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A fighter pilot in Spain, Luke Winslow loses the woman he loves and turns from his faith. When
he accidentally kills an old friend while drunk, out of guilt, he tries to help his friend's sister,
Joelle, in her work with troubled girls. In the Army Air Corps, he fights his nemesis from the war
in Spain, the Black Knight. Now dubbed the White Knight, Luke fights his foe and for the woman
he loves, Joelle. In the heat of life's battles, will Luke turn to his only true refuge?
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applied a drop of perfume from a fluted bottle to her forefinger, then dabbed it behind her right
ear. She repeated the action on the left side, then held the bottle under her nose, closed her
eyes, and inhaled.“Beautiful!” she exclaimed. “What a fine scent! Only a romantic man such as
Luke Winslow would know how much such a gift would please a woman.”Melosa put the bottle
down and studied her reflection in the mirror. She checked her ivory complexion and noted the
rich color of her cheeks. Her mouth was wider than she would have liked, but it was well shaped
and, she had been told, quite provocative. Her eyes pleased her. They had always been her best
feature—nearly black, deep set and almond shaped, shaded by thick lashes. She nodded with
approval, then reached up and smoothed her black hair, swept up into an ornate hairdo and
anchored with a mother-of-pearl comb.Her gaze wandered down to her pale green dress. It was
nipped in tightly at the waist, and she smiled in self-admiration at her tiny waistline and pleasing
curves.“Why are you looking at yourself, Melosa?”She whirled at the voice of her ten-year-old



sister, who must have tiptoed in on little cat’s feet. “Isadora, you have a bad habit of sneaking
around!”“I wasn’t sneaking.”“Yes you were.”“I just came in to see what you were doing.” Isadora
was a smaller edition of her older sister, with the same black hair and almond-shaped eyes. She
was wearing a white dress and patent leather shoes, and her hair hung straight down her back.
“You look at yourself in the mirror so much. I think you’re vain.”Melosa’s eyes glinted, but then
she laughed. “I think you are right, Isadora. I am vain. I will have to ask God to forgive me.”“I’ll ask
Him too.” Isadora nodded. “But I’m not surprised. You’re so beautiful it would be hard for you not
to be vain.”Melosa went over and hugged Isadora, kissing her on the cheek. “You can be trying
at times, but you do have a way of pleasing me. What have you been doing?”“I’ve been talking to
Luke.”“You shouldn’t pester him with your questions all the time.”“That’s what Papa said, but
Luke said it was all right. He said I could ask him anything I wanted to.”“Luke spoils you and
Victor too. I suppose Victor’s firing questions at him right now.”“He asked him how many men
he’s killed.”“Surely he didn’t ask him that!”“Yes, he did. But Luke wouldn’t talk about it. He’s killed
a lot of them, I know. He’s shot down lots of those German planes.”“I don’t want you to pester
Luke anymore with questions like that.”“Why not?”“It’s not polite.”“How am I going to learn
anything if I don’t ask questions? I have to find out things.” Isadora shrugged and tilted her head
to one side. “Are you in love with him?”“That’s none of your business.”“You’re my sister. If you
marry him, he’ll be my uncle or something.”“You are always asking about things that have
nothing to do with you.”“If he’s going to be part of my family, I need to know everything about
him.”“It’s not polite to ask direct questions like that.”“I think you’re in love with him.” Isadora
moved around to get a closer look at Melosa’s face. “What does it feel like to be in love?”Melosa
could not help laughing. “You’ve got all the curiosity of a cat, but I will tell you this.” Her face lit up
with a brilliant smile. “It feels very good indeed.”“Is this the first time you’ve ever been in
love?”“Yes . . . real love, that is.”“What do you mean? Is there a kind of love that isn’t real? Like
when you let Ramon come calling on you? I knew you didn’t like him much.”“You see too
much.”“You didn’t love him, though.”“No, I didn’t.”“But you love Luke, don’t you?”“Oh . . . all right.
I’ll tell you. Yes, I do. Very much.”“Does he ever kiss you?”Melosa threw up her hands in
exasperation. “What questions you ask, child!”“Well, does he?”Melosa looked down at her
younger sister. She remembered clearly when she herself had wanted to ask the same
questions of some of her friends’ older sisters but had never found the courage. Isadora,
however, would ask anyone anything.“Why do you want to know?”“Because one day I’ll have a
sweetheart, and I’ll need to know how to act, won’t I?”“Yes, you will.”“So . . . does he try to kiss
you?”Melosa put her arm around her sister. “Yes, Isadora, he does.”“Does he respect you?
That’s what Papa always asks.”“Yes, he respects me.”“I heard what Mama said to you last night.
You thought I was reading, but I wasn’t. She said, ‘You are a pure young woman, Melosa. See
that you stay that way!’ Are you doing that?”“Yes, I am. That’s enough questions. You go now and
tell them I’ll be in to dinner in a moment.”“I’ll go talk to Luke.”“Don’t you dare tell him what we’ve
been talking about. Do you hear me?”“I won’t—at least not unless he brings it up.”“He won’t
mention it—not to you, anyway.”As Isadora left, Melosa found herself giggling. That child is



impossible! Asking if my sweetheart kisses me. She touched her hair to be sure it was still in
place, then went to the closet to find her shoes. Isadora doesn’t know how right she is. I am in
love with Luke, and he’s in love with me. If he asks me to marry him, I will.****“This war is
horrendous!” Alfredo Chavez exclaimed in Spanish. He sat across the table from Luke Winslow,
waiting for Señora Chavez to put dinner on the table. In his early fifties, Alfredo did not have a
gray hair on his head. It was plain where his children got their black hair. He had penetrating dark
eyes as well and was in good physical condition. Nevertheless, as he sat in the plainly furnished
dining room, he exhibited a nervousness that Luke had noted before.“War is always terrible,
Señor Chavez,” Luke replied. His Spanish had improved in the two years he had been in Spain to
the point where he could discuss practically anything in the language.“But this one is at our front
door. I don’t even know how it came about.” He stared curiously at Luke, who was a mystery to
him. Physically the Americano was an impressive specimen—he had a handsome face with dark
eyes and a generous mouth. He was about six feet tall with a muscular neck and powerful
callused hands. His auburn hair had a glint of gold and a slight curl. A fine-looking man!Two
things puzzled Chavez about the young American. One, why was he fighting a war in Spain?
And two, how serious was he about Melosa? He didn’t feel that he could bring up the matter of
his daughter, but he could ask about the war. “Why are you fighting in this war?” he finally asked
as he leaned forward, his arms on the table. “This is not your war, not your country.”“No, it’s not,
but this man Hitler threatens not only your country but the whole world.” Leaning back, Luke
began to talk about General Franco’s attempted overthrow of the Spanish government and how
Hitler had seized the opportunity to spread his fascist ideas. He had sent troops, transport
planes, and fighter planes to support Franco in his bid to take over Spain, and the poor
Republican government was slowly being throttled.Winslow stretched his legs out under the
table and ran his hands through his hair. “If we don’t stop Hitler in his tracks, this whole thing will
end in tragedy. The British are afraid of him. They’ve tried to appease him by letting him take
over territories in Europe, but that will never satisfy him. The whole world wouldn’t satisfy that
man! He’s proven it over and over. He’s clearly a madman, and I came to do my bit to stop him
here.”“A very noble deed, Lucio. I think we are losing the war,” Chavez said heavily. “Unless
things change in a big hurry, our government forces won’t be able to hold out.”Luke shot a quick
glance at his host. He feared that Chavez was right, but still he tried to be optimistic. “We’ve had
some setbacks, but we’ll hope to do better. Try not to lose your confidence. It’s a matter of
effort.”“What again is the name the Germans give to their air force?”“They call it the Condor
Legion, and it’s the big reason why Franco is winning. Hitler sent over some Me-109s—the best
fighter planes in the world right now. And the Germans seem to have plenty of them.”“Are they
better than our own planes?”“Oh yes. They’re faster and more heavily armed, and their pilots are
excellent. Their training program is the best in the world, while our men get very little
training.”The Condor Legion was indeed a formidable opponent. They were commanded by
Wolfram von Richthofen, cousin of the famed Red Baron, the most successful fighter pilot of the
Great War. Under Richthofen were a group of expert fighter pilots, the most successful being



Erich Ritter. Ritter had shot down twenty-one Republican planes and was acclaimed all over
Germany for his skill. He had painted his Me-109 a solid black with a knight fighting a dragon on
the cowling. The media had dubbed him the Black Knight, and the phrase had caught the
German imagination.“I’m afraid for my family,” Alfredo said.“It’s true that it’s a dangerous
situation,” Luke agreed.“What should we do?”“I think you might want to consider moving farther
inland. The German bombers could easily bomb this village.” Luke knew the family had deep
roots in the northwestern part of Spain and had no desire to leave the area.“But there is no
military target here, Lucio.”“Perhaps not, but it is right in their way, and you never know what they
might do next. They may get a notion to simply bomb villages. They’ve done it before. Think what
they did to Guernica back in ’37.”Señor Chavez cast a quick look at the younger man. “That was
atrocious, the act of beasts! The entire world has condemned that terrible act!”Luke could feel
the anger rise in him at the memory of the Germans’ vicious attack. Guernica was a small town
without defenses or military importance, its citizens mostly Basque tradesmen. On the twenty-
sixth of April, 1937, on a market day, German and Italian forces dropped bomb after bomb on
the small town. Some of them were incendiary bombs, and a raging fire swiftly consumed the
town. The world was horrified, but the Germans claimed it was a legitimate military target. Some
of the Luftwaffe professionals were critical of the attack on Guernica, but the higher-ups claimed
that the Basques were not friendly to the Germans and deserved to be bombed.“You don’t think
they would do here what they did in Guernica, do you, Lucio?”“Yes, I think they would. You need
to consider moving out to the country, perhaps renting a house in a rural area.”“I will consider it. It
would be inconvenient, of course, but I must think of the safety of my family. Why don’t those
women hurry up?” he said suddenly. “I’m hungry.”****“Come. You’re wasting time, Melosa,” Nalda
said as she poked her head into her daughter’s bedroom. Though heavier than she was when
she was younger, Nalda was still the vivacious beauty she had always been. “Dinner is ready.
You don’t want to keep Lucio waiting.”“Why not? The longer he waits, the happier he’ll be to see
me. You know that, Mama.”“If you make him wait too long,” her mother said with a sly look, “he
might find someone else—perhaps Raquel Mendez.”Melosa laughed. “He will not! Not Raquel.
He’s in love with me.”“Perhaps, but all men need some encouragement. He’s a serious man. Not
like Juan Denosa,” she said of one of Melosa’s suitors.“No. He’s not like Juan.”“Some of these
soldiers have no respect for decent Spanish women.”“Most men don’t,” Melosa said, “but I know
that Luke does respect me.”Señora Chavez paused. “You’re still a good girl, aren’t you,
Melosa?”“Yes, Mama, I am.”“Be sure you stay that way. Now go. Keep him happy. Feed him and
flirt with him—that is the way to a man’s heart. Do you think he will ask you to marry him?”“I do
not think so—not until the war is over. He’s very serious about his work . . . and that’s in his
favor.”Nalda sighed. “I suppose that is best. Well, come now to dinner.”****The visit with the
Chavez family was a relaxing time for Luke. He enjoyed listening as the family talked about
everyday things—Isadora and her brother, Victor, going on about their schoolwork and their
friends, and Señor and Señora Chavez discussing the political situation. Melosa was telling Luke
about her dream to go to America some day when Isadora started yanking on Luke’s arm, her



face alive with curiosity.“Have you had many sweethearts, Luke?” she blurted.“Don’t ask such
personal questions,” Señora Chavez said at once with a frown.But Luke only laughed. “Oh, it’s
okay. The answer is no, not many.”“Do you have any other girlfriends you like as much as you like
Melosa?”Melosa’s face flushed and she snapped, “That’s another impertinent question! Now,
you be quiet.”Nevertheless, Isadora’s eyes were still on Luke.“No, none that I like half so much,”
he replied with a wink at the little girl.Eight-year-old Victor, who was sitting on the other side of
Luke, asked, “Will you marry her and take her to America?”Señora Chavez clapped her hands
together. “What a question! You children stop pestering our guest.”But Luke always answered
their questions. He had become very fond of them and almost felt as though they were his own
siblings. They adored him in return and would rarely leave him alone. “I’ll tell you, Victor,” Luke
said. “It’s not the best time for anybody to get married. War is hard on soldiers, you know. It’s
much better to wait for peace.”“You mean because you might get killed?”Silence fell over the
table, and Melosa was blinking back tears. “Don’t . . . don’t say that, Victor.”But Luke reached out
and smoothed the boy’s hair back. “Soldiers sometimes do get killed, son. That’s why it’s best
not to get married during a war.”At that moment the faint sound of airplane engines caught their
attention, and everyone looked up at the ceiling.“Are they ours?” Señor Chavez asked with a
worried expression.“No, not ours,” Luke said.“How can you tell?” Melosa asked.“These sound
like heavy bombers,” Luke explained. “Our side doesn’t have any planes that big—only fighter
planes.”“Are our fighter planes as good as theirs?” Victor asked. “Like the one you fly?”“No,
they’re not. So our men have to make up with skill and daring what we lack in planes.”“Are we
going to win, Luke?” Isadora asked, obviously frightened.Luke looked around at the Chavez
family, seeing the fear in all of their eyes, and answered the little girl carefully. “I hope so,
sweetheart.” Determined to lighten the mood, he said, “Let me tell you about a funny thing that
happened when we were coming back yesterday. . . .”****The moon was enormous as it climbed
into the night sky. Luke and Melosa had played a game with the kids after supper and had finally
escaped to take a walk about the village. It was a pleasant evening, and a light jacket was all
they needed to stay warm. The town was quiet except for the sounds of laughter coming from
one house. Luke gazed wistfully toward the windows and said, “Whenever I pass a house and
hear people laughing like that, I think, They’ve got everything a person needs.”“Is that what you
want, Luke?” Melosa asked, desperately wanting to know what was in the heart of this man.
Their courtship had begun casually eight months ago but was turning into something more
serious. Unlike most American men she had met, Luke was always very courteous with her
parents, asking their permission to call on her, taking time to chat with them before the couple
left on a date. On their first few dates, one of Melosa’s aunts had even accompanied them,
acting as a chaperone. Luke had found this amusing but politely accepted their tradition. He had
made no attempt for quite some time to even hold Melosa’s hand, and the family had been
impressed with the tall American. Once when Luke had been visiting with the family, Señor
Chavez had asked him, “Why are you so different from other Americans we’ve met?”Luke had
answered with a grin, “Oh, I’ve won medals for my politeness and good behavior. I guess I just



like the attention.” He had winked at Melosa as he said this.As their courtship developed, Melosa
started looking forward to their long walks together, listening to Luke talk about his family in
America, playing football in college, and his travels. She was fascinated by the stories and could
never hear enough.Now as they walked along in the bright moonlight, Melosa remembered the
first time he had kissed her. They had been holding hands as he walked her back to her house
after a concert. When they stopped at her front door, she had thanked him for the nice evening
and started into the house when he pulled her back. With a teasing smile he said, “Don’t you
think that when friends part they should do something more?”“Something more? Like what?
Shake hands, perhaps?” she said teasingly.“Perhaps even more than that. Doesn’t the Bible say
to greet each other with a holy kiss?” Before she could think of an answer, he leaned forward
and kissed her. She had been kissed before, but this time she could feel her heartbeat speed up
as his lips lingered. When she stepped back with her hand on his chest, her eyes were dancing.
“I’m not sure that kiss was holy.”“Why, sure it was,” Luke assured her, grinning. “But I’ll try again if
you think it wasn’t.”That had been the beginning. Melosa was ready for love, and Luke Winslow
was everything a woman could want in a man. He was handsome, fun to be with, honest, and
respectful, and had proven his selfless character by coming to fight for a people who were not
his own. She had fallen in love with him completely, and now she wondered what would come of
it.The two were holding hands in the quiet village square. On the other end of the square, a man
was playing the guitar and singing a sad love song. They listened to it silently, and when the
song was over, Melosa felt completely vulnerable, open to whatever her love for this man would
bring into her life.Luke was also moved by the moment. Living each day in the shadow of death,
he had often thought about what he would miss in his future if he were to die in battle. One of the
things he would miss most would be the love of a woman, and with Melosa’s eyes now gazing
into his, he pulled her into his arms and pressed his lips onto hers. When he lifted his head after
a moment, he realized that she was silently crying even as she clung to him. The dangers of his
life flooded his mind and heart, and though he longed to surrender his life to the woman he
loved, he was frightened by his own mortality. He feared death but longed for his life to be real, to
have some purpose. That purpose seemed to lie in his arms at this very moment, but could he
give his life to her when he might not even be here tomorrow?“You heard what I said earlier
about war being a bad time to marry,” he whispered in her ear.“Yes, I heard, Luke.”He pulled
away from her gently and looked intently into her eyes. Hesitating at first, he then made up his
mind. “If you would marry me when the war is over, Melosa, I would be greatly honored. I love
you very much.”She cried out happily and threw her arms around him, laying her cheek against
his chest. She held him tightly, savoring the strength of his arms.“Will you marry me?” he asked
again, stroking her hair. “Yes—I would like to marry you. But we’re so different. Your people . . .
they would never accept me.”“Your people have accepted me.” He thought for a moment and
then said, “After the war I’ll take you to America. I know you’ve always wanted to go there.”“I’m
afraid for my family.”Luke did not answer but held her tightly, savoring the smell of her hair and
the softness of her body. “America is a big country. There’s plenty of room for one fine Spanish



family.”And then Melosa lifted her head, and he saw the pride in her eyes. “Come,” she
whispered, taking his hand, “you must ask my father’s permission.”“What if he says no?”“He
won’t.” She laughed and threw her hands wide in a motion of pure joy. “He will say yes. Come.
You must ask him now.”CHAPTER TWOThe Little FlyLuke strode toward his fighter plane,
admiring the paint job as he approached. A knight in full armor, spear poised to strike, adorned
the otherwise bright white I-16. He grinned as he thought of how the German pilots of the
Condor Legion had dubbed him the White Knight. They were incensed that he had shot down a
number of their planes, and they had vowed to bring him down.Luke turned and waited while the
three other pilots from his squadron caught up to him and gathered around him. They had been
ribbing him ever since he had told them he was getting married. These men were all that were
left of the full squadron Luke had commanded only a month earlier. The other eight were either
dead, wounded, or captured by the fascists. One of his best pilots had been a fellow American
named Thad Turner, but only three days earlier Turner had been wounded so severely he’d been
sent back to the States for medical care. The loss of his men made Luke fiercely determined to
keep the rest of them alive.Roscoe “Streak” Garrison, now his most skilled pilot, was an
oversized man with a mop of reddish hair and a pair of bright blue eyes. Everything about him
was large, including his hands. It never ceased to amaze Luke how Streak’s huge fingers could
handle the delicate pieces of an engine. Luke and Streak had played football together in college
and had managed to stay in touch since then. When Streak had learned that Luke was going to
fight in the Spanish war, Streak had decided in an instant that he would join the effort. Streak
was a talented flier and knew when to fight and when to run away—which some of the men he
had lost from the squadron had never learned.“I’ll tell you what, Luke,” Streak told him, grinning
broadly. “I’ve got this book I’m gonna loan you called On Your Wedding Night. It’ll tell you just
what to do. I’m afraid if you don’t read it, you’re gonna make a mess of things.”“I appreciate that,
Streak. It’s just the sort of help I can always count on from you.”“You don’t need a book to help
you out.” The speaker was Nicolai Dubrovsky, a Russian with wild hair and even wilder eyes. His
English was bad, and he was an aggressive pilot. He never hesitated to throw himself against
any collection of fascist planes no matter what the odds. It was a continual miracle that the
Russian had survived this long.Luke and his squadron used to communicate in Spanish, back
when the majority of the group were Spaniards. Now, with two Americans, a Spaniard, and a
Russian, they alternated between Spanish and English—and even bits of Russian from time to
time.Luke shook his head, saying, “What do I need, Nick?”“Just go after her like she was one of
those Messerschmitts we’re going to be facing today.”“Go in with all guns blazing, eh?” Luke
grinned. He had developed a great affection for the Russian but had more confidence in his
flying than in his advice to the lovelorn!“Oh yeah. I have loved so many women I have lost count,
and they all keep coming back for more.”“You are an idiot, Nicolai!” Joaquin Varga charged as he
broke into the conversation. The man was a true Spaniard in every way. He looked Spanish, he
spoke Spanish, he thought Spanish, and he lived for one purpose: to kill the pilots of the Condor
Legion. He was small, thin, and wiry, with a pencil-like mustache and glittering black eyes.



“Women are like a violin,” he said, his voice growing gentle. “You need a soft, sure, but certain
touch—like mine!”Luke stood listening with a smile as the three gave him contradictory and
confusing instructions. It was good in his judgment that they had something to think about, for
the fight that lay ahead of them was sure to be, as always, grim and bloody. Anything to take their
minds off the odds they faced.Luke was acutely conscious of the other squadrons that were
warming up their planes, and he thought about how their numbers had been whittled down too.
The air was filled with the sound of coughing engines and men shouting. Finally he said,
“Fellows, after we get back, we’ll get together for a drink and you can give me more advice. Now
it’s time to go kill some Germans—as many as we can!”“Good!” Nicolai agreed with satisfaction.
“We go right at them is what I say.”“No. We don’t ‘go right at them,’ ” Luke countered. This wasn’t
the first time they had had this discussion. “We’ll do exactly as I say.”“You’ve always been too
choosy about how to kill Germans,” Streak complained. “What difference does it make as long as
they’re dead?”“The difference is, if we don’t do it right, we’ll be the dead ones. Now, pay attention
to me.” Luke’s tone grew serious. “We don’t attack unless we get above them, you got
that?”“Above, below, beside. What’s the difference?” The Russian shrugged. “We kill them any
way we can—that’s the way we do it in Russia, you see.”“Pay attention, Nick. You’re not in
Russia. We’re going to fly at the absolute maximum today. When we see the enemy down below
us, then we go in. We stay out of dogfights if at all possible.”“Why?” Varga asked, his eyes
flashing. He made a handsome figure as he stood in the sunlight. “We can outfly any of the
stupid Huns. The White Knight must be bolder.”“There’ll be more of them than there are of us.
That’s the one thing we can be sure of. What we need to do is come out of the sun together in
close formation, then fire together. We knock down a plane and then run like the devil.”“That’s no
way to fight a war,” Varga protested. “We need to attack when we see them.”“No!” Nicolai said.
“We can only get four that way.”“We can always get four more.” Luke lowered his voice, letting
them know he was serious. “I don’t want any dead heroes, do you hear me? I want some live
cowards who will kill the enemy, run away, and live to fight another day.”Streak shrugged his
beefy shoulders and said in a sour tone, “If we just had some better airplanes than these little
flies, we wouldn’t have lost so many men.” The Spanish liked to call the I-16 the mosca, or little
fly, while the Nationalists called it the rata, or rat.The Germans flew the Messerschmitt Bf-109,
which was, in all likelihood, the finest fighter plane in the world, and Hitler had sent a large
number of them to fight in the Spanish war. Luke had learned to respect the airplane and the
men who flew it. He despised their politics, but the German pilots were probably the best trained
in the world. Germany had been forbidden to have an air force after the Great War, but in secret
they had taught young men to fly by using gliders and had later managed to build a formidable
air force despite the limitations imposed. Now Hitler had no fear at all and was building an air
force in exactly the same way he had built a magnificent army.“They’ve got better planes, but
we’re better men,” Luke said. “Now, remember. We get above them. You stay on me, and no
flying off to become heroes. When we sight the enemy, we go down, hit them, and run.”“Is crazy.”
The Russian shook his bushy head, and Luke knew that Nick would disregard everything he’d



been told and do exactly as he wanted once the madness of battle had seized him.“All right. It’s
time to go,” Luke said with grim finality. “Good hunting.”Luke watched as the three pilots jogged
to their planes, then climbed into his own, patting the side affectionately as he did. He loved his
white plane with the knight on the side. He had argued about it with Streak many times. “They’ll
pick you out and come for you first, Luke,” Streak had argued. “They know you’ve shot down
more planes than any of us, and you’ll be their number one target.”“Exactly what I want. I want
them to know who’s killing them,” Luke had replied. He climbed into the mosca, a low-wing
monoplane with retractable landing gear and an enclosed cockpit, and went through the
procedure of getting the engine started. When it caught and roared, he eased the machine
forward with a touch on the throttle. The cockpit was as narrow and uncomfortable as a designer
could possibly make it. There were few instruments. Those that did exist were poorly arranged.
The controls, however, were sensitive, and the featherlight ailerons gave a high rate of
roll.Taxiing out into position, Luke felt the thrill he always did just before a takeoff. The mosca
was responsive to his touch, and he gave it full power. He knew the plane well. It was an agile
airplane and had an outstanding climb capability. It was faster than most fighters, except for the
Messerschmitt, and at ten thousand feet it could go as fast as three hundred miles an hour.
Unfortunately, there were flaws. The acceleration was surprisingly poor in a dive, and its rigidly
mounted engine caused the whole airplane to vibrate and rattle, which made it a poor gun
platform. It was all a pilot could do to hold the plane steady when firing at the enemy.Despite
these aspects, the I-16 did well against German and Italian fighters, and to everyone’s surprise
proved to be more than a match for the Bf-109. As he left the ground, Luke started into a steep
climb. Glancing around, he saw the other three were staying right with him. They’re all good
pilots or they’d all be dead, he thought, fully realizing the odds were stacked against them.As
they climbed rapidly, Luke allowed himself to think about Melosa for just a moment. His
engagement had surprised him more than anyone else. He hadn’t been planning to ask her to
marry him, but while holding her on that romantic night, it had seemed to be the right move. He
knew his odds of living through the war were not great. After all, he had been living on the brink
of death for the two years he’d been in Spain. He had seen many of his fellow fliers meet death
in gruesome ways and knew that such a fate was always close at hand. At times he wondered if
he was crazy or if his idealism had unbalanced his mind. When he first came to Spain, he had
done so with high hopes and had joined an international group of pilots, all of them convinced
they would win the war.Now, however, Luke knew with dead certainty that Franco was going to
win this battle, which meant that Hitler would win as well. The futility of such thoughts dulled his
senses, and he shook himself to put his mind on the fight before him.The planes reached their
maximum altitude, and the search began. Luke’s eyes roved constantly, searching for the enemy
—not only down below but also above, where the Messerschmitts could operate at a higher
ceiling. He also checked the mirror he had mounted to his left. The quickest way to get killed was
to let the enemy get behind you. The mirror was an innovation Luke had brought to the
Republican air force. Many of the pilots who had rejected the idea were now dead.Luke’s



squadron flew for half an hour without spotting anything. Then finally Luke spotted a group of
black dots below—deadly black dots. He counted six of them and was happy they were not
flying in their usual groups of twenty or thirty. “Just right for us,” he muttered, smiling grimly. He
waggled his wings to catch the attention of the other fliers, then pointed down. They were close
enough he could see the wild excitement on the faces of Nicolai Dubrovsky and Joaquin Varga.
Streak edged in close to him, looking as nonchalant as ever. There was little battle madness
about Streak Garrison. He was merely an efficient killing machine.Luke led the three into a good
position, then motioned downward. He threw his plane into a steep dive and concentrated on the
six dots far below. They grew larger as his dive took him closer, and he noticed with a thrill of
excitement that one of them was painted jet black.“Ritter!” he cried out and his heart beat faster.
He was glad he had instructed his pilots to leave Erich Ritter alone.The wind whistled like a
banshee as the four aircraft fell upon the enemy at top speed. He hoped the other three had
picked out different targets, for there was no point in all four of them shooting at the same plane.
The Messerschmitts were flying steadily on, but suddenly their formation changed, and one of
them swung into a position over Ritter’s plane. Disappointment enveloped Luke, but he shook
his head and put his sights dead center on the plane guarding Ritter. I’ll have to kill him to get to
Ritter, he thought.He pulled the trigger and felt his plane buck as the four machine guns spat out
lead. The tracers revealed his fire was slightly behind his target, so he inched the plane up,
holding it firmly while his bullets struck the Messerschmitt, doing a dance from the tail to the
cockpit. He saw the pilot’s head explode as one or more of the slugs hit him, and the plane
veered away and headed for the ground.As he banked around in a steep curve, he saw that
Streak had downed his plane and was following, and that Nicolai and Joaquin had made hits but
had not downed their targets. They had both disobeyed his instructions, and Luke watched them
whirl around and fly at the remaining four planes.Having no choice, Luke motioned to Streak,
and the two of them joined in the fray.A dogfight in the air is one of the most disorganized
activities on the face of the earth. No one knows what moves to make in an aerial battle. It’s a
hellish confusion, with planes exploding so violently they seem to shake the skies in their
fury.Luke went straight for Erich Ritter’s black Messerschmitt while Ritter was pouring his lead
into Varga’s plane. Despite Luke’s attempts to get in range to shoot at Ritter, the Black Knight
had already performed his deadly work. His fire struck Varga’s plane in the nose, and at once a
white plume of smoke began to pour out. Varga tried to lose Ritter, but there was no losing the
best pilot in the entire Condor Legion. Varga would be a dead man if he didn’t get out of his
plane.Even at a distance too far for true shooting, Luke began to fire at Ritter’s plane. He must
have made some hits and startled Ritter, for the black plane suddenly broke off, bearing left,
leaving Varga’s plane headed for earth. For one instant, even as he flashed by, Luke saw that
Varga was slumped over and knew that the young man was dead. A fierce anger raged in him
and he stayed after Ritter, firing in short bursts. The one thing the rat could do that was superior
to the Messerschmitt was turn more sharply. This had been the secret of Luke’s kills. Once he
got on the tail of a 109, he could not be shaken off. The only hope the enemy had was to outrun



him, for the 109s were faster.Ritter made one turn, and Luke caught a clear image of the
German’s face. Ritter was staring at him, and in that brief instant, the two men’s eyes
clashed.And then the 109 straightened out, and with his engine fully open, he simply ran away
from Luke. Desperately Luke fired all of his ammunition, but the attempt was futile as the Black
Knight moved out of sight. Then he saw that the rest of the German squadron had been shot
down by Nicolai and Streak, so the fighters came together and Luke led them home.When the
three landed and got out, Streak and Nicolai came right over to Luke. “That Ritter!” Nicolai
shouted, his face pale with anger and his eyes filled with a killing light. “I will kill him! You will see
me kill him!”“No. I will kill him if it’s the last thing I do,” Luke Winslow said between clenched
teeth.CHAPTER THREEA Picnic to Remember“I’m so sorry to have to bring you this terrible
news about your son.”Whenever Luke had to visit the family of one of his downed pilots, he felt
utterly inept. What could one say to parents who had put their hopes in a promising son, a son
who was now gone forever? As Luke stumbled over his words, he saw the pain and anguish in
the eyes of Señor and Señora Varga. He wanted desperately to get away, but he forced himself
to accept their teary invitation into their home. Varga had been a favorite of his, and his own
heart was heavy with the loss.“He was a favorite in the squadron,” Luke said in a husky voice as
he sat in an easy chair. “Always cheerful, taking extra duty, never complaining. A fine pilot and
everyone’s friend. It is a personal tragedy for me and for the men in our squadron.”Señora Varga
leaned forward, drinking in his words as though listening to a eulogy of her son would return him
to her in some way.Señor Varga was obviously trying hard not to show his emotion. Still,
underneath the sadness in his eyes there lurked a seething hatred. His words burned as he
looked upward as if to see the battle that had killed his son. “This accursed war!” he raged. “It
kills the best of our young men.”“It seems the most valiant are taken while lesser men sometimes
survive,” Luke agreed.“We have lost the best of our family.”“I know it’s of little comfort, but he died
bravely.”The man sank back into his chair and sighed. “It was kind of you to come, sir.”“I wish I
had come with better news.”As the trio walked toward the door, Joaquin’s mother asked Luke a
question that surprised him.“Our son was a Christian, Señor Winslow. May I assume that you are
a believer as well?”Everything went blank for Luke. He wanted to lie, but somehow the words
stuck in his throat. He knew he was not a believer, yet he did not want to tell the grieving woman
the truth. He hesitated, then said, “My family have been believers for many generations.” There it
was. The lie was out. True enough, many members of the Winslow family had been exemplary
Christians, but Luke was not among this group.He left the house quickly and drove his car to
Melosa’s home, but the woman’s question continued to haunt him. “May I assume that you are a
believer as well?”Actually Luke Winslow did not know why he was not a Christian. He had been
brought up by his parents, Peter and Jolie Winslow, in a Christian home. He knew his only
sibling, Tim, had accepted Christ. Luke had always thought he would consider Christianity when
he was older. It wasn’t something a young person needed to be concerned with.Even as he
drove toward Melosa’s house, he thought of his family, including his uncles, aunts, and
grandparents on both sides of his family. Some of them had been ministers. Practically all of



them had been followers of Jesus Christ. What have I got in place of their faith? he wondered.
I’ve missed my way and don’t know how it happened.When he reached the Chavez house, Luke
managed to put the troublesome thoughts aside. He knocked on the door harder than usual, and
Isadora opened it, her face lighting up when she saw him.“Lucio!” she cried. “Come in. Melosa
says we’re all going on a picnic!”“That’s right. Are you all ready?”Victor came running in, his eyes
bright. “I’m taking my baseball and glove. You will teach me how to pitch like Joe DiMaggio,
yes?”“Yes, I will. I’m not quite as good as DiMaggio, but I’ll do my very best.”“Have you ever seen
him play?”“No, I haven’t.”“When I go to America, I want to see him!”“I’d like to take you to a
game.”Melosa and her parents came into the room, arms loaded.Luke greeted Melosa with a
kiss on the cheek, and in a short time the entire Chavez family was crowded into the car, along
with plenty of food and drink. “Where shall we go?” Luke asked. His heart was light, and for the
first time in many days he was thinking about other things besides airplanes and killing.“Let’s go
down by the river, Lucio,” Alfredo Chavez said from his seat in the front. Melosa sat between him
and Luke. “We will eat and drink and play ball and perhaps catch a big fish.”“I haven’t been
fishing in a long time. I might not remember how. Maybe you’ll show me, Victor.” Luke flashed a
grin at the boy in the back seat.“Yes. I am a great fisherman, aren’t I, Papa?”“Very good, but you
had a good teacher.”“Yes, you are the best fisherman in Spain!”“Well, one of the best, son.”Luke
followed Señor Chavez’s directions and a half hour later pulled up beside a small river. It was
shaded with trees on both sides and meandered across the green fields of the countryside. “This
is a beautiful place.” He turned to Melosa. “Is this where all your sweethearts bring you?”She
laughed, her eyebrows arching and her lips pursing delightfully. “That is for you to find out.”“Let’s
eat! I’m hungry,” Isadora exclaimed as she jumped out of the car.“I think you have a tapeworm,”
Luke said.“A tapeworm? What’s that?”“It’s a disease people get that makes them eat all the
time.”“I have no such thing!” Isadora said as she helped her mother unload the food. The group
was soon seated on a blanket in the shade of a massive tree, devouring their picnic lunch.When
he’d had his fill, Luke stood up, patting his stomach. “If I keep on eating I might burst. Come on,
kids. Let’s go catch some fish.”Alfredo dug the tackle out of the car, and soon Isadora and Victor
were fishing with Luke while Alfredo and his wife sat under a nearby tree. After a while Melosa
got tired of watching and convinced Luke to take a little walk with her. He took her by the hand
and they walked a short distance down the riverbank. When he put his arm around her, she
whispered, “Be careful. Mama is watching.”“Well, I’m her future son-in-law. I’ve got my
rights.”“You’re not to hug me—not in public.”“Then we’ll have to go off and find someplace
private,” he said with a wink.She wriggled out of his grasp and hit at him playfully. “You are an
awful man! A true gringo!”“I must be if you say so.”“I want to know if you’ve had many
sweethearts.”“Hundreds!”“You’re boasting!” she protested.“The truth is always best.”The two sat
down and continued teasing each other, enjoying the perfect day, watching the children as they
fished. “You know,” Luke told Melosa after a short silence, “I’ve promised to take the kids to
America someday.”“Yes, they told me. Isadora said you would take them up into the Statue of
Liberty.”“Yes, I did. I promised a lot of other things too. It’ll take a lot of doing to keep all those



promises.”After a while Isadora and Victor grew frustrated that they weren’t catching any fish and
went off exploring. Luke noted that Mr. and Mrs. Chavez were dozing. He got up and whispered,
“Come on. Let’s find that private place.”Melosa smiled at him and shook her head. “You are the
most terrible man.”“No, I’m a wonderful man.”“You are spoiled,” she said as she stood
up.“Me?”“Yes, all Americans are spoiled.”“I suppose that’s true. My mother spoiled me, and I
hope my wife will spoil me even more.”Melosa’s eyes flashed. “Maybe you will learn to spoil your
wife. A good Spanish husband spoils his wife, you know.”The two wandered downstream,
following the bends of the river. They finally stopped and sat down on the edge. Melosa took off
her shoes and waded into the shallow water. “I’ve always liked wading in the river, ever since I
was a little girl.”“A turtle may bite your toes.”“No. That’s never happened to me.”“If I were a turtle,
I’d bite your toes. I may anyway.”Melosa shook her head. “No biting is allowed between an
engaged couple.” She sat down next to Luke and said in a far more sober tone, “I still worry,
Luke.”“About what?”“About your family.”“Why are you worried about them?”“They may not like
me. My English isn’t very good, and they may think I’m too different since I’m Spanish.”“You don’t
have to worry about them. Why, one of the most prominent Winslows, a man named Mark
Winslow, became vice-president of one of the biggest railway companies in the world. He
married a woman named Lola Montez. You can guess what nationality she was.”“She was
Spanish?”“Yes. A beautiful woman. I’ve seen her portrait. Everybody loved her, from all
accounts.”“Tell me more about your family.”Luke leaned back onto his elbows. “I have to tell you
that I’m probably the black sheep of the family.”“What do you mean by that?”“Most of the other
Winslows are far better people than I am.”“I don’t believe that.” She leaned over and put her hand
on his cheek. “You’re a good man.”“I’m not as good as I should be.”“I don’t believe you.”She
suddenly pulled his head toward her and kissed him. Her lips were soft and he detected the faint
odor of her favorite perfume. He sat up and put his arm around her, holding her close, and finally,
when she drew back, he whispered huskily, “I do love you, Melosa. I never thought I’d get
married.”“Why not?” she asked. “Doesn’t every man want to get married?”“I’ve been kind of a
rolling stone, wandering everywhere but never finding a place to settle down. My brother and
most of my cousins know where their place is. Many of them are successful and making a mark
in the world.”“You’re making a mark too. You’ve come over to fight for liberty for a people not your
own. That’s a wonderful thing—you are a hero, Luke.”He grinned. “Keep bragging on me,” he
said. “I’ll take all the compliments I can get. My self-esteem is very low at the moment. I need to
be reassured that I’m a fine fellow.”She pushed him away teasingly and the two fell silent again,
watching the water flow by.“How long do you think the war will last?” she asked after a time.“Not
long, and I’m afraid we’re not going to win it either. I’d really like to go back to the States when it’s
over.”“Shall we marry as soon as the war is over?”“Yes, I think that would be best, and then I’ll
take you home with me. After we get settled, we’ll send for the rest of your family.”The thought
pleased Melosa. She leaned against him, and the two sat there, enjoying the quiet of the woods
and the sibilant murmur of the river at their feet. For once there was no drone of war planes
overhead or the sight of their contrails across the sky.****The afternoon passed much too quickly



for Luke, and at the invitation of Señora Chavez, he gladly went back to their home for supper.
After they had eaten, he and Melosa went outside to talk. Darkness had now enveloped the
earth, and they sat shoulder to shoulder on the back stoop. He turned toward her and said to her
sadly, “I’ve got to get back.” She leaned against him, and he bent toward her and kissed her. She
clung to him desperately, whispering, “I wish we were already married. I hate to think about
waiting for such a long time.”“I don’t want to wait either, but I really don’t think it’s right for me to
marry while I’m on active duty.”“You’re right, of course. I love you, Luke. I always will.”“I’m glad,
Melosa.”
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George L. Cryer, “A superb ending to a superb series.. Christians especially will enjoy this
series. Spanning great events and heroes of American history from the Mayflower to WW I I,
there is adventure, romance and suspense galore as the Winslows participate in the great
American adventure. At the time of the final book, The vast Winslow family was scattered over
the globe. Many became missionaries, some war heroes, wealthy businessmen, and men and
women of substance and accomplishment in scores of different endeavors. Throughout the
generations, the proud Winslow tradition became a powerful force for good, first by fierce loyalty
to any and all family members, as well as to America, honoring the tradition begun by Gilbert
Winslow, who came over on the Mayflower. It's a stunning accomplishment to produce 40
novels of this calibre, where you finish each one eager for the next one in the series. I
recommend you construct a family tree, starting with book #1. You'll get so drawn into the
Winslow story you'll want to know who each of the main characters is related to.  ENJOY!!”

Mary, “White Knight. The story of Luke Winslow winds up the series of the Winslow family. I hate
to see it end. The enjoyment of watching the family in good times and bad as they battle the
storms of life and encouraged by the victories gained. And the history of our nation portrayed so
vividly. Luke the great example to God's grace in action.”

Mary C. Camper, “The White Knight 1942. The book The White Knight 1942 is the final book of
the Historical Winslow Family Fiction novels. It was in very good condition and was certainly
worth reading. It gave closure to this series of books about the Winslow family history. Although
it is a fictional novel there are many things that bring memories of events of that period of time.
And not only has the faith of the family members been evident thoughout each book but the ever
present love of our Heavenly Father and Lord God and Jesus Christ.”

Nancy Dunken, “Best Series I have ever read. So many books all so good.”

Ronald Lolley, “Four Stars. Good condition”

cheryl B, “Five Stars. GIFT”

Sandra J. Walther, “gilber morries series. read all 40 of this series and couldn't put them down.
loved, loved, loved them.  now sharing with others, family and friends”

Becky Shaikewitz, “Another great book. Love the war stories...sweet love, God fearing honest
people. Anyone who enjoys reading will enjoy these books. Looking forward to the next Winslow
book in this series.”



Vicky, “Hated to see that this was the final book in .... Hated to see that this was the final book in
the series.”

Joy Forbes, “Five Stars. The book is in great shape and is a very inviting read.”
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