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Tom Swift’s father folded up the newspaper
he had been reading, made a sort of club with
it, and banged it down on his desk with the report
of a gun. At the same time the aged inventor
exclaimed:

“I’ll wager ten thousand dollars my son Tom
can do it! Yes, sir, Tom can do it! I’ve got
ten thousand dollars that says he can!”

His face flushed because of the unusual excitement
under which he was laboring, but his
eyes never flinched as he looked at Thornton
Burch, a retired manufacturer of automobiles,
with whom Mr. Swift had just engaged in some
spirited conversation.

“Do you want to take up that little wager,
Thorn?” asked Mr. Swift, friendly enough but
very determined.

“I’m not afraid to bet, Bart,” rejoined the
other, with a tantalizing smile; “but I don’t
want to rob you. That would be like taking
candy from a baby!”

“You’re right!” chimed in Medwell Trace,
who was associated with Mr. Burch in business.
Both were old-time friends of Mr. Swift’s.
“Better save your money, Bart!” he added, with
a chuckle.

“Don’t worry about my money, Med!” snapped
out Mr. Swift, who, in spite of his age,
seemed to have plenty of pep. He went on:
“Ten thousand dollars won’t break me if I lose
it, but I’m not going to. I say Tom can do it,
but my saying so doesn’t seem to make you believe
it. They say money talks, so I’m going
to let mine do a little conversing for me. I
say again, I’ll wager you ten thousand dollars
that Tom can do it!”

“Bless my fountain pen, but I agree with
you, Bart!” exclaimed Wakefield Damon, an
eccentric friend of Tom and his father. “If
anybody can turn that trick it’s my friend
Tom.”

“But be reasonable,” suggested Mr. Trace.
“Granting that Tom Swift has some speedy
machines and that he has made good with them
in the past, he hasn’t a piece of apparatus now
capable of speed enough and varied activities
enough, to enable him to make that trip in the
time you are claiming he can do it in, Bart.
It’s impossible!”

“I say it isn’t impossible!” replied the aged
Mr. Swift. “And to show I’m in earnest I’ll
wager a second ten thousand dollars with you,
Medwell Trace, that Tom can complete the
journey inside of the time mentioned.”

“Better go slow, Bart,” advised Mr. Burch,
with a smile. “I may hold you to the wager
you made with me. I didn’t turn it down.
Why do you go to betting with Med before you
close with me?”

“I thought I had closed with you,” stated
Mr. Swift, in some surprise. He had drawn
some sheets of paper toward him on his desk
and was taking the top off his fountain pen
ready to write out a memo of the wager.

“What!” cried Mr. Burch. “Are you making
a double bet? With Med and with me?”

“That’s what I’m doing!”

“For ten thousand dollars each?”

“That’s right!” and Mr. Swift seemed surprised
that anybody should doubt his word.

“Twenty thousand dollars!” murmured Mr.
Damon softly. “It’s a pile of money, Bart!”

“I know it is,” agreed Mr. Swift. “But I
have more than twenty thousand dollars worth
of faith in Tom. I know he can do it!”

“That’s right! He can!” burst out the eccentric
visitor. “Bless my bald spot, but I’m
almost willing to do some betting myself!”

“Leave this to me,” begged Mr. Swift. “You
know Tom pretty well, for you’ve been on
enough queer trips with him—more than I have,
as a matter of fact. But I want to vindicate
him and prove that I believe in him, and I’m
willing to do it to the extent of twenty thousand
dollars.”

“All right! All right!” exclaimed Mr. Trace,
with a snapping of his fingers. “If you feel
that way about it, Bart, put me down for ten
thousand dollars. I can use that sum very
nicely.”

“If you get it—which you won’t!” chuckled
Mr. Swift grimly.

“Not if Tom can help it!” echoed Mr. Damon.
“Bless my——”

But he got no chance to complete one of his
odd expressions, for Mr. Swift interrupted with:

“Tom doesn’t know anything about it yet.
I’ll have to call him in and tell him and urge
him to get busy and invent a new aeroplane or
something, for, frankly, I don’t believe he has
just the proper piece of apparatus yet to do the
trick!”

“Whew!” whistled Mr. Burch. “And yet
you’re willing to bet that Tom can do it!”

“I know my boy,” said the aged inventor
quietly.

“Now let’s get this straight,” suggested Mr.
Trace, who had also taken out pen and paper.
“You say, Swift, that the hero of Jules Verne’s
story, who circled the globe in eighty days, was
a piker. I agree with you about that as far as
the time consumed is concerned. With the perfection
of automobiles, oil burning steamers,
and fast trains, the journey can be accomplished
in much less time than Verne ever dreamed possible.
But to say it can be done in twenty days
flat is absurd!”

“Then twenty thousand dollars is absurd,”
retorted Mr. Swift. “And it’s the first time I
ever heard such a sum so designated.”

“Oh, we don’t despise the money!” chuckled
Mr. Trace. “We’ll take it from you willingly
enough, Bart, if you are mad enough to persist
in this wager. If you had said thirty days you
might be within the bounds of reason.”

“Considerably nearer the truth,” agreed Mr.
Burch. “The trip has been made in about
twenty-eight days, elapsed time, I believe. But
twenty days, Bart——”

“I say Tom will circle the globe in twenty
days flat—doing it actually within twenty
days!” interrupted Mr. Swift. “The only stipulation
I make is that he can use as many and
as different means of locomotion as he pleases—that
is to say, aeroplanes, seaplanes, motor
boats, steamers, or trains.”

“That’s fair enough,” stated Mr. Trace. “I’ll
just make a note of that. No use passing up
ten thousand dollars,” he added with a smile
at his friend. “I’ll never earn that sum any
easier.”

“You mean I never shall,” said Mr. Swift.

“Then this seems to be the state of the case,”
went on Mr. Burch, who had been busily writing.
“I’ll just run over this and we can all
sign it if it strikes you as being the terms of the
wagers.”

The two friends, Mr. Burch and Mr. Trace,
had called for a friendly visit with Mr. Swift
one day in the early summer. Some time before,
Tom and his father had turned out some
machines for these two men in their big shops,
and in this way a firm friendship had been
started.

Mr. Damon, who lived in the neighboring
town of Waterford, had been passing the Swift
works and had stopped off for a chat. In some
way the conversation had turned on a recent
globe-circling event of some United States Naval
airmen, who had made what was considered
good time.

“But Tom can beat that!” Mr. Swift had
said. “Tom can circle the globe in twenty days
flat!”

“What in?” asked Mr. Burch incredulously.
“There isn’t a machine made than can do it.”

“Tom’s working on a new machine now,” his
father had said. “It’s a secret, but I don’t mind
mentioning it to you old friends. I haven’t
heard him say it is to be used in a globe-circling
event, but from what he has told me of it I’m
sure it will make fast time, and I’m willing to
bet he can put a girdle around the earth, not
quite as quickly as Puck, but in twenty days.”

“You mean that he will use the same machine
all along the route?” asked Mr. Trace.
“Why, that’s impossible!”

“Not impossible,” said Mr. Swift. “Tom’s
new machine is going to be capable of traveling
in the air, on the land, or in the water. I
mean on the surface of the water, not a submarine.
That would be a little too much. But
when I say I’ll wager ten thousand dollars that
Tom can circle the globe in twenty days, I don’t
want to tie him down to this one machine.
Something might happen to it. If you gentlemen
take my bet, it is with the understanding
that any machine or machines may be used.
The one condition is that Tom, himself, personally,
shall complete the girdle of the earth
in twice ten days.”

“It can’t be done!” declared Mr. Burch.

“Never!” asserted his friend.

“If anybody can do it, bless my key ring,
Tom’s the boy!” voiced Mr. Damon.

So the wagers had come to be laid. Mr.
Swift had spoken at first rather rashly and in
the heat of excitement. But he was not one to
back down, and he listened to the reading of
the simple agreement which Mr. Burch wrote
out.

“Item,” droned the retired manufacturer as
he scanned his paper, “a wager is entered into
this third day of June to the effect that if Tom
Swift can circle the globe inside of twenty days,
actual time, in any machine or machines of his
own or any make, then I, Thornton Burch, and
I, Medwell Trace, agree that we will each and
severally pay to Barton Swift the sum of ten
thousand dollars. If, on the other hand, Tom
Swift fails to circle the globe inside of twenty
days flat time, then the said Barton Swift will
pay each and severally to the said Burch and
Trace the sum of ten thousand dollars.”

“Suits me!” exclaimed Mr. Trace, after a
moment of thought.

“That’s my understanding of the wagers,”
assented Mr. Swift.

“Then we’ll all sign this,” suggested Mr.
Burch, “and Mr. Damon can put his name down
as a witness and also keep this agreement.
There is no need of putting up any money
among gentlemen,” he added, and this was assented
to.

“What about a time limit?” asked Mr. Damon.
“I mean the trip ought to be undertaken
and finished within a stipulated time.”

“We’ll say six months from now,” suggested
Mr. Burch, and, there being no objection, this
was written in.

One after another the four signed, Mr. Damon
finally as a witness.

Hardly had the last of the fountain pens
ceased scratching than there was reflected across
Mr. Swift’s private office a flash of fire, followed
by a dull, booming sound that seemed to
shake the whole building.

“An explosion!” cried Mr. Damon, and from
without, while the men looked anxiously at one
another, a voice cried:

“The works are on fire! They’ve been blown
up! The works are on fire!”
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Pausing only long enough to lay aside the
pens they had been using to sign the strange
agreement, Mr. Swift and his friends rushed
from the private office of the aged inventor
where the talk had been going on.

Silence had settled over the great Swift plant
following that booming explosion. But the silence
was quickly broken by voices calling:

“Fire! Fire! Fire!”

“Bless my insurance policy, something has
happened!” gasped Mr. Damon.

This was so obvious that no one took the
trouble to agree with him.

“I hope nothing has happened to Tom!” exclaimed
Mr. Swift.

As the four rushed out they were met by
Eradicate, an old colored man, a sort of family
retainer, who was limping along, trying to forget
his rheumatism long enough to keep pace
with a veritable giant of a man who, with
Eradicate, was rushing to tell Mr. Swift the
news.

“Master’s shop—him go boom!” roared
Koku, the giant whom Tom had captured during
one of his strange trips.

“I seen it same as he did!” cried Eradicate
in his quavering cracked voice. “Massa Tom’s
office done cotch fire!” he added.

“That’s bad!” Mr. Swift murmured, as he
looked toward the part of the works where his
son had his own private place for experiments
and tests. A pall of smoke hung over it.

While Tom’s father and his friends are rushing
to do what they can to rescue the young inventor,
something about the hero of this story
will be told to new readers of this series.

Tom Swift lived with his father in their beautiful
home in Shopton, a town in one of our
Eastern states. Tom’s mother had been dead
some years, and Mrs. Baggert was the housekeeper,
and a veritable second mother to the
young inventor.

For Tom was an inventor, like his father, and
in the first volume of this series, entitled “Tom
Swift and His Motorcycle,” it is related how
he bought Mr. Damon’s smashed machine, improved
it, and turned it into one of the speediest
things on the road.

Tom had many adventures while doing this,
as he had while in his motor boat, his sky racer
and other machines by which he ate up time
and distance as set forth in the various volumes.
It was on one of Tom’s journeys to unknown
lands in a machine of the air that he had brought
back Koku, one of a race of giants, and since
then the big fellow had faithfully served Tom
Swift.

Just before the present tale opens, Tom, as
related in the volume just preceding this, entitled
“Tom Swift and His Airline Express,”
had perfected an aeroplane that could pick up
a coach, something like a Pullman car, and
bear it quickly through space. Tom established
an airline service across the United States,
dividing the journey into several laps, picking
up different coaches in Chicago, Denver, and
San Francisco.

He succeeded after battling with unscrupulous
men who sought to hamper his efforts, and
he also succeeded against a financial handicap.
When almost doomed to failure, however, Tom
saved a millionaire, Jason Jacks, from death in
a runaway accident, and out of gratitude Mr.
Jacks loaned Tom the money to complete and
perfect his Airline Express.

The odd machine, an airship with a detachable
car, met with favor, and from the proceeds
of it Tom and his father gained large sums.
Then, running true to form, the young inventor
looked for a new world to conquer and turned
his attention to a machine he hoped would move
rapidly over the land, like a racing automobile,
in the air, like an aeroplane, and on the water,
like a motor boat.

Tom had practically completed his plans,
and work on the new apparatus was well under
way when the visit of Mr. Burch and Mr. Trace
occurred, resulting in Mr. Swift’s rather rash
wager.

“I guess I’m likely to lose before Tom even
has a chance to try,” mused Mr. Swift as he
hurried on toward his son’s private workshop.
“If his place is blown up, he may be blown up
with it!”

A pall of smoke hung over that part of the
works, and it was impossible to see what really
had taken place. Men were running from other
parts of the plant, and the fire alarm was clanging.

Tom and his father had mapped out a plan
for their own private fire company, since the
city engine house in Shopton was too far away
to be depended on and the Swift plant covered
a large space of ground. In this plant many
machines, not all of Tom’s invention or his
father’s, were turned out and scores of men
were employed.

Many of these, realizing the danger as soon
as they heard the explosion and listened to the
clanging of the fire bell, realized what portended
and rushed to their stations. Some hurried toward
Tom’s own particular part of the shop
with chemical apparatus, others dragged lines of
hose into which the water would soon be turned.

“I hope this is nothing serious,” voiced Mr.
Trace.

“Bless my spectacles, it looks bad enough!”
fairly shouted Mr. Damon, pointing to the thick
pall of black smoke. “The whole place is gone,
I guess!”

However, it was not quite so serious as that,
and a moment later, when a puff of wind blew
aside the dark vapor, it was seen that Tom’s
small, private experimental building was standing
intact. Smoke was pouring from several
windows, however, and the shattered glass told
its own story. But the smoke was lessening,
and this seemed to indicate that the fire was not
increasing.

As several of the workmen, bearing portable
chemical extinguishers, hurried into the building,
Mr. Damon pointed to a plot of grass beneath
one of the windows that, Mr. Swift well
knew, was the place where Tom had his desk.

“There’s your boy, now!” said the odd character.

Mr. Swift caught his breath sharply, for he
beheld the prostrate form of Tom stretched motionless
on the sod.

“That’s bad!” murmured Mr. Burch softly,
and he had it in mind to tear up the wager
agreement as soon as possible.

“Ho, Massa Tom!” yelled Eradicate in his
high-pitched voice. “I save yo’!”

But Koku also had a desire to be of service
to the master who had been so kind to him,
and he likewise pressed forward.

There was a look of pain, grief, and anxiety
on the face of Mr. Swift, and his friends were
about to murmur some words of sympathy, for
it looked as if Tom had been killed, when suddenly
that young man stirred, put his hand to
his head in a dazed fashion, and then sat up.

“Glory be!” shouted Eradicate. “He am
alive!”

There was no doubt of it. Tom Swift was
not only alive, but he did not seem to be hurt.
There were black marks on his hands and face
and his clothing was torn, also he was mud-stained
where he had fallen into a soft spot on
the turf. But he seemed not to be crippled or
otherwise seriously injured.

His first glance, after he had looked toward
his father and the advancing friends, was to his
shop, and when he saw smoke pouring from
several windows he leaped up with a cry of
alarm.

But a moment later Garret Jackson, the shop
manager, who had been among the first to enter
the building, came running out to call:

“Fire’s out! Not much damage done!”

“Thank goodness for that!” murmured Mr.
Burch.

“What happened, Tom?” asked Mr. Damon,
with the freedom of an old friend. “Sounded
as if the place went up.”

“It pretty nearly did,” answered the young
inventor, looking at his smudged hands and
then wiping his face, on one cheek of which appeared
a small trickle of blood. “Have you got
the fire under control?” he asked Mr. Jackson.

“Yes,” was the answer. “Don’t turn on the
water!” he shouted as those in charge of a hose
line were about to give a signal. “The chemicals
are all we needed. The blaze didn’t
amount to much.”

“I’m glad of that!” Tom was heard to say.

“Are you sure you’re all right, my boy?”
asked his father.

“Positive!” was the quick answer. “Sound in
wind and limb!” and Tom jumped about and
executed a few side steps to show that he had
not suffered. “I was mixing some chemicals,”
he added, “when something went wrong and I
saw a smoulder of fire that I knew would turn
into an explosion in a few seconds more. So
I stood not on the order of my going, but
jumped out of the window instead of running
to the door.”

“We were wondering why you were lying on
that grass plot,” said Mr. Damon.

“I landed there when I jumped,” explained
Tom. “And I wasn’t sure but what some of my
clothing had caught fire, so I rolled over and
lay on my face to protect myself. I couldn’t
get up right away—sort of stunned I guess.”

“What were you working on, Tom—that new
triple traveler?” asked his father, giving the
name temporarily assigned to the strange machine
that Tom hoped would go on land, in the
air and in the water.

“Well, not directly on that,” said the young
inventor as he walked toward his shop to ascertain
the extent of the damage. “Yet it had to
do with it. I was experimenting on a mixture
to make gasoline more explosive. Not like
ethyl gas, though,” he added, “for I want mine
to be more powerful but not dangerous.”

“Not dangerous!” exclaimed Mr. Damon.
“Bless my accident policy, don’t you call a fire,
an explosion, and having to jump through a
window dangerous enough, Tom Swift?”

“Yes. But I haven’t got my new gasoline
mixture perfected yet,” was the answer.
“When I do there won’t be any fires or explosions.
Why did you think I might be working
on the triple traveler, Dad?” he asked his
father.

By this time the fire in the young inventor’s
private building was practically out and most
of the smoke had blown away. Tom and his
father and friends entered, and Tom pointed
to the table where he had been working. Some
shattered retorts and glass tubes testified as to
the explosion’s power. Tom had been slightly
cut by flying glass, but that was the extent of
his injuries.

“Well, I had the triple traveler in mind,
Tom,” said Mr. Swift, “because, just before you
tried to blow yourself up, my friends and I were
talking about round-the-world travel. And I
guess I sort of made a foolish boast, Tom.”

“What was that, Dad?”

“Why, I said, Tom, that you could circle the
globe in twenty days actual time—nothing taken
out for stops or anything like that. In twenty
days flat, Tom.”

“Well, I guess maybe it can be done when I
get my new machine perfected,” the young inventor
said, calmly enough.

“It’s got to be done, Tom, unless you want
me to lose twenty thousand dollars!” said his
father.

“Twenty thousand dollars! What do you
mean?”

“He wagered us ten thousand dollars apiece,”
said Mr. Burch, indicating his friend, “that you,
Tom Swift, could circle the globe in twenty
days. We say it can’t be done!”

For a moment Tom Swift did not answer.
His eyes roved to the wall of his office where a
world map hung. Quickly Tom’s eyes glanced
along the fortieth parallel of latitude, the most
logical course to follow on a race of this sort.

“It can be done,” said Tom quietly. “You
may take on those bets, Dad! I’ll see that you
win!” and there was a determined air about
him. “I’ll circle the world in twenty days!”
promised Tom.

“Bless my alarm clock, that’s the stuff!”
cried Mr. Damon.

A moment later a girl’s voice out in the plant
yard was heard excitedly asking for Tom Swift.
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“What happened? Is Tom hurt? Let me
go to him at once!” the voice exclaimed.

A smile came over Tom’s face.

“It’s Mary Nestor,” he murmured, and to
the two visitors Mr. Damon explained in an
aside:

“She and Tom are engaged.”

“Lucky boy!” murmured Mr. Burch as he
caught sight of a pretty girl hurrying into the
rather upset office. For the place was upset in
spite of the comparatively small damage caused
by the explosion and fire.

“Oh, Tom! are you hurt?” Mary cried,
hastening toward him, totally oblivious of all
the others in the disordered room. “I heard a
rumor that your whole plant had burned and I
came over as fast as I could.”

“Well, Mary,” went on the young inventor,
with a smile, “I’m glad to say that, for once,
rumor got ahead of itself. Nothing very much
happened. Just a few chemicals went off unexpectedly.”

“But you’re cut!” Mary gasped, as she saw
the blood on Tom’s cheek. “Oh!”

“Just a scratch from a broken test tube,” he
explained.

Then Mr. Burch, with a fine sense of what
was fitting, said:

“Mr. Trace, since we have concluded our
business here and have made arrangements for
separating our friend Bart from twenty thousand
dollars, we might as well get out and——”

He did not say it, but the inference was obvious
that he wanted to leave the two young
people alone. Tom seemed to sense this for he
said:
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