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Over the Polar Ice

CHAPTER I

THE GREAT PLAN
“Andy Lane! Have you lost your mind?”

“No, sir. I was never so serious in my life! I would like to start for the
South Pole in December or January!”

Ronald Avery, president of the Apex Airplane and Motor Company,
stared in utter amazement at the famous young flier standing before him.
Andy Lane, his blue eyes twinkling in amusement at the protests of the older
man, held his ground and presented his arguments in support of this
astounding new scheme.

“Listen, Mr. Avery. When we flew the ‘Apex’ for fifteen days without a
single stop, we travelled something like 36,000 miles in the air.” The
business man calculated hastily and nodded his head in agreement.

“Well,” continued Andy, “the distance to the South Pole, according to
the route I want to take, is almost exactly 13,000 miles. The round trip is far
less than we have already flown in one hop. Both your engines and your
planes have been so much improved in the last six months that we should be
able to make a much longer distance without any trouble at all.”

“No, Andy,” declared the other decidedly, “I would do a lot for you, but
not that! You are the most talked of boy of eighteen in the world today. The
public worships you just as much now as it did when you smashed the
world’s endurance record to smithereens. If anything should happen to you,
it would be a fearful blow to aviation.”

“Nothing will happen to me,” Andy persisted, “if all our preparations are
carefully made. Of course,” he added with a smile, “it will cost one heap of
money!”

“I don’t care how much it would cost,” replied the airplane
manufacturer. “The other flight you made brought us enough orders to make
us a very wealthy company. Then, of course, Mr. Seymore, president of the
Superior Oil Company, would want to furnish the fuel as he did before. Your



flight helped the sale of his gasoline and oils all over the world. We could
count on his money and co-operation every minute of the way.”

Andy laughed. “Why, Mr. Avery, I think you are really selling yourself
the idea!”

“Bosh!” protested the other. “I’m just telling you that it isn’t the idea of
spending a lot of money that is making me hesitate. I don’t want to lose you,
boy, that’s all!”

“Suppose we work it this way,” suggested Andy, feeling that he had at
least planted the idea where it would grow very quickly. “I’ll go home and
work out my plan to the last detail. A week from today I’ll come back and
we’ll have another talk. If Mr. Seymore could find time to be here, it might
help a lot.”

“Right!” answered his older friend instantly. “I know Seymore will be
glad to be here.”

Andy left the handsome offices of the Apex Company and walked out on
the smooth green turf of the flying field. Standing at the border of the
factory lawn, was a tiny, single-seated monoplane. Its wings gleamed with
silver paint, its cockpit was upholstered in crimson leather. At the sound of
his footsteps, a beautiful collie puppy poked his nose over the side of the
fuselage and whined joyfully when he felt the hand of his master rumpling
his silky ears.

“Whoops, Scotty, you air hound! We’re going to the South Pole! Mr.
Avery doesn’t know it yet, but I do!” The pup didn’t know what it was all
about, but as long as his master was happy, he was too. He thumped his tail
and wiggled all over with pleasure as Andy climbed into his seat.

Strapping himself in, and making sure that Scotty’s safety belt was also
tightly buckled, Andy pulled the starter switch. With a full-throated roar, the
mighty Apex motor responded and the plane trundled forward. It moved
faster with every second and when it had gained proper flying speed, Andy
pulled the stick back. The silvery nose rose almost straight up to the sky, and
with a breathtaking zoom, the most famous young flier in the world was on
his way back to his classes at Newton College.

He was so excited and happy that he looped, Immelmanned, and spun
just to relieve his excess spirits. His tiny ship seemed to dance a jig in the
air. Six months of being worshipped as a hero had not turned the pilot’s head
a single bit. Six months of a popularity such as few boys in the world have
ever known, during which time he could not go on the street without hearing



someone say, “There goes Andy Lane!” Then a procession would start
behind him and before he had gone a half mile, a hundred people would be
tagging after him. Usually he would hide in a building, or get into a taxicab
and drive away to lose the crowd.

Somehow, he had managed to remain the same modest boy that he had
been the morning when he had sat with Joe Lamson, the chief pilot, and Sam
Allen, the mechanic, in the cockpit of the “Apex,” and had taken off on a
flight that was to last fifteen days and nights before coming down to the
ground again. Fuel and water had been passed down to them from a tank
plane, the “Superior,” and after a series of the most exciting and hair-raising
adventures that had ever befallen any aviators, they had broken all existing
world’s records for non-stop flights.

“Scotty, old timer,” shouted Andy, above the thundering roar of his
motor, “you’re the greatest little flying dog in the world, I'll say! You
enjoyed every minute of that long hop, didn’t you? Well, you’ll be a cold
pup this next big flight, unless you grow a whole lot of brand new fur!”
Scotty, his eyes watering a little from the blast of air blowing back from the
whirling propeller, drew his head into the cockpit and seemed to grin at
Andy as though he understood everything that had been said.

The lovely campus of Newton College was now in full sight from their
altitude of two thousand feet. Andy never “showed off” before his admiring
college mates, so he flew in a perfectly straight line until he was directly
over the athletic field. Then he cut his engine, put the little scout plane into a
tight spiral and whirled down to a perfect landing just in back of the goal
posts. Then he taxied over to the side of the field and left his ship behind the
grandstand.

One who had never heard of Andy could have told instantly that he was
the most popular man in college. As the young flier walked down the maple-
lined paths toward his class room, almost every fellow he passed called out
“Hello, Andy!” and gave him a cordial wave of the hand.

Andy thought how different it all had been, only six months ago! Then
he had been a poor, friendless student, who could not take part in the regular
college activities because he had to work at the village garage three
afternoons a week to help pay his expenses through college. The other
afternoons he had spent in his father’s laboratory, helping his dad perfect the
Lane carburetor, which had accomplished such wonderful things for the
Apex engines and made possible the marvellous non-stop flight.



Six months ago the other students of the school hardly knew his name.
He had not been asked to join a fraternity. They had simply overlooked him
in everything. Then, when he had returned from his flight, famous
throughout the whole world, they had all rushed to greet him.

Nothing had been too good for him then. Well, it had been a good thing
he had waited. He had not pledged himself to any club, and had asked the
fellows to forget he was a flier and to treat him as they did anyone else. This
they had done as far as was possible. But Andy Lane was a great honor to
their college, and they could not help showing they appreciated him.

He labored through his classes all that long day, never mentioning to a
soul that he had made plans for the greatest and most hazardous flight of all.
A flight that would take him to the coldest, most unfriendly, most dangerous
place in the whole world!



CHAPTER II

ANDY SELLS HIS IDEA

There was a little celebration in the kitchen of the Lane home that
evening. This was the usual thing when something important had been
decided upon, or had been accomplished.

Although the Lanes had now, since the wonderful success of the
carburetor which Andy’s father had invented, moved to a finer house, their
celebrations still took place in the white kitchen. Mrs. Lane would send the
servants out for the evening and would herself prepare the coffee and hot
chocolate while the others talked and ate great slabs of fudge cake.

Of course, Sonny Collins had to be there, or the party would not have
been a success at all. Good little Sonny! Though he was the son of the man
who owned the Collins Aeronautical Corporation, and was therefore a
business rival of the Apex Company, Sonny was Andy’s best friend. He was
only thirteen, but he was a radio fan of the most ardent variety. It had been
he, seated at his short wave transmitter, who had warned the crew of the
“Apex” of the dangers which had beset them at every hand of their historic
flight.

So tonight Sonny was there as usual, and entered into the conversation
as though he had been of the same age as Andy.

Mr. Lane, the inventor, regarded his son with proud eyes as he sipped the
hot coffee his wife had handed him.

“Well, Son,” he said with a quiet smile, “you can’t quite blame me if [
admit hoping that Mr. Avery won’t consent to your trip to the South Pole.
The idea of flying around this country until your motors all wear out is one
thing, but to go thousands of miles into the Antarctic is another thing
entirely. If you have to come down there, you won’t have a chance!

“Naturally, though,” he continued seriously, “I’m very proud of you, and
I wouldn’t ask you not to go, nor try to dissuade you from your scheme.
You’ve already shown that your ideas are pretty sound, but this one seems
very risky to me.”

“If you were two years younger, I’d take you over my knee with a
shingle,” grumbled his mother. “I suppose you’ll catch your death of cold, or
something!” The others all roared. Mrs. Lane always pretended to see the



worst side of everything. But her bark was much worse than her bite, for she
was so proud of her famous son that she could hardly contain herself. Still,
she had to sputter now and then.

“No, Mother,” grinned Andy, helping himself to another huge slice of
cake, “I’ll let you pack my bags and you can put in all the earmuffs, and hot
water bottles, and anything else you like into them.”

“Andy,” said Sonny, trying to hold Scotty and his cake in his lap at the
same time, “I think I can help you a lot with my radio. You know Dad has
let me buy a whole new set, both sending and receiving. There are amateur
radio fans all over the World, you know, who send to each other every night.
Why, there’s a fellow in Australia whom I talk to three or four times a week!
I have friends thousands of miles away that I’ve never seen.

“Well,” he went on, “I can get all these fellows ready so they can relay
messages to and from your South Pole ship all the time you are in the air. It
ought not to take more than fifteen minutes for a message from your plane at
the Pole to be relayed through the sets of three or four amateurs and be
received by the Apex Company in Mineola.”

“Great!” exclaimed Andy enthusiastically. “I had thought that when I got
pretty far along on my trip, I’d lose touch with the world entirely. I’1l put
that into the completed plans that I’'m going to give to Mr. Avery and Mr.
Seymore.”

“There’s just one more thing to be taken care of,” said Sonny, his eyes
blinking with excitement behind his big glasses. “You must take me along as
radio operator!”

“Why, Sonny,” said Andy in astonishment, “your father would never let
you go! You’ll have to wait a few more years, I’'m afraid.”

“Gee, just tell me that you’ll be willing to take me with you,” urged the
younger boy desperately, “and then I’ll try to make him let me go along. You
know I could help you, Andy, and I’ll be fourteen in a couple of months!”

“Sure you could help,” Andy said positively. “We’d have crashed a
dozen times on our other flight if your hand hadn’t been busy at the sending
key a thousand miles away. I can’t tell, of course, whether Mr. Avery will let
me make this flight. If he does, I’ll figure out how you can help me the
most. That’s really what you want to do, isn’t it, old timer?”

“Yes, sure it is, but I hope helping you will mean being at the key of
your ship.”



“Well, I declare,” muttered Mrs. Lane, “if that isn’t the craziest thing
yet! Andy’s only a babe himself. We should not let him go at all! And now
Sonny going, too! The very idea! Babes in the woods, both of you!” She
sipped her coffee, looking at both boys with fond, proud eyes.

Mr. Lane smiled across the table at her. “I don’t quite realize it yet,
Mother,” he said gently. “But our Andy seems to have made a name for
himself already. It proves he can take pretty good care of himself wherever
he is!”

The following week was a very anxious one for Andy. Every day he
went to his classes at college. Every afternoon and evening, he went into his
room and studied maps, atlases, geographies, and histories of other Arctic
and Antarctic explorations. The books recounting the adventures of Peary,
Amundsen, Scott, Shackleton, Byrd, and other noted explorers became dog-
eared and thumbed as Andy studied their pages, filling notebook after
notebook with facts and figures which were important to know in the flight
he wanted to make.

Every evening Sonny came over to show him hundreds of messages
from radio fans all over the world. The youngster had apparently told all his
particular comrades of the air what was being planned, for scores of them,
from such countries as Brazil, Australia, New Zealand, Chile, and others far
to the south, had promised to help in every possible way.

Right after he had finished his dinner, these early fall evenings, Andy
would take Scotty and drive over to the field where he kept his own plane,
the wonderful little scout plane given to him by Mr. Avery after the
completion of his successful non-stop flight. Boy and dog would jump into
the cockpit and for an hour they would frolic around in the clouds, twisting
and turning, blowing the earth dust from their heads. Then, refreshed and
sleepy, Andy would return to his den with his books and maps, while Scotty
dozed on his own pillow at his master’s feet.

At last the day for Mr. Avery to make his decision arrived. When Andy
reached the factory, he found both the manufacturer and Mr. Seymore
waiting for him. As soon as they had seated themselves Andy started to
present his plan, but the president of the Apex Company cut him short.

“Andy, Mr. Seymore and I have been discussing this thing that you want
to do. And we have made up our minds. We feel sure, after your last most
successful flight, that you will succeed if anyone can, so we are going to



back you to the last penny! Now, why do you want to leave in the middle of
winter?”

Andy had to gulp down his emotion before he could answer. Finally he
said rather huskily:

“Because the Antarctic summer comes during our winter. I’ll leave here
in cold weather and arrive there when it’s warm as it ever gets.” Andy
repressed a desire to rush to the telephone and announce the wonderful news
to his parents and to Sonny.

“Do you plan to make it a non-stop flight?”” asked the president of the oil
company.

“It would certainly be a lot easier if we could,” answered the excited
young pilot. “We’ll need a big, heavy airplane to stand the storms which are
almost continuous down there. If we start from as close as we can get to the
South Pole to make the dash of seven or eight hundred miles, we’ll need a
huge runway to take off in, a tremendous ground staff, with machine shops,
hangars, barracks for the men, radio and a thousand other things. Then we
might have to wait for several weeks for good weather for our take-off.

“We proved in our last flight,” he went on earnestly, “that it is a whole
lot easier to keep a ship in the air than to take her off the ground when she is
heavily loaded. If you could furnish enough refuelling planes, Mr. Seymore,
so that we could have fuel and supplies passed down to us in the air at four
or five places on the route, I’'m almost sure the flight will be a success.

“It 1s about thirteen thousand miles from here to the South Pole along the
route I plan to take. That makes a round trip, non-stop, of twenty-six
thousand miles. In our last flight, as nearly as I can estimate it, we made
36,000 miles. That was nearly ten thousand miles longer, so our South Pole
flight should really not be so difficult.”

“But in your last flight you could have landed almost anywhere your
engines happened to break down,” interrupted Mr. Seymore. “On this trip, if
anything should happen to your ship on the last thousand miles of your
southward journey, where would you be?”

“Well, Amundsen and his expedition made a forced landing when they
were flying in two big boats near the North Pole, and they managed to get
back safely,” responded Andy.

“Yes, and they had a fine time getting out of the ice, some six hundred
miles from civilization, too! They didn’t have enough to eat to keep a
sparrow alive.” Mr. Avery’s face was grim.



Mr. Seymore broke into the discussion.

“Andy, your last flight accomplished as much for my oil company as it
did for the Apex Company. The refuelling ship ‘Superior’ received almost as
much credit as you did. Since your hop, we have opened up new branches in
almost every civilized country in the world. In many of these countries our
stations already have airplanes to advertise our high-test gasoline for
aviation uses.

“All of these airplanes,” he went on, “may be equipped as fuelling ships
at very short notice. Moreover, wherever you plan to refuel in the air, I’ll
arrange to have a tank plane there. That is,” he added with a smile,
“anywhere north of the South Pole itself!”

“Well,” the president of the Apex Company said, smiling, “that seems
settled. Now, what kind of a ship do you need, Andy? And whom do you
want for a crew?”

Then the exciting talk of details commenced.



CHAPTER III

BREWSTER ENTERS THE RACE

Sonny Collins was waiting Andy’s return in a state of great excitement.
As the pilot’s familiar red and silver roadster skidded up to the door of his
home, the smaller boy dashed down to meet him.

“Andy, [ have some news for you!” he exclaimed breathlessly.

“Yes? Well, I’ve some for you, too!” Andy slapped him smartly on his
back. “Listen to this: the flight is on! We start in December or January, just
as I had hoped.”

“Am I to go?” demanded Sonny.

“Part of the way, if you can arrange it,” replied the other. “But tell me
your news now.”

“Do you remember old Brewster?”

“Would I ever forget him? You don’t forget a man who hires other men
to kill you if that proves necessary to spoil your flight!”

“Well, you know Dad discharged him from the Collins Company when
he found out that Brewster was behind all the dirty work.”

',’

“Yes, I was sure glad of it

“Dad came home early this afternoon,” explained Sonny, “and told me
that Brewster had started a new company to build airplanes. In order to
make a big hit with the public he was going to try to fly over the South Pole
with one of his new ships.”

“Good night! Why did he have to pick the very spot that I’'m headed
for?”

“That’s about the only place that hasn’t been flown over or across yet.
That’s why, I guess.”

“Wow!” exclaimed Andy. “If he was mad at me when I broke the other
record, won’t he be wild when I beat him to the Pole?”

“I’ll tell the world!” Sonny agreed. “You’d better look out for him. He’ll
be far more dangerous when he is fighting for his own company than when
he thought he was doing it for Dad.”



“Well, Mr. Avery is announcing our plans to the newspapers tonight. It
will be in all the morning papers. Then I guess I’ll have to look out for
fireworks, for Brewster is a dirty fighter and won’t hesitate at anything that
will spoil my plans.”

Mr. and Mrs. Lane received the announcement that the flight was really
going to take place with mixed feelings. Both were very proud that their
famous son was to take part in such a tremendous trip and realised that if he
were successful, he would be even more of a public hero than he was
already.

There was a big bookcase in the living room jammed full of medals,
cups, and other gifts that had poured in from Andy’s many admirers after he
had rescued the shipwrecked aviators from the transatlantic airplane
“Venture.”

Mr. and Mrs. Lane both knew that if the young pilot returned safely from
the South Pole, it would be such an astounding feat that it would make his
other flight seem like child’s play in comparison. Yet they realised with fear
in their hearts that the North and South Poles were unfriendly places which
took heavy toll of the daring explorers who challenged their icy
surroundings. They feared greatly for this brave son of theirs.

However, they said nothing to discourage him. Mr. Lane patted him on
the shoulder, and Mrs. Lane kissed him, all the time wiping her eyes and
muttering about taking along plenty of cough medicines. In the great
excitement of the moment, they forgot all about Herbert Brewster, the ex-
chief engineer of the Collins Aeronautical Corporation, who had suddenly
loomed up as a dangerous rival.

As they talked about the whole-hearted co-operation that Mr. Avery and
Mr. Seymore had both promised Andy, Sonny could contain himself no
longer.

“Andy,” he begged, “please tell me now what you are going to let me do
on this flight.”

“If your father will let you, you will leave about six weeks ahead of our
plane and go with a ground crew to the Bay of Whales,” explained Andy.

“The Bay of Whales! Where in the world is that?”” demanded Mrs. Lane.

“It is about eight hundred miles north of the Pole,” said Andy, “and three
thousand miles from Cape Horn. In fact, it’s a whole lot nearer the southern
tips of New Zealand and Australia than to South America. It’s nothing but a



harbor in the ice cap which is supposed to cover the whole southern part of
the world.”

“Gee,” gasped Sonny, his brown eyes wide with amazement, “is there a
town there?”

“A town, bonehead?” roared Andy. “Your party will be a couple of
thousand miles away from the nearest human being! You’ll just be camped
on the ice, in the middle of ice, and you won’t see a thing but ice anywhere!
If you have a little cold snap, you may see a temperature of sixty below
zero. If it gets really chilly, it might go to eighty below zero! Do you still
want to go?”

“Land’s sakes!” interrupted Mrs. Lane, “that’s no fit place for a grown
person to go, to say nothing of a pair of children!”

“You bet I want to go,” shouted the breathless Sonny. “What do I do
after I get there?”

“On the same ship with you and the ground crew will be a refuelling
airplane like the ‘Superior,” equipped with skis. There will be plenty of fuel,
food, spare parts for the tank plane and the South Pole plane, dog teams and
sledges to come after us in case we should have to make a forced landing,
and a fully equipped short-wave radio station.

“There’s where you will fit in. I told Mr. Avery that I’d rather have you
down there than anybody I knew. The fact that you know amateurs
everywhere was the clinching argument for him. Mr. Avery is going to send
another operator and two or three electricians to work with you, but you’ll
do most of the work yourself while we’re actually in the air.”

“That’s wonderful,” admitted Sonny, trying to conceal his
disappointment. “But I suppose you couldn’t find anything for me to do in
the plane with you?”

“Listen, Old-timer,” said Andy smiling, “you’ll have trouble enough
persuading your father to let you go that far, without trying to get anything
more!”

“Maybe that’s so,” agreed Sonny, brightening a little, “and I’ll bet my
Sunday pants that no kid has ever been so near the South Pole as I will be!”



CHAPTER IV

ANDY RECEIVES A WARNING

The following morning the newspapers all over the country carried two
bits of startling news spread across the tops of the front pages in big, black
headlines. The first, of course, was that Andy Lane, the world famous young
pilot, would start in mid-winter on another thrilling flight. The second
sensation was that Herbert Brewster, president of the great new airplane
company bearing his name, had also planned the same flight. A big Brewster
biplane was starting even before Andy, in order to be the first to cross the
bottom of the world.

“How did he happen to announce his flight at the same time as Mr.
Avery, I wonder?” mused Andy, as his father read the headlines aloud at the
breakfast table.

“It says here that when Mr. Avery gave out the news of your expedition
to the papers, the reporters interviewed all the leading figures in aviation
circles to find out what they thought of your plan. When they talked to
Brewster, he informed them that his company had been planning such a trip
ever since they had built their first plane.”

“Is he going in his airplane?” asked Andy.
“It says that he and two of his men will fly.”

“I wonder if the other two men are those fliers who tried to crash us on
the endurance flight?” Andy looked anxious. His father made no reply. He,
too, looked troubled and worried.

“I sure wish he had planned something else,” the gray-haired man said at
last. “I can’t help feeling that he will cause you a lot of trouble before you
get home again.”

“He’ll probably do his best to,” admitted Andy seriously. “But after the
experiences we have had with him, we’ll be on our guard.”

The telephone interrupted him, and he went to the receiver.
“Is that Andy Lane speaking?” said a harsh, unpleasant voice.
“Yes. Who is this?”



“I’'m a friend. That’s enough for you to know. I want to warn you against
making that flight you announced in this morning’s ‘Times.’ If you go down

there, you’ll never come back alive!” There was a click, and the line went
dead.

Andy returned to the table with a very sober face.

“Well, that’s their first shot out of the box,” he said. “Someone who
called himself my friend just delivered a warning to me, advising me not to
make this flight.”

“Why not go to the factory and see if Mr. Avery has heard anything?”
suggested his father.

“Good idea,” agreed the boy. “I’ll cut my classes this morning and go
right away. [ want to look over some of the rough sketches of the ship, too.”

As Andy and Scotty spiralled down to the smooth turf of Mineola field
an hour later, a little crowd of men raced across the grass to meet them.
They were so excited that one of them nearly ran straight into the whirling
propeller. Andy idled his motor for a few minutes to cool it off, and rid the
cylinders of gas and oil. Then he cut the switch and holding his pup under
his arm, he clambered out of the cockpit.

He could hear the whirring of half a dozen motion picture cameras and
the photographers made him stand for a moment beside his plane so they
might take his picture again for at least the thousandth time since his famous
flight.

Then the newspaper reporters had their turn, and they asked him
hundreds of questions about his proposed expedition. In particular they
wanted to know whether he expected to leave sooner than he had originally
planned in view of Mr. Brewster’s announcement.

To all these questions, he answered that further information concerning
the flight must come from Mr. Avery. Since it was a flight backed by the
Apex Company, and since he was just one member of the crew of the ship, it
must be the president himself who must give out the information. At last
they allowed him to go free, and he pushed himself through the ever-
gathering crowd and entered Mr. Avery’s office.

He found the usually jolly president looking very stern and grim. It was
obvious that something was disturbing him a great deal.

“Andy,” he said at once, “I’d give almost anything in the world if I could
catch that crook, Brewster, redhanded in some of his dirty dealings and get



evidence on him to put him in jail!”
“What’s the matter, has someone been telephoning you, too?”
“No. Why?”

“Someone called me up this morning and told me that if I started on this
South Pole flight, I would never come back alive.”

The President said nothing for a moment, but his expression became
more serious. At last he explained his worry.

“Someone held up Mr. Wallingford, our chief designer, this morning as
he was on his way to work. He was carrying, in his brief case, the first
sketches for the new ship that will take you to the Pole.”

“What on earth would anyone want of those plans?” asked Andy.

“Why, those plans will show, for one thing, about how fast your plane
will be, how long it will be able to stay in the air, how many men you will
have in your crew; in fact, almost everything anyone would wish to know.
An experienced engineer can read in those plans more than an ordinary man
could read in the columns of the papers when we give out the full and final
information about the trip.”

“I don’t suppose there’s much doubt that this is the first move Brewster
is making to beat us,” said Andy.

“Of course there isn’t,” said the other man. “He’s the only man in the
world to whom those plans would have enough interest so that he’d be
willing to commit robbery to get them!”

“Well, let’s get together with Mr. Wallingford and sketch out some new
drawings,” suggested the young pilot.

They called in the chief designer, and the three men gathered around the
long mahogany table. Under Andy’s amazed eyes, the engineer’s rapid
pencil sketched out an immense ship of the air that almost took his breath
away.

It was, essentially, a great flying boat. The hull looked to be seaworthy
enough to stand almost any kind of a sea. Along the sides the pencil
indicated a row of square ports, or little windows, which would give the
crew inside plenty of light and air. Just at the top of the hull was a single
great wing, upon which were mounted three motors, all tractors, with their
propellers in front.



The hull was enclosed all the way back to the rudders, and the young
flier knew that many very necessary comforts could be crammed into that
ample place.

Then the designer sketched a number of queer-looking slats which ran
all the way underneath the hull and curved up with the bow in a graceful up-
swing.

“These are skis, or runners,” explained Mr. Wallingford, noticing the
puzzled expression on Mr. Avery’s face. “Since this is a flying boat, she’ll
have no wheels. These runners will be made strong enough to protect the
hull in case they have to make a forced landing on ice. Of course, if they
land on an iceberg, or on hummocks, the skis won’t protect the hull from
being staved in. But in case the ice is just slightly uneven, I’'m sure they’ll
let them down as easily as though they were sliding down a millpond.”

“Great!” said Mr. Avery. “That ship will do the work if anything that
flies will! Does she suit you, Andy?”

“You bet!” explained the boy, his blue eyes shining. “Where will we take
off? From Long Island Sound?”

“Yes,” answered the president. “Have you ever flown a seaplane or a
flying boat?”

“NO 2

“Well, that’s easily fixed. There’s a naval flying station at Far Rockaway,
almost inside the harbor of New York. The Navy Department will be
delighted to have you take lessons in some of their ships. There’s always a
crew of Navy fliers there and they’ll probably fight among themselves for
the privilege of teaching you the tricks of Navy planes. I’ll have the other
pilot take lessons there, too. It shouldn’t take more than ten or fifteen hours
of practice before you’ll be handling them as easily as you do land planes.
When can you start your lessons?”’

“This afternoon,” replied Andy promptly.

“Good!” laughed Mr. Avery. “You certainly don’t waste any time, do
you? Well, I’ll arrange it.” He reached for the telephone. “Another thing.
I’m going to ask them to give you a full course of navigation lessons. You’ll
need to learn all you can before you leave.”

All that morning, throughout lunch, and for an hour in the afternoon, the
two men and the boy talked over the thousand and one details of the flight.
Difficulties seemed to roll flat under the direction of the rich and resourceful



Mr. Avery. Now that he had decided to send Andy to the South Pole, the
president of the company had thrown himself into the plan with an
enthusiasm which astonished and pleased Andy.

Every suggestion that the boy made was listened to with great respect,
judged carefully, and was usually adopted. The staggering cost of the
arrangements did not seem to worry the older man at all. He told Andy that
Mr. Seymore had given him permission to make all the plans for the co-
operation of the Superior Oil Company without counting the expense at all.
It was planned to start work upon the “Apex, Number Two,” as the new ship
was to be called, immediately. It was to be finished in six weeks, if possible.

“Are you hurrying the work,” asked Andy anxiously, “because of Mr.
Brewster’s arrangements?”’

“No, indeed,” the other assured him. “Somehow I don’t think a man like
Brewster can ever make such a flight successfully. Any man who could play
as dirty tricks as he does hasn’t the brains and the nerve to actually beat you
to the Pole. I doubt if he’ll even start first. If he does, he’ll probably crash
and freeze to death on the Antarctic ice!”

“Maybe,” said Andy, doubtfully. “I’m sure sorry, though, that he didn’t
make plans to go somewhere else. I’ve read that the Antarctic continent is
4,600,000 square miles in area. But I don’t think even that space is large
enough to hold his plane and ours without a whole lot of trouble starting in a
hurry!”



CHAPTER V

FIRE!

Sonny Collins came over to Andy’s house that evening with a face that
was solemn and sorrowful.

“Andy,” he said dismally, “the very worst thing in the world has
happened!”

“What’s wrong?” said the other, alarmed.

“Dad won’t let me go!” replied the other boy, almost crying with
disappointment. “He says I might as well go to the Pole itself with you, as to
go to the Bay of Whales. He looked it up in the atlas tonight. He says that
it’s just part of a large glacier. No real land anywhere. He read that the whole
bay is nothing but a little harbor in the ice, and that it is just a part of Ross
Sea, which is filled all the time with floating icebergs. He says the ice might
close in almost any time and freeze the whole party in for a couple of years.
Is that s0?”

“I guess it is, Sonny,” smiled the older boy. “But, as a matter of fact,
Ross Sea has been thoroughly explored a dozen times or more and it never
does freeze up tight in the Antarctic summer. If the ground crew stayed too
late in the fall, it might catch them for a cold, dark, six-months winter, but
that isn’t at all likely. The chances are that your party wouldn’t be down
there more than a month at the very longest.”

“Well, Dad says I’'m ’way too young to go. He is terribly interested in
your flight and hopes you’ll bring back the bacon, though it will do the
Apex company a lot more good than it will him. If I could only convince
him that I’d really be a lot of help, he might forget that I’'m not quite
fourteen and let me go. The trouble is, he still thinks I’m just an infant, and
can’t believe that I’d be worth anything to you!”

“I’11 tell you what I’1l do, old timer. I’ll see if I can get Mr. Avery to call
up your father and tell him that you would help us a heap if he’d let you go.
I know your dad and Mr. Avery are business rivals, but I think it would do
some good, anyway.”

“Gee, that would be wonderful, Andy,” said Sonny, “I’ve just got to go!”



The young radio fan left early and Andy returned to his study of the
books of Antarctic explorers. If this flight were to fail, he told himself
determinedly, it wouldn’t be because he hadn’t learned everything about the
Pole that books could teach him.

As he tuned up the motor of his little plane the next morning to fly over
to his classes at college, he was surprised by the sight of some grease marks
on the polished aluminum cowl. He studied them, puzzled, for he had
always been most careful to keep his beloved little ship absolutely spotless.
He would just as soon have spilt grease on the living-room rug at home as to
have allowed it to stay on his plane after he had been working on her.

He looked over the fuselage, wires, and struts more carefully than usual,
then dismissed his suspicions as silly and donned his parachute pack.

“I’'m just getting absent-minded in my old age, that’s all,” he assured
himself, as he climbed into the cockpit and started the motor. Scotty was
already in his special seat and Andy snapped on the buckle of the pup’s
safety belt just as carefully as he did his own. The collie looked straight
forward into the windblast from the propeller, his ears laid well back, his tail
thumping a happy tattoo on the floor.

The morning was ideal for flying. The autumn air, at two thousand feet,
was crisp and cool. The blue sky was flecked with hundreds of tiny, fleecy
little clouds, and Andy, in the sheer joy of flying, steered straight into them,
enjoying the bump and the instant chill of the wet, gray interior before he
flashed out into the sunlight again on the other side.

The horizon was like the edge of a bowl, seeming to mount with him as
the bottom of the bowl became deeper with each hundred feet he climbed.
Twenty or thirty towns and villages could be seen in the crazy-quilt of the
earth far below. At three thousand feet, Andy could see a silvery blue line on
the rim. That was the ocean, he knew, and his eyes went to the southward,
towards the land of the unknown, where, if all went well, he would soon be
flying.

Just at this moment, he felt Scotty nip at his leg. At the same instant, he
became conscious of a strange warmth in the cockpit. He looked down
under the cowl. For a moment his heart stood still! The heat was more
noticeable now, and he saw to his horror, little tendrils of black, oily smoke
creeping up from beneath the cowl and from under the floor boards.

Fire! The thing that every flier, however brave, fears! He nosed down to
make a landing, three thousand feet below. He peered anxiously over the



side of the cockpit for a safe landing place. Nothing but woods, directly
beneath him, and the plowed fields of the countryside. But in the next
second, he forgot what was beneath him, and concentrated on getting down
safely to any kind of a landing place at all, good or bad!

He realised that nosing down had been the wrong thing to do. The
downward speed of the plane had blown the flames straight up into the
cockpit, and the heat was getting worse every second. He killed his motor
and nosed up, at the same time tilting his joy stick far to one side. The ship
heeled over in the air and slid down in a breathtaking side-slip. Ah, this was
better! The roaring flames shot out of the side of the engine bed instead of
back into the cockpit. He brought her out of the slip just in time to avoid a
tail spin. Then he tried to nose her up and slip down again. This time,
however, when he held her level, the flames shot back at him.

He heard Scotty whine, and at the same moment he knew it was too late
to try to save the plane. The fire was being fed by the gasoline from the
tanks and at any second it might reach the tank itself and blow the ship into
a thousand pieces.

The altimeter on the instrument board showed that he had sideslipped
less than a thousand feet. He quickly snapped his safety belt open, then
reached down to release the pup, who was watching him with frightened
eyes.

Lifting Scotty into his lap, then tucking him securely under his arm,
Andy gave his beloved little airplane a last tender pat and then climbed onto
his seat. Casting a glance at the earth beneath him, he saw that he was over a
huge brown patch of plowed up farm. Then he stepped up to the edge of the
cockpit and threw himself into space, still holding Scotty under his arm. He
heard a scared yelp as the dog felt himself drop, then there was quiet.

Andy’s strong fingers found the release ring of his parachute exactly
where it should be, close against his chest. When he had counted ten, slowly,
to give himself time to clear the falling plane, he gave the ring a hearty tug.
For a long second, nothing happened. Then, to his great relief, he heard a
ripple of fabric and a quick, sharp pull at his shoulders and legs as the huge
silk parachute billowed out above him. The next moment, he and Scotty
were floating gently toward the ground, swaying like a pendulum, but in
perfect safety.

He heard the sound of wind shrieking through struts and wires. Looking
up he saw the beautiful little airplane that he loved so much go hurtling past
him in a tail spin. It was blazing like a falling rocket, leaving a stiff, straight



ribbon of oily black smoke behind it. He turned away his eyes. He couldn’t
bear to see it crash!

As he was slowly wafted down towards the ground, he looked down
again to the spot where he thought he would land. He saw several motor cars
draw up to a stop at the edge of the farm. Their occupants jumped hurriedly
out and ran over the soft, uneven dirt towards his descending parachute.

Just at that moment, he saw that as he was being driven by the wind
diagonally above the ground, he would probably be dragged across a barbed
wire fence, which was almost under him. That would never do! He and the
dog would be torn to bits on the sharp prongs.

He measured the distance with an experienced eye, then reached up with
his free hand and pulled hard at the shrouds which held him to the ’chute.
Spilling the wind out of one side of the great, umbrella-like cloth, he slid
directly down, but with greater force than he had expected. He felt a
tremendous shock, then everything went black.



CHAPTER VI

ANDY PICKS HIS CREW

Andy felt something wet against his cheek. He tried to brush it away, but
it kept on touching him, in spite of his efforts to push it off. He opened his
eyes, and looked straight into Scotty’s face. The pup was standing there
beside his master, his friendly brown eyes very worried and anxious.

Then the first of the spectators arrived. Andy had been unconscious for
only a moment, but in a few minutes a dozen anxious people were crowding
around him, trying to do something to help this boy, who was by this time
sitting up with a dazed face.

Someone soon recognised the world-famous young flier, and the anxiety
of the little crowd increased. A woman suggested taking him to the nearest
hospital, but Andy rose unsteadily to his feet and gingerly twisting his head,
arms, legs, and body, announced that he was all right. Then he asked to be
driven to his home. So in a very short time, Andy, pale and shaken, walked
into his house, Scotty soberly following him.

His mother rushed to the door to meet him.
“Andy, you’re hurt!”

“No, Mother, but I sure came near it! I had a spill, and it jolted me a bit.
I’ll be fine when I sit around for an hour.”

Mrs. Lane fussed over her boy as though he had been brought back on a
stretcher, but at last he persuaded her that no bones had been broken, and
that a few minutes’ rest would make him as fit as ever.

Then he told her of the loss of his wonderful little scout plane. Her face
paled as she listened to his casual account of the narrow escape.

“Well, Son, I’ve always said that you’ll get killed in one of these fool
airplanes! Now won’t you stop all this foolishness and keep your two feet on
the solid ground where they were intended to be?”

“You know I could never do that,” laughed her son. “Such an accident
might just as well have happened on a street car!”

“Oh, of course, you would fall three thousand feet in a burning street
car!” she replied angrily. “That’s sensible, isn’t it? Next thing I know, you’ll
be telling me you could have done it at home! By the way, Mr. Avery has



been telephoning you ever since you left the house. He wanted to know if
you had gone off in your plane, and seemed very anxious to have you call up
just as soon as you could.”

“I’ll do it now, Mother. I'm feeling fine again.”
In a few minutes he was talking with Mr. Avery at the factory.

“Well, I’'m certainly glad to hear your voice!” declared the other man’s
voice over the wire. “Where are you, Andy?”

“Here at home. I’ve had a little crash.” In a few brief sentences, Andy
told his friend what had happened. “Why did you want me to call you, Mr.
Avery. Anything happened?”

“I’m sure there’s been some dirty work,” replied the other. “About forty-
five minutes ago, someone called up and told me that what was going to
happen to you would be a warning to us if we went ahead on the South Pole
flight. Then the man hung up. I tried to trace the call, but it came from a
public pay station in New York. I was frantic, particularly when I called
your house and found that you had already taken oft!”

“It never occurred to me that someone had been tampering with my
plane,” exclaimed the boy. “But now that you have told me this, I remember
that I saw some oil spots that I couldn’t believe I had left on the ship. I’ll bet
Brewster and his gang have been busy again at their little tricks!”

“Well, I’'m about ready to call the whole flight off. Sailing across the
South Pole a thousand times isn’t worth losing you, Son!” Mr. Avery’s voice
was a little husky.

“Hey, don’t talk like that, Mr. Avery! I’ll be lots more careful, that’s all!
They’re trying to scare us off, and I certainly won’t give them the pleasure
of doing it! I’d like to get even with them for burning up my ship! Beating
them to the Pole would make me feel a lot better! Good bye, Mr. Avery, I'll
be at the factory this afternoon.”

As Andy hung up the receiver, there came a ring at the door. As the maid
opened it, a half-dozen reporters walked in. They had heard of his fall, and
had come out to his house in the fastest automobiles they could get hold of.

The young pilot was friendly to them, but insisted it had been caused by
his own carelessness in not examining his plane more carefully before he
took off. He had probably left some grease on the exhaust pipes. The
accident was his own fault, and was, after all, a very trivial affair. If he



hadn