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Figures were running toward me. There was a loud boom—the finish of the Gull



    
THE NEXT-TO-LAST LAUGH

By Raoul Fauconnier Whitfield


A test-pilot—the man who tries out new types of airplanes—has about the most hazardous job known—as witness this exciting story.

Illustrated by Willilam Mott


Funny things happen at Rook Field, and that fact isn’t so surprising. All sorts of nuts try to put something together that will do something in the air that has never been done before—and if the boys think that the something has a third of a chance it’s given a try-out. MacComas has a pretty level head, and it isn’t every inventor who can get his pet theory into a hangar at Rook. But enough of them do to make things interesting.


Now Eric Burnson had a duraluminum-surfaced baby plane that was supposed to be a world-beater. After listening to what Burnson said it should do I got the idea that it hardly needed a pilot. I didn’t say a thing. It was Joe Curtis who spoke up.


“We had one something like this baby, a year ago,” he stated grimly. “But I was lucky—I happened to be flying the big ones.”


Burnson was short and rather stocky. He had thin features, a high forehead, and very peculiar eyes—he seemed to be seeing right through things. They were gray, and the pupils appeared to be slightly dilated. He burned right through Joe’s blue eyes, nodding his head slightly.


“Perhaps the designer of the baby plane was fortunate, too,” he stated quietly.


Joe’s face didn’t change, but his eyes narrowed just the slightest degree.


“He was,” he returned grimly. “He didn’t go up in his ship—and Lew Bellows came down fourteen thousand in a loose-winged spin. We haven’t had a tricky ship here, not one as tricky, anyway—until MacComas told us that—”


Joe stopped. Burnson smiled with tight-set lips.


“That my plane was accepted for tests, eh?” he finished. “Sorry—but can’t you do a sneak?”


Joe flushed. “Don’t have to go that far,” he snapped. “I’ve already told Mac that I refuse to fly it.”


That was coming back at Burnson pretty strong. I caught the faint flicker of rage that flashed in those gray eyes; then it was gone, and the inventor smiled coldly.


“That’s your privilege, of course,” he stated. “I’ve had the Burnson up two thousand. But I’m not qualified to test my own ship as thoroughly as an experienced pilot.”




    
Joe Curtis shrugged his shoulders. He looked Burnson squarely in the eyes.


“It would be a damned good idea,” he said slowly, “if some of you fellows learned to fly before you started inventing!”


I started to cut in, to say something that might break the tension. But I couldn’t think of anything decent enough. And Burnson came right back.


“The creative and the mechanical mind are quite different,” he stated coldly. “A chauffeur seldom helps to improve the automobile industry.”


And that got Joe. He’s pretty much of a fighter, anyway. I thought for a split second that he was going to swing on Burnson. But he didn’t. He just laughed.


It was one of those throaty, nasty laughs, packed with contempt, and I saw Burnson stiffen. Then there was a little silence, broken by the scraping of Joe’s chair as he shoved it back.


“I’m not laughing at you, Burnson,” he stated, his voice coldly amused. “I’m laughing at that crate of yours. And it isn’t the last laugh, either. The public will give you that. I’m giving you the next-to-last laugh!”


Then he got to his feet, swung around and strode from the Field-office room in which the four of us had been gathered.


Burnson’s face was white, and the hand that rested on the table which held his blueprints was clenched tightly. MacComas, the superintendent of the testing end at Rook, was frowning. A door slammed back of the departing Joe Curtis.


“He’s off his feed,” I suggested, after a little silence.


The Super shook his head.


“That isn’t it, Al,” he told me. “How about it, Burnson—has he any real scrap with you?”


Burnson shook his head. “It happens that I’m not crazy about him,” he stated directly, “but I’ve never clashed with him—until just now. Never had much contact with him, actually.”


MacComas looked at me.


“Want to do the work on the baby Burnson, Al?” he asked.


I hesitated—but not long. It’s the practice at Rook to put it up to a test-pilot. Sometimes ships lie around in the hangars or on the dead-line for weeks before they get into the air. Taking off a trick ship for the first time is a big gamble. But I had a hunch that Burnson knew his stuff.


“I’ll feel her out—this week,” I said slowly, “if it’s all right with Mr. Burnson.”


Eric Burnson nodded. “I’m glad to have you work on my plane,” he stated simply. “I suggested Curtis because he’d been doing a lot of small-ship testing. Naturally, I think he’s wrong in figuring that the Gull won’t pass measure.”


I grinned. “It’s all in the game,” I stated. “And I don’t want to live to be a hundred, anyway.”


MacComas grunted. “You will,” he said grimly. “Only the good die young!”




    
This Gull plane of Eric Burnson’s was supposed to revolutionize the flying game. It was a very small single-seater, and it had been designed to adopt most of the principles of natural bird-flight. It was supposed to be able to get off a pocket-handkerchief field, and to land on building roofs. A graceful little thing it was—and it looked fast.


When it hit dirt the wings ceased to support the ship—and were planned to act as air brakes, stopping all forward motion. The elevators could be spread fan-tailed in flight. It was tricky—there was no doubt about that. And the trickier they are, the more dangerous they are; but if the ship was up to snuff it would move everything along fast—in the air.


But I decided that I’d be sure and inspect my ’chute-pack before I took the Gull off. And I also decided that I’d get altitude without rocking the boat any more than I had to rock it. If I could get five thousand or better it wouldn’t be so bad. I could take a chance on getting clear, at that altitude.


I was thinking things over when I climbed the stairs of Ma Gray’s house, four miles from the Field—we haven’t any quarters at Rook—and headed for my room. The door was partly opened, and when I got inside I found Joe Curtis sitting on the bed, a scowl on his face.


“A great guy, you are!” I stated. “You sure ran out of that job sweet and pretty!”
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“They grabbed you for the dirty work, I suppose,” Joe muttered. “She’ll fall apart in the air, Al!”



    
Joe swore softly. “And they grabbed you for the dirty work, I suppose!” he muttered. “She’ll fall apart in the air, Al.”


I grinned. “I’m being paid good coin for testing ships,” I stated slowly. “MacComas accepted this one. Somebody’s got to do the trick!”


“Well—” Joe lighted a pill—“that somebody doesn’t have to be me. And it won’t be you!”


I stiffened. Joe and I had been pretty thick for a couple of years, but we hadn’t reached a point where we told each other what we could and what we couldn’t do.


“No?” I questioned. “How come, Joe?”


He just smiled. “When do you figure on getting her off the ground?” he asked slowly.


“I haven’t started to figure yet, Joe,” I returned.


He chuckled. “The only reason I asked, Al,” he came back, “was because that’s a mighty intelligent ship—according to Burnson. And I’ve got some good cigars over at my room. Didn’t want to leave a window open and have it fly in after the smokes.”


But Joe wasn’t fooling me any by using the funny stuff. So I gave it to him straight.


“Don’t mix in on this deal, Joe!” I warned. “Mac passed the assignment to me—and I’m testing that Burnson plane. You’ve had your laugh. Now give Burnson a chance to have his.”


Joe Curtis flicked the ashes from his pill. His eyes were little slits.


“It might not be a laugh,” he stated. “Not for you, anyway.”


I swore softly. “You’re getting old and sentimental, Joe,” I told him. “You do your stuff—and I’ll do mine. Just because you turned Burnson down and I didn’t—”


“You did,” Joe interrupted grimly; “only you’re not wise to that fact yet!”




    
As I mentioned before—a lot of funny things happen at Rook Field. And some happen that aren’t so funny. The morning after I had the little chat with Joe Curtis, MacComas called me to the Field in a hurry. I drove out, and caught him at his desk.


“Listen to this one, Al,” the test-boss ordered, picking up a piece of white paper from his desk. “Just came through the mail, postmarked from the city. Typewritten and unsigned. All set?”


I nodded. Mac read in a low voice:


“Take our warning and don’t test Burnson’s Gull. It’s curtains for the pilot who rides her in the sky. She’ll never get altitude for a jump. MacComas, don’t be a killer!”


Mac paused, tossed the note over to me. I read it carefully. Then I tossed it down on the desk again.


“Well?” I asked. “What about it?”


“Who sent it?” Mac asked me.


I shook my head. I thought of Joe Curtis. But Joe hadn’t had time to get to the city, which was about fifty miles distant—not to get there and have the letter come back in the first morning mail.


“You win!” I stated. “Some crank, I suppose. Or maybe some ship designer who thinks Burnson might have the goods.”


MacComas grunted. “I don’t like the last line,” he stated slowly. “I’ve never sent a man up in a ship that he didn’t think was right. This Gull is the biggest freak we’ve had here in a long time. But somehow, I figure that Burnson—”


He stopped, and I finished it for him.


“Has the goods?” I asked.


Mac shook his head. “Not exactly that,” he stated. “But he has enough to rate him a test. We haven’t gone forward very far—in the air. Al, how do you feel about the Gull?”


I grinned. “I want to skyride her,” I came back steadily. “I’m curious.”


Mac nodded. “Well, I wanted you to see this note,” he said. “She’s ready for the air, isn’t she?”


“She is,” I replied. “I’m going to have a talk with Burnson this morning—and I’ll bounce her around the Field a bit after lunch. May not get her up until tomorrow, though.”


The test-boss nodded. “Take your time, Al,” he stated. “And if you get feeling funny about it—just tell me.”


I shook my head. “It’ll be all right,” I stated. “We may have a world-beater. I’ll chase along and meet Burnson. Forget about the note, Mac.”


He smiled, and I headed for the hangar at the south end of the Field, in which we were keeping the Gull. There were quite a few things I wanted to talk over with the piercing-eyed Burnson.


He was to show up at nine. But at ten there was no sign of the inventor. At eleven I called the small hotel in which he had been putting up, a few miles from the Field. They hadn’t seen him since the previous noon. He wasn’t at the Field, and I knew the man well enough to be sure he’d be on the job—with tests for his pet plane close at hand! He’d been working two years on the Gull, and had been dreaming about it for ten.




    
I got Mac, and we drove over to the hotel. After considerable talk they let us into his room. The bed hadn’t been slept on. Everything was in perfect order. Burnson’s bags and extra clothing—both were in the closet.


“Let’s get back to the Field,” Mac suggested. “If we don’t locate him within a few hours, there’s only one thing to do.”


We didn’t locate Eric Burnson, and Mac called the police and told the story—at about three bells. And while he was doing it, I suddenly woke up to the fact that I hadn’t seen Joe Curtis around the Field. That was unusual. Joe loved his ships—he was always about. Not once in the last four months had I failed to see him, unless I knew where he was. I thought of his final words, the night before: “You did! Only you’re not wise to that fact yet!” Meaning that I’d really turned Burnson down, as he had, only I didn’t know it. And the “yet” was significant.


I shook my head slowly. “Joe wouldn’t mess up a Government deal like this,” I muttered to myself. “He isn’t that dumb.”


But I thought of the note. It had been written by some person who knew planes, and knew Rook. Burnson had disappeared—and Joe Curtis was not around the Field.


When Mac had finished giving the police the little information he possessed, I told him about Joe. It’s all right to tell Mac these things—he understands. He shook his head.


“Looks bad,” he stated. “Joe’s gone and lost his head—that’s all. He’s been working too hard, and I didn’t notice it. He’s sore at Burnson, anyway. Never has liked him because he’s been so sure of that Gull plane. And he thinks a lot of you, Al. He’s done something—”


Mac broke off abruptly, staring beyond me, toward the door of the Field-office. I faced around—and into the room walked Joe Curtis. He was smiling. But he didn’t say a thing. He half-turned toward the door—Eric Burnson was following him in!


Burnson’s face was white. His eyes held an expression I couldn’t quite fathom.


“Where in hell have you been?” Mac muttered, being the first to recover. “We’ve got the police looking—”


“I’m all right,” Burnson interrupted in a low, steady tone. “There was an”—he hesitated, and his eyes flickered to those of Joe Curtis, and then went back to Mac’s again—“an accident!”


“An accident?” I stared at the inventor. “What kind?”


“It happened to a friend of mine,” Burnson stated, and managed a faint smile. But it wasn’t a go. All three of us knew he was lying. His eyes showed it.


Mac shrugged his shoulders. He turned toward the telephone.


“I’ll tell the police you’re here,” he stated. “Thought we’d better play safe. There’s been some publicity about the Gull, and I figured some crank might have had it in for you.”


Then Joe Curtis laughed. And I saw rage flash in Burnson’s deep-set eyes. He was controlling himself with an effort, that was certain.




    
Mac made his report to the police. Joe grinned as he heard the test-boss state that there had been an “accident.” Nothing serious, Mac explained. Everything was all right now. He hung up, and then faced us.


“Well,” he stated, addressing the inventor, “you gave us a scare! But I suppose the affair is your own business. Al was waiting for you to— We want to get your ship in the air within a few days.”


“I’ve changed my mind about the Gull,” Burnson said, slowly and rather unsteadily. “Something has come up—and I’ve changed my mind.”


That was all. There was absolute silence in the office. Mac was staring at Burnson, but my own eyes went from the inventor’s to those of Joe Curtis. And Joe just sat there with a grin on his lean, browned face. Mac spoke first.


“Changed your mind?” he muttered. “What about?”


Burnson spoke more rapidly this time. Color was returning to his face, his thin features.


“I’ll fly the ship on the first hop-off,” he said quickly. “And then, if she seems to handle well enough—I’d like to have—” He hesitated, his eyes meeting mine momentarily—“to have Curtis carry on the remaining test work.”


I stiffened. Joe pulled out a pack of cigarettes from his pocket.


“It’s all right with me,” he stated cheerfully. “Glad to try it, Mr. Burnson.”


Mac frowned. I just looked at Joe through narrowed eyes. He lighted a pill.


“If she’s right—suppose you take her up just before dusk, when the air’s quiet,” Joe suggested to Burnson. “Then I’ll do some work tomorrow—if she’s still right.”




    
Burnson’s eyes gleamed. But he just nodded his head. Mac looked at me.


“Al had the assignment,” he commenced doubtfully, “and it seems to me that—”


“Show them the letter you got, Mac,” I interrupted, and the test-boss handed it to Joe. Burnson moved to his side—they read it together. I watched Joe closely.


“Bunk!” he muttered. “I don’t think the Gull’s that bad. It sounds like a joke to me.”


Burnson was muttering something to himself. I smiled grimly at Joe.


“You ought to know!” I told Joe, and walked out of the room. When I got outside, with the door slammed back of me, I heard Curtis laugh again. And I was very sure, then, that he did know.


But I couldn’t figure the game out. Joe Curtis had come in with Burnson. And Joe was relieving me—and getting the test-job on the Gull. After he’d turned it down in the first place, he was taking it now. Why? And why, also, was Burnson letting him have it? Certainly the two men hated each other. They couldn’t mask their feelings enough to hide that.


The more I thought of it—the more hot I got. It wasn’t that I was crazy about testing the Gull. But I didn’t like to see Joe step in and grab the job; not after what he’d said. And Burnson was letting him get away with it. And so would Mac. If the inventor wanted Joe—he’d get Joe. That was almost a creed of the Field. But did Burnson want Joe?


“Not on your life!” I muttered, and pulled up short.


I’d been walking blindly along the dead-line, and I’d reached the hangar in which the Gull was kept. And that gave me the big idea. I didn’t like those laughs of Joe’s. They went mostly for Burnson, but they included me, too.


“All right!” I muttered, “we’ll see who gives this baby the first test!”


And I headed for Burnson’s duraluminum-surfaced, fan-tailed Gull.




    
I had her on the dead-line, and was feeling out the controls, when I jerked my helmeted head and saw Joe emerge from the Field-office. The crew was back out of the way, and the engine of the little girl had revved up all right. We were set for the take-off. I’d have to pass up the ground-hopping, but that didn’t mean so much, anyway. I had a pet ’chute-pack strapped to me, and was sitting on it comfortably.


Joe turned his head my way—and I waved a hand. He let out a yell that I didn’t hear because of the throttled-down exhaust rumble, and leaped off the steps that led to the Field-office door. I saw MacComas bouncing out—and then Burnson. And I gave her the gun.


“The next-to-last laugh for Joe,” I muttered; “the last laugh for me!”


She rolled. Out from the dead-line into the wind. She didn’t need much ground on which to take-off. I got her tail up, sitting tensely in the cockpit and saying a few of my favorite test-prayers. She skidded a bit, and I used the rudder to straighten her out. But she wasn’t handling right. And for once the prayers didn’t take.


We hit a ground-gust. Her nose dropped. I jerked the joy-stick back. The nose came up—but her tail dropped. She didn’t zoom—she did skid. Her under-carriage struck; something crackled. I thought for a split second that we were going to crack up right then.


But we didn’t. We got off—and this time we stayed off. The baby Gull climbed—climbed up into the sky minus most of her under-carriage!


I sat tight, and held the ship in a mild climb. Testing was out of the question now. In a ship of the Gull’s size, loss of even a portion of the under-gear meant ragged flight. And the Gull was in the air now for the first time.


At three thousand I tried a mild bank—and she almost got away from me and slipped into a spin. But I managed to get her back on even keel again. Staring down and back, I got a glimpse of ground-crew men holding up the wreckage. As if I wasn’t fully aware of the fact that I’d battered part of it loose!


At five thousand I got around in a bank, but the Gull’s air work was sloppy, and she had a left wing-droop. The only thing that was functioning right was her engine.


“Looks like a hop-over!” I muttered. “Can’t land this baby—not in this shape!”


The Gull was supposed to land slow, and on a small field. But not without under-carriage! I could risk a stall landing, but even then I’d crack up pretty badly. I couldn’t see what was left below, but it was a sure thing that not much of the two wheels and the tail-skid remained. A ’chute-jump seemed the only way out.


I got two thousand feet more altitude. It wasn’t the first time I’d been over the side, but the conditions weren’t the best for a getaway. I’d have to handle the Gull as long as I could, and the cockpit was so tiny I’d have to wriggle out of it. But it had to be done.




    
About a half-mile to the north of the Field, figuring on the wind drifting me back toward Rook, I climbed the Gull at about a thirty-degree angle. Slipping the safety-belt, I squirmed out of the cockpit, holding the stick as long as I could. When I released it, I had one foot on a wing surface, and as the nose dropped down I got the other one over. My left hand gripped a strut; the right one fumbled for the rip-cord ring, and found it.
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Then I let go—it seemed as if I missed the tail assembly by inches. I counted seven, and jerked the rip-cord ring.



    
Then I let go. It seemed as if I missed the tail assembly by inches. I somersaulted down, counted seven—jerked the rip-cord ring. The lead parachute got out—and then the bigger spread crackled in the air. There was a terrific jerking—the harness tightened about my body. And I was drifting now—drifting beneath the ’chute toward Rook Field.


Figures were running toward me as I neared the north end of the Field. There was a loud boom—the finish of the Gull. I wondered how Burnson would take it. And then I flexed my legs, made ready for the seventeen-foot-a-second contact with the earth.


I landed hard, and was out of the ’chute before it could drag me. Feeling pretty shaky, I sat down and dug a pill out of my khaki shirt pocket. And while I was lighting up, Joe Curtis reached me.




    
He stood looking down at me, breathless and scowling. I managed a grin.


“You damned idiot!” he muttered finally. “After all I did—”


Then he shut up. But that was enough for me. I was mighty curious.


“Spill it, Joe!” I stated. “What did you do?”


“I flew in and sent that note to Mac!” he stated grimly. “And then I cornered Burnson over in town—and made him take a drive with me, and give me a promise or two. He didn’t want to do it—but he came through, finally.”


I nodded. “Figured you did it, Joe,” I stated. “But why? You were going to fly that ship.”


“Like hell I was!” he came back. “Not until Burnson took off first. And I’m not so sure that he would have taken off. She was rotten underneath, Al—and I knew it. Burnson practically admitted it—this morning, after I stuck a gun under his face and got him out of town. He wasn’t sure, of course. But he had to sacrifice something—to get what he wanted. And he eased up on the under-gear. Why, you didn’t give it a hard rap, but it ripped right off! He nearly went crazy when he saw what had happened. Then he keeled over, fainted.”


Joe shook his head slowly. “And after all I did—trying to keep you from breaking your neck—”


I chuckled. The other fellows were coming up now. “Guess he’ll be more careful on the next one, Joe,” I said. “If you hadn’t been so high-hat—”


“You’d only have laughed at me!” Joe cut in. “Just because I turned it down, you were sure I was sore because you grabbed it. And besides, it was only a hunch. Inspection didn’t show any great weakness.”


I grinned. “I was after the last laugh, Joe,” I muttered. And then I got to my feet. “But I guess you get the candy—with the next-to-last laugh!”


Joe just grunted. “With a head like yours,” he stated sarcastically, “you wouldn’t have needed a ’chute-pack.”


I let it go at that.



    Notes on the Text

    
    This story appeared in The Blue Book Magazine, June, 1928.
    It is believed to be in the public domain in the United States;
    copyright status may differ in other countries.
    






*** END OF THE PROJECT GUTENBERG EBOOK THE NEXT-TO-LAST LAUGH ***



    

Updated editions will replace the previous one—the old editions will
be renamed.


Creating the works from print editions not protected by U.S. copyright
law means that no one owns a United States copyright in these works,
so the Foundation (and you!) can copy and distribute it in the United
States without permission and without paying copyright
royalties. Special rules, set forth in the General Terms of Use part
of this license, apply to copying and distributing Project
Gutenberg™ electronic works to protect the PROJECT GUTENBERG™
concept and trademark. Project Gutenberg is a registered trademark,
and may not be used if you charge for an eBook, except by following
the terms of the trademark license, including paying royalties for use
of the Project Gutenberg trademark. If you do not charge anything for
copies of this eBook, complying with the trademark license is very
easy. You may use this eBook for nearly any purpose such as creation
of derivative works, reports, performances and research. Project
Gutenberg eBooks may be modified and printed and given away—you may
do practically ANYTHING in the United States with eBooks not protected
by U.S. copyright law. Redistribution is subject to the trademark
license, especially commercial redistribution.



START: FULL LICENSE


THE FULL PROJECT GUTENBERG™ LICENSE


PLEASE READ THIS BEFORE YOU DISTRIBUTE OR USE THIS WORK


To protect the Project Gutenberg™ mission of promoting the free
distribution of electronic works, by using or distributing this work
(or any other work associated in any way with the phrase “Project
Gutenberg”), you agree to comply with all the terms of the Full
Project Gutenberg License available with this file or online at
www.gutenberg.org/license.


Section 1. General Terms of Use and Redistributing Project Gutenberg
electronic works


1.A. By reading or using any part of this Project Gutenberg
electronic work, you indicate that you have read, understand, agree to
and accept all the terms of this license and intellectual property
(trademark/copyright) agreement. If you do not agree to abide by all
the terms of this agreement, you must cease using and return or
destroy all copies of Project Gutenberg electronic works in your
possession. If you paid a fee for obtaining a copy of or access to a
Project Gutenberg electronic work and you do not agree to be bound
by the terms of this agreement, you may obtain a refund from the person
or entity to whom you paid the fee as set forth in paragraph 1.E.8.


1.B. “Project Gutenberg” is a registered trademark. It may only be
used on or associated in any way with an electronic work by people who
agree to be bound by the terms of this agreement. There are a few
things that you can do with most Project Gutenberg electronic works
even without complying with the full terms of this agreement. See
paragraph 1.C below. There are a lot of things you can do with Project
Gutenberg electronic works if you follow the terms of this
agreement and help preserve free future access to Project Gutenberg
electronic works. See paragraph 1.E below.


1.C. The Project Gutenberg Literary Archive Foundation (“the
Foundation” or PGLAF), owns a compilation copyright in the collection
of Project Gutenberg electronic works. Nearly all the individual
works in the collection are in the public domain in the United
States. If an individual work is unprotected by copyright law in the
United States and you are located in the United States, we do not
claim a right to prevent you from copying, distributing, performing,
displaying or creating derivative works based on the work as long as
all references to Project Gutenberg are removed. Of course, we hope
that you will support the Project Gutenberg mission of promoting
free access to electronic works by freely sharing Project Gutenberg
works in compliance with the terms of this agreement for keeping the
Project Gutenberg name associated with the work. You can easily
comply with the terms of this agreement by keeping this work in the
same format with its attached full Project Gutenberg License when
you share it without charge with others.


1.D. The copyright laws of the place where you are located also govern
what you can do with this work. Copyright laws in most countries are
in a constant state of change. If you are outside the United States,
check the laws of your country in addition to the terms of this
agreement before downloading, copying, displaying, performing,
distributing or creating derivative works based on this work or any
other Project Gutenberg work. The Foundation makes no
representations concerning the copyright status of any work in any
country other than the United States.


1.E. Unless you have removed all references to Project Gutenberg:


1.E.1. The following sentence, with active links to, or other
immediate access to, the full Project Gutenberg License must appear
prominently whenever any copy of a Project Gutenberg work (any work
on which the phrase “Project Gutenberg” appears, or with which the
phrase “Project Gutenberg” is associated) is accessed, displayed,
performed, viewed, copied or distributed:


    This eBook is for the use of anyone anywhere in the United States and most
    other parts of the world at no cost and with almost no restrictions
    whatsoever. You may copy it, give it away or re-use it under the terms
    of the Project Gutenberg™ License included with this eBook or online
    at www.gutenberg.org. If you
    are not located in the United States, you will have to check the laws
    of the country where you are located before using this eBook.
  


1.E.2. If an individual Project Gutenberg electronic work is
derived from texts not protected by U.S. copyright law (does not
contain a notice indicating that it is posted with permission of the
copyright holder), the work can be copied and distributed to anyone in
the United States without paying any fees or charges. If you are
redistributing or providing access to a work with the phrase “Project
Gutenberg” associated with or appearing on the work, you must comply
either with the requirements of paragraphs 1.E.1 through 1.E.7 or
obtain permission for the use of the work and the Project Gutenberg
trademark as set forth in paragraphs 1.E.8 or 1.E.9.


1.E.3. If an individual Project Gutenberg electronic work is posted
with the permission of the copyright holder, your use and distribution
must comply with both paragraphs 1.E.1 through 1.E.7 and any
additional terms imposed by the copyright holder. Additional terms
will be linked to the Project Gutenberg License for all works
posted with the permission of the copyright holder found at the
beginning of this work.


1.E.4. Do not unlink or detach or remove the full Project Gutenberg
License terms from this work, or any files containing a part of this
work or any other work associated with Project Gutenberg.


1.E.5. Do not copy, display, perform, distribute or redistribute this
electronic work, or any part of this electronic work, without
prominently displaying the sentence set forth in paragraph 1.E.1 with
active links or immediate access to the full terms of the Project
Gutenberg License.


1.E.6. You may convert to and distribute this work in any binary,
compressed, marked up, nonproprietary or proprietary form, including
any word processing or hypertext form. However, if you provide access
to or distribute copies of a Project Gutenberg work in a format
other than “Plain Vanilla ASCII” or other format used in the official
version posted on the official Project Gutenberg website
(www.gutenberg.org), you must, at no additional cost, fee or expense
to the user, provide a copy, a means of exporting a copy, or a means
of obtaining a copy upon request, of the work in its original “Plain
Vanilla ASCII” or other form. Any alternate format must include the
full Project Gutenberg License as specified in paragraph 1.E.1.


1.E.7. Do not charge a fee for access to, viewing, displaying,
performing, copying or distributing any Project Gutenberg works
unless you comply with paragraph 1.E.8 or 1.E.9.


1.E.8. You may charge a reasonable fee for copies of or providing
access to or distributing Project Gutenberg electronic works
provided that:


    	• You pay a royalty fee of 20% of the gross profits you derive from
        the use of Project Gutenberg works calculated using the method
        you already use to calculate your applicable taxes. The fee is owed
        to the owner of the Project Gutenberg trademark, but he has
        agreed to donate royalties under this paragraph to the Project
        Gutenberg Literary Archive Foundation. Royalty payments must be paid
        within 60 days following each date on which you prepare (or are
        legally required to prepare) your periodic tax returns. Royalty
        payments should be clearly marked as such and sent to the Project
        Gutenberg Literary Archive Foundation at the address specified in
        Section 4, “Information about donations to the Project Gutenberg
        Literary Archive Foundation.”
    

    	• You provide a full refund of any money paid by a user who notifies
        you in writing (or by e-mail) within 30 days of receipt that s/he
        does not agree to the terms of the full Project Gutenberg™
        License. You must require such a user to return or destroy all
        copies of the works possessed in a physical medium and discontinue
        all use of and all access to other copies of Project Gutenberg™
        works.
    

    	• You provide, in accordance with paragraph 1.F.3, a full refund of
        any money paid for a work or a replacement copy, if a defect in the
        electronic work is discovered and reported to you within 90 days of
        receipt of the work.
    

    	• You comply with all other terms of this agreement for free
        distribution of Project Gutenberg™ works.
    



1.E.9. If you wish to charge a fee or distribute a Project
Gutenberg™ electronic work or group of works on different terms than
are set forth in this agreement, you must obtain permission in writing
from the Project Gutenberg Literary Archive Foundation, the manager of
the Project Gutenberg™ trademark. Contact the Foundation as set
forth in Section 3 below.


1.F.


1.F.1. Project Gutenberg volunteers and employees expend considerable
effort to identify, do copyright research on, transcribe and proofread
works not protected by U.S. copyright law in creating the Project
Gutenberg™ collection. Despite these efforts, Project Gutenberg™
electronic works, and the medium on which they may be stored, may
contain “Defects,” such as, but not limited to, incomplete, inaccurate
or corrupt data, transcription errors, a copyright or other
intellectual property infringement, a defective or damaged disk or
other medium, a computer virus, or computer codes that damage or
cannot be read by your equipment.


1.F.2. LIMITED WARRANTY, DISCLAIMER OF DAMAGES - Except for the “Right
of Replacement or Refund” described in paragraph 1.F.3, the Project
Gutenberg Literary Archive Foundation, the owner of the Project
Gutenberg™ trademark, and any other party distributing a Project
Gutenberg™ electronic work under this agreement, disclaim all
liability to you for damages, costs and expenses, including legal
fees. YOU AGREE THAT YOU HAVE NO REMEDIES FOR NEGLIGENCE, STRICT
LIABILITY, BREACH OF WARRANTY OR BREACH OF CONTRACT EXCEPT THOSE
PROVIDED IN PARAGRAPH 1.F.3. YOU AGREE THAT THE FOUNDATION, THE
TRADEMARK OWNER, AND ANY DISTRIBUTOR UNDER THIS AGREEMENT WILL NOT BE
LIABLE TO YOU FOR ACTUAL, DIRECT, INDIRECT, CONSEQUENTIAL, PUNITIVE OR
INCIDENTAL DAMAGES EVEN IF YOU GIVE NOTICE OF THE POSSIBILITY OF SUCH
DAMAGE.


1.F.3. LIMITED RIGHT OF REPLACEMENT OR REFUND - If you discover a
defect in this electronic work within 90 days of receiving it, you can
receive a refund of the money (if any) you paid for it by sending a
written explanation to the person you received the work from. If you
received the work on a physical medium, you must return the medium
with your written explanation. The person or entity that provided you
with the defective work may elect to provide a replacement copy in
lieu of a refund. If you received the work electronically, the person
or entity providing it to you may choose to give you a second
opportunity to receive the work electronically in lieu of a refund. If
the second copy is also defective, you may demand a refund in writing
without further opportunities to fix the problem.


1.F.4. Except for the limited right of replacement or refund set forth
in paragraph 1.F.3, this work is provided to you ‘AS-IS’, WITH NO
OTHER WARRANTIES OF ANY KIND, EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT
LIMITED TO WARRANTIES OF MERCHANTABILITY OR FITNESS FOR ANY PURPOSE.


1.F.5. Some states do not allow disclaimers of certain implied
warranties or the exclusion or limitation of certain types of
damages. If any disclaimer or limitation set forth in this agreement
violates the law of the state applicable to this agreement, the
agreement shall be interpreted to make the maximum disclaimer or
limitation permitted by the applicable state law. The invalidity or
unenforceability of any provision of this agreement shall not void the
remaining provisions.


1.F.6. INDEMNITY - You agree to indemnify and hold the Foundation, the
trademark owner, any agent or employee of the Foundation, anyone
providing copies of Project Gutenberg™ electronic works in
accordance with this agreement, and any volunteers associated with the
production, promotion and distribution of Project Gutenberg™
electronic works, harmless from all liability, costs and expenses,
including legal fees, that arise directly or indirectly from any of
the following which you do or cause to occur: (a) distribution of this
or any Project Gutenberg work, (b) alteration, modification, or
additions or deletions to any Project Gutenberg work, and (c) any
Defect you cause.


Section 2. Information about the Mission of Project Gutenberg


Project Gutenberg is synonymous with the free distribution of
electronic works in formats readable by the widest variety of
computers including obsolete, old, middle-aged and new computers. It
exists because of the efforts of hundreds of volunteers and donations
from people in all walks of life.


Volunteers and financial support to provide volunteers with the
assistance they need are critical to reaching Project Gutenberg’s
goals and ensuring that the Project Gutenberg collection will
remain freely available for generations to come. In 2001, the Project
Gutenberg Literary Archive Foundation was created to provide a secure
and permanent future for Project Gutenberg and future
generations. To learn more about the Project Gutenberg Literary
Archive Foundation and how your efforts and donations can help, see
Sections 3 and 4 and the Foundation information page at www.gutenberg.org.


Section 3. Information about the Project Gutenberg Literary Archive Foundation


The Project Gutenberg Literary Archive Foundation is a non-profit
501(c)(3) educational corporation organized under the laws of the
state of Mississippi and granted tax exempt status by the Internal
Revenue Service. The Foundation’s EIN or federal tax identification
number is 64-6221541. Contributions to the Project Gutenberg Literary
Archive Foundation are tax deductible to the full extent permitted by
U.S. federal laws and your state’s laws.


The Foundation’s business office is located at 41 Watchung Plaza #516,
Montclair NJ 07042, USA, +1 (862) 621-9288. Email contact links and up
to date contact information can be found at the Foundation’s website
and official page at www.gutenberg.org/contact


Section 4. Information about Donations to the Project Gutenberg
Literary Archive Foundation


Project Gutenberg™ depends upon and cannot survive without widespread
public support and donations to carry out its mission of
increasing the number of public domain and licensed works that can be
freely distributed in machine-readable form accessible by the widest
array of equipment including outdated equipment. Many small donations
($1 to $5,000) are particularly important to maintaining tax exempt
status with the IRS.


The Foundation is committed to complying with the laws regulating
charities and charitable donations in all 50 states of the United
States. Compliance requirements are not uniform and it takes a
considerable effort, much paperwork and many fees to meet and keep up
with these requirements. We do not solicit donations in locations
where we have not received written confirmation of compliance. To SEND
DONATIONS or determine the status of compliance for any particular state
visit www.gutenberg.org/donate.


While we cannot and do not solicit contributions from states where we
have not met the solicitation requirements, we know of no prohibition
against accepting unsolicited donations from donors in such states who
approach us with offers to donate.


International donations are gratefully accepted, but we cannot make
any statements concerning tax treatment of donations received from
outside the United States. U.S. laws alone swamp our small staff.


Please check the Project Gutenberg web pages for current donation
methods and addresses. Donations are accepted in a number of other
ways including checks, online payments and credit card donations. To
donate, please visit: www.gutenberg.org/donate.


Section 5. General Information About Project Gutenberg electronic works


Professor Michael S. Hart was the originator of the Project
Gutenberg concept of a library of electronic works that could be
freely shared with anyone. For forty years, he produced and
distributed Project Gutenberg eBooks with only a loose network of
volunteer support.


Project Gutenberg eBooks are often created from several printed
editions, all of which are confirmed as not protected by copyright in
the U.S. unless a copyright notice is included. Thus, we do not
necessarily keep eBooks in compliance with any particular paper
edition.


Most people start at our website which has the main PG search
facility: www.gutenberg.org.


This website includes information about Project Gutenberg,
including how to make donations to the Project Gutenberg Literary
Archive Foundation, how to help produce our new eBooks, and how to
subscribe to our email newsletter to hear about new eBooks.




OEBPS/3708652470905485020_illus-fpc.jpg
1T he

RAOUL FAUCONNIER
WHITFIELD

A test pilot — the man who
tries out new types of air-
planes— has about the most
hazardous job known—as
witness this excitind story.

Illustrated by William Molt






OEBPS/3708652470905485020_illus-002.jpg





OEBPS/3708652470905485020_illus-001.jpg





OEBPS/3708652470905485020_cover.jpg
Price 25 Cents JUNE. 19 28

30Cents —r-rH E
BOOK”

~ BLUE

= ;MAGAZklNE

800 N okt
arence rerer
) EXPCTICH(CS ,,vovg LETTE | BertramAthey Goffers





