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TOM SWIFT AND HIS COSMOTRON
EXPRESS




In the biggest, fastest spaceship ever
designed by Swift Enterprises, Tom Jr. plans to
make a grand tour of the planets in the solar
system. But a group of criminal scientists bent
on conquering the universe are out to steal
Tom's magnificent Cosmotron Express and
destroy the young scientist and Swift
Enterprises.



Determined to foil the fiendish plot, Tom
and his pal Bud Barclay locate the enemy's
fortress laboratory but are captured. The boys
make a daring escape, only to be faced with an
even more grim challenge in their next encounter
with the enemy. Pursued on their phenomenal
interplanetary journey, they become the target of
VIPER's frightening weapon, the enormous
Orb. How Tom, using his revolutionary device
the Spider Crab, thwarts the feared, vicious
leader of VIPER and his evil followers climaxes
this gripping story of scientific combat.







1. DEADLY BEAMS




"LOOK at those lights blaze!" Tom
Swift Jr. exclaimed to his pal Bud Barclay.
"I've never seen them this bright before!"



"I didn't know the aurora borealis
would be visible in daylight," Bud marveled.



Though it was midnight in late August, it
was barely dusk in this northernmost part of the
Norwegian Sea.



The boys, both eighteen, were flying a
small jet over the cold, forbidding water. Auroras
were common at these bleak high latitudes, but
the one they were watching was unusually
spectacular.



The sky danced with writhing ribbons of
light, as though the Frost Giants of Norse myth
were on the march. Suddenly the boys' craft
shook as if the mythical Thunder God Thor had
slammed it with his hammer!



"Tom!" Bud shouted. "Our
navigational controls are going haywire! What's
happening?"



"I don't know!" the young inventor
replied, wrestling with a series of dials. "Some
kind of wild turbulence, but what—"



Tom broke off in midsentence as a
sudden severe shock sent the plane careening
downward in a long arc toward the top of a huge
iceberg.



"Oh boy!" Bud muttered grimly. "This
feels like a one-way roller coaster! Our
automatic stabilizer isn't working very well, I
guess."



"The X-raser!" Tom shouted. "It's our
only chance! Take the controls, Bud."



Quickly Tom aimed a strange futuristic-looking device, part gun and part telescope,
through a port of the plane and triggered a firing
button on its side. A deep electronic humming
rose from the machine as a beam of invisible
radiation shot from its muzzle.



Tom gunned the ray beam across the top
of the berg looming up before them. The next
instant the nose of the tiny jet hit the upper tip of
the berg and sheared it off in a wild shower of
ice spray. As Bud held the wheel in a viselike
grip, the plane skimmed over the smoothly cut
top of the ice mountain, battered but safe.
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"Wow!" Bud exclaimed. "Does that X-raser ever work!"



Tom nodded. "That was the acid test all
right. And it saved our lives."



The plane's controls had gradually
returned to normal as Tom guided it speedily
southward away from the strange turbulent zone.



"The X-raser beam sliced right through
that rock-hard ice like butter," said Tom's dark-haired, husky pal. "Is there anything that it
won't penetrate?"



"It's my guess there isn't," the young
inventor answered. "It'll even cut through
Tomasite—the super-plastic Dad
developed—and Atomeron, the most fantastic
alloy of metals yet discovered. It's hard to
imagine anything tougher than those two."



Bud was puzzled. "If the X-raser can
emit a beam like that, how do you keep the thing
from melting itself?"



"Well, it's really just an extension of the
laser, only at much higher frequencies," Tom
replied, warming to his subject. "A laser causes
certain materials to give out more visible light
than was put into it. And what's more, when the
waves are emitting they're all lined up in step,
instead of at random. So they can deliver a lot of
energy in a tight beam."



"A sort of sympathetic vibration," Bud
put in.



Tom grinned. "That's about it. The X-raser does the same kind of thing with X-rays,
which have much more energy, anyway, than
light rays do. Actually the X-raser has other uses
besides cutting up icebergs. And—"



Bud interrupted, "That was the use I was
most interested in. But go on, skipper."



"Not only can it probe deep beneath the
surface of other planets and analyze
substances," Tom explained, "but it also
contains special photographic equipment. It will
send pictures back to earth!"



"But didn't you invent a similar
instrument—the telesampler?" Bud asked.



"Yes, and I've incorporated some of its
features."



Bud listened in awe as Tom went on to
say, "While the airborne and space models of
the telesampler are capable of collecting samples
from any depth or range, the analysis was a
separate operation done by a Swift mass
spectrometer. X-raser combines these two
operations into one. As the samples are beamed
back to our craft and simultaneously to Swift
Control, their components, temperature, and
condition will be automatically computerized."



"Huh?" Bud asked, knitting his brows
in bewilderment.



"At the end of the X-raser gun is a
miniature version of the mass spectrometer
which will feed us all the data we want," Tom
replied.



"You mean your gadget is a mini-genius. Small on looks; but big on capability,"
Bud said with a grin.



"I'm afraid," Tom told him, "it could
also become a very dangerous weapon, a
potential death ray." There was a disturbed note
in his voice.



"I can believe that, after watching it slice
through the iceberg," Bud said. "We'd better
make certain the wrong people don't get hold of
your X-raser."



"Right," Tom replied. "I'd hate to think
of it in the hands of the Brungarians, for
example." The young inventor was referring to
the longtime foreign enemies of the Swifts.



The boys had been on an extensive test
flight, secretly trying out the X-raser on different
kinds of terrain. Suddenly they had hit the
violent turbulence that had nearly cost them their
lives. Now that the immediate danger was over,
they wondered about the cause of the strange
disturbance.



"Bud, we've been caught in Clear Air
Turbulence before, but never anything so bad as
that," Tom commented. "It knocked our regular
C.A.T. instruments haywire."



"How well I know," the copilot replied.
"I'd sure give a lot to find out the reason for
it."



"I've been mulling that one over too,"
Tom said. "Bud, those shocks were so
violent—and unexpected—they could almost
have been man-made. In fact, the more I think of
it, the more convinced I am that they were. And
that could only mean giant nuclear explosions."



"Oh, oh," Bud said worriedly. "Sounds
like trouble."



"Maybe more than you think," Tom
answered. "Large-scale changes in conditions at
the poles could have drastic effects, mostly bad,
on climate and weather all over the world—like
turning the plains states into desert, or drowning
the coastal cities!"



Bud frowned. "Pretty grim! We'd better
notify the authorities about this disturbance."



"I'll let Washington know as soon as
we get back to Shopton," Tom said.



Just then Bud glanced through his side
window. "Skipper," he broke in, "that plane is
following us again—the same baby that's been
watching our tests for the past two nights." He
noted that the mystery craft had dropped a few
feet beneath their jet.



"That's the one, all right," Tom agreed,
angling his jet a few degrees for a better look.
"The blue light on its nose is a dead giveaway.
Well, we've played this game long enough.
Let's see if we can lose him!"



Tom gunned the jet and increased the
distance between the two planes. But not for
long. The trailing craft soon closed the gap
again.



Tom was angry. "Evidently he can pour
on too much power for us to leave him behind."
Then an idea came to Tom. "I wonder how
maneuverable his plane is. Let's find out."



With that, Tom put his agile little craft
into a tight turn, hoping that their pursuer would
not be able to veer as rapidly, and they could
gain time and distance.



He was mistaken. The blue light was still
visible when they straightened out again.



"He's a good man at the controls,
whoever he is," Bud said with resignation.



"I'll grant him that," Tom replied.
"And he has a good jet. But why is he here? If
he's trying to guard something, why doesn't he
attack us? In fact, he never comes any closer
than he is right now."



"He must be interested in our X-raser
tests," Bud commented.



"Could be," Tom admitted, "but what
good does it do him? We've just been making
underground probings with an invisible
beam—no outward spectacles or explosions.
But if that's what he's after, we're in
trouble—because how did he find out about the
X-raser in the first place?"



"Who is that guy anyway and whom is
he working for?" Bud said in annoyance.



Tom shrugged. "I wonder if he knows
about our big new project."



"You mean the Cosmotron Express?"



"What else?" the young inventor
replied. "It's one thing if the X-raser tests have
leaked out, but if our experiments on the
spaceship have, you can bet that every last
enemy agent will come breathing down our
necks."



"Wouldn't you if you were in their
place?" Bud asked. "Just imagine! Tom Swift,
wizard of the laboratory, about to make a grand
tour of all the planets in our solar system in the
biggest and fastest spaceship ever devised!"



"Okay, fly-boy!" Tom replied with a
grin. "Guess I'd try to keep the other fellow
from getting there first. But seriously, it does
look as if we have a security leak at Shopton."



Suddenly Tom put the plane into a steep
dive. "Hold on, Bud! I'm going to gain speed
and make a series of tight turns again to see if
we can shake off our friend back there."



The tiny craft screamed down toward the
icy sea, then suddenly leveled off and began to
make fast, tight turns in rapid succession.



The scheme worked! Looking off to his
left Tom could see his pursuer, dangerously
close to the ocean, trying desperately to keep up
with the young inventor's tortuous high-speed
path. Tom gave his ship full thrust. The craft
with the blue light faded into the distance.



Gleefully Bud slapped his pal on the
back. "I guess he'll be a while finding us
now."



"What say we make one more test of the
X-raser, and then return to Shopton?" Tom
asked. "We'll focus it into the ocean this time
and try for some deep-sea pictures."



"Yes to both ideas," Bud returned.



Reaching to the X-raser gun, Tom
pressed the firing switch. As the high-intensity
beam came on, the device suddenly swiveled
loose and began to shake on its mounting. As it
swung around, the gun raked the cabin,
peppering the walls with holes.



"Quick, Bud!" Tom shouted. "Flat on
the floor! If that beam gets us, we're finished!"







2. THE SCAR CLUE




SPRAWLED flat on the cabin floor,
Tom propelled himself, alligator-fashion, toward
the swiveling X-raser. Just as the beam swung
toward him, he grabbed the machine and
switched it off.



"Boy!" Bud gulped. "That was as close
as I care to come to being wiped out! What
caused the X-raser to shake loose like that?"



Tom was already inspecting the device.
"Could have been those shocks we got during
the turbulence," he replied without looking up,
"and those G-forces we experienced trying to
get away from the other plane only made it
worse."



Bud suggested that they land some place
as soon as possible. "This thing'll have to be
more securely fastened."



"Maybe welded into place," Tom said.
"And we'd better check the entire plane. The
cabin walls are full of holes and the beam might
well have punctured something vital. We have a
long transatlantic flight ahead of us before we
get to the good old USA."



"Okay, skipper. Besides, I could go for
a good hot meal somewhere." Bud gave Tom a
sideways glance. "Any idea where we are?"



"We've been heading south and it's
been getting darker. As nearly as I can figure
after all those maneuvers, the main body of the
European mainland is not far off," Tom replied.
"Probably we'll see France soon around the
coast of Normandy."



They flew on in silence for a short while.
Then suddenly Bud pointed.



"There's a coastline!" he cried. "And if
that's not Normandy, I'd better go back to
navigation class."



Tom grinned. "You do more studying?
But seriously, it does look like Normandy."



In a short while Tom was bringing the jet
down in a small airfield a few miles inland. The
boys checked the craft carefully.



"Looks like no serious damage," Tom
said finally. "There's a slight leak here in the
static pressure line, but we can fix that. Guess
we were pretty lucky. The X-raser could have cut
everything to pieces."



They set to work plugging the leak and
finished in a few minutes.



Wiping grease from his hands, Bud said,
"Now that the work's finished, do I have time to
hike to the little village we saw on the way in and
find a snack bar that's open all night?"



"Sure." Tom glanced at his watch. "It's
two A.M. here. I don't want to leave the X-raser
unguarded. Bring back a sandwich for me."



Tom settled down in the plane to wait.
After a while, he saw Bud returning.



"Tom," he said as he climbed into the
plane, "I think I was followed. The restaurant
wouldn't pack any food, so you'll have to go to
town. Keep your eyes open. And eat at the
Auberge Provençale."



Tom made his way to the little village,
watching warily in the narrow, deserted streets,
but reached the restaurant safely. After a hearty
meal he started back toward the airfield.



Immediately he became aware that
someone was following him. Tom altered his
route through the village streets, but still the
shadower stuck to him. Finally he decided to
bring the matter to a head.



Tom passed a church, turned quickly into
the narrow street beside it and waited. A moment
later the tail appeared. The man was dressed in
black and wore a black hood over his head.



Tom jumped him, locking his left arm
around the man's neck and twisting a black-garbed arm up behind him.



"All right," he demanded. "Who are
you? And what do you want?"



Breathing hard, the man said nothing.
Tom repeated his demand in French. "Qui êtes-vous? Que voulez-vous?" Still no response.



Unexpectedly the captive broke loose
from Tom's grasp. The young inventor grabbed
the man's sleeve, exposing a deep, jagged, half-moon scar on his forearm. The fellow, twisting
frantically, managed to get away.



Tom pursued him, but to no avail. In the
maze of narrow streets, now almost completely
dark, Tom was at a disadvantage. After turning
several corners, he realized he had lost the man
and went back to the plane. He described his
encounter to Bud.



"Do you think he's a pal of the guy that
was spying on us in the plane today?" Bud
asked.



"I wouldn't be surprised," Tom replied.
"Well, I guess we may as well get going."



Tom headed the jet into the western sky.
Just after dawn Shopton time, five hours earlier
than in Normandy, Tom set the craft down at
Swift Enterprises. This was a sprawling complex
of buildings and airfields where Tom and his
father worked.



Bud yawned. "Am I ever tired!"



"Me too," Tom agreed. "Why don't
you come over to our place? You can sleep
there."



"You won't have to twist my arm," Bud
replied.



The Swift home was set on a knoll,
surrounded by spacious grounds. There was an
invisible alarm net around the house to warn
against unwanted visitors.



The boys, wearing anti-alarm wrist
watches, let themselves in and went to bed
immediately. Fatigued from their long journey, it
was afternoon before they awoke. Only Tom's
mother was at home. Mr. Swift and Tom's sister
Sandy were away.



Monday morning the two boys headed
for Swift Enterprises.



"I think I'd better tell Dad about our
encounters in Europe before I do anything
else," Tom said. The boys entered through a
private gate, using an electronic key.



Tom Swift Sr., whom young Tom
resembled, was at his desk in the private office
he shared with his son. Security Chief Harlan
Ames, a slender man with dark eyes, was also
there. The two were engaged in a conference.



"What's wrong, Dad?" Tom asked after
the four had exchanged greetings. "Something
happened?"



"Yes," Mr. Swift replied. "Look at
these." He held up some drawings of the
Cosmotron's hangar where the X-raser would
be housed. "I left these locked up here Friday.
This morning I discovered some light pencil
marks that weren't on them before. Somebody
has been in here since Friday—someone who
had no right to enter!"



"Dad," Tom asked, "has anything else
been tampered with?"



"If you're referring to my experiments
in one of the underground labs, no, son," Mr.
Swift replied, then added mysteriously,
"They're healthy and growing every day!"



Tom made no further comment because
his father's work was top secret and known to
only a handful of his most loyal employees.
None of them ever mentioned his ingenious
project outside the confines of the super-security
lab hidden under the maze of Swift Enterprises.



As Mr. Swift scanned the curious pencil
marks, Harlan Ames said, "No alarm sounded.
That leaves only two possibilities—either
someone on the staff is a traitor, or an outsider
got hold of one of our electronic amulets that
only Swift employees wear. Otherwise, the radar
would have set off the alarms when he came into
the grounds."



"A traitor!" Tom gasped. "Has there
been any damage or sabotage?"



"No," his father answered, "but
somebody's snooping around. Whatever he has
in mind, it can mean only bad news for us."



"You're right, Dad. And I have a feeling
it's part of a dangerous gang," Tom said. He
told his father about the boys' adventure with
the spy plane over the polar sea, and the man in
black with the scar on his arm.



When Tom finished, the elder Swift
looked grave. "This could be serious."



"One other thing, Dad. We ran into
some violent and unexplainable turbulence out
there." He described the atmospheric shocks,
and the boys' belief that they were man-made.



"I'd better phone Kevin Wright in
Washington and get a few top government
scientists working on the problem."



Minutes later Tom was connected with
the Washington official.



"Tom," said Mr. Wright, "What a
surprising coincidence! I was just about to
phone you! The government has a mission for
you!"



"I'll be glad to do anything I can," Tom
answered. "What is it?"



"The matter's top secret—and urgent!
And much too hot to be trusted to the telephone.
We're sending a young man named William
Rolin to see you. He's highly trustworthy, and
he'll brief you on the whole business. I repeat,
this is absolutely top secret!"







3. GOVERNMENT MISSION




"WE'LL be looking for William
Rolin," Tom said to the government official.
Then he added with a slight chuckle, "You had
me so intrigued I almost forgot that it was I who
called you."



He went on to describe the strange polar
disturbances that he and Bud had experienced.
Mr. Wright, amazed, told him that Rolin was
coming to see Tom about the same thing.



"He'll arrive at noon today."



Tom was curious to hear what Rolin had
to say, but put the next few hours to good use by
inspecting the "Crab," a new invention.
Completely assembled, it rested on a scaffold in
one of the underground labs while a highly
skilled, trustworthy technician worked on its
underside. Named the Atomic Spider-Crab, the
midget metal spacecraft—shielded against all
types of radiation—resembled a large, fantastic,
winged creature. It looked partly like a crab,
partly like a spider, with claw-arms on the front
of its short broad body, and four round
spinneret vents along its belly.



"How are those spinnerets working?"
Tom asked the technician.



"Good. So far they adjust instantly to
produce and eject any size thread we program
into the Crab."



Tom nodded with satisfaction. In his
imagination he could see the silver-colored Crab
skim out of its special hangar on the
Cosmotron, speed through space toward a
stranded astronaut, enmesh him in a bag of
Tomasite threads, and tow him back to the safety
of the ship.



"It's coming along well," the young
inventor thought. "Between Crab and the
Duratherm Wing, we should be completely safe
in space!"



Earlier Tom had designed the Wing to
rescue disabled spacecraft stranded in orbit. The
Wing was attached to the nose of the ship. It
was a fabric sheath which when filled with
plastic foam ballooned out into the shape of a
wing. As a heat shield and "parachute," it
prevented the craft from burning up during re-entry and slowed it down for a precise landing.



William Rolin arrived punctually at noon
and presented his credentials. He was a
competent-looking young man, trim and well-dressed. After greetings had been exchanged,
Rolin joined Tom, his father, and Bud at lunch in
the Swifts' private dining room. The visitor at
once launched into the reason for his trip to
Shopton.



"I am convinced that the disturbances in
the vicinity of the North Pole are being caused
by hostile space beings," he said. "I'm a
meteorologist. The U.S. Government, in
cooperation with Scottish authorities, sent me to
a village on the northeastern coast of Scotland to
observe the effects of the strange phenomena.
There is a good bit of official concern. In fact,
other scientists were sent to various bases in
Europe and Northern Canada for the same
purpose."



"These disturbances have been
occurring for some time, then?" Tom queried.



"Yes," Rolin replied. In his quiet,
matter-of-fact manner, he continued, "Anyway,
not far offshore where I was investigating there
is a huge craggy rock pinnacle. It was used as a
lookout post by the Viking raiders who
periodically marauded that coast.



"Just a couple of evenings ago, I was
making observations from the pinnacle when a
fantastic thing happened. Two strange beings—I
can't call them men—stepped from behind a
large rock. In the growing dusk I got the
impression that their bodies, which were quite
manlike, were made of burnished copper."



"Copper!" Bud almost shouted.



"Yes, copper," Rolin went on.
"Furthermore, they seemed to have metal heads
which came to a point!"



The Swifts and Bud were astounded by
their guest's incredible tale. If anyone but a
scientist had told them the story, they would not
have taken the matter seriously. But Rolin's air
of quiet authority and his official backing gave
credence to it.



"Almost immediately," he went on, "I
became aware of a pungent odor and seconds
later blacked out."



"Did you have any more contact with
those creatures?" Tom asked.



"Oh, yes!" Rolin replied with a strange
smile. "The next thing I knew, I felt myself
being strapped to a couch of some kind. In the
darkness around me I could see flashing lights.
Then I heard a shrill whining noise, high in
frequency, which gradually slowed down until it
became intelligible speech. I couldn't actually
see much, but I heard them giving orders for
flight!



"Suddenly I felt a strong sensation of
lift-off, of acceleration, and then a violent
rocking and whirling motion. Finally several of
these beings—I never saw them clearly because
they were always in the half-darkness just
beyond my vision—informed me that they were
indeed from another planet, although they didn't
say which one.



"I was told that they had important
business on this rocky pinnacle, and they wanted
privacy. If I—and all other earth people—didn't
leave them completely alone on the pinnacle,
they would attack us! They said the strange
polar disturbances—which I understand you
boys had a taste of—are only a small sample of
what the enemy could do!"



"Nice friendly bunch!" Bud remarked.
"They must have some great tricks up their
sleeves, because the conditions beyond the
Norwegian Sea were really rough!"



Tom asked, "How did you get away
from them?"



"Well, I didn't, really," Rolin went on.
"I passed out again at that point, and when I
regained consciousness, I was lying out on the
rocks where I'd first run into them. Apparently
they were gone and I had one terrible
headache."



Bud snorted in disgust. "I guess they
wanted you to be a messenger to deliver their
ultimatum: privacy or else!"



The Swifts sat in silence for a few
moments, contemplating the implications of what
Rolin had told them.



Finally Tom's father said, "That was
certainly an extraordinary experience. It must
have been terrifying. How do you figure we can
help you?"



"Government officials would like Tom
to go to the pinnacle and try to contact the space
beings."



"When do they want me to leave?" Tom
asked.



"At once, if you can. Washington is sure
that you Swifts are the best qualified people to
find out what these beings want and to handle
the negotiating, if necessary, since you've
already had experience with extraterrestrial
beings."



"Sounds like a great assignment," said
Tom. "Obviously there's something pretty
strange and ominous going on at the pinnacle,
which urgently needs investigating. I'll be glad
to try it. But can't it be postponed?"



"Why?" Rolin asked.



"Day after tomorrow," said Tom, "our
new spaceship, the Cosmotron Express is
scheduled for its shakedown flight. It will
involve a flight around both the earth and the
moon," the young inventor explained. "You've
confided in us, so I don't mind confiding to you
that there's been some spying on this project.
No sabotage yet, but who knows how long our
luck will last?"



"It sounds bad," Rolin said. "Do you
know who's doing the spying and why?"



"No," Mr. Swift replied, "but we
believe they're trying to beat the United States to
a grand tour of our solar system."



"It may be more than that," Tom added.
"If they can steal our invention, the X-raser,
they'll have a weapon to annihilate the whole
Swift outfit!"



"And then," Bud spoke up, "any other
people who don't see things their way."



Concern showed in Rolin's clean-cut
face. "I see your dilemma. Both of our projects
are obviously urgent!"



"Tom," his father interjected, "I have a
suggestion. Why don't you do the test flight as
scheduled? That's only the day after tomorrow.
As soon as you and Bud get back, hop over to
Scotland and try to contact the space people.
Meanwhile, I'll iron out any bugs which may
have developed in the Cosmotron on the
shakedown trip."



"Okay, Dad!" Tom said, brightening.



"I'll have to clear this with
Washington," Mr. Swift said, "but I'm sure
they'll see the point."



He immediately phoned the capital,
where space officials did indeed "see the
point." They were very much interested in the
Cosmotron project.



"We'll be waiting eagerly to hear the
results," Mr. Swift was told.



With his assurance that Tom would go to
Scotland right after the shakedown flight had
been completed, the officials agreed to the delay.



"Mr. Rolin," he said, hanging up the
phone, "you're wanted back in Washington."



"Then I'll run along," the young man
said. "See you in a few days in Muldeen,
Scotland."



Tom spent the afternoon inspecting
Marty Mock-up, a model of an astronaut in a
space suit. During the moon flight he planned to
put the Atomic Spider-Crab through various
tests, one of them being to rescue Marty's
lifelike figure.



"Hi, Marty!" he greeted the dummy
with a grin, and began an inspection.



By the time Tom had finished making
final alterations inside Marty, it was late
afternoon. He met Bud and they drove to the
Swift home for dinner. Tom's sister Sandy, a
blond, vivacious seventeen-year-old, who dated
Bud, smiled at the boys.



"High time you two got home to take
Phyl and me out," she teased.



The pretty dark-haired girl with her,
Phyllis, was the daughter of Ned Newton, Mr.
Swift's close friend and long-time business
associate.



"Hi, Tom, Bud!" she said. "What's
new?"



Tom laughed. "Martin."



"Martin who?"



"Martin Mock-up. I almost brought him
to dinner."



Bud added, "But Tom fed him early on
electronic vitamins and supersonic soup, so he
wasn't hungry."



During dinner the boys told about their
polar adventure, the possibility of space people
off the coast of Scotland, and the shakedown
flight around the moon.



"Tomorrow night's the night before the
Cosmotron's first flight," Sandy said. "How
about a blast-off celebration? I know a place
where we can get a great Chinese dinner."



"Sounds wonderful," Phyl said.



"Sure does," Tom and Bud agreed.



A little later the boys went back to the
Enterprises plant to work. There was still plenty
of work to be done before the flight.



"Let's take a look at the site of the new
underground laboratory first," Tom suggested
as they entered the grounds.



The huge excavation, alive with
construction activity, was ablaze under the
floodlights. Eventually a number of time
capsules of Swift prognostications, drawings,
and plans would be buried in one corner of the
mammoth building.



"If size means anything," Bud said as
he gazed down into the hole, "this will be the
greatest lab in the world when it's finished."



Tom was staring intently at a brawny
workman climbing up the slope toward them.



[image: “Bud,” Tom exclaimed, “That man must be a spy!”]

"Bud," he exclaimed, "the scar on that
man's forearm! It's exactly like the one I saw
on the fellow who followed me in Normandy!
He must be a spy!"



As Tom walked toward him, the
workman suddenly turned and headed for the
bottom again.



"Wait!" Tom called out.



Paying no attention, the man continued
his fast pace along the side of the excavation.
When Tom began to close in on him, he broke
into a run. Both boys sprinted after him.



The chase soon became a frantic game of
hide-and-seek among the scaffolds, cranes, and
moving power shovels. Unable to see very far
ahead because of the construction vehicles, Bud
ran around a bulldozer just ahead of Tom. He
found himself squarely in the path of a steam-shovel scoop!



"Bud! Watch it!" Tom shouted.







4. THE FLYING CRAB RIDE




IN a flying leap Tom reached Bud, and
the two boys rolled in a bruising, jarring tangle
down the steep side of the excavation! The huge
shovel swung by, missing them by inches!
Seconds later, amid a shower of stones and
rubble, they came to a halt at the bottom of the
excavation.



"I'm afraid to move any part of me for
fear it'll break off," Bud wisecracked as the
boys got to their feet, battered and shaken.



By this time most of the work crew had
come running.



"We're okay," Tom assured them.
Then, as one of the foremen arrived, he said,
"Let me borrow your walkie-talkie. I must alert
Security about that guy who ran off. He's a
spy!"



He contacted Harlan Ames. Later the
security chief knocked on the door of Tom's
laboratory where he and Bud were working.



"Any luck?" the young inventor asked.



"The whole place has been searched, but
your man hasn't been found," Ames said
wearily. "He's definitely not one of the staff.
Our medical records would show that scar for
sure."



"Evidently he managed to get one of our
electronic amulets," Tom mused, "or else he'd
have shown up as a blip on the company's radar
security screen. The big questions at the moment
are: How did he get from Normandy to
Shopton? Why was he posing as a workman at
the lab construction pit? And where did he go?"



"I think I can answer your last one,"
Harlan Ames replied. "Shortly after the shovel
incident, a truck went out the front gate.
Presumably Scar Arm made his getaway in
that."



Tom interjected, "I have a few ideas
about the first two puzzles. That guy may have
stowed aboard our jet and crossed the Big Pond
with us, Buddy boy. Furthermore, he obviously
found out about our plan to bury time capsules.
Whoever he is or represents is obviously
interested in all past, present, and future Swift
projects!"



"What you're saying, Tom, is that the
whole future of Swift Enterprises is at stake!"
Harlan Ames exclaimed. The awesome statement
sent chills through his listeners.



Bud spoke up, breaking the silence
which had followed. "One thing is sure. With
that scar to identify him, he won't come back."



"True enough," Tom said glumly, "but
there's nothing to stop him from passing his
amulet on to some other spy—who doesn't have
a scar."



"That's true. The identity cards which
are issued to all employees when they're hired,"
Harlan Ames said, "have three-dimensional
color photos of faces only. One of the guards
may have become lax in checking everyone who
passes through the gate. But from now on I'll
make sure no one is let in who doesn't have an
I.D. and whose face doesn't match the picture
exactly."



"Good idea, Harlan," Tom responded,
"but we're up against a pretty clever group. All
these precautions may be useless."



Ames nodded. "I think that the sooner
you get the Cosmotron grand tour over, the
better."



The following morning Tom supervised
the welding of the X-raser into its special
mounting on the Cosmotron. To accommodate
its massive operation in space, Tom had enlarged
his invention to the size of a small cannon. It
was fifty times more powerful than its
predecessor which he and Bud had tested
previously.



A familiar-looking station wagon pulled
up alongside the giant gantry. "Howdy, Tom
boy," a booming voice sang out from the
driver's seat.



"Chow!" Tom called down to the
former chuck-wagon cook. He had come East
some time ago as private chef to Mr. Swift and
Tom at the lab and on expeditions.



The roly-poly good-natured Westerner
gave a broad grin. "I figgered I'd better git
enough grub, if we're goin' on that space trip."



Tom chuckled as the Texan began to
unload enormous quantities of food from the
station wagon.



"Hold on, pardner," Tom said in a mock
drawl. "We're not takin' an army with us,
y'know."



"Yeah, but this ain't jest for the moon
trip," Chow protested. "I'm stockin' up fer the
grand tour too. Reckon I got enough grub here
fer about two years, mebbe more. I been readin'
about how far away some o' them planets are."



"You're right about the distances," the
young inventor said, "but it won't take us long
to cover them in the Cosmotron. In fact, the
moon trip will take only three hours, and the
whole grand tour of the planets shouldn't take
more than two and a half to three days!"



"Wal, brand my space suit!" Chow
exclaimed. "That jest don't seem possible!"



"Why not?" Tom laughed. "After all,
we are going on the Cosmotron Express, aren't
we? No locals for us!



"No kidding, Chow. We just don't blast
up to a top speed like a rocket and then coast.
Our repelatron drive accelerates the ship all the
time, so our speed keeps going up. And even
though we can accelerate at many times the
earth's gravity pull, we don't feel it. Even our
solar system looks small when you can do
that!"



"I dunno," Chow mumbled, shaking his
head. "I'm sure disappointed. I thought we
were goin' to be out on a long expedition. From
what you say, the moon run'll be nothin'
more'n a snack—an' shucks, the whole grand
tour won't be but nine or ten meals.



"No sense in my even botherin' to eat
on the trip," he went on. "I'm not so sure my
digestion can work fast enough to keep up with
your hot-rod spaceship."



"Cheer up, Chow," Tom urged. "How
about making us something special for
lunch—say, a good Mexican meal?"



Chow brightened at the idea. "Why
didn't I think o' that? I'd better go back into
town an get the fixin's for some enchiladas," he
suggested.



"Bud," said Tom as Chow drove off,
"let's take the Atomic Crab up and test it."



Within minutes the boys had loaded the
strange remote-control device into a jet and taken
off. As a helper on the ground launched
balloons of various sizes, Tom sent the Crab out
under its own power. He watched carefully as it
enmeshed each balloon in turn with strands of
unbreakable Tomasite.



"The Crab handles the delicate work all
right," Tom said to Bud. "This afternoon we
ought to try it out on something heavier."



"Like one of Chow's flapjacks," Bud
joked.



Just then Tom looked down. On the road
directly below, the heavy-set Texan was driving
along in his station wagon.



"Speaking of Chow," said Tom, "there
he is now."



"What say we give him a private
performance?" Bud suggested. "Let's fly the
Crab over him."



Tom hesitated a moment. "Okay," he
agreed finally. "But we must be careful not to
play it too close."



Soon the Crab was heading unerringly
toward the speeding station wagon below. Tom
maneuvered the craft until it soared directly
above Chow.



"Great work!" Bud exclaimed. "She
flies like a charm."



An instant later the boys were horror-stricken. Chow, startled by the queer-shaped
midget craft looming over him, lost control of
the car. He swerved off the road.



"Oh!" Bud shouted. "Chow's in
trouble!"



The boys watched in alarm as the station
wagon veered toward the edge of a deep ravine.
Then abruptly it came to a halt. The vehicle
rested precariously with half the chassis
projecting over the edge.



Tom cried, "If Chow shifts his weight
even slightly, the car could go over the cliff!"



The boys flew low above their friend.
Tom picked up a portable public-address
microphone and shouted to the Texan through a
side window. "Chow! Don't move! Stay put!"



"What can we do?" Bud asked.



"Looks as if the first test of the Crab is
going to be the real thing," Tom answered.



By remote control the young inventor
sent the Crab straight at Chow. Heavy Tomasite
"cords" shot from the four spinnerets and
enmeshed the station wagon. There was a loud
yell from Chow as he found himself a prisoner
of the strange device.



With a sudden blast of power, Tom jetted
the Crab back to his own craft, carrying the
bagged station wagon with it. Chow, amazed and
frightened, stared out the window. The boys
could see his lips moving and guessed that he
was making dire threats against them.



"Skipper," said Bud, "we're going to
pay for this," he said.



Under Tom's manipulations, the Crab
set Chow and his station wagon down in front of
the main Swift building, detached itself, and
swooped back to the jet.



"Guess I'd better call the lab and have
someone use a spray can of Soluweb on the car
so Chow can get out," Tom said.



"Yes," Bud agreed, "if we want some of
that Mexican lunch."



When the boys returned to Tom's
laboratory, Chow walked in from the adjoining
galley.



"Wal, brand my steer saddle, Tom Swift,
now you're usin' me fer experiments!"



"Sorry, Chow," Tom replied. "I didn't
mean to frighten you."



"Nearly scared me out o' my wits," the
Texan sputtered. "An' that consarned
contraption o' yours! What're we a-comin' to
when a giant crab kin lift a feller clean off the
ground?"



"Lucky for you the Crab worked as
planned," Bud put in. "You were in a pretty
tough spot."



"Humph! I s'pose I'd be at the bottom
of that ravine if your Craboreno hadn't snatched
me up." Chow lowered his eyes humbly. "I'm
sorry, pardners, for bein' so ornery," he said
and went into the galley.



Presently the baldheaded cook appeared
at the door of the lab. "Come an' git it!" he
drawled loudly. "I fixed you somethin' mighty
special I picked up down Mexico way!"



The boys' eyes widened as they looked
into the small lounge adjoining the lab. Heaped
on two carts was a colorful array of food. Bud
bit into an enchilada and began to chew. The
next moment his face turned red and tears came
to his eyes. He began to cough.



"What's the matter?" asked Tom, who
was sampling another dish.



"Fire! Fire!" Bud yelled, fanning his
wide-open mouth.
"Too—many—red—peppers!" he added
hoarsely.



At the same time Chow burst into the
room with a bucket of water on each arm.



"No, Chow, no," Tom said, doubling up
with laughter. "No fire!"



The chef's eyes flashed about the room.



"What do you mean?" Bud replied in
friendly indignation. He pointed to his throat.
"Fire—inside."



Chow nodded and bustled back to the
galley. He returned with some bread and salad
oil, then cool beverages and less peppery food.
The boys ate heartily.



Following an afternoon of hard work on
the Cosmotron, the big spaceship was
pronounced ready for its shakedown flight the
following day.



"Hope nothing goes wrong," Tom said
to Bud as they were driving away from the
launch site area to pick up Sandy and Phyl. "I
keep wondering what our enemies are up to. Are
they trying to copy the Cosmotron, or sabotage
it, or what?"



"Relax, Tom," Bud replied. "We've
done all we can. The check-out crew will start
going over the ship at midnight, and we'll lift off
at noon. In the meantime, let's forget it and have
fun."



On the way to the restaurant with the
girls, Tom noticed a black motorcycle behind
them. Its driver wore goggles. Bud, in the rear
seat of the convertible with Sandy, saw him too.
Both boys wondered if the man was shadowing
them or just going the same way. When they
reached town, Tom managed to lose him.



"I must be getting jumpy," he thought.



After an excellent dinner the four young
people went to a movie. When they came out, it
was raining hard. As they made a dash for the
car, Tom noted the black motorcycle parked
nearby. A glance at Bud showed that he had
seen it too.



By the time they reached the car, the rain
was coming down in torrents. "Let me drive,
Tom," Bud suggested, knowing Tom would
want to keep an eye on the motorcycle if it
followed them.



The road had grown very slippery.
Visibility was poor and the teeming cascade on
the windshield was too great for the wipers to
handle.



Descending a hill, the car hit a pothole
and went out of control. It slammed against a
rock. There was a bang like a gunshot as Bud
fought to bring the sports car to a halt on the
shoulder of the road.



"Well, that's just what we needed!" he
muttered in disgust, turning off the engine. "A
blowout!"



Hurriedly the boys got out and examined
the left front wheel. "This tire is ruined," Tom
said. "And it's a new one."



The boys took another wheel from the
trunk. A few minutes later as Tom spun the lug
wrench, he said, "It's getting close to midnight.
I hope we can make it back in time for the
Cosmotron check-out."



Suddenly they heard a droning sound
above the pelting noise of the rain. With a
sudden glare of its headlight, the black
motorcycle roared over the hill behind them. It
began to skid dangerously!



[image: The motorcycle grazed Tom]

Before Tom could leap aside, the
motorcycle grazed him. It careened on, but
gradually the rider regained control. Tom had
fallen to the pavement.



"Tom!" shouted Bud, kneeling beside
his pal.



The two girls, terrified, jumped from the
car.



"Tom, Tom!" cried Sandy, bending over
her brother.



Phyl turned ash white when the young
inventor did not move.







5. EERIE SOUNDS




IN the distance the motorcyclist
hurriedly turned his machine around and roared
toward Tom's group. As he drew near, Bud
noticed that his sleeves had pulled up a trifle. On
one arm he could see the jagged scar Tom had
noticed on the man in the excavation the night
before!



"I'll help him," the cyclist called
huskily as he stopped.



"I'll bet!" Bud answered. "Just stay
where you are!"



The man ignored him. He left his motor
running, and walked up. Bud could restrain
himself no longer. Advancing, he sent a blow to
the man's jaw. Enraged, the stranger swung
back!



Sandy and Phyl, frightened, huddled
together on the pavement, pillowing Tom's head.
Bud and the man with the scar traded punches
and wrestled in the slippery mud of the roadside.



With a groan Tom sat up. "What's
going on?" he demanded, getting to his feet.



The stranger saw him. Halting his
upraised fist in mid-air, he pushed Bud away,
muttering, "You're okay, Tom," and leaped
onto his motorcycle. With a loud roar he
disappeared down the road.



"Tom!" Bud exclaimed wearily, wiping
mud from his hands. "How do you feel? Are
you really okay?"



"Yes, I think so," Tom replied. "Guess
I hit my head when I fell, but I'm all right now.
How come you were fighting?"



Bud quickly explained and Tom
frowned.



"We're all pretty well soaked," Sandy
said, urging the group back into the car.



Bud shook his head. "I'm going to
change this wheel first."



Tom wanted to help but the others
insisted he relax.



"Don't forget your flight tomorrow,"
Phyl said.



Five minutes later a siren wailed through
the rainy darkness. A police car pulled to a halt
beside the group.



"One of you Tom Swift?" the driver
called.



"I am," Tom replied. "What's wrong,
Officer?"



"Nothing, I guess," the man replied
hesitantly. "We just had an anonymous phone
call from a motorcyclist about a near-accident.
He said Tom Swift was involved. Asked us to
come out and lend a hand. But it looks as if you
don't need us."



Tom explained briefly what had
happened, and thanked the officer. As the patrol
car pulled away, Bud climbed back into the
convertible and drove on toward Shopton.



"I don't get it," Bud said, puzzled, as
they neared home. "Who is Scar Arm, anyway?
Before we got into that fight, he said he wanted
to help Tom. But I didn't believe him."



"Of course you didn't," Tom said.
"Who would, under the circumstances? But
maybe he really did want to help. I'm sure he
didn't skid into me on purpose."



By this time the lights of Shopton had
come into view. After taking Phyllis home, the
boys decided to see how the final check-out on
the Cosmotron was going.



"Maybe we'd better clean up first,"
Tom suggested. "I don't know about myself,
but you look as if you've been run over by a
tank."



"You don't exactly look as if you're
posing for a graduation picture," Bud remarked.



After a quick shower and a change of
clothes at the Swift home, the boys headed for
the Cosmotron's launch pad, which was five
miles from Shopton. Under blinding floodlights,
the checkout was now well in progress.



Both boys were thrilled by the sight.
Larger than any spacecraft ever built, the
Cosmotron was a giant silvery ball with three
small modules hugging the mother ship, one at
the top and one on each side. It dwarfed the crew
working on it.



"Oh man," Bud said fervently, "just
wait till that big ol' baby goes up-up and
away!"



Using the gantry elevator, the boys went
aloft to inspect the craft. Through a hatch in the
main body they entered the Central Control deck
with its banks of manual and programmed dials
and buttons. From there they made their way
through a narrow corridor inside the short strut
which led to the Lab Module. This was
completely outfitted with scientific equipment,
including the X-raser.



"All set for action, Tom!" said a
workman.



Tom checked the mounting on it, nodded
approval, and returned to the Central Control
deck with Bud. Next they visited the Hangar
Module atop the craft.



Last of all they went to the Storage
Module. "I'm glad these modules are
detachable," Bud said. "We can set any one of
'em down on a planet and stay for a while if we
feel like it."



"Fortunately the Cosmotron and its
modules carry Non-Contam," Tom said. "That
will keep us from contaminating the atmosphere
or surface of any of the planets by rendering our
exhaust fumes harmless."



The boys knew that one of the most
difficult problems of collecting samples from the
planets was the fact that spaceships themselves
give off pollutants which can change the nature
of the specimens.



"Yes, your new spray licks that," said
Bud. "By using Non-Contam the ship can
neither give off nor take in contamination." He
slapped Tom on the shoulder. "A cool
invention, genius boy."



Tom and Bud returned to Central
Control. On television they watched as the touch
of a button sent the shiny metallic skins of the
modules sliding back to reveal clear Tomasite
windows.



The young inventor nodded with
satisfaction. "Come on, Bud."



"Where to now?"



"Down to the heart of this thing," Tom
replied.



They rode by elevator deep into the
center of the Cosmotron. Entering a gleaming
white chamber with walls six-feet thick, they
faced two towering cylinders—one red, the other
black.



Bud gazed up at the red one. "This
Super-Converter is really smooth, Tom. It was a
great idea to feed the solar energy in through all
those tiny cups on the surface and convert it to
electricity for running the repelatron drive
system. Quite an advance over the big saucer-shaped catchers on your old ship, the
Challenger! But why isn't this red unit enough
for us?"



"Because this trip is different," Tom
replied. "We're going to the far reaches of the
solar system where our sun may appear to be no
more than a tiny star in the sky. We can't be
certain about the behavior of solar energy under
those circumstances."



"So we carry double power," said Bud.



Tom nodded as he eyed the huge black
unit. "That's why I built the Supratomic Cell
especially for this ship."



"Atomic power plus," Bud muttered.



"We may need all we can get," said
Tom.



The big cylinders had to power
thousands of repelatrons which would propel the
great globe and keep it speeding out into space.



"Genius boy, you've done it again!"
said Bud.



Tom looked pleased as he led the way to
the elevator. They got off at the Maintenance
Deck, located on the floor below Central
Control.



The boys watched the men check the
airlocks that led into the space between the two
hulls of the spaceship. The three modules were
constructed the same way.



"We're well protected," Bud remarked.
"If anything damages the outer shell, we still
have the inner one. And besides, the whole
ship's coated with Inertite and built of
Atomeron—the toughest alloy in the world!"



Atomeron was a rare substance that Tom
had discovered on a trip to New Guinea in his
ultrasonic cycloplane. A gold-based alloy,
Atomeron was an unusual combination of
elements including scandium, rubidium, and
beryllium and showed faint traces of three
transuranium elements. Tom had tested it for
resistance to corrosion, elasticity, and toughness.
It was ideal for the building of spacecraft, far
superior to anything yet in existence.



From the Caves of Nuclear Fire he had
brought rare rocks and concocted a paint which
he had named Inertite. Now a thin layer, 1/1000
of an inch thick, covered the entire hull of the
Cosmotron Express, making it able to withstand
the strongest cosmic rays.



The boys looked around for a while
longer, then Tom decided the project was well
under the control of his competent crew.



Bud said finally, "I'm going to my
house for some shut-eye. We have a big day
tomorrow."



"Okay, Bud," Tom replied. "Dad has
asked me to help him in his secret lab."



"Hush-hush stuff again?" Bud asked,
casting his friend a knowing glance.



"You bet. Dad's really wound up in his
ingenious project," Tom replied and added,
"I'm planning to sleep at my lab and have
Chow serve me an early breakfast."



He drove to Swift Enterprises. To reach
the secret lab, Tom had to go through the
underground hangar. This housed the Sky
Queen, Tom's great flying lab and his first
invention. He never tired of looking at it.



Taking out his electronic key, Tom let
himself down into the huge facility. Inside, all
was silence and shadows. The few work lights
burning here and there only served to accentuate
the darkness and shadows. The gigantic bulk of
the Sky Queen loomed even more enormous in
the dim light.



"In fact," thought Tom, "it seems
almost too quiet in here."



A soft clank sounded from the far corner,
where a pile of long copper tubing was stored
under a row of shelves. Every sense immediately
alert, Tom felt the hair rise on the back of his
neck as he walked warily over to the corner.



On the cement floor lay a bolt, which had
evidently caused the noise when it had rolled off
a shelf. But why had it fallen? Had it been
pushed?



Peering up into the shadows, he saw a
small dark shape leaping down from the shelves.
Instinctively Tom ducked. The dark form landed
on the tubing, which, with a deafening, clanking
thunder, began to roll across the cement floor.



Just in time to avoid a possible broken
ankle, Tom leaped aside. As he did, the young
inventor saw a large gray cat dart away through
the pools of light.



Tom laughed to himself. "I'm really
getting unnerved," he thought.



Within a few seconds an inner door
jerked open and the night watchman came
running up.



"Oh, it's you, Tom!" he exclaimed. "I
didn't even know you were in here."



Tom grinned. "It's okay. I came in a
little while ago. Thought we had a prowler just
now, but it turned out to be a cat!"



It was the watchman's turn to grin. "We
discovered we had mice in the hangar, so I
brought him in." He added warmly, "Good
luck tomorrow, Tom!"



The young inventor thanked him and
went on, glad that so many loyal Enterprises'
people were rooting for his success.



In the morning Chow served Tom what
he considered a scanty breakfast. "I got to obey
the rules, I s'pose," he complained, "but these
here consarned diets—"



"Are good on land or sea or air," Tom
added with a chuckle.



As soon as he finished eating, Tom
hurried to the Cosmotron launch site. The area
was a fever of activity.



"All systems checked out A-OK, Tom,"
the chief engineer told him. "We're still
working on a few last-minute mechanical details,
but she's about ready to go."



"And so am I," Tom said as Bud
walked up.



"Make that two of us, skipper," his pal
chimed in.



"Bud," said Tom as the boys were
getting into their space suits, "this is the
moment we've been waiting for. Hope
everything goes okay. I can't help wondering
what our enemies are doing—and whether
they'll be watching our lift-off!"



"I know what you mean," Bud replied,
"but don't worry. Sooner or later we'll know
what their plans are."



"The later the better," Tom added
fervently.



The Swift and Newton families had
gathered for the lift-off. Handshakes, hugs, and
kisses mingled with good-bys and wishes for
the whole crew. Finally the two boys rode up the
gantry elevator and entered the main door of the
great spaceship.



Tom and Bud waited impatiently as the
countdown progressed through its final stages.
At zero, a throb of power shook the ship. The
great craft lifted smoothly and effortlessly
through the thin skin of the earth's atmosphere
and into the black emptiness of space!







6. NEAR-FATAL MIX-UP




THE stars appeared in brilliant splendor
and the last vestiges of earth's atmosphere fell
behind the Cosmotron.



"It feels good to be able to walk
around," Bud remarked, stretching. This was
possible because of the artificial gravity created
by Tom's Anti-G Neutralator.



The young inventor put the huge craft on
autopilot and turned to Bud. "Let's get going
on the tests of the Atomic Crab," he urged.
"I'm eager to see how it works in space and at
long distances."



"Right, skipper." Bud had been
assigned the job of observer.



The Spider-Crab was housed in the
module atop the Cosmotron. It looked like a
monstrous crustacean, its movable claws
stretched menacingly in front.



Near the outer door of its module was
Marty Mock-up waiting to be ejected. When the
dummy figure was shot some distance away, the
Crab would go out and retrieve it. Tom and two
members of the crew stationed themselves at the
control panel.



Carefully Tom opened the port, watching
the operations through a clear Tomasite window.
Next he pressed the ejection button to catapult
Marty into space. Nothing happened!



Tom and Bud looked at each other.
"What do you think is wrong?" Bud asked.



"There's evidently a wiring fault," Tom
answered, hastily scanning a scheme of the
control system. "We'll just have to trace it, I
guess."



"But that would take a long while," Bud
said. "Why don't I put on a space suit and go
into the hangar? I can toss Marty out manually
in a couple of seconds."



Within minutes the husky copilot had
donned a space suit and was making his way
through the airlock into the Crab hangar. As he
came into view on the television screen in the
control panel, he waved his gloved hand to
indicate that all was well. Then he made his way
cautiously over to the figure of Marty Mock-up.



"Hi, old fellow!" he said. "Feelin' lazy,
eh?"



As Bud began to work on Marty's
mechanism, one of the two crewmen who were
assisting Tom called to him to check a pressure
gauge on a certain panel. Momentarily Tom gave
his attention to the control board and made a few
adjustments. When he turned back to the
television viewer, the dummy was receding into
space.



But Bud's space-suited figure was lying
on the floor of the hangar! What had happened
to him?



In a flash Tom released the Crab, which
immediately jetted out through the port after the
diminishing dummy. Then hurriedly he tried to
close the outer door so that Bud would not fall
out into space.



Once again nothing happened! The door
had jammed!



Concerned about Bud's safety, Tom left
the control panel in charge of the two crewmen.
He raced to the space-suit locker, but in his haste
everything seemed to go wrong. Locks stuck,
fasteners would not work. Finally Tom reached
his pal's side.



"It's not Bud!" Tom exclaimed.



The figure on the floor was the dummy!



Tom's heart sank as he realized Bud had
been catapulted into space! Even now the
Cosmotron was pulling away from him at a
staggering speed!



"What if the Crab doesn't work?" Tom
thought in panic.



Suddenly he became aware of a tiny
silver blob growing in size as it approached the
Cosmotron. Was this new trouble?



Then Tom's expression changed to a
smile. His Crab was towing Bud, enmeshed in a
Tomasite bag!



"It works!" Tom thought. "Now if it
only gets back here safely!"



Tom gave a sigh of relief when the Crab
headed straight through the open port and
landed gently on the hangar floor.



As if by magic the outer door closed.
Crewmen had wasted no time while Tom had
been suiting up, and had managed to trace down
the wiring fault in the door controls.



"How goes it?" Tom called on his radio
to Bud, struggling on the hangar floor.



"All right," Bud's voice came back,
"but get me out of this giant wad of bubble
gum!"



Tom grinned. His friend sounded like
his old self. Quickly grabbing the pressurized
Soluweb container from its rack on the hangar
wall, Tom dissolved the mesh bag and freed
Bud.



Back inside Central Control, the boys
removed their space suits. Bud was uninjured
but somewhat shaken by his experience.



"Boy, when I went out that door, I
thought I'd had it for sure!" he said. "Nothing
ever looked so good as the Crab did when it
caught up to me. Say, we really put that baby
through a test this time, didn't we—the hard
way!"



"And ourselves too," Tom agreed. "But
the Spider-Crab proved itself with flying
colors!"



The rest of the 240,000-mile journey to
the moon proceeded without incident. The ever-changing cloud-flecked face of earth behind
them dwindled. The mountainous and cratered
lunar face grew until it became an enormous
scarred wall beside them.



"We'll swing around behind the
moon," Tom said, as much to himself as to Bud,
who was well aware of their flight plan. "Then
back to earth and around it before we land.
We'll make as many observations and tests up
here as we can, especially with the X-raser."



"We've already tested it pretty well,"
Bud reminded the young inventor.



"Yes, but now we have a chance to X-ray
the moon," Tom pointed out.



The crew busied itself beaming the
powerful X-raser at the cold and battered world
beneath them. In a short while the Cosmotron
had completed its passage behind the moon, and
earth's blue globe "rose" before them.



"Home looks pretty small from here,
doesn't it?" Bud said.



"Sure does," Tom replied, "but good."



As the magnificent ship neared its
destination, Tom said, "I've put the Express into
a trajectory that'll take us over the North Pole."



"So that's what's going on," Bud
remarked. "I noticed we'd deviated from our
original flight plan. Tom, what are the chances
for finding out anything about those polar
disturbances?"



"I don't know, but there's only one way
to get a clue, Bud. Maybe Rolin's 'space
people' will come up to investigate us."



"Oh great!" Bud replied. "We may get
a chance to test out the X-raser as a weapon
too!"



"I hope not," said Tom.



By now the familiar green and brown
land masses were clearly discernible, even with
the cloud cover that hid much of the earth's
surface. Western North America swung beneath
them, then the edges of the icecap.



"We're crossing the North Pole," Tom
announced a few minutes later. "Keep a close
watch on all the sensors and observation
instruments."



Soon the polar cap was left behind and
they were over the rough North Atlantic, the area
where the boys had experienced the strange
turbulence.



"See anything unusual?" Tom asked.



"Nothing," Bud replied. "Jut the
regular atmospheric disturbances for this part of
the world."



"I wonder if the space people have left,"
Tom mused as they headed across the Atlantic to
their landing base on Fearing Island. The three-mile stretch of sand dunes and scrubgrass was
the Swifts' first rocket launching site.



An urgent message from ground control
drove all thoughts about the polar turbulence
from Tom's mind. Security had discovered
indisputable evidence of sabotage aboard the
Cosmotron!



"What!" Tom exclaimed. "Where—?"



Tom broke off as the answer became
clear on the control panel. They were losing
repelatron power!



Quickly Tom threw the switch for the
emergency system to take over. But nothing
happened. He clicked open the compartment
where his "life balloon," the Duratherm Wing,
was stored in a small lightweight package. The
fabric sheath lay in shreds!



Tom's eyes flashed back to the control
panel. Faster and faster the needle on the power
dial moved toward zero!



They were going to crash!







7. SEA BOTTOM SEARCH




GRIM-FACED, Tom switched on the
craft's intercom.



"We're losing our repelatron power,"
he announced. "All hands abandon ship! Take
to the life caps!"



These were miniature two-man
spaceships designed by Tom especially for
Cosmotron passengers. Powered by repelatron,
they were flat silvery capsules with clear
Tomasite bubble tops. The "caps" were stored
in the Hangar Module of the giant spacecraft, to
be used like lifeboats in case of disaster.



Hurriedly, but without panic, the men
raced to their individual jet-propelled life caps
and shot out into space. Tom muttered a silent
prayer for their safety, thankful he had put the
crew through the frequent emergency drills.



"I won't be able to save the X-raser,"
Tom said to himself, "but at least I can release
the Crab into orbit. I'll come back for it later."



In a flash he pressed the button which
opened the hangar hatch. The silver midget slid
from the module into space!



"Let's go, skipper!" Bud urged.



The great ship was now entering the
outermost layer of the earth's atmosphere. Tom
barely had time to radio a desperate Mayday and
their geographical position. Then he and Bud,
the last to leave, ejected from the hangar hatch
and jetted slowly down through the upper strata.



Tom watched, white-faced and tight-lipped, as the Cosmotron, his dream ship,
plunged into the gray Atlantic.



"We'll get her back," Tom muttered to
Bud over his intercom. "I'm not beaten yet."



"Right," Bud replied. "Fortunately, all
the crew seems to be here, Tom," he added, after
counting the fleet of tiny ships circling nearby.



[image: The aerial flotila headed for Fearing Island]

Tom made some rapid navigational
calculations, then radioed directions to the men.
The small aerial flotilla was to set a course for
Fearing Island.



Tom and Bud were the first to land. Mr.
Swift, Harlan Ames, and several government
representatives were waiting for them, as well as
a large number of workmen who were combing
the shore to pick up any stray life caps.



As the Swifts greeted each other, Tom
said, "Pretty sad finale to our expedition."



"At least all of you are safe, son," his
father reminded him. "We can always build
another Cosmotron."



"And another Crab," the young inventor
told himself as he thought of his first one now in
orbit. He shook his head at the prospect of all
the work that lay ahead of him and his
technicians.



Harlan Ames spoke up. "Tom, one of
our employees, Mike Sieber, was found
unconscious and tied and gagged in the woods
near Shopton. A picnic party spotted him. He
was a member of the Cosmotron check-out
crew. Both his employee identification card and
his electronic amulet were missing."



Tom looked grim. "I guess that accounts
for the sabotage," he said.



Ames continued. "Obviously one of the
men in the check-out crew the other night was an
impostor. Our man Sieber remained
unconscious until after the Cosmotron was well
on its way. By that time the impostor had fled,
so we had no way of learning exactly what
damage had been done, even when the ground
crew alerted you by radio."



"How is Sieber now?" Tom inquired.



"He's improving, fortunately," the
security chief replied. "We have an alarm out
for his impersonator."



Tom was silent for a while, mulling over
every aspect of the problem.



"I'm not going to let our
enemies—whoever they are—stop us," he
declared. "We'll try to salvage the
Cosmotron."



"That's the old spirit, Tom," said Bud.



"Whoever our enemies are," Tom went
on, "they probably have plans to build a
duplicate of the Cosmotron, and having put it
out of commission, they have loads of time to
work on the ship.



"Anyway, we may beat them yet,
although I must admit it's a slim chance now.
Even if we recover the Cosmotron, we'll have to
clean her up and check out everything in full.
The Atomeron hull should have remained intact
even under the re-entry shock and heat, but I'm
not so positive about all the internal systems,"
he finished.



"When do you want to start the salvage
job?" Tom's father asked him.



"Right now, before the saboteurs get to
her."



"But you and Bud are exhausted," Mr.
Swift protested. "Why not wait until
tomorrow?"



"No, I'm okay, Dad," Tom replied,
"and I think Bud is, too. How about it, pal?"



"I'm with you, Tom."



An hour later the two boys set out in the
jetmarine, Tom's high-speed submarine the Sea
Dart.



"You sure we can find the spot where
the Cosmotron went down?" Bud queried after
they had been traveling underwater a while.



"Hope so," Tom answered. "I made
special note of the exact coordinates."



Presently he slowed the craft and dived
toward the sea bottom.



"We're here!" he announced excitedly.
"Bud, keep a sharp lookout!"



With Tom's skilled hand at the controls,
the jetmarine began to spiral in an ever-widening
search path along the ocean floor. But there was
no trace of the Cosmotron.



"I can't figure it out," Tom said over the
intercom. "I know I'm right about those
position coordinates."



Suddenly Bud called out, "Tom! What's
that?" He pointed to a large craterlike
depression in the sandy bottom where
underwater plants had been crushed.



"That looks like the imprint of the
Cosmotron!" Tom cried excitedly. "This is
where she came down! But she's gone!"



Puzzled, Tom brought the jetmarine to
rest on the bottom.



"It seems impossible, but somehow this
whole thing was planned and timed!" he cried
with dawning comprehension. "The enemy's
scheme was not to destroy our ship in order to
make time to copy the Cosmotron but to steal
it!"



"Steal it!" Bud echoed incredulously.
"But we deviated from our original flight plan.
How were they able to track us, timing or no
timing?"



"Apparently they have super-sophisticated radar and sonar systems. They
probably sent a submarine to tow the
Cosmotron away. One of their men found out
about our flight plan, of course."



"But why did the enemy wait for us to
finish the moon trip?" Bud pondered. "Why
didn't they have the ship crash right after lift-off?"



"Because they wanted our flight records,
lab samples, all our reports—everything, in fact,
which we had to leave behind!"



"Boy, if I ever find those guys, I'll—"
Bud was too angry to finish.



Tom said evenly, "Some other things are
beginning to fall into place, too. That spy with
the jagged, half-moon scar on his arm, for
instance. Apparently his job was to keep an eye
on my activities and report the progress of work
on the Cosmotron. Above all, he was to become
familiar with the ship itself and its operation.
Working at the construction site was only a
blind. Obviously he split his time between the
construction site and the launch pad."



Bud snapped his fingers in sudden
recollection. "Of course!" he cried. "No
wonder that guy was so concerned about your
well-being the night of the motorcycle accident.
His superiors needed you for the shakedown
flight! He must have been in a panic, thinking he
might have killed you.



"And another thing that I just realized,"
Bud continued, with an ominous tone in his
voice, "now that they have what they want, they
don't need you. You're expendable—in fact,
we're expendable. We'd better watch our step!"



Heartsick at the turn of events, he
suggested they leave at once.



"Wait!" said Tom. "Let's go outside
and look around. Maybe we can find some
evidence as to how badly the Cosmotron was
damaged in the crash."



Hastily the boys climbed into their egg-shaped Fat Man underwater suits and entered
the airlock. Presently they were walking along
the sandy bottom in the characteristic waddling
gait of the pantographic legs.



Tom and Bud switched on the
searchlights built into their Fat Man suits.
Through the front panels, which were made of
clear quartz, the boys scanned the area carefully.
At first not much could be seen. The depression
of the crashed spaceship sprawled along a slope
on the ocean floor. On one end the imprint was
spread out and smudged.



"Look!" Tom called over his intercom.
"You can see where they began to tow the
Cosmotron away."



The boys stood still for a while on the
slope, gazing at the spot. Then Tom pointed
excitedly toward the bottom.



"Bud, alongside that jagged rock!" he
cried into his sonarphone. "It's a piece of
Atomeron coated with Inertite. Must be part of
the outer skin of the ship!"



"No question about it," Bud said almost
gleefully. "Then the skin, at least, will need a
repair job, and that'll take time!"



"Just what I was thinking," Tom
replied. "Not only that, but probably a lot of the
interior mechanisms were shaken up and maybe
badly damaged. We may beat those saboteurs
yet!"



"Right, Tom. Let's make sure that is
Atomeron."



As they moved down the slope, the
pantograph leg of Tom's suit accidentally
kicked a small rock, which rolled ahead of them.
An instant later he saw a round metal object
directly in its path, half-hidden beside the
metallic fragment.



"Watch out, Bud!" he cried through the
intercom. "That looks like a mine! Get back,
quick!"



But Tom's warning came too late!



The next moment the whole bottom of
the sea exploded around them!







8. DANGEROUS DROP-OFF




IN the swirling mass of rocks and sand
Tom and Bud were knocked from their seats in
the Fat Man suits and were tossed about inside.
After a while Bud staggered to his feet and
began groping through the cloudy water until he
reached Tom.



To Bud's dismay, the young inventor's
searchlight had apparently gone dead and he did
not answer the sonarphone intercom. In
touching Tom's suit, Bud's metallic fingers
detected a crack in its airtight chamber. Water
was seeping in!



"Tom!" he called frantically but still
there was no answer.



Was Tom unconscious? Had he had a
chance to turn on the flow of sealing fluid?



More than once Tom and Bud had been
imperiled in their Fat Man suits. Now it was
Bud's turn to decide their fate in this murky,
churning sea. Frantically he attempted to turn on
his own light but the switch had swiveled loose.



"I must seal that crack in Tom's suit,"
Bud told himself, "or Tom will drown!"



Bud forced himself to remain calm and
concocted an adhesive from the mud-and-sand
floor of the sea. Carefully his Fat Man fingers
packed the mixture into the ever-widening crack.



Cautiously he moved off several paces to
feel the direction of the slope. When he finally
circled back, he was astonished at the sight
before him.



Tom's Fat Man was bobbing on its
head!



"That thing must be at least half full of
water and Tom's locked in!" Bud thought in
panic.



He turned his friend topside, and
clutching the slippery sides of the damaged suit,
pushed it toward the spot where he hoped the
sub lay. But he could not find it.



"I'm lost!" he said to himself when he
could not spot the Sea Dart's lights. "But I
mustn't panic! Steady, boy! This stuff will settle
eventually. But Tom's losing time!"



Because of the clouds of sand that still
hung in the water, Bud could not see inside
Tom's suit. When there was no answer after he
had rapped and called again, his heart sank.



"Tom could be dead inside and I'd
never know it." Beads of perspiration rolled off
Bud's face as he considered the gravity of the
situation. "I must find the jetmarine and get him
out of that suit!"



Forcing himself to be calm, Bud towed
Tom in a widening spiral path on the slope,
hoping in that way to come upon the Sea Dart.



After what seemed an eternity of
stumbling along, the sea floor suddenly fell
away. Bud's feet flew out from under him. The
pair went tumbling and sliding down a steep
incline.



"This is it!" Bud thought despairingly.



When the two Fat Men came to rest at
the bottom, Bud climbed gingerly to his feet.
The water was clearer here. Anxiously he bent
over Tom and peered through the quartz window
of his suit.



He could see his friend now, waist-deep
in water and mouthing indistinguishable words
to his rescuer.



"You're alive!" Bud exclaimed in
exultation. By sign language he learned that
Tom had been able to press the switch for the
inner sealing fluid.



Bud was relieved. "We have a steady air
supply," he told himself. "That gives me a little
time to figure out where the jetmarine—"



His thoughts were interrupted by a giant
grouper which came near and peered curiously
into the Fat Man suits. Its great drooping mouth
looked to Bud like that of a huge bulldog.



"Maybe he thinks we're another kind of
fish," he thought. "Good thing he can't sample
us!"



Shortly afterward, a more ominous
visitor arrived. A huge tiger shark moved in on
Bud's suit. The fearsome monster began
bumping the egg-shaped suit.



Alarmed, Bud sank against the wall of
his metallic chamber. The shark retreated briefly,
then quickly came straight at him again.



"Okay, Buster, you asked for this," Bud
said.



As the shark moved toward him, he
lashed out with the suit's pantograph arm,
striking the man-eater a sharp blow on the nose.
In pain, the shark moved off.



"Guess I'd better start searching again,"
Bud decided.



He pulled his friend up the incline. The
water had cleared considerably near the top. In
the shadowy distance he could see the
jetmarine's lights.



"Oh boy!" Bud exclaimed. "That's the
most welcome sight I ever saw."



With renewed strength he towed Tom to
the sub. In a few minutes Bud had climbed into
the airlock and removed his own suit. He
funneled an emergency hose through the mud-packed hole in Tom's suit and let the water out
into the sea.



Presently Tom stepped from his Fat
Man.



"How do you feel?" Bud asked him.



"Topside, except for a light head," Tom
replied. "And thanks for saving me. I must have
skinned Fatty when I was knocked over by the
blast. Now I realize the whole thing was a trap.
Our enemy expected us to investigate the site
where the Cosmotron went down, and rigged the
explosion."



Bud agreed. "Fortunately it didn't end
the way they planned," he declared.



"We'd better check out the Sea Dart,"
Tom went on, struck with a sudden suspicion of
more sabotage. "She seems okay but you never
know."



Quickly but carefully the boys went over
the sub. To their relief they found her in perfect
shape.



"I wasn't too sure how extensive the
explosion was and I was afraid she might have
been damaged in the blast," Bud said as Tom
began to maneuver the ship up from the bottom.



As the Sea Dart cruised toward home,
Tom contacted Fearing Island and gave a full
report on what had happened. It would be
relayed to the proper authorities in Washington.
After landing at the rocket base, Tom and Bud
flew to Shopton.



In the morning, after a few hours of
much-needed rest, Tom went with his father to
the Enterprises plant. Bud had been summoned
for a general meeting of all employees in the
auditorium. Tom was to make an announcement
of great importance.



Within fifteen minutes the big hall was
filled. As Tom stepped to the microphone, a
hush fell over the crowd.



"You all know about the sabotaging of
the Cosmotron's drive system and its plunge
into the ocean. What you don't know is that the
spaceship has been stolen."



"Stolen!" came exclamations of dismay
from the men, followed by demands for a
speedy capture of the thieves.



Tom went on, "There is only one way to
outwit our enemies—build a second Cosmotron
for the interplanetary trip before my first ship
can be repaired and used."



"I'm for that!" a young engineer called
out. "Is there any news of the saboteur?"



"None. Now, men," Tom went on, "it'll
mean a terrific workload for everyone. And I
mean workload. The only way we can get the job
finished is to work around the
clock—everybody! So what do you say? Are
you willing?"



A great cheer from the crowd gave Tom
his answer. They were with him all the way!



"I never doubted that we could count on
them," Tom said to his father and Bud when he
came down from the stage. "They're a great
crew."



"You weren't kidding when you said
terrific workload," Bud remarked. "That's a
giant order!"



"Dad and I have figured out the
schedule," the young inventor replied. "If we
stick to it, I think we have a chance to finish
before the enemy gets launched. I admit it'll be
tough to build a new ship that will accelerate
faster than the other, and also carry defensive
weapons."



"Weapons!" Bud echoed. "You mean
we might meet unfriendly natives on our solar
system tour?"



"I wouldn't bet against that possibility,"
Tom replied. "What I was really thinking of is
our earth enemies. They have the X-raser, don't
forget."



"But they couldn't harm us," Bud put
in. "Cosmotron II—like the first one—will be
covered entirely with a protective layer of Inertite
which is impervious to the strongest radiation.



"In other words our enemies might try
to attack us but wouldn't get very far." He
furrowed his brow in bewilderment. "Then why
the weapons?"



"When they realize they can't harm us,
they might just turn the deadly X-rays on the
earth and start with Shopton, USA!"



"Oh boy!" Bud groaned. "You're
right. But how can we stop them?"



"I don't know the answer at the
moment," Tom said soberly.



The boys set to work in the laboratory on
the computer system for the ship, while the
entire Swift complex dug into the tremendous
task of building Cosmotron II.



Late in the morning Chow came in.
"Say, Tom, I been asked to serve you fellas an'
the whole gang that's workin' so hard some o'
my special stew fer lunch. Okay?"



"Okay," Tom and Bud sang out, almost
in unison. "That may be just what we need."



"Kind o' thought you'd say that,"
Chow replied, "so I already got it started over in
the big mess hall kitchen. See you there." He
set off happily.



At lunch the mess hall was filled, and the
whole Enterprises crowd ate heartily and gave
Chow loud applause.



"You really did yourself proud," Bud
called to the cook as he and Tom left to go back
to work.



Despite his enthusiasm for the new
project, and the urgency of it, Tom found it hard
to resume work. He felt sleepy.



"Maybe I can fight it off if I take a
walk," he thought, heading for the welding
shop.



As he entered, an unbelievable sight met
his eyes. All the welders were asleep on the
floor. Tom could not rouse them.



"Drugged," he murmured, dizziness
blurring his vision. "We've all been drug—"



A wave of blackness swept over Tom,
and he slumped to the floor!







9. POLAR CHASE




AS consciousness gradually returned to
Tom, he became aware of a figure in white
standing near him.



A nurse! He was in the plant infirmary!
Bud was next to him, also regaining
consciousness.



"How'd I get here, Miss French?" Tom
murmured, still somewhat dazed.



The voice of Harlan Ames answered
from one side of the room, "A group of workers
who'd brought their own lunch found you," he
said. "The rest of you were drugged."



Tom turned toward him. "Harlan! What
happened? And how come you weren't
affected?"



"I'm afraid Chow's stew was tampered
with," the security chief answered. "I didn't eat
at the plant today, so I escaped. Anyway, I came
back from lunch and found Chow asleep in his
galley. The head chef and his helpers were
snoring loudly in the main kitchen."



Just then Chow marched in, shaking his
head sadly. "Sure am sorry about this," he said.
"Consarned spy, pizenin' my stew! An' I was
braggin' how it would give you extra energy!
Folks liked it so much there warn't much left fer
me. Glad to see you've come around again, Tom
an' Buddy boy."



"Any idea how it happened?" Tom
asked.



"I can answer that," Harlan Ames put
in. "A granular sedative had been put into the
large salt shakers that both Chow and the chef
used in seasoning the stew."



"Any leads on the saboteur?" Tom
queried.



Ames shook his head. "Looks like an
inside job. I've ordered a minute examination of
every identification card in the plant, and
everybody's being tailed."



"Good," Tom said. After looking at his
watch, he added, "A new shift's coming on
soon. Let's hope the saboteur doesn't slip out
before he's caught."



"We'll do our best to avoid such a
thing," Ames replied. "But it's my opinion the
man has already gone. Chow, who asked you to
go to the main kitchen and make stew for
everybody?"



"Tall skinny guy. Sure seemed all right
to me. I didn't notice much else about him."



Now that everyone had recovered, the
huge Enterprises complex throbbed with activity
again. The new shift tried hard to make up for
the slow-down that had followed lunch. Tom
and Bud were back in the lab.



"What are you working on?" Bud
asked Tom.



The young inventor stared into space.
"Bud, as you know I've been alarmed about our
enemy possibly using the X-raser to wipe out
people and countries. I've thought of a way to
combine the repelatron beam principle with the
X-raser, so we can use it to repel or nullify an X-raser beam, not just to send one out. This model
should give it the first test."



"Hey, great!" Bud cried. "I thought
some of this layout looked a little different. Sort
of a Repela-raser, I guess you'd call it."



"We will call it that," Tom said.
"That's as good a name as any—if the gadget
works."



"Aw, come on," Bud chided him.
"Have you ever known a Tom Swift invention to
fail in the clutch?"



"There's always a first time," Tom
replied. "but I hope this isn't it."



Chow served the boys dinner and they
continued working far into the night. When Tom
finally arrived home, it was midnight. He had
just entered the front door when the telephone
rang. Washington was calling!



"Sorry to disturb you, Tom," said a man
who introduced himself as Captain Neil Chipton
in William Rolin's department. "This is urgent!
There's a very severe polar disturbance going
on, according to reports from our various bases
up there.



"Cracking of the polar ice, with gigantic
floes breaking loose, and incredibly bright
northern lights. The energy scale is so huge that
nothing less than a tremendous nuclear
explosion could be responsible!"



"Oh, oh," said Tom, "that's bad news,
but I've been half-expecting it. What would you
like me to do?"



"Go immediately to Rolin's station in
Scotland and try to contact the space people he
spoke of, whoever they are! Will you do it?"



"Of course," Tom replied without
hesitation. "I can be on my way tomorrow
morning. Give me your phone number and I'll
report back."



There was a brief exchange of words and
Tom put down the phone, then checked with
Security to be sure the call was not a hoax.
Within twenty minutes he was assured that the
story was true.



In the morning Tom told his father and
Bud of the new and ominous turn of events at
the North Pole. "I thought we'd take off
today."



"That's fine with me, son," said Mr.
Swift. "We're ahead of schedule on the new
Cosmotron and the few men who constructed
the first Crab will forge right ahead on the
second." He frowned. "Your trip sounds risky,
though. Be careful, boys."



Before anyone could comment, the
senior inventor continued, "By the way, son,
thanks for those marvelous calculations. You've
been so busy on your own work, I don't see
how you managed to squeeze in some of mine."



"Believe me, Dad, the importance of
your experiment is absolutely fantastic. I
welcome any chance to be part of your project."



"That chance you speak of, Tom, is
closer than you realize!" Mr. Swift replied.



Tom's curiosity was piqued but he did
not press the discussion further.



"I'll get one of the baby jets ready,"
said Bud, starting for the door.



"Wait!" Tom spoke up quickly. "We'll
take the jetmarine."



"The Sea Dart!" Bud exclaimed. "Why
the sub? It would be a lot quicker to fly."



"I know," Tom said, "but those reports
of all the breaking ice make me suspect a subsea
nuclear explosion. I'd like to make some Geiger
counter readings on the deep ice, and try to find
out what's causing all those disturbances. I
think we'll learn more under the sea than above
it."



Bud grinned. "I'll break out our cold-weather gear."



Before noon the jetmarine was on its way
to the cold and now-dangerous North Atlantic.



"Where are we heading, skipper?" Bud
queried, "aside from just 'north,' that is."



"According to Captain Chipton," Tom
said, "the most violent of the disturbances was
reported from the Greenland Sea near the
Spitsbergen islands, north of Norway. That's
where we're going!"



"Right into the thick of it, eh? Well,
that's what we came for."



When the boys reached the polar ice area
that evening, Tom slowed the speedy jetmarine
so they could cruise leisurely among the huge
and eerie shapes of the largely submerged
icebergs. Tom made frequent tests and
observations. The Geiger counter chattered
incessantly.



"The ice is really 'hot,' " Bud observed.
A few moments later he shouted, "Skipper!
Look over there, beside that distant iceberg! A
submarine! And a big one!"



The strange black craft, longer and
thinner than any Tom had ever seen before, was
unmarked. As the boys watched, it glided
silently around the wall of ice and disappeared.



"Never saw a sub like that before!"
Tom marveled. "I'd like a closer look."



Cautiously he urged the jetmarine along
the trail of the mysterious submarine. After
rounding the berg, they could see it dimly in the
distance, threading its way silently among the
chunks of ice.



"Let's follow!" Bud urged.



[image: It was a weird game of hare and hounds]

It was a weird game of hare and hounds
that the undersea craft played in the dim-lit
underwater world, among the great floating
mountains of ice.



"I wonder if they know we're after
them?" Tom said at length. "The Tomasite
paint on the outer hull prevents the reflection of
sound waves so they sure couldn't pick us up
on sonar."



Suddenly the big tubelike sub began to
surface. Warily Tom brought the jetmarine up to
periscope depth and watched as their quarry
broke the water and came to a halt beside a large
ice island several degrees southeast of the
Spitsbergen group.



Presently the strange sub's hatch
opened. A man wearing a red parka came out on
deck and went ashore. For a few brief moments
he stood there apparently orienting himself, the
red parka sharply defined against the white
landscape. Then he made his way inland and
disappeared among the chunks of ice.



"What do you suppose he's doing here?
Do you think something sinister is happening
on that island?" Bud puzzled. "Whatever
turbulence there was has obviously died down."



"Yes, but one thing's sure," Tom told
him. "We must check this place out thoroughly.
That means going ashore. I think it's worth the
risk. The nuclear equipment that has been
causing all these polar upheavals could be based
right here. Bud, we may have found the very
place we're looking for!"



Submerging the jetmarine, Tom carefully
made his way around the island. As the boys got
ready to leave their craft, Tom speculated on
whether or not the big sub's commander had
seen the Sea Dart.



"If he has, and is an enemy, then he
could easily have led us into a trap," Bud
responded. "That guy in the red parka may have
been the bait. I thought he stood there too long
just to be looking around."



"Yes. And his snowsuit was hardly
designed for camouflage," Tom added.



The boys disembarked and crept onto the
island. For several minutes they climbed
cautiously through a rough region of ice crags.
Rounding a bend, they spotted the man in the
red parka ahead of them. Before they could duck
out of sight, he saw the boys. Instantly he turned
and ran.



"After him, Bud!" cried Tom, leaping
forward.



Scrambling and slipping over chunks
and mounds of ice, the boys chased the figure in
red. Finally they came to an icy ridge and
realized they had reached the other side of the
island.



Ahead of them, their quarry hurled
himself down a long ice trench toward the sea.
At the bottom he leaped to his feet and ran to the
mystery sub, waiting in the water. Quickly he
scrambled down through the open hatch, which
closed after him. With scarcely a ripple, the huge
craft submerged.



"And we were so close to solving a
mystery," Bud remarked in disgust.



The boys turned back from the ridge and
began a search of the rest of the island.



"There's certainly no secret base here,"
Bud said after they had climbed a craggy ice
peak and looked out over most of the broken
surface.



"No, there certainly isn't," Tom
muttered. "This is just a big deserted hunk of
ice. No reason for that guy in the red parka to be
here—unless this really is a trap! I think we'd
better get back to the jetmarine—and fast!"



The boys raced over the rugged terrain
toward the Sea Dart.



Just before they reached it, a tremendous
eruption rocked the island. The ice ricocheted in
all directions, showering the boys with chunks
and sharp fragments.



"Watch out!" Bud shouted as a great
crack suddenly opened beneath their feet.







10. VILLAGE CONSPIRACY




TOM and Bud leaped over the fissure in
the nick of time and frantically raced across the
iceberg toward the jetmarine. Could they make it
on the shifting, upheaving surface? The ice was
cracking and rumbling.



As they neared the edge of the island,
they could see more and more fissures
beginning to appear. Any moment large areas
would crumble and slide into the sea! Just
beyond floated the jetmarine.



"Jump!" Tom shouted. "Before there's
no more footing!"



Bud needed no urging. With a leap born
of desperation the two boys cleared the widening
strip of icy water and landed on the deck of the
sub. As soon as they had secured the hatch, Tom
quickly began to submerge the ship.



"We'll be able to ride out the turbulence
from the island's breakup better underwater than
on top," he said as the craft sank into the deeps.



"That eruption was no accident," Bud
said angrily. "That black submarine must have
triggered it with explosives. But why? And
who's behind it, anyway?



"Maybe the hostile space beings," he
added, in answer to his own question. "That
was a pretty strange-looking sub, you'll admit."



"It sure was," Tom said, "and you
might be right. But frankly, I think that the story
of the so-called space visitors is a hoax!"



"A hoax!" Bud echoed. "Why?"



"There's one thing about the report of
Rolin's encounter with those creatures that
bothers me. That's the apparent state of their
technology. These so-called extraterrestrial
beings would have to be very advanced
scientifically to reach the earth and survive here.
Yet Rolin described his spaceship ride as a very
rough one. Surely they'd be able to do better
than that."



"I see what you mean," Bud said. "In
fact, our old Challenger can do better than
that!"



"Exactly, old pal."



Bud frowned. "Does that mean you
think Rolin was lying?"



"Not at all, Bud. In fact, he probably was
telling the truth. Somebody tricked him!"



"Let's get out of here!" Bud suggested.
"But where'll we go?"



"Directly to Muldeen, north of
Peterhead, on the coast of Scotland, so we can
investigate Rolin's report firsthand."



Before they left, Bud remarked that the
turbulence in the sea had ceased.



"And no trace of that sub," Tom replied,
"but I hope to catch up with it again."



Within a few hours the rugged
northeastern coast of Scotland came into view in
Tom's periscope. Bringing the jetmarine to the
surface, he guided it carefully into a sheltered
cove not far from the village of Muldeen. The
boys concealed the Sea Dart as well as they
could, then scrambled ashore. They walked
along a narrow road toward the village.
Rounding a bend, they saw a husky man coming
in their direction.



"Let's ask a few questions," Tom
whispered to Bud.



When the man had drawn close enough,
Tom inquired if he knew where Rolin's cottage
was. A look of panic, fleeting but unmistakable,
crossed the villager's face. Almost immediately
it was replaced by a blank stare.



"Sorry. Never heard of him!" the man
replied, and went on his way.



"I won't buy that," Tom muttered to
Bud. "Did you see his face when I first
mentioned Rolin's name?"



"I sure did," Bud answered. "He
looked as if you'd stabbed him. Something's
really bothering that guy. And why would he lie
about knowing Rolin?"



Tom shrugged. "Let's mention his name
to a few people in the village."



In Muldeen, however, the boys had no
luck. Everyone declared he had never heard of
Rolin or his investigations.



"This is ridiculous," Tom complained,
after it was apparent that nobody was going to
divulge what he knew.



"Maybe," said Bud, "we have the
wrong village. Let's check."



The boys sat down on a bench in the
town square and scanned the map and papers
which Tom took from a folder in his jacket.
There was no mistake. This was the right place.



"Apparently," Tom concluded, "the
whole village is evading the issue by denying
that they ever knew Rolin. But why? What kind
of conspiracy is this? Something's radically
wrong."



"You bet it is!" exclaimed Bud. "And
we can't force them to talk. What now,
skipper?"



"Didn't Rolin say that he had a cottage
outside the village near the sea?" Tom asked.
"Let's see if we can find it ourselves."



The boys left the little town and headed
out along a high road above the water.



"Look over there!" Tom exclaimed as
they cleared a woods and came into view of the
sea. "That huge rock pinnacle in the water must
be where Rolin said he had his adventure with
the space people."



"Then his cottage should be around here
somewhere," Bud said eagerly.



On the rocky slope below, within sight of
the pinnacle, they spotted a small white house.



"That must be it!" Tom cried, and the
boys started down the hillside.



Though the place seemed deserted, Tom
suddenly held up a warning hand. He and Bud
ducked out of sight behind a big rock. As they
watched, a tall, heavy-set man sneaked around
the side of the little building and furtively tried
the door. Finding it locked, he slipped cautiously
to another side of the house.



"Whoever that guy is, it's plain he
doesn't belong here," Tom whispered. "I'll bet
he's trying to break in through a window. Let's
investigate! Maybe we can finally get a few
answers to this puzzle."



Quietly, so as not to give any alarm, the
boys worked their way down the rest of the
slope to the cottage. Peering cautiously around
the corner, they saw a closed window, but no
sign of the intruder.



"Careful!" Tom whispered as they
edged their way forward. "He may have climbed
inside."



When the boys reached the window they
peered over the sill. The cottage was empty. On
a chair against the far wall lay a brief case with
the initials W.R. on it.



"This is the place," Tom said in a barely
audible voice. "And look over there on the
dresser! The blue-striped tie that Rolin wore the
day he came to Enterprises!"



"It sure is. Listen!"



Bud pulled Tom down out of sight.



"I just got a glimpse of that big guy!"
be reported. "He's at the back window!"



Just then the boys heard the sound of
breaking glass. Instantly they ran around the
corner of the house and seized the intruder as he
was climbing through the opening.



The man gave a startled yell and tried to
wrench away. The boys held on firmly.



"Get your hands off me!" he shouted.



"Not until you give us straight answers
to a few questions. First, where's Mr. Rolin?"







11. TWO CAPTURES




HELPLESS, the intruder lost his bravado
and began to quake with fear.



"I don't know where Mr. Rolin is, I
swear!" he cried. "Now let me go!"



"But you do know who Mr. Rolin is?"
Tom demanded.



"Yes, I met him," the man admitted.
"But he's gone, and nobody knows for sure
where he went. He's been gone for two days.



"Look, my name's Bobbie Skeen. I
know Mr. Rolin and I just thought I'd clean out
the cottage and put his things away for
safekeeping down at the constabulary."



"Constabulary!" Tom exclaimed. "The
police station, you mean?"



"Aye," the man assured him, almost
belligerently. "Now I'll be leavin'."



Tom was sure that the man was lying. He
thought, "If this guy is here officially, why was
he so sneaky about his attempts to get in?"



Aloud Tom asked, "Have you any proof
to show you're authorized to break in and take
things?"



"No. But I got permission. I'm not
tellin' you strangers any more about it."



Bud winked at Tom. He did not believe
the story, either. He said to their prisoner, "I
thought only police and firemen were allowed to
break into a house."



The man glared at the youth.



Tom changed the subject. "When did
you last see Mr. Rolin?" he asked.



"I—I don't know," the man stammered.



"You don't know?" Bud echoed
incredulously. "Oh, come on. You just said he's
been gone for two days. That means somebody
must have seen him around here recently."



He twisted the man's arm behind his
back.



"Ow, don't!" Skeen cried. "All right,
you win. He was seen a couple of days ago
headin' inland toward the next village. Listen,
lads, you really want to know something?"



"Yes."



"Follow me around to the ocean side."



Tom and Bud held onto the man as they
walked to the front. He pointed toward the
pinnacle.



"Stay away from that rock. It's
haunted!"



In the split second that the boys looked
out to sea and relaxed their hold on the man, he
gave a sudden lurch and twisted out of their
grasp. In a flash he was gone, racing over the
rocky ground on his long legs.



Tom and Bud set off in pursuit, but their
quarry had too much of a lead. His powerful
legs had soon carried him up to the road and out
of sight in the rocky, hilly countryside.



"Let him go," Tom said finally, coming
to a halt. "We're just wasting our time. We
can't catch him now."



Bud asked, "Who was he, anyway? That
story he told sounded as phony as a seven-dollar
bill. Tom, do you think he's a spy?"



"Could be," Tom replied. "It's a puzzle
all right. Let's go back and take a look through
the cottage. Maybe we can pick up a clue."



The boys made their way down the
hillside and entered the little white building
through the broken window. They gave the place
a thorough going-over, but the only indication
that Rolin had been there was an empty brief
case.



Bud groaned. "Boy, nothing!"



"And no clue to where Rolin went,"
Tom added, "nor why."



"I keep feeling that we've missed
something, Tom," Bud said, searching around
the bed. Suddenly he exclaimed in amazement.



[image: “It’ a code!” Tom exclaimed]

"What is it, Bud?" Tom cried, striding
over.



"Look at this!" Bud said, pointing to the
wall.



On the white-washed surface, hidden
behind Rolin's propped-up pillow, was a strange
notation—a combination of drawing, words, and
letters:




[image: “It’ a code!” Tom exclaimed]


"It's a code of some kind!" Tom
exclaimed. "Now if we can only decipher it!
Wonder what the snake design stands for."




He studied the penciled notes carefully.
"This might be a code Rolin used to
communicate with our government," Tom
remarked, "but why did he put it on the wall
behind his pillow?"



"We're not even certain he put it there,"
Bud said.



Tom agreed. Just then he glanced up at
the window. Skeen's face was peering in at
them! Then it disappeared.



"Bud, let's get him!" Tom shouted,
scrambling through the window with his pal
close behind.



Skeen was already well up the rocky
slope. The boys gave chase, but again it was in
vain. The man vanished into the countryside.



"A few more of these chases, and we'll
know this hillside like a book," Bud panted as
they returned to the cottage.



Tom replied, "Skeen's a fast man, all
right. Besides, he saw us examining the marks
on the wall, so he knows something's here. I
figure we'll be one step ahead if we prevent
him—or anyone else—from reading them."



Tom took out his notebook and carefully
copied down the mysterious notations. Then he
scratched out the original marks from the plaster
with a felt-tipped pen and put the pillow back in
place.



Meanwhile, Bud had seen a map of the
local area on the dresser. Spreading it out on the
bed, he began to study it.



"Look, Tom," he said at length, "it's
not very far to the next village. Why don't we
walk over there and see what we can pick up
about Rolin? That's where Skeen said he had
been heading."



"Sounds like a good idea," Tom replied.
"But why should that part of Skeen's story be
any less phony than the rest of it?"



"It may not be," Bud admitted, "but
there's nothing more we can do here. Besides, if
we can't pick up any clue in the next town, we
can report the entire matter to the police there."



Tom agreed. "Before we go, though,
we'd better do something about boarding up this
broken window. Bud, see if you can find any
boards and some tools."



Behind the little house Bud found a
toolbox and a few pieces of lumber. Hurriedly
the boys nailed some boards over the broken
window.



Tom and Bud took a long look at the
pinnacle before leaving. "We'll be back," Tom
promised the huge rock, which looked most
peaceful.



It was late afternoon when the boys set
out along the coastal road toward the next
village. Before long, the highway ended and
became a lane which led away from the sea into
rolling hilly countryside.



The day was warm, and the boys enjoyed
the walk. For a long while neither spoke. Finally
Tom voiced what had been in the back of his
mind all afternoon.



"Why do you suppose Skeen risked
returning to the cottage? We really must have
him and the rest of the villagers worried about
our snooping."



Bud grinned. "Let's keep 'em
guessing."



By now the road had wound into a deep
rocky glen, filled with dense foliage. As the boys
walked on, it grew narrower and gloomy.



"Say, Bud, are you sure we're on the
right road?" Tom asked finally. "This one
looks as if it's about to peter out. And the
growth is getting denser and tangled."



"You can say that again," Bud
remarked, looking at the towering hills around
the wild glen. "But this road was on the map,
I'm sure. We'll just have to try it."



The boys walked along more warily now.
Once Tom held up his hand and stopped,
listening intently.



"What's the matter, skipper?" Bud
asked in a whisper.



"I could have sworn I heard someone
following us," Tom answered. He got down and
put his ear to the ground. Presently he got up.
"I can't hear anything now."



The boys pushed on. They had been
walking for some time above a dried-up brook in
a narrow ravine. Tom stopped again.



"Now I'm sure of it," he said softly.
"Somebody's tailing us!"



"Want to try jumping him?" Bud asked.



"Not till we find the right spot," Tom
said. "There may be more than one man."



Just beyond a turn in the narrow road,
they came upon an old stone bridge running
across the little gorge that they had been
following. Tom beckoned to Bud to come close.



"This is the spot," he whispered. "Let's
hide under the bridge and see if we can catch a
glimpse of whoever is after us."



Hurriedly the boys cut down across the
rocky bank and ducked into the dark gloom
under the bridge. The next second strong arms
seized them both!







12. WALL SYMBOLS




TOM and Bud fought and struggled
gamely, but it was hopeless. They were
outnumbered three to two. Their burly assailants
pinned them fast against the wall.



"All right. Who are you?" Tom
demanded.



Just then there was a scrambling sound
on the bank of the gorge. A fourth member of
the group appeared. He was Bobbie Skeen, the
big man that Tom and Bud had surprised at the
cottage! Apparently he was the leader of the
group. "Shoe's on the other foot now, hey?"
Skeen taunted.



Tom glared defiantly. "I want to know
what this is all about," he insisted.



"And I want your strong-arm men to get
their hands off me," Bud cried.



"Okay, lads, I'll tell you what is going
on," Skeen replied. "You'll have to clear out of
here. Forget about your pal, Mr. Rolin. And
you'll have to keep absolute silence about this
whole affair."



"But that's impossible!" Tom retorted.
"We can't forget, and you know it. Besides,
you seem to have things all wrong. We're not
pals of Mr. Rolin. We're representatives of the
United States Government, and as such, we'll
make every effort to find him!"



The man seemed to lose his bravado,
dismay plainly showing on his face.



"It's no use," Skeen said to his cohorts.
"If these lads come from their government,
we're not very likely to scare 'em off this way."



"You can say that again, Bobbie boy,"
Bud put in. "Now let go of us and own up."



"Guess we may as well," one of the
attackers mumbled. "We're not gettin'
anywhere this way."



The men released the boys. Tom said,
"What's your problem? Maybe we can help
you."



The attackers exchanged glances.
"How'd you know we have a problem? Well,
never mind," Skeen said, then went on to
explain. "When we last saw your Mr. Rolin, he
was headin' for the pinnacle. He hasn't been
seen since. We're afraid he was taken for a ride
and never brought back!"



In a flash the boys realized why the
townspeople had been behaving so strangely.
Everyone had been on a space ride like the one
Rolin had described, and they were frightened
out of their wits.



"Why did you deny knowing him?"
Bud demanded.



"Don't you see?" Skeen went on. "We
can't let anybody investigate that pinnacle again,
or Rolin's disappearance either. Everyone's
afraid it would anger the hostile space beings.
They warned us to stay away and leave them
alone!"



"Aye," another member of the group
said. "The whole town's terrified. They don't
want you pokin' around. And to keep you from
doin' it, everybody pretended not to know Mr.
Rolin."



"We're sorry about him, lads. But we
figure it was him or us."



"But did you expect to get away with
this indefinitely?" Tom asked. "Didn't you
think that someone would miss Mr. Rolin
eventually and be looking for him?"



"You're right, of course," Skeen
admitted. "But we were all scared—still are.
And the nearest constabulary is in Peterhead,
anyway. Mr. Rolin's disappearance hasn't been
brought to official notice yet. As far as we know,
it hasn't come to anybody's attention. I was to
go and clean out his cottage—get rid of any
trace of his existence! That's when you lads
arrived."



"Fortunately," Tom put in.



"Anyway, I decoyed you two out here to
the glen," Skeen continued, "by tellin' you that
Mr. Rolin had been seen headin' this way. Then,
after I got away from the cottage, I warned these
three about you."



Bud said, "And they hurried out here
and hid under the bridge to wait for us. Very
neat. And we helped by stumbling right into
your trap."



"I take it that was you we heard
following us back up the glen?" Tom asked
Skeen. The man nodded.



"Well, the story's out now," Skeen said
glumly. "What shall we do? I know we can't
expect you lads to forget the whole business.
But we beg you not to report this to the Scottish
authorities. If that happens, there'll be a full-scale investigation of the pinnacle, and who
knows what will happen then? The space people
may just annihilate us."



There was genuine worry in the man's
voice. And while Tom himself believed that the
space people were a monstrous hoax, he could
not expect to convince the villagers of that.
Besides, hoax or not, something diabolical was
going on out there. It was possible these
villagers were in real danger!



"Don't worry," Tom assured Skeen.
"We'll say nothing to the authorities now. Bud
and I will investigate by ourselves—and we'll do
it very discreetly."



The four men looked relieved. "I guess
that'll have to do," Skeen said with a wry smile.
"We can't very well keep you here."



Tom and Bud hastened back the way
they had come, and returned to Rolin's cottage.



"Oh, oh," Tom murmured as they
headed down the now-familiar slope. "Visitors
have been here!"



He pointed toward the back window of
the cottage. The boards that he and Bud had
nailed over the broken window had been ripped
off! The boys approached with caution, but no
one seemed to be nearby. They climbed inside.



"Tom!" cried Bud, who was ahead of
him. "The pillow over the markings has been
moved! Somebody came to get a look at them!"



Tom smiled. "It's my guess that Skeen
was responsible. He saw us studying the
symbols, remember? Probably he figured they
were a clue to Rolin's whereabouts, so he sent a
pal here to copy them while he was following
us."



Bud grinned. "Lucky you obliterated the
markings."



"Yes," Tom agreed, "and it's just as
well that I memorized them as I copied them
down. Something could happen to my
notebook."



Tom took it from his pocket and once
again both boys studied the code but could make
nothing of it.



"Well, pal," Tom said at length, "it's
getting late. How about our going into the village
and eating a little supper?"



"Now you're talkin'," Bud said. "I
suppose you'll want some haggis with
bagpipers playing."



Tom made a face. "You know what's in
haggis? The heart, lungs and liver of a sheep
minced with suet, onions and oatmeal, and boiled
in the animal's stomach."



Bud grimaced. "I'll settle for a meat
pie."



As the boys ate lamb stew in a little hotel
restaurant in Muldeen, Tom inquired of the
waitress about the Viking Steps. He half
expected another blank stare, but to his delight
he was wrong. The girl was a fountain of
information.



"Word must have gone out from Skeen
and company to cooperate with us," Tom
thought.



The Viking Steps turned out to be a
sequence of huge blocks of rock which jutted
out of a hillside running down to the sea. At the
bottom they led out onto a narrow strip of rock
which connected the towering pinnacle with the
mainland. At low tide they were visible.



"As the tide rises," the girl added, "the
water comes in very quickly. It soon covers the
connecting strip and cuts the pinnacle off from
land.



"Be very careful if you go out there,"
she warned. "When the ocean comes rushing in,
'tis very rough indeed. And it's
unpredictable—sometimes a little early or late,
depending on the winds."



Tom and Bud thanked her, and left the
restaurant. They headed at once for the
jetmarine, where Tom radioed to Rolin's
superior in Washington. He reported that the
young meteorologist had disappeared.



"Bud and I are checking into it now," he
added. "When we have some answers, I'll get in
touch with your office."



Tom then told about the mysterious code,
saying perhaps Rolin had left it.



"It's not ours," the official said. "I'll
set the decoding boys to work and let you know
when we crack it."



After Tom signed off, he and Bud went
to bed and slept well despite their worry about
Rolin. In the early morning they made
preparations to visit the pinnacle.



"I think we'd better take these," Tom
decided, pulling two gas masks from the sub's
storage.



"What for?" Bud asked.



"You remember Rolin's story of the
encounter with the space people? It was
preceded by an odd smell. I want to be ready for
anything. And while we're at it, I have
something else that should come in handy."



He went into the lab and returned with
two specially designed ultra-miniature tape
recorders built into finger rings.



"Here," he said, handing one to Bud
and slipping the other on his own finger. "A gift
from Santa Claus!"



"Say, the old fellow lives pretty close to
where we've been lately!" Bud remarked.



Tom laughed, then said, "It won't be low
tide again for approximately twelve hours, so we
can figure on being out on the pinnacle at least
that long. We'll have to take flashlights and
food with us."



The boys hurried to the hotel restaurant
they had been in the night before. They ate a big
breakfast including oatmeal, eggs, fish, and
Scottish oatcakes. At Tom's request, the kitchen
made up a package of provisions for two hearty
meals.



Half an hour later it was low tide. The
boys crossed the treacherous connecting strip at
the foot of the Viking Steps without incident.
For most of the morning they climbed the huge
and precipitous peak, examining it carefully as
they went up and keeping in the shadows cast by
jutting rocks. Once or twice Tom thought he saw
dark openings in the most sheer and inaccessible
places. But the glare of the sun was so strong he
could not be sure. At the top they sat down and
looked out over the sea.



"Well, nothing so far," Tom said in
disappointment. "Not a trace of Rolin or anyone
else."



"No, but it's a great view," Bud said
with a grin. "Meanwhile, how about some
lunch?"



"I might've known that alarm clock in
your stomach would ring a bell." Tom laughed.



After eating, the boys set out on a careful
exploration of the wild and craggy area below
the top of the pinnacle. Wherever it was possible
to climb, they poked and prodded, finding
nothing. Both of them were tired and dirty, and
more than a little discouraged.



"There's nothing else we can do here,"
Tom grumbled, "but we can't go back until the
tide changes."



"Let's rest for a while," Bud said
wearily.



The boys were about to sit down when
they heard a sudden hissing sound behind them.
Whirling, Tom flicked on his tape recorder and
both boys grabbed their gas masks. But a
strange sharp odor was already flooding over
them. Their hands drooped, nerveless.



On a rock overhead they saw two huge
creatures with pointed heads and blank, metallic
faces, their coppery bodies glowing like fire in
the sunlight. The figures looked like fantastic
spacemen! Instantly they stretched forth their
hands. Dark-colored mist exuded from their
fingertips.



Tom and Bud tried to fight off the gas
and put on their masks. But it was hopeless.
They collapsed to the ground!







13. VIPER'S ORB




SEEING dimly, in a kind of twilight
world, Tom became aware of figures and
flashing lights. He knew he was experiencing
the same semiconscious nightmare that Rolin
had described.



The young inventor seemed to be taking
a space ride. At the end he was warned to stay
away from the pinnacle. Finally he passed out
completely.



When Tom awoke he realized he was
lying on the Viking Steps, not far from the
mainland. The surf pounded just below. Bud lay
on his back beside him.



"Whew!" Bud said, sitting up. "That
was quite an experience. No wonder the villagers
were frightened. I presume you went through the
same thing I did?"



"I presume so," Tom replied and
described his eerie sensations. "And that's not
all," he continued. "I sure have one whopper of
a headache!"



"That makes two of us," Bud muttered.
"Let's go to Rolin's cottage and get a little
sleep. How long do you think we were out, by
the way?"



"About twelve hours," Tom said.



The boys made their way to Rolin's
cottage and fell asleep immediately. It was
midday before they awoke.



"How do you feel, Bud?" Tom asked,
stretching sleepily.



"Well," Bud said with a yawn,
"practically human again. Better able to talk
objectively about the whole thing."



"I must say," Tom admitted, "it all
seemed pretty authentic. That space ride was
certainly impressive. And those strange people
looked real enough."



"Still feel it's a hoax?" Bud asked.



"More than ever," Tom said. Then he
snapped his fingers. "Say, I'd completely
forgotten about our ring-recorders. Those
coppery men took our gas masks and
flashlights, but I guess they didn't examine our
rings or they'd have taken them, too. I managed
to snap mine on. Now maybe we'll find out who
our enemies are."



Eagerly he set the tiny tape to playback
position. The boys listened with fascination as
the rerun revealed the truth of their nightmarish
experience on the pinnacle.



First came the whining noises and
strange sounds, then the strident voices of their
captors warning them to stay away from the
pinnacle. It was all there except the flashing
lights.



"I can't wait for the next part," said
Bud, "to see what happened when we were
finally asleep."



Tom and Bud listened keenly as the
voices of their captors continued.



But now their inflections changed. They
became less menacing and more conversational
in tone. The men began to discuss how they had
simulated a space ride, and laughed at their own
cleverness.



"You were dead right, Tom," Bud put in
quickly. "It is a hoax!"



Tom held up his hand. "Listen!" he
said.



One of the men was saying, "Pretty
versatile, these different drugs. The first puts the
victims into a quick faint, one keeps 'em
semidazed, and the last knocks 'em out for
hours when we're finished!"



"Yeah," another voice chimed in, "and
with sound effects and rocking
machinery—well, Hollywood's got nothin' on
us!"



"We ought to be charging admission," a
third voice said.



A general burst of laughter greeted this
remark, and the men began talking
enthusiastically about the part each had played in
the charade. It was revealed that their copper
bodies were simply costumes.



"I'd say from the number of voices,"
Tom remarked, "that there must be at least half a
dozen men on the pinnacle."



The tape continued to expose the secrets
of a monstrous plot contrived by an international
ring of criminal scientists. They had banded
together to form an organization called VIPER.
The initials stood for Very Important Party of
Extraterrestrial Rulers, and the gang's purpose
was nothing less than to rule the world!



"Now we know what the snake design
on Rolin's code message stands for," Tom
observed.



"How do they plan to rule the world?"
Bud wondered.



Tom shook his head. "Sh! Listen!"



The tape revealed that VIPER was
working on a diabolical scheme to put an
enormous orb-shaped satellite into orbit. The
invention would see and hear anything on which
it was focused. And it was to carry a death ray!



"Good grief!" Tom burst out
involuntarily. "We've got to stop them!"



"Boy, what monsters those guys are!"
Bud muttered grimly.



"No wonder they devised that space ride
to scare everybody away from here!" Tom said.
"They think they can avoid publicity about the
pinnacle because people will be too scared to
talk about it."



As the tape continued, the boys learned
that Rolin was a prisoner of VIPER.



"We'll stick around and rescue him!"
Tom vowed.



Now the boys learned that the Orb,
which was being secretly constructed on the
pinnacle, was to be operated from a Control Cell
on earth, outside of Scotland.



As the tape came to an end, Bud
remarked, "We have our work cut out for us.
Let's find Rolin pronto."



Tom nodded. "And also seize the Orb
before they finish building it."



"And don't forget the Control Cell,
wherever that may be, Tom. By the way, do you
think they have some underground base built
into the rock?"



"Yes I do. But obviously there's no
opening on the surface, Bud."



"You're right," Bud said. "The
question is, Where can the entrance be and how
do we find it? That's a pretty big hunk of rock."



"I know," said Tom. "I've been
thinking about it. And I've also been thinking
about the cryptic letters and words on the wall
by Rolin's bed. Maybe the way into the base is
through the Viking Steps."



"Tom, that must be it!" Bud exclaimed
jubilantly.



"This evening, when it's fairly dark and
still not far beyond low tide," Tom went on,
"we'll go out to the Viking Steps and
investigate."



Bud looked off into space. "What do
you think about getting in touch with the
authorities and arranging an official raid on the
pinnacle?"



Tom shook his head. "The men with the
metal masks are sure to have a lookout system,
and a good one at that. They'd also have an
emergency escape exit. By the time the police
could find their way in, I'm afraid VIPER's
agents would have fled. And the police might be
knocked out by the poisonous gases."



"I see," said Bud. "The gang in there
has to be taken by surprise. That means we have
to find the hidden entrance."



"Tonight," Tom replied. "In the
meantime, I think I'll make some further use of
Rolin's bed. I still don't exactly feel like the
strong, keen All-American Boy."



For the remainder of the afternoon, he
and Bud rested in Rolin's cottage. By evening
their youth and vitality had thrown off the effects
of their experience of the night before.



Bud stretched and sat up on the bed.
"Well, let's go, skipper. And watch out, VIPER!
I'm itchin' to end this hide-and-seek game."



Tom laughed. "Glad to see you have
your cool back. I was just going to suggest that
we have a little supper first. But since you're so
gung ho..."



"Hold it!" Bud said, sitting down. "I'm
never that gung ho."



By the time they had finished their brief
meal from cans on shelves in the cottage, the last
afterglow of the sun had vanished from the sky.
By nine-thirty darkness had settled over the
countryside. Silently the boys made their way
down to the great steplike stones running into
the sea.



"Where do you think we should start
looking?" Bud asked as they descended.



"I have an idea the entrance to the
pinnacle is likely to be near the bottom of these
steps," Tom replied. "Anyway, that's as good a
place as any to start looking."



"Too bad the moon's so bright," Bud
commented.



"And it's just past the full!" Tom said.
"We have plenty of light—and so do our
enemies."
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"We'd better move fast," Bud urged.



Quickly the boys made their way to the
edge of the water and began to explore the
bottom of the Viking Steps. It was treacherous
going. The big blocks of rock were wet and
slippery, and many were covered with slimy sea
growth and weeds. For a while the searchers
clambered about, pushing fruitlessly on each
stone in the bottom step in an effort to find a
movable surface or hidden entrance.



"We seem to be making no progress,"
Bud muttered as they climbed onto the second
step and began pressing one side of it.



Suddenly Tom gave a muffled cry of
surprise. He had felt a slight movement in the
rock!



"This may be what we're looking for!"
he said excitedly, pressing harder.



The rock step moved out slightly. There
was a tunnel beyond! The boys peered inside
with the shaded flashlight they had found in
Rolin's cottage. It revealed the black, forbidding
interior which was empty.



"Let's go in," Tom whispered.



As Bud started to work his way through
the narrow opening, Tom slipped on the weed-covered surface of the rock outside and fell
against the pivoted block.



Bud gave a sudden stifled cry of pain!
The huge rock, in closing, had caught his foot!



"Get me out!" he gasped.



Tom pressed and pushed on the block in
an effort to free Bud. The rock wall would not
move!







14. ENEMY LAB




TIME was running out. The moon was
shining brightly. This meant almost certain
discovery if there were any lookouts around.



Tom and Bud struggled frantically with
the jammed rock, but it refused to budge. Bud's
foot, wedged tightly in the opening, had thrown
the huge rock step off balance. Formerly a slight
touch had swung it easily; now it could not be
moved!



"Let's give 'er all we've
got—together," Tom said through clenched
teeth.



Struggling to keep his footing on the
slippery stones, he gave every ounce of energy
to the job. For agonizing moments it seemed to
be of no avail. Then suddenly the giant step
moved outward! Bud breathed a loud sigh of
relief and began rubbing his bruised foot.



"Quick!" Tom urged. "Get into the
tunnel!" Inside, he whispered, "Bud, how's
your foot?"



"Feels okay. Guess my heavy shoes
saved me from crushed toes."



Looking around, the boys found that the
narrow dank passage headed steeply downward.
Warily they began to edge their way toward the
bottom. Before long, the incline gradually
leveled off.



"We must be under the rocky spit that
goes out to the pinnacle," Tom whispered to
Bud.



"That's my guess, too," Bud observed
in a low voice. "What a creepy place! Do you
think this is a natural passage?"



"The Vikings could have hewn it out,"
Tom answered. "One thing is sure. It has been
here a long time."



"I wonder if the VIPER men use it,"
Bud said in a barely audible voice.



"Probably," Tom replied. "It's possible
Rolin found it, stepped through, and was
captured."



The boys moved along on level ground
for a considerable distance. Then gradually the
floor began to rise at an angle, slowly at first,
then more steeply.



Tom kept playing his light over the rocky
walls. "I'm watching for that code design we
discovered behind Rolin's pillow," he said. "If
it belongs to VIPER, it may be written or carved
in here somewhere, with a clue to what it
means."



"Good idea," Bud whispered, then
added, "I think we're heading toward the
pinnacle. I wonder how far into the peak this
passage goes."



Moments later Tom stopped short.
"Look at that!" he exclaimed.



A short distance above them the tunnel
came to an abrupt end at a huge oaken door. In
the center of it was a big iron ring.



"That's an ancient door, all right," said
Bud.



"Probably made by the Vikings," Tom
agreed.



Bud asked with a grin, "Now what'll we
do? Run right up and knock?"



Tom smiled. "Maybe nobody's
home—if we're lucky, that is."



Silently the boys climbed the last few
yards and Tom put out his light. He took hold of
the great ring and pulled. The door opened,
revealing a large high-roofed room carved out of
the rock. A shaft of brilliant moonlight fell
through a long rough-looking window. There
was no one in the chamber, but stacked around
the walls was a fantastic array of shiny objects
and equipment, including worktables with
drawing boards.



"Tom, look!" Bud rasped.



"I am looking," the young inventor
replied grimly. "Those huge metal pieces over
there are obviously part of the monster Orb the
men were talking about on the tape. I'll bet that
piece," he said, pointing to a menacing stalklike
pupil, "is where the death ray will come from!"



The boys went over to the stacks of parts
and began examining them in detail. The deadly
pupil device held Tom's attention. Bud urged
him to explore the rest of the cavernous room.



The boys' search for the code design
was unsuccessful. They did, however, find a
series of crude steps carved into the rock wall,
leading to a large hole in the stone ceiling.



"There is probably a room above," said
Bud.



Quietly the boys climbed up into
darkness. Tom switched on his flashlight. They
were in a windowless chamber.



"A laboratory!" Bud exclaimed under
his breath.



"This is where all those space trips took
place," Tom guessed.



He indicated a couch with straps on it,
much like an acceleration couch used in a rocket.



"This is the place, all right," Bud
commented. He pointed to a corner. A mass of
sound-effects machinery lay on the floor.



"Tom, has it struck you that this place
seems to be deserted? Why?"



"It's my guess it has something to do
with the tide," Tom replied. "We've been up
here longer than you realize. High tide's due
shortly, and at this phase of the full moon it's
higher than usual. Don't knock it, old buddy,"
he added with a grin. "I didn't dare hope we'd
be so lucky!"



Suddenly he stopped and stared in
amazement at an object on a stone table. It was
his X-raser! He hurried over and picked up the
cannonlike device which was amazingly
lightweight for its size.



"This is from my Cosmotron," he said,
examining the instrument. "Look, there's the
name of the ship on the bottom."



"So it was the VIPER men who stole
our ship!"



"What's worse," said Tom, "they
undoubtedly wanted the Cosmotron because the
hangar port would make a perfect place for
launching their Orb!"



"Great!" Bud remarked. "They come
up with a scheme for conquering the world, and
we supply the equipment that makes it possible!
Besides, they steal the X-raser so we can't
retaliate."



"Pretty ironic, all right," Tom agreed.
"But they haven't launched the Orb yet, and
they never will if we have anything to say about
it!" He picked up the X-raser. "First we'll put
this out of commission."



"I'll get a hammer," said Bud, spotting
one on a tool bench.



"No," Tom said quickly. "If the men
come back and find it smashed, they'll know
we've discovered their hiding place. They'll
clear out fast—maybe before we can get here
with the authorities. I'll have to do it so they
don't notice."



The young inventor bent over the deadly
instrument. Using his pocket file he quickly
unscrewed one of the parts. After making several
tiny adjustments inside, he put the pieces
together again.



"That'll do it," he said.



"There's a room above here too," said
Bud, noting another set of rock steps and a trap
door overhead. "Shall we take a look-see?"



"No," said Tom. "We'll make a quick
check for the code and get out. We have to
notify the police to round up this gang—and get
the giant Orb."



"That's right," Bud agreed.
"Somebody is bound to show up here sooner or
later. Let's not press our luck any farther."



A fast search revealed no clue to the
mysterious code. The boys hurried down the
steps and sped across the moonlit lower
chamber.



Tom pushed open the huge door, then
stopped to listen. They could hear voices of men
coming up the passage!



"We're too late!" Tom said. "Quick!
Let's hide while we have the chance!"



He shut the door and with Bud hurried to
the far side of the huge room, taking refuge near
the Orb, behind an outcrop in the wall. Scarcely
had they gained their hiding place when half a
dozen men entered the room.



"Now maybe we'll learn more about this
gang," Tom thought.



In a few moments a big man, wearing
heavy-rimmed glasses, said in English, "All
right, let's get back to the drawing boards. Dr.
Stang's waiting for those sketches. The sub will
stick around to take them to him. So let's finish
'em."



"Dr. Stang!" Bud whispered into
Tom's ear. "Who the heck is he?"



"I don't know," Tom replied, "but he's
obviously a big shot in this outfit. Probably he's
with the Control Cell."



The boys listened intently now. They
learned that the men had just returned by
submarine from a trip to the Cell. Tom hoped to
find out its location, but this was not mentioned.



The group split up, each heading for his
own worktable to complete the drawings for the
mysterious Dr. Stang. After the big man had
pulled a black curtain over the window, the
others turned on small-shaded lights over their
boards.



There was silence for a while. Then one
of the men said to another, "How's that
spaceship of young Swift's coming?"



"You mean the Cosmotron that we
towed away?" his partner replied. "I hear the
repairs are going pretty well. Won't be long
before we've got 'er in flyable shape."



At the mention of his stolen spaceship,
Tom froze.



"Tom," said Bud in a muted whisper,
"did you hear that?"



"You bet I did," the young inventor
replied grimly. "That means we'd better get
going if we hope to alert the authorities in time."



He looked around desperately for a way
out of the Orb room, but quickly realized there
was no escape except through the door into the
tunnel. The boys would have to wait for a chance
to slip out.



Before long, most of the group who had
come in from the submarine turned out their
lights and went up to the laboratory. That left
two of their number still working at their
drawing boards. One was the big man, the other
a thin, muscular fellow.



Tom stifled a groan. "Why did it have to
be those two?" he muttered. Both were seated
near the door!



"We'll never sneak past 'em," Bud
whispered.



Hour followed hour. The boys were
feeling stiff from their cramped position. After
what seemed an interminable time, the big
draftsman threw down his pencil, rose, and
stretched. He went to the window and fastened
back the curtain. The eastern sky had begun to
lighten.



"Maybe they're finished," Bud
murmured hopefully. But the man strolled back
to his companion and they consulted quietly
over the drawings.



In a short while the rising sun broke over
the sea, and its brilliant rays flooded the huge
room with light. As Tom glanced at the Orb, his
pulse suddenly began to race and he stared in
fascinated horror. The boys and their hiding
place were plainly reflected in the mirror-bright
pupil!



Tom nudged Bud. Both held their breath
as the thin man, yawning and stretching, turned
toward the Orb.



Abruptly the VIPER stopped and stared.
Then, realizing the situation, he gave a shout of
alarm.



"He saw us," Tom muttered. "We may
as well make a break for it right now, Bud!"



The boys burst from the nook and made
a frantic dash for the door to the passage,
dodging the two men who tried to block them.
They had almost made it when gang members,
running down from the lab, lunged en masse and
brought Tom and Bud to the floor in flying
tackles!







15. A DESPERATE ESCAPE




AS their captors yanked Tom and Bud to
their feet, the rest of the gang ran down from the
laboratory.



"Let's take these wise guys up to
Corder," one of them said. "He's in lookout."



Tom and Bud were made to climb to the
small room at the uppermost level.



"Well, well," a menacing voice greeted
them as they were thrust up through the trap
door in the floor. "If it isn't Tom Swift! What a
small world!" The speaker was a shrewd-looking, bearded man.



"You must be Corder," Tom said.
"How do you know who I am?"



"I don't mind saying you're quite a
celebrity in your way," Corder replied. "All
members of the VIPER organization have been
given your picture on the chance that something
just like this would happen. We've been wanting
to capture you for a long time!"



"All right," Tom replied. "Now what?"



"Well, first I'll radio Control Cell for
instructions." He gave an unpleasant smile and
added, "It's my guess that the first thing you'll
be forced to do is communicate with Swift
Enterprises and cancel all work on your new
Cosmotron. After that, well..."



He smiled again in the same cold and
forbidding manner, leaving the sentence
unfinished. Abruptly he got up and swung
himself down through the trap door, lithe as a
cat. With one hand he grasped the wooden
panel, and pulling it down over his head, was
gone. A moment later the boys heard a click.



"Padlocked in, I'll bet," muttered Tom.
He tried to raise the trap door, but could not.



"These guys must really have a file on
us," Bud said. "They seem to know everything
we've been doing."



"They've had one or more spies at
Enterprises all this time, don't forget," Tom
replied.



Bud nodded. "Let's see if we can get
out of here while Old Crooked Smile is gone."



The boys looked around their prison. In
one of the stone walls was a narrow opening.
Tom assumed this had been hacked out by the
Vikings so they could see a long distance out on
the ocean to spot possible enemies.



With a single thought, the boys stepped
to the window and looked out. Below them, the
side of the pinnacle fell away in a dizzying drop.
It was almost straight down for a long way, then
the great stone mass sloped outward into craggy
broken rock at the wave-lashed base. They could
see the white spray fly high, but the roar of the
surf sounded far away.



Tom whistled softly. "No wonder they
didn't bother to tie us up or put a guard in here.
I might've known!"



Bud glanced at Tom hopelessly. "Looks
pretty grim, old pal," he commented.



Tom nodded, then leaned farther out and
gazed to the right, toward the mainland.



"Look down there, Bud!" he cried,
pointing toward an uptilted ledge that lay about
twelve feet below them and several yards to their
right. A short distance below the shelf the rocks
were more rugged and looked as if they might
offer a foothold.



"If we can manage to crawl out of here
and sidle over until we're above that ledge,"
Tom went on, "we ought to be able to drop right
onto it."



"If we miss," Bud answered, "it'll be a
long way down to the ocean. But it's worth the
chance. Almost anything's better than staying
here and maybe being tortured."



"That's how I feel," Tom said. "We're
in a bind all right. It'll be a big jolt landing on
that ledge from this height."



Bud chortled ruefully. "But it'll be
better than not landing on the ledge."



"I'll go first," Tom offered, and inched
his body gingerly through the rough opening.
"You tell me when to drop."



At this height above the sea the wind
whistled and tore at the walls of the pinnacle. It
tugged hard at Tom as he clung precariously
with fingers and feet to the small outcrops and
pits in the ancient rock. White-faced with strain,
he edged farther and farther around the tower.
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It seemed a lifetime before Bud called
from the window. "Now drop! And good luck,
skipper!"



With that Tom loosed his hold and
plummeted down. He landed, shaken but
unharmed, on the ledge below!



Grinning, he stood up and moved off to
one side of the rocky plateau. He waved to Bud
to crawl out the window.



Keeping a careful eye on his pal's
progress, Tom waited until Bud was squarely
above the ledge, then called out:



"Now!"



In a flash Bud had dropped safely beside
him.



"Whew!" he panted. "I don't mind
saying that's not the kind of exercise I'd like to
do every morning before breakfast. And
speaking of breakfast..."



"I thought so!" Tom said. "That's the
real reason you wanted to get away. Right?"



"Naturally." Bud grinned. "But
seriously, we'd better make tracks—if we can.
My feet and legs feel a little shaky from that
drop, but I'd hate to have that VIPER gang catch
us now!"



Painfully the boys began to pick their
way downward over the precipitous rocks. The
way was somewhat better going than that of the
upper cliff, but still difficult and dangerous.
Their progress was agonizingly slow.



As the two stopped for a moment to
orient themselves, Bud said, "This route may be
better than no route at all, but not much better.
You have to be snake, bird, and man to navigate
it."



"That shouldn't bother you," Tom said
with a smile. "You were great as a human fly.
Besides," he added encouragingly, "we're
getting toward the sloping stretch. Soon we
won't have to crawl and slide so much."



The boys pressed on and finally reached
the slope. As they did, there was an outcry from
the cliff above.



"Our escape has been discovered!" Bud
exclaimed.



"Tough luck!" Tom cried. "I was
hoping we'd be farther down before they missed
us."



They scrambled around a craggy spur,
heading for the landward side of the pinnacle,
and stopped short. From out of nowhere one of
the gang appeared almost in front of them!



"Scar Arm!" Tom gasped.



The boys barely had time to duck back in
order to avoid being seen!



"Where did he come from?" Bud asked
incredulously.



"Either he just returned from a spy
mission and is on his way to report to Corder, or
there must be other openings in the rock that we
don't know about," Tom said. "We'll really
have to keep our eyes open now."



When the boys were sure the man had
disappeared, they hurried on, but more
cautiously now. Gradually the crags leveled out
near the lower slopes of the huge peak.



All at once the fleeing pair heard voices
ahead of them. "Here we go again!" said Tom
as the two dived for cover. "Another detour!"



They waited in hiding with bated breath
as three of their pursuers came into sight. Each
of them was carefully scanning the rocky
landscape.



"Don't see 'em," one man said, and the
trio went back the way they had come.



"Let's give the men time to get away
from here," Tom suggested.



Shortly the boys were on their feet again,
ready to continue the treacherous descent.



"Hope we can avoid any further
meetings," Bud murmured fervently. He
managed a grin. "Somehow I don't like those
guys."



In a few minutes they crept around a
jutting rock and realized they had reached
bottom. Ahead of them loomed the Scottish
mainland, a welcome sight. But the narrow neck
of rocks joining it to the pinnacle was guarded
by a man with a rifle!



Quickly the boys fell back unseen. "We
can't jump him," said Bud in disgust. "There's
not enough cover. He'd fill us full of lead."



"Maybe we can distract him," said Tom.



But the voices of the searchers coming
closer forced the boys to find a new hiding
place. As the morning wore on, Tom and Bud
had to creep from one shelter to another to evade
detection. By two o'clock they were hot and
hungry but still free.



"Tide'll be in soon," said Tom,
checking his watch. "Let's try to get over the
neck before then."



Quickly and quietly the boys made their
way back to the rocks near the crossover. A
guard was seated some distance away, dozing in
the sun, his rifle beside him.



"He's a recent installation," Bud
gulped.



The narrow spit was nearly covered with
rough, swirling water.



"It's now or never," Tom said, looking
around anxiously. "We'll have to run for it."



"I'm game," said Bud, "but it'll mean
coming out into the open. If those guys are still
up there, they'll see us."



"Can't help that now," Tom told him.
"Come on!"



With urgency lending wings to their feet,
the boys started to run across the nearly covered
spit. A shout from behind told them they had
been seen! A moment later they heard the crack
of a rifle.



Just then a great wave swept in and
knocked Bud into the surf. As he tried to
scramble up, the receding water dragged him
seaward!



Pursuit was close behind now. One man
was almost at Tom's heels! Looking anxiously
for some sign of Bud, Tom reached the last
uncovered rock, just as the fellow made a final
lunge to grab him.



Without hesitation Tom dived off the
rock into the swirling water. Another great wave
crashed in. Tom vanished from sight!







16. RASER BLAZES




TOM was carried downward by a rush
of whitecapped waves. Instinctively he held his
breath and rode with them. When the wild
churning had lessened, he fought with powerful
strokes to get to the surface.



Not far off, he could see Bud in the
swollen surf. His body was limp but his head
was above water, resting on a rock.



Frantically Tom struck out to reach his
friend, swimming hard in the surging tide. After
a gigantic effort he grabbed Bud's arm. With a
feeling of relief he realized that his pal was still
breathing. Guiding Bud in a floating position,
Tom began to work his way toward shore.



The surf helped him now. He and Bud
were finally washed safely up on the beach near
the mainland end of the rocky spit. Tom
struggled to his feet and dragged Bud's
unconscious form into the shelter of a large
rock. Frantically he worked to revive him.



"That's a mean cut on Bud's head,"
Tom thought. "He must have struck it on the
rocks when he fell into the surf."



Finally Bud stirred. As he did, Tom
became aware of distant voices.



"Come on!" he urged Bud. "We must
escape!"



As if in response to Tom's plea, Bud
opened his eyes. "Where are we?" he asked.



As Tom rapidly explained, the distant
voices grew louder. One said, "I saw 'em come
ashore over here. They've got to be around
somewhere!"



"Bud, we must get away!" Tom
whispered urgently. "How do you feel? Think
you're up to it?"



"My head's going around in circles, but
let's go! This is no time to get caught!"



Bud staggered along after Tom,
crouching low under the protective cover of the
rocks. For a while the boys had managed to stay
hidden, but suddenly they heard a cry from the
men fanned out on the beach behind them.



"There they go!" bellowed one.



"Let's head for the jetmarine's cove!"
Tom urged.



He and Bud scrambled along the rocky
beach. It soon became evident that their enemies
were closing the gap.



"It's not far," Tom said.



In seconds the boys rounded a headland.
Ahead lay the jetmarine! Tom and Bud hurried
aboard the craft.



As they submerged, Tom looked through
the periscope. He could see their pursuers skirt
the point of land and stare bewildered at the
disappearance of their quarry.



"Let's check in with Enterprises," Tom
said, "and try to get a little action against that
gang before they vacate the pinnacle."



After Tom had reported their wild
adventure to his father, Mr. Swift exclaimed,
"Thank goodness you're safe! I'll get in touch
with the authorities right away. Everything here
is going well."



"Any news from Washington?" Tom
asked.



"So far Rolin's code hasn't been
broken," his father replied.



In a few minutes Tom signed off, put the
jetmarine on autopilot, and headed for Fearing
Island. Meanwhile Bud had prepared their long-delayed breakfast and the boys began to eat.



"Never knew food could taste so great,"
Bud said, helping himself from a huge platter of
bacon and eggs.



"Almost as good as Chow's," Tom
remarked.



When they finished, he contacted
Enterprises again. His earlier message had been
relayed to the U.S. Government, which in turn
had immediately contacted the Scottish
authorities. A raid against the pinnacle, making
use of Tom's detailed information about the
huge natural fortress and its secret entrance, had
already been set into motion.



Tom related the plan to Bud, then said,
"All we can do now is hope and pray that the
raid is made in time. I'm sure that the gang
started to move out as soon as they realized
we'd escaped."



"You bet," said Bud. "But it'll take
them a while to pack and load all that gear into
their submarine. Maybe they'll just leave
everything and clear out."



"Not a chance," Tom replied. "They'll
take the Orb and the X-raser if nothing else. I'm
sorry we weren't able to rescue Rolin. I wonder
if the police will find him in the pinnacle."



"Do you suppose," Bud asked, "that he
was taken to the Control Cell?"



"Your guess is as good as mine," Tom
replied. "I just hope he's still alive. I wouldn't
put anything past those vultures back there."



"Well," said Bud, "as long as I'm not
needed in the galley, I'll grab a little shut-eye."



"Go ahead," Tom replied. "I'd like to
try working on Rolin's code. It must be a tough
one if Uncle Sam hasn't figured it out yet."



For a long while he sat puzzling over it.
He tried various techniques, substituting
numbers for letters. He could make nothing out
of it. Finally, frustrated by the futility of his
efforts, he gave up. When Bud awoke, Tom went
to his bunk for some sleep.



The rest of the afternoon passed
uneventfully. That evening the welcome outlines
of Fearing Island hove into view.



When the boys landed they were met by
Mr. Swift with news, but it was grim and
disconcerting. Only a short time before the raid
was to take place, the gang had managed to clear
out and take along the Orb, the X-raser, and
every paper, drawing and small tool in the place.



"They escaped in a submarine," Mr.
Swift said. "Fortunately for us, they took their
poisonous gases with them so we could
investigate unharmed."



"How about Rolin?" Tom asked.



"There was no sign of him."



Tom set his jaw determinedly. "You
know what all of this means, of course. If the
authorities can't locate the Control Cell in a
short time, then I'll have to tackle that gang
somewhere in the sky or in space! What a battle
that'll be! Cosmotron I against Cosmotron II!
It'll be a little like fighting with myself!



"I must do it, though, and what's more I
must win! We can't allow that Orb to be set to
work."



Mr. Swift laid a hand on his son's
shoulder. "Tom, you're undertaking such a
colossal task—"



"Don't worry, Dad. Why don't we go
ahead with our original plan? If the VIPER gang
shows up, we'll take care of them."



Tom did not take the matter lightly, but
he tried to allay his father's fears.



"The stolen Cosmotron isn't ready for
launching, according to the tape. It could take a
month to repair it. In the meantime let's hope
that the authorities round up the VIPER
agents."



Mr. Swift seemed satisfied. "Then the
obvious thing to do is press ahead with your
new Cosmotron. It's well along," his father
said. "With luck you'll be on your solar trip
very soon, and I may have something for you to
take along."



"You mean they're ready?" Tom asked
excitedly.



"Almost, son."



The young inventor gave a broad smile.
"That's great news!" he exclaimed and added,
"By the way, I've ordered our space station to
keep a sharp electronic eye out for any trace of
Cosmotron I being launched."



Tom's space station was a full-fledged
outpost in space, a round hub orbiting more than
22,000 miles over the earth. Within each of its
twelve spokes were factories and labs for every
type of research and a radio and TV relay unit.



Tom and Bud were eager to get back to
Enterprises and prepare for their phenomenal
journey.



"Sure you're okay, boys?" Mr. Swift
asked. "You've had a pretty grueling time."



"Sure," Tom assured his father.
"Besides, Bud and I always feel better when
we're working."



The boys flew to the Enterprises
complex and Tom went immediately to his lab.
From one cabinet he took out the counterweapon
to his own X-raser. Recent events had
interrupted his scheduled tests of the Repela-raser.



Now he was determined to make sure
that it would operate according to plans. Should
the defense weapon fail to repel VIPER's deadly
attacks the consequences would be fatal. The
United States or any country unwilling to yield
to VIPER's evil demands for power might be
wiped off the face of the earth!



"The best way to check it out is to set
the Repela-raser face to face with the X-raser,"
Tom decided and opened a second cabinet where
the small X-raser was stored.



He ordered two crewmen to hang a
noise-absorbing, protective pad near the ceiling.
Then they left and Tom was alone.



He now angled the two gunlike devices at
each other and was ready to begin the test when
Chow walked in.



"Brand my saddle biscuits!" he said,
scratching his head. "Boss, you meanin' to have
a shootin' match? An' where's the Wild West
boys behind 'em?"



"You and me!" Tom answered in mock
seriousness.



"N-not me, no sirree I'll leave it fer
some other rustlers." With that Chow waddled
hurriedly out the door and Bud peeked in.



"A-OK, genius boy?" he asked.
Without waiting for an answer, he gave a victory
sign and went off.



Tom donned his antiradiation outfit, and
locked the door to prevent anyone from entering
during the test. He rigged a timer on each
"gun" and waited for the seconds to tick by.



"Five, four, three, two, one—let 'em
go!"



Almost at the same moment, Tom stared
in horror. His counterweapon was not repelling
the deadly rays of the X-raser. Instead, the
beams from each had clashed and were sending
sparks of fire in a zigzag pattern to the ceiling!



"The pad's on fire!" he thought in
panic.



In a split second flames were shooting
across it in all directions. Quickly Tom shut off
the weapons and activated the emergency fire
system built into the lab's ceiling. Nozzles
immediately ejected streams of foam into the
pad. In a few moments the fire was
extinguished. The pad was dripping wet and
began to leak onto the weapons. Tom quickly
covered them.



Several crewmen outside were rapping
loudly on the solid-steel entrance. "Tom, you all
right? Let us in!"



The young inventor called through the
door, "I'm okay. Don't come in until you put
on antiradiation suits." They did so and entered.
Bud headed the party.



"What happened?" he asked. As he
looked up, a drop of foam splashed on his face
mask.



"The alarm sounded when you set off
the emergency system in here," a second man
volunteered. "Except for us, the men cleared
out."



Tom explained that the composition of
the pad was obviously not sufficient to absorb
the deadly rays. His co-workers removed the
charred material and cleaned up the room.



After a few hours' rest, the young
inventor worked all night in another lab. He
discovered a malfunction in the inner coil of the
Repela-raser, and after correcting it, again pitted
the two instruments against each other. This time
his counterweapon operated successfully.



With a yawn of relief Tom sketched a
plan of three Repela-raser mountings, one each
in the Storage and Lab Modules and in the
mother ship a third and larger one which would
also protect the hangar.



In the morning his father found him
sound asleep at the worktable.



"Tom," he called. "Wake up, son."



The boy's eyes flickered open slowly as
Mr. Swift continued. "Why don't you get out
of here for a while? You're driving yourself too
hard. There's no news about the stolen
Cosmotron, so relax."



"Guess you're right," Tom agreed.
Fully awake now, he told his father of the
successful test, then added, "Think maybe I'll
go for a swim."



After rounding up Bud, he telephoned
his sister Sandy.



"How about you and Phyl coming out
here to Enterprises?" he asked. "Then we'll all
fly over to Fearing Island for a swim."



Within half an hour the four young
people were on their way to the island, with Bud
at the plane's controls. They swam and dived in
the bracing surf for a while, then sat on the
beach to dry off. Tom began to doodle in the
sand with a stick.



"What are you making?" Phyl asked
him as she sat beside Tom, holding a mirror in
one hand and combing her hair with the other.



"I was just writing down that code Bud
and I found on Rolin's cottage wall," he replied.



"It's queer-looking," she said. "A
snake design with Roman numerals and letters
under them."



Phyl caught a glimpse of the code in the
mirror. "You know, Tom," she said, "when you
see the design backward, the middle letter in the
second line and the last one look like d and f
instead of b and j."



Tom gave a start. "That's it, Phyl.
You've given me the answer!"







17. MOON COLLISION




"WHAT'S the answer, Tom?" Bud and
the girls cried.



"It just struck me," he said, "that these
numbers in the first line are really letters and
stand for two months—August and September,
the eighth and ninth months."



"Come again," said Bud, scratching his
head. "You mean those three Roman numeral
ones are really an H for August and I for
September?"



"I sure do, Bud. If you look at the code
sideways those I's look like H's."



"Okay," said Sandy. "Now how about
the second line of VIPER's code? Those two
horseshoes back to back, for instance."



Tom smiled. "Use your imagination, Sis,
and you come up with a Y. That's the twenty-fifth letter in the alphabet."



"So the first date is August twenty-fifth!" Bud exclaimed. "Tom, that's the day
Cosmotron I fell into the ocean and the X-raser
was stolen."



"Right," Tom agreed, and added that the
down-pointing arrow underneath probably
meant the crash of Tom's spaceship.



"I believe the next letter, d in the mirror,
combined with the I above it is September
fourth. That's the estimated date for the
completion of the Orb and the repair of the
stolen Cosmotron. The last set of symbols—I
and the capital J that appears as the small letter f
in the mirror—probably is blast-off time for
VIPER."



"Of course!" Phyl exclaimed
admiringly. "That number has the arrow going
up."



"Hey, you've got something there,
genius," said Bud. "This means that VIPER
plans to launch Cosmotron I in five days!"



"Exactly," Tom replied. "And at the
rate we're progressing right now at Enterprises,
Cosmotron II will be ready for lift-off first."



"We'll have time to complete the grand
planet tour before Cosmotron I and its devilish
Orb are off the ground!" Bud exclaimed.



"Hold on!" Tom warned. "We may be
wrong about the code, or VIPER may speed up
operations and take off ahead of schedule. If so,
they must be stopped before they can use the
Orb!"



"What will you do if you meet them?"
Phyl asked fearfully.



The boys looked at each other, then Tom
replied, "That's a big secret."



"Just like a brother!" Sandy
complained. "Come on. Let's make use of this
marvelous ocean."



She got up and ran down the beach to the
surf. Later the foursome ate lunch, then flew
home. They learned that Mr. Swift had been
called to Honolulu, but Tom at once telephoned
Washington to report his theory on the code.



That night he called a meeting of the
crew and the scientists who would man the new
Express. Tom revealed VIPER's plan and the
destruction into which it planned to plunge the
world.



"If the search for the Control
Cell—which is going on now—should fail, then
our only chance to thwart these criminals lies
with Cosmotron II. Though it has every
protection yet designed by Swift Enterprises,
still an enemy scientist might be able to penetrate
our defense.



"Furthermore, because of some highly
secret cargo my father will put aboard, our new
ship won't have room to carry life caps."



There was a startled gasp from the crew.



"I regret this," said Tom, "and it means
the trip will be a life-and-death mission."



There was silence in the big room.



"My main purpose in calling you here,"
Tom added, "is to put it up to each of you about
going. You are free to withdraw. If you wish to
do so, please stand up."



He paused and looked around at the
crowd of intent faces. Not one man stood up!



"We're with you all the way, Tom!" a
voice rang out.



The familiar Texas drawl of Chow
penetrated above all the others. "We cain't let
that gang o' coyotes put their brand on the
world!"



Tom was touched by the men's loyalty.
"Thanks for your vote of confidence. I guess I
should explain about the additions to the Repela-raser. It can now provide a running report to
earth on the scientific information gathered.



"In case of trouble, the data will be safe
in U.S. Government hands."



"We still leavin' in the wee hours o'
Friday mornin'?" Chow asked.



"We sure are," Tom replied. "You all
ready, Chow? Got plenty of chili powder and
black pepper on board?" General laughter
followed.



By midnight the next day he and Bud
had completed preparations. Because of the
highly secretive nature of Mr. Swift's project,
Tom had waited until now to take aboard the
special equipment. His father arrived in time to
watch the operation.



"Here they are, Tom," the senior
inventor said as a truck drove up.



Three fantastic objects sheathed with
Tomasite were carefully removed from the truck.
They looked like miniature transparent rockets.
Inside were gardens with flowers in bloom,
some of them cacti. Others were filled with seed
pods. And tending each of them was a tiny metal
robot.



"Dad," said Tom, "I know what this
experiment means to you and I'll do my best to
carry out the last part of it—launching these
plants and seeds toward certain planets to see if
they'll survive and grow in their new
environments."



Bud gazed in awe. "Years and years and
years of work, stepping up or lowering the
temperature and mixture of atmospheric gases
until you simulated those of Venus and Mars
and Jupiter. And hundreds of thousands of
generations of plants being grown to withstand
the changes."



"My little robots," said Mr. Swift, "did
all the work after I couldn't take the
atmospheres any longer. Thank goodness for
remote control! Tom, now it'll be up to you to
order those gardeners to do their tasks
properly."



"It's a good thing you showed me
how," his son said. "Dad, I'm sorry you can't
go along."



"I am too, but the government comes
first."



Suddenly Bud laughed. "I can just see a
future headline—SUN SHINES ON FARMER SWIFT'S
SPACE CROP!"



After the "gardens" had been placed in
the Storage Module, Mr. Swift, his eyes slightly
moist, hugged each boy, and with fond wishes of
good luck to them left the area.



Tom checked with Swift Control.
"Everything's ready and the final check-out and
countdown are proceeding on schedule," was
the answer.



Tom turned to Bud. "That just leaves
you and me, fly-boy," he said. "Let's go!"



In a few moments, with scarcely a sound
from its repelatrons, the Cosmotron II lifted
smoothly from the launching pad and headed
into the dark sky. Hurtling outward in a long arc,
the ship soon passed from the shadow of the
earth and into the blinding light of the sun. Now
growing visibly larger was the moon's pock-marked face.



"Everybody man his instrument
station!" Tom called over the intercom. "I'd
like to get X-ray photographs of the moon with
the Repela-raser, but this time I aim to keep them
from being stolen."



By the following day Cosmotron II sped
in a close loop around the lunar shoulder, then
headed into the vast reaches of the solar system.
Within a few hours the rusty-red disk of Mars
filled the sky ahead of the ship. Everyone gazed
intently. Chow had come into the control room.



"Almost as good as a Texas sunset," he
commented.



Bud grinned. "Looks to me like a red
version of the moon!" he said as the Martian
seas and canallike markings began to resolve
themselves into conglomerations of craterlike
formations.



"That seems to be pretty much what
Mars is like," Tom said, "except for the thin
atmosphere and the white polar caps, which are
probably ice or snow. Not much other water,
though."



As they neared the Northern Hemisphere
of the planet the next day, the space travelers
could see a small moon close to the surface of
Mars.



"Tom!" exclaimed Chow. "What's
that?"



"Phobos—the inner moon of Mars. It
looks small because it's so near the surface of
Mars. Actually it's about eight to ten miles in
diameter and larger than its outer sister moon
Deimos."



While the engineers were busy
photographing the molecular structure of the
moon's interior, Tom, by remote control,
detached the Storage Module from the mother
ship. He guided it toward the Martian tropics.



When it was just above the planet's
gravity fringe, Tom opened the module's hatch.
He started the programmed tape of the
"garden" designed for Mars and launched it.
The module returned to the ship.



[image: “There’ll be a collision!” Bud cried out]

No sooner had the "garden" begun to
head downward when Bud exclaimed, "Phobos
is coming straight at it! There'll be a collision!"



All color drained from Tom's face as he
glanced at the radarscope. He tried to change the
program pattern but could not do it.



"Is there gravity on Phobos?" Bud
asked fearfully."



"It's very low," Tom murmured. "Our
only hope."



The fledgling moon was only a few
seconds from collision with the alien object
when the robot suddenly went into action. It sent
the "garden" into a nose dive and by less than a
mile escaped Phobos.



"Whew!" Bud said. "And look!"



The "garden" was plummeting
downward. In a few moments its special
parachute opened. The viewers could see no
more, because Cosmotron II had gone into an
orbit around Mars. When it returned to the area,
Tom and the others watched over television. The
robot was performing perfectly. It had smashed
open the case, and was now scattering and
covering the seeds. The plants would come next.



"Good old robot," Tom murmured.
"We'll be back in a few weeks to see you and
find out if Dad's experiment is working."



Chow was speechless for a while, then he
said, "Kind o' hated to leave the little feller
behind. Say, we're really movin'
now—thousands o' miles a second. Kin the sky
hoss go that fast?"



"You mean Pegasus?" Bud replied.
"Sure. Someday I'll take you for a ride on
him."



Chow made a face. "You're puttin' me
on."



Presently Tom said, "We're getting out
toward the orbit of Jupiter, Chow. That means
we're almost into the asteroid belt, which has
thousands of small planets several hundred
miles across."



"Even a small collision," said Bud,
"could be disastrous to us at these speeds."
Chow groaned.



"There goes a small sample now!" Tom
pointed. "I only hope our meteor repeller works
a hundred percent. If not, a piece of debris could
go through us like a bullet!"



In the distance the splendid banded disk
of Jupiter, the giant of the solar system, was
growing rapidly in size. Already the familiar red
spot and the various cream-and-brown bands
were easily distinguishable.



"Even at this distance, Jupiter's a great
sight," Tom said, staring in fascination. "What
an incredible place that must be! It's ten times
the diameter of the earth, and its atmosphere is
thousands of miles deep. By the way, Chow, it's
mostly hydrogen and methane gas."



"Wal, brand my stirrups!" cried Chow.
"Let's gallop off'n that pizenous place soon!"



Just then Bud, who was navigating the
ship, exclaimed, "Tom! The ship's veering off
course!"



In a flash a small asteroid appeared to
one side. In the blink of an eye there was a
violent jar as the tiny body glanced off the
spaceship!







18. POISON MIST




AS quickly as it had come, the asteroid
was gone, lost in the black immensity outside.
As the Cosmotron steadied, Tom and the others
climbed to their feet.



"Everyone okay?" he called. Learning
there were only minor injuries, he said, "Bud,
get on the intercom and check the rest of the
crew and the ship. I must adjust the repelatron
controls to compensate for the great magnetic
attraction of Jupiter."



Soon the Cosmotron Express was again
on course. The only interior damage to the ship
had been to one of the two airlocks which led
from the Maintenance Deck into the vacuum
space between the inner and outer hulls. Each of
these airlocks consisted of two doors with a
small vestibule between them. Both doors of
airlock Number One had been jolted open and
now would not shut tightly. A repair team was
working on them.



Tom requested two of the maintenance
crew to get into space suits and inspect the outer
hull of the Cosmotron. A field of high-magnetic
control would prevent them from floating off
into space while checking the ship at the point of
impact.



"If that space rock fractured our outer
hull, we could be in real trouble," he said.



While waiting for the report on the
damage, he became absorbed in watching the
tremendous bulk of Jupiter which soon filled
half the sky before them. The rolling, churning
bands of its poisonous atmosphere, racked by
storms of a fury unimaginable on earth, were a
breathtaking sight. The giant planet had an
incredibly low temperature and enormous
pressure.



"What's that there little planet up
ahead?" Chow asked suddenly.



"Looks like Ganymede," Tom
answered, "the largest of Jupiter's moons. It's
half again as big as ours. As a matter of fact, the
big planet has eleven other moons!"



"Wowee!" Chow exclaimed. "Say,
Tom, do you reckon your space friends might
live on one o' 'em? You ain't heard from them
mathematical folks in a while."



"That's right," said Tom. "Actually I
don't believe they live in our solar system, but in
another one."



These mysterious creatures contacted the
Swifts from time to time. Their method of
communication was through geometric symbols
picked up on oscilloscopes.



"Time for another launching," Tom
remarked.



Once again he commanded the Storage
Module to be detached and guided the
"garden" with its robot down into the
maelstrom. The procedure went smoothly.



Bud broke the silence. "Poor robot! His
'bones' will freeze after he plants the flowers
and seeds."



"Let's hope they aren't frozen!" Tom
replied. "I don't know which is
worse—extremely low or extremely high
temperatures. Wait until our Express reaches
Venus!"



They passed through the Jovian system,
taking pictures and X-ray samples of all the
moons as they neared them. By now their speed
was enormous. The tremendous spaces of the
solar system were being covered in days instead
of years.



By the following morning the spectacular
disk of Saturn came into close view. The huge
flat rings that surround it fanned out on either
side like cup handles.



"Wal, I'll be hornswoggled," Chow
almost shouted. "What are those things,
anyway?"



"They really are rings," Tom told him.
"They look solid from here, but actually they're
made of thousands of small particles of rock or
ice—as you'll see when we get a little closer."



Tom busied himself with various
scientific instruments for a while, as the rings of
Saturn became a sight of unbelievable splendor.



"Saturn also has a whole family of
moons," Tom told Chow, who was speechless
with awe. "In fact Titan, the biggest, is also the
largest moon in the whole solar system. It's so
huge that it has an atmosphere of its own."



The Cosmotron whipped by and soon
the great greenish disk of Uranus was before
them.



"This planet's unique because its axis of
rotation is tipped almost ninety degrees," Tom
remarked.



Chow grinned. "We sure are roundin'
up the whole herd this trip! Any more stray
planets out there?"



"Neptune and Pluto, the two which lie
farthest from the sun," Tom replied.



As he spoke, the intercom buzzed from
the Maintenance Deck below.



"Skipper," said a crisp voice, "as you
know, we repaired airlock Number One, but
there's still a tiny oxygen leak inside. We had to
seal both doors with liquid Atomeron."



"That's okay," said Tom. "If you have
to go into that space, you can use airlock
Number Two." He ordered them to start the
vacuum pump working at once. "We have to get
the oxygen out from between the hulls. There's
still some inside."



"Roger," said the crewman and signed
off.



Tom looked anxious and Bud asked,
"What's up?"



"We're approaching Neptune fast,"
said Tom, and told him that the atmosphere of
the planet contained methane gas. "If there
should be even a tiny crack in our outer hull,
methane will seep into the vacuum. Contact with
the oxygen could cause an explosion if the two
gases are present in the right proportion."



Chow looked serious. "You mean this
whole outfit could blow up?"



Tom nodded, then checked with two men
who had gone to the outside of the craft.



"The ship has some scratches and a very
bad dent," one man reported. "For a while we
thought that was all, but now we've spotted a
hairline crack."



As Tom's face grew grim, the other man
spoke up. "It's widening, skipper!"



"Seal it fast!" Tom ordered, darting a
look at his control panel. The damaged ship was
only minutes away from Neptune's poisonous
atmosphere!



At that moment one of the men outside
cried, "Tom! Our Atomeron gun has jammed!
We can't spray the seal over the crack!"



After a second of shocked silence, Tom
dashed to his locker and began putting on his
gasproof space suit. "Order Maintenance to get
me an Atomeron gun!" he cried.



"Where are you going?" Bud
exclaimed.



"Into the hull's vacuum space! I'll try to
stop that leak from inside! Tell those crewmen to
come in."



"I'll go with you!"



"No! Stick to the controls, Bud!" said
Tom. "I only hope I can close that crack before
the methane seeps in! Stop that pump!" he
ordered and dashed into the elevator.



Though the two gases might not cause an
explosion in the vacuum space under present
conditions, Tom knew they would do so if both
were drawn into the small area inside the pump.



The elevator brought him to the
Maintenance Deck. One man was holding open
the first door of the airlock. As Tom stepped
into the vestibule, another engineer put an
Atomeron gun into his hand and the door was
closed behind him.



Tom opened the second door and moved
cautiously out onto a girder in the narrow, dimly
lighted vacuum space. He felt clumsy in his
bulky suit, but climbed along the structure of
shining braces which separated the two great
curving hulls. Some distance ahead he could see
the dent in the outer hull and the dark line of the
crack.



"I'm too slow!" he thought. "I'll never
make it in time!"



Suddenly he was startled by Bud's tense
voice over his space-suit intercom. "We've
entered Neptune's atmosphere. Methane
registers high."



Panting, Tom crawled faster. Moments
later he was twelve feet above the crack. A thin
mist of green gas was seeping through it! There
was no time to waste!



"Here goes!" Tom thought and dropped
down, catching himself by one hand on a lower
grid.



The jarring pain in his shoulder was
blinding, but he hung on. Desperately he aimed
the gun and shot a spray of liquid along the
break. It left a hard silvery seal.



Then he eased himself, breathless, onto a
lower brace and waited. Nothing happened. He
had shut out the methane before enough had
leaked in to cause an explosion!



"Okay," he said quietly through his
intercom. "That did it."



Tom made his way back into the body of
the ship. He was greeted by applause and
cheers. The repair crew were deeply shaken
about the accidentally jammed gun. Tom
accepted their apology but ordered all equipment
to be double-checked.



"That was a close one," he concluded.



Back on the Control Deck, Tom studied
the black void which yawned outside their
viewport. They were now near the very edge of
the solar system. The immense gulf between the
men and the stars overwhelmed them. Even the
familiar sun was little more than a bright star.



Tom sent the ship speeding toward Pluto,
the outermost bastion of the sun's family.
Eagerly the photographers took X-ray pictures
of that strange and almost unknown world.



"What's our plan now, skipper?" Bud
asked.



"We're going to drop back through the
solar system at high speed. In fact, we'll go right
past earth's orbit and take a look at Venus and
Mercury, closer in toward the sun!"



Already the Cosmotron was accelerating
at tremendous capacity, building up speed at an
incredible rate as Tom sought to bridge the four-billion-mile gap that separated them from the
sun. Gradually the sun became more than just
another star. They passed the orbit of Jupiter
again, the planet itself now distant but still an
impressive sight.



"We're crossing earth's orbit," Tom
announced the following day.



"Wal, where's earth?" Chow wanted to
know.



"It's about quarter of the way farther
around the sun," Tom said, "so you can't see
it."



"How'd it get way over there?" the
puzzled cook asked.



"It didn't really move very far in that
short time." Tom smiled. "It's just that we
came back in a long loop because we want to go
to Venus. The planet is a little ahead of earth in
its trip around the sun at this time of year.
Understand?"



"No," Chow admitted. "But then
you're drivin' this space critter, not me, so that
don't matter."



Tom turned to his copilot and said, "I
think it's time we found out how things have
been going in the search for VIPER's nest."



When he contacted Enterprises, he was
told by Harlan Ames that the news was not
encouraging. Neither the Control Cell nor the
enemy submarine had been located.



"And nothing is known about your
stolen Cosmotron I."



Bud groaned. "Those VIPER agents are
clever. Say, Venus is coming closer!"



Tom gave his full attention to earth's
sister planet in the solar system—her nearest
neighbor, Venus.



As the distant planet grew larger, Chow
said, "It looks like a big white ball."



"That's because it's always covered
with clouds," Tom explained. "If we were
closer we might see them billowing."



"Can't fool me," said Chow. "That's
nothin' but a big ole blob o' shavin' soap
floatin' out there!"



The boys laughed, and Bud said,
"What's under that 'lather,' Tom?"



"Nobody knows for sure," Tom replied,
"but probably more cloud layers of different
colors. Scientists figure that such vaporization
would be the natural result of the terrific heat on
Venus—five to eight hundred degrees."



Chow gave a long whistle. "That's
worse'n Texas in August! And you say your
pa's expectin' to grow plants down there?"



"He sure is. Inside the case with the
garden, the temperature's like that on Venus."



Chow shook his head in bewilderment.



Tom, smiling, spoke to the men in the
Storage Module. He was assured that the
capsule was ready to go down to their cloud-veiled target. Once again a "garden" and a
robot were successfully launched and the
module returned to its hangar.



"Three bull's-eyes!" Bud exclaimed.
"Tom, your father will be pleased."



As the Cosmotron Express was leaving
the area of the planet, the oscilloscope near Tom
lighted up automatically and mathematical
symbols began appearing on it.



"A message from our space friends!"
Bud exclaimed.



Tom was watching intently as the
geometric designs jerked onto the screen. He
translated slowly:





DANGER FROM ENEMY. PREPARE FOR BATTLE.





"What enemy?" Bud cried. "Space
people or earth people?"



"My guess is VIPER," Tom replied. He
fixed his eyes on the blip which had just
appeared on the radar screen. It meant there was
another spaceship in the vicinity!



Quickly Tom looked into his telescope.
Near the edge of the night side of Venus, he saw
a silver shape slip around the cloud mass and
grow perceptibly in size.



The stolen Cosmotron! Tom was sure it
had lain in wait for them!







19. SKY BATTLE




IN a flash Tom switched on extra power
in the repelatrons and sent Cosmotron II
hurtling away from the stolen spaceship in a
great burst of speed. On the view screen he
could see his enemy close behind.



"What're they doing here, anyway?"
Bud wanted to know.



Tom was grim. "My guess is they'll try
to destroy us with the X-raser. If that doesn't
work because of our radiation repellent surface,
they'll use the Orb."



"Then let's leave!" Chow advised.



Tom shook his head. "This sounds
crazy, but it's probably our chance to save the
world from that madman Dr. Stang."



Everyone within earshot of Tom looked
aghast at such a possibility. "Wh-what?" Chow
asked.



Tom remarked that the VIPER astronauts
must have taken off from earth unannounced.
Otherwise Swift Enterprises would have warned
Tom. "I guess they found out our flight plan
and waited in the vicinity of Venus for us to
show up."



"And we barged right into their trap!"
Bud groaned.



Through the magnifying viewer, Tom
and the others could see the hatch of the Lab
Module on the enemy craft open and the muzzle
of the X-raser slide out.



"They're firing at us!" Bud exclaimed.
"Tom, despite your sabotage of it at the
pinnacle, Stang must have figured out the whole
principle of your invention."



The deadly beams were repelled easily.
This seemed to anger the skipper of the other
craft. He brought out the Orb and trained it on
the Cosmotron II. To make sure no damage
would come to his ship, Tom turned his Repela-rasers on the Orb. He and his fellow travelers
remained safe.



[image: “Tom Swift, I’ve vowed to destroy you!” a menacing voice said]

Infuriated, their enemy sent a
radiotelephone message. "Tom Swift," a deep,
menacing voice said, "I've vowed to destroy
you. If not now, then later. In the meantime I'll
start my other work. You know my aims. First
comes Swift Enterprises!"



Tom's companions gasped. The young
inventor, in a cool but steely voice, asked, "Are
you going to do this before or after you launch
the Orb?"



"I refuse to answer," the man said.



Through the viewer Tom watched the
stolen Cosmotron put on a burst of speed and
race off, not in an orbital pattern around Venus,
but toward earth. Tom followed, but was not able
to overtake the other spaceship.



"Dr. Stang must have stepped up its
power," Bud remarked.



"Yes," Tom replied. "But we must
catch him."



He boosted the repelatron system to full
capacity and Cosmotron II gradually moved
closer to the enemy ship. Tom contacted his
father to take full precautions against an attack,
saying ruefully he thought VIPER might use the
Swifts' X-raser in an attempted annihilation
program.



"Tom," said Mr. Swift, his voice
indicating a slight quiver of extreme concern,
"don't take any undue chances. Your mother
and Sandy and—"



The rest of the conversation was garbled
by static. Tom had switched to the maser
communications system to avoid detection, but
Dr. Stang was apparently jamming that, too.
Tom gave up and turned his attention to the
pursuit.



"Yea!" Bud cried out presently.
"We've almost caught 'em!"



Tom maneuvered his ship alongside and
slightly in front of the enemy. He radioed. "You
can't win. Better follow us and surrender!"



At first there was no reply, then a voice
said angrily, "You fool! We'll never give up!
We've got everything going our way! And don't
try to stop us!"



After that, there was silence. Tom and his
friends wondered what the enemy's next move
would be.



"I hope they'll launch the Orb so I can
capture it," Tom whispered.



"You mean with your secret weapon?"
Bud asked.



"Yes."



When Cosmotron II was about a
thousand miles from the earth's surface, its
hangar doors suddenly opened. This was the
moment Tom had been waiting for!



The deadly Orb was about to be
launched into orbit!



"It's now or never!" Tom cried, aiming
his Repela-raser beams directly at the VIPER
invention as it slid out into space. Slowly,
menacingly it was aimed down toward Swift
Enterprises.



Bud watched through a telescope. When
they were directly over the plant, he said,
"Nothing has happened yet, Tom. You must
have nullified the Orb's X-raser power."



Tom did not reply. He was busy figuring
on how to capture this deadly weapon.



Instantly he opened the hangar doors of
Cosmotron II. His mystery weapon slid
forward—a huge, shiny super-Crab! Like a
monster from the stars, it stood poised on the
threshold. Then, at Tom's electronic command,
it shot toward the enemy satellite!



Though terrified that the Crab might fail
or that the Orb would manage to focus its deadly
beam on Swift Enterprises while out of range of
the Repela-raser, Tom and Bud watched the
Crab tensely. It was nearing the lethal weapon
now!



In the next instant a spray of double-intensity Tomasite jetted out from the Crab's
nozzles and formed an impenetrable cap over the
death-ray pupil of the Orb!



"We've won!" Bud exulted. "The Crab
did it!"



Cheers came from Tom's spellbound
crew. Applause continued as the Crab hauled the
fantastic weapon back toward Cosmotron II.



At once the VIPER craft fled from the
scene. But the rasping voice from it burst in on
Tom's radiotelephone.



"Swift, you have thwarted me in one
phase, but we are holding your Mr. Rolin! If
anyone attempts to follow us, or find VIPER
headquarters, I assure you that Rolin will be
killed!"







20. THE VIKING HIDEOUT




"I ought to feel great about this
capture," Tom said to Bud as he guided the
Crab and the "blinded" Orb into a hangar. As
Tom proceeded to deactivate the deadly
mechanism, he went on, "But as long as the
VIPER agents are free and hold Rolin, they're a
menace."



"You're not giving up the search for the
Control Cell?" Bud asked.



"Indeed not. I hope to find some clues
in the Orb myself. As soon as we get home, I
want to examine it thoroughly."



"Speaking of getting home," Bud
pointed out, "it won't be long now. We're
coming in over the North Atlantic."



An enormous wave of excitement
prevailed back on earth as the space travelers
returned. The story of their journey had been
broadcast all over the world. As they neared
Shopton, Tom contacted his father and reported
the encounter with VIPER.



"Keep the area closed, Dad. I don't want
any publicity yet about the Orb."



Tom set the huge craft down as lightly as
a balloon on the launch site. In moments he was
out of the hatch and greeting his father.



"Come on, Dad," he urged. "We have a
lot to do!" He led his father into the spacecraft.



"Take it easy, Tom," the elder Swift
urged. "You haven't been home thirty seconds
yet!"



"He's been itching to get at the Orb ever
since we captured it," said Bud as the three
entered the hangar where it was being taken.



After the strange satellite had been
sprayed with Soluweb to remove the Tomasite
mesh around it, Tom found a hatch in the rear.
He pried it open and climbed inside.



"Everything seems to be intact," he said
as Mr. Swift and Bud stepped in beside him. He
began to examine racks of automatic apparatus
on the inside wall. After a while, he looked up.



"We may have found what we're
looking for!"



"Don't tell me you have the address of
the Control Cell!" Bud exclaimed.



"Not exactly," Tom replied. "But the
next thing to it. You can see here that the Orb
was programmed to receive signals at a certain
time. Since we know at which point the Orb was
launched, and the orbit—"



"Hold it, genius boy!" Bud said. "How
do we know which orbit? Maybe VIPER
changed its flight plan."



Tom smiled. "Take a look at these
program readings. Put all the facts together, and
we come up with the position of the Cell—we
hope!"



After hurriedly checking an atlas in the
Cosmotron, Tom made a series of calculations.
He pointed to a spot in Norway.



"It should be here!" he said
triumphantly.



"I'm sure you're right," Mr. Swift
agreed.



"Let's get in touch with the authorities,"
Tom suggested, "to help us find these people!"



"That's easy." His father smiled. "I've
had a number of high officials standing by right
here at Enterprises since you encountered
Cosmotron I at Venus. They will do it."



The men immediately contacted the
Norwegian Government, and made inquiries
about the Control Cell's location. They learned
it was a rocky hillside owned by an American
millionaire of questionable reputation. He had
never made any trouble, however, so they hadn't
bothered him.



"What's his name?" Tom inquired.



"Dr. Stang!"



"I suggest," Tom said, "that we carry
the jetmarine and as many U.S. paratroopers as
we can in the Sky Queen. When we reach the
Norwegian Sea, you set Bud and me down in the
jetmarine. We'll proceed underwater. I believe
the gang's headquarters are located in that big
fjord at this spot on the map." He pointed to it.



"Why don't we just move in on 'em
with the paratroopers?" Bud asked.



"Because I'd like to release Rolin first.
He must be somewhere on Control Cell
property. After we have him, we'll give a signal,
and the combined U.S. and Norwegian forces
can move in and mop up that gang."



Within an hour the Sky Queen was out
over the Atlantic, with the jetmarine secure in its
special berth in the cargo hold. When the Flying
Lab reached the rugged Norwegian coast it
hovered over the sea and the submarine was
launched. At once Tom and Bud submerged,
then guided the jetmarine on its silent way
through the deep.



"The fjord's coming up, skipper," Bud
announced presently, watching the sonar screen.
Expertly Tom eased the craft through the narrow
neck of the inlet.



Ahead, and to one side, was the enemy's
long, black submarine! The boys wondered if
they would be detected, but Tom safely guided
his jetmarine past it and farther up the fjord.



"I guess nobody's on board," Bud said.



Picking a sheltered cove protected by a
jagged rocky outcrop, Tom surfaced and stepped
ashore. Although it was late at night, the sun was
still visible, casting a low reddish glow.



"We're in the Land of the Midnight
Sun, all right," Bud remarked.



Tom pointed to the top of a steep hill at a
typical Viking house, made of logs, and with an
ornamental roof that had upturned curving ends.



The boys began to climb. They were in a
fjord whose towering sides sloped precipitously
to the sea. The entrance was so narrow it was
almost unnoticeable.



"What's that?" Tom said suddenly,
listening.



The faint sound of an incoming jet could
be heard. The hydroplane came over the walls of
the fjord, and swept in for a pontoon landing on
the water.



"Our friend with the blue light again!"
Bud whispered.



The boys watched as a man got out of
the tiny plane and hurried up the hill to the
house. A moment later Cosmotron I appeared in
the sky and landed behind a bend in the fjord!



"Come on!" Tom urged. "I want to see
what they're going to do with our stolen
spaceship!"



He and Bud moved cautiously to a high
rock from which they could see the landing
base. Men streamed from the ship and ran up to
the house.



"Let's go, pal!" Tom said, following
them.



Reaching the big log dwelling, Tom and
Bud peered cautiously through an open window.
Inside, VIPER agents were gathered in a high-ceilinged dining hall. Most of them were cold,
steely-eyed types, but a few were obviously just
strong-arm men. Among the latter were the
fellow with the strange scar on his arm and the
man who had worn the red parka to lure the
boys onto the explosive ice island.



A tall, diabolic-looking man was
shouting at them. "You fumbling, incompetent
idiots!" He pointed to Scar Arm. "You goofed
up getting Swifts' time capsules predictions!
Every one of you has failed your mission!"



"Couldn't help it, Stang," said a dark-jowled man sharply.



Dr. Stang turned on him. "You're the
biggest fool of the lot, Kasher, letting Tom Swift
get the Orb."



"I couldn't avoid it."



Stang snorted angrily. "Now we have to
clear out of here at once in the sub. Young Swift
may very well be on to the location of the Cell!"



He singled out two of the thugs and said,
"Quick! Upstairs to the attic and finish off the
prisoner!"



"Good night!" Bud murmured. "He
probably means Rolin! We must get there
first!"



The boys climbed a windswept tree next
to the house and dropped onto the roof. They
hurried to one prow-shaped end to a window.
Smashing the glass with their feet, they swung
into the room just as the two thugs burst through
the door. Taking full advantage of the surprise
element, the boys jumped them. With well-placed uppercuts they kayoed both VIPER men.



"Quick!" said Tom. "Before someone
else shows up, Bud, take their belts and tie them
up!" Meanwhile he began tearing off one of the
men's shirts to make gags. "This ought to hold
'em long enough for us to get away."



In one corner lay Rolin, bound and
gagged.



"You all right?" Tom asked as they
untied him.



"Yes. Boy, am I glad to see you! And
thanks. We'd better leave!"



The three climbed out the window. It was
not until they were halfway down the hill that
they heard angry shouts above them. Clearly the
two kayoed thugs had been discovered!



Rolin was stiff and unsteady, so a fast
descent was not possible. And pursuers were hot
on their heels! Finally the three fleeing figures
leaped aboard the jetmarine and submerged.



Quickly Tom jetted the little ship past the
black sub and out of the fjord. Bud now radioed
the Sky Queen to move in with the paratroopers.



The jetmarine surfaced. Rolin and the
boys looked back to see the Sky Queen hovering
above the hill and the fjord. Dozens of
parachutes billowed into the sky and came
floating down.



"Guess it's as good as over." Bud
grinned.



An hour later the Sky Queen picked up
the jetmarine. Operation Cleanup was complete!



"Success!" Mr. Swift reported, smiling.
"We caught them all! Glad to see you, Mr.
Rolin. The Norwegian police came in by land
and helped round up the gang. Not without a
fight, though. By the way, we located the
underground laboratory, where apparently Stang
had been experimenting with nuclear explosions.
It's already being dismantled. Polar conditions
will now get back to normal."



"Where are Stang and his group?" Tom
asked.



"Here on board," his father told him.
"Actually their crimes are against the whole
world, but there is no international tribunal for
such cases. Since they are Americans and their
immediate attacks were against Swift Enterprises
and the U.S. Government, they'll be tried in the
States."



The gang was furious at having been
trapped. Stang boasted about how cleverly he
had planted specially-trained spies at Swift
Enterprises.



"How is it no one ever spotted your
Control Cell from the air?" Tom asked him.



Stang smirked. "We had a special
lookout at the fjord to spot approaching planes. I
also created atmospheric disturbances to
discourage anyone from coming closer."



Stang revealed that he had used remote
control from the sub to blow up the ice island on
which Tom and Bud had almost been trapped.



"Mr. Rolin," Bud asked, "how did you
learn that unusual code?"



"I found the notation on a piece of paper
at the pinnacle soon after I got back to
Scotland," the young man explained. "I didn't
know what it meant, but I figured it might be
important. So, just before I was kidnapped from
my cottage, I copied it on the wall behind the
pillow. Say, Tom, we could use you in our
decoding school!"



"No thanks," Tom said, smiling. "I'll
stick to inventions." He would not only be
engrossed in his work at Swift Enterprises, but
also in a challenging adventure, The Galaxy
Ghosts, that would take him once again to the
far reaches of the universe.



"Look, Tom!" Rolin exclaimed
excitedly, pointing outside. Soaring past them,
its lights blinking a greeting, was Cosmotron I.



"I brought over a crew to fly it back
home with my stolen X-raser," Tom said. "Mr.
Rolin, how would you like a tour of the planets
sometime in the Cosmotron Express? On this
trip, we had to miss Mercury so we'll be going
back to see that and to rescue my Crab."



"Crab?" Rolin asked, puzzled.



Bud grinned. "It has pincers like you
never dreamed of. And the ride out there
is—well, a really far-out experience."
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The figures looked like fantastic spacemen!
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“Bud,” Tom exclaimed, “that man must be a spy!”





Fig1.png
A arm—— SRS
Ty e b - T
ema— o — —— .
. eenITTTII el m———
2260 P ————————— AS— T 5 am———
——" ——e
e e ———— o — ——— e, S
gy ——
mtrt—— —
ey P
—————— ~ ab——
amrrtesente
e m——
e ——— ——
e g ety
D ey
L n— " —
Attt ety -
a—Y v —————
—
| rer .
P ta—— A ———
sttt S ——————————
s evssion. Ot t——————
—— e
— ® oS
e —— e ——
. Pl
——
DR cpecereraarimets e
-: S R e
- ——
e, .
St T e RN N Se
" emmemmeeressomm it
ey - —— et mamnnctr——
O ——— + S—————— e + Gtr———e———
e V)
[ e———
A —— .
P ————————
ey
ey
O, ———
e L g——— oS
- .
e oy & Sram———
s 3
P rrwasrevrvme.4
e —
P vaimnioey
St - :
ot et e ——
PO == - e

| [l,t

f
l“"
ENN

e
R g ——— -
pe [}
penTe—————y
——— e P —
e a  T=——— 2
g, Tt
o
e evem——
e o
St -
Lot T —- =R ‘)
ety Bl pampen

;;,jﬂﬂ !’
! i

)
"

I

/4’14’; if,l‘i_‘. }»‘u }"'iﬂlﬁ. P .
bR G
A 4N el

\ A d/}”

“Wow! Does that X-raser ever work!” Bud exclaimed
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It was a weird game of hare and hounds
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“We'd better move fast,” Bud urged
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“It’s a code!” Tom exclaimed
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“Now drop! And good luck, Skipper





