Black Ace
By GEORGE BRUCE
Author of " Stand By to Crash," " Thar She Blows," etc.

Enemy air-bombers were suddenly striking at Ethiopia—
so Jeff Rolfe, foolhardy
pilot,
flew rings of panic around
their planes
CHAPTER I.
PIIvOT COURAGEOUS.

J

EFFERSON ROLFE was black.
And because he was black the
world lost a Clive, a Stanley or a
Lindbergh. Those men were white, but,
with the exception of a differently pigmented skin, they possessed nothing

which Jeff Rolfe did not possess in
equal measure.
' People have laughed at the mention
of Jeff Rolfe's name. People ignorant
of the forces which churned within the
man's soul, ignorant of the white-hot
flame burning within him which even
ridicule could not quench. People
who saw him laughed at him, until
those people looked at his eyes. After
that they found nothing humorous connected with Rolfe, and the laughter
gave way to a desire to weep. To weep
over this soul of a Hon confined and
condemned to pace restlessly within the
inescapable cage of a black skin. Black
skin made a cage, because Jeff Rolfe
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Rolfe was struggling to free himself

had the misfortune to be born into a
white man's world, in which only white
men can be heroes or heroic, and in
which only white men can be leaders—
and in which white men zealously
guard those prerogatives.
Jeff Rolfe had a way of making his
entrances and exits like a bolt of
lightning striking out of storm clouds.
He had " color " and a natural sense
of the dramatic. Throughout his life
the world was his stage, the sky a
melodrama, and he was the Star. He
was the Star of his show, and the spotlight was always full on him.
Rolfe made his first public appearance during the early days of aviation.

The World Famous Ace Flying Circus
served as his medium of introduction,
when the Ace Flying Circus was the
Number One attraction of the world.
The Circus was made up of a group
of war pilots who had become burdened
with the heavy boredom of peace-time
existence after the hectic period of the
World War. They were men who
found peace-time flying and living insufferable after years during which
the skinny hand of death rested lightly
but continuously upon their shoulders.
They were the greatest of the
American pilots. Their names are
written large in the Golden Book of
American aviation.
39
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In the days when the Ace Flying
Circus was organized ninety-five per
cent of the population of the United
States had never seen an airplane.
There were no flying fields. No strip
maps. No beacon-lighted airways.
No instruments such as are employed
in flying of today. If a man was a
pilol he proved it on his body. The
men who could fly, lived. The men
who could not fly, killed themselves.
In those days the survival of the fittest in the game of flying was more
sharply emphasized than in any other
human endeavor.
The war, with its Richtofens, Rickenbackers, Collishaws, Nungessers,
Foncks, Udets and Lukes, had inflamed
the popular fancy. Those men, because
they were publicized, were outstanding
among the figures of the World War.
They were the romance, the knights in
shining armor of that conflict.
The other fighters were merely poor,
mud-covered, lice-infested grubs, burrowing into the earth to protect battered and shivering bodies against extermination. But the war pilots—war
correspondents made young gods of
them. Governments plastered them
with decorations. Kings and Emperors
received them and delighted in showering honors upon them. They were the
Olympians until the armistice was
signed. Then they were the Lucifers,
tumbled out of the heavens by a
satiated w^ar god.
But their exploits lived even after
the armistice was signed. And the populations, regaled over a span of years
with stories of those exploits—fact
and fable—still thrilled to the glory
and to the romance of flight.
The Ace Flying Circus was conceived and dedicated to that romance,
and to the desire of the populace to
witness the young war gods perform-

ing in the space above home cities.
From cow pasture to cow pasture,
from Oregon to Florida and from
Maine to Mexico, the red ships of the
Circus appeared and disappeared over
those cities like swift birds of passage,
always leaving behind the ooohs and
aaahs of the spectators. Always leaving behind jumping nerves and pulses
dynamited by the daredeviltry and
shockingly dangerous exhibitions which
was the circus stock in trade. Always
leaving behind "the staccato echo of
Hisso motors and the scream and
whine of flying wires cutting through
atmosphere.

T

H E track of the Circus became an
avenue of triumph. The newspapers of the country abandoned
front pages with a whoop of welcome.
Staid dailies, during the time the
Circus spent in the cities of their circulation, took on the appearance and
used the adjectives of circus onesheets. Store windows and telegraph
poles for miles around were plastered
with the hair-raising pictures of the
Circus in action. Such names as
" Diavalo," " Bullet Drop," and " Upside Down " became household words
overnight, where the Circus passed.
The publicity was cumulative. Its
added weight made each appearance
greater than the last. The sky over a
hundred cities was torn by the rush of
wings.
At the height of its renown, at the
height of its dazzling success, the Ace
Flying Circus came one day to Birmingham, in the State of Alabama.
Came to stage a three-day show under
the auspices of the Birmingham Advertiser and the Chamber of Commerce.
And it was in Birmingham that the
men of the Circus saw Jeff Rolfe for
the first time.
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It began with a " throw-away"
which an excited colored boy pushed
into the hand of Ken Morey, who ran
the Circus. Ken had an explosive
nature. He was about five ten, and his
head was covered with a stiff reddish
bristle. He had a pugnacious, florid
face, with deep-set gray-blue eyes, a
pug nose and a fighter's dogged chin.
The Ace Flying Circus was the pride
of his life. He ate, drank, slept and
talked Circus. Nothing ever interfered
with Circus in Ken Morey's life.
Neither would he brook competition of
any nature. He was the Genei'al Manager, the Chief Announcer, the Master
of Ceremonies, and the slave driver of
the outfit. The pilots of the Circus
hated his guts—and would have died
for him.
Morey glanced at the badly-printed
dodger which had been thrust into his
hand. It was covered with a black
smear of ink which attempted to be a
face surmounted by a queer-looking
helmet. There was the suggestion of a
uniform tunic—a very startling tunic.
There were black words, soggy on the
cheap newsprint paper.
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power and light pole in sight was
decorated with the brilliant colored
posters announcing the World Famous
Flying Circus. His circus—his posters.
And those posters likewise shrieked a
date, " September 4th."
Morey's little, button-like nose turned
a deep red. " Why, damn him! Trying
to cut in on our billing! Trying to steal
our date I I ought to go over there and
snatch his head off. Who in the hell is
he—this Rolfe, anyway?"
Jack Early, the Ace of the Circus
pilots, happened to be walking with
Morey at the moment.
" Search me!" he declared. " Never
heard of the cluck. He sure has a crust
running a one-man show against usl"
"Show, hell!" boomed Morey.
" We're showing here tomorrow, and
the next day, and the next. There
won't be any competition 1"
Early grinned all over his face. " I'd
like to see the guy work—at that," he
confessed. " World's Greatest Negro
Ace! There ought to be a bang in that."

M

OREY stopped on the street and
stared at the handbill. "Say,
there's an idea there! Look!
We can turn competition into a still
bigger publicity smash for us. This
JEFFERSON
ROLFE
Rolfe must be a home boy. None of
World's Greatest Negro Ace
us ever heard of him, and we know
everybody flying a jalope in the
In a sensational exhibition of stunt
flying, wing-walking, aerobatics and
country."
death-defying, breath-snatching aerial
His eyes were sparkling. " There
exploits, including a
must be a million Negroes in BirmingPARACHUTE JUMP!
ham—and they've got money. I'm
going to get smart. I'm going to invite
Fair Grounds, September 4th,
this ' Black Ace' to show with us, get
BIRMINGHAM'S
GREATEST
it? It's a natural for the papers here.
THRILL.
' Local Boy to Appear under the Auspices of the World Famous Ace Flying
Circus!' We'll have every colored perKen Morey glanced up from the an- son in Birmingham and a mile around
nouncement. Every telegraph, phone, who can walk, ride or crawl out at the
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field to see this Rolfe do his stuff.
These local angles are always great
stuff. They go over big!"
" Like that guy in Peoria who wanted
to jump a chute and then changed his
mind—up in the air in front of forty
thousand people?" reminded Early.
" I'm going to get in touch with this
Rolfe guy. He'll fall all over himself
to be the big attraction in our show."
Morey ignored the Peoria incident entirely.
Ten minutes later Morey was sending a grease monkey to locate Jefferson
Rolfe—to bring him to the hotel. It
took fifteen minutes to find Rolfe. No
one could miss him.
When he came he was at the head of
three or four hundred colored citizens
of Birmingham. They trooped along
behind him as the Israelites must have
trooped after Moses into the Promised
Land. It was necessary to look at
Jefferson Rolfe two or three times to
be sure that this was not a trick of
vision caused by delirium tremens.
Once having seen him, no one would
ever forget him. There was only one
Jeff JRolfe in the world.
He came into the lobby of the hotel
after imperiously lifting his hand in a
halt signal to the followers. He was
wrapped in a tremendous unsmiling
dignity. It was the dignity of an
African chieftain in a battered plug
hat, spats and a G-string. But no tribal
chieftain ever arrayed himself as Rolfe
was arrayed. It w^as breath-taking.
He was tall—all of six feet. He
was saddle-colored. He had burning
black eyes flecked with yellow high
lights. His face was acutely intelligent.
His nose was thin and sensitive, and
his mouth was a thin, straight line.
On his head he had, for a flying helmet, a football headguard, gilded until
it was like a golden dome. His torso

was covered with a plum-colored silk
shirt, on which the tremulous hand of
some dusky belle had embroidered an
eagle in black silk. He wore riding
trousers of black broadcloth, evidently
home tailored out of the winter coat
of that same dusky belle. He wore riding boots, gilded to match the splendor
of the golden helmet. A pair of very
cheap goggles were suspended around
his neck by the head band, and flopped
against his chest with each step.
The men of the Circus, particularly
Ken Morey, stood there, silent, openmouthed, and incredulous.
The multi-colored apparition said:
" I, sir, am Jefferson Rolfe. I am
given to understand that you wish to
consult me on matters of importance?"

T

HE men of the Ace Flying Circus
mentally clutched for the nearest
, support. Only one place in the
world could produce that accent. Oxford ! That and the outfit he was wearing would have staggered any gathering.
Morey's face w£ts a brick red. He
knew he had to get Rolfe out of the
lobby. Already a mob was trying to
storm the front door of the hotel.
Morey shook hands and glanced around
hurriedly. " Come on upstairs where
we can talk," he commanded.
They went up on the elevator. Morey
took him into his room and closed the
door. Then Morey's demeanor underwent a sudden change. He became a
bulldog. His chin jutted. His eyes
flashed.
" Now!" he demanded. " Just what
in the hell is the big idea of chiseling
in on our publicity? Where in the hell
do you get that stuff?"
Rolfe never batted an eye. Usually,
when Morey stormed, people came to
a halt and waited for the storm to pass.
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But Rolfe seemed completely unconscious of any disturbance.
" I'm sure I don't understand," he
replied in that Oxford accent, and with
a graceful gesture of both hands.
" You really are intruding upon me,
you know. I live here. I have been
on the verge of giving this exhibition
for a long time. It is unfortunate that
we should choose the same day."
" Unfortunate for you," Morey
barked. " Listen! Nobody ever competes with the Ace Flying Circus, on a
date. Get that? You so much as crank
a motor while we're in town—and see
what happens!"
" But—my public!" insisted Rolfe.
" I could hardly postpone my own show
now. Not after the public declaration
that I intend to fiy. I should be glad,
as a matter of simple courtesy and of
simple hospitality, to step aside for you
under any other condition. But—now
—I'm honor bound, sir. I have stated
that I wiir perform at a certain time.
1 must fulfill my obligations."
" Your honor won't hurt you half as
much as a broken neck," growled
Morey. " I'm giving you fair warning.
You try to fiy your crate while we're
the main attraction here and I'll have
Barrel Roll Early run the wheels of
his ship over your top wing while
you're flying. Understand? We're
giving this show! And we're not taking
any chance of having it ruined by
some idiot with funny ideas."
Rolfe's face was impassive. " I shall
have to fly," he said simply. " If you
wish to have one of your men run
wheels over my wings I shall try to
prevent him." He stood erect.

pathy. After all, it was Rolfe's town
and he had to live in Birmingham. He
had a right to his own home town. The
Ace Circus was appearing for just one
week-end—and, besides, there was the
publicity angle.
He whirled on Rolfe suddenly. " I'll
tell you what I'll do," he shot at him,
stabbing at the same time with a forefinger aimed at Rolfe's chest. " I'll
give you a chance to put on a real
show! How would you like to appear
as the featured attraction of the Ace
Flying Circus during our show here?
How would you like to fly off our field
—with my boys ? We'll spread it in the
papers. If you can fly, if you've got a
thrill for the people of this city, we'll
see that you'll put on a show that'll
knock 'em cold!"
Rolfe stood starkly, staring at
Morey. The little yellow flecks were
dancing in his eyes.
" But—you can't mean it," he said,
almost in a whisper.
"You're damned tootin' I mean it!
We'll make you the big shot in all our
publicity for the next three days. We'll
give you a build-up like you've never
had and can never get. JEPFERSON
Roi,FE, WORI^D'S O N L Y NEGRO A C E , A P -

PEARING

WITH THE WORED FAMOUS

ACE FEYiNG CIRCUS! Just like that! All
over the front page of the Advertiser
and every other newspaper in town."
Jefferson Rolfe took a deep breath.
" I am honored. I am more than glad,
sir, to abandon my own plans, and to
accept your most generous offer."
" Well, fly your crate over to our
field in the morning," instructed
Morey. " Get it over there just about
daylight. We'll take care of it for you.
OREY felt a little twinge of The gas, oil and food is on the Circus
conscience. Under his granite- during our stay. And, if we have a
rough exterior, Ken Morey had couple of good days and you do your
a child's heart and a tremendous sym- stuff, you'll be cut in for a share of the
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take. If you're really good, I may
carry you with us all through the
South. How does that sound?"
Rolfe's eyes glowed. " I've been hoping that one day such an opportunity
would come to me. Not for myself—
but just to prove that men of my race
can fly."
Morey chewed on his cigar. " Okay.
It's settled. I'll give the dope to the
papers. Now—just what are you going
to do? What kind of a show will you
give your public? I've got to know
something about it to pass on to the
papers."
Rolfe made a gesture with both arms.
" I will be guided entirely by you.
You have more experience in such
matters. Whatever you say—I will do."
Morey nodded. " How about ten or
fifteen minutes of stunt flyingj and
then, and to wind up the show—to give
it the big bang ending—we'll let you do
wing walking and a chute jump. Boy,
by tomorrow night you'll be the biggest
man in Birmingham!"
Rolfe shook his head. " But I do not
wish to attract attention from your
own wonderful pilots and performers!
A.fter all, they are the greatest in the
world, and I am only — Jefferson
Rolfe."
" You let me handle that," grinned
Morey. " My boys can look after their
own laurels. Now get out of here and
let me work on this newspaper stuff.
But get that crate of yours over to our
field early. By the way, what kind of a
ship is it?"
" It's a—a—" began Rolfe.
But Morey was already reaching for
the telephone. " Never mind. Anything
with wings and a motor is okay with
me—"
" Good night, sir," said Rolfe.
" S'long," tossed back Morey. " I'll
see you in the morning."

The door closed. The purple and
gold and black apparition disappeared.
CHAPTER II.
STUNT PI,YING.

T

HAT September 4th was a day
unique in the annals of the
World Famous Ace Flying Circus.
It opened as many other days had
greeted the outfit, beautiful, cloudless,
and with a gentle breeze to temper the
heat.
It had the feel of a carnival day. A
showman knows that feeling. It is in
the laughter and greeting of the people
on the streets, in the ringing of street
car bells, and the purr of motors along
the streets and the manner of honking
horns.
Ken Morey came down to breakfast
at eight in the morning. He went out on
the street and sniffed at the air.
" This is our day, gang," he told the
men of the Circus. " The shekels will
roll into the bag—and wassail will be
made tonight. Did you see the papers ?
Are they going for that Black Ace
angle? Look out that window! See
those packages under the arms of those
colored boys and girls. That's lunch,
my friends. They're going out to the
field—to stay! Let's go—let's go! Get
that chow down and get out to the
field!"
Morey led them out to the cars after
the breakfast had been gulped. The cars
belonged to the Circus—flaming red
things looking like a fire department.
He led the motorcade through the main
streets of Birmingham. Nothing like
being a showman—all the time. The
siren on the red Lincoln which Morey
drove moaned and wailed, until it came
to the field on the outskirts of the city.
Morey supervised the parking of the

PRODUCED BY UNZ.ORG
ELECTRONIC REPRODUCTION PROHIBITED

BLACK ACE
cars. Then he glanced around. " Where
in the hell is that Rolfe guy?" he demanded of Early, " I told him to be
here at daybreak. I expected to see his
jalope sitting on the field. What the
hell?"
Early shrugged expressively. As if
to state, without words, that if Jefferson Rolfe never arrived it would be too
soon.
" Look at that gang!" demanded
Morey. " It's only nine thirty in the
morning and the field is lousy with
people! And we aren't scheduled to
turn a prop until noon!" His arm swept
in a circle about the roped off field.
The men looked.
They saw people standing, sitting,
squatting. People in rows and ranks
and banks. Already the rows behind
the restraining ropes were twenty
deep. Every little rise of ground, every
vantage point was thickly clustered
with spectators.
There was a sudden clamor of horns
on the road leading into the field, and
a sudden shouting which was not cheering. The boy on guard at the gate
looked inquiringly at Morey. There
was a big black Packard twelve cylinder limousine demanding entrance to
the inner field.
Morey opened his mouth. He got as
far as: " Y o u can't come in here—"
and then stopped very suddenly. In the
rear seat of the limousine his eyes
caught the glitter and sheen of a gold
helmet and the flare of a purple-plumcolored silk shirt. Behind the limousine
were half a hundred other cars.
A sudden, quick grin flashed over
Morey's face. He could appreciate the
" f r o n t " of a master showman. Jefferson Rolfe had arrived!
" Let the first car in, turn the others
back!" he commanded the keeper of
the gate.
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The Packard rolled grandly onto the
field. The colored chauffeur sprang out
and threw open the rear door of the
Packard.
And Jefferson Rolfe stepped out onto the field as a conqueror might have
stepped down from his chariot. He
turned his head slowly right and left,
and surveyed the field and the twelve
blood-red airplanes of the circus. He
nodded his head, as if everything met
with his approval.
Morey stalked over to him. " Say—"
he began.
" Good morning," said Jeff Rolfe.
" A most beautiful day."
Morey's hand clutched Rolfe's arm
and his fingers dug themselves into the
flesh under the silk shirt.
" Don't gimme that stuff!" he said in
a low, ominous voice. " W h a t the hell
do you mean by coming to the field in
that hack? I told you to fly over here
early this morning. Where the hell is
your crate?"

R

O L F E hesitated for an instant.
" I went to the field this morning, but there was something
wrong with the motor. I worked over
it for an hour or more—but it would
not fire. So—I had a friend of mine
drive me to the field. I trust that the
failure of my motor will not interfere
with the plans we made."
Morey cursed under his breath.
" Nothing ever interferes with this
outfit! We put on the show—and we
never miss. Rain, fire, flood or famine
—the show goes on and the Ace Circus
flies. It's tough about your ship. A man
likes to fly his own crate. But we'll fix
that. We'll go farther—you'll do your
stuff in one of ovtr planes. One of those
beautiful red babies on the line."
Rolfe beamed happily. " Have you
instructions for me—what shall I do?"
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Morey looked at him. He grinned
again. " Listen, you just—circulate!
Understand ? Keep walking around the
field. Let people look at you. You're the
featured attraction today—it's your
innings. I'll let you know in plenty of
time for your part of the exhibition.
Right now we have to go to work."
H e nodded to the ticket men and to the
men with the megaphones.
" H i ! H i ! " yelled the ticket sellers.
" You haven't lived if you haven't
flown! Take a trip through the skies
with the World's Master Birdmen!
The thrill of a lifetime, folks, brought
to your front doors by the World
Famous Ace Flying Circus! See Birmingham from the air! Pick out your
own street and your own house. H i !
H i ! H u r r y ! You may be too late!"
There was the sudden machine gun
staccato of turning motors in the noses
of the blood-red ships. The blast of the
slipstream over the grass and the drum
of wind against wings and wires. One
after the other the red ships turned,
with pilots gunning the motors as they
taxied toward the loading space.
The great show was on. The red
ships leaped off the green grass of the
field, circled, landed, one after the
other—did it all over again, and the
blare and chatter of motors was not
silenced for a moment.
The charge for a flight was ten dollars per passenger. Each ship carried
two passengers on each hop. The hops
were two minutes in duration. At the
end of the first ten minutes waiting
passengers were lined up eight abreast
for a hundred yards or more, and the
ticket sellers were scribbling new tickets as fast as they could collect money
and make change. Morey promptly
forgot Jefferson Rolfe.
At noon the " take " had amounted
to five thousand dollars, and a sudden

silence settled over the field. Noon
was the time for the " great free exhibition over the heart of the city."
The ships were refueled. The grimy
faced pilots snatched time for a cigarette or a bottle of pop. They were
grinning under the thick layers of dust
over faces.
They climbed into the ships again—
took off in formation, and raised hell
over the heart of the city.
They came back, to carry more and
more passengers. With the coming of
the afternoon the roads leading out of
the city were choked with cars coming
to the field. All Birmingham—more
—half of Alabama, was coming to give
welcome to the Ace Flying Circus.
Ken Morey lifted his hand and signaled the ships to the ground.
" Get ready with the show. Get it
over with! Make it fast and good! And
let's get bacK to carrying passengers!"

S

U D D E N L Y he remembered Jefi^erson Rolfe. He looked about. He
saw Rolfe sitting in the cockpit of
a red ship, fiddling with the controls,
examining fittings. And about him was
clustered admiringly the colored population of Birmingham.
" Hey, Rolfe!" roared Morey. " Get
ready I We're going to let you lead off
the exhibition with some flying. I'll
send one of the boys .to give you a
crank. You all set?"
Rolfe waved a languid hand.
A grease monkey came over and took
his position in front of the propeller.
" Switch off?" he demanded tentatively.
Rolfe's Oxford accent answered
sharply and brusquely. " Switch is
off!"
" Choke ?" asked the monkey.
" Choke open," assured Rolfe.
The monkey threw the prop through
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three or four turns. Stopped, mopped
his forehead with a grimy sleeve, spat
on the ground and tested his footing.
"Close choke!"
" Choke closed 1" boomed Rolfe.
There was a dramatic hush. The
monkey reached up with both hands
and took a grip on the blade of the
prop. Suddenly he barked the word:
"Contact!"
Rolfe's voice answered him, cool and
crisp:
"Contact!"
The muscles in the monkey's back
and shoulders and arms set themselves.
His body whipped, his arms dragged
the prop down and around. It lunged
through the compression point. There
was the bark of a firing cylinder. Then
the steady rhythm of the motor, hitting
in order. The red ship vibrated gently.
Ken Morey nodded his head in satisfaction. " Rolfe knows what he's doing
in a cockpit," he told Early. " He's as
cool as a cucumber. I was listening for
nervousness in his voice or something,
but he never hobbled once."
He yelled at a group of grease
monkeys. " Hey! Tail that ship around
for Rolfe."
The monkeys picked up the tail of
the red crate, carried it around until
the nose was pointing down field, into
the wind.
" Okay," yelled Morey, over the
thump of the warming motor. " It's all
yours. It's your show ! Take it away!"
For a moment Jeff Rolfe glanced at
the colored crowd behind him. Then
he slipped the funny goggles down over
his eyes, hunched forward in the cockpit, and gunned the motor.

F

LAME leaped from the short
stacks. The ship moved forward
slowly, then rapidly. M o r e y
watched, a little tightness in his chest—

47

the tightness in the chest of every man
who flies or who watches flying, at the
minute of the take-off.
Faster and faster raced the red ship.
Its tail came up off the ground. It was
leveled off, straining to get into the air.
Morey said: " He's building up
plenty of flying speed. He must be
going to chandelle off the ground."
Suddenly the red ship's nose veered
to the right. It yawed sharply. The
yaw was checked by the quick application of left rudder. It swung to the left
more sharply than it had yawed to the
right. There was a little, sobbing sigh
from the spectators.
Ken Morey's hands clenched themselves into hard fists and his jaws
snapped together.
The red ship weaved drunkenly. It
lifted its wheels off the ground in a
crabbing motion, slipped in its forward
motion. Then suddenly it lost flying
speed, settled the dozen or more feet it
had lifted, bounced hard on the
ground, crow-hopped a hundred yards
and crashed through a rail fence at the
far end of the field.
There was the rending sound of
shattered metal and wood. The wings
collapsed into tangled masses of splintery wreckage. A great cloud of dust
arose from under the sliding fuselage
of the plane. For a second there was
awed silence. Then the " crash wagon "
screamed. The two cars took off over
the field in second gear, racing to reach
the spot with a dozen men of the Circus
clinging to running boards, sides and
doors.
Morey was driving the red Lincoln
like a madman. He brought it to a halt
with a screaming of brakes and threw
himself into the dust storm from the
wreck. He was waiting for the ship to
burn. He was waiting for horror.
And then, out of the column of dust
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walked Jefferson Rolfe. There was a
rip in the proud purple of his silk
shirt. His black riding trousers were
smeared with dust and oil. His golden
helmet was knocked askew on his head.
There was a running smear of blood
across his face, where a center section
strut had left its imprint.
" It's quite all right," he said with a
wave of the hand. " It's nothing—a
mere minor mishap—"
Morey's throat moved as if the rush
of words choked him. His hands beat
the air impotently.
" It's all right, huh?" He stood in the
middle of the storm of dust, looking at
the complete ruin of one red ship.
"It's all right, huh?" He turned, facing the men of the Circus. " This guy
washes out Eddie's ship and then tells
me it's all right!" He went blue in the
face, and his clenched hands waved
above his head.
"The right wheel struck a rut or
something," explained Rolfe. " I tried
to get the ship in the air to straighten
it out, but it stalled—"
Morey moaned, staring at the wreck.
Then he remembered the mass of
people. Riots, frenzied rushes were
born out of much less.
"Get that mess cleaned up," he
yelled to the grease monkeys. " The
rest of you guys pile in the cars and
come on back. We've got a show to put
on—and we have to hold that mob!"

A

CORDON of police battled with
the crowd, to keep the field clear.
Morey swept in front of the line.
He leaped from the Lincoln. He lifted
his megaphone.
" It's nothing, my friends!" he
shouted. " Just one of those things that
happen every day in the life of a circus
pilot. Rolfe is not hurt. See for yourselves I"

Jefferson Rolfe paraded in front of
the crowd. He waved his hands. He
lifted them over his colored brethren
as if demanding silence.
" The show will go on!" Morey was
shouting. " Watch!" Out of the corner
of his mouth he snapped an order to
Eddie Grimes.
" Get flying! Give these people
something to look at—you and Jack!
That Number One plane change, make
it worth watching until I get things
straightened out!"
Jefferson Rolfe inserted himself in
the exact center of the picture.
" But—I'm not hurt!" he protested.
" I want to go on with the show. A
minor accident—nothing—really."
Morey whirled on him. " You mean
—go on, right now ?"
" Certainly."
Morey snatched at Grimes' arm.
"Hold it!" he snapped. "Never mind
the plane change. Rolfe is going to do
his wing walking show. Get him in the
front seat of your crate. Snap into it
now—get flying! Let Rolfe do his
stuff!"
Rolfe climbed into Grimes' ship. He
settled himself in the front seat. The
Harden chute apparatus was already
attached to Grimes' ship. " Bullet
Drop " Hansen always did his jump
with Eddie Grimes as a pilot. Rolfe
pushed the trailing chute harness into
a corner of the cockpit. Grimes opened
the throttle.
The second red ship skimmed over
the field, took the air, climbed in
smooth wide spirals until it was at
seven hundred feet.
Morey barked through the megaphone : " The sensation of the century!
Watch closely, ladies and gentlemen.
You will see him out on the wings—
you will see him perform on the speeding, fragile structure of a flying air-
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plane. Jefferson Rolfe—the featured
attraction of the World Famous Ace
Flying Circus!"
Overhead, Eddie Grimes throttled
his ship to bare flying speed. The chattering drone of the motor seemed
stilled by the drama of the instant.
Then there was a shout from the
crowd. The purple-shirted, goldenhelmeted Jefferson Rolfe stood up in
the front cockpit of Grimes' ship,
waved his hand in full view of the fifty
thousand or more people below, and
stepped out of the cockpit—through
the lower wing! He sank through the
ribs and up to his hips. His legs
dangled from the under surface of the
wing.
Grimes fought to keep the Standard
flying. The right wing, with the lower
a sagging wreck, dragged hard against
the controls. The added weight of
Rolfe's body caused the right side to
grow lead heavy. Grimes opened the
throttle in spite of the danger of tearing the crippled wing to bits. Little by
little he lifted the right wing before
the ship could stall into a spin.

T

HE crowd moaned in an ecstasy
of fear. They could see those
long, golden-booted legs hanging
like twin pendulums. They could see
the upper part of Rolfe's body above
the top surface of the lower wing. He
was struggling to free himself—to pull
himself out of the wreckage about him.
And his struggles merely created more
and more wreckage.
Grimes thrust his head toward Rolfe
and y e l l e d something—something
harsh and sulphurous. Then he throttled the motor.
Rolfe's arms were reaching for the
inner bay cross-brace wires. His hands
went up, fingers clawing an inch at a
time. He hooked the ends of his fingers
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over the wires. His body came up a
matter of inches. He took a new hold
with his hands. Then he heaved powerfully upward and his body came out of
the jagged area into which it was
plunged. Came clear, and, swinging like
a monkey, he reached the side of the
fuselage, sprawled over it, half fell,
half collapsed into the cockpit.
Sudden waves of hysterical laughter
swept over the crowd. People were
screaming starkly, laughing insanely,
blank-eyed, and with tear-wet cheeks.
Laughing at Rolfe with his glittering
raiment torn to shreds, his boots half
torn from his legs, his golden helmet
pushed back on his head like a
mammy's sunbonnet. The slip stream
had ripped his purple shirt to tatters.
Eddie Grimes was fighting to keep
the crippled ship flying—fighting to
maneuver it for a landing. Ken Morey
watched, his arms folded and resting
on the front door of the red Lincoln.
Now and then he buried his face in his
arms, his body shaking with rage and
despair and relief. For once in his life
he was speechless.
He had his head down when there
was a sudden yelping shriek from the
crowd. His head went up so swiftly
that the verterbrse in his neck snapped.
He had an instant glimpse of sprawling
arms and legs overhead—of a ball of
white silk tumbling after the sprawling
figure. Then the ball of white opened
into a parachute—so close to the
ground that it seemed on the heads of
the spectators.
Morey groaned. " A parachute jump
at five hundred feet!" The sudden
moan of the crash wagon's siren cut
through the strangling, gurgling noises
from the crowd.
And at the same instant, like a falling plummet, Jefferson Rolfe, with the
parachute just billowing to its full ef-
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ficiency, landed directly on the necks of
a score or more of his colored brethren
in the center of the crowd.
There was a vast commotion among
the colored spectators. After a moment
or two Jefferson Rolfe emerged from
the commotion, stalking forward, the
chute rolled up in his arms, the stays
trailing after him and tripping him
with each step.
Morey howled; " I'm going nuts—
raving nuts. Listen! I ought to run
your legs down to stumps. I ought to
murder you in cold blood. Two ships
you've washed out! You—the Great
Negro Ace! Ace—but nobody spells
it that way!"

G

" He jumped, didn't he ?"
Morey threw one look at Jefferson
Rolfe. Then he turned away. For the
next hour he drove the Ace Flying
Circus, snarled at the pilots and at the
performers. He was boiling within
himself. But he choked down the boiling. The show had to go on. The show
that only the Ace Flying Circus could
give.
Ship after ship went off the earth in
a smear of streaking red; ripped
through space above the crowds. Men
crossed from wing to wing on those
ships, and changed from plane to plane.
Men did handstands on the top wings.
" Diavalo" put on the greatest individual performance the world had
ever seen. Jack Early and Pete Harmon, wing to wing, stunted until the
crowd was weak from watching and
blind from the flaming sun. The drone
of motors was ceaseless.
Amid the uproar and the cheering
which followed the climax and end of
the exhibition, Jefferson Rolfe was
completely forgotten by Ken Morey,
by the men of the Circus—and by even
the thousands of colored brethren on
the field.
That day the Circus carried ten
thousand dollars' worth of passengers.
The red ships flew until darkness
covered the field. And when night came
there still was a line, four abreast, two
hundred yards long, waiting to " ride
through the air with the World's
Master Birdmen."

RIMES landed his crippled ship.
The right lower was sagging,
broken in half. It collapsed as it
touched the ground. Grimes crawled
out and lit a cigarette. His hands were
shaking and his face was white.
" What an act!" he said hoarsely.
"What the hell do you mean, making a guy jump at five hundred feet?"
stormed Morey. " I thought you had
better sense. I don't blame you for
getting sore. But murder is murder . . ."
" Make who do what?" growled
Grimes.
"Make Rolfe jump with that
chute—"
" Make hell!" snapped Grimes.
" That was his own idea. I had my
hands full trying to keep that crate flying. I didn't have time to watch that
Rolfe guy. When I got wise to what
he was doing he had the harness fastened on him. He got up out of the seat
and stepped overboard. I didn't have
anything to do with him going."
Morey stared. " You mean—he had
guts enough to jump—after that—
The
after that wing business?"

K

CHAPTER III.
GROUND SHY.

EN MOREY was at peace with
the world that night. He felt
drowsy after a perfect dinner.
jitters were gone. The events of
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the afternoon were dissipating tliemselves into a hazy background. Now
and then the unpleasant memory of
two cracked ships surged forward out
of that haze, but without sufficient
force to stir him from his lethargy.
The floor of his room was strewn
with newspapers. Black headlines and
thrilling action pictures stared up at
him.
BIRMINGHAM WITNESSES ITS GREATEST
T H R I E E ! A C E E E Y I N G C I R C U S STUNS
CITY!

SEVENTY T H O U S A N D

WIT-

N E S S SPECTACUEAR EXHIBITION
OE DAREDEVIETRY IN MID-AIR!

Ken Morey could always get a kick
out of circus publicity—even when he
wrote it himself.
And then, the " take," including the
refreshment stands, had been close to
twelve thousand dollars.
He took a deep breath and closed his
eyes. There came a knock at the door.
He did not open his eyes. He merely
said, " Come in."
The door opened slowly and Jeff
Rolfe slipped into the room. His once
proud raiment was in tatters. The
golden helmet was gouged and the gilt
was rubbed off in great spots. H e had
salvaged some of the purple shirt. The
trousers were within inches of being no
trousers. H e stood in the center of the
room, his hands hanging inertly at his
sides, his eyes fixed on Ken Morey's
face. There was a deep laceration from
his forehead to his chin.
Morey opened his eyes slowly. Then
he came bolt upright on the bed as if
propelled by heavy springs.
" Y o u ? " he shrieked. " Y o u ! " And
the great peace which had descended
upon him was shattered and blasted.
" I," said Jefferson Rolfe. " The man
who failed you—" The sonorous voice
was laden with infinite sorrow.
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" You got a hell of a crust coming
here!" stormed Morey. " I figured
you'd be across the nearest State line
before I could get my hands on you—"
" Run away? M e ? " Jefferson Rolfe
shook his head. It was more expressive
than any statement.
Morey relaxed a trifle on the bed.
"Listen," he told Rolfe. " Suppose you
cut out the posing. You're talking to
a guy who has forgotten more about
flying than you'll ever learn. You had
a good story when you first told it,
and I went for it. You took me over—
plenty, but that's in the past. You gave
the people out there a great kick, even
if you did nearly break your neck. So—
the hell with it. But come clean now.
You never flew an airplane for ten
minutes in your Hfe, did you? You
never had a minute's actual instruction
in flying?" H e stared straight at
Rolfe's eyes.
And Rolfe returned the stare. " Not
a minute in my life," he admitted.
There was a little break in his voice.
" And you never were out on the
wing of an airplane in your life—on
the ground or in the air—were you?"
" Never." Rolfe answered in the
same beaten voice.
" And you never made a parachute
jump in your life?"
" No—until this afternoon."
Morey fell back on the bed.
" Well—that beats me. I wouldn't even
draw to fill a hand to tie that one.
You're nuts, Ro\i&! You're the champion liar and supreme fourflusher of
the universe. Nobody is even near
you!"
Rolfe was silent. He stood there,
looking at Morey. In his eyes was the
light of pure torture.
" What in hell is the big idea, then?"
snapped Morey. " You—having those
handbills printed, knowing that you
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had no ship, and couldn't fly. You— people. They will look up to Jefferson
announcing an exhibition you knew Rolfe—and they will know that he has
you couldn't put on!"
led them out of a wilderness—that he
has given them glory and courage—
OLFE's voice was quiet. " I was and the will to try—"
sure—when you saw the handSomething stabbed Morey in the
bills—you'd invite me to appear chest. Perhaps it was the memory of
with your Circus—"
his own dreams, of his own hunger to
" You were willing to let me kill fly at his first sight of a plane. Perhaps
people, wreck ray ships ? And you were it was nothing more than the croonwilling to break your own silly neck? ing sound of Rolfe's deep voice, and
that queer, compelling light in the
For what?"
" Because—I thought there was.such man's eyes.
a thing as a natural flier. One who could
Morey spoke abruptly. " So, you
fly without instruction. I studied the want to stay with us, eh ?"
controls—how to move them. I can sit
" More than anything in the world!"
here in a chair and show you all the
"Would you be willing to dive in
movements made by the stick and grease, carry water, scrub the slime off
rudder to perform any bit of flying. I the bellies of the ships, rassle gas
thought—perhaps, if I had a chance— drums, run errands—"
I could fly—"
" Anything."
He stopped suddenly and swallowed
" Okay," grunted Morey. " I don't
hard. " I couldn't," he said. His voice know why—but I'm going to give you
trailed away to a whisper.
a job. Got any money?"
Morey looked at him. Just looked.
The anger was drained from him.
OLFE looked surprised as if
There was only amazement, perplexity,
money was an unmentionable
remaining. He reached for a cigarette.
something, but he shook his head.
Rolfe's voice went on, but the eyes were
" Here's ten bucks," said Morey,
still dead looking:
going to the dresser, pulling open a
" I didn't run away. I couldn't run drawer, and taking a ten from among
away. You don't understand. Every- three or four hundred other bills.
thing I want in the world is here. " You get yourself a pair of khaki
You have it. I'd do anything in my overalls, some shoes, a room and somepower to earn a share in it. I know I thing to eat. You be at the field at
caused you a loss. Very well, if you seven in the morning—and never mind
will permit, I will work to repay you the Packard limousine to bring you to
for that loss—"
work. You come wearing those over" You're as crazy as hell," snorted alls, get it? No lily of the valley stuff
Morey. "You better get flying out of from now on. The Great Negro Ace
your bonnet and go to work some- is grounded!"
where."
"Yes, sir."
"But—I've got to fly!" begged
" That's all."
Rolfe. " I feel it—it keeps driving me.
" Good night, sir—and thank you."
I have a star, Mr. Morey. It beckons to
When he was gone Ken Morey
me. It is leading me—somewhere. Some reached for the telephone on his bedday I shall be a leader among my sidf table and called Jack Early's room.

R
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" Want a laugh?" he asked when Jack
answered the phone. " I just gave
Rolfe a job with the Circus!"
He waited for Early's explosive reaction, and got it. He laughed and interrupted. " Wait—listen! I'm going to
teach that guy to fly. Wait, now!
Sure—I know—it's just another manifestation of the well known Morey
brand of insanity. But that boy has
guts. Anybody who is willing to risk
his neck, without batting an eye, trying
to fly an airplane without a minute's
instruction, has something on the ball.
And when that same guy is willing to
walk out on a wing and try to do
stunts, when he has never been on wing
before in his life, and maybe never up
in the air, he has still more of the old
moxie.
" And when he does a 'chute jump—
actually does it—when he doesn't know
a parachute from Eddie Stinson—then
that guy has so much of the stuff it
takes that it's going to waste. Sure, I'm
going to teach him to fly! Maybe it'll
have an angle later—^maybe not. But if
he works as well as he talks, and if his
nerve holds out, he'll have his chance."
And Rolfe did have his chance.
Three months later Ken Morey began
giving him flying lessons while the
Circus was in winter quarters at New
Orleans. Rolfe learned quickly, until it
came to the business of making landings. Then he was a washout. In the
air he was a swell pilot. But he never
made a solo landing. He was " ground
shy."
The ground shyness became a personal insult to Ken Morey. He gritted
his teeth and spent whole hours with
Rolfe in a plane, determined that Rolfe
would make good landings. In the end
he had to give it up.
" It's no use, Jeff," he told him.
" You can't make the grade. You have
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a screw loose somewhere. If you keep
on monkeying around with airplanes,
on your own, you'll kill yourself. I
honestly believe I've given you more
than I ever gave a student in my life.
But somehow it didn't take. I'm sorry.
I mean it. I'm sorry."
Rolfe swallowed hard and looked
away. Then he turned to face Morey.
He offered his hand, almost timidly.
" Thank you, Mr. Morey," he said.
" I'll remember you—as long as I live.
If I can't fly, it's my fault, not yours.
You've been the best friend I ever
had."
When Morey came back from town
that night Jefiierson Rolfe was gone.
No one knew exactly where. He was
just gone.
CHAPTER IV.
EVER DAUNTLESS.

T

HREE years later Ken Morey
saw Jeff Rolfe a second time. He
was sitting in the lobby of the
Statler in Cleveland. He was looking
idly through the Plain Dealer. He
turned a page, and a four-column picture leaped out of the page at him. A
picture and a caption.
His jaw dropped open. The picture
was of Jefferson Rolfe. The caption
said:
NEGRO ACE POISED FOR
TO IvlBERIA,

E1,IGHT

There was a running story under
the caption. Morey read every word
of it:
Jefferson Rolfe,
"World's
Greatest Negro Ace," comes out
of Harlem tomorrow to attempt
an achievement unique to his race.
Weather permitting, Rolfe will
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lift his seaplane off the tvaters of
the Hudson River and turn its
nose toward Liheriu, on the west
coast of Africa, in an attempt to
make the longest over-water flight.
Rolfe, a romantic and flaming
figure, has completely captured the
imagination of Harlemites. The
tremendons Negro population of
Nezv York subscribed to the cost
of building the transatlantic ship.
It is expected that the entire population of Harlem will migrate to
the banks of the Hudson River tomorrow to watch the take-off and
to cheer on the Negro flier.
"Well—I'll be damned!" said
Morey. He wanted to laugh. He
wanted to call the boys of the Circus,
to exhibit the picture, to give them all
a laugh. But he didn't. The memory
of Rolfe's face and eyes and voice
arose before him.
" Why, the crazy mug! Liberia! He
couldn't navigate his way to the
Statue of Liberty."
He chewed on his cigar. After a
moment he got out of his chair and
paced the lobby. Then he turned suddenly to the transportation desk in the
hotel and bought transportation to
New York. He told no one connected
with the Circus where he was going.
In New York a taxi took him to
One Hundred and Twenty-fifth Street
and the Hudson River. It was seven
in the morning. From One Hundred
and Tenth Street the taxi had to
crawl through streets crowded with
Harlemites. They were laughing,
shouting. They carried banners and
pennants and placards.
ON TO W B K R I A !

ROOT FOR ROIVFE!

GOODWm FivIGHT ACROSS THE SEA.

The taxi driver grinned as he cursed

and sweated. " This guy Rolfe sure
has those boys and girls stirred up.
Think he'll make it?"
"He'll probably kill himself,"
growled Morey. " Can't you get somewhere with this crate?"
The driver shrugged his shoulders.
He honked his horn. Finally Morey
had to get out and walk the last four
or five hundred yards. He was the only
white man in the crowd.
A cordon of policemen kept the
crowd back. It seemed that certain of
the Harlemites were so excited they insisted upon wading right into the river
to cheer on the Great Ace. Then, after
a half hour's wait, they had reason to
cheer. A limousine came down to the
water's edge, and from it stepped
Jefferson Rolfe.
Morey stared. Rolfe was dressed in
jet black from head to foot. It began
with a jet black helmet on his head.
Went down to a jet black Russian
blouse buttoned tight around his neck
and belted at the belly. Jet black riding
breeches and black boots.
He said nothing, but the roar of the
crowd lifted to greater and greater
frenzies of delight. He stood for a
moment, before entering the launch
which was to carry him out on the
river. There was a sudden silence.
Then he stepped into the boat, and it
chugged out into midstream.
Morey looked at the seaplane bobbing up and down on the swift current
of the river. He wanted to laugh, to
yell. For the flying boat out there was
a tiny F-boat, vintage of 1916, crazy of
construction, and designed for the
training of Navy pilots. It had a gasoline capacity of forty gallons.
It had a crazy four-cylinder motor
in it—the same motor that had burned
a dozen planes like this one because of
the design of its exhaust stacks. In the
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hands of an expert pilot that F-boat
was nothing more than a death trap.
Even if it got into the air it could fly no
more than three hours, at a sustained
speed of forty-five or fifty miles an
hour.
And this was the "transatlantic"
seaplane Jeff Rolfe was going to use to
fly to Liberia!

B

UT the suffocating black mass of
humanity at the water's edge
knew nothing of F-boats. They
only knew that Jefferson Rolfe, the
Black Ace, was going to fly to Liberia
for the glory and honor of the Black
Race. The plane was out there. Rolfe
was climbing into the cockpit. The day
of glory was at hand.
It became like a camp meeting. The
black mass was jittering on its feet.
Voices were singing. Hands were clapping, eyes were rolling. The singing
became a chant.
Morey stood there, a crushed feeling
within him, his eyes looking out over
the muddy run of water.
The prop on the F-boat turned as a
colored mechanic, also dressed in black,
pulled it through. The sound of the
motor came ashore. There was a ripple
of stirred water behind the F-boat. The
singing became wilder, deeper, louder.
It was hypnotic.
Then Rolfe opened the throttle on
the F-boat. The chant became a sustained scream. The F-boat moved over
the water and a white foam formed in
front of its hull. It moved slowly,
gathered speed. The motor raced and
racked. The nose went up and down,
up and down, as Rolfe horsed on the
" Dep-controls." After a struggle the
boat got up on the step. Then it moved
swiftly. It became lighter. It was skipping the surface of the water.
Morey discovered that there was a
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terrific tension in his chest. His mouth
was dry. The F-boat wrenched itself
from the Hudson. It lifted—a dozen
feet or more. It leveled its wings. It
was flying.
And the voice of the black thousands
became ecstatic with excitement.
And then—the F-boat settled. Flattened toward the water. The nose
jerked up. It stalled. It fell off on one
wing. It dived toward the surface. It
disappeared, except for its tail.
There was a great puff of black
smoke. A muffled explosion. The tail
of the boat churned and threshed
above the surface. A patrol boat darted
for the spot. A man went overboard,
dived under the surface, trying to get "*
at Rolfe. Another dived—and another.
After a terrible pause, they came
back to the surface, supporting a limp
figure. They put it in the patrol boat.
They dashed for the shore, working
over it as they dashed.
The silence which hung over the
river seemed to batter at the consciousness. Then a single voice began a
low-pitched croon—a wailing, plaintive,
sobbing chant.
Morey turned away. He fought his
way through the black mass. He went
downtown, to the station—and back to
Cleveland.
Next day the Plain Dealer said:
Jefferson Rolfe, Negro Ace,
failed in his attempted goodwill
flight to Liberia, when his plane
refused to lift its heavy gas load
from the surface of the Hudson
River at New York.
One hundred thousand Harlem
negroes lined the shores to bid him
God-speed, and witnessed the almost fatal end of the attempt. The
plane dived under the waters of
the river, carrying Rolfe, strapped
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in the pilot's seat, unth it. B.vpert
and immediate rescue by the New
York Harbor Police saved Rolfe
from death. The ship was destroyed.
Plans are already under way in
the black metropolis to provide
Rolfe with a bigger and better
plane.
Morey tossed the paper away from
him. " The crazy fool!" he growled.
" The parading, four-flushing idiot!
He knew damned well he never had a
chance to get that thing off the
water—"
And Jefferson Rolfe disappeared a
second time from the notice of Ken
Morey.

CHAPTER V.
FAI<I,ING STAR.

F

ROM the Holy Bible:

The Song of Songs zvhich is
Solomon's.

I am black, but comely, O ye
daughters of Jerusalem, as the
tents of Kedar, as the curtains of
Solomon.
Look not upon me, because I
am black, because the sun. hath
looked upon me: my mother's
children were angry with me; they
made me the keeper of the vineyards; but mine own vineyard I
have not kept.
Thus sang the Queen of Queens
whose name was Sheba. And the
words she sang to Solomon come down
to us to this day, written in gold upon
the pages of the Holy Book, establishing the genealogy of the Royal House
of Abyssinia. Thus does the Imperial
Blood of Judea, of Israel, flow in the

veins of the House of Abyssinia—
Ethiopia—even unto this day.
Thus does it flow in the veins of Ras
Tafari who, with his own hands
crowned himself, Haile Selassie, King
of Kings, Lion of Judah, Emperor of
Abyssinia, in the year of Our Lord,
1928, after vanquishing the chaos and
bloodshed which beset the country.
Thus did a son of the blood of the
great Sahale Selassie succeed to the
throne of his fathers. Thus did he
preserve the eighteen centuries of
written Christian history which is
Ethiopia.
True son of the blood royal was Ras
Tafari. He was straight and strong,
and his eye was the eye of the Eagle.
The love of country boiled within him,
and he labored to restore the ancient
glories of his people.
Even as he mounted the Throne of
his Fathers, and took up the lion skin
mantle, he knew that eyes in Europe
were turned avariciously t o w a r d
Ethiopia, and that certain European
powers itched with the desire to dominate and to exploit Abyssinia.
Out of Eritrea and the Somalilands
danger threatened. Eritrea—for centuries a part of Ethiopia and wrested
from the hands of a weaker Ethiopian
ruler to become a vassal province of a
European power. Ras Tafari looked at
his maps—the ancient maps, and the
maps of his day.
Little by little the land of Ethiopia
had been wrested away. Until at last
the nation was a shadowy outline, held
within the line of the Blue Nile,
Eritrea, British Somaliland, French
Somaliland and Italian Somaliland.
And Ras Tafari lifted his head, and
to his people he said: " Thus far and
no farther shall the borders of Abyssinia recede. No more territory shall
be lost to us. If we are invaded, the
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invader will march through the land
only over the heaps of Ethiopian dead.
When the last Abyssinian is dead, then
only will he conquer."
And, being a wise ruler, he knew
that the ancient weapons of his people
could not prevail against the ponderous
tanks and airplanes and field guns of a
modern enemy. So he took counsel, and
he gathered in Addis Ababa, his capital, men from many nations to advise
him on the defense of his country.
One man came to the Court of the
Lion of Judah from far off America.
He was an expert on flying and airplanes. The Emperor gave him warm
welcome and listened carefully to his
counsel. The American's name was
Ken Morey.

I

IFE had slowed In its tempo for Ken
J Morey. The Powers-That-Be in
American aviation had suddenly
decided that there was no place in the
scheme of things for an outfit like the
Ace Flying Circus. They admitted with
grave nods, in response to Morey's
pleas, that the Circus had done more to
bring flying to the American people,
and to excite the popular interest in
flying than any other single medium—
but, after all, aviation was no longer
hazardous, aviation was no longer a
thing of thrills. Aviation was to be a
thing of fixed routes, of fixed schedules,
of cut and dried procedure.
The ruling went out. No thrills, no
stunts, no exhibitions which might give
people to think that flying was any
more exciting than a Sunday afternoon
drive or a trip from New York to
Philadelphia by train. Big Business
took over flying. Took it over for the
production of dividends and the selling
of stock.
So, after seventeen years, the Ace
Flying Circus came to an end. Its death

57

sentence was a mimeographed form
from the newly-organized Department
of Commerce Aviation Section. No
flying below two thousand feet over
built-up sections. No stunts. No plane
changes. Aircraft were licensed like
automobiles. Pilots were graded according to experience and strange ideas
on the part of non-fliers as to what
should constitute an " examination"
into the " fitness " of a pilot to be entrusted with passengers.
It seemed to make little difference to
the department that the Ace Flying
Circus had carried three million passengers a distance of millions of miles
without scratching a single passenger—
a record of safety and performance
never approached. It made little difference that men like Eddie Grimes
and Barrel-Roll Early had flown eight
and ten thousand hours from all sorts
of fields in all sorts of weather ivithout
instruments and without a crack-up.
So Ken Morey confronted life at a
dead halt, and wandered over the face
of the earth, a trifle dazed, a trifle
shaken, and with nothing to do. For
the Circus had been his life. The pilots
of the Circus went somewhere—to
South America, to China. They lost
themselves.
But Ken Morey was too great a promoter, too great a salesman, to have
flying forget him. Big Business approached Ken Morey in the guise of a
giant Aii'craft Corporation. And
Morey became " Sales Engineer " for a
concern which built nothing but military type aircraft.
As a super-salesman of flying death,
Morey went around the world, leading
his little caravan of experts—riggers,
mechanics and engineers. The huge
packing cases which contained his
" samples " were swung into the holds
of a dozen liners. China, the Balkans,
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Russia, the Argentine, Chile, Columbia, Mexico—he spread his wings over
them all.
He was in competition with the
greatest manufacturers of aircraft in
the world. Once his product was " set
up " ready for demonstration he could
prove his point only by making his
Wasps perform feats impossible to the
competing planes.
With Ken Morey at the controls the
Wasp was the greatest fighting plane
in the world. Without Morey, it was
just another military aircraft. Where
trouble brewed, where the storm clouds
of war threatened, where the thunder
rumbled, there went Ken Morey and
his Wasps. Until he came to Ethiopia—
to the empire of the Lion of Judah. To
the land of the lion skin mantle.

I

N Ethiopia he had the feeling of
having been snatched back along
the roadway of time. For in
Ethiopia the mark of the ancient lay
upon the land, and things were done
as they had been done eighteen hundred
years ago. The walled villages were
entirely Judean in appearance.
The proud, fierce blood was unsullied by foreign admixture. Her
princes and her rulers were still of the
pure blood of Solomon and Sheba. Her
language was the Amharic of the days
of Egypt and Tyre, Jerusalem and
Arabia.
And the Ethiopians! They walked
like kings. Tall, beautifully built, lean
with the power to endure. Faces reflecting a calm dignity. Eyes like the eyes
of eagles, keen, all-seeing, calculating,
fearless. They were dressed in the
woolen or cotton robes of their fathers
and forefathers. Over the robes the
chiefs wore the lion skin mantle. A
lion's mane formed the head-dress of a
chief. The citizen went with his head

uncovered. The prince sat under an
umbrella.
Except for the army of Ras Tafari
there was no change. But Ras Tafari
was the most learned and most intelligent and the best leader among his
people. He knew "politics" and he
knew that " imperialism" was fed
upon conquest and fresh-shed blood.
He knew the meaning of " economic
necessity" as practised against small
nations by a great nation.
So be bought modern rifles and
machine guns—and he wanted to buy
airplanes.
For a long time Morey was to remember that first flight he made over
Ethiopian territory. Five hundred
chiefs and their warriors had gathered
in Addis Ababa to witness the great
demonstration. The emperor himself
had taken seat beside the flying field.
The Wasps had been uncrated and
were gleaming under the hot sun. Fifty
thousand white-clad Ethiopians surrounded the field, which was nothing
more than a marked-off expanse of
open country. A score of Europeans
watched in suspicious hostility.
The sudden roar and beat of the
Wasp's motor seemed to rend and tear
aside the veil of centuries. And then,
the fast-moving, powerful plane had
hurled itself in the air. The whining
drone of the motor seeped into the
nerve fibers of the spectators.
For thirty minutes Ken Morey flew
the Wasp as recklessly, as expertly as
he had ever flown in his life.
Finally, at the end of the exhibition,
when Ras Tafari's eyes were glowing
with satisfaction and triumph, Morey
took the Wasp straight up, ten thousand feet, until it was lost in the glare
of the sunlight filling the heights over
Addis Ababa. And then, with a sweep
of his hand on the controls, he nosed
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it over into a vertical, plunging dive
under full throttle.
The sobbing, ripping scream of the
motor in the Wasp filled the universe.
It rose thinner, more terrible as the
ship rocketed dov^rnward. The fifty
thousand black warriors and civilians
caught the sheen of its diving wings.
They watched in breathless fascination.
Watched, until the ship was diving
straight for them, until it was like a
guided thunderbolt over their heads,
until its screaming, terrible sound tore
at them and set nerves to quivering.
And then, with a hoarse shout, they
broke and ran or threw themselves flat
on the ground to escape the plunging
death.
!UT Ras Tafari did not move on
his throne. He kept his eyes fixed
on the plane. Neither did the
tribal chiefs move. If this was death
they were unafraid—even of this unknown death.
Five hundred feet above their heads
Morey pulled the Wasp out of the dive.
It went raving over them, so swiftly
that eyes could not follow it. And
then the motor beat deafened them as
Morey pulled it up, vertically, until it
again disappeared.
He landed, casually, walked away
from the ship. He was wondering if he
had " sold " the King of Kings on the
Wasp.
An officer-courier of the king spoke
to him. " His Majesty desires to speak
with you."
Morey followed the courier. He
came face to face with Ras Tafari. The
emperor sat and looked at him for a
long moment with his deep-set, burning
eyes. Then he spoke, in a rich, deep
baritone:
" When men are greater than other
men—when one man conquers even the
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elements, as you have conquered them
—when a man can toy with death and
laugh, when he can lift his body of
earth up to the very sun—that man is
fitted for honors."
He took from his own neck a diamond-studded decoration. He touched
Ken Morey on the shoulders with his
hands, and hung the crimson ribbon
with the diamond decoration suspended
from it about Morey's neck. The warriors about the emperor raised a great
shout. Swords flashed from scabbards.
Lances went up. Ensigns were dipped.
The officers about the throne saluted
gravely.
It was not until later that Morey
understood that he had been given the
Star of Ethiopia.
He flew many times after that. He
flew over the Somaliland and Danakil
lowlands, hot and dry. He saw the
basin of the Sobat from the air, with
its steaming death lifting from the
swamps. He looked down upon the
Galla highlands, where all is beauty
and health. He saw the deep valleys of
Takazze and Abbai where the fevers
lurk, and where the climate is so torrid
none but the century-hardened and immunized Ethiopians can live.
The forests and rivers and deserts
and villages of Ethiopia, he saw them
all. He flew along the borders of
Eritrea, and rifles shot at him. He saw
the herds of sheep and the goats and
the fine long-horned oxen. But he saw
no roads, no wheeled traffic—and but
one railroad line. The French road to
Djibouti.
The mud and wattle villages were
like clusters of toadstools. He wondered why a great power should desire
to possess such a land. It would require
a century to colonize Ethiopia, even if
the country could be conquered. It
would require a century and the labors
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of a Hercules to penetrate the mountains, to build roads, to build railroads.
Such a task would bankrupt any
power. And it would bankrupt any
power to keep the Ethiopians in subjugation even if conquered. For when
he looked at them he well understood
that death was the only defeat possible
to these black warriors.
At the end of his flying he sold to
the emperor the two Wasps he had
brought with him from the United
States.
Every day the emperor came out to
look at his new " air force." The
lithe, dangerous-looking ships seemed
to please him, to ease his mind when he
glanced at that Eritrean border from
which danger would come. But with
the exception of Ken Morey, there was
no living person in Ethiopia who could
fly the Wasps.

M

OREY walked on the main street
of Addis Ababa. He was suddenly homesick. He sensed his
isolation in this country. He was suddenly sick for the sound of an American voice, an American face. It began
when the cable came from the Wasp
people: " Remain Addis Ababa awaiting developments Stop Shipping six
Wasps your order Stop Sure you will
be able to dispose of these."
War was in the air. Danger was in
the air. In spite of the fact that he had
been honored by the emperor, the black
faces he passed on the street were
stony-eyed and unfriendly. Foreign
governments were gathering nationals,
urging them out of the country.
In Eritrea divisions of the foreign
army were gathering for the conquest
of the country. Everywhere, the
cavalry of Ethiopia was on the march.
Everywhere, troops were being trained,
rifles were cracking, machine guns

stuttering. Everywhere Ethiopians
were gathering to the defense of the
ancient freedom. Not more than a
dozen white men remained in Addis
Ababa.
Then, in the midst of a step, Ken
Morey suddenly stood still and stared.
Something was coming along the
street. Something in rags; without
shoes, with glaring eyes. Something
half-starved, desperate, even more
isolated from the black population than
white Ken Morey.
And there was something familiar
about that gaunt face—about those
eyes!
Ken Morey uttered a yelp and rushed
forward. "Rolfe!" he shouted. "Jeff
Rolfe! Of all people!"
It was Rolfe, without the gilt helmet,
without the black Russian blouse. His
saddle-colored flesh showed through
the rents in his shirt. His mouth was
dry and his tongue swollen. His face
had the look of sufifering and starvation.
He stood still -and stared with his
red-rimmed eyes.
"Mr. Morey!" he said thickly.
" Mr. Morey—"
He seemed to expend half of his
strength in uttering the words. He
swayed on his feet, fought to keep
erect.
Morey grabbed him by the arm. It
was a dozen steps to the hotel. He halfsupported him up the steps. He eased
him down on a chair before a table.
He gave him water first, then food.
And Rolfe ate like a wolf, tore at the
food with his white teeth.
They spoke no word for half an
hour. Then Rolfe said, " Thank you."
Very simply.
They went upstairs. Morey rummaged through his trunk. He was trying to forget the sight of Rolfe's feet,
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cut and bruised. He found clothing
that Rolfe could wear.
While he searched for the clothing
he grunted words at Rolfe. Just words,
to keep his voice gruff, and to keep his
gladness at the sound of an American
voice under control.
" I saw that exhibition you made of
yourself on the Hudson—that Americato-Liberia FUght," he threw over his
shoulder. " So you didn't take my advice and bury all that Black Ace
stuff."

T

HERE was a long silence from
Rolfe.
Then, "You saw that?" he answered dully. " I'm sorry. Even when
I was going out in the boat, to that
silly F-boat, I wondered—if you were
present."
" You knew damned well you couldn't
fly an F-boat to Africa!" charged
Morey hotly. "You knew you never
took a boat of any kind off the water
in your whole life. What was the idea
of making a show of yourself? More
glory, eh? More 'natural flying,' I
suppose?"
" No, I knew I couldn't fly an F-boat
to Africa." Rolfe's voice was still dull
and tinged with pain. " It wasn't natural
flying. But—I had to make the try. It
was for the honor—of my own kind."
"Honor!" grunted Morey. "Honor,
to take in a couple of thousand gullible Harlem Negroes? Mulct them of
the money they put up to buy the ship.
Honor, to parade down Lenox Avenue
in that outfit I saw you wearing?"
" You don't understand, Mr. Morey,"
said Rolfe. " I went to New York to
get a job—any kind of a job. I got to
be a superintendent of a colored apartment house—janitor would be a better
name. Then, one day, somebody saw
those press books I had—from the old
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flying circus days. That somebody, I
don't know who, told a newspaper
man.
"The newspaper printed a story
about how Jefferson Rolfe—the Black
Ace—was working in Harlem as a
janitor. They came around and took
pictures. And then, suddenly, all
Harlem was on my front doorstep.
Before I knew it, before I could stop it,'
there was a collection being taken up
for a New York-to-Liberia flight. I
was to do the flying. Some dishonest
persons formed the organization, took
advantage of the story in the papers.
They used my name—as if I was at the
back of it all."
He stopped to take a deep breath,
and went on: " Those promoters handled all the money—bought that crazy
F-boat—announced that I was to make
the flight on a certain day. I saw none
of the money. I had nothing to do with
it. But I could not back out. They
would have called me a coward. They
would have sneered at the colored race
if I had backed out after the stories.
So—I went down to the river. And
you saw what happened."
" Suppose you had gotten that crate
into the air, suppose you had started to
fly ? Then what—with forty gallons of
gas?"
Rolfe's eyes looked out through the
open window. " I t would have made
little difference to me," he said, without
dramatics. " I would have flown
straight to sea—kept flying, until the
gas was gone. It seemed that life was
done for me. Everything I wanted
seemed impossible because I was black,
or because of myself. There was no
place for me. It would have been much
simpler. But that kindness, that disappearance—even that was taken away
from me. The ship would not fly. I had
to go back to face it. The sneers."
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There was another long silence.
" I decided to come here, Mr. Morey.
I thought that in this land of blacks—
in this country of my own people,
where the Negro is proud of his history
and his lineage I might find my place.
I worked a way to Europe, to France.
I stowed away at Marseilles on an
African boat. They found me—I
escaped. I got another boat—and
another.
" And then it was Somaliland. I rode
the bumpers of the railroad cars across
the desert from Djibouti until they
threw me off in the middle of the
desert. But—somehow I got here."
He shook his head with sudden bitterness. "But people. I can't understand them or even tell them why I am
here. Out there on the street, I think, I
was dying when you saw me."

H

IS voice trailed away, to flare
again with a sudden spark. "But
the war is coming. They talk
about nothing else. There are planes
and troops and artillery thronging into
Eritrea."
" F o r a guy who had a star,"
grinned Morey, "you certainly are
getting hell knocked out of you."
" I have a star," said Rolfe, almost
in a whisper. " It brought me here—it
drove me through heat, when I could
not feel my own feet. It held cold
water to my mouth when I was dying
of thirst. I have lost everything I once
thought I possessed—excepting my
star."
He gazed with blank eyes across the
expanse of country beyond the city.
" Somehow," he said, almost to
himself in a queer, crooning voice, " I
know it will rise here—against the
heavens—under this sky."
" Aw, you're crazy as hell!" groveled
Morey. " You better forget all that

stuff. I'll take you back with me when I
go. I'll see that you get some kind of
a job."
" I'm not going back." Rolfe's hand
struck against his chest like a drum
beat. "I feel it here."
CHAPTER VI.
WINGED

T

mAtS.

HE war came to Ethiopia with
the suddenness of a sharply-drawn
breath. In one hour there had
been peace. And in the next hour a
courier came riding into the city, his
horse white with lather and buckling
at the knees. A courier, a warrior—
armed with the ancient weapons of his
people, bleeding from a score of
wounds, falling on his face before the
palace of Ras Tafari, shouting in a
husky voice:
" The war-birds of the enemy have
struck, O King of Kings! There is
death in the villages—the death that
kills without being seen—that falls
from the bellies of the man-birds!
Women and children are among the
dead, O King of Kings, for the death
of the enemy spares none, the noise of
the enemy man-birds is terrible in the
land!"
And Ras Tafari by this knew that
the enemy, treating him with a contempt supreme, had made war upon
him, without even the formal declaration of hostilities usual between civilized people, and had struck at a point
where the telegraph could not flash
news of the attack.
Then Ras Tafari stood erect. His
hands were clenched at his sides and
fire blazed in his eyes.
" So be it!" he boomed in his deep
voice. " God is our witness. We have
done no thing to provoke this war.

PRODUCED BY UNZ.ORG
ELECTRONIC REPRODUCTION PROHIBITED

BLACK ACE
We have been long-suffering and
patient. We have asked nothing but to
be left in peace vfithin our own borders.
Now our people have been killed, and
foully. Now we are attacked. Now
we are treated like slaves.
" Better to die free than to live enslaved. Let the trumpets sound and let
the war begin. Let the lightnings blind
and the thunder crash. Let there be
killings and the taking of prisoners—
for this does our enemy demand of us.
And if God wills that our enemy
should march across our country, let it
be only when there is none living to
witness our shame. I have spoken."
A great shout went up within the
city. And the armories were opened
and the troops were armed with the
new weapons which Ras Taf ari, in his
wisdom, had provided against this day.
Machine guns were snatched by eager
hands, and avid hands reached for and
received new rifles. And ancient warriors fondled the new weapons. The
Ethiopian cavalry, which had never
known defeat in fifty centuries, trotted
across the plain, thousands and thousands, white burnouses fluttering in the
still air, the acrid dust stirred up by the
feet of the horses rising above the
columns. Curved swords swinging
from saddles and high-powered rifles
thrust into rifle boots slung from the
same saddles.
They rode at a gallop past the emperor. The swords were snatched out
of the scabbards, leaped upward like
lances of living flame in the imperial
salute. The voices ^of the horsemen
came out of their chests as they shouted
his name. They rode away, toward the
borders of Eritrea. Guns rumbled
after them, and the infantry followed
the moving dust columns.
And Ken Morey, with Jefferson
Rolfe, watched it all from the balcony
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of the hotel. There was a stirring
within Morey and his hands itched for
the feel of controls, and for the feel of
hot machine gun mechanism, and the
stabbing clatter of the guns blasting at
an enemy. But he gave no sign.
Rolfe, his somber eyes filled with
lights and shadows, watched, and there
was a hunger within him, and a loneliness. For there was no place for him
among those thousands below.
The two Wasps stood on the field,
alone, like thoroughbred horses awaiting the hand of a master.
The telegraph clicked incessantly.
The enemy was striking from a dozen
sources. The ground troops of the
enemy attacked and recoiled before the
fierce resistance of the Ethiopian tribesmen. The Ethiopian cavalry swept
through barrages of machine gun fire.
They were completely indifferent to
death. They sabred the enemy machine
gunners at their guns. The battle cry
was the defy of Ras Tafari. " Better to
die than to live as slaves."
The enemy troops were suffering
torture in the heat. They were burned
by fevers and wasted with dysentery.
More and more thousands of them
poured across the Eritrean border.
But everywhere the Ethiopian troops
held the vantage points and would not
be dislodged. Vantage points they
knew by heart after the lessons of warfare throughout those fifty centuries.

T

HEY held the vantage points, and
could not be dislodged—until the
scream and drone of whining
motors came from overhead and concussion and shock and impact rained
down on them. Until the earth about
them staggered and flamed and was
blasted by bombs dropped from the
bellies of the enemy planes. Until
whole villages were wiped out in the
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space of one minute. Villages, miles
from the fighting line. Villages, with
everything which had lived dead, and
the black smoke of destruction rising.
The man-birds — they were like
agents of God. They were like swiftflying Angels of Death, passing with
the screaming of angry wings, and
dealing death to the defenseless. They
killed, and the Ethiopian troops were
beginning to believe that something
supernatural shrieked through the air
in those planes. Supernatural—immortal—because the Ethiopian troops
fired with machine guns and rifles at
those planes—but no plane fell.
Ras Tafari paced the halls of his
palace, his face troubled and his brain
weary. Ras Tafari knew the meaning
of morale. He knew that enemy airplanes alone could not c o n q u e r
Ethiopia. But they could break the
morale of Ethiopian t r o o p s . They
could break the morale of a civilian
population. The troops and the civilians
could understand fighting man to man
to the death. But to be killed—out of
the heavens—by an unknown death.
Well—those simple primitives knew
that only God could deal death from
the heavens.
Ras Tafari knew that it must be
shown to them that these enemy airmen
were not gods. The troops must know
the airmen were not immune against
death. They must understand that they
were mortal as any Ethiopian soldier.
Ras Tafari prayed that a miracle
would occur. That in some way these
enemy planes would encounter disaster.
That at least one of them would be shot
down, so that its pilot could be exhibited to the people as a mere man.
But no miracle took place. The
enemy planes ranged far and wide.
They continued to shower death.
Sometimes the enemy planes caught

Ethiopian cavalry in the midst of great
open spaces. And the earth became a
shambles littered with dying and gutted men and horses. Then the enemy
attacked Ankober from the air.
The people of Addis Ababa saw the
survivors of Ankober. Saw gashed
bodies, faces stiff with terror. They
heard tales of black night with the
sudden sound of droning from afar,
and then the scream of diving planes
and the crashing of explosions. Of
vi^hole streets wiped out in one instant.
Of bodies flying upward into space, and
falling, dismembered, ghastly. Of
parents splattered with the blood of
their children.
The survivors made way into the
capital city. Terror was written upon
their faces and their bodies.
The people of Addis Ababa waited
in silence. Waited for the enemy to
strike at the capital. The first enemy
to approach near enough to strike such
a blow in all the centuries of the
Ethiopian nation. They waited for the
curtain of death to fall upon them. '

K

EN MOREY awoke with a start.
He was at first conscious of the
terrible, heavy, oppressive heat.
He lifted his body from the hot, sodden
surface of his bed and listened. There
was a nervous pulse beating in his
chest.
Then he heard the sound which had
seeped into his subconscious and had
awakened him.
It was like a far-ofJ, low moaning.
He straightened suddenly and his feet
struck the floor. He crossed the room
to the windows with one leap. He
thrust his head out into the Abyssinian
night. He looked up at the star-strewn
sky. The sound became louder, angrier.
It was like the approach of a typhoon.
He whirled, snatched at clothes and
A 2—9
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his money belt, grabbed for his pistol.
He thrust his feet into his trousers. He
kicked open the door of his room and
raced down the steps.
That far-off moaning! He knew that
sound. Enemy bombers. Multi-engined,
long-range aircraft. Coming out of
Eritrea against Addis Ababa, laden
with tons of violent death.
He crashed open the door of Jeff
Rolfe's room. He shouted into the
darkness within the room:
"They're coming! They're coming!
Get up out of there before you get murdered ! Get the hell out into the open!"
The sound out of the black heavens
was like a dull knife cutting through
flesh.
There was no answer from Rolfe.
Morey pawed for the light switch. For
one instant a glare illumined the room.
Long enough to reveal an empty bed.
Rolfe was gone.
Morey raced to the ground floor and
out into the street. He found himself
amid a flood of women in white burnouses. The women were leading
whimpering children. Donkeys were
moving through the streets, the clicking sound of little hoofs strange
against the background of that moaning sky.
Troops trotted about. At street corners machine gun crews were mounting
guns on tripods.
But Morey knew they might have
saved themselves the effort. One does
not kill hawks with popguns, when the
hawks are flying at altitudes of more
than a mile.
Subconscious instinct directed Morey
for the open space which had been
given over to a flying field for the
Wasps. He elbowed and fought his
way through the teeming streets while
the ominous, rising whine from the
heights grew nearer and nearer.
A3—9
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Somehow he got to the field. He
saw his two Wasps standing on the
line. . The men he had brought with
him from the States were running
about the field, clutching . useless
weapons, stopping now and then to peer
up into the black heavens. He shouted
to them:
"Get those ships under cover!" And
even as he shouted he knew himself
for a fool. Under what cover? There
was no cover—only the great open expanse of the field.
He was still two hundred yards from
the nearest ship when he heard the
bafking of a motor in the nose of one
of the Wasps. He stopped dead in his
tracks. He stared. He caught the
jerky movement of a propeller turning
through its first revolutions. He heard
the whining of the inertia starter.
He knew, even as he stared, that it
was impossible for that propeller to be
moving. That, too, was a part of the.
nightmare. But the propeller was moving! And a shadowy shape was climbing into the cockpit of the Wasp.
He shouted again. He ran madly
toward the ship.

B

UT the roar of the motor blanketed
his shouts. Flame spat from the
exhaust stacks. The Wasp turned
into the wind, ran free on its wheels,
picked up speed—faster and fasterlaunched itself into space. It went
boring upward.
Morey came to a panting halt.
" What a fool!" he said in a strangled
voice. " What a fool!" His eyes,
straining, followed the shadowy
course of the spiraling Wasp.
With the exception of Ken Morey
there was only one man in Ethiopia
who could fly. And there was only one
man in the world crazy enough to attempt suicide in a pursuit ship he had
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never flown, and which he could never
land. That man was Jefferson Rolfe.
And Morey knew that Rolfe was in the
cockpit of that Wasp—climbing up and
up, to meet the threat,of the enemy
bombers.
High above, still concealed by the
darkness, the enemy bombing formation dived earthward. They came with
the complete contempt of men who
knew well that nothing can oppose
them or do them harm. They dived in
formation. The thin note of the multimotors became a shrill screaming.
They were over the city—down under
five thousand feet. They were suddenly visible. They grew wings out of the
blackness. They assumed shape.
Then there was a blinding, searing
flash of flame from amid the houses of
the city. The earth rocked with the explosion. A geyser of flame, whitecored, burst upward. A dozen houses
erupted violently, lifted into the air,
became falling rubble, showering down
on the heads of the hundreds in the
streets. There was the suggestion of
white burnouses caught up and whirled
around in that maelestrom of destruction, before the burnouses were dissolved in the flame.
A hoarse, animal-like scream broke
from the throats of the milling people.
Then a score of bombs fell upon
them at one time. Flame, like a running liquid, broke out of the wreckage,
ran along the streets, licked at the
white burnouses, added to the horror.
A sound from the heights seemed to
interrupt the falling death. A new
sound—jagged, staccato. The tidal
wave of death seemed to abate before
the sound. It seeped down out of the
heights in which the bombers flew. One
thing in the world made such a sound—
machine guns! Machine guns chattered
up there in the blackness.

The formation of bombers was
tossed into confusion by the sound.
The big ships seemed to recoil. Through
the droning of the enemy motors
came the single furious note of an
American motor under full throttle. It
was a scream, a challenge. In the
midst of the scream the machine guns
jabbered and hammered in short, sharp,
deadly bursts.
A strange quiet grew up within the
stricken city. Even the wounded forgot
to moan. The still living stood, faces
upturned to the star-filled sky, watching the slashing play of the shadows,
and listening to the machine guns.

T

HE Wasp was white. It ripped
through space like a white comet,
[t came tearing in at a bomber on
the extreme left of the formation. The
guns in the Wasp chattered again. The
bomber staggered, lurched drunkenly.
A sudden, great cry arose from the
streets of Addis Ababa. There was
flame in the skies—like the flame on the
earth. Flame, licking eagerly at the
nose and belly of one of those great
night flying destroyers. Flame which lit
the marking on the wings of the big
ship.
The white comet slashed over the
wings of the stricken bomber, pounced
upon a second of the big ships. In its
wake came a terrific explosion. A
smear of orange green flame lit the
heavens like a monstrous flashlight.
Out of the explosion flew broken wings
and a broken tail section, A man tumbled head over heels through space trying to save himself with a parachute.
The enemy formation churned about
in confusion. Pilots were fighting to
save themselves from collision. Wings
threshed about. The big ships banked
slowly, attempted to escape the white
comet which struck at them.
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A machine gunner in the fuselage
of one of the bombers lined the white
Wasp in his sights, squeezed the trigger, carefully, slowly. The gun muzzle
squirted flame full into the face of the
Wasp. The little ship veered sharply.
Then it dived headlong at the machine
gunner, and its own guns answered
viciously. Little ghostly fingers flitted
across space between the ships, seemed
to caress the fuselage of the bomber—
seemed to burst into red rockets.
On the ground, Morey stood, his
face white, his hands clenched, watching Jefferson Rolfe in the white Wasp.
He knew one belt going through those
twin guns was loaded with incendiary
shells, the other with explosive cartridges. He had demonstrated those
agents of death to the emperor. But
Ras Taf ari was getting a better demonstration of the terrible little death
capsules than ever Ken Morey had
been able to arrange.
The high explosive bullets broke
against the fuselage of the second
enemy ship. There was a series of
broken explosions, and then tendrils of
fire along the tracery cut into the
bomber by the incendiaries.
Two more men went overboard from
the bombers, fell and fell, lit by the
red glare of the burning city and by
the glare of the burning fragments of
the bomber falling slowly downward
through space.
There was the grinding, crumpling
sound of the two ships smashing together—of metal-sheathed wings reduced to junk, and then the wailing of
falling ships.
. And through it all, the constant
stabbing of machine guns. Enemy guns
and the guns in front of Jeff Rolfe's
cockpit.
The bombers' formation was destroyed. They were fighting to save
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themselves, now the fight drifted
farther and farther to the northeast.
One after the other the bombers, as if
by signal, withdrew from the action,
went winging into the darkness—were
swallowed up.

T

HE white Wasp pounced upon the
last of them, dived madly into the
face of point-blank machine gun
fire. It ripped at the great black shape,
flame stabbing from twin gun muzzles
—and then, was suddenly silent. Only
the droning whine of its motor came
down to earth as the last of the
bombers lurched drunkenly and staggered after its fellows into the northeast.
A heavy silence settled over the
earth, broken only by the crackling of
the flames on the earth, and the sound
of the throttled motor in the Wasp.
The people stood staring at the darkness overhead, splashed with the blood
of their own kin, burned by the fire
which gutted their own homes. They
stood huddled, as the children of Israel
must have stood when the hand of
Jehovah delivered them out of peril.
The descending sound of the white
Wasp crept nearer and nearer to the
earth, until there was no motor sound.
Merely the whispering of the wings.
It came over the field, at last, a white
wraith, slipping sharply to lose forward speed. It settled, a little at a time.
It seemed to hover over the ground as
if reluctant to return to earth. Then
there was a little bumping of its wheels
as it struck perfectly and rolled to a
stop.
Ken Morey found himself racing
over the field—racing ahead of a black
wave which raced after him. He
reached the side of the Wasp's cockpit,
clutched at it with his hands.
" You fool," he choked. " You fool!"
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Rolfe was sitting very straight in the
cockpit. His face was drawn, but there
was a grim smile about his mouth. He
sat there, his head turned a little, looking down at Morey, that smile moving
the corners of his mouth.
His voice seemed to ebb and flow
with his breathing. " Did you see it ?
Did you see it?"
" H o w could I miss it?" demanded
Morey. "You flew rings around those
babies! A couple of them are down!
That last one will be down before it
goes ten miles \"
" I—I don't mean the bombers," said
Rolfe. There was a little flutter in his
deep voice. " I mean—the landing! The
landing! I could feel it. Down on all
three points. The first perfect landing
I've ever made. And in a Wasp!"
Morey grinned whitely. " Sure—
you're a pilot now, Kid! I saw it. Just
like an old-timer!" He jerked his hand
away suddenly. It felt wet and sticky.
He wiped it on the fuselage. It left a
red smear for the palm and little red
tracks for each finger.
" I didn't tell you," went on Rolfe's
voice. " One of the reasons I came here
was you. I read you were here. Somehow I knew you would be here—when
my star rose. I felt it. I wanted you to
see it more, I think, than anyone in
the world—^my star—in the sky."

M

OREY was working silently and
desperately at the strap holding
Rolfe in the seat. He knew
Rolfe was hurt, badly. He could hear
the rasping of breath, he could see the
jerky rise and fall of Jefif Rolfe's chest.
" Listen to that!" he told him, almost
like a croon, as he worked to free Rolfe
from the cockpit. " Listen to them
scream—yell! Listen to those guns
being fired! You're a hero, Jeff. Right
in front of the King of Kings himself

—what a spot for a show like that!
The whole town is in a panic—and then
you smack those bombers! You've got
'em het up to the point of frenzy!
They're like maniacs—dancing in the
light of the fire burning up the city—
dancing over the bodies of the dead!"
His voice halted, trailed away. The
strap came away from Jeff Rolfe's
belly. As it came away, Rolfe fell forward in the seat. His head struck
against the forward crash pad. His
neck seemed limp.
He put out his hands slowly and
pushed himself erect. The grim smile
was still around his mouth, but the lips
were curling up over the white teeth.
"I'd like to make another landing
like that," he said, and his breathing
whistled. " Just to—^know it was no
mistake."
Voices were screaming behind them.
Voices of Ethiopian officers and soldiers. "Look! See! He's black—black
—black!" The word ripped over the
heads of the mob, tossed like a chip on
the ocean. It became like a chant.
"Black—black."
"Get back, get back!" Morey was
screaming at them. But they stood,
quivering with the frenzy of joy which
possessed them, shuffling in the stepless
dance. Staring, white eyes out of IJlack
faces, at the figure in the cockpit—at
Jeflf Rolfe.
And as they stared and shrieked Jefif
Rolfe died. There was the pressure of
his hand on Ken Morey's hand. A light
of pure triumph flooded his eyes. His
mouth moved.
"Thank—you—" he said. "Thank
you. It was a good landing—wasn't
it?"
His body slumped down into the
seat. Ken Morey fought his way
through the mob, away from the side
of the Wasp. He was crying. Tears ran
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off his face, and he did not so much as
realize the fact.
All through the night ten thousand
white burnouses kept watch on the
field, black faces and white eyes turned
toward that white ship. A great silence
fell upon the multitude. Only now and
then a crooning, deep voice chanted a
few bars of a song older than any
written words. Older than Cheops.
Older than the Sphinx—older than the
walls of Jericho. Chanted softly the
threnody of a hero.
And a chorus took up the song, iowtoned, reverent,

W

HEN the sun came up, burnouse
clad soldiers lifted Jefferson
Rolfe out of his plane. A carriage of the King of Kings bore him
back to the city. They dressed him in
the white of Ethiopia, and over him
they spread a lion skin mantle to mark
his rank, and upon his breast the King
of Kings fastened the Star of Ethiopia.
The great multitude stood in silence.
The Alhuna of the Abyssinian
Church, who in Ethiopia is like the
Pope of Rome, stood over the body of
Jefferson Rolfe and lifted his arms to
the heavens. His Egyptian face was enraptured and his eyes were wet. His
deep voice, like the voice of a great
organ, fell upon the people.
"At—^like a Black Star he arose in
the night, and the heat and flame of
his passage through the skies ignited
the bodies of our enemJes."
And from the multitude came the
answering deep: " Ait At!"
" Ai—like a Black Winged Lion of
Jehovah did he smite them, our oppressors. Like a Black Winged Angel
of Death did he cast them down and
trample upon them."
" Ai! Ail"
" Death he did not fear, nor destruc-
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tion. Into the ranks of the enemies did
he throw himself, and his sword of
flame cut a mighty swath and fear
came into their souls!"
"Ail
Ai!"
" And the God of our Fathers hung
this Black Star in the Heavens as a
sign, and through his servant Rolfe
spoke unto us:,'Fear ye not, ye children of Ethiopia, for as this my servant has humbled well the pride of thine
enemies, so will I also deliver them into
thine hands, and I will not suffer thee
to be enslaved.'"
"Ai!
Ai!"
" And we will build a temple of black
basalt, higher than any temple, and
in it we will place what the God of our
Fathers has left to us of His servant,
Rolfe. And our children shall come and
stand before the temple and lower their
eyes. And they shall say among themselves, even as we say: ' This was the
Black Star which hung in the night sky
over Addis Ababa as a sign to all the
people. And under the sign did the
people conquer. And under the sign did
thev go forward, unafraid.' "
"Ai!
Ai!"
And when the Alhuna was done,
then did the emperor stand over
Jefferson Rolfe, in his hands the sceptre
of the King of Kings. And he touched
the body of Jefferson Rolfe lightly
with the golden sceptre, and said: " I
create thee Ras of Ethiopia. Thou art
noble, and those of thy blood—since
the beginning of time!"
And they bore him away to the
Great Church, and placed him before
the altar.
And the people of Addis Ababa
looked up at the heavens and were unafraid, and they scattered from the city
and took up abode in the open places
where the death from the bellies of the
enemy planes could not harm them.
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But on the frontiers the soldiers of
Ethiopia, amid the rocks of the mountains, and the trees of the forests,
fought like inspired men, for the tale
of the coming of the Black Star had
spread among them. And it seemed
that the very animals and insects of the
earth and air fought for them, and the
sun in the heavens grew white with a
great heat and withered the might of
the enemy, and sickness and despair
fell upon them. And the fierce charging
cavalry struck them, and the curved
blades whistled and sang through the:
air. And the earth was strewn with the
enemy dead.
AND often Ras Tafari paused in his
/ ~ \ endless pacing in the courtyard
of the palace and his eyes sought
out the dome of the Great Church, and
a strange light came into his eyes. For

the miracle Ras Tafari had sought had
been granted him. For a breathless
moment a Black Star had been suspended in dazzling brilliance in the
Ethiopian heavens, and the centuries of
Ethiopian independence were secure.
And sometimes in the night strange
dreams came to Ken Morey also.
Dreams in which golden helmets and
golden boots appeared to him—a river
with a crazy plane floating on the tide
—and then a voice, exultant in its very
agony, whispered—" it zvas a good
landing."
And something would take Ken
Morey by the throat and strangle his
breath and awaken him, and his eyes
would look out of the window toward
the heavens, toward the stars. As if he
sought to locate one star among the
myriad galaxies which were strewn
across the heavens of Ethiopia.

THE END

^

The Valuable

Coyote

OR nearly twenty years now the coyote has been trapped for its fur.
F
After certain coarse hairs have been pulled out, the coyote makes an
excellent raccoon coat.
—/. W. Holden.

MY

STORY

by JN^orma Millen
Her Own Story Published for the First Time Anywhere.
The tragic story of the girl-bride of Murton Millen the murderer.
POIGNANT, DRAMATIC, GRIPPING, AND TRUE.

She was eighteen years old, the lovely daughter ot a minister, and she
married a man who, with a brother Irving and the collegian, Abel Faber,
was arrested for the hold-up of the Needham Trust Co., and the murder of
two policemen, They had left a bloody trail behind them in other hold-upa
too. The three went to the chair. Norma Millen went to Dedham jail.
She Is the enigma of the Millen case. Is she innocent or guilty? Here Is
one of the greatest true stories ever published.

Read it in the November 9th issue of

DETECTIVE FICTIOBf WEEKLY
l O C

—ON SALE WEDNESDAY, OCT. 30th —

l O C

PRODUCED BY UNZ.ORG
ELECTRONIC REPRODUCTION PROHIBITED

Norma Millen

