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Here's The Only FULL 10 POWER
TelescopeAtThis Price In AmericaToday

It's Precision Built! Mokes Far Away Objects

Stand Out Clear—Sharp—BIG AS LIFE!

Here's the only full 10 POWER Telescope being offered in America today
at the unheard-of tow price of only $1.49. Easily the most outstanding

telescope value you'll find anywhere. You'd expect to pay up to S10.00

and more for such power. And anyone who knows tclescopei will tell you
a good 10 Power telescope is worth all of that. But now, due to a fortunate

purchase, we are able to offer you this 10 POWER Precision-built Tele-
•cope at a sensational bargain. Doo't confuse It with mail "weak-vision'' telescope*. Thitone,*
high-powered and meniurt* a full 16 inches. The lenses ate of tine optically atound polished

gla**—a product of one of America'! leading optical houses. The ce»e is durable and extend*
easily. Focuses instantly on stationary or moving object*—bring* them 10 timet closer.

With the country at war. everybody needs a telescope like this—to spot airplanes, to idem ,ly

diitant object*, to bring into sharp, easy vmon people, animals, signs, houses—which may
be beyond the range of the naked eye. Valuable tn Air Wardeni, Boy Stouts. Sailors.

Sportsmen. Ideal for fights, ball games, races, outdoor events. However, hurry! There a

no telling how lung we can continue to supply this precision built 10 POWER Telescope,

at this anuuingty low price. Once our present limited supply it gone, we can not re-

peat this offer again,

SEND NO MONEY!
"We don't ask you to tend one penny tn gel this Prccition

puilt 10 POWER Telescope. Just fill out the handy coupon
below and mail it to us today. When your teleicope arrive*.

*imply deposit SI .49 with your postman plut a tew pennies

postage and C.O.D. charges. Then use the telescope for

10 full days without risk. Focus it on objret* miles

away. Have your friend* try it. Convince yourself that

here is a telescope anyone would be thrilled to have

—

me you'll be proud to own. If after 10 day* trial

you're not positively delighted with the way thit

powerful telescope help* you to tee great dis-

tance*, we ask you to return it without delay and
pc will refund your money In full, no ques-
tion* atked. Remember, we may Dot
repeat thit offer again—to hurry.

Supply
Llanitard

So
RUSH
This
Ordr-
Coupon

At

IA0
cv-o

FREE!

v

Telescope

Measures
full

16
,ln

Inches

Length!
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N THE ISLAND, AN ACK-ACK

! BATTERY CONGRATULATES
ITSELF UPON ITS MARKSMANSHIP.
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RETURN
TO MINDANAO

IT.
BILLY RANKIN hit the

silk without waiting to sec

if the Hellcat's bullet-sawed

wing would rip all the way off.

The speedy little Grumman was
tumbling and darting like a

crazy canary, and it was only

a matter of time before it would
shatter itself on the dark shores

of Mindanao** western moun-
tains. It had taken more than

its share of Japanese gun-fire,

and it was just about done.

He plunged down through

gusts of driving rain, tumbling
over and over as he dropped un-
til, judging it carefully, he

yanked the ripcord. The little

pilot chute dragged the yards

of whipping silk from its pack,

the scalloped rim caught the

rushing air and the huge whit?
umbrella mushroomed above his

head. Rankin's downward race

was checked violently, as though
a giant hand had seized him and
jerked him upward and the

straps of his harness cut at his

back. For the briefest of instants

he swayed dizzily; then his

earthward fall resumed. It was
much slower now but still It

leemed that he was dropping
with express train speed.

The rain lashed at his face,

blinding him. The same rain that

had swept out of nowhere and
hid the sea from his straining

eyes when, with his compass
shot away and the Hellcat shak-

ing its wings off, he had sought

to find his carrier. He wiped a

hand across his eyes, and tried

to peer down through the murk
of the storm. Lightning blazed

across the sullen sky, and in the

bluish glare something huge and
terrifying loomed across his

blurring vision. It looked like a

stubby whale with an abnor-
mally lengthened dorsal on, and
it was rushing straight for him!

A shudder of superstitious fear

shook him before he recognized

the thing for what it was; after

that, a more practical panic

froze his chest muscles. It was

*he Hellcat tipped on its side,

one wing gone and the other
sticking straight up, that was
slashing towards him through
the tempestuous air!

Rankin tugged frantically at
the lines of his parachute, try-

ing to collapse the vast canopy
in order to drop away from that
insensate machine that was
bearing down upon him. He
succeeded partially but he could
tell that it was not enough. He
shut his eyes and tensed him-
self for the smashing shock that

would obliterate him.

It came but it was not quite
what he had expected. He was
jerked savagely, excruciating
pain shot through his shoulder
and he went spinning through
the air for all the world as

though he were rolling down a

hill. He heard a sharp report

and a short, hissing ripping
sound. After that he dropped
like a stone. His eyes were still

tightly shuttered when he hit.

He heard, or felt, or imagined,

a dreadful slam and he knew
no more.

ty t »

IT.
RANKIN thought he was

dreaming. It seemed he was
a child again, snug and

warm in soft blankets in the

drowsy peace of the nursery,
with the soothing melody of his

mother's lullaby crooning in his

cars. And then he was restless,

because his mother's song sound-
ed sad. He felt like crying.

He opened his eyes and shut

them again instantly, terrified.

A dark, deep-lined face with
sunken eyes and toothless gums,
was bending over him and from
the puckered, red-stained mouth
a rhythmic lament issued. A low
and wailing chant that had in

it the sorrow and pain of ages.

Suddenly the woeful song broke
off and a shrill jabbering re-

placed it.

"Fleen! Fleen! Fleen!" Three
times the word was repeated

and then came a stream of high-

pitched gibberish that somehow
struck a familiar chord in Ran-
kin's memory. He opened his

eyes again.

This time the picture was
clearer. The dark face, he saw,
belonged to an ancient crone in

a crimson robe and the chatter
from her withered, betel-stained

lips was nothing but one of the

inland Moro dialects of Minda-
nao. She had her head turned
sideways, to call over her shoul-
der. Looking that way himself,

the aviator saw a broad, erect
form approaching. The form
was a silhouette against a red-

dish glow, a glow .which Rankin
suddenly recognized as that
which streamed from the set-

ting sun.

"Fleen! Fleen!" the old
woman babbled and pointed a
skinny finger at Rankin's eyes.

Instinctively he shrank away
from the bony digit and this

movement caused him to realize

that his dream had not 'jeen a
dream at all. He was wrapped
in blankets, snugly and warmly
although all his clothing except
his shorts had been completely
removed. Down near his feet

there was a concentration of
heat. A hot rock wrapped in

cloth, he figured.

He was alive, then, and in

friendly hands, although he
could not imagine how he had
escaped destruction. But this

minor problem was soon solved

for him.
"How ya feeling, boy?"
It was the broad figure

crouching beside him now, and*

at the sound of the American
words Rankin's heart made it-

self felt once more.
"I seem to be okay," he said,

a bit uncertainly. "But where
I am now and how 1 got here,

I don't quite knov.-. And who
you can be," he added, "

I can't imagine."

There was a chuckle and
Rankin strove to discern the

features of the man who was



bending over him. But the other

had his back to the rapidly fad-

ing light, to that aviator was
unable to get more than a sha-

dowy impression of a square-
built face with extraordinarily

bushy brows and a heavy
growth of beard.

"Sure, those are all easy ques-

tions to answer," the man said.

"You got here by the grace of

God, Who saw to it that your
airplane only clipped the top of

your parachute and never
touched you, and Who then let

you drop only a fairish distance

into the Cotabato River, from
which we fished you as quickly
as we could. And as as who we
arc—well, my name's Jim Flynn,

formerly of the Philippine Con-
stabulary and now a sort of

small-time general in the Fil-

amcrican Gucrrilas. And your
nurse here is old Tarhatu, a real

live witch woman of the Moros.
There are more of us but they're

mostly busy right now. It seems

the Jap commander at Fort

Pikit is a bit annoyed with us,

so he's sent a life-size expedi-
tion out to hunt us down . . .

But maybe I'm giving you too

much at once?"
Rankin grinned and shook his

head.

"I think maybe I am," the

other said. "So we'll stop now
and feed you a bit of chicken
adobo— because we'll be mov-
ing along shortly and there's no
telling when we'll eat again!"

* » a-

1ATE THAT NIGHT, Jim
Flynn's guerrillas moved
out of their temporary camp

and when they left, Billy Ran-
kin marched with them. It was
an oddly assorted band that fol-

lowed the bushy-browed Irish-

man. There were four American
army men, who had somehow
escaped Bataan, some Bagobos
from the hills, a group of Ifu-

gaoan headhunters from Luzon,
several small Negrito bushmen
and a clan of Bukidnons whose
homes were built in trees in the
fastnesses of Mindanao itself. In
addition, there were the Moros,
eight of them, fierce and digni-

fied and holding themselves aloof

from all the rest. In all, forty
men, and old Tarhatu* trod the
jungle earth of Cotabato Prov-
ince with Flynn. There were

BIG SHOT
more guerrillas, Rankin learned,

but the rest had taken to the

hills, deliberately leaving a wide,
easily followed trail for the Jap
expedition from Fort Pikit. It

was not Flynn*s intention, the
aviator discovered, to cut and
run for it. Instead, the former
constable planned to strike a
blow of his own.
"The way I figure it, Lieu-

tenant," Flynn explained, "

the Nips, who really ain't such
great shakes in the jungle, no
matter what you hear, will be
wandering all over Mindanao,
getting misdirected by the na-
tives, stumbling into the mouths
of crocodiles, and things like

that. And when they do hit the

trail of our main party, they'll

follow it until they get tired, or
until they decide there arc too
many poisoned arrows Hying
through the woods. So then

they'll give up and return to

Fort Pikit, where they'll report

a glorious victory to their boss.

"But! While they're browsing
around in the jungles, we'll be
striking the seacoast— the last

place in the world any of the

monkeys will expect us to show
up when there's an expedition

out after us! And there's a quiet

little cove on the coast, which
the Japs are using for a seaplane
base . . .!"

They struck at dawn, in the

immemorial tradition of woods
fighters the world over. And
Rankin, accustomed to the re-

mote, almost impersonal combat
of the skies, was somewhat hor-
rified as he witnessed desperate
battle hand-to-hand. First the

little pagans went slithering

through the forest and the Ja-
panese sentries died silently, with
brightly colored twists of cloth

tight about their throats. And
then the Moros went yelling in-

to a small bamboo barracks,
swinging their gleaming bolos.

"Sounds like one of their old-

time juramentttdos!" Flynn said

toRankin;and blazed away with
an old Springfield at three half-

drcssed Japs who were running
towards a machine-gun set up
near a store of oil drums. Two
of the Japs fell and as the third

reached the gun, Rankin 1
* auto-

matic cut him down. But al-

ready two of the American sol-

diers from Luzon were racing

towards the drums, lighted

torches in their hands. A minute
later, and vivid orange flame,

slickly tinged with black, was
leaping towards the lightening

sky.

"Flynn! Look!" Rankin's left

hand pointed towards the water
of the little cove. "A Mitsubishi
Navy G-97!"
"And what might that be?"

the other asked.

"A Jap torpedo plane!" the

aviator told him. "If it's gassed
up, I can fly it to one of our is-

lands and get back in the fight

again!"
The Irishman looked at him

quizzically.

"And what do you think
you're in now?" A Japanese bul-

let, snicking the trunk of a
nearby kapok tree, underlined
the question.

"This isn't my kind of fight-

ing!" Rankin cried. "Come on!

I want that ship!"
Flynn's strong hand gripped

the younger man's wrist, held

him where he stood.

"Wait, boy. It's too late. You
sec— There!"

Out in the cove, a sheet of

flame flared suddenly, envelop-

ing the Mitsubishi. Rankin stood

numbly, watching the unex-
pected destruction of the air-

craft that a moment ago had
lifted his heart with hope.

"A couple of my Moros did

that, Lieutenant. Swam out and
set her afire. It's one of our spe-

cialties— and we have a lot of

them. You'll learn them, son,

and you'll learn too that there's

more than one way to fight a

war! . . . Come, now, we're

leaving. Our job here is done

—

and there's a village down the

coast . .
."

And suddenly, inexplicably,

Rankin 1* heart lifted again.

Flynn was right. Two little

Ifugaos, each carrying some-
thing that looked like a cocoa-

nut, were trotting out of the

blazing shambles that remained
for the Japs to shake their

heads over, and the aviator saw
that at least two Nipponese
would not have any heads to

shake.

"Roger
t
General Flynn!" he

said, and put out his hand.

THE END
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'Ckonc^incz with i^ey M&ABeei

. (pf -&£ UNlT£P NATIONS
CBNEPAL- <5TAff. yoUE OlZCegZl

AP£ TO 0OM8 CZHUNGl&NZ INTO
/5ZAIN<S OF PlC£ f

J
F v£ ^

-c ^



BIG SHOT



BIG SHOT



BIG SHOT
'1 CAN'T H1TUP0NY AIM>-
NUTTIN WITH P'THAT &y
THIS *>illW 'SO CLOSE

TO THE

3 WITHOUT HIOTOIZZ, WE'LL PZOBABLY
CEACK UP IN TH15 CHUNCkTlMC TefZEAm\
SO I'LL USE MY MAGNETIC KAY TO
•'HOOK ONTO" THIS OAP SOMBEI?
ANP LET HIM TOW US TO FLATTER

f



BIG SHOT

LfvE CUT OFF THE MAO-)
fjenc eAy- weee on
ove am now.'

\JHAT& TO KNOCkL OFF LA
OUIZ "HO0Z£" UK£ 7W$
8ut us micht -ruehi
into a Ncurmee if r

PON'T '

ftv/ry no motobs. i have
ve&y urrts cbmwu
of rue 'wing' all. m
'(ZAN CO & GLIPE ^\
<5TI2AI6HT POtVN ANP
H0F& NOTHING GETS IN

oue WAy/



BIG SHOT
/ rT' WAS A DUMMY LOCOMOTIVE , Y'S/f/U-VAC'



BIG SHOT

*****



Dw T 3; Here'syourchonce lo gel into action. Earn

MONEY and PRIZES. You'll be thrilled when you see

my Prize Boo-
.
It's jam-pocked with the things you have

always wonted. Just think! You con pick your own

prizes. U.S. flying plane models, a watch, athletic

equipment, a 5 power spyglass. And you eorn money

too— for a bank account, or to buy war stamps.

Fill out the coupon and mail to me on a penny post

card. This is the first step to start you on the rood to

MONEY and PRIZES. All you have to do is deliver

Collier's Magazine to customers whom you obtain in

your own neighborhood. It will not interfere with school

or other activities. Be the first among your buddies to

gel into ACTION. Hurry — mail the coupon today.

Boys, you eon eorn Money and Prixo* by tolling Collier's

Mogoiine To start, clip and mail the coupon on a penny poil

card or write direct to JIM THAYER. DEPT. I I THE CROWEU-
COILIER PUBLISHING CO., SPRINGHEID, OHIO.

MAIL COUPON TODAY
MR. JIM THAYER. DEPT. I I

THE CROWELICOLUER PUBLISHING CO.

SPRINGFIEID, OHIO

| Dear Jim: I wonl ocllonl Send me your Priie Book and lion

I m. earning MONEY and PRIZES fight away.

ADDRESS.

CITY



IMPORTANT!

GOOD LUCK LEAF
Lives on Air Alone

Wrtihmmn Wnihn llnuac 1* lb*
or(«lrul "Swiss" W«ather House
which actually I.IK v<iu thr * rather

in advance. Bcwttrr ul Imitations.

BE YOUR OWN WEATHt RMAN—
YOU'LL KNOW TOMORROWS WES. HER TODAY

Why pay S5 or $10 for a barometer when you can
predict the weather yourself, at home, ft to 24 hour*
In advance, with this accurate. Inexpensive Weather
House forecaster? It** made like a little Swiss cottace.
with a (batched green roof and small erven shutters. In-
side the house Is an old witch And a little boy and girl.

When the weather's koiiu: to be fine, the little boy and
out in front. But when bad weather is on the way

the old witch makes an appearance. There is an easy-to-
read thermometer on the front oi the enttage thai shows
you the exact tcmpcralui

You can depend on knowing the condition of the weather from
elftht to twenty-four hours In advance with thla Weather llouae.
made In U. S. A. . . Everyone—business men. house wives, teacher*,
farmers, school children, laborers, doctors, lawyers, ministers, clubs and
colleges can now predict the weather in advance. Here la positively the
most ama2lnfl Introductory advertising offer ever made. You must
act quickly—prices may r"

SEND NO MONEY
Son.- to You on 100 % Satisfaction Guarantee

am fw ye*> "Swm"SOnptr arod lb* f «l-: I-

lal. Warn* ihcy antn
i«i ih» Wtaihn Hovi

itdriMi
WM

I.*
Wait*.Hm ud iiw l-»l Ut
vi'.. iMaJ rati). ,.:.n i-w.il- Tbm
pnfwt'Y ll pndlru iM vaaihrr In

: li -.' -

Aletiuirwrrdayctr

cloaaly.

idhna
* day* -nd a»l (nui moan' ba<« protBpOr.

Hfr la aftmrd In maM way by IM mt hrr. iM U*a aora a aaliafaiuOai w ha««
iadlaiUci of arfcai ifc« «t>ihri «ll W. Wuh >M "Sanaa" Wtaihn Hocar an) rnay.io-md

in rnvrdorr,! In contort and coarrnMnrr fa* I"*r» In nor. Th» WalBcf
Himar iwb 10 you lonplnr and irady Is ua>. liraJ fnr clia and anaa* P«a*a. » ""1 bn"I ••
plniwriot>rrT«MtnyHTfamrty.Tl«pnnli(«]yl1.««CaD.VMmaMani><r-lr.aK*t*iMapncf.

DOUBLE VALUE COUPON-MAIL TODAY

*W*taa—% RJSMsnM hsiaH
tmVas'aa« Mmw »»•<• iii>7* nwkSM

'

HOtC-S WHAT wr.ll M in HOUSC OwMJtS SAY—

0»»—B- »taffirffirt& ŝjitjM?**^* pS7!n^a\"a^
W
a*S^l'tTriiLa?)(J

Ktn> I f . a—• Bay, MM Mn bTt. iWaiataa.

The Weather Man, Os.t. ' HC
a East Madison Street.
ChkiM . Illlnals

Send at once '1, "Swii
rival, I will pay pottm
Wrather House U gui
weather house for any
Q Send C.O.D. D I

10 day Titm ctmm
Weather Home and Free Good Luck Leaf. On ar-

il. 6° plus postage with the undemanding that the
nteed towork accurately. Afco I can return ihe
i»on within 10 days and get my money back.
»c1o*e 11.69. You Pay Postage. Two for J2.W.

bar* *""•» "M

• Nam*..

J Address

I City

Please print plainly)


