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            THE TEN RULES OF AIR FIGHTING

          

          BY ADOLPH “SAILOR” MALAN

        

      

    

    
      
        
          	
        Wait until you see the whites of his eyes. Fire short bursts of one to two seconds only when your sights are definitely 'ON.'
      

      

      

      
        
          	
        While shooting, think of nothing else. Brace the whole of your body; have both hands on the stick, concentrate on your ring sight.
      

      

      

      
        
          	
        Always keep a sharp lookout. "Keep your finger out!"
      

      

      

      
        
          	
        Height gives you the initiative.
      

      

      

      
        
          	
        Always turn and face the attack.
      

      

      

      
        
          	
        Make your decisions promptly. It is better to act quickly, even if your tactics are not the best.
      

      

      

      
        
          	
        Never fly straight and level for more than 30 seconds in the combat area.
      

      

      

      
        
          	
        When diving to attack, always leave a proportion of your formation above to act as a top guard.
      

      

      

      
        
          	
        Initiative, aggression, air discipline, and teamwork are words that mean something in air fighting.
      

      

      

      
        
          	
        Go in quickly—punch hard—get out!
      

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            FOREWORD

          

        

      

    

    
      Among all the characters in The Ministry of Ungentlemanly Warfare series, Ian Faraday holds a special place in my heart. He’s probably my favorite—and paradoxically, the one I’ve written about the least. When I first started on Jubilee, Faraday was the character I began with. As a seasoned veteran of the RAF Eagle Squadrons, he already had a compelling presence on the page. Yet, I’ve always felt there was more to his story, a deeper backstory waiting to be uncovered.

      The Essex Curve has given me the opportunity to do just that. This short story serves as a prelude to Jubilee, set against the fevered backdrop of the Battle of Britain. It unveils the man behind the pilot’s wings and chronicles how Faraday came to lead Ulster Flight in the pivotal lead-up to Operation JUBILEE.

      Before the Eagle Squadrons were formally established to consolidate American volunteers, American pilots served as individual contributors in various RAF squadrons. The Essex Curve not only focuses on these early volunteers but also honors all the Allied pilots who risked everything during the largest air battle in history.

      As Winston Churchill so memorably said of these pilots:

      
        
        "Never in the field of human conflict was so much owed by so many to so few."

      

      

      This story serves as both a tribute to their courage and a reminder of the extraordinary determination required to defend one’s home in the face of overwhelming odds.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            1

          

          ALTITUDE & CONSEQUENCES

        

      

    

    
      Pilot Officers Ian Faraday and Michael King looked across the grass runway of RAF Hornchurch in awe. The airfield stretched wide, bathed in the golden light of the morning dawn. Like a cast of raptors ready to leap into the air and bring down their next kill, row upon row of brand-new MKII Spitfires sat ready.

      Faraday let out a low whistle. “So, this is the real thing.”

      King smirked, his hands jammed into his pockets as he eyed the lineup of aircraft. He glanced at Faraday. “Time to prove our wings, mate.”

      Faraday shifted his duffel bag on his shoulder, the weight a tangible reminder of how far he’d come. “We’re a long way from the schoolhouse,” he said, his voice edged with a mix of awe and nerves.

      King shot him a sidelong glance. “Long way from America for you, too.”

      “That, too,” Faraday admitted, dropping his bag onto the grass and taking a deep breath of the cool, damp air. There was no turning back now.

      “You two!” a voice barked behind them. “Are you my fledgling birdmen?”

      They turned as one, pivoting to face the speaker. Striding toward them was a Flight Lieutenant, his short frame dense with wiry energy. His boots thumped against the wet grass, and his uniform bore the creases of someone who spent more time in the cockpit than at a desk.

      “King and Faraday, is it?” he demanded in a thick Scottish brogue, his piercing eyes assessing them like a hawk sizing up its prey.

      Faraday straightened instinctively. King, always the quicker of the two, cracked a grin. “That’s us, sir. Reporting for duty.”

      “Something funny?”

      “No, sir.”

      “Then why are you smiling?”

      King stayed silent, unsure of what to say.

      “Cocky and English,” the Flight Lieutenant drawled, his sharp Scottish accent slicing through the air like a cold wind. His eyes fixed on King with a disdainful squint. “You must be the Sandhurst graduate.” The Flight Lieutenant’s glare sidled from King to Faraday. “Which makes you the dumb American with no sense.”

      Faraday bristled but held his tongue. King, unfazed, managed a crooked grin. “At least you’ve got us figured out already, sir.”

      The Flight Lieutenant didn’t smile. “Aye, I suppose you’ll have to do. My name’s Flight Lieutenant McKenzie, and I’m flight lead for C Flight—your new home.” His voice was clipped, each word landing like a bootstep. “Now, let’s see if you two can keep a Spitfire in the air longer than five minutes without embarrassing yourselves.”

      Without waiting for a reply, McKenzie spun on his heel and stalked toward the flight line, his boots thudding against the wet grass. “Come on! Let’s see if you’re pilots or just a pair of guddles.”

      Faraday glanced at King, his brow furrowed. “What the hell’s a guddle?”

      King shrugged, hefting his duffel bag. “Something tells me we don’t want to find out.”

      “Let’s go!” McKenzie bellowed, standing by two gleaming Spitfires. He jabbed a finger at the planes. “Drop your kit and get in. You can unpack when we’re back.”

      Faraday swallowed hard, feeling the weight of the moment press against his chest. King clapped him on the shoulder. “Welcome to the real thing.”

      Faraday didn’t reply. He set his bag down, straightened his flight tunic, and followed McKenzie’s orders. As he climbed into the cockpit, the polished dials and the crisp leather seat suddenly felt far less inviting than they had in training.

      He looked through the canopy at King’s Spitfire. King already had his headset on and was in the middle of his preflight checks. A ground crew stood nearby waiting for the signal to begin engine startup.

      Snapping himself out of his daze, Faraday quickly settled into the cockpit. The leather seat felt snug, almost confining. He strapped himself in and adjusted the buckles with practiced haste. The faint scent of oil and metal filled the air, grounding him in the reality of the moment. His fingers moved instinctively across the controls, his voice low and steady as he ran through the checklist from memory.

      “Magnetos: Off. Fuel mixture: Idle cutoff. Throttle: Slightly open. Propeller pitch: Fine.”

      His words merged with the mechanical clicks and soft hums of the cockpit. Satisfied, he glanced over the instrument panel, the needles and dials telling him the Spitfire was ready to go.

      Faraday exhaled, the breath escaping him in a slow, deliberate stream. He leaned out of the cockpit and waved to the ground crew. Without missing a beat, the crewman grabbed the primer pump and began injecting fuel into the engine. Moments later, the Rolls-Royce Merlin engine roared to life, coughing once before settling into a smooth, guttural purr that reverberated through Faraday’s chest.

      For a brief moment, he let himself feel a flicker of pride. Just like the schoolhouse.

      He turned his attention back to the cockpit, scanning the control surfaces with precision. Every movement was crisp, deliberate. Satisfied, he finally glanced up—only to see Flight Lieutenant McKenzie gesturing wildly from his own Spitfire. The Scotsman’s arms sliced through the air, his mouth clearly moving even if the words were lost to the hum of engines.

      Faraday frowned, puzzled. Then it hit him. The radio.

      He reached for the toggle switch, flicking it on with a sheepish grimace. McKenzie’s voice immediately crackled to life in his headset, thick with impatience and irritation.

      “Faraday, for the love of God, you planning to talk to us or just wave?”

      Faraday’s cheeks burned, but he bit back a retort. “Radio on, sir,” he replied tersely, adjusting the volume.

      “Good,” McKenzie snapped. “Now quit sightseeing and get ready. Time to see if you’re made of more than schoolhouse bravado.”

      Faraday nodded, though he knew McKenzie couldn’t see it. His hands returned to the controls, gripping the stick tightly as the purr of his Spitfire deepened, ready to leap skyward at a moment’s notice.

      “Alright, listen up. Sandhurst, you’re Charlie-One. Yank, you’re Charlie-Two. I’m Charlie-Leader. Questions?”

      “No, sir.” King’s voice crackled over the radio.

      “Yank?”

      “What’s our mission?”

      “Well, how about that? The Yank has some sense. Now we know which of you has a brain. Our mission is a routine patrol. We shouldn’t encounter any trouble, but if we do, each of your aircraft has a full armament.”

      “A combat patrol already?”

      “No time to muck about and ease you into this. The Luftwaffe won’t wait for you to find your footing.”

      Faraday gripped the stick harder.

      “I’ll take off first. Form up with me at Angels six at heading 0-9-9.”

      McKenzie didn’t wait for acknowledgment. With a quick nod to the ground crew, the chocks were yanked away from the Spitfire’s wheels, and the engine roared to life. The aircraft jolted forward, its propeller slicing through the air with a deafening hum.

      Faraday leaned back in his cockpit, gripping the control column as he watched McKenzie’s Spitfire rumble down the grass runway. The aircraft bounced slightly over the uneven ground, its shadow flickering against the golden fields. The Rolls-Royce Merlin engine thundered louder, a visceral growl that seemed to pull the plane faster and faster.

      As it neared the far end of the airfield, the Spitfire’s nose lifted ever so slightly. Faraday held his breath. For a moment, it seemed
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