gust
In Canada 3(_k

|COME THE
YANKS!

George F. Eliot

IRST ACTION




P} August, 1930
/ Vol. 29 Whole 8%

Here Come the Yanks! (Novel) ......... s George F. Eliot 8
Great action-history saga of the A.E.F. :
Jetelb by - .. . Ted Tinsley 52
Private Eddie came from old Ten’t Avenoo.

Wildcat Wilfred Potts. . ....................... Charles C. Mason 102
White collar clerks make warriors! :

Ghoat Bayomets. - .~ . .~ ... . .- .....Will R. Bird 128

Dread was the mystery of Graveyard C‘orm’r

The Spy Trail

Devil-Dogs Are Dynamite! (Novelef). . ............... Kay Dufly 78
Belgium, Boche, a girl—and a Marine! ; : ,
Teeth of Treachery.......................... Wilson S. Freesland 144
’ Deep bites the red blade of a spy!
The Sky Birds
Flame of Gallantry (Novelet) ................ William Doughty 156
Blood and battle in the skies of Araby. ‘
JustBegemtoFisht, ... ............. J. Winchcombe-Taylor 64 |
His wings were broken; but Mallon was a Yank.
Fight and Laugh — : ‘
~ Go Lay an Egg' ..... Tip Bliss 116
Oh, ostriches is funny birds—Parleyvoo!
Water Wagon Wagrionth.,. -~ .- == .. .. L. B. McNicol 181

What, herd mules when there’s action up the lme?
| Special War Features

Smashing Through Russia! (True Feature)....... Barton Black 60
A tale with more wallop than mere fiction.
TheDoughboyBattlegram................................1.... 77
Solve 1t, and win a royal prize. :
Trapping the Kaiser’s Spy (True Feature) ....... Major F, 0. X. 140
T'old by the secret service ace who did it.
MyPalContest.......... 115 Joke Contest............... 180
Fried Chicken . . ... . ..... 13¢ ; Dogent - ... 188

Published monthly and copyrighted, 1930, by the Dell Publishing Co Inc 100 Fxfth Avenue, New York, N. Y
George T. Delacorte, Jr., President; H. Homg Vice-President; A. Morel Secretary George T. Delacortg, T, detgr
Richard A. Martinsen, Ea. scutive EdltOl' Chxcago Advertxsmg Office: 149 S. Dgarbom Street, Chicago, Tt . E
2 tered as second-class matter at the post-office at New York, N. Y., under the act of March 3rd, 1879. Pukbl
- U.S.A. Also copyrighted in Great Britain. Yeaer subss:npt;pn $2 50. Single copies, 25 cents. In Canadl ia, 30 cents
Canadian subscription, $3




HERE was a sergeant
got lost in there in
the dark and he was
stepping on graves

[ and dead men. He

| kicked something

like a hard ball and

- = it was a head, and

~¢hen somebody took hold of his arm,
~ and led him out of there. It was a
~ ghost, a big, tall Frenchman, dressed in
a black suit, top hat and all, with his
eyes out and his face as white as plaster.
He took the sergeant back to the trench
and said, ‘If you come in here again
~ you’re a goner,” or something like that,

‘The other chaps laughed at the sergeant
~ when he told them that, but one night
= - he I%gt' mixed again and went in there—

A b Gt

GHOST
BAYONETS

By
WILL R. BIRD

NO MAN’S LAND—Night and
the Boche grimly guarded the
dread mystery of Graveyard Cor-
ner, death-place of the fighting

Yaonke .. ... :

and tripped over a wire and broke his
neck——7" -

“Cut that damn tripe.” The thin,
nervous voice in the dark was cut off by
a savage growl. ‘““You got the ‘Canary’
so scared now that he’s shakin’. Cut it
out, and no lights or smokin’, for we’re
going’ in to Graveyard Corner right
now.”’ :

The sergeant of Ten Platoon got up
from the bank where they have been
resting and stepped down into the black
void of a communication trench.

“Where’s this we’re going?” asked
the sixth man in the file behind him.
“That chap behind us has been talking 3
about ghosts ever since we started. He’s
trying to start something.” 3

“Search me, Jimmy,” came a soft
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“Thls here’s the worst place on this

front. You can see by watchin’ the

flares that we’re in a sort of salient, and

~ the ground’s so flat ahead that we can’t
- put out patrols. Heinie would just
~ murder them with a cross fire. The only
~ cover there is, and the only chance for
patrols, is over on the right, where
there’s a dry ditch along a French road
that runs into his lines. You look over
that way and you’ll see the stubs of the
trees alongside it. Of course Heinie’s in
as bad a fix about patrols as we are,
and he uses. tbat dx,tch e

EVERAL machmc gtms began firing
- and the Boche began strafing. The
sky line was illumined by flickering
lights and the air quivered with the
passing of shells. They could hear the
resulting explosions back near Cité
Saint Pierre and Jimmy was conscious
of queer tremors as he listened to the
strafe. He wished he had not spoken
so bombastically to the sergeant.
: “Keep lookin’ over,” ordered the
corporal, speaking loud above the din.
“There’s been three posts cleaned out
on this trench inside of a month. Every
man was killed or captured, and no-
body knew that Fritz was near till
afterward. ”
- Jimmy stared into the gloom. He
had been able to distinguish the con-
tours of the shell-torn ground in front
- of him, and to the right he could see the
line of stumps that marked the road.
~ The moon was appearing again and as
~ he looked he saw, nearer at hand, other
short stumps that he had not noticed
the first time.

“““‘Does the road turn this way, corp?”’
he asked. “The stumps come right
along this wire.” :

“I told you you’d be seein’ things,*
~ grunted the veteran sentry. “There’s
~ no stumps near the wire.” He got up
on the firestep. “Where do you see
them?” he asked.

Jimmy, crowded over for the moment,

~_got back in his place and pointed, then

Jowered his hand hastily.

~ “By gosh, that’s got me beat,” he
~said. “I’'d have taken my cath I saw

stmnpsout there M

WAR S’I‘ORiES

- The veteran shuddered as he spoke.

- sumed indifference he had a dread

“Just what T theught,” rumbled the 3
veteran. “You new guys are all like
that » ==
J1mmy rubbed his eyes and stared
again. He was certain that he had seen
the stumps, and yet it was an impos-
sibility. . Stumps could not move them-
selves. The corporal brought shovels
and told Jimmy and his mate to work
at widening the trench as they waited
their turn on the firestep! “We want
plenty of room at the corners,” he said,
“so when the alarm’s given all the
spare men can rush to the spot.”
 The night seemed endless to Jimmy.
The fitful light of the flares cast strange,
moving shadows over the flat, shell-
scarred area in front and bullets buried
themselves with vicious thuds in the
tortured sentinel stubs that bordered
the old roadway. Behind the front
trench a war-shocked cemetery crowned
an acre of higher ground and a reflection
of the flares was sent back from the
shattered tombstones and the débris
of a wrecked shrine. Waspy bullets
traversed the graveyard continually and
the veteran, when he mentxoned the
place, spoke with awe. '
“That there burying ground is
haunted,” he whispered. “In the day-
time you can see dead men sprawled
all around it. Fritz had this place
once, took it from the Imperials, and
they did a lot of killin’” among them
graves. And it’s been shelled so much
since then, that the stiffs are pitched
around every way and some of
Frenchmen has been knocked out of
their coffins. Don’t ever go near there,
for it’s sure bad luck. One outfit had
a chap that was scared when it come
his turn to do listenin’ post. He slipped
back there and hid at a grave. A tall
Frenchman in a black rig come to him
and led him back and warned him not
to come 'there again. Well, the guy got
his wind up 2gain and beat it there
He hid in another corner. They fous
him there, dead, black in the face, jus
as if he’d been drowned or choked.

Jimmy shivered. He hated this tal
about haunted places. Despite his




k eport, a lurid tongue of flame.

bomb burst in the trench and the explo-
‘sion felled Jimmy and left him half-
stunned. Dark figures surged on the
‘trench wall. Another needle of flame

sank to the trench floor, clutching at
~ his throat with his hands. His heels
- drummed on the duck walk.
£ Ithadall happened in one split second
- and Jimmy was just jumping to his feet
- as the first Boche jumped  into the
. trench. Sock! Jimmy lunged desper
= ately with his bayonet drove it instinc-
~ tively—in—out—on guard. The instruc-
- tor at the base had told him how it was
- done, and, his pulses pounding, he made
. the thrusts as if on practice, but as he
- felt live flesh run over the steel, he was
= ﬁfled with an odd exhilaration.
- Bombs burst to the left and right.
- Pistol shots! Bullets snapped about his
. ears. Dark forms all about him, rush-
~ ing back and forth in search of op-
~ ponents Who :were net there, ,
~ trapped on bot !
- man, d:scardmg every, cautlon, insane
Wlth one desire—to fight his way clear.
. He leaped, dodged, slashed, stabbed,
'-Zj truck and butt-ended, until he slipped
s he finally drove his bayonet into
second ‘body, and a blow on the head
- stretched him senseless.
.~ moment later as men from the next
. post came rushing in. Four Germans,

4

. lay dead. The rest of the invaders had

- vanished as mystenously as they had '

~ appeared.
 The platoon officer appeared and he
asked countless questions. Jimmy ex-
»eplamed that he had been knocked down
by the first bomb, and how he had met
- the first of the raiders while he was still
too dizzy to duck back from him.

: u;were dead When you felle

dxd they get so ciese mthout somebody :
: _ seeing them?” =
” as a suelden, nerve-shatter— ,

' The sentry pitched backward. Then a

tabbed the dark and the corporal

a carrymg party.

J" immy, - the time and that lousy three-stri

has threatened to break his meck. 1'“ -

He roused a

the corporal, and the veteran sentry

- all positions, grotesque, unreal, horri
“You’re lucky,” said the lieutenant. = (¢
. ‘That s what saved your life. They ex-
: ' skulls were rolled together, :
A black foot and 1 Tip1

No one answered him, It seemed un' f
possible, and all knew that the veteran
sentry was a good man. A double sentry
watch was kept. Jimmy’s head ached
and he was feverish with excitement.
He had had contact with the enemy; he
had used his bayonet. How he wxshed
he could see Pete.

At last it lightened and the sun ap‘
peared like a gigantic orange ball glint-

~ ing through the white ground mist.
Stand-down was given and Jimmy hur-

ried to the dugout and joined Pete,
who had been out most of the night on
He told him of the
surprise attack and how all the others
had been killed, and how he had used
his bayonet.

“Gee,”” said Pete “1 wish they’d
put me on a post.” He was a tall youth,
almost as big as the hard-boiled sergeant.
“We’ve got that nervous guy they cail

‘the Canary with us, and he’s enough to

set a man crazy. He’s scared to death
of the Graveyard and we have to go by
it every trip. He bellyaehes abou_t it an

wish I was with you.’
They talked a while longer before Pete
slept. Jimmy lay awake a long nme.,

He could not help wondering about ', 7,
" the stumps he had seen, and how the

Germans had appeared SO suddenlyr

T WAS stand to

% again and the night
was very dark. Jim-
84 my hurried to his
# post, fearing that he
% was a little late. He
| had gone with Pete
to have a look at the
haunted Graveyard It was a more
weird scene of wreckage than he had
1magmed Dead bodies were ﬁung in

fantastic. From one shell crater
less body protruded. Thre g
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: - Then he noticed that the tunnel they

beared. “He just had time to see thae

they, too, wore the queer cap and white
band. Then he had a sudden idea.
If they were going on patrol he could,
perhaps, slip out with them, unnoticed,
provided he wore the same distinctive
markings. In one minute he had taken

~ off the dead man’s tunic and slipped it

on over his own. Then he put the
cap on.

He waited for a few minutes and then
heard feet again. Rising cautiously,

he saw three more banded Germans
hurrying along the trench and, his heart
 beating like a mad thing, his hands

trembling, he fell in-behind and followed
them. ,

! FEW yards on, the
way was almost
blocked by débris
! and as the Germans
followed by Jimmy.
otel scrambled over it
another white-
banded soldier joined
them. He fell in behind Jimmy, and
Jimmy hoped they would not have to
enter a lighted place, as his khaki
breeches and puttees would give him
away. They hurried around a corner
and to the steps of an underground
place. An officer was there and he

‘snarled at them angrily. Evidently he

had been waiting some time and did not
think that the shelling should have
delayed matters. Jimmy had no chance
to turn back and he was sickened with
dismay as he was pushed inside and had
to go down the stairs.

To his great relief he saw a long
passage at the foot of the steps and saw
that the only light was furnished by a
flashlight the officer carried, and which
he flashed ahead of him. They went on,
and on, until he was completely baffled.
Each instant he had expected to step
into a lighted chamber, but they kept
on until he judged that they had covered
over one hundred yards. He wanted
desperately to lag in the rear but there
was no way of avoiding the man behind
him. Each step, he felt, took him
nearer a grim reckoning, -
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were in was an old one, mostly through
a chalky formation that needed no
bracing. Here and there were supports
of masonry that had been there many
years. He tried to sense their direction,
and figured that they had followed the
old French road. Suddenly they left
the chalk-walled portion and entered a
newly-dug passage. It was much smaller
and was braced by timbers. They
moved more slowly, the soldiers in
front of him appearing like gray ghosts
in the dim light. All at once Jimmy
realized that the Germans probably had
a secret exit very near the wire of the
Pig Stickers, and by this means had
made such successful raids in that
sector.

The party halted and the officer
turned to flash the light on his men.
His back was against the earth wall and
as Jimmy, fearful of being exposed by
the searching beams, tried to squeeze
back of the man ahead of him, he saw
the officer stiffen in an extraordinary
manner. Every man exclaimed at once.
The flashlight was waved in a circle
and dropped. It fell so that it was
pointed at the officer’s face and chest.
His face was distorted, ghastly. But
Jimmy gasped as he saw what protruded
from the chest of the gray tunic. It
was a rusty bayonet point!

The man nearest the officer seemed
frozen with horror., Then he leaned
forward and touched the lieutenant on
the arm. The dead man tumbled for-
ward, collapsing in a huddle, and as he
did so dragged with him the rifle to
which the bayonet was attached—and
the earth wall caved in. Jimmy was
knocked backward against the man
who had crowded up to him. The party
struggled to get away from the awful
thing that had slid in with the loose
earth, partially blocking the passage.
It was a skeleton, a grisly, horrible
thing, its skull rolling eerily, its bony
fingers still clutching like hooks on the
stock of the rifle.

The party surged back its length
from the spot where the flashlight’s ray
played on the grim intruder. More

~earth rolled in, almost covering the
long electric torch, and then the Get-













