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Chapter One

Dashing Pilots

The autumn sun had almost dipped under the horizon when George finally spotted the aerodrome. He was flying low, at two hundred feet, the neat French countryside flashing past beneath the wings of his Sopwith Camel biplane, and he gently pushed the joystick forward to begin his descent. Landings always made him nervous, but he managed well enough, the Camel’s wheels only bouncing once on the runway.

George eased off the throttle and taxied towards the three hangars, all of which had their doors wide open. He brought his plane to a halt in front of the middle one, glimpsing more Camels in its huge interior. A group of men was waiting, ground crew by the look of them. But there was an officer too, a tall major wearing the distinctive Royal Flying Corps tunic that buttoned down the right-hand side.

George removed his goggles and climbed out of the cockpit with his kitbag, as the ground crew surrounded his plane. He walked over to the officer and saluted. “Lieutenant George Williams reporting for duty, sir,” he said.

“Welcome to the squadron, Williams,” said the officer. “I’m Major Bryant. No need to salute from now on – we don’t much stand on ceremony here. Come along, I’ll take you to the mess so you can meet some of the other chaps and get settled in.”

The Major strode off and George followed, half running to keep up. Beyond the hangars was a wooden hut with several cars and motorbikes parked outside.
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“Tell me about yourself, Williams. Needless to say HQ haven’t sent me any info on you.”

“There’s not much to tell, sir,” said George, slightly out of breath. “I was keen to do my bit, of course, and I’d always liked the idea of flying, so I applied to the RFC…”

George had been fascinated by what he’d read in the newspapers about the exploits of the Royal Flying Corps over the Western Front. He’d been particularly thrilled by the stories of the “aces”, the dashing pilots who fought aerial duels with their German counterparts. It all seemed far more noble and heroic than the rest of the war, the stalemate in northern France and Flanders, the mud and blood of the trenches.

“That shows you’ve got brains, at least. How much flying have you done?”


OEBPS/images/cover.jpg
ART By
MCCRE,

Mc A
AND BURNS

e =






OEBPS/images/titlepage.jpg
WORLD WAR ONE STORIES

Tom and Tony Bradman
lllustrated by John McCrea and Keith Burns

LONDONSYDNEY





OEBPS/images/p7.jpg
Lieutenant
George Williams
reporting for

\  duty, sir.






