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TED SWUNG THE MAN OFF THE WRECKAGE.
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First Stop Honolulu, or Ted Scott over the Pacific


CHAPTER I



Cleaving the Clouds


“Can he do it, do you think?” asked Ed
Allenby of Bill Twombley, as the two, clothed in
aviators’ costume, stood amid a crowd of people
gathered on the flying field, at Denver.


“Can he do it?” repeated Bill, in accents
tinged with scorn at the question. “Why, that
bird can do anything that he sets out to do!
He doesn’t know what it means to fail. He
carries my money in anything he starts.”


“Oh, I know Ted!” replied Ed. “You can’t
tell me anything about his ability as a flier!
But no matter how able a man is, luck enters
in sometimes. The pitcher that goes to the well
too often gets broken at last.”


“Forty-two thousand feet is an awful lot
to beat,” put in Roy Benedict dubiously.


“I don’t care if it’s fifty thousand,” declared
Bill loyally. “You just show Ted Scott anything
and tell him that’s what he’s got to beat,
and he’ll beat it.”


“Of course, there’s always a chance of something
going wrong with the plane,” put in Tom
Ralston, another aviator who had joined the
group.


“Of course,” admitted Bill grudgingly.
“But that single-seater he’s going up in has
four-hundred horsepower and it’s got an air-cooled
engine that’s a dandy. I guess it’ll pull
him through, all right.”


It was a beautiful afternoon, and the announcement
that Ted Scott, the young fellow
who had won the plaudits of the world by his
immortal flight across the Atlantic from New
York to Paris, was going to try to beat the
world’s altitude record had brought out an
enormous multitude of people. The field was
black with spectators, and automobiles were
parked by the hundreds on the rim of the
grounds.


It was not merely the magic of Ted’s name
that had drawn them there, though that alone
always attracted a multitude. Patriotism entered
into the affair. For the coveted record
for altitude had now been held for a long time
by a foreign aviator, and America was anxious
to add it to the long list of trophies already won
by her sons.


It was chiefly for this reason that Ted had
decided to make the attempt. There was no
money prize connected with it, and he did not
need any addition to the reputation that had
already endeared him to his people. But it
irked him to feel that there was any feat in the
air that a foreigner could accomplish and an
American could not.


It appealed, too, to his sporting blood. To
hold up a record before him was like shaking a
red rag at a bull. He had the impulse to charge
it instantly.


Ted’s blood was tingling now as, standing in
a little space railed off with ropes to keep the
crowd from pressing too close, he made his last
preparations for the altitude flight.


“Oh, you Ted!” sang out Bill Twombley as,
with the other aviators of his group, he pressed
against the ropes.


Ted looked up with the quick, inimitable smile
that won all hearts and that had been pictured
so many times that all America was familiar
with it.


He was tall and lithe, powerfully though
slenderly built, with a determined chin, aquiline
nose, frank merry eyes and wavy hair.


“Hello, fellows!” he sang back. “Wouldn’t
you like to go along?”


“Rather watch it from the ground,” grinned
Bill. “I don’t feel good enough to get so close
to heaven.”


“How are you feeling, old scout?” asked
Roy.


“Fine and dandy,” replied Ted. “Straining
at the barrier and r’arin’ to go.”


“Here’s hoping you don’t come down faster
than you go up,” put in Ed Allenby.


“I may, at that,” acknowledged Ted laughingly.


“We’re all rooting for you, old boy,” encouraged
Tom Ralston.


“Don’t want any ice cream before you
start?” asked Bill quizzically, as his eyes took
in the heavy clothing Ted was wearing.


“Anything else but,” replied Ted. “I’ll have
all the cold I want five minutes from now.
With these things I’m wearing, it will be all I
can do to squeeze into the cockpit.”


“You’ll need them all,” declared Roy.
“You’ll find it ninety degrees below zero up
there.”


It looked, however, as though Ted was effectively
guarded. He was encased in the heaviest
of clothing, with a back pack parachute, several
layers of moccasins on his feet and his hands
thickly gloved.


“For all the world like a dummy used for
tackling by football squads,” was his own comment.
“Well, so long, fellows. Here comes the
big mogul to give the signal.”


A soldierly looking man, Major Bradley,
Ted’s former instructor at the flying school,
who happened to be in Denver and had been
impressed into service as the master of ceremonies,
came up to Ted as he stood by his
plane.


“All ready, Ted?” he asked with a smile, as
he shook hands.


“To the last notch,” answered Ted, as he
stepped into the plane and buckled his strap
about him.


“Luck go with you, my boy,” said the major,
as he waved his hands to warn the excited
crowd back from the ropes that bordered the
runway.


A mechanic started the motor roaring and
another knocked away the blocks in front of the
plane.


The plane started down the runway, gathering
speed with every second, and when it had
gone five hundred feet Ted lifted it into the air,
while the crowd burst into a thunder of acclamations.


The echoes of that roar came to Ted faintly,
and a moment later died away altogether as he
soared heavenward.


His heart exulted as he found himself in what
had grown to be his most familiar element. He
felt like an eagle released from its cage. All
artificial barriers had dropped away. He was
alone in illimitable space, and his spirit expanded
in sympathy.


He looked below him. Already the plain beneath
had melted into a blur with thousands of
tiny dots that he knew to be people. Two
minutes later even these dots had passed out of
his vision.


In the distance, great mountain peaks seemed
to challenge him to go higher, if he could, than
they. He accepted the challenge and soon they,
too, had faded from view.


Up he went in great sweeping spirals, ever
mounting higher and higher until he had
reached a height of more than twenty thousand
feet.


His engine was working beautifully. It was
equipped with a super-charger that, through
compression, brought about an approximation
of a sea level condition, with the important exception
that the process occasioned heating.


He looked at the clock on the board in front
of him. He had been in the air about eighteen
minutes. His altimeter told him that he was at
a height of twenty-three thousand feet.


Nineteen thousand feet still to go if he were
to equal the record! Twenty thousand if he
were to beat it!


At the height he had reached he could not
have breathed the rarefied air without artificial
aid. But he had a special oxygen apparatus
that gave him a strong flow of the life-giving
gas through a tube that he held in his mouth.
As long as that flow continued, he might suffer
some discomfort, but he would feel no real distress.


Now, with a favorable wind aiding him, he
was up to a height of about thirty thousand
feet.


Twelve thousand odd yet to go! After that
as many more as he could make!


Ted Scott was not content merely to beat the
existing record by a scanty margin. He wanted
to make his victory overwhelming, to set up a
mark that could not be beaten for years, if
ever.


It was bitterly cold. Even through his heavy
clothing it cut like a knife. Already it was
sixty degrees below zero and growing colder
with every thousand feet he ascended.


But Ted paid no attention to the cold, for his
eyes were glued on the altimeter.


Thirty-two thousand! Thirty-three! Thirty-four!
Thirty-five!


The cold now was more insistent. Frost
covered the wings of the plane and made it less
buoyant. Frost covered his goggles and obscured
his sight. Frost was everywhere. His
head looked as though it were encased in
crystal. And his brain was growing dizzy.


But his heart was hot within him, for now he
had covered thirty-eight thousand feet in
height. Four thousand odd more to go!


He was mounting more slowly now, owing
either to the increasing rarefaction of the air
or the decreased buoyancy of the plane or both.
He had to jockey his plane as though it were a
tiring horse, faltering as it entered the stretch.


Still he mounted. Forty-one thousand! Then
five hundred more.


His heart gave a great leap as he reached the
forty-second thousand.


But there were still six hundred and fifty-one
feet to go to reach the precise figures of the
old record.


Ted was conscious now that all was not right
with his machine. The engine was not working
properly. The plane was laboring in a way
that could not be explained solely by the enormous
height at which it was flying.


There was a curious vibration of the engine
that he did not like. And he was eight miles
above the ground!


But he drove away thoughts of danger. The
altimeter was the magnet that held his eyes.


It touched at last the forty-three thousand
mark!


Ted Scott’s heart thrilled with exultation.
He had broken the record! He was higher in
the sky than any human being had been since
the morning of creation!


It was a thrilling thought, and he reveled in
it. He looked up at the sun. No one had ever
seen the sun so nearly with unaided vision. He
felt a queer sense of kinship with that luminary.
He was, as it were, emancipated from the trammels
of the flesh.


All the time these emotions were coursing
through him he kept the nose of the plane
turned upward. He wanted to go up and up
and never stop. The sky was the limit. Earth
had slipped away from him. It seemed to be
something dim and alien.


From this semi-delirium he roused himself
with an effort and looked at the altimeter. He
was startled. It registered forty-seven thousand
feet!


Now, that vibration he had formerly noticed
grew into a series of snorts. Something was
wrong. With a touch of the joy stick, Ted
turned the nose of the plane earthward.


“Nearly nine miles to go,” he murmured
to himself.


There was a terrific roar as the engine of the
plane exploded!



CHAPTER II



Plunging Earthward


Two cylinder heads had been blown off by
the explosion of the engine and went hurtling
through the plane. One of them knocked the
oxygen tube from Ted Scott’s mouth.


That tube meant life, and the moment it was
torn from his lips Ted began to suffocate, as
he could not breathe the rarefied air.


The shock also had thrown him over on his
back and he lay there for a moment stunned.
The plane was wallowing like a dismasted ship
in the trough of the sea.


Choked and desperate, almost unconscious,
Ted groped for the oxygen tube. His eyes were
dimming, his head reeling, his lungs seemed
ready to burst.


For a few seconds nothing rewarded his
search, and his senses were rapidly going when
his fingers touched the tube. It was above him
instead of below him as before, a fact that
indicated that the plane had been turned upside
down by the explosion.


Ted grasped the tube frantically and inserted
it between his lips just in time to keep from
passing away. A few draughts of the oxygen
restored his strength, and he struggled into
position and brought the plane on an even keel.


But it was falling now like a plummet. It
had already dropped nearly ten thousand feet
while Ted had been struggling for consciousness
and breath.


Now five more cylinder heads had joined the
first two, tearing through the plane, whizzing
by Ted’s head like so many bullets. They
crashed through the fuselage and wings, leaving
gaping holes in their wake.


As if this were not enough, the engine had
caught fire! And Ted was still thirty-five thousand
feet above the earth, toward which he was
falling like a meteor!


Amid the flames and the hurtling missiles
Ted Scott kept his head. The first thing to do
was to extinguish the fire. This he did by
carrying the plane into a side slip.


But no sooner was one blaze extinguished
than another broke out, and four times in the
next fifteen thousand feet was Ted compelled
to use all his skill to put out the fires.


At twenty thousand feet he had at last mastered
the blaze. Then he turned his gaze earthward.


Should he jump? It was the safer way.


But if he did that he would lose the plane,
and the instruments on which he relied to establish
the fact that he had broken the record
would be smashed.


Yet, if he stayed, he seemed doomed to almost
certain death, for the crippled plane was like a
runaway horse, bent on killing its rider. Its
wings were riddled, its balance lost, and Ted
could manage it only in part and that with the
utmost difficulty.


It was falling now with frightful rapidity.
Should he jump or stay?


While Ted Scott is balancing in his quick
mind the chances of life and death, it may be
well, for the benefit of those who have not read
the preceding volumes of this series, to tell who
Ted Scott was and what had been his adventures
up to the time this story opens.


Where he had been born, who his parents
were, whether they were now alive or dead,
Ted did not know. His earliest recollections
were of being in the home of James and Miranda
Wilson, residents of Bromville, a town
in the Middle West. They had cared for him
kindly and sent him to school, but when he was
ten years old they had died within a few months
of each other.


The little waif was adopted, however, by
Eben and Charity Browning, who had no children
of their own. They were goodness itself
to him, and he in turn was devoted to them.


Eben Browning had been for many years
the proprietor of the Bromville House in the
town from which it took its name. He was big-hearted
and friendly, and in the early days of
the town had a large patronage. Many of his
guests were fishermen drawn to the town by
the excellent fishing to be found in the Rappock
River.


But Eben fell on evil times when the town received
a large accession of prosperity from the
establishment there of the Devally-Hipson
Aero Corporation, makers of airplanes. The
mammoth plant brought an army of workmen
and others to the town. Several new hotels
sprang up to meet the demand, and their spruce
and up-to-date appearance and equipment put
the Bromville House, now old and shabby, at a
disadvantage.


This was bad enough, but a greater blow fell
when the great Hotel Excelsior was erected,
throwing all others immeasurably in the shade.
It was palatial in its appointments and equipment
with wide verandas, beautiful grounds, a
band pavilion and a superb golf links annexed
that offered inducements for tournaments and
drew expert players from all parts of the country.


Even this crowning blow might have been
borne with more or less philosophy by Eben
if he had not had a bitter grievance against the
proprietor of the Hotel Excelsior, Brewster
Gale.


Eben had owned all the land on which the
Hotel Excelsior and golf links were located.
Gale had bought it from him at a reasonable
price, but, except for the few hundreds paid
down to bind the bargain, Eben had never received
a dollar of the purchase price. Nevertheless,
Gale’s lawyers, as unscrupulous as
himself, by a bewildering series of financial
juggles—freeze-outs, reorganization, holding
companies, and the like—had managed to give
to Gale an apparently clear title to the
property. Eben Browning had no money to
prosecute his fight in the courts, and he and
Charity had settled down in dumb misery to
the acceptance of their fate.


Ted Scott, as he grew older, had done all he
could to help the old folks, painting, repairing
and keeping the hotel grounds in shape, and
when the Aero Plant was established in the
town, he found work there. He was quick and
intelligent and was rapidly advanced in position
and pay. Most of his wages he handed
over to his foster parents every week, and that
helped somewhat to keep the wolf from the
door.


Ted had become wonderfully proficient in the
making of airplanes, the more so because he
was intensely interested in flying and hoped at
some time to become an aviator. But for this
he needed to go to flying school, and as this
would cost a good many hundred dollars he
could not see his way clear to achieve his ambition.


An opportunity came when Walter Hapworth,
a wealthy young man and a golf expert, staying
at the Hotel Excelsior, visited the airplane
works. Ted was assigned to show him around,
and the information the lad possessed impressed
the visitor. He learned of Ted’s ambition
and in conjunction with a Mr. Paul Monet,
whose life Ted had saved, offered to advance
enough money to enable Ted to go to a flying
school.


Ted accepted the money as a loan, and did
his work so well at the school that he became
its cleverest and most daring pupil. By exhibitions
he earned enough to repay his loan, and
then found a position in the Air Mail Service.


Both Mr. Hapworth and Mr. Monet had invested
considerable money in the Excelsior golf
links, which was under the control of Brewster
Gale. They became suspicious of Gale’s
honesty because of some queer transactions,
and their suspicions were redoubled when Ted
told them of the way Gale had swindled Eben.


In the Air Mail Service Ted’s ability and
daring speedily put him at the head of the list
of pilots. At that time the country was agog
with the contest for a twenty-five thousand
dollar prize, offered to the airman who should
first make a flight across the Atlantic from New
York to Paris. Ted was eager to compete, but
had not the necessary money for plane and expenses.
Mr. Hapworth, however, offered to
finance the trip, and Ted secured leave of absence
and went to the Pacific Coast to superintend
the building of the Hapworth—named
after his benefactor.


How Ted, to the amusement at first of the
country, ventured into competition with pilots
of world-wide fame—how he stirred that same
country into flame by his record-breaking flight
in two jumps from coast to coast—how in the
dim light of a misty morning he mounted into
the skies—how he crossed the Atlantic surges
amid uncounted perils—how he swooped down
like a lone eagle on Paris are told in the first
volume of this series, entitled: “Over the Ocean
to Paris; Or, Ted Scott’s Daring Long-Distance
Flight.”


Numberless offers flowed in on Ted by which
he could have made a fortune in the movies,
lectures, exhibitions, and various ways. But
he did not care to capitalize his fame and devoted
himself simply to writing a book of his
adventure.


In the meantime, Mr. Hapworth and Mr.
Monet had secured enough evidence to bring
Brewster Gale to book in the matter of the golf
course and to force restitution on that score.
But he still refused to do justice to Eben
Browning.


The great Mississippi floods had brought disaster
to the South, and Ted volunteered in the
aviation section of the Red Cross to do what he
could for the stricken people. In the course of
his work he had many thrilling adventures
with snakes, alligators and tottering levees.


Later Ted attached himself to the Air Mail
Service in a particularly dangerous section of
the Rockies. On one occasion he risked his life
in a blizzard to carry a surgeon for an operation
on an injured young fellow of Ted’s own
age, a youth named Frank Bruin.


How Ted incurred the enmity of another airman
who twice made attempts on his life—how
he saved a community from a forest fire—how,
because of an airplane disaster, he was lost in
the wilds—these and many other stirring incidents
are related in the preceding volume of
this series, entitled: “With the Air Mail over
the Rockies; Or, Ted Scott Lost in the Wilderness.”


Now to return to Ted as, with his plane
plunging madly earthward, he tried to decide
whether he should jump or stay with the plane.


In its downward sweep the plane was soon
within fifteen thousand feet of the earth. Ted
made his decision. He would stay! He and his
plane would perish or triumph together!
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