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TOM SWIFT AND HIS G-FORCE
INVERTER




"Moon serpents!" Astronaut Bud
Barclay gasps into the microphone of his space
suit. Tom Swift Jr.'s investigation of the
phenomenon reveals that the giant, writhing
reptilian forms are caused by gas vapors. When
Tom captures a sample of the gas in a metal
flask for analysis, he shoots up from the moon's
surface into space! Through quick thinking the
young scientist-inventor rescues himself and
realizes that he has discovered a new powerful
energy, which he calls Serptilium.



At this time, a large railroad network is in
the market for an advanced method of rail travel.
A contract will go either to Swift Enterprises or
to a rival firm, Cosmoprises—whichever designs
the best super-speed train.



How Tom, using Serptilium, develops his
invention and defeats Cosmoprises' evil
attempts to win the prized contract makes
exciting reading for all Tom Swift Jr. fans.







1. REPTILE SCARE




"TOM! Down there! Moon serpents!"



"That's impossible!" Tom Swift Jr.'s
voice crackled over the intercom, "This
volcano's been inactive for millions of years."



The tall eighteen-year-old scientist, with
blond, crew-cut hair, resumed his work of
mapping the weird hills and valleys now lying in
the long shadows of the fifteen-day lunar night.



Husky Bud Barclay stood near the edge
of a deep crater on the dark side of the moon.
"I'm not imagining it," he insisted. "Things
are crawling around down there!"



Tom continued to train his miniscope on
the mountain from which a light had been
reported gleaming during the dark period. Swift
Enterprises had picked up the information.



Bud persisted. "Tom, the things are
rising! I tell you they're snakes!"



"Well," said Tom, "we're on the floor
of what once might have been an ocean."
Jokingly he added, "Maybe they're the ghosts
of sea serpents!"



"Okay, fly-boy. Wait till they bite you!"



Suddenly realizing that Bud was serious,
Tom turned and looked over a crevasse that
separated the boys. Thirty feet wide, it stretched
out from the wall of the crater like the spoke of a
wheel.



Tom jumped across easily, taking
advantage of the moon's low gravity. He landed
beside Bud on the cindery edge of the fissure
and peered into the mysteriously lighted depths.
Below, he saw writhing reptiles in all colors of
the rainbow.



Could prehistoric monsters somehow
have survived on what man had always thought
to be an utterly lifeless world?



"Whatever those things are," Tom said,
as the giant serpentine forms uncoiled upward,
"I must record them on videotape!" He glanced
at his surroundings. "Harry!" Tom shouted
into the intercom. "Do you read me? Where are
you?"



"Behind a big boulder, skipper,
collecting rock samples," replied their
spaceship's chief crewman, Harry Williams. He
was a lanky grizzled veteran of the skyways.



"Bring over the minitape! Fast!" Tom
shouted.



Within seconds Harry joined the boys
and gazed down into the extinct volcano.



"Unholy vipers!" he gasped in awe as
Tom directed him to shoot the scene with the
telescopic lens of the small combination TV
camera and recorder. "I've never seen the likes
of those anywhere in the solar system!"



Suddenly Tom cried out, "They're
coming too close! Open fire!"



The three quickly unholstered pistol-like
weapons that shot a continuous jet of energy.
They hit the creatures with deadly accuracy, but
the furious volleys did not stem the onslaught of
the monsters.



When it seemed as if Tom and his
friends were doomed, morning suddenly
dawned. Bright sunshine dispelled the long
night and illuminated the moon's surface,
spotlighting the crater before them.



Tom gaped in astonishment. "They're
not snakes!" he cried out. "Looks like some
kind of gas."



He suddenly realized that in the darkness
the writhing mass had looked iridescent because
of the phosphorous content and was heavy
enough to snake around among the rocks.



"Boy, were we ever faked out!" Bud
declared, sheathing his weapon.



Tom took a metal flask from the utility
pocket of his space suit and captured a sample
of the vapor, which was fast disappearing despite
the fact there was no atmosphere. "Definitely
gaseous," he observed, "but entirely different
from any aeriform fluid we've ever worked
with."



"Stop using ten-dollar words," Bud
said, "and let's get the stuff back to the lab."



He glanced at the sun, now a colossal
fireball on the horizon. As it rose, the
temperature rapidly increased from 250 degrees
below zero to 250 degrees above. To prevent the
explorers from being roasted alive, their space
suits were enveloped by a special, invisible
electromagnetic field capable of dissipating heat.



"Bud, despite the low gravity on the
moon, this gas didn't escape when the
temperature was low," Tom said, squinting
through his antiradiation visor. "It could
possess some unknown properties—"



Harry Williams interrupted. "Better put
that flask away, skipper, before a meteoroid
smashes it to smithereens."



The next instant Tom zoomed into
space!



Bud and Harry stood stunned as their
chief rose higher and higher.



"He's nearly out of sight!" Bud cried
over his intercom. "Tom will be lost in space if
we don't rescue him!"
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Just as bewildered as his friends, Tom
looked down into the crater, rapidly shrinking in
his eyes to the size of a coffee cup.



Tom peered at the metal flask in his
hand. It glistened in the direct rays of the sun.
Could the gas it contained have something to do
with his mysterious ascent?



Acting on a hunch, Tom shaded the flask
from the sunlight. An instant later he began
descending. In minutes he had returned to his
companions. Bud grabbed one of Tom's legs
and held on tightly.



"Okay, I'm down," Tom said.



Bud released his grip and slapped Tom's
space suit. "What happened?"



"Somehow this gas develops a
tremendous lifting power when heated," Tom
explained. "We might be on the brink of an
astounding discovery. I want to analyze the gas
immediately. By the way, there was no light on
that mountain. The reports were the result of an
optical illusion—an illusion caused by the gas."



"You sure had us worried," said Harry
as they hurried back to the Challenger, the
Swifts' interplanetary spaceship.



Tom and Bud quickly shed their space
gear and hurried to the completely automatic
chemical laboratory equipped to analyze all
known elements and their isotopes. The gas was
inserted in a tube, and the servoanalyzer took
over.



After studying the qualitative and
quantitative analyses, Tom shook his head. "I
don't make much out of this report," he
admitted. "But one thing we do know. The gas
has tremendous lifting power."



"We've discovered something really
new!" Bud said gleefully. "Let's call it
Serpentilium after those snakes we thought we
saw."



"Good name, but let's shorten it to
Serptilium. And I'll radio Dad. He'll be excited
about this."



The boys removed the gas from the
servoanalyzer and stored it in a low-temperature
container.



Tom switched on the closed circuit TV
that connected him with Swift Enterprises on
earth. Bud stood by, reflecting on the close
resemblance between Tom Swift Sr. and his son.
Both were lean, and had the same keen features
and deep-set eyes.



The screen showed Mr. Swift in
conference at his office with two men, one of
whom was speaking. "...so we want you to
design the newest, most modern, high-speed
railroad system ever to exist."



The speaker, Cyrus Mangate, was as
steel-hard as the tracks of the Atlantic and
Pacific rail network of which he was president.
The company had been family-owned since its
beginning.



"Anything more, Tippet?" He turned to
his assistant.



"Only to report another request for a bid
on the project. The new one is from
Cosmoprises."



The name of this company produced an
immediate reaction from Tom Jr. "The outfit
run by Cosmo Kincaid!" he cried out.



"That double-crosser!" Bud said in
disgust. "Why would anyone want to deal with
a character like him?"



"Nothing has ever been proved against
him," Tom reminded Bud.



"But he's been suspected plenty of
times!"



"Well, we can take care of competition
from him. In any event, Dad should know about
Serptilium right away."



Tom pressed a button on the television
transmitter and activated a portrait of himself
hanging on the wall of the conference room. The
eye in the photograph winked several times.



Observing the Swifts' secret signal, Tom
Sr. excused himself and went into his private
office, where he switched on a floor-to-ceiling
TV screen.



"What's up, son?"



Tom switched on a tape recording made
at the crater. Mr. Swift watched in amazement.
"Looks like the snake house at the zoo, with
Fourth-of-July fireworks thrown in!"



"Dad, it's a new kind of gas that has
antigravity properties!"



"What!"



Suddenly a red light flashed over the
transmitter. Some interplanetary snooper was
monitoring the relay!







2. SPACE COWBOY




WHO was the spy? And what was he
after? These were among the puzzling questions
flashing through Tom's mind as he stopped the
tape and signed off.



"You might have an unknown rival
who's trying to ruin your flight home," Bud
suggested. "He could have launched a missile to
destroy the Challenger's private telemetering
system."



Tom rubbed his chin in thought, then
said, "Who in this world"—he lowered his
voice—"or maybe out of this world, could he
be?"



"How about Kincaid?" his pal asked.
"He's snakier than Serptilium."



"Speaking of the gas, we'd better pick
up some more samples before we head for
home."



"Okay," Bud agreed. "How about our
riding a couple of repelatron donkeys? They'll
save us a lot of walking."



The young inventor nodded. He and Bud
quickly donned their space suits and picked up
the "donkeys"—small metal platforms,
powered by a miniature version of Tom's
repulsion-ray invention. This device, which
directed beams of force downward, kept the
platform suspended above the ground when in
use. Steering was accomplished by a second ray
mounted on a gimbal ring.



"Harry, you stay here and ready the ship
for take-off," Tom directed. "We'll launch just
as soon as Bud and I get back with the gas
samples."



The donkeys churned up ghostly clouds
of lunar dust as the boys headed for the
crevasse.



"There it is!" Tom shouted into his
intercom as they approached a deep fissure in
the moon's surface.



"Roger!" Bud replied. "Let's travel
parallel to that oversized ditch and really give it
the once-over."



He and Tom adjusted their course to the
left. Suddenly Bud's platform began to spin
crazily.



"What's wrong?" Tom cried.



"I—I don't know!" came the reply.
"I'm—I'm out of control!"



Now the donkey started to wobble
violently. Then it sped off toward the jagged face
of a lunar mountain.



Tom was horror-stricken! If Bud crashed
against the side of the mountain, his space suit
would be ripped to shreds! He would die in a
few seconds!



"Quick!" Tom screamed into his
intercom. "Shut off the repulsion rays!"



"I—I can't!" Bud replied. "The switch
is stuck!"



Frantically Tom raced after his friend. As
the gap closed between the two platforms, he
reached for a coil of thin nylon rope attached to
the belt of his space suit. He quickly formed a
lasso and began twirling it above his head in
cowboy fashion.



"Hang on!" Tom pleaded. Bud looked
terrified. "I'll try to pull you off the donkey!"



The young inventor threw the lasso
toward his companion. Would it reach Bud in
time? In his haste, however, Tom failed to take
account of the lesser gravity and the lack of
atmosphere. The loop of rope went far beyond
its mark.



The face of the mountain drew closer.
Tom's heart pounded like a jackhammer. He
retrieved his lasso and tried again. This time the
loop settled over Bud's shoulders.



In a flash Tom reversed course and shot
upward. As he did, the nylon rope became taut
and pulled Bud free an instant before his
platform crashed against the side of the
mountain.



"Whew!" Bud said weakly as Tom set
him down gently on the surface and landed his
own donkey nearby. "That was a close one."



"You stay here and rest for a minute or
two," Tom advised. "I want to examine your
platform and try to find out why it
malfunctioned."



Tom returned to his donkey and soared
off. He found Bud's smashed platform and
inspected it carefully. The gimbal ring was
clogged with lunar dust and had jammed during
the turn to parallel the crevasse, sending Bud's
vehicle hurtling out of control.



Tom rejoined his friend. "Still feel up to
collecting those gas samples?" he asked.



"You bet!" Bud replied. He squeezed
aboard Tom's donkey. The platform strained
under the extra weight, but lifted off.



When the boys arrived at the crevasse,
Tom unfolded a packet containing miniature
drilling tools. The drill itself was a laser beam,
capable of boring a one-inch hole even through
solid granite. Samplers were then fitted into the
hole to scoop out material.



"Maybe the moon isn't made of green
cheese." Tom chuckled as he filtered some
gray-green grit through his fingers. "But it sure
looks like it."



Bud said nothing. He picked up the
small laser and began drilling another hole in the
wall of the crevasse.



Tom was deep in thought as he examined
the grainy substance. "This is the raw material
of Serptilium," he said finally. "I suspect that
the gas is present in two forms, both ortho and
para states."



"Save the science lecture till later," Bud
urged. "If we don't get a move on, the gas may
be gone!"



The boys hurried with their task. When
they finished it, Bud said:



"Come on, professor. Whip up that
donkey of yours and take us back to the ship."



Soon they were speeding across the
lunar terrain.



"It could be," Tom remarked, "that the
sub-atomic particles of the gas are continually
reversing their electrical charges at a very rapid
rate."



"You mean it changes from normal
matter to antimatter and back again?"



"Exactly."



Bud turned and looked at the chalk-white
face of the mountain into which his platform had
crashed. With a flourish of his arm, he shouted,
"Old sawtooth, I christen thee Mount
Serptilium!"



Tom grinned, then motioned Bud to the
Challenger's touchdown spot. In a few minutes
the boys boarded their spacecraft.



"Everything checks out fine," Harry
announced as they entered the cabin. "We're all
set to go."



"We'll use the auxiliary rockets for
take-off," Tom announced, "and save the
repelatron batteries for an emergency."



The Challenger rose from the surface of
the moon on a bright pillar of flame. As it
climbed, the rocket engines cut off and power
units began converting the solar energy into
electric current for running the super-repelatron.
Through the quartz-glass window of the cabin
the great multicolored sphere of the earth grew
larger and larger.



"I should be back in time for a date I
had with Sandy," Bud said with a smile. He
looked forward to seeing Sandra Swift, Tom's
vivacious seventeen-year-old sister.



Just then the ship veered wildly off
course. The young astronauts were whipped
violently about in their seats.



"The guidance system's gone
haywire!" Tom yelled as he frantically
manipulated the switches and levers in front of
him.



"Maybe the Serptilium samples are
acting up!" Bud shouted. He leaped from his
seat. "I'll go back and check."



"I'll go with you!" Harry yelled.



Tom fought desperately to regain
control.



Presently Bud reappeared. "Some of the
gas has escaped! It seeped into the guidance-system relay."



"That's what is causing the trouble,"
Tom declared. "There's a heat lamp in the
equipment locker. Get it and raise the
temperature in the relay housing. We might
force the gas out that way!"



Bud returned to do this and gradually
Tom was able to regain full control of the
spacecraft.



"Congratulations, professor," Bud said
as he wearily plunked himself down in the seat
next to Tom. "The lamp worked like a charm."



"Good! We'll stop off at the O.I.S. to
check over the ship. We don't want anything to
go wrong during our earth landing."



Soon the boys sighted the glittering
twelve-spoked wheel of the outpost in space—a
manned orbiting satellite station that Tom had
designed and built. It moved in a twenty-four-hour orbit 22,000 miles above the earth's
surface.



After docking the Challenger with the
help of the station's crewmen, the astronauts
immediately started their inspection of their
craft. When they had finished, Tom's thoughts
returned to the Serptilium.



"The ortho form of the gas seems to
have anti-gravity properties when heated, but
loses them when cooled," Tom muttered, half to
himself.



"Try freezing the stuff," Bud said
jokingly. "Then it might not float away."



"What I'm going to try is liquefying
some of it," Tom told him. "Suppose you
finish here while I do a little experimenting.
Plenty of men to help you."



"Okay. Go ahead."



Tom disappeared into one of the many
laboratories on the outpost. Two hours later he
reappeared, grinning broadly.



"It worked, Bud! I used my supervolt
separator to decompose the gas. By using a
small sample of Serptilium having ninety-nine
per cent of the ortho form and one per cent of
the para form, I found that each of them
liquefied in their divided state at 440 degrees
Fahrenheit. The ortho form definitely has the
antigravity property which increases when
heated."



"Tremendous!" Bud exclaimed.



Tom went on, "If it could only be
harnessed and used as a new super fuel for that
railroad engine Dad has been asked to design!"



The young inventor's face lit up as he
envisioned the fastest, safest, and most luxurious
train ever designed—one that could speed
without interference at twenty feet in the air
through fog, above snow-covered tracks,
landslides, or sudden earthquakes.



"I sure hope," said Bud, "that Kincaid
doesn't know about Serptilium!"



"Let's not take any chances." Tom
called Harlan Ames, the slim dark-haired
security chief of Swift Enterprises. "We're
coming in. Please be at Fearing Island. Provide
maximum safety."



"Right, skipper!" Orders were given to
ban all unauthorized personnel and visitors from
the Swifts' island rocket base. The engineers
made sure the flying robots were on guard over
the area.



Tom and Bud smiled as Fearing came
into view. It was a beautiful afternoon and the
spacecraft would be able to land gently by
means of its sun-powered repulsion rays alone.



"What a pleasure to see land again!"
Bud exclaimed. "First thing I do— Wow!"



An experimental rocket plane had shot at
supersonic speed into their path!



Tom tried a radical maneuver to avoid the
missile. But he overcontrolled. The change in
course headed the Challenger straight for the
earth!



The boys peered at the ambient-temperature gauge. "We're beginning to enter
earth's atmosphere!" Tom cried. "There's no
time to slow down for a constant-G landing.
We'll have to establish a standard reentry
trajectory, or we'll burn up!"







3. SKY TRAP




TOM desperately began to twist dials
and flick switches. The Challenger was
plummeting toward earth at a speed of more than
five miles per second. In desperation Tom
switched on the auxiliary rocket engines.



"We're coming up on trajectory!" Bud
shouted in relief as he stared at the course
indicator.



Seconds later the Challenger streaked
deeper into the atmosphere at a shallow angle.



"Reentry looks okay!" Tom declared.
"Prepare for landing." He brought the craft in
safely to Fearing.



"Thank goodness you're okay," said
Doc Simpson, after they had debarked from the
spacecraft. "I want all of you to come to the
infirmary."



"Will do," Tom said, "as soon as I put
this flask on ice and under heavy guard."



Doc Simpson looked puzzled but said
nothing. Tom walked to his island laboratory
and deposited the moon gas in a locked
hypercycle. Then he joined the others at the
infirmary.



After Doc Simpson had examined the
boys and made several tests, Tom and Bud and
the sample of Serptilium were ready to fly to
home base at Shopton. In forty-five minutes the
sprawling, four-mile-square experimental
stations of Swift Enterprises loomed ahead.



"It's good to be home," Tom
murmured.



A welcome sight that met his eyes was a
dumpling-shaped figure running as fast across
the concrete pad as his high-heeled cowboy
boots would carry him.



"Great to see you, Chow!"



"An' brand my steer gravy, it's good to
clap eyes on you, boss!" Charles Winkler, a
former chuck-wagon cook and now the Swifts'
private chef at Enterprises, puffed as he pumped
Tom's hand. The short man's leathery face was
as exuberant as his multicolored shirt.



"Hello, Buddy boy. Listen to this. I
entered one o' them thar 'name-the-breeds'
contests! I jest know I won first prize!"



"Yippee!" said Bud.



Tom's mind was still concentrated on the
moon gas. But he did not want to hurt the
feelings of the tubby Texan. Tom and his father
had met Chow while on an expedition to the
Southwest, to set up a nuclear experimental
center.



"You cain't fence me in, when it comes
to cattle! I kin tell 'em all a mile off—longhorns,
shorthorns—"



"And greenhorns?" Bud teased.



"Speak for yourself, fly-boy! I got 'em
all right, I feel it in my bones!"



Tom's father came to greet the group
and congratulate the boys on their safe landing.



"There's no doubt about it," said Mr.
Swift, who looked grave. "The rocket plane that
nearly caused you to crash was a robot model,
and by the way—it's registered to
Cosmoprises."



"Are you sure, Dad?"



"No question. I checked it out with
Slater." Chief Slater was in charge of Shopton
Police Department and was an old friend of the
Swifts.



"Let's see what Kincaid has to say."



"Exactly my idea, son."



Tom asked Bud to take the container of
Serptilium to an underground vault beneath the
Administration Building. He and his father went
on to the large double office they shared in the
Main Building. Here Tom told Mr. Swift about
the moon gas.



"Amazing!" his father said. "It may
solve many of our problems and be a real help to
mankind."



"Tomorrow," Tom told him, "I want to
make further experiments with it. But right now
how about following up this Kincaid angle?
Let's drive over there."



Fifteen minutes later Tom's sleek, silver
sports car slid to a halt outside the heavily
guarded gates of Cosmoprises. It was a grim
collection of buildings in a deserted area on the
far side of town.



The Swifts were escorted through a
series of barred doors that clanged shut behind
them.



Tom whispered, "It's like a prison!"



"Which is where Kincaid belongs!"
Mr. Swift replied almost inaudibly, for they were
about to enter the office of the man they had
come to see.



Cosmo Kincaid was a heavy-set man in
his middle forties, who looked much older than
his years. He had never made any attempt to
hide the fact he had fought his way up through
the ranks to success. His eyes were as coal black
as his hair and they bored into the Swifts'
pupils.



His manner was brusque, totally without
polish. "All right. What do you want?" He did
not even offer chairs to his visitors.



"My son and his crew were nearly killed
by your robot plane, Mr. Kincaid," Mr. Swift
said angrily.
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"Don't know what you're talking
about."



"Then somebody in your organization
must." Tom's tone was respectful but firm.



"If so, it was an accident." Kincaid
studied a document on the desk in front of him,
as though dismissing the Swifts.



The door to an adjoining office opened
slowly, almost hesitantly. Kincaid looked up and
said impatiently, "Yes, Ritt, what is it?"



Ritter Kincaid was a slim eighteen-year-old, totally different from his father in every
feature. The youth had a sensitive face with hazel
eyes and brown wavy hair.



"I had an idea about the monorail—"
Ritt started to say when he noticed the Swifts,
still standing at the other end of the office.
"Sorry. I didn't know you had guests, Father."



"Nor did I." Kincaid went back to his
papers. "Show the Swifts out, Ritt."



As the youth opened the door, he said,
"So you're the famous father-and-son scientist
team!" There was a note of envy in Ritt's voice.



"Guess we're kind of competitors."
Tom laughed. "At least in the railroad
business."



"Don't worry. We'll beat the pants off
you!" Ritt was not so shy as he had appeared at
first. Grinning, he added, "Got some new
wrinkles I'll bet even you never thought of!"



"That's enough, Ritt!" his father
barked. "Go back to your work." He pushed a
button on his desk. A short, fat, round-faced
man appeared as though by magic. "Turley, take
these people to the gate."



When the Swifts returned to the plant,
Ames was waiting for them. "I've traced the
interplanetary monitoring to a mountainous area
near Kilimanjaro—"



Tom was surprised. "The highest point
on the African continent! Why would anyone go
that far just to do a little snooping?"



"Maybe it's the work of our old
enemies the Brungarians," his father suggested.
"They'll resort to any tactics to get something
they want."



This idea worried Tom. If his old
enemies knew about Serptilium, there was no
time to waste! "I must get to work on my design
for an antigravity motor. See you at dinner,
Dad."



Tom hastened to his private lab, where he
found Bud sketching pictures of fantastic-looking trains on fantastic-looking tracks. He
grinned. "Just had a brain storm. How about
propelling your train, skipper, by
electromagnets?"



"I like the idea," Tom said. "But I'd
prefer to use something newer. There must be a
way we can harness the Serptilium for
propulsion. Just how, I can't say yet. I'll have to
work on it."



"Don't take too long," Bud advised.
"Remember! We don't know how far Kincaid
has advanced with his project."



"The answer must be in the antigravity
properties of the gas," Tom murmured. "There
might be some way to utilize the minus-G force
of Serptilium and the plus-G force of the earth.
Maybe—"



"Well, you figure it out," Bud
interrupted. "I have a date with your sister."



Tom came out of his reverie. "And Phyl
and I are going along."



His thoughts, however, were still on
Serptilium when Bud's car drew up at the
Shopton Yacht Club with the two couples. Tom
jumped out and assisted first Phyl, then Sandy,
his blond, blue-eyed sister. She was a year
younger than Tom.



"Of course, Phyl," said Tom as the four
entered the club, "we have to be able to control
the ortho—"



"And start things gravitating?" Pretty,
dark-haired Phyllis Newton liked to tease Tom.
She was the daughter of Ned Newton, manager
of the Swift Construction Company that
manufactured the inventions of Tom and his
father.



Phyl and Tom sat down and she listened
patiently to his theorizing. Finally Sandy and
Bud stopped at their bench. "Are you two going
to sit there all night, or would you like to
dance?"



"Yes," Bud added. "That snake gas is
becoming a bore constrictor!"



The two couples hastened hand in hand
onto the dance floor. Standing in the doorway
was Ritt Kincaid!



"Hi, there!" Tom called. "I'd like you
to meet my sister Sandy and Phyl Newton.
Girls, this is Ritt Kincaid....Ritt, this is Bud
Barclay." All acknowledged the introductions.



"May I have the pleasure of this
dance?" Ritt asked Sandy with a little bow.



Before Bud could object, Sandy said,
"Yes."



"Sorry ole chap. Better luck next time,"
chirped Ritt. He doffed an imaginary hat at her
date.



Bud gritted his teeth. "First Daddy
Kincaid tries to cut us out of the railroad
contract. Now sonny's cutting in on Sandy!"



Tom's sister was intrigued by Ritt's
courtly, almost old-fashioned manner. "Not a
bit like impulsive Bud!" she thought as Ritt's
arm went around her.



Tom and Phyl also danced off together,
leaving Bud alone. Sandy soon took pity on
him. Good old Bud! Maybe he was a bit rough
and ready, but she would not have him any
different for the world. But how could she go
back to him without offending Ritt?



Just then Sandy caught sight of Dodie
Ames. Here was her opportunity. "Hello,
stranger," she greeted the titian-haired daughter
of the Swifts' security chief. "Haven't seen you
in ages. How was boarding school?"



"Terrible. No boys." Dodie's pert nose
turned up another notch.



"You can make up for it now. Meet Ritt
Kincaid."



A moment later the two were dancing
together as Sandy returned to Bud.



"Oh, oh." Ritt was dismayed as he
glanced over Dodie's shoulder. "Here comes
Martabat, my bodyguard!"



Martabat was tall, handsome, and
dignified enough to be a maharaja. A silk turban
set off his swarthy, inscrutable features. "Come,
Master Ritter. Your father wants to see you."



"I'm not ready to go. I just got here!"
Ritt protested. "My father doesn't expect me so
soon."



"I said, 'Come!' " The Indian, lithe and
powerful as a panther, tried to lead the objecting
youth forcibly from the dance floor.



Ritt tried to push the hulking figure
away, but Martabat had clapped his powerful
hands on the boy's shoulder. Bud rushed to the
rescue and tripped the giant, sending him
sprawling.



"Quick! This way!" Bud pushed the
youth through a side door and pulled Sandy
after him.



"Th-thanks," Ritt stammered. "But why
did you help me?"



"I don't like seeing anyone get pushed
around. Even you!" Bud scowled.



Tom followed with Phyl and suggested
with a grin, "Let's try out my new sports jet!"



They went to Enterprises' private airfield
and roared aloft.



Ritt exulted, "First time I ever got the
better of Martabat!"



Before anyone could reply, an angry
bellow came over the radio. "I know where you
are, Ritt! Stay away from those Swifts!
Remember the lion's paw!"



Ritt paled. "My father! Please let me
down at Cosmo Field!"



Tom was puzzled but did as Ritt
requested. Dodie waved good-by to him as they
taxied to take off. A few seconds later the
plane's radar warned of trouble dead ahead.



"Look!" screamed Phyl.



An almost invisible steel net was rising
up at the end of the runway directly in front of
them!







4. FLYING FLAPJACKS




THE barrier spread out like a gigantic
spider web!



"We'll never make it over the top!" Bud
yelled.



Tom's plane was equipped with vertical
jets to enable it to take off and land in extremely
short distances. Tom reached for the switch that
would activate the units.



"Brace yourselves!" he cried. "You
may get a jolt!"



Tom flicked the switch. A split second
later the occupants were jammed straight down
into their seats with a force that took their breath
away. The plane just cleared the barrier.



Bud peered out the window and mopped
his brow. "If this craft had had an extra coat of
paint," he said shakily, "we never would have
made it."



The girls were so frightened that several
minutes passed before they were able to speak.



"Oh, Tom, you saved us!" Dodie and
Phyl cried.



"And let's call it a night," Sandy
begged.



They went to their homes. As Tom
started upstairs to bed, he said to his father, "Do
you think Ritt could be our enemy too? He
doesn't seem to be such a bad guy!"



"Looks can be deceiving," Mr. Swift
warned. "Maybe Ritt was the bait in a well-planned trap tonight."



"You could be right, Dad," Tom said.
"At the very least, he might be spying for his
father."



"I hope you're wrong," Sandy
interjected. "We only met Ritt for the first time
tonight. But there is such a thing as intuition and
I say he's honest."



"Just the same, I'd warn Dodie to be on
her guard if Ritt should try to see her again,"
Mr. Swift urged. "The Kincaids might attempt
to create a security leak through her."



After a good night's sleep Tom and Bud
met at the lab early. Bud had the sample of
Serptilium with him. Nobody else was at work
except faithful Chow. He was clattering around
cheerfully in the kitchen next door to the lab.



"Got here before sunup," the roly-poly
cook greeted them. "Had a hunch y'all could
use some man-sized breakfast!"



"Thanks." Bud sniffed appreciatively.
"What is it that smells so good?"



"Flapjacks—big as wagon wheels!"



"Great," said Tom, "but give us a
chance to work up an appetite."



He went to the long bench crowded with
test tubes, retorts, and an array of other research
apparatus. Tom returned a sample of the
convertible gas to its metal flask. The rest was
put in a hypercycle.



"Any ideas as to how you're going to
use the stuff?" Bud queried.



"Yes. First the antigravity properties will
hold up the monorail above the Atlantic and
Pacific tracks. Do you read me?"



"Affirmative," his copilot answered.
"And then?"



"And then comes the tough job. I'm
going to design a motor that will convert the
minus-G force of the Serptilium and the plus-G
force of the earth into a driving component that
will propel the train car."



"Clear as mud," Bud said. "Can you
tell me in simpler terms how the motor will
work?"



"I haven't figured it all out yet," Tom
admitted. "But the motor will contain Serptilium
stored in a special chamber in which we can
control the temperature over an extremely wide
range. In that way, we'll be able to govern the
amount of anti-G force produced by the gas."



"But won't the Serptilium try to lift the
car off the rail? It would be something to have a
bunch of passengers suddenly soaring through
the stratosphere."



Tom laughed, then explained, "It's the
lifting power of Serptilium that I'm counting on
to provide propulsion. In other words, when the
gas is heated to produce a minus-one G, it will
exactly counterbalance the earth's gravitational
pull and cause the car to be weightless. Further
heating of the gas will increase the anti-G factor.
Ordinarily, this condition would cause the car to
rise, but the rail will prevent it from doing so."



"I still don't get it," his friend admitted.



"Here it is in a nutshell," Tom declared.
"I'll try to convert the excess lifting power
produced by the Serptilium into propulsive
power."



Bud sighed. "Sounds to me like a big
order. How are you going to test the lifting
power of the gas on earth?"



Just then Chow's off-key but powerful
baritone came blasting from the galley, "The
Lone Star State! The Lone Star State! Where the
men are men! An' the gals are great!"



Tom and Bud looked at each other. The
same idea occurred to both of them. "In the
flapjacks!" they said simultaneously. "Let's try
a little flying saucery!"



"Sh!" Bud put a finger to his lips. "Not
so loud!"



Tom picked up the flask containing the
gas and now held it behind his back. They
tiptoed down the passage and peered in at Chow,
who had his back to them.



"I'll divert his attention," Bud
whispered, "while you put a little Serptilium in
the flapjack batter!" He sauntered up to Chow.
"Hi, old-timer! When's breakfast ready?"



"Hold your hosses!" Chow hated to
have anyone in his kitchen. "I'll never be done
if you varmints don't stay off o' my range!" He
looked around, puzzled. "Where did that batter
get to?"



Tom handed him the bowl. "Here you
are, Chow."



The cook put several spoonfuls of the
innocent-appearing mix onto the griddle. Tom
and Bud watched eagerly as the pancakes took
shape. Nothing happened. Tom felt cheated.



Chow picked up his spatula and reached
out with it to flip the flapjacks over. But before
he could touch them, the pancakes shot up into
the air!



"I'll be hornswoggled!" Chow cried as
one knocked the ten-gallon hat from his bald
dome. "What in thunderation—"



He would have fallen backwards if Bud
had not caught him. Now the flapjacks whirled
madly around the room before sailing out the
window and vanishing into the sky!



"Always said you had a magic touch at
the stove." Bud tried to comfort the panic-stricken chef, who was quivering like jelly.
"This proves you're really a wizard on the
range!"



"Kitchen range, leastways!" Chow
brightened as he forgot his terror at the spectacle
of the ghostly griddlecakes.



"Who else could make flying
flapjacks?" asked Tom. He had been about to
explain the mystery, but decided not to
disillusion the beaming cook. "Why don't you
whip up another batch?"



"But this time make sure they go the
right way." Bud opened his mouth and pointed.
"Down here. I'm starved."



It took some time for Chow to settle
down to the business of making non-antigravity
pancakes and serving them to the boys. He
talked constantly and every few minutes would
refer to the phenomenon he had concocted.



"My pancakes ought t' be writ up in one
o' them thar space magazines," he said.



"Sure," Bud agreed. "Greatest
breakthrough in science since the invention of
the horseless carriage."



"Mebbe," said Chow, "when I git the
prize for guessin' all them thar Texas steer
breeds, I kin have a piece in the paper 'bout me,
an' a picture holdin' the prize an' a skillet o'
flyin' flapjacks."



When the cook went back to the galley,
Tom turned on the radio just as the local
newscaster came on the air.



"Hundreds of Shopton residents and
others in the vicinity state that they have seen
what they insist are 'flying saucers.' They are
similar in appearance to unidentified flying
objects sighted on previous occasions. And now
for the weather—"



Chow heard it and came rushing in. He
jumped up and down for joy, like a portly
human pogo stick. "Brand my magic skillet, I
sure whomped up some flyin' flapjacks!"



The boys laughed heartily at Chow's
pleasure. They were also delighted at the success
of the Serptilium test.



"It works!" they whispered happily to
each other.



"Hate to break up the conversation," a
voice called. Mr. Swift was standing in the
doorway. "My secretary says Mr. Mangate's
office is on the line. Son, I want you to be there
when I take the call."



Tom followed his father into a private
office near the lab. "Swift here," the older man
said into the phone.



"Just a moment, please." It was Tippet,
the tycoon's assistant. They waited.



Then the railroad president's terse voice
rasped, "No point in wasting any more time on
that new railroad project, Swift. I'm calling it off,
so far as you're concerned."



"But why?" Father and son were
stunned.



"Look in the papers and you'll find
out!" He slammed down the phone.



At that moment Sandy called on the
closed circuit TV connecting Enterprises with
the Swift home. She held up a newspaper in
front of the transmitter. It was the early edition
of the Shopton Evening Bulletin.



The headline was large, black, and
foreboding:





SWIFT ENTERPRISES NEAR 


BANKRUPTCY









5. THE DRUMHAWK MISSION




TOM'S eyes glinted angrily as he
switched off the television.



"Somebody is trying to hurt us by
circulating false rumors!" Then he touched his
father lightly on the arm. "Just between the two
of us, Dad, you're not having money problems,
are you? Because if there's anything I can do to
help—"



"Thank you, son. But we've never been
in better shape financially. I think we should run
down to the Bulletin office and find out about
this."



"I feel like punching Perkins in the
nose!" Tom's enraged reference was to the
editor of the Shopton Evening Bulletin.



The man was riffling through an
appointment pad when they walked into his
small cluttered office.



"What can I do for you?" Perkins'
features were foxy-looking. "I got the story
from a reliable source."



"Reliable!" Tom was furious. "How
can you say that when you print a pack of lies?"



"Easy, Tom. Anyone can make
mistakes," Mr. Swift warned. He smiled at the
editor. "I realize, Mr. Perkins, that a
newspaperman never reveals his sources.
However, in this case—"



"No harm in telling you. It was Harrison
Cruikshank."



Tom bristled at the name of a man who
was a director of the Liberty Bank and Trust
Company, and also a close friend of Kincaid.



"But he—" Tom started to say when he
caught a warning look from his father's keen
blue eyes. Cruikshank had always been hostile
to the Swifts because they did not use his bank.
"Why didn't you check with us?" Tom asked
quietly.



"I tried to." Perkins seemed sheepish.
"But I couldn't reach anyone. I'll print a
retraction in tomorrow's paper. That'll square
us."



Tom and his father waited eagerly for the
paper. All the following day the phone rang and
the wires buzzed with calls from worried
Enterprises' customers. Some firms canceled
contracts. Others were wary of entering into new
commitments and gave all kinds of excuses. But
their real reason was obvious.



"Guess they figure there's no smoke
without fire," Tom remarked, "but they ought to
have more faith in us!"



"Just give them time." Tom's father
was more patient. He had been through many
storms in his business career and weathered
each of them successfully.



When it appeared, the retraction was a
disappointment. Although it contained an
apology, the story said little and was buried at
the bottom of page eleven. The obscure article
was sufficient, however, to cause the railroad
magnate to telephone the Swifts. Though a
tough businessman, Mangate was also fair.



"Bit too hasty yesterday, Swift," his
staccato voice came over the line. "Willing to go
along with you on a tentative basis if you're still
interested."



"Whatever you say, Mr. Mangate,"
Tom's father replied quietly. "We know we can
give you what you want."



"So does Cosmoprises. Good day."
The conversation ended as abruptly as it had
begun.



Half an hour later, Bud came into the
office to find Tom down on his hands and
knees. "What on earth are you doing?"



His friend was crawling around among a
sea of topographical maps which charted certain
selected segments of the countryside in the
minutest detail.



"Caught you mapping, eh?" Bud joked.



Tom grinned. "I'm going over the
railroad's right-of-way," he answered, tracing
the route with a red crayon. "I have to know
where the curves and hills are."



"Have you thought of a name for your
train?" Bud queried.



"Yes. Maybe it sounds egotistical, but
how about the Monoswift? Like it?"



"Sounds fine. Monoswift it is."



Tom looked at the maps again. "There
are thousands and thousands of miles of track!"
he announced.



"We couldn't look at all of them!" Bud
objected.



"Yes, we could! In the cycloplane!"
Tom replied. "We can hover like a helicopter
when we need to study the terrain. And don't
forget it's also a land cruiser.



Tom had designed the machine so that
the two rear wheels had a mechanical-drive
system and the front landing wheel could be
used for steering. The ship could thus be
operated on the ground like an automobile.



"And the cybertron on it will come in
mighty handy with the mapping!"



This device was an advanced type of
automatic pilot. Since it could beam out a radar-type signal to detect obstacles in the plane's
path, the cybertron would also be employed to
chart contours and other geographical features.



After reporting their plans to Mr. Swift,
the boys packed food and camping gear and
boarded the cycloplane. The futuristic aircraft
functioned like a car and also looked like one on
the inside. The roomy cabin had front and rear
seats. As Bud adjusted the driver's seat he
remarked:



"It's good to be back on the
Drumhawk!"



This was Tom's name for the ship that
derived its lift from twin cylinders, powered by
an ultrasonic generator which rotated the
cylinders at a tremendous rate.



"I promise not to be a back-seat driver,"
Tom said as he sat down in the rear and set out
his mapping instruments.



Not far from Shopton, Tom picked up
the railroad tracks and followed them westward
like a dragonfly. Their automatic mapping
equipment functioned perfectly, and Tom kept
his craft on course until after sunset.



The long prairie twilight was fading and
the air was getting cold as the boys set up camp
on the outskirts of Crow Foot, a small Midwest
town. Bud soon had a cheerful fire blazing. He
poured hot chocolate into mugs and handed a
steaming one to Tom. Bud pointed to the distant
houses, most of which were already in darkness.



"They sure pull in the sidewalks early in
this part of the world."



The travelers opened up cans of food and
ate heartily. Then they climbed into their
sleeping bags and immediately fell fast asleep.



Dawn was streaking the eastern sky with
pink when Tom shook Bud awake. Both
climbed out of their sacks, splashed cold water
on their faces, and dressed quickly. After a
breakfast of bacon and eggs, they boarded the
Drumhawk and continued their aerial survey of
the railroad.



Using symbols, Tom marked on his map
the information which he considered would be
useful to his project. He then glanced at his
watch.



"We've gone far enough," he said.
"Let's turn around and retrace the route so I can
double-check my information."



Bud maneuvered the craft to a reciprocal
course. Now they were flying parallel to the
tracks at an altitude of three hundred feet. Nearly
an hour had passed when suddenly the cabin
shook with a loud boom.



"What was that?" Tom yelled.



"Sounded like an explosion!"



The craft began to rock violently.



"We're rolling to the left!" Bud cried.
"Can't hold her!"



Tom leaped into the seat beside his
friend and grabbed the dual control. Together,
they tried to straighten out the Drumhawk.



"We're losing lift on the left side!"
Tom concluded.



Frantically he pulled back on the throttle
controlling the rotational speed of the lifting
drum on the right side. Gradually the craft began
to right itself. A split second later they hit the
ground with a thud and skidded to a halt.



"Whew!" Bud gasped. "It's lucky we
weren't flying higher, or we really would have
rolled the Drumhawk up in a ball."



Tom leaped out of the craft and made a
quick inspection. "Here's the trouble!" he
shouted to his friend. "A shell has ripped
completely through the left lifting drum. Looks
as if it was an armor-piercing type!"



[image: “A shell ripped through the lifting drum,” Tom shouted to Bud]

"But that's impossible!" Bud
exclaimed. He bolted out of the cabin to see for
himself. "Where could it have come from?"



"The shell hit us from directly below,"
Tom answered as he examined the gaping hole.



"But those things usually explode on
contact."



"Luckily, ours must have been a dud."



"This is one for the books!" Bud yelled
angrily. "We have enough trouble without some
idiot trying to shoot us down!"



Tom creased his brow. "I think this was
a deliberate attack," he said.



"I wouldn't be surprised if Kincaid was
behind it!" Bud snapped.



"Maybe. We'll have to be on our guard
from now on."



Bud glanced at their surroundings.
"Chances are we're being watched right now."



The boys decided to reconnoiter the area.
A short distance away they discovered a set of
tire tracks.



"These must have been made by a small
truck," Bud suggested.



A further search revealed nothing more.



"It's getting late," Tom announced.
"We'd better go back and repair the hole in the
lifting drum. That's what made the Drumhawk
roll out of control."



He and Bud returned to the craft, took
out their emergency repair kit, and began fixing
the damage. It was dark by the time they
finished.



"Let's drag out the sleeping bags and
get a good night's sleep. We'll start back first
thing in the morning."



Bud yawned. Tom zipped up his
sleeping bag. Just then a voice came over the
radio via which Tom maintained constant contact
with home base. It was Harlan Ames.



"Tom, do you read me?"



"Affirmative."



"Hurry back! Dodie's—" The radio
went dead.







6. A MYSTERIOUS DISAPPEARANCE




"I WONDER what happened to
Dodie?" Tom turned the dial to another
frequency. "I'll try my house."



"Hello?" Sandy's voice came over the
Swifts' private radio frequency.



"Harlan just called me," Tom told her,
"but we were cut off. He started to say
something about Dodie—"



"She's disappeared!" Sandy fought
back tears. "Dodie got a phone call to meet Ritt
at Humpty Dumpty's—"



"Where?" Tom asked.



"It's a new snack bar where a lot of
teenagers meet. But she never arrived there!"
Sandy cried. "Oh, Tom, we're all so worried
about her! Please do something!"



"Take it easy," her brother pleaded.
"How come Dodie dated Ritt when her father
warned her against being friendly with the
Kincaids?"



Sandy choked back a sob. "Dodie
insisted that Ritt was different and she sneaked
out of the house without telling anyone—except
me, that is! She phoned."



"What does Ritt say?"



"He insists he never telephoned her!"



"Tell Dad we're coming straight
home." Tom switched off the radio. He turned
to Bud, who had already started to stow the
camping equipment on the aircraft. "Looks as if
Dodie's been kidnapped!"



Bud was serious as he doused the fire.
"I'll bet Kincaid's behind it! Maybe he plans to
put pressure on Harlan, because he's head of
Swift Security!"



Tom frowned at this idea. "You mean so
Kincaid could extort some of our secrets in
exchange for Dodie?"



"I wouldn't put anything past that
rattlesnake!" Bud said grimly.



They boarded the cycloplane and quickly
flew back to Shopton. Tom hastened to see
Harlan Ames who, despite the late hour, was in
his office. "I think my radio went out through a
mechanical failure," he said. "It's doubtful that
the cutoff had anything to do with my
daughter's disappearance."



Even though greatly worried about
Dodie, the security chief disciplined himself to
do his job with professional thoroughness. He
had already contacted Police Chief Slater, who
had sent out a statewide alarm. At daybreak a
search was organized using the entire resources
of Swift Enterprises. The area was scoured by a
fleet of jet helicopters.



Hours went by without any word from or
about Dodie. Her father was excused from all
Enterprises work, but Mr. Swift felt that the
others should gather for an important meeting
regarding the Kincaids and Cosmoprises. Tom
was asked to speak.



The meeting was opened by Uncle Ned
Newton. All the men gathered around the long
table in the Board Room were grave.



"Gentlemen," Uncle Ned began, "to
say that we are faced with a major problem is to
put it mildly."



Just then the door opened and Chow
entered. The Westerner was humming gaily. He
had not been told about Dodie's disappearance.
As he served coffee and feather-light doughnuts,
Ned Newton summarized the situation.



"If our competition—"



"Speakin' o' competitions," Chow
interrupted, "I won!"



"Well, that's great, Chow," Tom said.
"I'll talk to you later."



But Chow's story was too good to keep.
"Got all the names right, like I said I would,
Tom, my fine buckaroo! I'd 'a' knowed 'em all
blindfold! It was like stealin' wampum from a
papoose, it were that easy!"



Almost bursting with pride, he pointed to
a belt studded with bright brass stars that
surrounded his ample middle. "First prize! An'
these stars are all Texas stars!" He waltzed out
of the room.



Uncle Ned quickly concluded his
remarks, and asked Tom to speak. He told about
the discovery of Serptilium and its amazing
properties.



"I hope to use it in the train project. It
worries me, though, that our competitor may
have found out about the moon gas."



When he sat down, Uncle Ned stood up.
"If Cosmoprises has Serptilium, where did they
get it?"



"Perhaps they sent someone to the
moon," Tom said, "after picking up my
interplanetary message to Dad."



A check of the findings of Enterprises'
monitors revealed there had been activities on the
moon by two foreign powers. Reports indicated,
however, that the expeditions had not been on
the dark side of the satellite.



Tom was not satisfied with this. "You
know I don't trust the Brungarians. Let's
double-check."



The records were quickly run through
the computers and minutes later Tom was
frowning at the punched cards in front of him.
"Cosmo Kincaid's outfit made a tie-in with the
Brungarians! There may be more to this than
moon gas."



"Maybe Kincaid is trying to steal our
supply of Serptilium to sell to them!" Bud
pounded the table angrily.



"Making him a traitor as well as a
crook!" Tom added. "On the other hand, he
may be paying them to get it for Cosmoprises."



Uncle Ned spoke up. "Kincaid and the
Brungarians work the same way. But I doubt
he's a match for them."



Mr. Swift nodded. "Which only makes
the situation worse. A pawn in their hands could
be very dangerous."



"We can't do much more about this at
the moment," he pointed out. "Let's intensify
the search for Dodie. If she hasn't been found
by tomorrow, we'll offer a ten-thousand-dollar
reward for information leading to her
whereabouts. But for today, Chief Slater feels
that we should keep the story out of the
papers—"



"Particularly Perkins' paper!" Tom was
still smarting from the article about the Swifts.



"If she has been abducted," his father
concluded, "we don't want to scare off the
kidnapper with a lot of publicity. At least not so
long as there's a chance of his getting in touch
with Ames. In the meantime, perhaps we should
act as if nothing happened."



That evening Tom and his sister were
home alone. Sandy nervously paced up and
down the living room. There had been no news
about Dodie Ames. "Wherever can she be?"
Sandy asked.



Tom was equally tense. He found it
impossible to work or to concentrate on the
problems of the Serptilium-driven engine.
Hands thrust deep into his pockets, he strolled
over to the window and looked out into the dark
yard.



"She just vanished into thin air!" he
muttered hopelessly. "If only I could do
something!"



"Why don't you go down to the police
station and see if you can help Harlan and Chief
Slater?" Sandy suggested.



"Bud's there," Tom replied. "Dad felt
that someone should stay here in case the
kidnapper tries to get in touch with us, rather
than with the Ames family direct."



"Well, I'm here," Sandy insisted.



"I know. But I'd rather not leave you
alone with a kidnapper loose."



Sandy said, "I wonder who could have
called Dodie if it wasn't Ritt."



"Maybe he did call her and was lying to
us." Tom had walked to the phone. "I'll call
Slater and see if there's anything new."



"But Ritt seemed fond of Dodie,"
Sandy objected. "Why would he do anything to
hurt her?"



"His father may have forced—"



Tom was cut off by the jarring sound of
the alarm buzzer. This meant somebody had
entered the electromagnetic field that surrounded
the Swift property and protected the family
against intruders! He was in the back yard.



Sandy turned on the outdoor lights as
Tom dashed into the yard. He raced toward the
fence where a figure was trying to hide behind a
big tree. Coming closer, Tom saw that he was a
young man and grabbed him by the coat collar.



"Ritt Kincaid! What are you doing
here?" Tom asked in amazement. He was stern
as he kept a tight grip on the frightened youth.



Perspiration oozed from Ritt's forehead.
"I wanted to talk to you..." He was trembling
like a leaf.



"How do I know you're not up to some
trick?" Tom snapped.



"Please trust me!" Ritt begged.



"Why should I? You've caused us
nothing but trouble so far!"



By now Sandy ran up. "Ritt!" she
gasped. "What about Dodie?"



"That's what I came to see you about!"
he whispered as he looked around nervously.
"Dodie is—" He paused. "Can we go in the
house?"



They went indoors and Ritt spoke in an
almost normal tone, "Dodie is all right. She
was—" Again he halted.



"Go on!" Sandy pleaded.



Ritt lowered his voice. "She was
kidnapped to create a diversion and keep you
from your work."



"Just tell us where Dodie is!" Sandy
begged.



"She is—" Ritt started to say. Then he
collapsed in a dead faint!







7. A STOLEN INVENTION




"RITT'S out cold!" Tom exclaimed to
Sandy.



As she bent over the still figure on the
rug, the alarm went off again. Tom flung open
the front door. Martabat's huge form loomed
before him.



"If you're looking for—"



The Indian spotted Ritt stretched out on
the floor. He pushed past Tom and picked up
the unconscious boy.



Ritt groaned and opened his eyes for a
moment. "The lion's paw—" he muttered. His
words trailed off and his body went limp again.



"Where are you taking him?" Sandy
demanded.



"I take him home," Martabat answered.
He hurriedly carried the boy out to a truck
parked in the street. Seconds later they were
gone.



"What was wrong with Ritt?" Sandy
asked. "He looked awful."



"I think he was drugged," Tom said.
"Then again, maybe he was faking. Why did
that bodyguard of his suddenly arrive as if on
cue?"



Tom switched off the house lights. A
bright, full moon was up, almost turning the
night into day. He was about to step back from
the window when he was startled to see a girl
walking toward the house.



"Quick! Come here, Sandy!" exclaimed
her brother in amazement.



His sister peered through the window.
"Why, I—I think it's Dodie!" she stammered.



They rushed outside to meet the girl.



"Dodie!" Sandy cried. "Thank
goodness you're safe! We've been frantic."



"What happened to you?" Tom asked
quickly as he led her into the living room.



Exhausted, Dodie dropped into a large
armchair. "I—I don't know," she said weakly.
"All I can recall is that I left my home. Just as I
was about to step into my car, a man came up to
me. Everything is a blank after that."



"How did you get here?" Tom
questioned. He thought about the vehicle in
which Martabat had driven Ritt away. "Do you,
by any chance, remember riding in a truck?"



"Truck?" Dodie repeated. "No, I don't.
I only know that I found myself walking toward
your house." She buried her face in her hands
and began sobbing. "It's frightening to lose
your memory like that."



Tom patted the girl's shoulder
sympathetically. "You'd better get some rest,"
he advised.



Sandy dashed to the telephone and called
Dodie's parents. In a short time Mr. and Mrs.
Ames arrived at the Swift home. Bud Barclay
was with them, and there was a joyous reunion.



Bud nudged Tom. "Now we can stop
worrying and get back to work," he whispered.



Tom told Harlan Ames about Ritt's
unexpected visit.



"And you say he mumbled something
about a lion's paw?" the security chief asked.
"Wasn't that the same phrase his father used
when you had Ritt in the plane?"



"Yes. What do you make of it?"



"Lion's paw must be some kind of a
signal among the Kincaid group."



"And it's something that scares Ritt, like
a threat," Tom added.



"I'll work on it," Ames said.



The next couple of days found the young
inventor working round the clock in his lab, with
Bud assisting.



Chow was in the adjoining galley
constantly. Once when he came in, he said,
"Long as you two kin work, I kin cook." He
was carrying two large sizzling skillets.



"You ought to go home," Tom urged.



"No siree!" insisted the cook. "I'm
ridin' herd on that galley till you finish whatever
you're doin'. Somebody's got to see that
you're eatin' properly."



"What did you rustle up for us this
time?" Bud queried. "Sure smells good."



"Ham an' eggs Western style, as only I
kin make 'em," Chow said proudly. He set
down two panfuls on a nearby, heatproof table.



Tom rubbed his eyes. "Is this breakfast,
lunch, or supper? I've lost track."



"You might call it an early-mornin'
midnight supper," the cook replied.



Bud yawned. "Aren't you making
flapjacks any more?" he asked.



The stout Texan shook his head
vigorously. "I won't make those things again!"



"Why not?" Tom asked with a grin.
"Afraid they'll fly away?"



"Scared they won't!" Chow exclaimed.
Suddenly something on Tom's workbench
seized his attention. "What in tarnation is that,
boss?"



"It's a model of the Monoswift," Tom
told him.



Chow gazed at the model curiously. It
was resting on top of a single rail about twelve
inches above the bench. The body of the
Monoswift was cylindrical in shape and had a
row of circular windows on each side. The front
end of the car was sharply pointed like the nose
of a supersonic plane.



"What you goin' to use it for?" the
cook asked.



"To carry passengers," Tom replied.



"Hm!" Chow scratched his head.
"How're you goin' to make it move? The train
ain't got wheels!" he exclaimed.



[image: “The train ain’t got wheels!” Chow exclaimed]

"I hope to propel it with a Serptilium
motor," Tom said. "That's what I'm working
on now."



Chow shook his head in bewilderment.
"You got that thar car hoisted up off the rail.
What's the idee?"



"I hope," Tom answered, "to keep the
train and monorail up off the roadbed by
antigravity gas."



Chow's mouth dropped open. "You
mean someday I'll be ridin' on gas?"



Bud grinned. "You bet. And it'll be the
safest, cleanest, quietest ride you ever had."



The cook looked blank. To avoid further
confusion he escaped to his galley.



Bud glanced out the window. "Sun's
coming up," he commented wearily. "What do
you say we get a little shut-eye?"



Tom was reluctant to leave the lab. But
after some persuasion, he agreed that a few
hours' sleep would help him tackle his motor
problem with a fresh mind.



Within a few hours the young scientist
was back at his bench working on a model of the
Serptilium motor. It was late in the afternoon of
the following day when he gave a shout that
startled Bud and brought Chow running from
the galley.



"Great galaxies!" Tom declared. "I did
it! I've discovered how to create a propulsive
force with the gas!"



Bud and Chow looked on in awe as Tom
followed a cube, about the size of an automobile
battery, which scooted around the floor of the
lab. He appeared to be controlling its motion by
means of an electrical rheostat which he held in
his hand.



"Brand my jumpin' cow ponies!" the
cook hollered. "That thing is alive!"



"Congratulations, professor!" Bud
exclaimed. "How did you do it?"



"As you know," Tom said excitedly,
"my father and I have been interested in
cryogenics for some time. Several years ago
Dad developed a catalyst he called Cryotol,
which he hoped would cause gases to liquefy at
a higher temperature than they usually do."



"Yes. I remember you telling me about it
once," Bud interjected.



"The catalyst worked," Tom continued,
"but not so well as Dad would have liked. So he
shelved the idea. I decided to find out how
Cryotol reacted with Serptilium."



Tom explained that he had constructed a
double-walled, peripheral chamber around the
one containing Serptilium. He had found that by
sending a flow of Cryotol through the outer
chamber, a propulsive force was produced.



"A G-force inverter!" Bud cried.



"Another thing," Tom added excitedly,
"the motor is noiseless. And because there's no
atomic radiation involved, it won't require the
shielding a nuclear power plant does. In fact, the
full-size motor will not be much larger than the
one you see here, and its weight will be about
twenty-five pounds."



Work on the Monoswift prototype now
progressed rapidly. Finally Tom was ready for
Hank Sterling, who was in charge of
patternmaking at Enterprises and called him in.
The blond engineer listened intently as the
young scientist described his invention to him.



"But what about the rail?" Sterling
questioned. "Aren't you going to need
supporting pillars to hold it up off the ground?"



"No," Tom replied. "Instead of a solid
rail, I plan on using a special, hollow cable which
we'll fill with Serptilium. Then we'll encase the
cable in a heating element to vary the
temperature of the gas and thus control the
amount of minus-G force produced. It will
literally float above the ground."



"That's marvelous, skipper," Hank said,
slapping Tom on the back.



Mr. Swift was summoned and beamed
with pride at his son's accomplishment.



"This could revolutionize the railroad
industry," he said.



Bud was equally enthusiastic. "Tom,
you'll make Mangate's eyes bulge!"



The shops at Enterprises went into full
swing night and day. The whine of lathes, the
banging of hammers, and the rattle of pneumatic
drills filled the air. To ensure high-quality
control, every part, down to the smallest washer,
was checked and double-checked. In two weeks
the Monoswift was in its final stages of
assembly.



"We'll be ready to start tests in a couple
of days," Tom told his father as they stood
admiring the sleek, highly polished vehicle.



When the Swifts were about to leave,
they saw Sandy and Phyl running toward them.



"They've got it!" Sandy cried
breathlessly.



"Got what?" Tom asked. "And who is
it you're talking about?"



"I took a test plane up this morning.
And—" Sandy broke off, puffing. "Phyl
spotted a monorail in operation on a long stretch
of land and snapped a couple of pictures of it
with a telephoto camera. I think this was the
proving grounds of Cosmoprises!"



"Oh no!" Bud groaned.



Phyl handed Tom a roll of film.



"Please develop it right away!" Sandy
begged.



Tom rushed it to the laboratory's
darkroom to process the film by his high-speed
developer, while the others waited in the next
room.



In a few seconds the photographs were
ready and Tom anxiously enlarged them. Mr.
Swift and the girls rushed in. They all stared at
the pictures.



"Impossible!" Tom exclaimed.







8. LASER-BEAM AMBUSH




BUD banged his fist down on the table
with a force that sent the pictures flying. "Rats!
Thieves!" he shouted.



Chow heard Bud's angry cry and rushed
into the room. "Thieves? Where?" he yelled.
"Let me at 'em! We know how to deal with
rustlers where I come from!"



"Simmer down," Tom advised the cook.



Mr. Swift thought for a moment.
"Kincaid's rail car is too much like the
Monoswift to be a coincidence," he said finally.
"Could he have a spy working for him here at
Enterprises?"



"But who could it be?" Tom asked
worriedly. "All of our employees have been
thoroughly checked."



"Just the same," his father commented,
"I'm going to have Ames watch every worker in
the plant."



Their conversation was interrupted by the
buzzing of the desk intercom. They rushed to
the outer office and Tom pressed a switch.
"Yes?"



"One moment, please. Mr. Mangate
calling."



There was a tense pause. Tom scooped
up the phone. The gruff voice of the railroad
president crackled from the receiver.
"Cosmoprises is making excellent progress.
How about you?"



"Coming along very well, sir.



"Kincaid tells me his son has come up
with a brand-new principle in
railroading—something revolutionary."



"What is that, Mr. Mangate?"



"A special type of monorail. Eliminates
the need for wheels. Also, Kincaid says he's
developed a new kind of motor. He hasn't told
me about it yet. But if you people are working
on a conventional car and rail, forget the whole
deal."



Tom refused to give away any secrets but
felt compelled to answer. "We're working
along the same lines!"



The railroader's voice became heavy with
sarcasm. "Where did you get the idea? From
Cosmoprises?"



"Certainly not! We thought of it
ourselves!" Tom insisted.



"Then why did you find it necessary to
fly over Cosmoprises' proving grounds?"
Mangate demanded. "Wasn't it to take
photographs, so you could borrow their
inventions?"



"Certainly not," Tom retorted. "You
don't know the whole story which,
unfortunately, I'm not at liberty to discuss with
you right now."



"This is beginning to sound like a case
of double-dealing," Mangate snapped.



"I'm sorry you feel that way," the
young scientist replied angrily. "But whatever
you decide, we're going on with our project
anyway."



Mangate said good-by abruptly and
hung up.



"Kincaid steals from us and we are
accused of being thieves!" Tom declared as he
slammed the phone down on its cradle.



"We shouldn't have spent time
inspecting the railroad right-of-way," Bud said,
"at least not at this stage of the game."



Chow attempted to comfort the chagrined
group. "Forgit those pryin' wolves," he
advised. "Why, they ain't got the decency o' a
prairie dog." The others smiled, then everyone
left.



Tom conferred immediately with Hank
Sterling and Arvid Hanson. He gave instructions
for the Monoswift crews to work around the
clock preparing for the test.



"Each minute counts! Impress that on
every Swift employee involved in the monorail
project, no matter what his job may be!"



"That includes me, don't it, boss?"
Chow asked as he brought trays of a late lunch
for Tom and Bud. "Brand my nuclear oven, I
always say a man is as vital as his victuals, that's
what."



Tom hardly touched the food, much to
the distress of Chow who hovered anxiously in
the doorway. He kept muttering dire predictions
that his young boss would die of starvation.



"Chow's right, Tom." Bud also was
concerned. "You should eat something!"



To keep them quiet Tom picked absent-mindedly at a roll. "What do you think about
the Serptilium engine?" His brow furrowed
deeply. "Do you suppose Cosmoprises has it,
or are they using some other kind of a power
plant?"



Bud was equally puzzled. "No way of
knowing, from looking at the pictures."



"Whether they have it or not," Tom said
with determination, "we've got to go on."



Bud was worried about Tom. "You need
to rest that old noggin of yours. How about
developing a date with the girls?"



Tom was in a fog. "What girls?"



"You are in a bad way!" Bud picked up
the phone. "I mean Sandy and Phyl, naturally."
He started dialing. "Phyl was saying that if you
keep neglecting her, she'll find someone else to
date. Maybe Ritt," he added shrewdly.



Tom's face reddened with anger. "How
can you kid around when maybe the Kincaids
have the antigravity—"



"What you need is some fun," Bud shot
back. Then he said into the phone, "Hi,
Sandy!" He paused. "Yes, we're still at the
plant, but Tom and I will be at your house in an
hour to pick you up. Then we'll get Phyl. Call
her, will you?"



"Now wait a minute!" Tom protested in
vain as Bud led him forcibly from the room.



A full day had passed. Harlan Ames had
searched every inch of Enterprises and the Swift
Construction Company for any bugging devices
that might have been planted by Tom's enemies.
None was found. How any information had
leaked out remained a mystery.



Tom spent many of his waking hours in
the cryogenics lab at Swift Enterprises. Once he
said to Bud, "The gas must be kept in liquid
form when the rail car is at rest."



"What if the cable breaks when the
Serptilium in the motor becomes hot?" Bud
asked.



"The Monoswift would start flying
upward."



Bud whistled. "What an accident that
would be! Remember your sudden spin into
space when you had just a tiny amount of the
stuff on you?"



"Of course," Tom went on, "the gas
was so hot from the sun's rays it made me take
off. That's why we have to control its
temperature closely."



Bud nodded. "Remember, genius boy, I
suggested that you'd have to find a way to
reliquefy the gas on board the train?"



Tom grinned. "As a reward, you can go
on the first passenger run." He sobered again.
"Bud, I think I've found a method."



On the bench in front of Tom stood a
gleaming miniature cryostatic compressor.
"This is the heart of the G-force inverter," he
said. "A thermo-hypercycle."



Bud clapped a hand to his forehead and
Tom grinned as he said, "I'll have to conserve
our Serptilium supply."



"If only we could make Serptilium,"
Bud said wistfully, "we wouldn't have to keep
going to the moon."



"I have a surprise for you." Tom
lowered his voice as the door opened. "Oh, it's
you, Chow."



"Steaks, charcoal-broiled Texas style!"
The cook put down two huge platters in front of
the boys.



"Thanks, Chow." This time Tom
attacked his food with gusto. "Enough here to
feed an army!"



"Figgered you were kind o' under siege,
like in the Alamo!"



Chow watched happily. There was
nothing he liked so much as seeing his boys eat.



Bud said to Tom, "What's your
surprise?"



"I'm developing a method to synthesize
the moon gas," Tom replied. "But I'm working
on it at home. If there is a spy here at
Enterprises, I don't want to risk his getting wind
of what I'm doing."



When they finished eating, Tom jumped
to his feet. "Come on!" he ordered. "I want to
show you my Synchromag!"



Bud hastened after Tom to the parking
lot.



"My device," Tom explained as they
drove off, "will synthesize Serptilium by
electromagnetic means."



The equipment which Tom had put
together in his basement lab was impressive.
"There is a polarizer, magnetizer, and
synchronized electric charge reverser."



He pointed them out as he clicked a
switch. There was an intense humming sound,
like the swarm of a million bees.



"Now the synthesizer could be made to
accept hydrogen gas as input and provide
Serptilium as output..."



"We could run whole fleets of
Monoswifts!" Bud grasped the possibilities
immediately. "And never have to worry about
running out of gas!" He laughed. "I could sure
use a gadget like that in my car!"



"Do you want me to tell you how the
Synchromag works or not?" Tom pretended to
be annoyed, though secretly he relished Bud's
jokes.



"Sorry." Bud looked guilty. "Let me
see if I can figure it out. You want to change
hydrogen into Serptilium. Right?"



"Right. I'm trying to repolarize
hydrogen atoms so that about ninety per cent of
them have the same orientation in space."



"Then you'd pass the atoms through a
magnetic field?" Bud indicated the
superconducting agent, which was part of the
Synchromag. "How many gauss?" he asked.



"One million."



"Wow! Then I guess when the atom is
in the highest magnetic field..." Bud's voice
trailed off uncertainly.



"It will be subjected to a very high-frequency alternating electric field precisely
tuned to 'flip' the charge—"



Bud suddenly glanced at his watch.
"Sandy will flip if I'm late again! I just have
time to make that ball game. Say, why don't you
and Phyl come along?"



"There just isn't time," Tom answered.



"See you later, then." Bud hurried off.



Tom continued working on the
Synchromag. "If I can only switch the charges
on the tiny particles in the hydrogen atom," he
said to himself, "the sign of the charges would
be exchanged between the nucleus spinning on
its own axis and the external cloud charge."



Further research showed that he needed
to experiment with actual Serptilium. Tom
returned to the plant and transferred some of the
gas to a tank, which he placed in the back of an
open truck.



It was growing dark as he drove along a
back road toward his home. The thick woods
were still and silent in the gathering twilight.
Suddenly the stillness was broken by a
deafening crash!



Tom jammed on the brakes and pulled
the truck over to the side of the road. Jumping
out, he saw that there was a gaping hole in the
tank and that the Serptilium was escaping. It
snaked upward and disappeared.



"What could...?"



Tom was momentarily baffled by the
explosion, then he saw a man run off among the
trees. He was holding a gadget which Tom
immediately recognized as a laser gun. Tom
raced after him.







9. BAIT FOR A PEEPING TOM




DETERMINED to capture his enemy,
Tom put on a burst of speed. He had almost
caught up to him when the man turned and
aimed the gun at his pursuer.



Tom flung himself down behind a fallen
tree trunk just in time to duck the lethal beam.
He peered out cautiously a few moments later.
His mysterious assailant had disappeared.



"Now why did he do that?" Tom
mused. He was angry over the loss of the
precious Serptilium. "Why get rid of it? Why
not steal it?"



When he arrived home Tom found
Police Chief Slater there talking to Sandy, who
had just returned. The officer had gone to
Cosmoprises several times to question Ritt about
Dodie's kidnapping. "Sorry," the elder Kincaid
had told him tersely each time, "but my son is
out of the country on business."



"Sounds to me like a way to keep Ritt
from telling what he knows," Tom commented.
"Where has Ritt gone?"



"Maybe to Africa, where there are lions'
paws!" Sandy said, half in jest.



Her remark jolted Tom into sudden
recollection. The mysterious monitor of his
moon-to-earth conversation!



"If we could only locate that super-snooper, I'll bet we'd find Ritt there too!" he
declared.



Later Tom got in touch with Harlan
Ames and asked what he thought of such a
search.



"Your idea is a good one, Tom, but
Africa is hardly a suburb of Shopton!"



"I thought you traced the interplanetary
monitoring to Kilimanjaro," Tom persisted.



"I said a 'mountainous area near
Kilimanjaro.' " The Swifts' security chief
puffed his pipe reflectively. "That's a mighty
big hunk of territory. Sorry, skipper, but a
search seems premature until we can pinpoint
the location of the monitor."



Tom was disappointed but had to agree.
He went to his lab at Enterprises. Bud joined
him and watched intently as Tom put the
finishing touches to the hypercycle. "Isn't it
time to see how this machine works with the gas
itself?"



"I think so." Tom tightened a bolt on
the regenerator housing. "But I don't want to
take any more chances of losing the Serptilium.
There's very little left!"



Both boys felt the loss of the gas keenly.



Bud in particular berated himself. "I go
off to a ball game instead of staying on the job!
If I'd stuck around to help you, this wouldn't
have happened!"



"It wasn't your fault. What a goof I was
to put the stuff in an open truck!"



"You thought it would throw
Cosmoprises off the scent." Bud looked
around, as though the very walls had ears. "No
matter what we do, Kincaid seems to get wind of
it at once!"



Tom made a final adjustment. "Well,
that does it. Now for the Serptilium!"



Bud followed him out of the room.
"This time I'm not letting you or the gas out of
my sight!"



Under Ames's eagle-eyed supervision,
the container was carefully removed from the
underground vault. Hand-picked guards
escorted Tom and Bud as they carried the
Serptilium back to the cryogenics lab.



Tom funneled the gas into the supervolt
separator. "That's the last of it!"



He turned on the machine and watched
the outside gauge as the temperature dropped
below zero and kept going down. "A few more
degrees and it will be a liquid!" he said
triumphantly.



At that instant an earsplitting crack filled
the room. The machine had ripped open!



[image: The regenerator housing exploded!]

"The regenerator housing!" Tom
exclaimed in dismay. "I didn't make it strong
enough to withstand the terrific cold!"




The liquid gas poured through the jagged
hole in the metal and immediately became a
floating cloud. Tom and Bud tried to recapture it
in the container. But the elusive vapor snaked
around the lab and was finally sucked into the
ventilator duct, vanishing from sight!



The roar had brought several people
running, including Tom's father. He could
hardly believe his ears. "Lost all the
Serptilium?"



Sadly Tom explained. The elder Swift
put an arm around his son's shoulders. "You
can always go to the moon and get some more.
Might be a good change of pace for you. All
these long days and late nights..."



"Okay, Dad. I'll go tomorrow. And tell
Mother I'll be home to dinner in a few hours."



"You'd better be," said Bud. "I'm
invited and so is Phyl."



Tom's mother welcomed her son with a
great hug. Mary Swift was a slim, pretty woman
who could easily have been mistaken for
Sandy's older sister.



She was happy to see that Tom appeared
to be in a carefree mood. She was even more
delighted when he asked for a third helping of
roast beef with Yorkshire pudding. Dessert was
one of her homemade chocolate cakes.



After dinner the four young people went
to the basement recreation room for some games
of Ping-Pong.



Bud groaned. "After that big dinner?"



"Exercise is good for you." Sandy
poked him playfully in the ribs. "You're getting
like a barrel!"



"But a barrel of fun, you must admit!"
Bud countered.



Sandy tapped her foot impatiently and
grinned.



"Okay, okay." Bud laughed. "I know
when I'm licked. I'm just a trapped man!"



"That's it!" Tom shouted. Everyone
waited expectantly as he paused dramatically.
"On my way to the moon for a fresh supply of
gas, I'll set a trap for that snooper."



"You mean the interplanetary monitor?"
asked Phyl, who was listening intently. "How
do you know he'll try to pick up your TV
messages this time?"



"I don't, of course, but it's worth
trying."



"You could release three drone rockets
into space," Bud suggested. "They would each
carry an antenna to detect the radiations from the
monitor's RF amplifier. Thus you could
triangulate and pinpoint the spying antenna."



"How would that work?" Phyl asked.



Tom answered. "We would aim three
antennas toward the monitor and compute at
what point the bearing lines of the antennas
intersect."



"So where the three lines cross," Sandy
spoke up excitedly, "you'd find the Peeping
Tom—"



"Who's peeping on Tom Swift!" Bud
quipped.



His pal grinned. "It might work!"



"Sounds rather complicated," Phyl
remarked. "Isn't there an easier way?"



"Maybe you're right," Bud answered.
"Triangulation would be tough to coordinate.
And the drone rockets might give the game
away."



"Couldn't you use something else?"
Sandy asked.



"Maybe I could—one of my lasers!"
Tom was referring to the elaborate and
sophisticated laser machines that he had built in
his laboratory at home.



"Come into the lab," Tom urged, and
led the way out of the game room.



After opening the triple-locked door of
the lab with his electronic key, Tom showed
them the laser cavity where a ruby rod, mirrors,
and a strobe light could create a powerful laser
beam.



"Stand back," he told them. Then to
Phyl, "Push that button." She did so and there
was a rapier thrust of light which pierced a hole
through a razor blade.



"Red magic!" Sandy exclaimed.



"Unlike ordinary light," Tom explained,
"a laser beam travels in a thin straight line like a
pencil."



"Are you thinking of building a laser
detector?" Phyl queried.



"Yes. By tuning it to the frequency of
the television transmission, I hope the source of
the monitor can be located."



"Then when you found it," Sandy
guessed, "you'd also have located the
snooper."



Tom smiled and nodded. "I hope so."



The next morning Tom supervised the
installation aboard the Challenger of the laser
counterspy device. Bud, with his flair for names,
had titled this the Contralaser.



After lunch Tom, Bud, and the crew
boarded the spaceship. The trip to the moon was
uneventful and they made a smooth landing on
the rim of the crater. This time, they pumped the
gas directly into a large tank on the Challenger.
Tom made a minitape of the operation, which he
sent over the closed TV circuit to Swift
Enterprises.



Almost the entire tape had been
transmitted and no interference had come from
the mysterious monitor. Tom was dejected. "I
guess my enemies didn't swallow the bait—"



"Look!" Bud cut in, pointing at the red
light over the transmitter.



It was flashing a warning of trouble!



Tom immediately switched on the
Contralaser, locking it onto the frequency of the
spy antenna. Data concerning longitude and
latitude started flashing on a scope! Bud plotted
the information on a chart as he obtained the
direction and range. He also watched the needle
on a dial. This remained steady, then suddenly
dropped.



Bud exclaimed in triumph, "The snooper
is in the high veldt, near Kilimanjaro and
midway between Kibo and Mawenzi!"



"The twin peaks to the west and east of
Kilimanjaro!"



Within minutes the Challenger took off,
using conventional rockets. Just as the craft
reached the stratosphere, a strange red-colored
rocket ship hurtled across their course, laser
cannons blasting a salvo of warning shots.



"A pirate, after the gas!" Tom
immediately beamed his super-repelatron at their
attacker and the Challenger eluded the would-be
buccaneer.



"Those cosmorats sure work fast!" Bud
said angrily.



Two days later Tom held a council of
war in his office. Chow entered carrying a tray
laden with succulent-looking dishes. "Brand my
fat old ribs, these here barbecued spareribs were
sure done t' a turn on my new infrared broiler!"



As he served them, Bud said to Tom,
"I'll stay here and work with Hank and Arv."



"Okay, and I'll take Phyl and Sandy
along."



He telephoned the girls, who were at the
Swift home. "In three days you leave for
Africa," he said.



"Hurray!" Sandy cried.



As soon as she had hung up, Sandy
relayed the invitation to Phyl, who squealed in
delight. "Better drive me home," she said. "I'll
have to start thinking about safari clothes."



Sandy dropped Phyl at the Newton
home. No one was there so she let herself in
with a key. Sandy was about to drive off when
she heard her friend scream.



Running into the house, Sandy found
Phyl pointing to a mirror on the wall. Written on
the glass in orange crayon above a strange five-ring design was a single ominous word:





B E W A R E !









10. DEADLY CATCH




"A LION's paw!" said Tom, who had
been hastily called to the Newton home. He
examined the design on the mirror. "The large
circle is the central pad of the foot. The four
smaller circles are toe prints."



"I'm not going to be scared off from the
trip!" Phyl declared.



Sandy was completely baffled. "How
did anybody know our plans?"



"This proves two things," Tom pointed
out. "We're on the right track in going to
Africa. And there is a leak in our organization."
He went to the phone. "I'm going to tell Harlan
to order another exhaustive search for bugging
equipment."



Under the security chief's supervision, a
crew of technicians swarmed through every
building at Swift Enterprises. Tom and Bud
remained in the lab.



"I think the bugging devices are here
somewhere," Tom said with a puzzled frown.



"But where?" Bud was at a loss.
"Ames has examined the outside and inside
walls, the roof and under the roof—"



"His men have checked phones and light
fixtures," Tom added. He was in despair.
"They searched behind pictures and every place
where a bug could possibly be hidden!"



"But not in Chow's galley." Bud
headed toward the kitchen. "Let's take a look in
there."



"I told you two hoss thieves to stay out
o' my territory!" The chunky cook was
incensed as Bud and Tom pulled down frying
pans from their hooks and turned his array of
pots topsy-turvy with a tremendous banging and
clattering. "I don't go messin' 'round in your
quarters—"



Just then an alarm went off and they
rushed into the laboratory next door. Had the
bug finally been located?



"A false alarm set off vibrations," Tom
concluded.



Bud tried to make light of his friend's
disappointment. "Too much pandemonium in
the kitchen!"



"My kitchen, you mean," Chow shouted.
"How kin I git any work done with you
busybodies on the rampage?" He retrieved a
ladle from the floor and looked miserably
around the disordered galley. "Place'd be neater
if it'd been struck by a tornado!"



He became even more perturbed when
three technicians entered and took the stove
apart.



"Apaches!" Chow glowered at the
invaders.



Tom was sympathetic. "Why don't you
take few days off, Chow?"



"Maybe go fishin'?" The cook started
to beam again. "I'll go to the Ozarks, where fish
are fish!" Within an hour Chow had packed his
fly rods and was off.



The search for bugging devices
continued but nothing was found.



"Hopeless!" Tom groaned. "It's
almost as if Kincaid had found a way to read our
minds!"



"Talk of the walls having ears," Bud
said, "they seem to have eyes, too!"



Meanwhile, a tall, gangling man of sixty
with a drooping moustache had entered the
reception room near the gate of Enterprises. "A
real old geezer!" the guard at the desk thought.
Aloud he said, "Yes, sir, whom would you like
to see?"



"Mr. Winkler," the old fellow replied.
"Charles Winkler. Goes by the name of
Chow," he added. "Tell him Lloyd Pickwick is
here, an old buddy from his broncobustin' days.
Will he be surprised to lay eyes on old Lloyd!"



The guard called Tom, who spoke to
Chow's visitor on the plant's closed-television
circuit. "I'm sorry but he's gone fishing, Mr.
Pickwick. He'll be back in a few days."



"Tarnation!" the man replied
disappointedly. "Wanted to see the old
maverick."



"Any friend of Chow's is welcome here
at Enterprises," Tom said. "We'd be glad if
you'd stay as our guest till he gets back."



"Thank you," came the reply. "But I
can't stay. I got business to tend to in New
York. I'll stop by again on my way home to
Texas."



Tom said good-by and clicked off the
TV.



A moment later the lab door was flung
open. Arvid Hanson strode in, followed by Dick
O'Donnell, chief metallurgist at Enterprises. His
youthful appearance belied his many years of
experience as a specialist in the field of metals
and alloys.



"The motor chamber containing the
Serptilium checks out fine," O'Donnell
announced. "We dropped the temperature to
within a few degrees of absolute zero without
developing a single crack in the metal."



"Your suggestion to mix that new alloy
of yours with the titanium did the trick,"
Hanson added.



"You mean, Nestonium, for Nestor, my
mother's maiden name?" Tom said. This new
material would also be used in building the
monorail. "So the mixture worked! Great!"



"Now we're ready to start the first series
of preliminary tests," Hanson declared.



"You have my okay to proceed," Tom
assured him.



"Sorry I'm not going to Africa with
you," Bud said. "But one of us has to stay here
to help with the tests."



Tom had decided to travel to the area of
Kilimanjaro aboard the Sky Queen, a huge
silver-colored three-decker aircraft which Tom
called his Flying Lab. It was equipped with a
complete physics and chemistry laboratory. The
apparatus in it was removed and replaced with
electronic sensoring devices capable of locating
the spying monitor with needlepoint accuracy.



Another advantage of the mammoth ship
was that it had spacious living and sleeping
quarters. There was also a galley, which in
Chow's absence would be operated by Sandy
and Phyl.



"We're all set, Tom," said Ames, whose
assignment was to monitor the sensoring
equipment. "We can take off any time."



Crewmen were just about to pull up the
ladder that led to the ground from the hatch
beneath the V-swept wings when Tom heard
what sounded like hoofbeats. Someone was
clomping across the special ceramic brick
runway, which had been made to withstand the
blasts from the Queen's atomic lifters.



"Hold it! I'm acomin' with you!" a
tubby man yelled breathlessly.



Chow!



Phyl and Sandy peered down at him
smugly. "You're too late, Chow," Sandy
teased. "Phyl and I are going to do the cooking
on this trip!"



Chow was aghast. "But—but you
cain't!" he sputtered as he tried to regain his
wind. "Cookin' for this ship is my job! Nobody
else kin make the victuals taste right."



"Oh, Chow!" Sandy pretended to be
very hurt, and Phyl pretended to wipe away a
tear.



Tom roared with laughter as Chow went
on, "First you drive me out o' my galley by the
lab! Now you let a couple o' girls who don't
know what men like to eat take over my cookin'
on this here airship!"



"What do you think?" Tom appealed to
the girls with a wink.



"No woman-haters allowed!" Phyl and
Sandy sounded adamant. But their eyes were
twinkling, and they knew that in another moment
they would have to laugh.



"An' I brought you these rainbow
trout!" Chow held up a portable ice bucket.
"Real speckled beauties! Caught 'em right after
sunup. Wait'll you see what that grand old
Ozark brook's got to offer."



"All right, come on aboard!" Sandy
said.



Tom reached down to help Chow up the
steep portable stairway. His face was red and
beads of perspiration stood out on his forehead.



"I didn't mean what I said about lady
chefs." Chow puffed as he clambered painfully
up the steps. "Here, take this, will you, please?"



Chow started to hand Tom the bucket of
fish. But his arm was too short and at that
moment one foot slipped.



"Look out!" Phyl cried.



As Chow tried desperately to regain his
balance, the container of fish fell from his hand.
The pail bounced down the steps and landed on
the hard brick runway. Immediately a hissing
sound could be heard.



"What's in there?" Sandy asked.



Tom instantly felt a sense of impending
danger. "That sounds like a time fuse!" he
screamed. "There's a bomb in that bucket!"







11. TINY ATTACKERS




TOM frantically hauled Chow in through
the hatch. He had barely slammed it shut when
an explosion pounded the underside of the ship.



The blast would have ripped through any
ordinary fuselage. But when the Flying Lab was
built Tom had covered the entire interior and
exterior with Tomasite, a puncture-proof plastic
material of tremendous strength.



Chow was speechless. The two girls had
screamed and everyone was pale.



"Another narrow escape," Tom
mumbled. "But how—?"



The Texan had recovered his voice.
"Thought there was somethin' fishy about that
fish!" he joked. "Good thing we found out
'bout the bucket before it came aboard."



Harlan Ames spoke up. "I think we
should delay the flight long enough to look into
all this. Obviously somebody put explosives in
Chow's fish, hoping to blow us to smithereens
when we were in flight."



"An' they'd 'a' done it, too, if I weren't
such an ole butterfingers!"



Ames was puzzled. "When could the
explosive have been put into the fish? Chow
caught them himself?"



"Did you leave the ice bucket alone at
any time?" Tom asked the cook.



"Come to think of it, I did. On the way
to the plant I stopped for coffee at Wally's
Diner. Hung up my jacket an' left the fish along
with it. The hook was near the door. Saw a
stranger kind o' messin' around there—"



"Talking of strangers," Tom said, "one
came here looking for you. A real old-timer by
the name of Pickwick."



"Not Lloyd Pickwick?"



"That's the one."



Chow was bewildered. "But it couldn't
be! I had a letter from Lloyd jest the other day!
He's in a Texas hospital."



"Let's check his picture," Ames
suggested.



He contacted his office and they ran the
videotape which had been made of Lloyd as a
security measure.



Chow was enraged. "That's not Lloyd!
Lloyd is small an' wiry an' has a stubby beard,
not that soup strainer! This man's an
impostor!"



"Have you ever seen the man before?"
Ames asked. "How about looking at the picture
again?"



Chow did so. The next second he
spluttered, "Why, that's the carpetbagger who
was skulkin' around my fish!"



"How long ago was that?" Tom reached
for the phone.



"Couldn't be more'n an hour," Chow
said, then stroking his chin, asked, "Think he
figgered on bombin' my kitchen?"



"Maybe," Ames suggested, "he was
planning to slip something into our food."



Tom spoke up. "He may still be in
Shopton. I'll call Chief Slater." An alarm was
immediately sent out for the impostor.



Finally Tom said, "Guess we can take
off now," and went to the pilot's cabin.



He flipped on the audiogyrex, which he
had devised to eliminate any rapid-rising
sensation as atomic power poured into the jet
lifters. The Sky Queen shot vertically into the
sky. At fifty thousand feet he applied forward
thrust and the ship streaked for Africa at a
cruising speed of twelve hundred miles an hour.



Ames appeared in the doorway of the
pilot's cabin. "Our sensoring equipment is
turned up full strength, but I can't get a thing,"
he reported.



"Maybe our enemy has been alerted,"
Tom surmised, "and is keeping silent." He
looked down as the aircraft started to descend.
"The snooper has probably hidden the
antenna."



All that could be seen far below were the
grass huts of native villages surrounded by
dense woods. In the distance was snow-capped
Kilimanjaro.



"What a gorgeous sight!" Sandy
exclaimed, and the others agreed.



The jungle merged with the veldt, its long
grass moving in waves like an ocean. For
landing Tom had selected a sun-baked patch
where there was no animal life that could be
harmed and no vegetation to be set ablaze by the
inferno of the jet lifters.



The ship landed smoothly. The hatch
was opened, the ladder lowered. With Tom in
the lead and Chow bringing up the rear, the
Queen's passengers and crew climbed down. A
blood-red sun was sinking. The balmy African
night was about to descend.



"The monitor has to be right around
here," Tom said. "But where?"



The long grass, far taller than a man, was
a prison wall that ringed them completely.



"I feel as if somebody's watching us,"
Sandy said, glad that Ames was on one side of
her and Tom on the other. Chow was behind
them.



The sensation they all had that invisible
eyes were observing them soon proved to be a
fact. From time to time the face of a
native—both frightened and frightening—peered
from the high grass, then silently vanished.



[image: Frightened natives peered from the high grass, then silently vanished]

"Can't do anything tonight," Ames
pointed out. "It'll be dark in a few minutes."



They turned back to the ship, a haven of
light and security in the fast-thickening gloom.
All were relieved when Tom shut and bolted the
trap door.



"Might as well keep the sensoring
equipment on," Tom told Ames. "We'll turn in
early. But if anything happens, the alarm will go
off and we'll know about it at once."



Everybody went to bed, but not
immediately to sleep. They were disturbed by
ghostly sounds, impossible to identify, which
came over the sensors. Were they from wild
animals? Or man-made?



"I wish I were home," Phyl whispered
to Sandy. "It's too spooky around here!"



"Don't worry." Sandy patted her
friend's arm. "Guess whom I'm thinking
about?"



"Who?"



"Ritt Kincaid. Remember, we thought he
might be here."



"I wonder," Phyl said, then finally went
to sleep.



All night long the sensors continued to
give out strange hissing sounds, like thousands
of snakes all angry at once. Tom was unable to
get much rest and rose early. The others were
still asleep.



He tiptoed to the pilot's cabin, closed the
door, and radioed Chief Slater over the Private
Ear, a two-way radio into which no one else
could listen. "Drawn a blank in Africa so far!"



"Well, we've done better at home," the
Shopton police chief replied. "We caught that
fake Pickwick, thanks to the prints we made
from the picture you took of him."



"Who is he?"



"He won't talk, but his fingerprints
show he was a crooked private eye by the name
of Jake Saunders. Long jail record."



The door opened and Harlan Ames came
in. He was followed by Phyl and Sandy.



"It's so dark outside," Phyl said, "we
can't see a thing through the windows of the
lounge!"



"What time is it, anyway?" Sandy
asked.



"Stomach time!" Chow announced with
a yawn from the doorway. "Breakfast sure is
overdue, but when I looked out the galley
porthole, it was black as an Angus steer."



As they speculated about the mysterious
darkness, Tom put Ames on the line with Chief
Slater. The officer said he had arrested several
prowlers trying to get into Swift Enterprises.



"They gave various flimsy excuses but
we've traced them indirectly to Cosmoprises.
No actual proof of any connection with that
organization, though."



"Why the sudden overt espionage
activities?" Ames asked when Tom switched off
the Private Ear. "Do you think Kincaid's
undercover methods have suddenly failed for
some reason?"



"Hard to say," Tom replied a bit
absently.



Then he, too, became amazed at the
darkness outside. Time itself seemed out of
joint. Could his noiseless electronic clock have
stopped?



The second hand was moving and a
check showed that the mechanism was in perfect
working order. Why was it so dark when dawn
should have broken long before?



Tom opened the hatch and lowered the
ladder. It was a bright day and the sun was
blazing down from a cloudless sky. Puzzled, he
climbed down to the ground and looked up.



"Wow!" he exclaimed.



The plane was completely covered with
black ants. Already the insects were marching
through the open trap door and the screams
from within showed that the tiny invaders were
busy putting their sharp-pointed jaws, like
curved swords, to work on the crew of the
Queen.



"Driver ants!" Tom gasped. "They eat
everything they can find, even human beings!"







12. A HUNTER HUNTED




THE army ants were advancing into the
Sky Queen by the countless millions. "They'll
leave nothing but our bones!" Tom thought
wildly.



What could he do to stop them?



Tom scrambled up the ladder. He could
not keep from yelling in pain when the fierce
little insects started biting him. In spite of them,
he managed to get the hatch shut, stopping
further inroads of the marauders. But already a
vicious swarm was on board.



"They're eatin' up all the victuals!"
Chow yelled from the galley, then shrieked,
"Now the varmints are eatin' me!"



Sandy had kept her head. She ran into
the lower deck storeroom and returned with a
spray, which she directed at the ants. They
shriveled up as though by magic.



"A new pest destroyer," she explained
to Tom. "It works on the atomic principle by
disintegrating the insect molecules. And it's
completely harmless to humans. Dad developed
it to surprise you."



"Well, it sure was a welcome surprise!"
Tom said gratefully.



"It's called Swifticide," Sandy added.



"What are you going to do about the
ants on the outside of the ship?" Ames asked.



"I have an idea!" Tom hurried to the
controls. "Don't know if it'll work, but
anything is worth trying."



Maximum power flowed into the jet
lifters and the plane shot vertically into the air.
Thanks to the audiogyrex the G-force was kept
constant as the altimeter swung up to ten, twenty,
fifty, and finally a hundred thousand feet. The
blackness vanished and the passengers could see
perfectly through the windows.



"So you froze them off!" Phyl
exclaimed admiringly.



"Do you think somebody turned those
ants on us deliberately?" Ames asked Tom.



Tom shook his head. "Probably just an
accident of nature." He put the Queen into a
dive. "Let's scout the area again. According to
the Contralaser, the spying monitor has to be
around here somewhere!" He switched on a
device which was a combined TV and telescope
and had recently been installed on the Flying
Lab. "Take a look through the tele-lense."



Ames put his eye to the powerful
instrument, which brought the far-off terrain into
close focus.



"See anything?" Tom asked.



"Just a barren plain, with a few stunted
trees. There seems to be a dust storm brewing,"
Ames answered. "That's strange! There doesn't
appear to be any wind. All the trees and bushes
are still."



Tom dropped the Sky Queen lower. Now
Ames could see clearly. "It's a herd of black
rhinos and they're charging a man!"



Tom observed the massive beasts, each
weighing over a ton. They were chasing a white
man, who was fleeing frantically toward a tree.



"He'll never get away!" Tom cried.
"Despite their bulk, rhinos can run as fast as
horses!"



Long, curving saber-sharp horns were
lowered. The huge animals were gaining fast on
their quarry. Already his native helpers had
scattered and the hunter was left alone. He
turned to fire at the thundering herd but dropped
his rifle in panic.



"I'll try and scare them off!" Tom said.



He swooped down directly in the path of
the infuriated monsters. Terrified by the
mammoth plane, the herd broke up and galloped
helter-skelter toward the swamp where they
made their home.



Tom landed, opened the hatch, and let
down the two-story stairway. He was greeted by
a thin, ruddy-complexioned man who was
wearing khaki shorts and a sun helmet.



"My name is Redgrove—Danton
Redgrove," he said in a dipped British accent as
he wrung Tom's hand.



"The great English explorer?" Tom
thought he recognized him from photographs.



"The same. You saved my life and I'm
forever in your debt. Whom have I the honor of
addressing?"



"Swift. Tom Swift Jr."



"Not the Swift of Swift Enterprises?"



Tom nodded. "You're thinking of my
father, sir."



Redgrove stroked his trim red beard.
"No, Tom, I've heard of you too."



Tom told him of the Swifts' mission in
Africa and inquired if he had ever seen or heard
of a monitoring device in the area.



"No, I haven't."



Tom now asked, "What was the matter
with the rhinos?"



Redgrove removed his sun helmet,
mopped his brow, and smoothed back his sandy
hair. "I was after a man-eating lion and
disturbed the rhinos at their water hole."



Tom was curious. "A man-eating lion
near rhinos? I thought they avoided rhinos—are
afraid of them."



"Can't say there is a lion, actually," the
Englishman replied. "I thought it was a
possibility because all the natives in the area of
Kilimanjaro are scared to death of something
they call 'the lion's paw—' "



Tom became excited. "What's it
mean?"



"I'm not sure. But I do know there's a
village near here where the huts are laid out in
the shape of a lion's paw. Take me up in your
plane and I'll show you."



He went aboard and was introduced to
the others in Tom's party.



When the Queen was again airborne,
everyone gazed down at the native village.
"Look at the manner in which the huts are laid
out," Redgrove said.



"Just like the design on the mirror!"
Phyl whispered to Sandy. Aloud she said,
"Four small circles arranged in a crescent above
a large ring."



"Precisely, Miss Newton," the hunter
went on. "The pad of a lion's paw, equivalent to
the ball of the human foot, is represented by the
ring. Unlike a person's foot, the animal's heel is
well up off the ground and therefore wouldn't
make a print. The four toes are indicated by the
circles forming the crescent."



"Let's visit these people," Ames
suggested.



Tom brought the plane down for a
landing on the outskirts of the village. As they
came lower, Sandy pointed. "Isn't that a young
white man?"



Tom spotted the youth, surrounded by
half a dozen natives, being hurried into the
jungle. The Sky Queen settled on the ground.



"Harlan, will you and Phyl guard the
plane?" Tom requested. "I'll go to the village
with Sandy, Chow, and Mr. Redgrove."



The visitors found the village chief seated
on a makeshift grass throne at the center of the
main ring of huts. Redgrove, who was fluent in
the local dialect, spoke to him.



After listening to the chief's reply, the
Britisher turned to Tom. "He doesn't
understand what you mean about any lion's
paw. And he says no white youth has gone into
the jungle with his men."



"Ask him," Tom said, "if he minds our
making a search ourselves."



Redgrove again spoke to the chief in his
own tongue. The old man said little but gave an
almost imperceptible nod of his head.



"He says we can do so if we like,"
Redgrove answered, "but that we won't find
anything because he has nothing to hide."



"Let's look along the edges of the
village," Tom suggested.



The jungle forest at the outskirts was
thick, almost impenetrable. Intent upon the quest,
the four became separated from one another
without realizing it. Tom gazed around and
found that he was alone.



"Chow! Sandy!" he called. "Mr.
Redgrove?"



The Englishman's pink-cheeked face
popped out from behind a tree. "Here I am, old
chap. And call me Danton, please." He added
proudly, "I was named after the great French
revolutionist."



Tom said he was worried. "Where are
the others?"



"Perhaps they returned to the
aeroplane?"



"I hope so." Tom started in the
direction of the Queen. "Let's go see."



Danton led the way along a short cut
with which he was familiar. Chow and Sandy
were not at the Flying Lab.



Ames was mystified. "Listen to this. I
was fiddling around on the short-wave and
dialed a particular frequency. Suddenly I heard
Chow talking!"



Tom was amazed. "But he wasn't
carrying a transmitter."



"I know. That's what makes it so
weird!" The security chief went on, "Chow and
a girl were talking. And I'm sure the girl was
Sandy!"







13. THE TREACHEROUS STARS




"MAYBE Sandy and Chow took pocket
radios with them," Tom suggested, and went to
check the walkie-talkie equipment. But nothing
was missing.



"Turn on your short-wave again,
Harlan," Tom suggested, "and turn it to the
same frequency."



At first nothing was heard but a kind of
rustling noise. Then finally Chow spoke
plaintively. "This here jungle's so thick I kin
hardly move. We sure are in the
soup—mulligatawny!"



"That's Chow, all right!" Tom said.



"But where's Sandy?" Phyl asked.



Tom put a finger to his lips. "Listen!"



Again the rustling and scraping came
over as Chow pushed his way painfully through
the thick undergrowth. Then there was a splash,
followed by a wail from Chow.



"Help! I'm drownin'!"



"But you're just sitting in the stream!"
came Sandy's voice. It was distinct, though
softer than Chow's. "It's not deep. Come on.
Let me help you up!"



Harlan Ames frowned. "Tom, I can't
reach them," he said. "What are they
broadcasting on?"



"Wherever are we?" Chow sounded
miserable. "Do you think we'll get out o' this
place alive before cannibals eat us up? What a
way for a cook to die! I wonder what kind o'
stew I'd make."



Sandy interrupted with a laugh. "I think
I can smell cooking!" There was a pause, then
she said, "Not you, Chow. That cooking odor
means the Lion's Paw village is upwind from
here—"



Danton headed for the stairway. "I know
where they are! There's only one stream and
only one spot shallow enough to ford! If we
hurry, we'll find them before they've gone too
far!"



Phyl insisted upon accompanying Tom
and Danton. "You might need a woman's
intuition!" she exclaimed.



Her prediction proved accurate. At one
point the stream forked, a fact which Danton had
forgotten. Phyl by some uncanny instinct led
them in the right direction and soon they heard
the voices of Chow and Sandy ahead of them.



When Sandy saw her brother, she
choked with tears of joy. "Oh, Tom...!"



Chow's relief took a witty turn. "Now
I'll be makin' dinner," he chortled, " 'stead o'
bein' one myself for somebody else."



Tom looked at the cook critically. Since
his voice had been clearer than Sandy's over the
air waves, he must be the one carrying "a
walking wireless set," as Danton put it.



There did not seem to be anything about
the tubby Texan or on his person that could
possibly act as a radio transmitter.



Chow babbled on. "Brand my Texas
stars—"



"Texas stars!" Tom exclaimed. A light
had suddenly dawned on him. He signaled for
silence and pointed to Chow's belt.



By sign language Tom asked the cook to
remove it. Chow handed the belt to Tom, who
gingerly tried to turn one of the brass stars.



It unscrewed! Revealed was a highly
sophisticated bugging device!



At once Tom unscrewed all the stars.
"Heh, you're ruinin' my prize!" Chow
protested.



"But you're no longer bugged," Tom
told him as the group headed back to the Flying
Lab.



"So that's how information has been
leaking out of Enterprises!" Ames cried when
Tom showed him the belt-transmitter. He called
in Chow, who explained that the contest entry
blank had been mailed to him. He could not
remember the address on it.



"I'm sure it was a phony," Ames
declared. "You were picked by Kincaid to win
the prize."



Tom nodded. "And when Chow flew to
Africa with us instead of blowing us up, as our
enemies intended, they were deprived of their
automatic spy!"



Tom grinned, "Now Kincaid has no
means of finding out any more about the
Monoswift!"



Danton was happy over the discovery of
his new-found friends, but advised, "If I were
you, I'd be jolly well careful."



"Right," Ames agreed. "Tom, I'd
continue to let your enemy hear something."



"You mean turn the tables on the spy by
feeding him misleading information?"



Ames nodded. "If we suddenly stop
giving them conversations, they'll know we've
located the bug."



Chow was enthusiastic. "An' I kin keep
my belt!"



"Suppose Kincaid isn't behind it?"
Sandy asked.



"There's only one way to find out.
That's to put him on a false scent and see if he
follows it!" Tom answered as he walked toward
the Queen. "Sorry we have to leave now. But we
must get back to Enterprises and Operation
Monoswift."



Danton said good-by regretfully.
"When you return, I'll help you hunt down the
monitor. And in the meantime I'll keep my ear
to the ground!"



They all shook hands. "Next time," said
Ames, "the area must be gone over with a fine-toothed comb, by stealth. The Flying Lab attracts
too much attention. I think that when we reach
Shopton, we should act as though we'd given up
the search, then come back secretly with an
exploring expedition."



The figure of Danton waving farewell
soon dwindled to a speck as Tom put the aircraft
into a rapid vertical climb.



"I'm going to break every altitude
record in the book!" he boasted, losing himself
in the sheer ecstacy of flight.



At 400,000 feet, in an inky black sky,
they suddenly heard what sounded like a rain of
bullets peppering the ship.



"A shower of meteorites!" Tom shouted
as he turned the Queen sharply in an effort to
avert disaster.



[image: A shower of meteorites peppered the Queen]

But it was too late. Though the ship
could withstand missile puncture, the plastic was
not proof against these extremely high-speed,
grape-sized objects from outer space. One wing
was badly bombarded, and the Sky Queen
spiraled crazily downward. A crash seemed
certain! Then Tom thought of one maneuver that
might save them.



"I'll increase the power in the lifters on
the side where the wing is damaged!"



He gave a sigh of relief as the craft
slowly righted itself.



"Your idea worked!" Sandy exclaimed.



"Yes," Tom agreed. "But we're not out
of trouble yet. I'm barely managing to keep her
under control."



With skillful manipulation of the lifters,
combined with forward thrust, Tom soon had the
Sky Queen and his crew safely back home.



"Whew! I'm glad that's over," said
Sandy as she climbed down the ladder.



Bud was there to meet them, and only too
glad to catch her as she fell into his arms,
pretending to be exhausted. Chuckling, she said,
"Tom goes crazy when you're not along to
keep him in order, Bud."



The following morning in the lab, Tom
turned on the bugging device in Chow's belt.
The cook played his part in the subterfuge to
perfection. "Two Western omelets comin' up!"
he announced loudly.



"Thanks, Chow," said Bud, responding
to the cue. The three of them had already
rehearsed the scene. "Nothing like your
Western omelets—they're the best!"



"That gives me an idea." Now it was
Tom's line, "Let's test the Monoswift at the
proving grounds out West, where even Kincaid
can't pry!"



"Great!" Bud feigned enthusiasm.



"I'll tell Hank Sterling," said Tom, "to
load the car on a cargo plane. Tonight we'll be at
The Citadel." This was the atomic energy plant
which the Swifts had built in the West.



Eroded scrub country surrounded The
Citadel, where a vast area had been smoothed out
for the plant and the proving ground. An
electrified barbed-wire fence and six drone
planes protected the complex, along with
uniformed security police.



For miles about there was no civilization.
Great weather-cracked boulders, rusty valleys of
clay splotched with green rivulets, caked yellow
terraces, and crumbling pink cliffs composed the
landscape.



The sun was setting in a mass of molten
gold over the jagged plateaus of Purple Mesa as
Tom and Bud supervised the unloading of a
monster crate from the cargo craft that had
brought it to the edge of the proving ground.



Tom looked up and saw a drone plane
approaching. "One of ours, I guess," he said,
then exclaimed, "No, it isn't!"



Temporarily blinded by the sunset, he
had failed to notice that the drone had been
released from a jet now speeding away into the
sinking sun. The drone was whizzing toward
them like a flying bomb!







14. MONORAIL MISHAP




"GET down!" Tom yelled. Everyone
hurled himself to the ground as the plane
smashed the crate to smithereens amid a shower
of deadly blazing debris. Minutes later they
arose.



"Bomb looks like a foreign make," said
Bud as he examined a jagged chunk of metal
from the engine of the wrecked drone. It had
narrowly missed braining him. "I told you
Kincaid is a traitor as well as a crook!"



Could their competitor be so desperate
that he was willing to risk being branded a traitor
to his country?



"If it is Kincaid..." Tom mused. "We
still haven't any proof. There's one way to find
out for sure if Cosmoprises was involved in
what happened just now."



Tom lowered his voice, not even trusting
the crew who had been unloading the crate,
though every man had been cleared for secrecy.
"Nobody except you and I know that the
Monoswift was apparently destroyed a few
minutes ago."



The crate had actually been empty, but
only Chow and Harlan Ames had been told this.



Bud was puzzled. "I don't quite follow
you. How do we find out if Kincaid knows
about it?"



Tom was grinning broadly. "What
newspaper has been publishing items favorable
to Cosmoprises and unfavorable to us?"



"The Shopton Evening Bulletin."



"Right! If Perkins prints this story, he
could have received it only from Kincaid!"



The next noon Ames came to Tom's
laboratory. "Look at this!" he exclaimed as he
showed him the Bulletin headline of the early
edition:





MONOSWIFT BLOWS UP





This was followed by a report of the
accident at the Swifts' western proving ground,
which would put their railroad project behind
schedule. Now there was no doubt whatever
concerning the identity of Tom's foe!



"Even false information seems to have
dangerous results," the security chief remarked,
and said he was concerned for the boys' safety.
"I'd advise against further deception. After all,
you've found out what you wanted to know."



Tom agreed. "Any news about Ritt?"



"I was just coming to that. He still
hasn't been heard from. My plan is to visit the
area of the Lion's Paw village, posing as a
camera safari. I'd like to leave by six o'clock."



"Good idea. And good luck!" Tom
said.



That evening at the annual banquet of the
Shopton Chamber of Commerce Tom had a
hard time keeping his mind on the chairman's
speech. The man was praising local industry for
its contribution to the economic and cultural
well-being of the community. He singled out
Swift Enterprises for particular commendation.



The chairman had barely sat down when
Cosmo Kincaid jumped to his feet, even though
the proceedings were at an end and people were
starting to leave.



"I say the Swifts are just one big front!"
Kincaid shouted, his black eyes flashing angrily.
There was a hush throughout the big room and
everyone stopped to listen. "Their so-called
Monoswift program is going along at a snail's
pace—a crippled snail!"



He fired a parting remark as he left
through a side door, accompanied by his
assistant Turley and other cohorts. "They have
to spy on us to get their ideas!"



In the buzz of conversation around him
Tom was dismayed to note that a number of
individuals whom he had always regarded as his
friends seemed to believe Kincaid. "Guess the
old man is getting tired," he heard' one person
say, "and the kid is still wet behind the ears!"



"Don't pay any attention, son," Tom's
father whispered to him. "Fair-weather friends
are well worth losing. Just act as if everything
were normal." He took his wife's arm and
walked ahead, laughing and talking as though
nothing had happened.



"Look!" Bud said, nudging Tom.
"What's that Swami Salami doing right behind
your father?" He pointed to Martabat, who
appeared to be shadowing the older Swift.



"I'll bet he's up to no good!" Tom
elbowed his way through the throng and pushed
himself between the Indian and his father, who
was absorbed in chatting gaily with Mrs. Swift.



Without knowing it, Tom had knocked
Martabat's turban askew. Stung to fury,
Martabat prepared to give Tom a vicious jab with
his elbow. But Bud was too quick for him and
seized his friend's assailant by the arm.



The Indian turned and aimed a haymaker
at Bud's jaw. Bud ducked and sent a well-aimed
punch with his left at Martabat's solar plexus,
doubling him up.



Kincaid's associates, who seemed to be
everywhere, started to clobber Tom and Bud
from behind. Mr. Swift, seeing this, peeled off
his coat. He liked nothing better than a good
fight when the odds were heavily against him.



"So 'the old man is getting tired', eh?
I'll show 'em!" Mr. Swift muttered.



He was about to dash into the fray when
guards rushed up and put an end to the free-for-all.



Mrs. Swift was not sure whether to be
relieved or disappointed. She helped her
husband on with his jacket as he asked Tom,
"What was that ruckus all about?"



"I don't really know," Tom replied.



"Now it's open war with Kincaid's
gang!" Bud declared.



Later they all agreed that it would be a
sensible precaution to transfer the Monoswift
project to a more peaceful and secluded
environment.



"But where?" Sandy asked.



Tom replied instantly, "Fearing Island.
Our drone patrol out there will keep intruders
away."



These pilotless jets carried an invention
of Tom's known as "landing forcers." Directed
from a beeper box on land, the drones were
capable of capturing trespassing aircraft and
steering their prisoners to a Swift-controlled
airstrip.



The Monoswift was shipped
unobtrusively in sections and assembled on the
island. Here the car was quickly readied for the
tests in the construction building which was
normally used for the assembly of rockets.



To avoid any possibility of alerting their
enemy, Tom reluctantly stayed at Enterprises.
But he did not remain idle. Using a relief map of
Fearing, scaled with the minutest accuracy, he
laid out the area where one car of his aerial
monorail would make a trial run. First it would
go around the shoreline, then turn onto a spur
that led out several hundred feet above the ocean.
At this point the coast was rocky, ending in a
low cliff.



Meanwhile, Phil Radnor, one of
Fearing's security officers, tripled the guard on
and around the island. Helicopters were placed
on the alert to investigate any unauthorized boats
that might approach the area.



Tom remained at Enterprises to design
and supervise the building of a modification he
wished to add to the Monoswift. This consisted
of a long, hollow cylindrical sleeve which was to
be attached to the underside of the car. This
cylinder contained a powerful electromagnetic
coil.



"What's the purpose of your
modification?" Mr. Swift asked his son with
interest.



"The Serptilium-filled cable-rail will
pass through the hollow portion of the metal
sleeve," Tom explained. "When the
electromagnets are energized, the Monoswift will
be riding on a cushion of magnetic flux lines. In
other words, there will be no surface contact
between the cable-rail and the inner walls of the
sleeve. Friction will be zero."



"Great idea!" his father exclaimed.



"I sent a unit on to Fearing Island a
couple of days ago," Tom said. "The men
finished installing it on the Monoswift this
morning."



"How soon will you begin the tests?"
Mr. Swift inquired.



"Tonight. I want to do them under cover
of darkness. There'll be less chance of
Kincaid's spies seeing the runs."



Later, as he set down in a fast helicopter
near the shore, a figure stepped from the
shadows. It was Phil Radnor.



"Everything is ready," said the stocky
barrel-chested man who had been Harlan's
assistant befor being assigned to the island.



They walked together across the sand.
Reaching the farthest point on Fearing, they
paused.



"There it is!" Radnor said excitedly.



Even though Tom was familiar with
every detail of his own design, he gazed in awe
at the sleek, needle-nosed Monoswift. Tom
experienced an even greater thrill when he
climbed into the cab and seated himself in the
engineer's chair. He switched on the headlights
and looked down through the windshield at the
single rail which floated above the ground.



"I'm going to take the Monoswift for a
trial run," the young scientist announced. Tom
opened the throttle and the fantastic vehicle
glided forward smoothly.



"The G-force inverter is working great,"
he said to himself.



He held the speed down to 100 miles per hour
while testing the machine for exactly the right
tolerance between the cable and the vehicle,
formed by the magnetic cushion.



When the gauge showed that the
tolerance was perfect, Tom let out the throttle
notch by notch—125, 150, 180 miles per hour!
The Monoswift approached the siding over the
water. Tom was about to give the engine another
burst of speed, when he looked at the
temperature gauge. It was dangerously high!



Now there was no tolerance at all. The
car was riding directly on the cable-rail.



"The electromagnets must have gone
out!" he exclaimed. His pulses quickened as he
cut off the G-force inverter. He expected the
vehicle to stop safely. But it was too late. The
heat of friction caused a thick cloud of acrid
smoke to fill the cabin. As speed decreased, Tom
tried to open the door. His efforts were in vain.
Heat had caused the metal to expand, jamming
the door and preventing his escape. Sparks
streaked past the windows.



Tom was trapped!







15. ISLAND TRESPASSER




"I MUST get out!" Tom thought
wildly.



The smoke continued to boil around him.
He could barely breathe, despite the air
conditioning.



Then the young scientist heard a loud
hissing sound. The cabin began to feel cooler,
and the acrid smoke dispersed.



A sense of panic gripped Tom, however.
"The car is sinking under water!" he thought.
"Somehow it must have broken free of the
cable-rail!"



The hull of the Monoswift was airtight,
except for two ventilators located at each end of
the vehicle. Water started to spill through them.
Tom dashed to the vent controls and made a
frantic effort to close them. But they were
jammed in the open position.



"I'll have to think of something fast!"
Tom muttered desperately.



His heart was pounding like a
jackhammer and his eyes smarted so much he
could hardly see. Seconds later, he was startled
to hear a loud tapping sound.



Tom looked toward one of the circular
windows to see the face of a scuba diver peering
in at him. The man began to tap out a message in
Morse code:





YOU ARE FORTY FEET DOWN. STAND BACK FROM
CABIN DOOR. AM GOING TO BLOW OFF HINGES.
HAVE SCUBA EQUIPMENT READY FOR YOUR
RESCUE.





The man's face vanished from the
window. Tom heard him working outside the
cabin door and stepped back. A few minutes
later there was a muffled explosion. The door
was carried into the cabin by a deluge of water.



The car flooded instantly. Tom fought
his way toward the opening. He was met by the
diver, who handed him a set of air bottles and a
breathing apparatus. Tom felt as if his lungs
would burst as he quickly strapped them on.
What a relief to breath again! He and his rescuer
headed for the surface.



Radnor met him on the shore. "Am I
glad to see you're all right!" he exclaimed
happily as he helped Tom onto the beach. "Air-sea rescue saw the accident and sent a helicopter
and scuba diver right away."



Tom was dismayed over the loss of his
Monoswift. "Did you see what happened?" he
asked.



"Yes," Radnor replied. "I was standing
here. All of a sudden a huge shower of sparks
appeared from underneath the car. Next thing I
knew a section of cable-rail collapsed and the car
went down in the water."



"The electromagnets failed," Tom
explained. He thought for a moment. "The heat
of friction must have burned completely through
the rail section, allowing the Serptilium to
escape."



"I wonder if the Monoswift was
sabotaged," Radnor said.



"We won't know the answer to that until
we raise the car and rail to inspect," the young
inventor replied. He tried to keep his concern out
of his voice.



Tom discussed the accident with his
father the following day. Mr. Swift said at once,
"No matter what the cause, you need some kind
of safety device in case it happens again."



"I've already thought something out,
Dad," Tom announced, and began to describe
his idea.



He said that the cylinder which held the
Monoswift to the cable-rail would be
constructed in two separate sections. In the event
of an emergency, they would move apart like the
jaws of a vise and free the car from the rail.



"At that instant," Tom continued, "an
automatic shutoff valve would stop the flow of
Cryotol around the Serptilium chamber in the
motor. This would stop the propulsion force and
convert it back to merely an anti-G component.
Then—"



"I get the picture," Mr. Swift
interrupted. "Then the car will simply lift off the
rail and into the air."



"Exactly," Tom replied.



"But what about getting the Monoswift
back down on the ground?"



"That's easy. We just decrease the
temperature of the Serptilium gas, thus reducing
its anti-G properties."



While waiting for the car to be retrieved
from the water, Tom set to work designing his
safety device. Soon the shops at Enterprises
were buzzing with activity as they began turning
his latest idea into reality.



It was late afternoon, a few days later,
when Tom received an urgent telephone call
from Fearing Island.



"This is Radnor!" a voice crackled from
the receiver. "Just picked up an intruder on the
scope! We're trying to bring him down onto the
landing field!"



This time Tom wanted to make sure any
trespasser did not get away. Fearing's fleet of
six drones usually flew in a clockwise orbit
around the island.



"Put three of the drones in an
anticlockwise orbit," he directed Phil. "That
way we'll be sure of getting him, no matter what
evasive action he takes! I'll give you the signal
to go into operation."



"He's giving us a bad time," the
security officer said, after he repeated Tom's
instructions.



"Even if the intruder is equipped with an
antimagnetic device," said Tom, "it will attract
one half of the drone fleet. But I'll be over right
away!"



He ran to his sports jet and minutes later
was winging toward Fearing Island. Over the
radio he continued to direct the capturing
operation.



"How's it going?" he asked.



"No luck yet."



When Tom judged the moment to be
exactly right, he told Phil, "Turn on the intercept
switches!"



These enabled the landing forcer to catch
a hunted aircraft with an electronic grip. A
distorter installed on each drone protected it
from retaliatory action by enemies with similar
equipment.



Radnor's voice came over the mike
excitedly. Tom's capturing tactics had
succeeded!



As Tom alighted at the airfield, he could
hear the drones returning. The high, singing
screech of the dynamos that provided the
capturing magnetic power were fading.



"We have a captive!" Radnor cried
triumphantly.



He came speeding up on a motorbike
from the direction of the drone-control tower.



"We got him, Tom! We got him!"



The two ran over to where the prisoner
craft was surrounded by the posse of capturing
drones. Fiery red signal lights still flashed. Their
catch looked like a medium-sized passenger
plane, though the seats appeared empty. The
door to the cockpit opened and a young dark-haired man in pilot's uniform stepped out.



"Gosh!" He shook his head as though
in bewilderment. "Where am I and what have I
done? What a ride! Combination roller coaster,
Ferris wheel, and merry-go-round!"



[image: “Where am I?” the pilot called to Tom and Radnor]

"You're on Fearing Island," Radnor
replied. "And you were flying over a restricted
government protected area."



"Who are you?" Tom demanded.



"Name is Steve Downey." He grinned
and extended his hand. "I work for a charter
service. I was headed for Fernwood Airport
when you captured me. What a commotion! I
thought I'd stumbled across the secret weapon
to beat all secret weapons!"



"What were you doing over Fearing?"
Phil Radnor looked at him suspiciously.



"Got lost. Instruments went haywire."



"Mind if I take a look?" Tom started to
climb into the cockpit.



"Go ahead!" Steve laughed. "I have
nothing to hide."



It took only a moment for Tom to
confirm that their prisoner was telling the truth.
But he was reluctant to let the pilot go before
checking more thoroughly.



"I'll have your instruments repaired,"
he told Downey. "In the meantime, why don't
you join us for supper at my table in the island's
mess hall?"



"Super idea. I'm famished! I could eat a
horse!"



"Hope that won't be necessary!" Tom
laughed. "I'll go and tell the cook we have a
visitor who landed unexpectedly."



After notifying the kitchen to expect one
more at the table, Tom called Bud at Enterprises.



"Guy looks innocent enough—almost
too innocent. I'd like you to bring over our new
detection truck."



Bud immediately drove this vehicle,
which was filled with sophisticated detection
instruments, onto a cargo plane and set off. A
short time later he joined Tom on the Fearing
Island runway.



"Tell me more about this visitor," Bud
urged.



"Wish I could," Tom replied. "He's a
sociable guy and all his credentials are in order,
but I don't like his story. All pilots know this
island is off limits to them."



"What do you want me to do?" Bud
asked. "I'd like to show up a spy.



Tom nodded. "I can't say Downey is a
spy, but there may be some kind of bugging
equipment aboard that plane of his."



"Then let's drive the detection truck
alongside it right now," Bud said.



As the boys drove across the field, Tom
whispered, "We'd better not talk."



They parked within inches of the
fuselage of Downey's plane. Bud pointed at the
dials on the truck.



Suddenly Tom's eyes widened. He
stared at the sensoring instruments.
"Somebody's moving around in there!" he
thought. "There must be a secret compartment
under the floor!"







16. A HOT CHASE




WHIPPING a pad and pencil from his
pocket, Tom wrote to Bud, "I have a scheme for
flushing out the spy. You get a signal bomb
from the equipment shed and set it to go off a
hundred yards from the plane. I'll meet you
inside and we'll 'talk' our enemy into coming
out."



Bud grinned and hurried off. When he
joined his pal in the plane, Tom was walking
noisily up and down, pretending to admire the
interior.



"Great little aircraft!" Tom said loudly,
winking at Bud.



"Maybe Swift Enterprises should buy a
fleet of them!" Bud shouted in reply.



Suddenly there was a furious BANG!



"Jeepers!" Tom screamed in simulated
panic. "Somebody must be trying to bomb us!"



"That was close!" Bud yelled back.
"Look! They've set the plane on fire!"



"Bud, the left wing is burning!" Tom
made frantic scrambling sounds. "If the blaze
reaches the gas tank, we're finished!"



"Jump! Jump!" Bud stampeded for the
door.



Suddenly there was a commotion under
the floor of the cabin. A hatch opened and a
turbaned head appeared.



Martabat!



Tom and Bud ducked down behind two
seats as the Indian peered around, puzzled. He
gazed below and spoke, "There's no fire!"



The boys looked at each other. Someone
else was in the secret hold of the plane!



Cautiously Tom peered out from his
hiding place, and saw Turley's moonface come
into view.



"I don't see no fire!" Turley sounded
bewildered.



"Must be a trap!" Martabat started for
the door.



Turley followed close behind him.
"Let's get outta here!"



Immediately Tom and Bud rose up and
confronted the men, blocking the aisle.



Martabat was startled. "Tom Swift and
Bud Barclay!" He tried to inch past them.
"How did you know...?"



"We're not so stupid as you think!"
Tom climbed down the ladder into the hidden
compartment. "I'll see what kind of fancy
gadgets you have aboard!"



He turned on the light and looked around
the secret compartment. "Just as I suspected!
Reconnaissance cameras and listening
equipment!"



Tom rejoined Bud, who remarked,
"Guess they were going to photograph the
Monoswift in action!"



"But they came a little late," Tom added.



"What's that supposed to mean?"
Turley scowled ferociously.



"If you don't know," Tom shot back,
"I'm not the one to tell you! Ask your boss."



Kincaid's henchmen seethed with rage at
having been duped. "I'm fed up!" Turley
snarled.



Martabat agreed. "From now on Kincaid
can do his own dirty work."



Suddenly Turley sprang at his captors!
The short man's plump exterior was deceptive.
He was actually powerful and muscular. In a
lightning move he shoved the boys aside. He
and his companion plunged past them and out
through the door of the plane.



With Tom and Bud in hot pursuit,
Martabat ran like a hare toward the motorcycle
that Radnor had left at the edge of the runway.
The Indian kicked the starter and roared off just
as the boys raced up, an instant too late to grab
him.



In the meantime, Turley had taken
advantage of the diversion to run as fast as his
short legs would carry him in the direction of
four concrete storage tanks two hundred yards
distant.



"He's headed for the fuel enclosure!"
Tom panted.



"Probably plans to get away in one of
the speedboats!" Bud answered.



"You get him and keep him under guard
while I try to find Martabat!" Tom ordered.



As Bud sped in pursuit of Turley, Tom
found a jeep and drove off at breakneck speed
after the Indian, who had disappeared from sight
behind the crew barracks.



"I wonder what mischief he's up to!"



Martabat took a short cut across the
scrubby lawn in front of the barracks as Tom
rounded a hairpin turn in the narrow winding
gravel road. He took the next corner on two
wheels. The wily Indian eluded Tom by
speeding onto the baseball field, where a lunch-hour game was in progress among employees.
Umpire and players scattered in all directions.
The confusion delayed Tom's pursuit of
Martabat.



Tom saw that the demon motorcyclist
was racing down a dirt road that led to the dock
where the speedboats—part of the island's
security system—were moored.



In a second Martabat slid from the
motorcycle and jumped into a boat. Tom
brought his jeep to a screaming halt and went
after the man in another craft.



Martabat headed the roaring powerboat
up the coast of the island. Apparently he hoped
to elude Tom among the coves, then head for the
mainland. But apparently he did not know about
the underwater rocks. His craft struck one. The
impact sent its occupant flying into the rough
water.



Tom dived into the water and swam
toward the disabled boat. There was no sign of
Martabat.



"Could he have drowned?" Tom
muttered to himself.



An air-sea rescue helicopter joined in the
search, but to no avail. Martabat had vanished.



In the meantime, Bud had chased Turley
up and down the metal ladders and along the
maze of catwalks that girdled a new gantry.
Finally the intruder was cornered at a spot where
a catwalk came to an end. A fight followed, but
Bud finally subdued his opponent with a
shoulder hold. Turley gave no further resistance
as Bud took him to Radnor.



"I'll have a helicopter take Turley and
the pilot to the authorities on the mainland," the
security chief announced.



Downey, the pilot who had flown
Kincaid's men to the island, turned pale. "Why
me?" he shouted. "I haven't done anything.
You can't arrest me just for landing my plane
here."



"Sorry," Radnor snapped. "If you're
not in with the gang, you have nothing to worry
about."



Tom and Bud helped Radnor place their
captives aboard a helicopter. Its whirling rotors
lifted the craft off the tarmac. Then it was gone.



Later that night Tom received word that
the Monoswift had been raised and taken to one
of the rocket-assembly hangars. The young
scientist lost no time in rushing there to inspect
the car. He was amazed to find that it had
suffered little damage.



"I'll have the Monoswift shipped back
to Enterprises for immediate repairs," Tom said.



Working around the clock, the
production team finished the job in a record
number of hours. Then Tom supervised the
installation of his safety device, and ordered the
Monoswift taken back to Fearing Island. He and
Bud followed. The next day the car was ready
for testing.



"I'm going to try out my safety device,"
Tom said to Bud that morning.



"You're not leaving me behind this
time," Bud insisted.



"I'd better go alone," Tom argued. "It
might be dangerous."



"Danger's nothing new to me," his
buddy shot back. "I won't take no for an
answer. Let's go!"



Tom grinned.  "You've sold me."



Soon Tom was seated in the engineer's
chair on the left, with Bud beside him. When the
cable-rail was raised about twenty feet into the
air, Tom gave the Monoswift forward
propulsion. The speedometer registered an even
one hundred and twenty miles per hour as the
Monoswift swept around the turn at one end of
the island. "Just easy cruising speed," Tom
declared, grinning.



Bud watched and listened in awe. There
was no pounding of metal on rails as the
wheelless Monoswift sped silently down the
straightaway. After several runs around the
island, Tom turned onto the spur which stretched
out over the water. Presently he reached for a
red-colored switch marked: Emergency Derail.



"Here goes!" he shouted.



Tom flicked the switch. Suddenly the car
leaped off the cable-rail and sailed into the air.



"Flashing rockets!" Bud exclaimed.
"We're flying!"



He watched carefully as Tom twisted two
large dials. The Monoswift gradually returned to
the cable-rail and continued on as if nothing had
happened.



"Genius boy, you've done it!
Congrats!" Bud yelled.



Later he and Tom returned to Enterprises
and eagerly told Mr. Swift about the results of
the test.



"Great work, son," the older inventor
said proudly. "Now you can give Kincaid a real
run for his money."



Although Mr. Swift was enthusiastic,
Tom noticed by his expression that something
was troubling him. "Having any problems,
Dad?" he asked



Mr. Swift handed his son a copy of the
Shopton Evening Bulletin. Tom frowned when
he saw the headline, which read:





WHAT HAS HAPPENED TO 


THE MONOSWIFT?





"Perkins is up to his old tricks!" Tom's
father said angrily. "Just listen to the snide
remark in his editorial. I suppose he's trying to
be funny, but he asks, 'Will the Swifts be swift
enough to beat their competition?' "



Tom crumpled the paper furiously and
threw it into a wastebasket. "I'm sick of that
man and his puns! Kincaid must be paying him
to give us a black eye."



Mr. Swift retrieved the paper. "There's a
report here you should read, son. It's about
Cosmoprises' monorail. Apparently Mangate
thinks so well of it that an Atlantic and Pacific
survey crew is laying out the course for
Cosmoprises' track on the railroad's own right-of-way—"



He was interrupted by the radio. Harlan
Ames was calling from Africa.



"Tom," the security chief said, "you
really stepped on the lion's paw!"







17. THE LION'S PAW




"THE Lion's Paw village is the right
place!" Ames disclosed. He was employing a
special scrambler invented by Tom's father. The
device made it impossible for any eavesdropper
to understand what he was saying from Africa.



Accompanied by three Swift security
men, Ames had met Danton Redgrove. As
prearranged, the Englishman was pretending to
act as a guide to a group of amateur
photographers. The result was that the natives
paid no attention when the "camera safari" took
numerous pictures of the surrounding scenery.



One photo, enlarged many times, showed
an object in the forest behind the village. It
appeared to be a metallic grid, rectangular in
shape, and mounted on a high mast.



"We found a narrow ravine," Ames
reported. "Hidden there is a plate scanner that
can rise up out of the jungle, intercept space
television signals, and then disappear—virtually
underground."



"Do you think the Brungarians are
involved?" Tom asked.



"I was just coming to that," Ames
replied. "Near the camp we found a Brungarian
drawing and set of directions for the monitor. It
must be nearby."



"That doesn't surprise me," Tom said,
but he was grim. His old enemy was after the
secret of his G-force inverter!



"Here's more information," Ames went
on. "Danton has learned definitely, through a
native friend, that a young man is being held
prisoner in the village. From the description, he
must be Ritt. The chief was afraid of being
harmed if he gave out this information."



"Harlan," said Tom, "try to learn if the
Brungarians have been to the moon and obtained
Serptilium for Cosmoprises."



"Okay, skipper." Ames signed off.



Dodie turned white when Tom told her
about Ritt. "I feel responsible!" She was almost
in tears. "He wouldn't be in trouble if it weren't
for me!"



Phyl did not agree. "That's silly, Dodie!
Why, he kidnapped you!"



But Dodie was stubborn. She liked Ritt.
So he had to be a good guy!



"Ritt may be all right," Phyl said, "but
he's a Kincaid. That means you should watch
your step."



Phyl's criticism of Ritt made up Dodie's
mind. "I'm going to Africa!" she vowed to
herself.



Because Ames's daughter came and
went as she pleased at Enterprises, Dodie found
it an easy matter to stow away on the next Swift
supply plane bound for Africa. Ames was
amazed to see her climb out of a big carton
supposedly containing canned goods.



"What a terrible thing to do!" he said
angrily. "And your mother will be out of her
mind with worry!"



"I left her a note," Dodie replied, giving
her father a big hug. "Oh, Dad, please let me
stay!"



"But it's dangerous here!" Ames
warned.



"I have to see Ritt and find out if he's
all right," Dodie said, following up the hug with
a barrage of kisses. "You know how I feel about
him."



Harlan Ames always found it difficult to
refuse his daughter's pleas. "Well, I guess you
can stay for the next day or two. But I'm going
to ask Bud and the girls to come and take you
home!"



Back in Shopton, Sandy and Phyl were
excited at the thought of going to Africa to
"rescue" Dodie. It took only a short time for
the girls to pack and go aboard the Sky Queen.
Tom loaded his cycloplane into the Flying Lab's
hangar compartment for use at the spot where
Ames was encamped.



Tom flew directly to a spot far enough
from the Kilimanjaro area to avoid any chance of
warning his enemies that he was back in Africa.
Once the ship had landed, the four young people
transferred to the cycloplane.



The Drumhawk was sent zooming high
into the evening sky. When it attained sufficient
altitude, Tom reduced power and glided
downward. The craft skimmed silently over the
dark jungle for a feather-soft landing at Ames's
camp. Everyone rushed out.



Phyl and Sandy were so happy to see
Dodie that they did not chide her for sneaking
off. "Anyway," Sandy said with a laugh, "if it
weren't for you we'd still be at home!"



"Having a very dull time," Phyl put in.
She giggled and whispered, "Tom thinks too
much about work!" At the moment he was
covering the cycloplane with a tarpaulin.



Dodie spoke up. "You know," she
remarked, "I have a feeling that Ritt is good!"



"Always trust a woman's intuition,"
said Danton Redgrove.



The safari spent a peaceful and restful
night. Bud rose before the others and decided to
explore the thick forest of tall trees which
surrounded the clearing where they were
encamped.



Hands on hips, Bud looked up into the
heavy foliage of a giant tree. He jumped for a
low-hanging limb, and winding his legs securely
around it, shinned toward the trunk and
continued the awkward climb. Breathing hard, he
finally reached the top boughs.



"Like being in the crow's nest of a
sailing ship," he thought as he looked out
across the waving sea of leaves. The village of
the Lion's Paw was a short distance away and a
few natives scurried about.



Bud blinked his eyes in disbelief. Ritt
Kincaid's head had just appeared in the
doorway of one of the huts!



Ritt's face was chalk white and his eyes
round with terror as he peered nervously both
ways along the dusty village street. Making sure
that no native was looking his way, Ritt sprinted
toward the forest.



[image: Bud spotted Ritt sprinting toward the forest]

"He mustn't get away! He'll become
lost—maybe attacked by a wild animal!" Bud
thought as the young man disappeared among
the trees.



Bud deduced Ritt's path by observing
where startled birds rose screaming into the air.
He also listened to the monkeys chattering
angrily, frightened and furious at being
disturbed by the interloper crashing through the
thickets.



Bud immediately called Tom on his
pencil radio. "Ritt is here! He's running away.
If you cut north-northeast across the jungle, you
can head him off. I'll go southwest and catch up
with him."



Minutes later Tom and the three girls
were face to face with young Kincaid. He tried
to run off but Tom held onto him firmly.
"What's eating you?" Tom asked.



Ritt was defiant. "I want nothing to do
with you!" he answered angrily. "My father
says you're responsible for the mess I'm in!"



Dodie went to Ritt and took both his
hands in hers. "Ritt, please," she pleaded,
"we're your friends! We want to help you!"



Ritt seemed to weaken a bit and smiled at
her.



Then Sandy asked, "Why did you run
away if everything is so fine?"



Suddenly Ritt broke down, choking back
tears with difficulty. "I hate this place," he
confessed. "I'm completely alone! Dad exiled
me here to prevent my seeing Dodie and maybe
giving away secrets to Swift Enterprises."



Tom looked Ritt straight in the eye and
Ritt returned his gaze without wavering.



"Somehow I believe you," Tom said.
They shook hands. "Let's join forces."



Phyl agreed. "We'll make a great team!
Ritt, we don't want to turn you against your own
father, but he's treating you as if you were in
some kind of jam—"



"He's the one who's in a jam," Ritt
burst out. "He's in somebody's power—I
don't know who it is. But the dealings aren't to
my liking, especially when they involve you,
Tom. But I've been in it up to my neck. No
wonder everybody hates me!"



"I don't," Dodie spoke up quickly.



"Nor I," Sandy added. The others
nodded.



Bud came hurrying up in time to hear
this. "We all like you!" he said, gripping Ritt's
arm. "And you can help us.



Tom had a suggestion. "Ritt, maybe you
could go back to the village and try to find out if
Cosmoprises has obtained any antigravity gas
from the moon. What do you think?"



The idea obviously scared Ritt, but he
tried to hide his fear. "How do I manage that?"



Tom outlined a plan. During Bud's
watch, he had observed a few natives going in
and out of the largest hut. "At one point, they
carried in food heaped on plates and later
brought them out empty," he told Ritt.



"A couple even had envelopes under
their arms," Bud added.



"Mm-hmm. I get the picture," Ritt cut
in. "Natives don't generally eat inside their
huts. You think that one's been converted to an
office for someone, and you want me to find
out."



Tom nodded and held out his two-way
pencil radio.



"Why don't you take this and call me
when you have some definite information?"



"No!" Ritt was terrified. "If those
guards find it, they may harm me with their wrist
knives!" He explained that these were little
crooked blades, honed to a razor-edge
sharpness, which the village guards carried
attached by a thong to their wrists. They were
used as weapons of punishment.



"But why would they punish you?"
Dodie asked.



Ritt set his jaw. "Because they'll assume
I've been in touch with Tom Swift."



"How awful!" Dodie exclaimed.



Bud came up with another plan. While
the others returned to camp, he would show Ritt
the tall tree. "I'll keep watch from there while
you go to the village. Signal to me if you have
any news about the gas."



"Okay," Ritt agreed. "I'll see what I
can discover."



A few minutes later Ritt left and Bud
climbed into the treetop again. He was just in
time to see Ritt grabbed by two hulking guards,
who spoke to each other in Brungarian.



"That clinches a tie-in between Kincaid
and the Brungarians!" Bud thought in dismay.



They began to threaten Ritt, waving their
arms and shouting at the top of their voices.



Bud was in a dilemna. Should he leave
his vantage point and thus give the whole game
away in order to help Ritt Kincaid?







18. A FATEFUL CHALLENGE




BUD decided to go to Ritt's rescue. But
just as he started to climb down the tree, Ritt's
Brungarian tormentors seemed to relent. They
shoved their captive into the large hut and went
off in the direction of the hidden monitor.



"I'd better get back to camp," Bud
thought, "and report this."



When he related the incident, Tom
frowned in dismay.



Dodie was alarmed. "Let's go there
right away and get Ritt!" she begged.



"No, it's too dangerous until things
quiet down," Tom replied.



"Suppose we take turns watching from
the tree," Bud suggested. "Maybe we'll get a
break."



"Good idea," Tom agreed.



During the day the boys maintained a
constant vigil but no opportunity to talk to Ritt
presented itself. There was too much activity.
Finally, when dusk began to close in, they went
back to camp.



Tom berated himself. "I never should
have asked Ritt to return."



"Don't blame yourself," Bud advised.
"Those Brungarians would have come here for
him, and might have wrecked our plane and
captured us. Let's turn in early and try again
tomorrow."



Tom dozed off. At a very early hour of
the morning the buzz of his powerful pocket
radio awakened him.



"Sorry to bother you," his father said,
"but it's urgent. A real emergency and I need
your advice."



Tom rubbed the sleep from his eyes.
"What's up, Dad?"



"Kincaid has challenged Swift
Enterprises to a race two weeks from today. The
winner will be the train to finish in the shortest
time over a straightaway course of the railroad
chosen by Cosmoprises."



Tom was suspicious. "Probably full of
tricks and traps!"



"I thought of that, son. But with our new
safety feature I believe we're equal to anything
Kincaid pulls!"



"What does the railroad company think
of the proposition?" Tom asked.



"Mangate's all for it. He says that the
winner will almost certainly receive the
contract."



"Okay," Tom decided. "I accept the
challenge."



His father was pleased. "I thought you
would. I'll take care of the details."



Tom now told Mr. Swift about Ritt and
his confession. "He's back at the Lion's Paw
village trying to find out if Cosmoprises has
brought Serptilium back from the moon."



"But can he get away from those
Brungarians?" Mr. Swift asked.



"That's what worries Bud and me. In
the morning we're going to try getting him
away. We're hoping he can tell us if they have
the gas."



"What happens if Cosmoprises has a
good source of Serptilium and is using it in a
motor?" Mr. Swift queried.



"Then we're in serious trouble," Tom
replied.



His father agreed. "I'm glad you're
looking the facts squarely in the face, Tom. The
brutal truth is that Kincaid has first-class
engineers. And because of Chow's belt being
bugged they know as much as we do about the
uses of Serptilium."



"Our only hope," said Tom, "is that
they haven't figured out how to make it work the
way I have."



"Hurry home as soon as you can," his
father advised.



At dawn Bud returned to his lookout.
Redgrove joined him in the aerie. The early
hours remained uneventful until Bud spotted a
herd of gazelles at a water hole. Nearby a lioness
was lying in wait to make a kill. The gazelles
were so thirsty that they were unaware of the
danger.



Suddenly the lioness pounced, bringing
down the closest of the small, graceful antelopes.
She dragged her victim away to her lair in tall
grass near a grove of trees. Meanwhile, the rest
of the herd had fled.



Bud was so absorbed by this drama that
Danton had to prod him. "Look! Over there!"
The Briton pointed.



The antenna of the hidden scanner had
risen from the ravine where it had been
concealed. Ritt Kincaid was climbing to the top
of the grid!



He held a mirror in his hand. Presently
he turned the glass so that it reflected the sun's
rays.



"He's signaling!" Bud exclaimed.



"Morse code." Danton immediately
recognized the succession of short and long
flashes.





F O U N D   N O   M O O N   G A S





Bud tried to call Tom on his pencil radio
but encountered heavy static.



"I'll take him the message." Danton
slid down the tree trunk and hurried toward the
camp.



As the Britisher vanished among the
trees, Bud succeeded in reaching Tom.



"Then Cosmoprises doesn't have
Serptilium!" Tom exclaimed exultantly.



"Ritt could be wrong," Bud remarked.
"They may suspect him and have given out the
wrong information."



As they considered this gloomy
possibility, Bud saw that the antenna was settling
slowly back into its underground metal sheath in
the ravine. Ritt was aware of the descent. He
must get off! But as he started to climb down,
his shirt—in shreds from the mistreatment he
had received—caught on the grid. He would be
crushed to death in a few minutes!



"Tom! Ritt is being—" Bud started to
say when his radio went dead.



Bud did not hesitate. He swung nimbly
as a monkey from bough to bough until he
reached the ground. Then he raced to the
scanner. Like a giant nutcracker, it was about to
smash Ritt to a pulp.



"Ritt!" Bud cried, racing forward.



A split second before the mechanism
could mangle the helpless youth, Bud snatched
him away.



"Thanks," Ritt said weakly, sinking to
the ground. He was trembling violently. "You
saved my life, Bud!"



"Think nothing of it, Ritt," Bud cut him
short, embarrassed by the flow of gratitude.
"And don't forget you're risking your life on
our account—"



Bud suddenly realized that they were not
alone. A squad of Brungarian storm troopers,
submachine guns leveled, had silently
surrounded them.



"You will come with us," their captain
ordered.



Even the hard-fisted Bud had no choice
but to obey. He and Ritt were led to the large hut
in the village and pushed inside.



Back at Tom's camp, everybody was
wondering what could have happened to Bud.
Tom tried calling his friend on the pencil radio.



"Bud, do you read me?" he said into the
small transmitter. "I repeat! Do you read me?
Over!"



Continued silence on the radio brought
mounting anxiety. Tom tried again and again to
contact Bud without success.



He was baffled. "Just before Bud was
cut off he said something about Ritt."



Dodie immediately became excited. "I'll
bet Bud disappeared on account of Ritt!" She
pulled her father by the hand. "Come on, Dad.
Let's go look for them!"



Ames protested. "I don't want you
getting into any more trouble!"



Dodie was obstinate. "You know Ritt
trusts me. I can be a big help in trying to find
him and Bud!"



Reluctantly her father consented to take
his daughter and and set off into the jungle
accompanied by Charlie Marshall, his trusted
right-hand security man. Tom, Phyl, and Sandy
stayed to guard the camp. Danton returned to the
village to reconnoiter.



For a while Tom maintained continuous
radio contact with Ames. Then abruptly this
communication ceased.



"That's strange," Tom remarked to the
girls.



"I'm sure something has happened,"
Phyl said worriedly.



Sandy started to walk off. "Let's go and
look for them!" she urged.



Phyl arose. "We can't just sit here!"



Tom was more cautious. "It may be a
trap. If we all fall into it, who's going to get us
out?"



"Guess you're right," Phyl said. "But
there must be something we can do!"



Sandy said to Tom, "Bud would call
your idea a plan of inaction!"



Tom's perplexity ended abruptly when a
voice with a thick Brungarian accent came over
the radio. "Tom Swift, I think we can do a little
wheeler-dealing, as you say in America!"



"What do you mean?" Tom replied
hotly. He recognized the voice of Doctor
Morser, head of BRUSASA—the Brungarian
Space Aeronautical and Science Agency. Few
had ever met this baldheaded, round-faced man
whose genial porpoise-like exterior concealed a
nature as ferocious as that of a tiger shark.



The buttery voice continued, "We have a
few of your friends here."



Harlan Ames, Dodie, and Charlie had
been seized by the Brungarians! Had Bud and
Ritt met the same fate? Tom wondered.



He was furious. "You'll release them at
once, if you know what's good for you!" he
cried.



"Very well, Tom Swift," came the reply.
Morser's eerie laugh sent chills through Tom
and his companions.



"You'll let them go!" Tom insisted.



"Only if you agree to a trade."



"What kind of a trade?" Tom asked.



"Your friends will be returned if you will
give us the secret of your G-Force inverter!"







19. DARING ESCAPE




TOM was in a quandary. He had never
been faced with a harder decision.



"The lives of my friends come first," he
thought.



But he was reluctant to give in to the
Brungarian space chief's demands. If he did so,
it would be betraying his own country by giving
a vital scientific secret to an unfriendly foreign
power!



Tom studied all the angles. "Even if I
give Morser the secret of the G-force inverter,
what guarantee do I have that the Brungarians
will keep their word? They never have yet."



Suddenly Tom's brain, infinitely faster
in its logical processes than any computer,
presented him with a solution: Play Brungaria
against Cosmoprises.



It might work. It had to!



A few seconds after being confronted
with the problem, Tom replied, "You're taking
an awful risk with this international piracy,
Morser."



His plan was to create distrust of
Kincaid, but not to mention him right away, for
fear of arousing suspicion.



"My country will deny everything," the
Brungarian answered.



A dead silence, which could have meant
anything, greeted this remark. But Tom
somehow sensed that his enemy was weakening.



"What will you get out of all this
spying?" Tom followed up what he hoped was
an advantage. Again there was no response. He
went on, "Sure I can turn my inverter over to
you, but whatever you plan to do with it, Swift
Enterprises can always top."



"That, my dear fellow, is questionable,"
the Brungarian finally replied.



Tom ignored this sarcasm. His gambit
was to keep needling his opponent. "How are
you going to use the G-force inverter without
having a supply of the propulsion gas?"



The Brungarian was exasperated.
Forgetting caution, he rasped out, "Kincaid has
promised a continuing supply!"



So the Brungarians had not found the
source. Apparently Kincaid was planning to take
the gas from the Swifts! Tom's stratagem was
beginning to work!



He paused before coming back with,
"Kincaid doesn't have a continuing supply."



The Brungarian asked quickly, "How do
you know Kincaid can't supply the gas?"



"I know. Just ask him to show you a big
supply."



This time the silence lasted for several
hours. Tom was on tenterhooks. Would the
Brungarian call him back?



Tom felt panicky. Had he gambled with
the lives of Bud, Dodie, her father, and Charlie,
and lost?



Finally Morser's voice came over the
radio. "Very well, you can have your hostages."



Tom was elated. His strategy had
worked!



His spirits sank, however, when the
Brungarian continued, "But we are keeping Ritt
Kincaid." He gave no explanation and Tom did
not dare press for one. The Brungarian might
change his mind about releasing the other
captives!



"Come to the large hut in the village,"
Morser concluded, "and we'll direct you to
your four friends."



"We'll start right away," Tom said and
signed off. He turned to Sandy and Phyl.
"What are we going to do about Ritt? We can't
leave him there!"



"Maybe we could get him out dressed
like a girl," Sandy suggested.



Tom liked this idea. "You could conceal
some things for him by wearing them under
your own clothes."



"The three of us will go into the hut
together," Sandy proposed. "I'll whisper to
Dodie that she should act as though she's
sick—"



"Let's get Danton in on the deal," Tom
said. "He says the natives think he's a doctor.
In the confusion..."



A while later the callers arrived at the
Lion's Paw and were directed to a thatched hut.
Phyl, wearing a long flowered shirt under her
safari coat, had concealed a few cosmetics in her
pocket. On top of Sandy's head under her
helmet was a compact of powder and rouge.
While Danton pretended to examine the "faint"
Dodie, the girls quickly applied makeup to Ritt's
face. He slipped on Phyl's extra shirt and pulled
Sandy's big hat down over his hair.



Ritt's disguise complete, Dodie
seemingly recovered. "Guess I'm well enough
to make it back to camp," she said loudly, in
case any of the guards understood English.



They all went outside, wondering if the
ruse would work. Could Ritt's disguise fool the
guards? In the darkness, the camp defenders did
not notice that there was an extra "woman"
leaving the hut.



[image: Would Ritt’s disguise fool the guards?]

Danton said good-by on the outskirts of
the village. "I'll go back to the hut," he said,
"and pretend to carry on a conversation with
Ritt. That will give you time to make good your
escape."



"What will happen to you when they
find out they've been tricked?" Tom asked,
worried.



"The village chief is afraid of the men
who have taken over the village. But he is a good
friend of mine," Danton reassured Tom. "I
saved his life once. He'll make sure I don't
come to any harm."



The eight ran as fast as they could back
to the camp. "You make a very pretty girl,"
Dodie teased Ritt.



Just then they heard shouts behind them
in the darkness. Their enemies must have
discovered Ritt's escape!



The young people piled into the
cycloplane and Tom took off as the pursuing
Brungarians burst onto the campsite. Bullets
whistled close to the craft, but Tom sent the
Drumhawk zooming upward to safety, then
headed for the Flying Lab.



"I'd like to stay in hiding until the
monorail race is over," Ritt said.



"Be our guest," Tom said.



When they reached Swift Enterprises, he
conducted Ritt to the newly completed guest
suite in the Administration Building. Tom's
father agreed that it was a good plan for Ritt to
stay at the plant in deep secrecy.



"Naturally he fears more adverse
involvement," Mr. Swift said.



Tom smiled. "It's like taking in
someone asking for asylum!"



Early the following morning Tom and
Bud flew to Fearing Island. There the
Monoswift was made ready for a final test. As
its inventor sent the fantastic-looking car gliding
along the cable-rail, Tom sensed what a giant
powerhouse he was propelling. Yet the
Serptilium motor was unusually small in size for
its amount of energy.



"What an engine!" Bud exclaimed.
"Tom, we're doing nearly three hundred miles
per hour!"



"And that's not maximum speed!" Tom
replied as the Monoswift whizzed along.



"Wait'll Kincaid sees this!" Bud
chuckled. "His eyes will pop right out of his
head!"



"Just think," Tom said, awe-struck by
the idea, "we're being driven by one of the basic
forces of the universe—gravity."



"Wow! I never thought of it that way!"
Bud became even more exuberant. "With this
G-force inverter, how can we fail to beat
Kincaid?"



"Should be a cinch, if he doesn't have
Serptilium power. And we can be almost certain
he hasn't."



Bud grinned. "And we're sure he
doesn't have your aerial cable-rail invention
either. The pictures Sandy and Phyl took of his
car showed it resting on a track anchored to the
ground."



"Kincaid's in for a big surprise," Tom
said laughingly. He then asked if Bud would
like to take over the controls.



"You bet!"



Tom rested back in his seat and enjoyed
the ride. When the test was over, he gave the
Monoswift a final inspection and pronounced it
A-OK.



The following day Tom and Bud
examined the hundred-mile track over which the
race was to be run. Using the cycloplane, they
fine-tooth-combed every inch of the course.



"No problems," Tom said, "or our
cybertron's radar signal would have detected
any hidden objects."



"We hope!" Bud cautioned.



"Anyway, we don't have to worry about
the condition of Mangate's track," Tom said.
"The cable-rail will be floating above it."



"Are you going to install a cybertron in
the Monoswift?" his companion asked.



"Yes. It'll serve as a warning system in
case there are any obstructions on the rail ahead
of us."



The days flew by as engineers and
workers from Enterprises hurried to complete
the stretch of cable along the race route.



Tom and his father were angered by an
editorial that appeared in the Shopton Evening
Bulletin. In it Perkins accused the Swifts of
unfair play, and that the use of a floating rail
should not be permitted.



Later Mangate telephoned. The young
scientist was pleased to hear that the president
was, for once, on their side.



"I don't care what kind of a rail you use
in the race," Mangate said. "I'm just interested
in whose idea is best."



Finally the day of the big event arrived.
The Monoswift had been flown over in a cargo
ship from Fearing Island at the last possible
moment. It was now waiting at the starting point,
surrounded by Ames and his eagle-eyed security
men.



Tom fumed when he saw Kincaid's car.
Its configuration was obviously copied from the
Monoswift. The vehicle was resting on a single
surface rail between the regular tracks which
stretched along Mangate's right-of-way.



A race official suggested that the
contestants flip a coin to decide who was to race
first. Kincaid won and started toward his car.



"Good luck!" Tom shouted to his
competitor in a gesture of true sportsmanship.



"Keep your luck!" Kincaid retorted.
"You're the one that'll need it!"



At the signal, the Cosmoprises' monorail
car lifted a fraction of an inch off the railroad
track. "He's using electromagnetism to hold the
car up," Tom thought. The Kincaid special
remained at this height and soon sped out of
sight. The crowd clapped enthusiastically.



"You were right about Kincaid not
having Serptilium," Bud said. "He's using
atomic jets."



The Swifts and their companions listened
anxiously as official observers, who were spaced
along the hundred-mile course at regular
intervals, reported the train's position and time
by radio. The information was then announced
over a public-address system.



"Kincaid's doing much better than I
expected," Tom muttered. "It's going to be a
close race between us."



"Don't worry," Bud said, slapping Tom
on the shoulder. "The Monoswift will make his
car appear to be twenty years behind the times."



"We just received word," a voice
boomed from the P.A. system, "that the
Cosmoprises' entry has completed the first half
of its run, and is now beginning the return trip."



All eyes were focused on the track that
stretched into the distance. Minutes later
Kincaid's car could be seen approaching at
tremendous speed. As it neared the finish line, a
huge shower of blue-white sparks suddenly
erupted from underneath the vehicle. Then it was
enveloped in flame while grinding to a halt.



Instantly fire-fighting crews surrounded
the car and quickly extinguished the flames. A
gasping Kincaid and his assistant emerged from
the cabin and ran clear of the wreck.



"Are you all right?" Tom yelled to
them.



"Stay away from me!" Kincaid
screamed. "You Swifts are the cause of this!
Somehow that floating rail of yours caused a
short in my electromagnet and set up friction."



"You're crazy!" Bud shot back.



"Don't try to blame the fire on us,"
Tom said angrily. "More likely your
electromagnet couldn't stand the strain and your
car settled down onto the track."



The young scientist was interrupted by
an announcement over the P.A. system. "Tom
Swift is requested to begin his run
immediately!"



After cries of "Good luck!" from family
and friends, Tom and Bud climbed aboard the
Monoswift. At the signal, the sleek car began to
move ahead. It accelerated rapidly.



"We're moving like a rocket!" Bud
yelled as he glanced at the speedometer. "The
needle has already swung past the three-hundred-mile-per-hour mark!"



The boys completed the first half of their
run in record time.



"According to my stopwatch, we've beat
Kincaid already!" Bud declared with a flourish.



"We still have the return trip to make,"
Tom warned. "Keep your fingers crossed, and
hope we don't develop a malfunction."



The Monoswift sped back like a tiny
comet. Suddenly a red light flashed on the
instrument panel.



"The cybertron has picked up something
on the rail ahead!" Tom cried.



They passed over the knoll of a hill just
in time to see the figure of a man dash away
from the track and into the woods.



"Look!" Bud shouted. "That guy must
have tossed something up onto the rail!"



Tom's pulses quickened. "It might be a
bomb!"







20. A SWIFT VICTORY




INSTANTLY Tom activated the safety
device. The Monoswift leaped off the rail and
soared into the air. A split second later a loud
explosion was heard. The car was buffeted
violently by the shock wave.



"It was a bomb!" Bud yelled.



Tom guided the Monoswift back down
to the cable-rail and continued his speed run.
Then the boys looked up to see a helicopter
swoop over them from the opposite direction.



"It's one of the whirlybirds from
Enterprises!" Tom declared. "Must be Harlan
Ames. Said he was going to patrol the route
during our run."



"Harlan probably spotted the guy who
planted the bomb," Bud said. "He's going after
him!"



"While he's doing his job," Tom
remarked, "we'll do ours. We must win this
race!"



The young scientist eased the throttle all
the way ahead. The scenery outside the cabin
windows rushed by in a blur.



Bud's eyes were fixed on the
speedometer. "The needle's starting a second
trip around the dial!" he announced excitedly.
"We'll be crashing the sound barrier for sure!"



Tom grinned. "I'll try not to. We don't
want to break any windows."



Minutes passed. Then Bud saw a bright-colored mileage marker flash by. "Two miles to
the finish line," he said.



"We'd better begin to decelerate," Tom
replied. "I'll reverse the propulsion on the G-force inverter to help slow us down."



His timing was perfect. The Monoswift
came to a complete halt exactly at the finish line,
and the cable-rail was lowered to ground level. A
crowd of wildly cheering onlookers began to
surround the victors.



Tom glanced out the cabin window and
saw Kincaid and Turley hurrying away.
"Kincaid probably arranged Turley's bail," he
thought. "No congratulations from them!"



Mr. Swift was the first to greet the boys
as they climbed out of the sleek rail car. "The
official results are not tabulated yet," he said,
"but it's certain you've won by a wide
margin!"



"The railroad contract is as good as
yours!" Mangate declared as he pushed his way
toward the Swifts.



A group of newspaper photographers
and reporters surrounded Tom and Bud.
Cameras clicked and an endless volley of
questions was fired at them. Then Mr. Swift and
several security men hurried the boys off to a
waiting automobile.



As they walked away, Tom noticed
Perkins standing among the many spectators.
"Do you see who's over there?" he asked,
nudging Bud.



"Yes. It's Perkins. And he looks as if
he's just eaten a bowl of sour grapes."



"This will teach him a lesson not to
listen to men like Kincaid."



Tom and Bud were driven back to
Enterprises. They arrived just as the helicopter
carrying Ames landed near the Administration
Building.



The security chief poked his head out of
the cabin doorway. "Look what I found running
through the woods near the spot where the
explosion took place!" he shouted.



Ames pushed a tall, turbaned man out of
the craft ahead of him.



"Martabat!" Tom blurted. "I thought
he'd drowned!"



"I was too smart for you," the Indian
boasted. "I hid among the rocks while you were
searching for me. Then I swam back to the
island and stowed away on one of the
helicopters flying to the mainland."



"We had a talk on the way here," Ames
interrupted. "Martabat told me a good bit about
Kincaid's shenanigans. I notified the police and
they're picking him up now."



A guard appeared on the scene and
informed the Swifts that a group of reporters
were at the main gate asking for an interview.



"Count me out." Bud sighed. "I'm
exhausted."



"I could use a few minutes of peace and
quiet myself," Tom admitted. "Let's go to my
lab suite." He turned to the guard. "Tell those
reporters we'll talk to them later."



The boys hurried to the suite and
plunked themselves down into large comfortable
chairs. As they did so, Chow rushed out of the
galley.



"I'm goin' to rustle up a victory dinner
for you fellers," the cook announced.



"What will it be? Flapjacks?" Bud
asked with a grin.



"No—it'll be roast beef," Chow
answered. "Made from prime Texas steer."



He returned to the galley to begin his
preparations while the boys catnapped. They
were dozing for nearly an hour when the
telephone rang. Tom sprang from his chair and
scooped up the receiver.



"This is Ames. I'm at Shopton Police
Headquarters. They've picked up Kincaid and
Turley. The captain wants to see the Swifts."



"Good!" Tom replied. "I'll get hold of
Dad and come right over."



"You'd better hurry," Ames warned.
"The FBI is sending a couple of agents to take
Kincaid to Washington. The Bureau wants to
question him regarding his dealings with the
Brungarians."



"Does Ritt know about his father's
arrest yet?" Tom asked.



"Yes," the security chief answered.
"When the police told him, he became so upset
that a doctor had to put him under sedation."



The Swifts were greeted by Ames when
they arrived. He said, "Martabat and Turley are
being kept in separate rooms. I'll question them
while you have a talk with Kincaid."



Shortly Tom and his father were face to
face with their enemy in the police interrogation
room.



"I'm ruined!" Kincaid cried. He
seemed near the point of collapse.



"You should have known it would come
to this," Mr. Swift said.



"Why did you try to sabotage my
project?" Tom demanded.



"My company is on the brink of
bankruptcy," Kincaid replied shakily. "I needed
Mangate's railroad contract badly. You were too
strong a competitor for me. My only hope was
to try and ruin your plans."



"That's no excuse for stooping to just
about every crime in the book," Tom snapped,
"including kidnapping Dodie Ames."



"It was Turley's idea!" the prisoner
insisted. "I was against it. But he talked me into
thinking it was a sure way to force you to hand
over your secrets."



"Why was your son drugged the night
he came to our house?" Tom asked.



Kincaid stated that Ritt had threatened to
tell the Swifts where Dodie was being held a
prisoner. He ordered Martabat not to let the boy
out of his sight.



"But I didn't know Martabat planned to
drug him," he continued. "However, it was a
weak dose and the effect worked slowly. Ritt
managed to get away and reach your house
before he passed out."



"Why did you suddenly decide to return
Dodie?" Mr. Swift asked.



Kincaid shifted nervously in his chair.
"When Martabat told me Ritt had run away, I
was sure he intended to carry out his threat. I got
scared and decided to release the girl
immediately. We felt safe because she was
drugged the whole time and never knew who had
kidnapped her."



When questioned about his connection
with the Brungarians, Kincaid stated that he was
supplying them with specifications of rocket
components his firm was manufacturing for the
Defense Department. In return, the Brungarians
were to help him steal Tom's G-force inverter.



"Then it must have been the Brungarians
who got some moon gas for you," Tom
interjected, "although we thought they hadn't
found it."



Kincaid, suddenly forgetting his
predicament, began to roar with laughter.
Obviously the man was hysterical. "But it
wasn't the Brungarians!" he cried. "And you'll
never guess how I got my hands on that stuff!"



"We're not in the mood for games!"
Mr. Swift retorted. "Come on! Out with it! How
did you get the moon gas?"



"You'll never believe it! I extracted it
from a swarm of your flying pancakes that one
of my pilots captured!" Kincaid answered.
"That cook of yours is quite a character, and a
perfect dupe. The belt I sent him containing the
miniature radio transmitter worked like a charm.
And all the time he thought he had won it in a
contest."



The Swifts questioned the prisoner for
another hour. Then they rejoined Ames and
started back to Enterprises. The security chief
informed them that Martabat and Turley had
talked freely. Their stories checked perfectly
with everything Kincaid had told Tom and his
father.



"Incidentally," the security chief said,
"it was Turley who shot at you with the laser
gun. Fortunately his aim was bad and he hit the
container of Serptilium in the truck instead of
you."



At Enterprises, Tom, his father, and
Ames went straight to the lab suite. A short time
later Chow announced that the victory dinner
was ready to be served. Bud was already seated
at the table, anxiously waiting to hear what the
others had learned from Kincaid and his
cohorts. He listened intently while Tom told him
about their interrogations.



"And you were right about the rocket
that hit the crate at The Citadel," Tom informed
his friend.



"It was of foreign make. Brungarian to
be exact, but Kincaid's men used it."



"But why did Kincaid use one of their
rockets?" Bud queried.



"He hoped to steer suspicion away from
himself," Tom answered.



Bud rubbed his chin in thought. "Makes
sense. And what about the day our Drumhawk
was hit with an armor-piercing shell? Did he tell
you about that?"



Tom leaned back in his chair and
grinned. "We can chalk that up to the
Brungarians also. Since they weren't having
much luck stealing our secrets, they decided the
best way to help Kincaid and themselves would
be to get rid of me."



Tom turned to his father and Ames. "As
bad as Kincaid is," he commented, "I admire
him for insisting that his son is completely
innocent. Of course we know that already."



"I like Ritt," Bud added. "Wish there
was something we could do for him."



"I have an idea, Dad," Tom said.



"What is it?" Mr. Swift asked, already
sensing what Tom was about to suggest.



"Why don't we offer Ritt a job here at
Enterprises?" Tom said. "He has the makings
of a great engineer."



"It's okay with me," his father agreed.
"Maybe he can work with you on your next
invention."



Tom wondered what it would be but
soon became busy on his Dyna-4 Capsule.



At that instant Chow came from the
galley, carrying a large steaming roast beef on a
tray. "Hope you fellers are hungry," he said.
"Have all the trimmin's to go with the finest
piece of beef ever raised under a Texas sky."



Chow turned to walk back to the galley.
Then he whirled around and fixed his eyes on
Tom. "I don't want you to think I been
eavesdroppin'," he announced meekly, "but
didn't y'all mention the word pancakes a few
minutes ago?"



"Well—er, yes," Tom stammered. He
hoped he would not have to tell him about
Kincaid's discovery. Although it was not
Chow's fault, he knew the Texan would feel
personally responsible for what happened.



"You heard right," Bud said, coming to
Tom's rescue. "We think your flapjacks are so
light, that sometimes they can float. They're just
out of this world!"
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Would Ritt’s disguise fool the guards?
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“Hang on!” Tom pleaded as he threw the lasso
toward Bud
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“My son was nearly killed by your plane,”

Mr. Swift said angrily
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“Tom will be lost in space if we don’t rescue
him!” Bud cried out





Fig3.png
1311 '

Akl
R S
yil, )%
. { ’ 2
' 4

I 1)
{{m“ ; "“‘ ll l '

P :’ z) frlulfl P
K: XJW(r Mf/{/ o lil,..f/ufj A
JW » .W//‘U{ !.,qu
Y AT B4
A

wg W

/]
. t wf"lﬁ
e {.‘LH
“/

77

“A shell ripped through the lzftmg drum,
Tom shouted to Bud
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“The train ain’t got wheels!” Chow exclaimed
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Frzghtened natzves peered from the high grass,
then silently vanished
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The regenerator housing exploded!





Fig8.png
“Where am I?” the pilot called to Tom and Radnor
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Bud spotted Ritt sprinting toward the forest





