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TOM SWIFT AND HIS
WIRELESS MESSAGE

CHAPTER 1
AN APPEAL FOR AID

Tom Swirt stepped from the door of the ma-
chine shop, where he was at work making some
adjustments to the motor of his airship, and
glanced down the road. He saw a cloud of
dust, which effectually concealed whatever was
causing it.

“Some one must be in a hurry this morning,”
the lad remarked. “Looks like a motor speed-
ing along. My! but we certainly do need rain,”
he added, as he looked up toward the sky. “It’s
very dusty. Well, I may as well get back to
work. TI'll take the airship out for a flight this
afternoon, if the wind dies down a bit.”

The young inventor, for Tom Swift himself

had built the airship, as well as several other
) 4
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crafts for swift locomotion, turned to re-enter
the shop.

Something about the approaching cloud of
dust, however, held his attention. He glanced
more intently at it.

“If it’s an automobile coming along,” he mur-
mured, “it’s moving very slowly, to make so
much fuss. And I never saw a motor-cycle that
would kick up as much sand, and not speed along
more. It ought to be here by now. I wonder
what it can be?”

The cloud of highway dirt rolled along, mak-
ing some progress toward Tom’s house and the
group of shops and other buildings surrounding
it. But, as the lad had said, the dust did not
move at all quickly in comparison to any of the
speedy machines that might be causing it. And
the cloud seemed momentarily to grow thicker
and thicker.

“I wonder if it could be a miniature tornado,
or a cyclone or whirlwind?” and Tom spoke
aloud, a habit of his when he was thinking, and
.had no one to talk to. “Yet it can hardly be

. that,” he went on. “Guess I’ll watch and see what

it is.”’

Nearer and nearer came the dust cloud. Tom
peered anxiously ahead, a puzzled look on his
face. A few seconds later there came from the

3




AN APPEAL FOR AID 3

midst of the obscuring cloud a voice, exclaim-
ing:

“G’lang there now, Boomerang! Keep yo’
feet a-movin’ an’ we sho’ will make a record.
*Tain’t laik we was a autermobiler, er a electricity
car, but we sho’ hab been goin’ sence we started.
Yo’ sho’ done yo'se’f proud t'day, Boomerang,
an’ I’se gwine t’ keep mah promise an’ gib yo’
de bestest oats I kin find. Ah reckon Massa Tom
Swift will done say we brought dis yeah mes-
sage t’ him as quick as anybody could.”

Then there followed the sound of hoofbeats
on the dusty road, and the rattle of some many-
jointed vehicle, with loose springs and looser
wheels.

“Eradicate Sampson!” exclaimed Tom. “But
who would ever think that the colored man’s
mule could get up such speed as that cloud of
dust indicates. His mule’s feet must be work-
ing overtime, but he goes backward about as
often as he moves forward. That accounts for
it. There’s lots of dust, but not much motion.”

Once more, from the midst of the ball-like cloud’
of dirt came the voice of the colored man:

“Now behave yo’se’f, Boomerang. We'm al-
most dere, an’ den yo’ kin sit down an’ rest if yo’
laik. Jest keep it up a little longer, an’ we'll gib
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4 TOM SWIFT AND HIS WIRELESS MESSAGE

Massa Tom his telephone. G’lang now, Boom-
erang.”

The tattoo of hoofbeats was slowing up now,
and the cloud of dust was not so heavy. It was
gradually blowing away. Tom Swift walked
down to the fence that separated the house,
grounds and shops from the road. As he got
there the sounds of the mmle’s progress, and
the rattle of the wagon, suddenly ceased.

“G'lang! G’lang! Don'’t yo’ dare t’ stop now,
when we am most dere!” cried Eradicate Samp-
son. “Keep a-movin’, Boomerang !”

“It’s all right, Eradicate. I'm here,”’ called
Tom, and when the last of the dust had blown
away, the lad waved his hand to an aged colored
man, who sat upon the seat of perhaps the most
dilapidated wagon that was ever dignified by
such a name. It was held together with bits of
wire, rope and strings, and each of the four
wheels leaned out at a different angle. It was
drawn by a big mule, whose bones seemed pro-
truding through his skin, but that fact evidently

worried him but little, for now the animal was

placidly sleeping, while standing up, his long ears
moving slowly to and fro.

“Am dat yo’, Massa Tom?” asked Eradicate,
ceasing his task of jerking on the lines, to which
operation the mule paid not the least attention.




AN APPEAL FOR AID 5

“Yes, I'm here, Rad,” replied Tom, smiling.

“] came out of my shop to see what all the ex-
citement was about. How did you ever get your
mule to make so much dust?”
. “I done promise him an extra helpin’ ob eats
ef he make good time,” said the colored man.
“An’ he done it, too. Did yo’ see de dust we
made ?”’

“I sure did, but you didn’t do much eise. And
you didn’t make very good time. I watched you,
and you came along like an ice wagon after a
day’s work on the Fourth of July. You were
going fast, but moving slow.”

“I ’spects we was, Massa Tom,” was the
colored man’s answer. ‘“But Boomerang done
better dan I ’spected he would. I done tole him
yo’d be in a hurry t’ git yo’ telephone, an’ he sho’
did trot along.”

“My telephone?” repeated Tom, wonderingly.
“What have you and your mule Boomerang to
do with my telephone? That’s up in the house.”

“No, it ain’t! it’s right yeah in mah pocket,”
chuckled Eradicate, opening a ragged coat, and
reaching for something. “I got yo’ telephone
right yeah,” he went on. “De agent at de sta-
tion see me dribin’ ober dis way, an’ he done ast
me t’ deliber it. He said as how he ain’t got
no messenger boy now, ’cause de one he done hab
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went on a strike fo’ five cents mo’ a day. So I
done took de telephone,”” and with that the celored
man pulled out a crumpled yellow envelope.

“Oh, you mean a telegram,” said Tom, with a
laugh, as he took the message from the odd
colored man.

“Well, maybe it’s telegraf, but I done under-
stood de agent t’ say telephone. Anyhow, dere
it is. An’ I s’pects we’d better git along, Boom-
erang.”

The mule never moved, though Eradicate
yanked on the reins, and used a splintered whip
with energy.

“I said as how we'd better git along, Boom-
erang,” went on the darkey, raising his voice.
“Dinnah am mos’ ready, an’ I'm goin’ t’ giv yo’
an extra helpin’ ob oats.”

The effect of these words seemed magical.
The mule suddenly came to life, and was about
to start off.

“I done thought dat would cotch yo’, Boom-
erang,” chuckled Eradicate.

“Wait a minute, Rad,” called Tom, who was
tearing open the envelope of the telegram. “I.
might want to send an answer back by you. I
wonder who is wiring me now "’

He read the message slowly, and LEradicate re-
marked :
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“ Taint no kind ob use, Massa Tom, fo’ t’
send a message back wif me.”

“Why not?” asked the young inventor, looking
up from the sheet of yellow paper.

“’Case as how I done promised Boomerang
his dinnah, an’ he won’t do nothin’ till he has it.
Ef I started him back t’ town now he would jest
lay down in de road. I'll take de answer back
fo’ you dis arternoon.”

“All right, perhaps that will do,” assented
Tom. “I haven’t quite got the hang of this yet.
Drop around this afternoon, Rad,” and as the
colored man, who, with his mule Boomerang, did
odd jobs around the village, started off down the
highway, in another cloud of dust, Tom Swift
resumed the reading of the message.

“Hum, this is rather queer,” he mused, when
having read it once, he began at it again. “It
must have cost him something to send all this
over the wire. He could just as well have written
it. So he wants my help, eh? Well, I never
heard of him, and he may be all right, but I had
other plans, and I don’t know whether I can spare
the time to go to Philadelphia or not. I’ll have to
think it over. An electric airship, eh? He’s sort
of following along the lines of my inventions.
Wants my aid—hum—well, I don’t know ~

Tom’s musings were suddenly cut short by the
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approach of an elderly gentleman, who was walk-
ing slowly down the path that led from the house
to the country highway which ran in front of it.

“A telegram, Tom?” asked the newcomer.

“Yes, dad,” was the reply. “I was just coming
in to ask your advice about it. Eradicate brought
it to me.”

““What, with his mule, Boomerang?” and the
gentleman seemed much amused. ‘“How did he
ever get up speed enough to deliver a telegram?”

“Oh, Eradicate has some special means he uses
on his mule when he’s in a hurry. But listen to
this message, dad. It’s from a Mr. Hosmer Fen-
wick, of Philadelphia. He says:

“‘Tom Swift—Can you come on to Philadel-
phia at once and aid me in perfecting my new elec-
tric airship? I want to get it ready for a flight
before some government experts who have prom-
ised to purchase several if it works well. I am
in trouble, and I can't get it to rise off the ground.
I need help. I have heard about your airship, and
the other inventions you and your father have
perfected, and I am sure you can aid me. I am
stuck. Can you hurry to the Quaker City? I

£ 2

will pay you well. Answer at once!

“Well?” remarked Mr. Swift, questioningly,
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as his son finished reading the telegram. “What
are you going to do about it, Tom?”

“I don’t exactly know, dad. I was going to
ask your advice. What would you do? Who
is this Mr. Fenwick ?”

“Well, he is an inventor of some note, but he
has had many failures. I have not heard of him
in some years until now. He is a gentleman of
wealth, and can be relied upon to do just as he
says. We are slightly acquainted. Perhaps it
would be well to aid him, if you can spare the
time. Not that you need the money, but inventors
should be mutually helpful. If you feel like going
to Philadelphia, and aiding him in getting his elec-
tric airship in shape, you have my permission.”

“I don’t know,” answered Tom, doubtfully.
“I was just getting my monoplane in shape for
a little flight. It was nothing particular, though.
Dad, I think I will take a run to Philadelphia,
and see if I can help Mr. Fenwick. I'll wire him
that I am coming, to-morrow or next day.”

“Very well,” assented Mr. Swift, and then he
and his son went into one of the shops, talking of
2 new invention which they were about to patent.

Tom little knew what a strange series of ad-
ventures were to follow his decision to go to
the Quaker City, nor the danger involved in aid-
ing Mr. Fenwick to operate his electric airship.



CHAPTER 1II

MISS NESTOR'S NEWS

“WHEN do you think you will go to Phila-
delphia, Tom?” asked Mr. Swift, a little later,
as the aged inventor and his son were looking
over some blueprints which Garret Jackson, an
engineer employed by them, had spread out on
a table.

“I don’t exactly know,” was the answer. “It’s
quite a little run from Shopton, because I can’t
get a through train. But I think I'll start to-
morrow.”

“Why do you go by train?” asked Mr. Jacle-
son.
“Why—er—because was Tom’s rather
hesitating reply. “How else would I go?”

“Your monoplane would be a good deal quicker,
and you wouldn't have to change cars,” said the
engineer. “That is if you don’t want to take out
the big airship. Why don’t you go in the mono-
plane?”’

»

10
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“By Jove! I believe I will!” exclaimed Tom.
“I never thought of that, though it’s a wonder I
didn’t. TI’ll not take the Red Cloud, as she's too
hard to handle alone. But the Butterfly will be
just the thing,” and Tom looked over to where
a new monoplane rested on the three bicycle
wheels which formed part of its landing frame.
“I haven’t had it out since I mended the left wing
tip,” he went on, “and it will also be a good chance
to test my new rudder. I believe I will go to
Philadelphia by the Butterfly.”

“Well, as long as that’s settled, suppose you
give us your views on this new form of storage
battery,” suggested Mr. Swift, with a fond glance
at his son, for Tom’s opinion was considered val-
uable in matters electrical, as those of you, who
have read the previous books in this series, well
know.

The little group in the machine shop was soon
deep in the discussion of ohms, amperes, volts
and currents, and, for a time, Tom almost for-
got the message calling him to Philadelphia.

Taking advantage of the momentary lull in the
activities of the young inventor, I will tell my
readers something about him, so that those who
have no previous introduction to him may feel
that he is a friend.

Tom Swift lived with his father, Barton Swift,
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a widower, in the village of Shopton, New York.
There was also in the household Mrs. Baggert,
the aged housekeeper, who looked after Tom al-
most like a mother. Garret Jackson, an engineer
and general helper, also lived with the Swifts.

Eradicate Sampson might also be called a re-
tainer of the family, for though the aged colored
man and his mule Boomerang did odd work
about the village, they were more often employed
by Tom and his father than by any one else.
LEradicate was so called because, as he said, he
“eradicated” the dirt. He did whitewashing,
made gardens, and did anything else that was
needed. Boomerang was thus named by his
owner, because, as Eradicate said, “yo’ nebber
know jest what dat mule am goin’ t’ do next.
He may go forward or he may go backward, jest
laik them Australian boomerangs.”

There was another valued friend of the family,
Wakefield Damon by name, to whom the reader
will be introduced in due course. And then there
was Mary Nestor, about whom I prefer to let
Tom tell you himself, for he might be jealous
if T talked too much about her.

In the first book of this series, called “Tom
Swift and His Motor-Cycle,” there was told how
he became possessed of the machine, after it had
nearly killed Mr. Damon, who was learning to
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ride it. Mr. Damon, who had a habit of “bless-
ing” everything from his collar button to his
shoe laces, did not “bless” the motor-cycle after
it tried to climb a tree with him; and he sold it
to Tom very cheaply. Tom repaired it, invented
some new attachments for it, and had a number
of adventures on it. Not the least of these was
trailing after a gang of scoundrels who tried to
get possession of a valuable patent model be-
longing to Mr. Swift.

Our second book, called “Tom Swift and His
Motor-Boat,” related some exciting times follow-
ing the acquisition by the young inventor of a
speedy craft which the thieves of the patent model
had stolen. In the boat Tom raced with Andy
Foger, a town bully, and beat him. Tom also
took out on pleasure trips his chum, Ned New-
ton, who worked in a Shopton bank, and the
two had fine times together. Need I also say
that Mary Nestor also had trips in the motor-
boat? Besides some other stirring adventures
in his speedy craft, Tom rescued, from a burning
balloon that fell into the lake, the aeronaut, John
Sharp. Later Mr. Sharp and Tom built an air-
ship, called the Red Cloud, in which they had
some strenuous times.

Their adventures in this craft of the air form
‘the basis for the third book of the series, entitled
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“Tom Swift and His Airship.” In the Red
Cloud, Tom and his friends, including Mr. Da-
mon, started to make a record flight. They left
1Shopton. the night when the bank vault was
.blown open, and seventy-five thousand dollars
stolen.

Because of evidence given by Andy Foger, and
his father, suspicion pointed to Tom and his
friends as the robbers, and they were pursued.
But they turned the tables by capturing the real
burglars, and defeating the mean plans of the
Fogers.

Not satisfied with having mastered the air
Tom and his father turned their attention to the
water. Mr. Swiit perfected a new type of craft,
and in the fourth book of the series, called “Tom
Swift and His Submarine,” you may read how
he went after a sunken treasure. The party had
many adventures, and were in no little danger
from their enemies before they reached the wreck
with its store of gold.

The fifth book of the series, named ‘“Tom
(Swift and His Electrical Runabout,” told how
*Tom built the speediest car on the road, and won
a prize with it, and also saved a bank from ruin.

Tom had to struggle against odds, not only in
his inventive work, but because of the meanness
of jealous enemies, including Andy Foger, who
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seemed to bear our hero a grudge of long stand-
ing. Even though Tom had, more than once,
thrashed Andy well, the bully was always seek-
ing a chance to play some mean trick on the
young inventor. Sometimes he succeeded, but
more often the tables were effectually turned.

It was now some time since Tom had won
the prize in his electric car and, in the mean-
while he had built himself a smaller airship, or,
rather, monoplane, named the Butterfly. In it
he made several successful trips about the coun-
try, and gave exhibitions at numerous aviation
meets ; once winning a valuable prize for an alti-
tude flight. In one trip he had met with a slight
accident, and the monoplane had only just been
repaired after this when he received the message
summoning him to Philadelphia.

“Well, Tom,” remarked his father that after-
noon, “if you are going to the Quaker City, to
see Mr. Fenwick to-morrow, you’d better be get-
ting ready. Have you wired him that you will
come?”’

“No, I haven’t, dad,” was the reply. “I’ll get
a message ready at once, and when Eradicate
comes back I’ll have him take it to the telegraph
office.”

“I wouldn’t do that, Tom.”

“Do what?”
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“Trust it to Eradicate. He means all right,
but there’s no telling when that mule of his may
lie down in the road, and go to sleep. Then your
message won'’t get off, and Mr. Fenwick may be
anxiously waiting for it. I wouldn’t like to of-
fend him, for, though he and I have not met in
some years, yet I would be glad if you could do
him a favor. Why not take the message your-
self ?”’

“Guess I will, dad. T’ll run over to Mansburg
in my electric car, and send the message from
there. It will go quicker, and, besides, I want
to get some piano wire to strengthen the wings
of my monoplane.”

“All right, Tom, and when you telegraph to
Mr. Fenwick, give him my regards, and say that
I hope his airship will be a success. So it’s an
electric one, eh? I wonder how it works? But
you can tell me when you come back.”

“I will, dad. Mr. Jackson, will you help me
charge the batteries of my car. I think they need
replenishing. Then I'll get right along to Mans-
burg.”

Mansburg was a good-sized city some miles
from the village of Shopton, and Tom and his
father had frequent business there.

The young inventor and the engineer soon had
the electric car in readiness for a swift run, for
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the charging of the batteries could be done in
much less than the time usual for such an opera-
tion, owing to a new system perfected by Tom.
The latter was soon speeding along the road,
wondering what sort of an airship Mr. Fenwick
would prove to have, and whether or not it could
be made to fly.

“T¢’s easy enough to build an airship,” mused
Tom, “but the difficulty is to get them off the
ground, and keep them there.” He knew, for
there had been several failures with his mono-
plane before it rose like a bird and sailed over the
tree-tops.

The lad was just entering the town, and had
turned around a corner, twisting about to pass
a milk wagon, when he suddenly saw, darting
out directly in the path of his car, a young
lady.

“Took out!” yelled Tom, ringing his electric
gong, at the same time shutting off the current,
and jamming on the powerful brakes.

There was a momentary scream of terror from
the girl, and then, as she looked at Tom, she®
exclaimed:

“Why, Tom Swift! What are you trying to
do? Run me down?”

“Mary—Miss Nestor!” ejaculated our hero, in
some confusion.
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He had brought his car to a stop, and had
thrown open the door, alighting on the crossing,
whiie a little knot of curious people gathered
about.

“I didn’t see you,” went on the lad. “I came
from behind the milk wagon, and &

“It was my fault,” Miss Nestor hastened to
add. “I, too, was waiting for the milk wagon
to pass, and when it got out of my way, I darted
around the end of it, without looking to see if
anything else was coming. I should have been
more careful, but I'm so excited that I hardly
know what I'm doing.”

“Excited? What’s the matter?”’ asked Tom,
for he saw that his friend was not her usual calm
self. “Has anything happened, Mary?”

“Oh, I've such news to tell you!” she ex-
claimed.

“Then get in here, and we’ll go on,” advised
Tom. “IWe are collecting a crowd. Come and
take a ride; that is if you have time.”

“Of course I have,” the girl said, with a little
blush, which Tom thought made her look all the
prettier. “Then we can talk. DBut where are s
you going ?”

“To send a message to a gentleman in Phila-
delphia, saying that I will help him out of some
difficulties with his new electric airship. I’'m go-

e i ot i e . A
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ing to take a run down there in my monoplane,
Butterfly, to-morrow, and %

“My! to hear you tell it, one would think it
wasn’'t any more to make an airship flight than
it was to go shopping,” interrupted Mary, as she
entered the electric car, followed by Tom, who
quickly sent the vehicle down the street.

“Oh, I'm getting used to the upper air,” he
said. “But what is the news you were to tell
me?”’

“Did you know mamma and papa had gone to
the West Indies?” asked the girl.

“No! I should say that zwas news. When did
they go? I didn’t know they intended to make a
trip.”

“Neither did they; nor I, either. It was very
sudden. They sailed from New York yesterday.
Mr. George Hosbrook, a business friend of
papa’s, offered to take them on his steam yacht,
Resolute. He is making a little pleasure trip,
with a party of friends, and he thought papa and
mamma might like to go.

“He wired to them, they got ready in a rush,
caught the express to New York, and went off
in such a hurry that I can hardly realize it yet.
I’'m left all alone, and I’'m in such trouble!”

“Well, T should say that was news,” spoke
Tom.
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“Oh, you haven’t heard the worst yet,” went
on Mary. “I don’t call the fact that papa and
mamma went off so suddenly much news. But
+ the cook just left unexpectedly, and I have in-
vited a lot of girl friends to come and stay with
‘me, while mamma and papa are away; and now
what shall I do without a cook? I was on my
way down to an intelligence office, to get another
servant, when you nearly ran me down! Now,
isn’t that news ?”

“I should say it was—two kinds,” admitted
Tom, with a smile. “Well, I'll help you all I
can. I'll take you to the intelligence office, and
if you can get a cook, by hook or by crook, I'll
bundle her into this car, and get her to your
house before she can change her mind. And so
your people have gone to the West Indies ?”

“Yes, and I wish I had the chance to go.”

“So do 1,” spoke Tom, little realizing how soon
his wish might be granted. “But is there any
particular intelligence office you wish to visit?”

“There’s not much choice,” replied 1\Iary Nes-
tor, with a smile, “as there’s only one in town.
Oh, I do hope I can get a cook! It would be
dreadful to have nothing to eat, after I’d asked
the girls to spend a month with me; wouldn'’t it ?”’

Tom agreed that it certainly would, and they
soon after arrived at the intelligence office.




CHAPTER III
TOM KNOCKS OUT ANDY

“Do vou want me to come in and help you?”
asked the young inventor, of Miss Nestor.

“Do you know anything about hiring a cook ?”’
she inquired, with an arch smile.

“I’m afraid I don’t,” the lad was obliged to
confess.

“Then I'm a little doubtful of your ability to
help me. But I’m ever so much obliged to you.
I'll see if I can engage one. The cook who just
left went away because I asked her to make some
apple turnovers. Some of the girls who are com-
ing are very fond of them.”

“So am 1,”” spoke Tom, with a smile.

“Are you, indeed? Then, if the cook I hope
to get now will make them, I'll invite you over
to have some, and—also meet my friends.”

“I’d rather come when just you, and the turn-
overs and the cook are there,” declared Tom,
boldly, and Mary, with a blush, made ready to

leave the electric car.
21
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“Thank you,” she said, in a low voice.

“If I can’t help you select a cook,” went on
Tom, “at least let me call and take you home
when you have engaged one.”

“Oh, i1t will be too much trouble,” protested
Miss Nestor.

“Not at all. I have only to send a message,
and get some piano wire, and then I’ll call back
here for you. I'll take you and the new cook
back home flying.”

“All right, but don’t fly so fast. The cook may
get frightened, and leave before she has a chance
to make an apple turnover.”

“T’ll go slower. I'll be back in fifteen minutes,”
called Tom, as e swung the car out away from
the curb, while Mary Nestor went into the in-
telligence office.

Tom wrote and sent this message to Mr Hos-
mer Fenwick, of Philadelphia:

“Will come on to-morrow in my aeroplane,
and aid you all T can. Will not promise to make
your electric airship fly, though. Father sends
regards.”

“Just rush that, please,” he said to the tele-
graph agent, and the latter, after reading it over,
remarked :
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“It'll rush itself, I reckon, being all about air-
ships, and things like that,” and he laughed as
Tom paid him.

Selecting several sizes of piano wire of great
‘strength, to use as extra guy-braces on the Bui-
terfly, Tom re-entered his electric car, and
hastened back to the intelligence office, where he
had left his friend. He saw her standing at the
front door, and before he could alight, and go to
her, Miss Nestor came out to meet him.

“Oh, Tom!” she exclaimed, with a little tragic
gesture, “what do you think?”

“I don’t know,” he answered good-naturedly.
“Does the new cook refuse to come unless you
do away with apple turnovers?”

“No, it isn’t that. I have engaged a real
treasure, I’m sure, but as soon as I mentioned
that you would take us home in the electric
automobile, she flatly refused to come. She said
walking was the only way she would go. She
hasn’t been in this country long. But the worst
of it is that a rich woman has just telephoned in
for a cook, and if I don’t get this one away, the
{rich lady, may induce her to come to her house,
and I’ll be without one! Oh, what shall I do?”
and poor Mary looked quite distressed.

“Humph! So she’s afraid of electric autos;
eh?” mused Tom. “That’s queer. Leave it to

N e
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me, Mary, and perhaps I can fix it. You want
to get her away from here in a hurry; don’t
you?”

“Yes, because servants are so scarce, that they
are engaged almost as soon as they register at
the intelligence office. I know the one I have
hired is suspicious of me, since I have mentioned
your car, and she’ll surely go with Mrs. Duy
Puyster when she comes. I'm sorry I spoke of
the automobile.”

“Well, don’t worry. It’s partly my fault, and
perhaps I can make amends. 1’1l talk to the new
cook,” decided the young inventor.

“Oh, Tom, I don’t believe it will do any good.
She won’t come, and all my girl friends will ar-
rive shortly.” Miss Nestor was quite distressed.

“Leave it to me,” suggested the lad, with an
assumed confidence he did not feel. He left the
car, and walked toward the office. Entering it,
with Miss Nestor in his wake, he saw a pleasant-
faced Irish girl, sitting on a bench, with a bundle
beside her. ’

“And so you don't want to ride in an auto?”’
began Tom.

“No, an’ it’s no use of the likes of you askin’
me, either,” answered the girl, but not impu-
dently. “I am afecred of thim things, an’ I won’t
wark in a family that owns one.”
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“But we don’t own one,” said Mary.

The girl only sniffed.

“It is the very latest means of traveling,” Tom
went on, “and there is absolutely no danger. I
will drive slowly.”

“No!” snapped the new cook.

Tom was rather at his wits’ ends. At that
moment the telephone rang, and Tom and Mary,
listening, could hear the proprietress of the in-
telligence office talking to Mrs. Duy Puyster over
the wire.

“We must get her away soon,” whispered
Mary, with a nod at the Irish girl, “or we’ll lose
her.”

Tom was thinking rapidly, but no plan seemed
to come to him. A moment later one of the as-
sistants of the office led out from a rear room
another Irish girl, who, it seems, had just en-
gaged herself to work in the country.

“Good-by, Bridget,” said this girl, to the one
Mary Nestor had hired. “I'm off now. The
carriage has just come for me. I'm goin’ away
in style.”

“Good luck, Sarah,” wished Bridget.

Tom looked out of the window. A dilapidated
farm wagon, drawn by two rusty-looking horses,
was just drawing up at the curb.

“There is your employer, Sarah,” said the
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proprietress of the office. “You will have a nice
ride to the country and I hope you will like the
place.”

A typical country farmer alighted from the
wagon, leaving a woman, evidently his wife, or,
the seat. He called out:

“I'll git th’ servant-gal, "Mandy, an’ we'll drive
right out hum. Then you won’t have such hard
work any more.”

“An’ so that’s the style you was tellin’ me of;
eh, Sarah?”’ asked the cook whom Miss Nestor
had engaged. “That's queer style, Sarah.”

Sarah was blushing from shame and mortifi-
cation. Tom was quick to seize the advantage
thus offered.

“Bridget, if you appreciate style,” he said, “you
will come in the automobile. I have one of the
very latest models, and it is very safe. But per-
haps you prefer a farm wagon.”

“Indade an’ I don’t!” was the ready response.
“T'll go wid you now 1f only to show Sarah Mal-
loy thot I have more style than her! She was
boastin’ of the fine place she had, an’ th’ illigant
carriage that was comin’ t’ take her to the coun.
thry. If that’s it I want none of it! I'll go wid
you an’ th’ young gintleman. Style indade!”
and, gathering up her bundle she followed Tom
and Mary to the waiting auto.
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They entered it and started off, just as Mrs.
Duy Puyster drove up in her elegantly appointed
carriage, while Sarah, with tears of mortification
in her eyes, climbed up beside the farmer and
Jas wife.

“You saved the day for me, Tom,” whispered
Miss Nestor, as the young inventor increased the
speed of his car. ‘It was only just in time.”

“Don’t forget the apple turnovers,” he whis-
pered back.

Once she had made the plunge, the new cook
seemed to lose her fears of the auto, and enjoyed
the ride. In a short time she had been safely
delivered at Miss Nestor’s home, while that young
lady repeated her thanks to Tom, and renewed
her invitation for him to come and sample the
apple turnovers, which Tom promised faithfully
to do, saying he would call on his return from
Philadelphia.

Musing on the amusing feature of his trip,
Tom was urging his auto along at moderate
speed, when, as he turned down a country road,
v leading to his home, he saw, coming toward him,
a carriage, drawn by a slow-moving, white horse,
and containing a solitary figure.

“Why, that looks like Andy TFoger,” spoke
Tom, half aloud. “I wonder what he’s doing out
driving? His auto must be out of commission.

’
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But that’s not strange, considering the way he
abuses the machine. It’s in the repair shop half
the time.”

He slowed down still more, for he did not know *
but that Andy’s horse might be skittish. He need,
have no fears, however, for the animal did not
seem to have much more life than did Eradicate’s
mule, Boomerang.

As Tom came nearer the carriage, he was sur-
prised to see Andy deliberately swing his horse
across the road, blocking the highway by means
of the carriage and steed.

“Well, Andy Foger, what does that mean?”
cried Tom, indignantly, as he brought his car to
a sudden stop. “Why do you block the road?”

“Because I want to,” snarled the bully, taking
out a notebook and pencil, and pretending to
make some notes about the property in front of
which he had halted. “I’'m in the real estate
business now.” went on Andy, “and I’'m getting
descriptions of the property I'm going to sell.
Guess I've got a right to stop in the road if I
want to!”

But not to block it up,” retorted Tom. “That’s
against the law. Pull over dnd let me pass!”’

“Suppose 1 don't do it ?”

““Then I'l make you!”

“Huh! T'd like to see you try it!” snapped
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Andy. “If you make trouble for me, it will be
the worse for you.”

“If you pull to one side, so I can pass, there’ll
be no trouble,’ said Tom, seeing that Andy
wished to pick a quarrel. ‘

“Well, I'm not going to pull aside until I finish
putting down this description,” and the bully
continued to write with tantalizing slowness.

“T ook here!” exclaimed Tom Swift, with sud-
den energy. “I’'m not going to stand for this!
Either you pull to one side and let me pass,
or -

“Well, what will you do?” demanded the bully.

“I’ll shove you to one side, and you can take
the consequences!”

“You won't dare to

“I won't, eh? Just you watch.”

Tom threw forward the lever of his car. There
was a hum of the motor, and the electric moved
ahead. Andy had continued to write in the book,
but at this sound he glanced up.

“Don’t you dare to bunk into me!” yelled
Andy. “If you do I'll sue you for damages!”

“Get out of the way, or I'll shove you off the
road!” threatened Tom, calmly.

“T’ll not go until I get ready.”

“Oh, yes you will,” responded our hero quietly.
He sent his car ahead slowly but surely. It was

"’



30 7TIO0M SWIFT AND HIS WIRELESS MESSAGE

within a few feet of the carriage containing Andy.
The bully had dropped his notebook, and was
shaking his fist at Tom.

As for the young inventor he had his plans
made. He saw that the horse was a quiet,
sleepy one, that would not run away, no matter
what happened, and Tom only intended to gently
push the carriage to one side, and pass on.

The front of his auto came up against the
other vehicle.

“Here, you stop!” cried Andy, savagely.

“It’s too late now,” answered Tom, grimly.

Andy reached for the horsewhip. Tom put
on a little more power, and the carriage began to
slide across the road, but the old horse never
opened his eyes.

“Take that!” cried Andy, raising his whip,
with the intention of slashing Tom across the
face, for the front of the auto was open. But
the blow never fell, for, the next instant, the
carriage gave a lurch as one of the wheels slid
against a stone, and, as Andy was standing up,
and leaning forward, he was pitched head first
out into the road.

“By Jove! I hope I haven’t hurt him!’ gasped
Tom, as he leaped from his auto, which he had
brought to a stop.

The young inventor bent over the bully. There
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was a little cut on Andy’s forehead, and his face
was white. He had been most effectually knocked
out, entirely by his own meanness and fault, but,
none the less, Tom was frightened. He raised
up Andy’s head on his arm, and brushed back
his hair, Andy was unconscious.



CHAPTER 1V
MR. DAMON WILL GO ALONG

At FIrsT Tom was greatly frightened at the
sight of Andy's pale face. He feared lest the
bully might be seriously hurt. But when he real-
ized that the fall from the carriage, which was a
low one, was not hard, and that Andy had landed
on his outstretched hands Lefore his head came
in contact wirh the earth, our hero was some-
what reassured.

“I wish 1 had some water, with which to bathe
his head,” Tom murmured, and he looked about
in vain for some. But it was not needed, for, a
moment later, Audy opened Lis eyes, and, when he
saw Tom bending over, and holding him, the
bully exclaimed :

“Here! You let me go! Don’t you hit me
again, Tom Swift, or I'll punch you!”

“I didn’t hit you,” declared Tom, while Andy
tore himself away, and struggled to his feet.

“Yes, you did, too, hit me!”’

“I did not! You tried to strike me with your

J2
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whip, as I was shoving your carriage out of the
way, which I had a perfect right to do, as you
were blockading the highway. You lost your
balance and fell. It was your own fault.”

“Well, you'll suffer for it, just the same,
snarled Andy, and then, putting his hand to his
head, and bringing it away, with some drops of
blood on it, he cried out:

“Oh, I'm hurt! I'm injured! Get a doctor, or
maybe I'll bleed to death!” He began blubbering,
for Andy, like all bullies, was a coward.

“You're not hurt,” asserted Tom, trying not
to laugh. “It’s only a scratch. Next time don’t
try to blockade the whole street, and you won’t
get into trouble. Are you able to drive home;
or shall I take you in my car?”

“I wouldn’t ride in your car!” snapped the
ugly lad. “You go on, and mind your business
now, and I'll pay you back for this, some day. I
could have you arrested!”

“And so could I have you locked up for ob-
structing traffic. But I'll not. Your rig isn’t
damaged, and yowd better drive home.”

The old white horse had not moved, and was
evidently glad of the rest. A glance satisfied Tom
that the carriage had not been damaged, and, get-
ting into his car, while Andy was brushing the
dust from his clothes, our hero started the motor.
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There was now room enough to pass around
the ol.tructing carriage, and soon Tom was hum-
ming down the road, leaving a much discomfited
bully behind him.

“Tom Swift is too smart—thinking he can
run everybody, and everything, to suit himself,”
growled Andy, as he finished dusting off his
clothes, and wiping the blood from his face. As
Tom had said, the wound was but a scrateh,
though the bully's head ached, and he felt a little
dizzy. “I wish ¥'d hit him with the horsewhip,”
he went on, vindictively. “I'll get square with
him some day.”

Andy had said this many times, but he had
never yet succeeded in permanently getting the
best of Tom. Pondering on some scheme of re-
venge the rich lad—for Mr. Foger, his father,
was quite wealthy—drove on.

Meanwhile Tom, rather wishing the little en-
counter had not taken place, but refusing to blame
himself for what had occurred, was speeding to-
ward home.

“Let’s see,” he murmured, as he drove along in
nis powerful car. “I’'ve got quite a lot to do if
I make an early start for Philadelphia, in my
airship, to-morrow. I want to tighten the pro-
peller on the shaft a trifle, and give the engine a
good try-out. Then, too, I think I’d better make




MR. DAMON WILL GO ALONG 35

the landing springs a little stiffer. The last
time I made a descent the frame was pretty well
jarred up. Yes, if I make that air trip to-morrow
I'll have to do some tall hustling when I get
home.”

The electric runabout swung into the yard of
the Swift house, and Tom brought it to a stop
opposite the side door. He looked about for a
sight of his father, Mrs. Baggert or Garret Jack-
son. The only person visible was Eradicate
Sampson, working in the garden.

“Hello, Rad,” called Tom. “Anybody home?”

“Yais, Massa Tom,” answered the colored
man. “Yo dad an’ anodder gen’mans hab jest
gone in de house.”

“Who's the other gentleman, Rad?” asked
Tom, and the negro, glad of an excuse to cease
the weeding of the onion bed, came shuffling for-
ward.

“I¢s de gem'mans what is allers saying his
prayers,” he answered.

“Saying his prayers?”’ repeated Tom.

“Yep. Yo' knows what I means, Massa Tom
He’s allers askin’ a blessin’ on his shoes, or his
rubbers, or his necktie.”

“Oh, you mean Mr. Wakefield Damon.”

“Yais, sah, dat’s who I done means. Mr.
Wakefull Lemon—dat’s sho’ him.”
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At that moment there sounded, within the
house, the voices of Mr. Swift, and some one else
in conversation.

“And so Tom has decided to make a run to the
Quaker City in the Buttcrfly, to-morrow,” Mr.
Swift was saying, “and he’s going to see if he
can be of any service to this Mr. Fenwick.”

“Bless my watch chain!” exclaimed the other
voice. “You don't say so! Why I know Mr.
Fenwick very well—he and I used to go to school
together, but bless my multiplication tables—1I
never thought he'd amount to anything! And
so he’s built an airship; and Tom is going 1o help
him with it? Why, bless my collar button, I've
a good notion to go along and sce what happens.
Bless my very existence, but 1 think I will!”

“That’s Mr. Damon all right,” cbserved Tom,
with a smile, as he advanced towa:-d the dining-
room, whence the voices proceeded.

“Dat’s what I done tole you!” said Eradicate,
and, with slow and lagging steps he went back to
weed the onion bed.

v “How are you, Mr. Damon.” called out hero,
ras he mounted the steps of tie porch.

“Why, it's Tom—he’s back!”” exclaimed the ec-
centric man. Why, bless my shoe laces, Tom!
how are you? TI’'m real glad to see you. Bless
my eyeglasses, but I am! I just returned from
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a little western trip, and I thought I'd run over
and see how you are. I came in my car—had
two blowouts on the way, too. Bless my spark
plug, but the kind of tires one gets now-a-
days are a disgrace! However, I'm here, and
your father has just told me about you going to
Philadelphia in your monoplane, to help a fellow-
inventor with his airship. It’s real kind of you.
Bless my topknot if it isn’t! Do you know what
I was just saying ?”

“I heard you mention that you knew Mr. Fen-
wick,” replied Tom, with a smile, as he shook
hands with Mr. Damon.

“So I do, and, what’s more, I'd like to see his
airship. \Vill your Butterfly carry two passen-
gers?”’

“Easily, Mr. Damon.”

“Then I'll tell you what I'm going to do. If
youw’ll let me I'll take that run to Philadelphia
with you!”

“Glad to have you come along,” responded
Tom, heartily.

“Then I'll go, and, what's more, if Fenwick’s
ship will rise, I'll go with you in that—bless my
deflection rudder if I don’t, Tom!” and puffing
up his cheeks, as he exploded these words, Mr.
Damon fairly raised himself on his tiptoes, and
shook Tom’s hand again.
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CHAPTER V
VOL-PLANING TO EARTH

For a moment after Mr. Damon’s announce-
ment Tom did not reply. Mr. Swift, too, seemed
a little at a loss for something to say. They did
not quite know how to take their eccentric friend
at times.

“Of course I'll be glad cf your company, Mr.
Damon,” said Tom; “but you must remember
that my Butterfly is not like the Red Cloud.
There is more danger riding in the monoplane
than there is in the airship. In the latter, if the
engine happens to stop, the sustaining gas will
prevent us from falling. DBut it isn’t so in an
aeroplane. When your engine stops there =

“Well, what happens?” asked Mr. Damon, im-
patiently, for Tom hesitated.

“You have to vol-plane back to earth.”

“Vol-plane?”’” and there was a questioning note
in Mr. Damon’s voice.

“Yes, glide down froin whatever height you

38
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are at when the engine stalls. Come down in a
series of dips from the upper currents. Vol-plan-
ing, the French call it, and I guess it’s as good
a word as any.”

“Have you ever done it ?’ asked the odd char-
acter.

“Oh, yes, several times.”

“Then, bless my fur overcoat! I can do it, too,
Tom. When will you be ready to start?”

“To-morrow morning. Now you are sure you
won't get nervous and want to jump, if the en-
gine happens to break down?”

“Not a bit of it. I'll vol-plane whenever you
are ready,” and Mr. Damon laughed.

“Well, we'll hope we won’t have to,” went on
Tom. “And I'll be very glad of your company.
Mr. Fenwick will, no doubt, be pleased to see you.
I’ve never met him, and it will be nice to have
some one to introduce me. Suppose you come
out and see what sort of a craft you are doomed
to travel in to-morrow, Mr. Damon. I believe
you never saw gy new monoplane.”

““That’s right, I haven’t, but I'd be glad to.
[ declare, I'm getting to be quite an aviator,” and
Mr. Damon chuckled. A little later, Tom, having
informed his father of the sending of the message,
took his eccentric friend out to the shop, and ex-
hibited the Butterfly.
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As many of you have seen the ordinary mono-
plane, either on exhibition or iu flight, I will not
take mwuch space to describe Tom’s. Sufficient
to say it was modeled after the one in which
Bleriot made his first flight across the English
channel.

The body was not unlike that of a butterfly
or dragon fly, long and slender, consisting of a
rectangular frame with canvas stretched over it,
and a seat for two just ait of the engine and
controlling levers. Back of the scat stretched out
a long {ramework, and at the end was a curved
plane, set at right angles to it. The ends of the
plane terininated in flexible wings, to permit of
their being Lent up or down, so as to preserve the
horizontal equilibrium of the craft.

At the extreme end was the vertical rudder,
which sent the monoplane to left or right.

Forward, almost exactly like the front set of
wings of the dragon fly, was the large, main
plane, with the concave turn tcward the ground.
There was the usual propeller in {ront, operated
by a four cylinder motor, the cylinders being air
cooled, and set like the spokes of a wheel around
the motor box. The big gasolene tank, and other
mechanism was in front of the right-hand ope-
rator’s seat, where Tom always rode. He had
seldom taken a passenger up with Iiim, though the
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machine would easily carry two, and he was a
little nervous about the outcome of the trip with
Mr. Damon.

“How do you like the looks of it?” asked the
young inventor. as he wheeled the Butterfly out
of the shed, and began pumping up the tires of
the bicycle wheels on which it ran over the
ground, to get impetus enough with which to
rise.

“It looks a little frail, compared to the big Red
Cloud, Tom,” answered the eccentric man, “but
I’'m going up in her just the same; bless my but~
tons if I'm not.”

Tom could not but admire the grit of his
friend.

The rest of the day was busily spent making
various adjustments to the monoplane, putting on
new wire stays, changing the rudder cables, and
tuning up the motor. The propeller was tight-
ened on the shaft, and toward evening Tom an-
nounced that all was in readiness for a trial
flight.

“Want to come, Mr. Damon?” he asked.

“T'1] wait, and see how it acts with you aboard,”
was the answer. ‘““Not that I'm afraid, for I'm
going to make the trip in the morning, but per-
haps it won’t work just right now.”

“Oh, I guess it will,” ventured Tom, and in
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order to be able to know just how his Butterfly
was going to behave, with a passenger of Mr.
Damon's weiglt, the young inventor placed a bag
of sand on the extra seat.

The monoplane was then wheeled to the end
of the starting ground. Tom took his place in
the seat, and Mr. Jackson started the propeller.
At first the engine failed to respond, but suddenly
with a burst of smoke, and a spluttering of fire
the cylinders began exploding. The hat of Mr.
Damon, who was standing back of the machine,
was blown off by the wind created by the propeller.

“Bless my gaiters!” he exclaimed, “I never
thought it wes as strong as that!”

“Let go!” cried Tom to Mr. J:.ckson and Erad-
icate, who were holding back tl:e monoplane from
gliding over the ground.

“All right,” answered the enzineer.

An instant later the explos’™ ns alniost doubled,
for Tom turred on more gasclene.  Then, like
some live thing, the Bufterfl; rushed across the
starting ground. Uaster and faster it went, until
the young imentor, knowing that he had motion
cnough, tilted his planes to catch the wind.

Up he went froma carth, like some graceful bird,
higher and higher. aud then. in a big spiral, he
began ascending until he was five hundred feet
in the air.  Up there he traveled back and forth,
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in circles, and in figure eights, desiring to test
the machine in various capacities.

Suddenly the engine stopped, and to those be-
low, anxiously watching, the silence became al-
most oppressive, for Tom had somewhat de-
scended, and the explosions had been plainly
heard by those observing him. Dut now they
ceased !

“His engine’s stalled!” cried Garret Jackson.

Mr. Swift heard the words, and looked anx-
iously up at his son.

“Is he in any danger?” gasped Mr. Damon.

No one answered him. Like some great bird,
disabled in mid flight, the monoplane swooped
downward. A moment later a hearty shout from
Tom reassured them.

“He shut off the engine on purpose,” said
Mr. Jackson. ‘“He is vol-planing back to earth!”

Nearer and nearer came the Buiterfly. It
would shoot downward, and then, as Tom tilted
the planes, would rise a bit, losing some of the
great momentum. In a series of maneuvers like
this, the young inventor reached the earth, not
far from where his father and the others stood.
Down came the Buttcrfly, the springs of the
wheel frame taking the shock wonderfully well.

“She’s all right—regular bird!” cried Tom, in
enthusiasm, when the machine had come to a
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stop after rolling over the ground, and he had
leaped out. “We'll make a good flight to-mor-
row, Mr. Damon, if the weather holds out this
way.”

“Good!” cried the eccentric man. ‘I shall be
delighted.”

“They made the start early the next morning,
there being hardly a breatl: of wind. There was
not a trace of nervousness noticeable about Mr.
Damon, as he took his place m the scat beside
Tom. The lad had gone carefuily over the entire
apparctus and had scen to it that, as far as he
could tell, it was in perfect running order.

“When will you be back, Tom?"” asked his
father.

“To-night, perhaps, or to-morrow morning. I
don’t know just what Mr. Fenwick wants me to
do. But if it is anything that requires a long
stay, I'll come back, and let you know, and then
run down to Philadelphia again. [ may need
some of my special tcols to work with. T'll be
back to-night perhaps.”

“Shall I keep supper for you?” asked Mrs
Baggert, the housekeepcr.

“I don’t know,” answered Tom, with a laugh.
“Perhaps I'il drop down at Miss Nestor’s, and
have some apple turnovers,” far he had told them
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ot the incident of hiring the new cook. “Well,”
he went on to Mr. Damon, “are you all ready?”’

“As ready as I ever shall be. Do you think
we’ll have to do any vol-planing, Tom?”

“Hard to say, but it's not dangerous when
there’s no wind. All right, Garret. Start her
off.”

The engineer whirled the big wooden, built-
up propeller, and with a rattle and roar of the
motor, effectually drowning any but the loudest
shouts, the Butterfly was ready for her flight.
Tom let the engine warm up a bit before calling
to his friends to let go, and then, when he had
thrown the gasolene lever forward, he shouted a
good-by and cried:

“All right! Let go!”

Forward, like a hound from the leash, sprang
the little monoplane. It ran perhaps for five hun-
dred feet, and then, with a tilting of the wings,
to set the air currents against them, it sprang
into the air.

“We're off!” cried Mr. Damon, waving his
hand to those on the ground below.

“Yes, we're off,” murmured Tom. “Now for
the Quaker City!”

He had mapped out a route for himself the
night before, and now, picking out the land-
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marks, he laid as straight a course as possible
for Philadelphia.

The sensation of flying along, two thousand
feet high, mm a machine almost as frail as a canoe,
was not new to Tomn. It was, in a degree, to
Mr. Damon, for, though the latter had made
frequent trips in the large airship, this mode of
locomotion, as if he was on the back of some
bird, was much difierent,  Still, after the first
surprise, he got used to it.

“Bless my finger ring!” he exclaimed, “I like
it!”

“I thought veu womnld,” said Tcem, in a shout,
and he adjustcd the cii feed to send more lubri-
cant into the cy'inders.

The earth strcichel out below them, like some
vari-colored reliel man, but they could not stop
to admire any particular spot long, for they were
flying fast, an! were beyond a scene almost as
quickly as they had a ghmpse of it.

“How long vill it take us?” yelled Mr. Damon
into Tom’s ca.

» “I hope to do it in tlree hours,” shouted back
the young invenor.

“What! Why it takes the train over five
hours.”

“Yes, I know, hut we're going direct, and it’s
only about two hunidre:dl and fifty miles. That’s
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only about eighty an hour. We're doing seventy-
five now, and I haven’t let her out yet.”

“She goes faster than the Red Cloud,” cried
Mr. Damon.

Tom nodded. It was hard work to talk in that|
rush of air. For an hour they shot along, their
speed gradually increasing. Tom called out the
names of the larger places they passed over. He
was now doing better than eighty an hour as the
gage showed. The trip was a glorious one, and
the eyes of the young inventor and his friend
sparkled in delight as they rushed forward. Two
hours passed.

“Going to make it?’ fairly howled Mr. Da-
mon.

Tom nodded again.

“Be there in time for dinner,” he announced
in a shout.

It lacked forty minutes of the three hours
when Tom, pointing with one hand down below,
while with the other he gripped the lever of the
rudder, called:

““North Philadelphia!”

“So soon?” gasped Mr. Damon. “Well, we
certainly made speed! Where are you going to
land ?”

“I don’t know,” answered the young inventor.
“I’ll have to pick out the best place I see. It’s
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no fun landing in a city. No room to run along,
after you're down.”

“What’s the matter with Franklin Field ?” cried
-Mr. Damon. ““Out where they play football.”

“Good! The very thing!” shouted Tom.

“Mr. Fenwick lives near there,” went on Mr.
Damon, and Tom nodded comprehendingly.

They were now over North Philadelphia, and,
in a few minutes more were above the Quaker
City itself. They were flying rather low, and
as the people in the streets became aware of their
presence there was intense excitement. Tom
steered for the big athletic field, and soon saw
it in the distance.

With a suddenness that was startling the
motor ceasad its terrific racket. The monoplane
gave a sickening dip, and Tom had to adjust the
wing tips and rudder quickly to prevent it slew-
ing around at a dangerous angle.

“What’s the matter ?” cried Mr. Damon. “Did
you shut it off on purpose?”’

“No!” shouted Tom. “Something’s gone
wrong!”

“Gone wrong! Bless my overshoes! Is there
any danger?”

“We’ll have to vol-plane to earth,” answered
Tom, and there was a grim look on his face.
He had never exccuted this feat with a passenger

/

4
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aboard. He was wondering how the Butter[ly
would behave. But he would know very soon,
for already the tiny momnoplane was shooting
rapidly toward the big field, which was now
swarming with a curious crowd.



CHAPTER Vi
TIIE NEW AIRSHIP

For a brief instant after the stopping of the
motor, and the consequent sudden dropping to-
ward the earth of the monoplane, Tom glanced
at Mr. Damon. The latter’s face was rather
pale, but he seemed calm and collected. Iis lips
moved slightly, and Tom, even in those tense
moments, wondered if the odd gentleman was
blessing anything in particular, or everything in
general.

Tom threw up the tilting plane, to catch more
air beneath it, and bring the Buttcrfly in a more
parallel position to the earth. This, in a manner,
checked the downward flight, and they glided
along horizontally for a hundred feet or more.

“Is—is there any great danger, Tom?” asked
Mr. Damon.

“I think not,” answered the young inventor,
confidently. “I have done this same thing before,
and from greater licights. The only thing that

5o
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bothers me is that there are several cross-currents
of air up here, which make it difficult to manage
the planes and wing tips. But I think we’ll make
a good landing.”

“Bless my overcoat!” exclaimed Mr. Damon
“I certainly hope so.”

Conversation was more easily carried on now,
as the motor was not spitting fire and throbbing
like a battery of Gatling guns. Tom thought
perhaps it might start on the spark, as the pro-
peller was slowly swinging from the force of air
against it. He tried, but there was no explosion.
He had scarcely hoped for it, as he realized that
some part of the mechanism must have broken.

Down they glided, coming nearer and nearer
to the earth. The crowd in the big athletic field
grew larger. Shouts of wonder and fear could
be heard, and people could be seen running ex-
citedly about. To Tom and Mr. Damon they
looked like dolls.

Reaching the limit of the parallel glide the
monoplane once more shot down on an incline
toward the earth with terrible speed. The ground
seemed to rush up to meet Mr. Damon.

“Look out?” he cried to Tom. “We’re going
to hit something!”

“Not yet,” was the calm answer. “I'm going
to try a new stunt. Hold fast!”

-
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“What are you going to do?”

“Some spirals. I think that will let us down
easier, but the craft is likely to tilt a bit, so hold
on.”

The young inventor shifted the movable planes
and rudder, and, a moment later, the Butterfly
swung violently uround, like a polo pony taking
a sudden turn aiter the ball. Mr. Damon slid
to one side of his scat, and made a frantic grab
for one of the upr'ght supports.

“I made too short a turn!” cried Tom, easing
off the craft, which righted itself in an instant.
“The air currents fooled me.”

Under his skillfn] guidance, the monoplane was
soon slowly appro.aching the earth in a series of
graceful curves. It was under perfect control,
and a smile of relief came on the face of the
young inventor. Seeing it Mr. Damon took
courage, and his Iands, which had grasped the
uprights with such firmness that his knuckles
showed white with the strain, were now removed.
He sat easily in his seat.

“We're all right now,” declared Tom. Tl
take a couple of forward glides now, and we'll
land.”

He sent the macline straight ahead. It gath-
ered speed in an instant. Then, with an upward
tilt it was slackened, almost as if brakes had been
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applied. Once more it shot toward the earth, and
once nore it was checked by an up-tilted plane.

Then with a thud which shook up the occu-
nants of the two seats, the Butterfly came to the
ground, and ran along on the three bicycle
wheels. Swiftly it slid over the level ground.
A more ideal landing place would have been hard
to find. Scores of willing hands reached out,
and checked the momentum of the little mono-
plane, and Tom and Mr. Damon climbed from
their seats.

The crowd set up a cheer, and hundreds pressed
around the aviators. Several sought to reach, and
touch the machine, for they had probably never
been so close to one before, though airship flights
are getting more and more common.

“Where did you come from?”

““Are you trying for a record:”’

“How high did you get?”

“Did you fall, or come down on purpose?”’

“Can’t you start your motor in mid-air?”

These, and scores of other questions were
fairly volleyed at Tom and Mr. Damon. The
young inventor good-naturedly answered them
as best he could.

“We were coming down anyhow,” he ex-
plained, “but we did not calculate on vol-plan-
ing. The motor was stalled, and I had to glide.

’
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Please keep away from the machine. You might
damage it.”

The arrival of several policemen, who were
attracted by the crowd, served to keep the curi-
ous ones back away from the Buiterfly, or the
men, boys and women (for there were a number
of the latter in the throng) might have caused
serious trouble.

Tom made a hasty examination of the motor,
and, having sa‘isfied himseif that only a minor
difficulty had czused it to stop, he decided to put
the monoplane in some safe place, and proceed
to Mr. I'enwick’s house.

The lad was just asking one of the officers
if the air craft could not Le put in one of the
grandstands which surrounced the field, when a
voice on the outskirts of the crowd excitedly
exclaimed :

“Let me pass. please. I want to see that air-
ship. I'm building one myself, and I need all
the experience I can get. I.et me in, please.”

A man pushed his way iato the crowd, and
wormed his way to where Tom and Mr. Damon
stood. At the sight of him, the eccentric indi-y
vidual cried out:

“Why bless my pocket-knife! If it isn’t Mr.
Fenwick!”

“Mr. Fenwick?” gasped Tom.




THE NEW AIRSHIP 55

“Yes. The inventor we came to see!”

At the same moment the newcomer cried out:

“Wakefield Damon!”

“That’s who I am,” answered Tom’s friend,
‘and let me introduce you to Mr. Swift, the in-
ventor of more machines than I can count. He
and I were coming to see you, when we had a
slight accident, and we landed here. But that
didn’t matter, for we intended to land here any-
how, as I knew it was near your house. Only
we had to vol-plane back to earth, and I can’t
say that I’d care for that, as a steady diet. Bless
my radiator, but I'm glad we’ve arrived safely.”

“Did you come all the way from your home in
that ?” asked Mr. Fenwick of Tom, as he shook
hands with him, and nodded at the monoplane.

“Oh, yes. It’s not much of a trip.”

“Well, I hope my airship will do as well. But
something seems to be wrong with it. and I have
hopes that you can help me discover what it is.
I know your father, and I have heard much of
your ability. That is why I requested your aid.”
', “I’m afraid I’ve been much overrated,” spoke
Tom, modestly, “but I'll do all I can for you. I
must now leave my monoplane in a safe place,
however.”

“T’ll attend to that,” Mr. Fenwick hastened to
assure him. “Leave it to me.”
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By this time a lieutenant oi police, in charge
of several reserve officers, had arrived on the
scene, for the crowd was now very large, and, as
Mr. Fenwick knew this official, he requested that
Tom’s machine be protected from damage. It
was arranged that it could be stored in a large,
empty shed, and a policeman would be left on
guard. Then, seeing that it was all right, Tom,
Mr. Damon and Mr. Fenwick started for the
latter’s house.

“T am very anxious to show you the IWhizzer,”
said Mr. Fenwick, as they walked along.

“The Whizzer?” repeated Tom, wonderingly.

“Yes, that’s what I call my electric airship. It
hasn’t ‘whizzed’ any to speak of yet, but I have
hopes that it will, now that ycu are here to help
me. We will take one of taese taxicabs, and soon
be at my house. I was out for a stroll, when I
saw your monoplane coming down, and I has-
tened to I'ranklin Field to sce it.”

The three entered an automobile, and were
soon being driven to the inventor’'s home. A
little later he led themn out to a big shed which
occupied nearly all of a large lot, in back of Mr.
Fenwick’s housc.

“Does 1t take up all that room?” asked Tom.

“Oh, yes, the IVhizzer is pretty good size.
There she is!” cried Mr. IFenwick proudly, as
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he threw open the doors of the shed, and Tom
and Mr. Damon, looking in, saw a large triplane,
with a good-sized gas bag hovering over it, and
a strange collection of rudders, wings and planes
sticking out from either side. Amidships was
an enclosed car, or cabin, and a glinpse into it
served to disclose to the young inventor a mass
of machinery.

“There she is! That’s the Whizzer!” cried
Mr. Fenwick, with pride in his voice. “What do
you think of her, Tom Swift?”

Tom did not immediately answer. He looked
dubiously at the electric airship and shrugged
his shoulders. It seemed to him, at first glance,
that it would never sail.



CHAPTER VII
MAKING SOME CHANGES

“WELL, what do you think of it?” asked Mr.
Fenwick again, as Tom walked all about the
electric a:rshin, still without speaking.

“It’s big. ce-tainly,” remacked the lad.

“Bless mv shoe horn! I should say it was!”
burst out Xr Damon. “It's larger than your
Red Cloud. Tem.”

“But w Il it co? That’s what I want to know,”
insisted tle inventor. “Do you think it will fly,
Tom? T haven't dared to try it yet, though a
small mocel which I made floated in the air for
some time. PBut it wouldn’t move, except as the
wind blew it.”

“It would e hard to say, without a careful
examinaticni. whether this large one will fly or
not,”” answered Tom,

“Then give it a careful exainination,” sug-
gested M- Feawick. “I'll pay you well for
your time and trouble.”

58
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“Oh, if I can help a fellow inventor, and assist
in making a new model of airship fly, I'm only
too glad to do it without pay,” retorted Tom,
quickly. “I didn't come here for that. Suppose
we go in the cabin, and look at the motor.
That’s the most important point, if your airship
is to navigate.”

There was certainly plenty of machinery in the
cabin of the Whizzer. Most of it was electrical,
for on that power Mr. Fenwick intended to de-
pend to sail through space. There was a new
type of gasolene engine, small but very powerful,
and this served to operate a dynamo. In turn,
the dynamo operated an electrical motor, as Mr.
Fenwick had an idea that better, and more uni-
form, power could be obtained in this way, than
from a gasolene motor direct. One advantage
which Tom noticed at once, was that the I iiszer
had a large electric storage battery.

This was intended to operate the electric motor
in case of a break to the main machinery, and it
seemed a good idea. There were various other
apparatuses, machines, and appliances, the
nature of which Tom could not readily gather
from a mere casual view.

“Well, what's your opinion, now that you have
seen the motor?”’ asked Mr. Fenwick, anxiously.

“I’d have to see it in operation,” said Tom.
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“And you shall, right after dinner,” deciared
the inventor. “I’d like to start it now, and hear
what yo1 have to say, but I'm not so selfish as
that. I know. you rust be hungry after your trip
from Sl opton, as they say aeroplaning gives one
an appetite.”

“T don’t know whether it's that or not,” an-
swered Tom with a laugh, “but I am certainly
hungry.”

“Then we'.. postrone the trial until after din-
ner. It must be readv by this time, I think,” said
Mr. Fenwicls, as he led the way back to the house.
It was nnignificently furnished, for the irventor
was a man of wealtli, and only took up aeroplan-
ing as a "fal.”  An excellent Jinner was served,
and then ihe t'ree re-urned once miore to the shed
where the I/ /.izcer was kept.

“Shall . sta-t the motor m here?” asked Mr.
Fenwick, vhen he hed sumimoned several of ihe
machinists whem he anployed, to zid himself and
the young inventor.

“It would Le better if we could take it out-
side,” sugirested Towr, ““vet a crowd 1s sure to
gather, ar:1 I don't like to work in a mob of
people.”

“Ol, we can casily get around that,” said Mr.
Fenwick. I have tw> openings to my aeroplane
shed. We can take the [¥Lizzer cat of the rear
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door, into a field enclosed by a high fence. That
is where I made all my trials, and the crowd
couldn't get in, though some boys did find knot-
holes and use them. DBut I don't mind that. The
only thing that bothers me is that I can’t make the
IVhiszer go up, and if it won't go up, it cer-
tainly won't sail. That’s my difficulty, and I hope
you can remedy it, Tom Swift.”

“I'll do the best I can. But let’s get the air-
ship outside.”

This was soon accomplished, and in the open
lot Tom made a thorough and careful examination
of the mechanism. The motor was started, and
the propellors, for there were two, whirled around
at rapid speed.

Tom made some tests and calculations, at which
he was an expert, and applied the brake test, to
see how much horse power the motor would de-
liver.

“I think there is one trouble that we will have
to get over,” he finally said to Mr. Fenwick.

“What is that ?”

“The motor is not quite powerful enough be-
cause of the way in which you have it geared up.
I think by changing some of the cogs, and getting
rid of the off-set shaft, also by increasing the
number of revolutions, and perhaps by using a
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new style of carburetor, we can get more speed
and power.”

“Then we'll do it!” cried Mr. Fenwick, with
enthusiasn.. “] knew 1 hadn’t gct everything
just right. Do you think it will werk after that?”

“Well,” remarked Tom, hesitatingly, “I think
the arrangenient of the planes will also have to
be changed. It will take quite some work, but
perhaps, afier a bit, we can get the [V hizcer up in
the atr.”

“Can you legin work at cnce?” asked the in-
ventor, eagerly.

Tom shook his head.

“I can't stay long enough on this trip,” he said.
“I promised father I would be back by to-morrow
at the latest, but T will come over here again,
and arrange to stay unul I have dene all T can.
I need to get some of my special tools, and then,
too, you will require some other supplies, of which
I will give vcu a list. 1 hope you don’t mind me
speaking in th's wayv, Mr. Fenwick, as though
I knew more zbout it than you do,” added Tom,
‘modestly.

“Not a bit of 1t!” cried the inventor heartily.
“I want the benefit of your advice and experi-
ence, and I'll do just as you say. I hope you can
come back soon”

“I'll return the first of the week,” promised
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Tom, “and then we’ll see what can be done. Now
I'll go over the whole ship once more, and see
what I need. I also want to test the lifting
capacity of your gas bag.”

The rest of the day was a busy one for our
hero. With the aid of Mr. Damon and the
owner of the ¥ hisser, he went over every point
carefully. Then, as it was too late to attempt the
return flight ‘o Shopton, he telegraphed his
father, and he and Mr. Damon remained over
night with Mr. Fenwick.

In the morning, having written out a list of
the things that would be needed, Tom went out
to Franklin Field, and repaired his own mono-
plane. It was found that one of the electric wires
connected with the motor had broken, thus cutting
off the spark. It was soon repaired, and, in
the presence of a large crowd, Tom and Mr.
Damon started on their return flight.

“Do you think you can make the Whiszer
work, Tom?” asked Mr. Damon, as they were
flying high over Philadelphia.

“I’m a little dubious about it,” was the reply.
“But after I make some changes I may have a
different opinion. The whole affair is too big
and clumsy, that’s the trouble; though the elec-
trical part of it is very good.”

Shopton was reached without incident, in about



64 TOM SWIFT AND HIS WIRELESS MESSAGE

three hours, and there was no necessity, this time,
of vol-planing back to earth. After a short rest,
Tom began getting together a number of special
tools and appliances, which he proposed taking
‘back to Dhiladelphia with him.

The young inventor made another trip to Mr.
Fenwick’s house the first of the following week.
He went by train this time, as he had to ship his
tools, and Mr. Damon did not accompany him.
Then, with the assistance of the inventor of the
Whizzer, and several of his mechanics, Tom be-
gan making -he changes on the airship.

“Do you tkink you can make it fly 7 asked Mr.
Fenwick, anxiously, after several days of labor.

“I hope so.”” replied our hero, and there was
more confidence in his tone than there had been
before. As the work progressed, he began to
be more hopeiul. “I'll make a trial flight, any-
how, in a few days,” he added.

“Then 1 must send word to Mr. Damon,” de-
cided Mr. Ferwick. “He wants to Le on hand
to see it, and, if possible, go up; so he told me.”

“All right,” assented Tom. “I only hope it
does go up,” he concluded, in a low tone.




CHAPTER VIII
ANDY FOGER’S REVENGE

DurinG the following week, Tom was kept
busy over the airship. He made many important
changes, and one of these was to use a new kind
of gas in the balloon bag. He wanted a gas
with a greater lifting power than that of the
ordinary illuminating vapor which Mr. Fenwick
had used.

“Well,” remarked Tom, as he came from the
airship shed one afternoon, “I think we can give
it a try-out, Mr. Fenwick, in a few days more.
I shall have to go back to Shopton to get some
articles I need, and when I come back I will bring
Mr. Damon with me, and we will see what the
Whizzer can do.”

“Do you mean we will make a trial flight?”

“Yes.”

“For how long a distance?”

“Tt all depends on how she behaves,” answered
Tom, with a smile. “If possible, we’ll make a
long flight.”

65
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“Then I'll tell you what I'm going to do,”
went on the inventor, “I'm goirg to put aboard
a stock of provisions, and svme other supplies
an(l stores, in case we are two cr three days in
'the air.’

“It might not be a bad plan” agreed Tom,
“though I hardiy think we will be gone as long as
that.”

“Well, being out in the air alwavs makes me
hungry,” proceeded Mr. Fenwick. “so I'm going
to take plen*y of food along.”

The time was to come, and that very soon,
when this cecision of the inventor of the IV hizzer
stood the adventurers in good stead.

Tom returnzd to Shopton the next day, and
sent word to lave Mr, Damon join him in time
to go back to the Quaker City twn days later.

“But why don’t you start right back to Phila-
delphia to-morrow,” asked Mr, Swift of his son.

“Because,” answered Tom, and that was all
the reason he would give, thougt had any one
seen him readiig a certain note 2 few minutes
before that, which note was awaitiag him on his
arrival from the Quaker City, they would not
"have wondered at his decision.

The note was brief. It merely said:

“Won't you come, and have some apple turn-
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overs? The new cook is a treasure, and the girls
are anxious to meet you.”

It was signed : Mary Nestor.

“I think I could enjoy some apple turnovers,”
remarked Tom, with a smile. '

Having gotten ready the few special appliances
he wished to take back to Philadelphia with him,
Tom went, that evening, to call on Miss Nestor.
True to her promise, the girl had a big plate full
of apple turnovers, which she gaily offered our
hero on his arrival, and, on his laughing declina-
tion to partake of so many, she ushered him into
a room full of pretty girls, saying:

“They’ll help you eat them, Tom. Girls, here
is Mr. Swift, who doesn’t mind going up in the
air or under the ocean, or even catching run-
away horses,” by which last she referred to the
time Tom saved her life, and first made her ac-
quaintance.

As for the young inventor, he gave a gasg,'
almost as if he had plunged into a bath of icy
water, at the sight of so many pretty faces staring
at him. He said afterward that he would rathe
have vol-planed back to earth from a seven-mile
height, than again face such a battery of sparkling
eyes.

But our hero soon recovered himself, and en-
tered into the merriment of the evening, and,



68 TOM SWIFT AND IIS WIRELESS MESSAGE

before he knew it he was telling Miss Nestor
and her zttractive guests something of his ex-
ploits.

“But I'm talking altogether foo much about
myself,” he said, finally. “How is the new cook
Miss Nestor; and have you heard from your
father and mother since they sailed on the Reso-
lute for the West Irdies?”

“As to the new cook, she is a jewel of the first
water,” answered Miss Nestor. “We ali like
her, and she 1s anxious for ancther ride in a
taxicab, as she calls your auto.”

“She shall have it,” declared Tom, “for those
are the best apple turnovers I ever ate.”

“I'll tell her so,” declared Mary. “She’ll ap-
preciate it—coming from an inventor of your
ability.”

“Have you heard from your parents?’ asked
Tom, anxious to change the subject.

“Oh, yes. I had a wire to-day. They stopped
at St. Augustine to let me know they were hav-
ing a glorious time aboard the yacht. Mr. Hos-
brook, the owner, is an ideal host, mamma said.
They are proceeding directly to the West Indies,
now. I do hope they will arrive safely. They
say there are bad storms down there at this time
of year.”

“Perhaps, ii they are shipwrecked, Mr. Swift
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will go to their rescue in one of his airships, or
a submarine,” suggested Mabel Jackson, one of
the several pretty girls.

“Oh, I hope he doesn’t have to!” exclaimed
Mary. “Don’t speak of shipwrecks! It makes
me shudder,” and she seemed unduly alarmed.

“Of course they won’t have any trouble,” as-
serted Tom, confidently, more to reassure Mis