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Prologue
"I really did see it!"

Everyone was laughing when one of the pilots, Danny, flew into the 'bar' looking as white as a sheet.

Calling it a 'bar', would be officially incorrect. 'Louise Shack' was a dining hall in one corner of the Saint Louis Rembart airfield. But having said that, the shop's name had nothing to do with the name of
the place. Since the owner was Louis de Hartle, it was 'Louis' little shop'. Alcohol wasn't stocked there because it officially obeyed the alcohol prohibition laws. There, in a bold gesture that would make even the Capone crime ring seem modest, pilots gathered to enjoy the amber and red colored liquids that ended up at the bar due to mid-air detours, listening to light jazz flowing from the radio, and telling horror stories to liven up the conversation.  
Inside, there was a tall young man who was tilting up a cup of coffee, (legal, unlike alcohol) at his lips. That kind of horror stories was nothing out of the ordinary for him. Incidentally, the reason why he chose to drink coffee was because he had a flight to make afterwards. This was not the time to be drunk on alcohol or horror stories. But even if that were not the case, he wouldn't drink alcohol. While this may be because he was born into a lawyer's family, he was the type that stayed away from drinking, smoking, and women.

"You guys don't believe me!" It seemed that Danny was getting upset at their attitude, which one might say was only natural. His usual cheerfulness had disappeared and was about to be replaced by his nervous nature, but his friends, including the tall young man, didn't seem to take any notice of it.

"Of course not. We're talking about the hero who just recently had a mid-air skirmish with George Devil, after all." Laughter erupted in the small shop. It also made the young man chuckle. 

"Yeah, yeah, I know. That was a joke, but this time it's real!" Despite growing irritated at the situation which was now resembling that of 'the boy who cried wolf', Danny continued to plead his case, gesturing with his arms even more.

"I remember, it was during a westbound trip. It was still clear when we left, but then the clouds swept in."


"Well of course, Saint Louis has the most unpredictable weather in the whole of America."

"Don't screw around with me! Anyway, it was one f***ing big rain cloud and I couldn't find a way around it. Luckily, my partner, since Siberia, was in a good mood and his 400 horsepower Liberty engine seemed to put out more than usual. Somehow I found a gap in the clouds. I thought I was saved and flew towards it. But as I headed over, it got darker and darker. I was looking for a way to make a detour, and thinking that the sun was setting, was about to push the throttle up when it happened. It looked as if the cluster of clouds to my right was shining. 'Crap, is it lightning?' I thought. But it was weird. If it were lightning, it would have been flashing, right? This light was
steady. I had a bad feeling about it. My eyes were glued to it. Then slowly it came out of the clouds. The ship didn't have any engine noise, and just went past like a ghost."

"You idiot. If it's an airship then even the Navy has a few." Spat someone. 

It was the 1920s. Airships, used by the enemy German forces in the previous World War, could now also be seen in America, although they
were still new. Those included the LZ126 'Los Angeles', which the Navy ordered from their former enemy; the US manufactured USS Shenandoah; and the various soft-model ships. Airships were also used for commercial broadcasting, or were owned by individuals like the late hotel king Hendric who fell to his death. In other words, seeing an airship while flying wasn't all that extraordinary. However, Danny didn't quiet down.

"Does the Navy's ship glow!? It wasn't even running on its engine but it caught up with my DH! Isn't that several times faster than a normal airship? Anyway, this was no ordinary blimp. So I dove into the clouds, rapidly descending to get away from it. While I was getting drenched to the bone, I finally arrived at Wichita. The other strange thing was that when I came out of the clouds, it was still daylight!"

"Yeah, whatever. It was probably because you were drunk at the time. Why don't you learn to be more like Slim and gratefully abide by the alcohol prohibition laws?" Having been refuted yet again, this time, Danny stayed quiet. His temple twitched as he tried to think of a come-back, but nobody was listening anymore.

"Damn you all, go get shot down by the ghost ship!" Danny cursed, grabbed a bottle of the smuggled wine and stomped out.

"Man, what's with him? He came to get laughed at anyway." The pilots stared blankly at Danny as he left. The young man also sensed that Danny's behavior was strange, but at the time he though Danny was just in a really bad mood.

The young man was the only one who noticed Louis' hesitant murmur. "Young man, you mightn't know of this, but back in my days, there were plenty of rumors about ghost ships. They say that a glowing airship would suddenly appear in the sky."

"The Navy's?"

"Nonsense. That was last century, before airships were around. The rumors caused a stir because airships didn't exist then."

"Last century?"

"That's right, it was around 1897. In a word, it just means that
there'll always be someone who inadvertently sees something flying
in the sky. Nothing to worry about."

"Louis, how old are you?"

"That's none of your business, Slim." The young man got dug in the ribs by the shopkeeper, and laughed bitterly as he finished his cup of coffee, then shoved his ham and egg sandwich into his mouth as usual and left for his own flight.

Nobody imagined, that Danny, who had come back from Siberia, would
never be seen again.

The following day, on the outskirts of Saint Louis, a postal delivery plane crashed. The plane was a De Havilland DH-4, with a 400 horsepower Liberty engine. It was owned by the Robertson Aviation Company. There was no trace of the pilot in the cockpit. The State police and Federal Aviation Department's position was that the pilot had been thrown out in midair, but despite the best efforts of the search teams, the body was never recovered.

