get two
sponge rubber balls and punch a hole
through the center of each. The tire
effect is obtained by inserting hollow
bolts in the punched holes with washers
on each side, and drawing them up tight.
Our thanks to Mr, Harry Moyer for this
type.

Type 4, and the last to be discussed,
is made from a hollow rubber ball. A
215 pair of these weigh about 8 ounces.
Get balls that have the “spot of gum”
on the inside to permit refilling with air.
Punch 147 holes centering each half of
the ball and dry the inside of the ball
thoroughly. Then spread rubber cement
inside each hole by squeezing the eement
in one hole and foreing the two sides to-

BILL BARNES

gether several times. Let dry for an
hour,
The bolts are 14x1%” drilled for the

axle. The washers must have 1/167
points projecting on the inside surface
to prevent the rubber from pulling out
under pressure. To make these, drill
four 1/16” holes evenly spaced in each
washer and sweat closely fitting brad or
nail points in to project 1/167, and
solder them. File off any rough places
on the outsides of the washers. Bolt
the sides of the balls very tightly to-
gether and injeet air with a hypodermic
needle through the gum-rubber spots,
which will close and hold the air.

If balls with the gum spots can not he
abtained, squeeze blobs of rubber cement
out on a piece of paper. Punch a hole
in each ball with a pin and smear cement
on the inside under the hole before tak-
ing other steps. Stuff the dried blobs
of cement in the pinholes until they
project into the balls. Cement on the
inside and outside and let dry for at
least an hour. The author found that
this method was better than stuffing
rubber bands in an injection hole,

DENVER HI-HATTERS MEET
The Hi-Hat Model Club of Denver
held the first gas contest in the Rocky
Mountain region, July 8. with 28 entries.
Hot weather and only a slight breeze
made for excellent flights, including 1h
3m 7s by Don Spaulding, a new open-

class record. Results:
1—11011 <--pmhlim,: 1 ﬂt 07
2—Paul Bulrgy 114
3—Robert Van Buskirk 1 00

A quarter-ounce of fuel was allowed
for every pound of weight. Spaulding’s
model went out of sight in a little over
an hour, but it flew unofficially for more
than four hours. Tt finally came in for
a landing on a baseball diamond where a
game was in full swing. Buirgy’s and
Buskirk’s models both flew away, but
were recovered only slightly damaged.

J. A. L. SUMMER SERIES

A junior record for tow-line gliders
came to Boston at the first summer out-
door contest by the Jordan Marsh-Bos-
ton Traveler Junior Aviation League.
Ralph Brown, 14, of \r]in"lml Mass.,
flew his Class C glider for 9:32 at Smith
Playground, Allston. The contest had
N. A. A. sanction,

The aim of the contestants was the
Frederick L., Ames Memorial Trophy, to
be awarded at the end of the summer
for the longest flight with any type of
outdoor craft. The meet wiz

Gliders P
1 Ralph Brown, tow- IIII{* LII'IRF G

2-Hewitt Phillips, tow-ling
A-Leslio Woodman, hiul- |gm,.hn|

ners:

i
118
i35.2

)
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MODEL MATTERS

{Continued from page 58)
Stick H, L.

1-I'rank Biarrett,
2-Robert Shea, class ¢ ),
8-Sidney Wallerstein, class C 145

Fuselage R, O. G.

1-I'rank Barrett, Jr., class C
2-Robert Shen, cluss
8 Morris Sulkin, els 158

JUNIOR BIRDMEN CHAMPIONS

The New York wing of the Junior
Birdmen of America sent Sol Roskin, of
Brooklyn, to Boston to compete in the
Junior Birdmen National Air Races Au-
gust 4, as winner of the New York cham-
pionship and silver trophy at the meet
held July 1 at Holmes Airport.

Good weather and 200 enthusiastic en-
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trants made wing competition keen.
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Answers for September

Roskin placed second in the glider event,
10:50, and the stick event, 12:17.8.
Other Junior Birdmen contest win-
ners reported ab the time of writing:
Gordon Agur, San Fr

first in glider event
stick event, 17 :35; second in :.lluu oyent,

isen « Iul mpion,
T:00; in the

17 :00. .
’\]( ver Lahn, Baltimore chi un;\u)n, first
in stick ove.t; 2:53; second in cabin

event, :50,

Willuce  Simmer,
first in glider event,
stick event, 7:41.4;
L2 T ) '!

Joe Reeves,

unreported.
NATIONAL AERO RESERVE
The Rochester Times-Union branch of
the National Aero Reserve held its
model meet July 11 at Edgerton Park
in Rochester, N. Y. TFive events drew

Chicago
4 :85.4; second in
first in ecabin cvent,

champion,

Omaha champion, flights

over 40 entrants with 84 models. Re-
sults were:
Balsa Glider
1-Leighton Waebh § 1:20.2
2-Willinm Wissman 1:08
3-Wesley Payne . 26.2

Stick R. O. G.

1-T.eo Gundy a5
2-Paul Schroeder :
2-Mel Cameron

Cabin Endurance
1-Leighton Webh 1:80.3
Z-Bob Helmer 1
S=Jack Galvin

Flying Scale
1-Leroy Weher
2 Tames Rogzors
3-Paul Schroeder, Jr.  3-Robert Prisch
Lieut. Commander Russell Holder-

man’s squadron conducted another con-
test in Edgerton Park July 25 that was
hampered by a stiff wind. The flying
competition vesulted in a three-corner
tie among Kenneth Klimm, Fred Harri-
son, and Jim Rogers, each rating 85 per
cent in building and flying ability.

Solid Scalc

I-Tnmes Rosers
2-Nichard Pomeroy
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TREVOR WONDERPLANE €O. /| \

427 NINTH AVE:. NORTH =+ SEATTLE, WASHINGTON, U, $. A,

WitHout A MOTOR

WONDERPLANE

EST FLYING SENSATION

There's never been a model airplane like the Trevor

AMERICA’S NE

Wonderplane — a real big plane with wing spread of 56
inches and over ten square feet of flying surface! It
loops, barrel rolls, nose dives — does everything a real
plane does . . . and it's simple to fly — always under
control from the ground. No motors — no rubber bands
... it takes off and stunts in a light three-mile breeze.

The Trevor Wonderplane is designed on scientific, aero-

dynamic principles, exactly like a modern airplane. It

comes complete, ready to assemble — and you can have
it in the air twenty minutes after you get it. Send for

SHIPPED ANYWHER YOUR Wonderplane today!

IN THE U.S. FOR ONLY

* 3‘60 DEALERS: The Trevor Wonderplane is covered IT DIVE s'

by patents in the United States, Canada and

Great Britain. Write us on your letterhead for e
PLUS 40¢ EXPRESS Ty e :
-
-
Order your Trever Wonderplane now. Simply fill out AL
coupon and send it to us with MONEY ORDER [nat
stamps or cash) for $3.60 plus 40c for express and IT
your plane will be shipped immediataly. S I DE
USE THIS COUPON TO ORDER BY MAIL! SLIPS
Enclosed find money order for.......umimmmntor which send (LY S———— 1T 0 LU T
A
Mame
R e e e e AL L1 Pl anasnsas

it Sle 4\\
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Smoke to Your Throat’s Content

Many smokers have chosen Lucky Strikes simply because
they taste better. Then as the days go hy they sense that
Luckies make smoother goung for their throats—that they
are a Light Smoke. Certain acids and other heayy, harsh
irritants naturally present in all tobacco are removed
by the famous process =It’s Toasted.” Only Luckies
are “Toasted.” Smoke Luckies to vour throat’s content.

ight, 1936, The A




