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SMITHERS UNDERCOVER

 


The night sky was clear
five thousand feet above the trenches of Flanders. Only a few
clouds trailed across the full moon that shone brightly on the
wings of a single British plane. So far so good, thought Flight
Lieutenant Smithers. Flying at night wasn’t as bad as he thought it
might be—there was no ack ack and no enemy scouts to trouble him.
Just the hum of the plane’s engine and his own thoughts. He could
almost start to relax.

Relax that is as long as
he had no imagination about what might happen in the next few
hours. First he had to find the rendezvous location and then land
his Sopwith One-and-One-Half Strutter there—all in the dark. That
could be hairy. Taking off had been fine—the ground crew had lit
his way with temporary flares, which they doused immediately when
he was up, and then he’d been able to use the light of the moon,
his compass and map to navigate his way. The features below were
difficult to see—during daylight the pattern of trench lines and
blasted towns, villages and woods helped him and other pilots of
the RFC navigate without too many problems, but at night it was all
different.

Squadron Leader Wiles had
button-holed him that morning. “You’re a bright lad, aren’t you
Smithers. Technical and what-not, you’ll do. If anyone can find
their way you can. You always seems to get home in one piece
anyway, let’s see if you can do it tonight.”
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