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      A gust of wind hit the side of the Sopwith Camel so hard that the aircraft lifted up on its left-wing tips.

      Sand and salt stung his eyes, his mouth filled with the taste of brine.

      Wind howled over the land like a ghost army.

      Android 32-A clutched at the wheels of the Camel. He fumbled with the bottom wing to hold it down. A moment later, he was joined by 56-R, and then both gray coverall-clad synthetic men were straining with their inhuman power to hold the aircraft down.

      Del bounced when the craft slammed down on its wheels. Then a sudden calm settled over the aircraft graveyard.

      “Go,” Del yelled. “Now or never.”

      56-R ran out to the propeller while 32-A jumped up on the wing, pointing out the starter.

      “Hold that, Del.”

      “Contact!” Del said. He cast his voice as loud as he could.

      32-A reached down inside the cockpit and adjusted the fuel mixture.

      The engine screamed, the propeller sputtered.

      “Again,” Del said.

      “Ready,” 56-R said.

      Del leaned up and saw the android grab the propeller and put his whole body into it. Kicking his leg up, then whipping his body away, shoving the propeller.

      Again, the engine screamed, and this time it sputtered, kicking up gouts of black smoke. The propeller fluttered as the engine chugged and coughed. Then, the momentum grabbed and the power climbed to full speed at once.

      56-R jumped up on the opposite wing and leaned its folded paper-metal face in close to Del. Even so, it had to yell or project its voice at maximum to be heard.

      “Follow the graveyard until its end, then go west until your fuel runs dry. Save enough to land.”

      32-A smacked Del on the shoulder and jumped down. 56-R followed suit, running around the back of the plane. Both androids stood at attention off to the left and saluted to Del as he rolled by.

      Del returned the salute and waved. “Thank you, both of you.” He wasn’t sure they could hear him. But they deserved his thanks.

      A headwind came down the runway, a stroke of luck, or divine intent, either way, Del would take it. The vibration of the craft was unlike anything he’d ever felt before. It seemed as if the very fabric of the machine wanted to fly apart under the force it generated.

      Twenty knots, his speed was good. The wreckage and debris shot by on both sides in a blur.

      “You’re doing well,” the helmet said.

      “Got it.”

      Del felt the pucker factor, but it was a cold comfort that he’d die quickly if he lost it now.

      Then he was up, airborne. He eased the stick; the wind was under the wings, and Del fed the throttle mixture.

      As powerful as the engine roared, the climb was agonizing and slow compared to any aircraft he’d ever flown. Six minutes of full-power flight had him above the lowest clouds. It would be another five until he was over it all.

      Below, the graveyard stretched for miles ahead. Even this high, he couldn’t see the end of it.

      “I see half a tank of fuel,” the helmet said.

      Del felt a mild jolt of revulsion at the presence within him. The being seemed to have his best interests in mind, but it was still a complication he was having a hard time accepting.

      “Yes. I don’t know how long that equals flight time. Do you?”

      “About one hundred and fifty miles. Ninety minutes.”

      “I hope it’s enough.”

      “Your guns should have a combined total of five hundred rounds.”

      “Those work?” Del had his doubts.

      “No idea, sir. However, they shoot 7.7mm rounds, if needed.”

      Del settled back into his seat and pushed the speed of the aircraft as much as he dared. The craft had no natural grace to it, no true that could be counted on. It pulled to the right like a car with poor alignment. He let the nature of the machine follow its course and it could indeed turn to the right with surprising agility.

      He was shocked how well it maneuvered this way.

      As much as right was easy, the Camel nearly refused to go left. Lots of left rudder overcame the tendency but in a fight such sluggish performance would have equaled death.

      Below him, Del watched the world of the graveyard go by. There were row upon row of B-58s, the venerable Hustler, lined up, chunked and torn and shredded by forces or battles they never fought in his reality.

      In some other place, or existence he’d never seen, those craft had been through hell.

      Del swept down low for a better look, it took time, but he really wanted to see all this aviation history passing by beneath him.

      A lake came up head. The smell of freshness in the air mixed with the noxious exhaust and oil fumes.

      Pulling back, he hit the throttle and climbed for all he was worth. It took what felt like forever to gain appreciable altitude again.

      Among the clouds, Del tried a simple roll, enjoying the g-forces on his body, and the plane.

      As he came out of the roll and swooped just below the massive armada of glowing thunderheads, there they were. Two shining black Fokker D1 triplanes, running below, and to his left.

      He wasn’t here to fight, and he had no idea how to use this beast as a weapon.

      They were the bait top pull his vision, and it worked.

      Gun fire erupted on his right; rounds smacked the nose and

      “hump” of his plane. A few more passed by his head, and even with the helmet on he heard them sizzle past.

      Hot lead smacked metal and fabric. It was over in a blink, and his attacker was past and flying away.

      Del watched the plane, and its pilot go by and thought to turn into him

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
    

  


OEBPS/toc.xhtml

  
    Contents


    
      		
        Flying Between the Realms
      


      		
        Contents
      


      		
        Copyright
      


      		
        1. The Story…
      


    


  
  
    
      		Flying Between the Realms


      		Contents


      		Copyright


      		Beginning


    


  


This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.


OEBPS/images/a-swanky-logo-using-the-letters-jm---writer-jack-myers.jpg





OEBPS/images/cover-done.jpg






