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L AxDY Riddle had something terribly important on
his mind. It was so important he couldn’t sit still at the
linner table. He wanted to tell someone about it, but he
didn’t quite know how.

“Randy, stop kicking your chair and settle down,” said
jis father sternly. :
Randy scowled at his brothers, Tom and Sparky, across
he table, and at his sister Bonnie beside him. “They’re
naking noise, too,” he said.

- “Please, Randy,” sighed Mr. Riddle. “T have enough on
my mind. Let’s all be civilized tonight and have a nice
quiet meal for a change.” Mr. Riddle was a construction
ngineer who worked around noisy machines all day,
nd so he just naturally liked a little peace and quiet
vhen he got home.

It was no use. Randy couldn’t help being restless, be-
ause of his big secret.



“Randy, I'm not going to tell you again!” threatened
his father.

“And you've only picked at your food,” said his
mother. She had yellow hair and was very pretty. “Do
you feel sick?”

“No, mother, not really,” answered Randy, twisting
his head from side to side.

“What is that supposed to mean?” asked his father.

“It’s something that happened today—someone I met.”

Mrs. Riddle immediately looked concerned. “What
do you mean, dear?”

“He probably had a fight,” said Tom, grinning. Tom
was eleven, the oldest of the four Riddle children.

“Tom, let Randy speak for himself,” admonished
Mrs. Riddle.

Now Randy knew he would have to tell his secret,
and he honestly wanted to.

“Dad, do you believe in flying saucers?”

For a moment Mr. Riddle’s weather-tanned face was
a study in seriousness, then he smiled, making crinkly
lines at the corners of his eyes. He said, “If that’s all that’s
bothering you, you can get right down to eating your
dinner.”

“Well, do you?” said Randy.

“Now see here, young man, [——"
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“Surely you can tell the boy whether you do or don'’t,
,” interrupted Mrs. Riddle.

Mr. Riddle was frowning. “No, I don’t believe in fly-
g saucers,” he said at last. “T've heard too many silly

Bonnie giggled. “Those space stories have gone to his
1d. He thinks he’s a Space Explorer.”

._ do not!” snapped Randy. “You—you think you're
" erj”

“Keep your voice down,” commanded Mr. Riddle.
ve heard people yelling all day and, if I can help it,
re isn’t going to be any disturbance around here.”

rs. Riddle saw how tired and worn Mr. Riddle
ked. “What is the matter, dear?” she asked. “Did you
e trouble on the job today?”

‘Nothing but trouble,” said Mr. Riddle, “and to top
ff I forgot to arrange for an extra steam shovel to be
'ht in from our Chicago branch. We have a rush
wvation job, so Mr. Matson will be plenty annoyed.”
Oh, that's a shame, dear,” said Mrs. Riddle. “Can’t
still send for it? The steam shovel, I mean.”
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“Sure. But we'll lose at least three days’ time.”

“May I leave the table, Dad?” begged Tom. “I want
to hear the sports news.”

“In a minute. I want to ask your brother a question.
Randy, why are flying saucers so important to you all of
a sudden, so important you can’t eat your dinner? Did
you hear something or see something in the newspaper?”

Randy squirmed about on his chair, “No. I-I talked
with a boy who said he flew a flying saucer, a real flying
saucer.”

Bonnie, Sparky and Tom laughed loudly, but Mr.
Riddle looked very peculiar.

“You let some boy make a fool of you? You, a Riddle,
my son!”

“Don’t be too hard on the boy,” said Randy’s mother, -
starting to clear the dishes from the table.

“Randy, I'm surprised at you,” continued Mr. Rid-
dle. “I thought you were smarter than that.”

“Now may I be excused?” asked Tom impatiently.

“He had no ears,” said Randy.

The children laughed harder.

“He what?” exclaimed Mr. Riddle.

“He had no ears.”

“Now I've heard enough. It beats me how an eight-
year-old sprout can think of such things.”
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‘I'm serious, Dad!” insisted Randy.
“Where did you see this—this boy?” asked Mr. Rid-
le, tapping the table with one of his strong, brown

Randy was silent. He didn’t want to say where he
'-_-l.ee,n the boy.

‘Mrs. Riddle appeared in the kitchen door. “Randy,
Wve you been roaming around that abandoned farm-
\ouse again?” She said it as if she were cross. “How
fany times have we told you to stay away from
jere? You could fall and break a leg and no one
ould know where you were.”

Vhat can I say, thought Randy. He had seen the boy
ear the farmhouse. He brushed a shock of yellow hair

arky used to. And he had great big blue eyes, and a
.".'ﬁke a Space Explorer, and he talked queer.”

.- at will do now, Randy,” said his father, “and for
long time to come. You've got to recognize the differ-
> between what is real and what you just imagine.
ou're old enough to do that. Now, Bonnie, help your
jother with the dishes, and the rest of you do your
vork or watch television, but forget this foolish-
s of Randy’s.”
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“What time is it?” Tom asked.

Mr. Riddle glanced at his watch. “Quarter of seven.”

“Darn!” said Tom fretfully. “I missed the baseball
scores!”

Randy drifted into the living room and threw himself
on the sofa. Sparky had turned on television, and a cow-
boy was riding hard after another cowboy, along a dusty
road. Randy wasn’t interested. Try as he might, he
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stop thinking of the strange boy with no ears.
;xecn him and he was real!

ir school he had wandered over to the farmhouse
-_'? ed around in the familiar shed that leaned against
3 broken-down barn. Suddenly he had heard a
behind him. When he had turned around, there
he boy in the spacesuit. They had talked a little,
sbout themselves, and then the strange boy had
)od-by and disappeared behind the barn. Unable

a trace of the boy, he had come home.



As he watched the moving figures on the television
screen, he remembered he hadn’t told his father about
the fuzzy thing on top of the strange boy’s head. He sl.d
off the sofa and went out to the kitchen. His father was
there, telling his mother again about the steam shovel .ie
had forgotten to send for and how angry Mr. Matson
would be when he learned about it.

“Dad seems mad,” thought Randy. “Maybe I shouldn’t
say any more about the boy with the flying saucer.”
Then, as his father walked up to him, he had a wonder-
ful idea.

His father noticed the sudden glow on Randy’s face.
“What’s on your mind, young man?”’ he asked.

“I just had a swell idea,” replied Randy.

“Well, let’s hear your swell idea,” invited his father.
“What is it about?”

“I was thinking that maybe the boy with the flying
saucer could help you get your steam shovel. Maybe
e _»

“What did I tell you!” exploded Mr. Riddle, point-
ing a warning finger at Randy. “If you so much as
mention flying saucer once more, you'll go up to bed. Is
that clear?”

Randy nodded glumly. “Gee, I was only trying to
help,” he said.
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(hat night at bedtime, Randy tried to tell his brothers
| sister more about the strange boy. Tom wouldn’t
en. But Sparky did, even though he was interested
jostly in cowboys. And Bonnie was very curious,
bugh she pretended to doubt Randy’s'story because
\e was older, three years older than Sparky, who was
;Why don’t you believe me, Bonnie?”
“Why?” said Bonnie, tossing her long yellow hair,
She and Randy both had yellow hair like their mother’s,
nd Tom and Sparky had brown hair like their father's.
Because I think you're making it up.”
"I believe you,” said Sparky, pulling on his pajamas,
- “Oh you would!” said Bonnie.

Randy shushed his sister. “Not so loud!” he cau-
loned. “Dad will hear.”

“See! You're afraid to talk about it, and Dad says there
§ no proof.”
“I am not.”
“You're not what?” said Bonnie.
“I am not afraid to talk about it. And I dare you to go
with me to the place where I saw him.”
Bonnie giggled. “The boy with no ears!”

“Yes. I'll show him to you—maybe.”

“T'll go,” promised Sparky.
5



“So will 1,”” said Bonnie, “but not because I believe
you,” she added hastily.

Sparky liked anything that was secret. “When?” he
whispered.

Randy thought a moment. “Tomorrow, after school,”
he said.

A short time later the Riddle home was quiet, with
all four Riddle children sleeping soundly. In the living
room Mr. Riddle was reading the latest “Saturday Eve-
ning Post”’ and Mrs. Riddle was darning little socks with
big holes. All over Raleigh Park, the big suburban de-
velopment where the Riddles lived, windows glowed
brightly and children slept.

At breakfast the next morning nothing was said about
Randy’s story. But Randy noticed his mother gave him
a funny smile as he sat down to eat his cereal. Mr. Rid-
dle already had left for his job in Philadelphia.

That day in school there were two boys who couldn’t
answer one single question their teachers asked. Their
names were Randy and Sparky Riddle. They couldn’t
wait for school to let out so they could make their trip to
the abandoned farm.

Miss Spencer, Randy’s geography teacher, asked him
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how many continents there were, and he answered
forty-eight, which made everyone laugh at him.

. And poor Sparky stared at his reader and couldn’t
even tell a pig from a dog.

1 When school was finally over, Randy and Sparky
waited for Bonnie outside the main entrance. They were
surprised to see Tom come out with her.

., - “Bonnie told me what you're up to,” said Tom, “but
you're not going to do it. You heard what Mother said.”
~":' Randy scowled darkly at Bonnie. “Why did you
to go and tell him?” he said disgustedly.

~ “He can’t stop us!” blurted Sparky, living up to his
name.

. “You want to see me try? I can tell—"

- “Wiait!” said Bonnie brightly. “Why can’t you go
h us? You can see that nothing happens to us.”
Randy saw Bonnie wink at him. “Yeah. How about
Tom?”

~ Tom made a face as if he were making up his mind.
Then he drawled, “Well, I might.”

::'-,“Come on, don’t be a jerk,” said Sparky, who wasn’t
ery diplomatic.

- “Watch what you call me! I got a notion not to go.”

- “Oh, you're going,” said Sparky, surprised. “Then I

ake it back. You're not a jerk like I thought.” |
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“Swell!” said Randy. “Let’s go!”

The four Riddles bounded away, their brown and
yellow tops bobbing up and down, past Sussex Lane,
past Hampshire Lane, Dorset Lane, Devon Lane. Not
until they reached the oozy, spring ground of the for-
bidden open country, did they slow down to a walk. All
of them had that guilty feeling of doing something they
shouldn’t, and though none admitted the feeling, they
all sneaked backward glances to see if they were being
watched.

“Oh, my shoes will be ruined,” said Bonnie, seeing
the mud curl around them.

“Forget your shoes,” ordered Randy.

With youthful determination he led his lictle safari
along the high-tension power line to the top of the rise,
and there—

“There’s the farm!” said Sparky enthusiastically.

“We know that, Sparky,” snickered Bonnie, looking
down into the hollow at the shattered and twisted roofs.

“Yeah, I want to see a guy with no ears!” jeered Tom.
He gave Randy a sly grin.

“You will,” Randy snapped back, but he was think-
ing that perhaps the strange boy had disappeared for
good. “Follow me.”
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- In a little while Randy and his brothers were wading
hrough the brown weed stalks in the farmyard.
“Where'’s Bonnie?”” asked Tom.
“Here I am,” said his sister as she appeared from be-
ind some bushes. “Look at the pretty violets I found.”
Sparky screwed up his face. “Violets phooey! Who's
thinking of violets?”
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“Darn right. After coming all the way over here,”
said Tom. “Here’s the shed and the barn. Now what
happens?”

Randy walked slowly up to the open shed and stared
at the clutter of rusty cans, twisted wheels and splin-
tered wood. He didn’t know what to do. He didn’t even
know the name of the strange boy. In a strong voice he
called out, “Hey, where are you?”

Tom and Bonnie and Sparky stood stock-still until the
echo of Randy’s voice died away, then they burst out
laughing.

“Let’s go home,” said Tom, “before Randy sees a
ghost.” |

They laughed some more.

“Is that you, Randy?”

Tom, Bonnie, and Sparky all stopped laughing.

“Who said that?” asked Tom breathlessly.

“I did.”

Then they saw him! He was balancing himself on top
of the shed! Bonnie dropped her violets. All four Rid-
dles were spellbound. As they watched, he jumped off the
roof and, not the least bit hurt, landed beside Randy.

He couldn’t have been more than four feet high, but
from the top of his round head grew a fuzzy, yellow
plume that made him appear a lot taller. He had two
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large, twinkling, blue eyes. Between them was a small
puckish nose, matched by a small full-lipped mouth
turned up in a smile. His skin was very fair and his
cheeks were as pink as a baby’s. The silver suit he wore
looked like a spacesuit, exposing only his head and hands.

“He—he doesn’t have ears,” stammered Tom, “but he
can hear!”

The children watched the strange boy roll his big
eyes as he examined each one of them.

“He doesn’t look right,” whispered Sparky.

Bonnie swallowed a lump in her throat. “I think he’s
cute!” she managed to say. |

Suddenly the strange boy said in a clear, musical voice,
“Are these ZIP friends of yours, Randy?”

“They are my brothers, Tom and Sparky. And that’s
Bonnie, my sister.”
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“Then they are my friends ZIP like you?”

Even Randy was a little scared of the boy with big
eyes. “‘Oh sure,” he replied, and looked coaxingly at the
others. “Aren’t you?”

Still wide-eyed, they all nodded eagerly.

“Oh, that’s fine! I need friends here. You were the
first person I ZIP had talked to in months, Randy. I've
been very lonely.”

Sparky moved a few steps closer to the strange boy as
if he were sneaking up on a cattle rustler. “Say, why do
you talk so funny?” he asked.

“You mean, I suppose, why ZIP I say, ‘ZIP’?”

Sparky nodded.

“Well, it might be hard for you to understand. You
see, it takes ZIP a great deal more energy to think and
speak my own language—more than yours, I mean. ZIP
So when I speak your language, I must release some of
my psychogalvanic energy ZIP to avoid getting a head-
ache. I have to make that sound. Do you understand?”

Sparky scratched his head and looked doubtfully at
his brothers and sister, who also appeared somewhat puz-
zled. “Yeah—yeah, I guess I understand,” he said.

“He certainly is nice and friendly,” said Bonnie. “So
mysterious, too!”

As bold as a girl can be, she walked over to the strange
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boy, with Tom and Sparky tagging after. Soon they
were all asking him questions.

~ “What do you mean, your language?”
. “Where do you live?”

~ “How come you don’t have ears?”
23




“What’s your name?”’

There were so many questions that the strange boy
started to laugh, and he sounded just like a xylophor
which both startled and amused the Riddles.

“By my own language I mean the language spoken on
my own planet of Lafonee ZIP which you call Mars.”

“Mars!” the children chorused.

“I don’t want to live there any more, unless—"" The
boy’s big blue eyes clouded up and for a moment he was
on the verge of crying.

“Unless what?” inquired Randy.

“Unless I ZIP find my father.”

“Is he lost?” asked Sparky.

“Yes, in a way. My people are constantly in need of

uranium to power ZIP spaceships and run cities, and one |
day the Supreme Council, the leaders ZIP on my planet,

sent my father on a space expedition to discover a new ZIP
source of uranium. He never returned. I have no mother,

or brothers and sisters ZIP so you can imagine how I felt -

when my father didn’t come back.”

The children nodded in sympathy.

“I made up my mind I would find my father if I had
to search ZIP the whole solar system. But—but now that
I've begun my search ZIP 1 feel lost. Your planet is so
much larger than mine.”
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~ “Are you sure your father is here on Earth?” asked

_-‘j knew, he said, his father might be stranded or held
risoner on some other strange planet, or he might even

~ “That would be terrible,” Bonnie murmured.

“I hope you find him,” said Tom.

- “I shall keep trying. But dear me, I've told you
enough of my troubles. ZIP Now, you want to know

by these antennas.” The strange boy stroked the yellow
plume on his head. “I guess you thought they were hair,
but they aren’t.”
- “Gosh!”" was his only answer.
-~ “And my name—that in your language ZIP is Ope-
doxtromeldee.”
- “That last is your name?”’ gasped Bonnie. “Goll-ee!
[ couldn’t remember that. And if I could, I couldn’t say
- “T know!” said Randy, throwing up a hand. “Why
tan’t we call him Zip?”
~ “No, Zip-Zip!” said Tom.

“Aw, you always got to change things,” objected
Randy.
25



But when the boy from Mars himself said he liked the
name Zip-Zip, Randy gave in. It was quite evident, in
fact, that the strange boy was pleased with his new
name, and he began to question the children about them-
selves, their parents and their home, as if to show that he
also took an interest in them.

“I don’t get it,” said Tom suddenly. “How can you
know anything about us if you really come from Mars?”

“I learned about you Earth people in school.”

“Aw, how could you?” said Randy.

“Oh, my own people on Lafonee—I mean Mars—have
studied your planet ZIP for many hundreds of years.
Our scientists—men like my father—come here ZIP all
the time.”

“In flying saucers?” said Bonnie.

“Yes. What you call ZIP flying saucers.”

“Then that’s how you got here!” said Tom.

Randy looked up at his brother. “Sure, I told you
that,” he said, “‘but you wouldn’t believe me.”

“Where is the flying saucer?” asked Sparky, all excited.

Zip-Zip seemed embarrassed. “You're certain you are
my friends? My teachers told me you like to fight ZIP
and hurt each other.”

“Not our friends, and we like you,” Tom reassured
the boy from Mars.
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i Zip-Zip’s mouth curved in a big smile. “I'll remember
that,” he said. Then he added, “But you must promise
you won't tell anyone else Zip about me. Because if you
0, you will never ZIP see me again.”

L “We promise, don’t we?” said Randy.
: Tom, Bonnie and Sparky all said they promised.
" “Thank you,” Zip-Zip sighed, and started walking.
“Come with me.”
- Zip-Zip went around the barn and over the fence be-
' -ond, toward what appeared to be a clump of bushes
'mwing in the center of a broad patch of raw earth. He
grasped the bushes and pulled. They came away in his
‘hands, revealing a shiny metal cone pointing out of the
.-.- ound.
“ “Jeepers!” said Randy. “Is this it?”
- “This is my flying saucer.”
. “Kind of small,” Sparky said disappointedly.
'-" Zip-Zip laughed. “This is only the top of it. The rest
ZIP is under the ground.”
| “Under the ground!” echoed Sparky. “You're kid-

"-"'.. g..n

- “No, I'm not, Sparky. I wanted to hide it, so I used
'E-beams and a little spin ZIP to power it into the ground.
Il, of course, except the hatch ZIP where you go in and

ut.” Zip-Zip pushed on the metal cone and it tipped
27




over on its side, showing a dark tube leading into the
ground.

The children peered down into the tube.

“Show us the whole thing,” urged Randy.

Zip-Zip rolled his big eyes thoughtfully. “Tll show it
to you,” he said a bit reluctantly, “but only for a minute.
And you must stand by the fence ZIP so you won'’t get
hurt.”

The four Riddles agreed and backed away as Zip-Zip
disappeared into the tube and into the ground. They
waited and waited, their hearts pounding. Sparky wanted
to take another look at the cone, which still lay on its side,
but Tom pulled him back.
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, Suddenly the cone snapped upright, startling every-
' “Look!” whispered Randy. “The ground is moving!”
- “And that pointy thing, too,” said Bonnie.

- As the children watched, the whole field seemed to
ise up. Then the ground fell away in huge chunks and
they caught the gleam of metal, and more and more shiny
petal, until there it was in full view—a real flying saucer.



They just stared at the wonderful machine.

It was shaped like a top, only it was as wide across as
a house! Through the center where the hatch pointed up,
it was as high as a trailer truck. And running around its
rim was a row of round black holes. |

Gosh, thought Randy, it is a big thing—maybe, just
maybe, it could carry a steam shovel.

The funny cone tipped over again and Zip-Zip ap-
peared. He motioned for the Riddles to come closer.

“Would you like to see the inside?” he called.

“Would we!” exclaimed Randy.

“Then use this,” said Zip-Zip, throwing one end of
an unusual looking ladder over the side of the saucer. It
was made of short lengths of yellow plastic, hinged to-
gether. “But hurry! I don’t want anyone ZIP to see my
saucer here in the open.”

The children hesitated, each waiting for another to
lead the way up the ladder. Though all of them wer
anxious to go inside the big machine, they were a littl
scared, too. .

“What'’s the matter?” said Randy, forcing his own
courage. “If you guys are afraid, I'll go first.”

He put his foot on the plastic ladder, lost his balance
- and fell flat on his face in the dirt.
“Go ahead, laugh!” he growled.
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f_' He bounced to his feet and started climbing.

~ When Zip-Zip saw the children coming over the edge
of the saucer, he called to them to pull the ladder into the
hatch after them, and again he popped out of sight.

'l' Inside the tube going down through the center of the
saucer, Randy found another ladder made of metal.
Jight glared up from below and he could hear noises.

- “Well, get moving!” It was Sparky, who was pushing
into the hatch. So down the strange tube Randy went,
with the others clattering after him,

- At the bottom of the tube—which Zip-Zip later told
1 e



them was actually an air lock—the children discovered an
oval doorway. One by one they stepped through it and,
for a moment, they were blinded by a bright light. Grad-
ually their surroundings took shape. They were stand-
ing in a room with only three sides. In the walls on each
side of them were two recessed bunks, one above the
other. The ceiling of the room curved down in front of
them, making the third wall. Before this curved wall was
a wide upholstered seat, and Zip-Zip was leaning over
the back of it, smiling.

“Boy!”
“Just like Space Explorers,” said Randy.
“Look at the pretty colors,” said Bonnie, entranced,

declared Tom. “This is something!”

“and the ceiling! It glows as if it’s on fire.”

Sparky’s eyes were nearly as big as Zip-Zip’s. “Where
are the jiggers?” he asked.

“You mean the instruments,” groaned Randy.

“Yeah, that’s what I said.”

Zip-Zip beckoned to the children. “Here, where I am.
See them?”

The Riddles walked around the seat, and there before
Zip-Zip was a slanted instrument panel supported by a
tube that came out of the floor. On the panel were sev-
eral lighted dials and about fifty colored buttons and
levers. On the upper edge of the same panel, appearing to
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pe balanced there, was a silver ball, its surface covered
with tiny holes. The ball caught Sparky’s eye.

| “What’s that?” he asked.
- “That silver sphere?” said Zip-Zip. “Why, that is a
cosmic-phone, a two-way phone ZIP for communicat-

ing with control stations and other flying saucers.”
“Where is your teleview screen?” spouted Randy,

who was thinking of what Space Explorers had on tele-

rision.

 Zip-Zip looked puzzled. “I don’t know what you

mean. But I think I can ZIP show you things you don’t

know about.”
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“Like what?” said Tom.

“Well, I can’t show them to you ZIP unless you fly
with me.”

“Galloping ghosts!” cried Sparky. “Let’s go! I'd like
to fly.”

“Let’s!” said Bonnie, clapping her hands.

“Where will we go?” asked Tom.

“Anywhere you like. ZIP”

Everyone talked at once, as if school had just let out.

“l want to go out West where the cowboys are!”
shrilled Sparky.

“London!” said Bonnie.

“No, Africa,” said Tom, thinking of a movie he had
seen with wild animals in it.

Names of all sorts of faraway places filled the air, but
no one could agree.

Randy had called out Australia, but then he re-
membered how he had planned to help his father. It
would be wonderful, he thought if Zip-Zip could get
Dad’s steam shovel. Would Dad be surprised! And then
he’d know I wasn’t just imagining. He'd know Zip-Zip
and his flying saucer are real.

Randy waved his arms in the confusion to attract at-
tention. “Hey listen. I have an idea. Listen!”
“Big deal—you have an idea,” sneered Tom.
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1 “Listen to me! Maybe we can help Dad.”

. “How?” asked Tom.

~ Randy explained his plan to the others.

.. “Do you think you could do it?” Tom said to Zip-
'ip. “Could your saucer carry a steam shovel?”

'j_ Zip-Zip said that he thought it could. “There are,” he
explained, “‘magnetic grapplers on the bottom of my
saucer ZIP for carrying things containing iron. My
hers told me you use ZIP a lot of iron in your
‘machines, so it should be easy.”

- “Swell! Then we can go,” said Randy.

. “But where?” laughed Zip-Zip. “You didn’t say where
the steam shovel is.”

- Randy felt sick all of a sudden. For the life of him he
‘couldn’t remember the name of the city.

| “Chicago. Somewhere along Lake Michigan,” said
.‘ onnie as smartly as if she were on a quiz program.
~ “You're sure?” said Randy.

. “Sure, I'm sure. | heard Daddy say so to Mother—oh
my!”

. “Now what!”

“Mother—she’s wondering why we aren’t home from
school.”

. “You would think of that,” complained Sparky.

- Randy tried to take charge again, because after all it
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was his idea. “How fast can we fly there and back?” he
asked Zip-Zip.

“To Chicago—and—back. Let me think. About half an
hour, I ZIP believe.”

Randy playfully pulled on his sister’s yellow hair.
“See, Bonnie,” he teased, “we can even be home in
time for dinner.”

“And Dad won’t know how we got the shovel,”
chimed in Tom.

Bonnie drew away from Randy. “Oh, all right!”

“What are we waiting for?”’ asked Sparky. “All you
guys do 1s talk. Talk, ralk, talk.”

“We're all set, Sparky. That is, as soon as I close the
hatch and start the ZIP electro-atomic rockets.”

“We won't need spacesuits, will we?”" inquired Randy.

“No. My saucer is kept warm by heat drawn from the
atomic generator, and ZIP it’s automatically pressurized,
so you'll have no trouble breathing ZIP at any altitude.
Now, just sit beside me here and fasten your flight belts—
those ZIP straps on the back of the seat. They fit around
your chest.”

The Riddles did as Zip-Zip told them, Bonnie and
Sparky bouncing down on his left, Randy and Tom on
his right. Eagerly awaiting the moment of take-off, they
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let their eyes roam over the cabin. Randy made a dis-
covery.

- “Hey, hold it, Zip-Zip. How are we going to see
inything? There aren’t any portholes.”

- “That’s right,” said Tom.

- “Itold you my flying saucer had things you don’t know
bout. ZIP I turn on the magnivisor and there—"

A flicker of light, like television when it is turned on,
ippled across the curved wall before the children.

- “Whyj, it’s just like our picture window!” said Bonnie.
‘Only ours doesn’t go down to the floor.”

_ “There’s the barn!” said Tom in surprise.

“And the old farmhouse!” cried Sparky.

~ “What do you call this screen?”

- “Magnivisor, Randy. But it isn’t a screen. You are see-
ng straight through ZIP the side of the saucer—that part
ontrolled by the magnivisor. ZIP The magnivisor mag-
aifies the space between atoms and makes any material
LIP more transparent than glass.”

Bonnie glimpsed Zip-Zip out of the corner of her eye
nd said to Sparky, “Zip-Zip must be awfully smart.”
But Zip-Zip didn’t hear her. Leaving Randy ponder-
ng over the magnivisor, he busied himself with his con-
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“Take-off!” he called out, at the same time pushing
forward a large red lever.

A tremor of silent power ran through the saucer, along
the floor and through the seat. In an instant the barn and
everything else vanished before the children’s eyes. Up
shot the saucer into the blue nothingness of the sky, high-
er and still higher. Zip-Zip pressed several buttons and the !
saucer tilted on its side. With breath-taking suddenness
the earth far below unrolled like a technicolor movie. |




“Goll-ee!” cried Bonnie. “This is more fun than a
roller coaster!” '
- “Girls!” snorted Randy.
. “It’s like riding in a jet,” breathed Tom, hanging onto
; e seat with both hands.
~ “Better,” said Sparky, though he had never flown in a
.:l' For a few thrilling minutes only the muffled sound of
rushing air penetrated the cabin as the saucer knifed
through the blue.
Then Randy spoke. “How—how fast are we going?”
Zip-Zip checked his instrument panel. “Only three
housand miles per hour,” he announced, smiling broadly.
' a litcle while, though, we will be ZIP forty thousand
eet above your Earth and our speed will increase ZIP to
bout seven thousand miles per hour.”
- Tom whistled in amazement.
“Oh, that really isn’t fast at all,” said Zip-Zip. “In outer
pace, the big space between ZIP planets and stars, my
jucer can travel so fast its speed ZIP must be measured
n miles per second. You see, out in space there is no air
IP to push against my saucer and make it hot, so almost
ny speed ZIP is possible. Even a million miles an hour is
ow.”
“Good gosh!” exclaimed Randy, remembering that
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the fastest jet went only a thousand miles an hour. “How
can you go that fast?”

Zip-Zip replied that the flying saucer was driven by
electro-atomic rockets—which explained the row of
round openings the children had seen around the rim of
the machine. By firing different rockets, Zip-Zip pointed
out, he could make the saucer go in any direction, even
straight up, since there were more rockets on the bottom
of the saucer.

“Oh, aren’t they pretty!” cried Bonnie.

The saucer was flying over dozens and dozens of clouds.
In the sunlight the clouds were like pink, blue, and gold
islands floating in the air.

“I wonder if I could walk on them,” said Sparky.

“No,” said Tom knowingly. “You’d fall through them.
Clouds are almost like smoke.”

Suddenly there were no more clouds.

Far, far below, through miles of empty space, the Rid-
dles saw the surface of the Earth marked off in little col-
ored squares. They were all shades of brown and green,
and a few were quite yellow. _

“Those small squares you see are really large fields and
towns ZIP but they look small because we are so high
above them.”

Randy strained against his flight belt and pointed to
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the right side of the magnivisor window. “What's that
__lue stuff? It doesn’t look like sky.”

| “That blue stuff,” said Zip-Zip, laughing musically, “is
what you call ZIP Lake Michigan.”

- “Lake Michigan! Gosh, my geography teacher should
e that.”

~ With one of his sudden bursts of energy Zip-Zip be-
gan rearranging the settings of his controls. Tom, out of
curiosity, asked what he was planning to do. Zip-Zip said
they would be reaching Chicago in a matter of minutes,
50 he was changing the saucer’s angle of flight to bring it
the ground.

~ Even as he spoke, the saucer streaked across the sky,
closer and closer to the city where Mr. Riddle’s steam
shovel was. In the west the sun hung above the horizon
ike a shiny copper coin.

. “T've reduced our speed——"" began Zip-Zip, but he
never finished. At that moment a dark shape roared out of
the sun directly at the saucer,

- “Plane!” barked Tom.

~ “We're going to hit it!” screamed Bonnie.

- The children tried to make themselves small as Zip-
Zip, in a blur of motion, pressed a button and thrust for-
ward the big red power lever. The saucer whizzed straight

41



upward, barely missing the four whirling propellers of a
great silver airliner,

“Phew! That was close!”” gasped Tom, sitting up again.

Everyone agreed with him.

“I saw the pilot,” said Sparky.

“I wonder if he saw the saucer,” Bonnie said, her heart
still throbbing like a drum.

Zip-Zip waggled his head worriedly. “I'm ZIP afraid
he did.”

“There’s Chicago—I think,” said Randy, already for-
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ing about the airliner. “Now we'll soon get Dad’s
team shovel.”

The wide blue waters of Lake Michigan were slipping
way beneath the saucer. With every passing second Chi-
fago’s tall buildings seemed to grow larger. Zip-Zip an-
jounced he had again cut their speed, down to three
hundred miles an hour. “When we reach the shore,” he
sontinued, “I shall let the saucer coast—then you ZIP can
ook for the steam shovel.”

“It’s an awful big city,” remarked Sparky. “I wish I
1ad a nickel for every building. Boy, I bet I could buy me
L real horse.”

- “Huh!” scoffed Bonnie. “What would you do with
-horse? 7

- “I'd ride it. What do you think I'd do, milk it?”

- “Don’t besilly,” sniffed Bonnie with her chin in the air.

It was only after Zip-Zip took several pairs of powerful
lectronic binoculars from a storage locker for them that
he children located a steam shovel near the lake. Randy
the first to spot it with his binoculars. It was resting
n the edge of a large plank-lined hole between two road-
vays that ran along the lake shore. At first they weren't
ure it was the right steam shovel, but then Tom caught
ight of the letters M-A-T-5-O-N painted on the cab,
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which spelled out the name of the contracting company
Mr. Riddle worked for.

“Now all we have to do is pick it up,” said Tom. “We
know it’s the steam shovel Dad wants.”

“Yes,” said Randy, “no one is using it, no one is work-
ing there.” Randy turned to Zip-Zip. “What do you
think, Zip-Zip?”

“Yes—yes indeed. But——"

“But what, Zip-Zip?”’

“Well, Randy, I was thinking that I ought to wait ZIP
until the sun goes down before I pick up the shovel. If I
pick it up now ZIP someone might see the saucer, some-
one driving along those streets ZIP or in those high build-
ings.”

Randy agreed, and so did Tom and Sparky. But Bonnie
reminded them that it was growing late, and if they didn’t
hurry they’d never get home in time for dinner. “Mother
and Dad will be worried about us,” she concluded.

“But we can’t go back without the shovel,” said Tom.
“Not when we're this close to it.”

“Don’t you want to help Dad?” asked Randy.

Bonnie felt all mixed up. She wanted to help her father
as much as the others did, and yet she was thinking how
both her father and mother would be upset if she and her
brothers did not come home when they were expected.
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Finally she admitted it would be better to take the shovel
vith them as planned, because that way, as Randy put i,
ey would have a reason for being late.

- Suspended in the saucer high in the air, the Riddles and
g p-Zip watched the sun dip behind the horizon. Shadows
rowded around the buildings below and, as if by magic,
_'ir little windows suddenly lighted up; street lamps
lashed on all over the city, like strings of firecrackers
ing off; and the tiny crawling automobiles grew bright
yes. Overhead, the sky still glowed a luminous blue, the
vay it always does before darkness settles and stars come
ut.

~ “I think it will be safe now,” said Zip-Zip, breaking the
wondrous silence. “I am going to pick up your steam
:: ovel ZIP very quickly.”

- He drew back the red lever, pressed several buttons,
ind the children saw the little lights come at them as they
ed Earthward.

Like a hawk that drops from the sky and snatches up an
nsuspecting chicken, the flying saucer swooped down
Ipon the steam shovel and carried it away. The children
1ad seen Zip-Zip manipulating the controls, but they had
ot been able to see the three metal claws that had sprung
ut of the bottom of the saucer and grabbed the steam
hovel,
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As they flew for home, the big shovel safely held under
them, they talked and laughed happily, because they had

succeeded in their mission.

“This is keen, the way you can do things with a flying
saucer,” said Tom, playfully mussing Randy’s hair.

Randy was too happy to mind. He said, “I can’t wait
to see the look on Dad’s face when he sees the steam shovel.
I wonder what he’ll say?”

Sparky offered an answer.

“Randy, he'll say, it’s all in your eee-magination.”

The children laughed uproariously. -
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In the midst of the tumult Zip-Zip raised a cautioning
‘hand and the children thought he meant they were too
noisy, but that wasn'’t it at all.

~ “You see this dial?” said Zip-Zip, indicating a round
illuminated dial on the instrument panel. “This is a detec-
to-scope, which works like your radar. It ZIP shows that
‘two things are following us, and it never lies.”

- “No fooling!” said Randy.

~ “What's following us?”’ asked Sparky.

- “I don’t know, but I'll soon ZIP find out.”

“How are you going to do that?” asked Tom.

- “It won't be difficult, Tom. My saucer is equipped with
a ZIP G:ineutralizer, a gravity-neutralizer, which allows
us to reverse our direction ZIP instantly, without hurting
the saucer or us. Even if one of your ZIP Earth planes
uld reverse its direction instantly, it still would be ZIP
pulled to pieces by the strain.”

- “Let’s do it,” piped up Sparky, “if we won't go to
pieces.”

- Zip-Zip’s pink cheeks pushed up around his eyes as he
smiled. “You may feel as if someone’s tickling you, but
ZIP that's all,” and he went on explaining as he started to
‘,f'andle the controls. First, he shut off the rockets he had
f;- een using and, as they coasted through the air, he set the
G-neutralizer with a yellow button. Then he fired a bat-
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tery of rockets against their line of flight and, just like that,
they were shooting backward.

“It worked,” cried Zip-Zip, pointing.

Two jets roared past them in the thin, white light of
dusk.

“Jets!” exclaimed Randy. “Real jets! Why do you
think they are following us? Are they after the steam
shovel?”

“No, Randy. I believe they want to examine the saucer
and maybe ZIP force us to land.” Zip-Zip brought the
saucer back to normal forward flight and turned off the
G-neutralizer. “We can’t let the jets catch us. If they
catch us, you won't get home ZIP and your father won'’t
have his steam shovel.”

,1

The children agreed that they didn’t want that to hap-
pen and they hoped the jets had lost them, but after a
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'. ininute of steady flight Zip-Zip said soberly, “The jets are
‘behind us again. They found us.”

B Oh dear” wailed Bonnie. “What shall iwe dos®

“T’'ll simply turn on more ZIP power and lose them.”

b
]

“That’s it!” said Randy. “Show them how fast we can
Pushing the power lever forward, Zip-Zip watched his
‘speed indicator. His mouth grew tense, his big eyes rolled
‘nervously.

In the silence that followed, Tom asked, ‘“‘Have we lost
"_hcm? i

. “No,” replied Zip-Zip slowly. “I can’t seem to push
our speed beyond ZIP eight hundred miles an hour.”
“What’s the matter?” Randy asked.

L “I'm not sure, but I think—I think the steam shovel is

atomic generator to make certain ZIP it isn’t a power
'i:_'?hilurc. "’

The boy from Mars jumped over the seat and went
}jnto the air lock, through a door on the other side of it,
finto the generator compartment. A short time later he re-
‘turned and leaped back into the control seat so cleverly
‘Sparky had to laugh.
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“It must be the steam shovel. The generator ZIP is
working fine.”

“Golly, we're in a spot,” said Tom.

Zip-Zip shook his head grimly. “I guess I'll have to drop
the steam shovel.”

The children set up a howl of protest.

“But I 72ust do something. The jets are ZIP closing in.”

“Can’t we go a little bit faster?” said Sparky.

Zip-Zip said no.

It would be awful to lose the steam shovel, thought
Randy. The long trip would be all for nothing. And
when the big shovel fell and hit the ground it would break
into a million pieces, and instead of being happily sur-
prised his father would be very angry.

“Oh, Zip-Zip, you just can’t drop the steam shovel,”
said Randy, his throat choking up.

Zip-Zip saw how disappointed the children were and
he wondered what he could do. If only the jets had not
seen them!

All at once Zip-Zip's eyes shone like Christmas tree
lights.

“I won'’t drop the steam shovel,” he chuckled as he bent
over the controls.

The children gasped in surprise. Not because of what
Zip-Zip had said, but because they were falling like a
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'~ stone! They were heading straight for the mysterious
- ground. Faster! Faster!
| Randy closed his eyes tightly and thought, I hope we
i: don’t crash, I hope, I hope. He waited, but nothing hap-
- pened. Unable to stand the suspense a second longer, he
1 opened his eyes. There was enough light for him to see
.~ the frightened faces of his brothers and sister. Only the
- boy from Mars seemed relaxed, and as usual he was
- smiling.
“Did you turn off the magnivisor?” asked Randy. “I
.~ can’t see a thing outside. Where are we?”
-- f‘I’lI let you see for yourself,” returned Zip-Zip. He
- pressed a button. Randy and the others saw a field spread
.‘, out before them and trees beyond, reflecting light that
.--_'appearcd to come from nowhere.
“I'm hovering over this dark field to hide from the jets.
- In a few minutes ZIP we can resume flying.”
. “But won’t they see us by this light?”
. “They can’t see the light, Tom,” said Zip-Zip pleasant-
 ly. “The light comes from an infra-red floodlight ZIP on
 the topside of my saucer. When I pressed this red button
I started a machine ZIP that raised the floodlight and
- turned it on.”
- “Yes, but it’s light,” insisted Bonnie, looking around
. Sparky at Zip-Zip. “The jet pilots must see it.”
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“Oh, I'm sorry, Bonnie. I thought you knew. You can’t
see infra-red light ZIP unless you wear special glasses
or look at it with a magnivisor ZIP as we are doing.”

“Then everything is dark out there for everyone but
us?”’

“Yes, Randy.”

“Jeepers, you have more stuff than Space Explorers.”

Finally Zip-Zip said it would be safe to start for home
once more. He stepped up the thrust of the take-off
rockets and the saucer hesitated, then lurched upward.
Quick as a wink he cut power and eased the saucer toward
the ground, like an elevator, until he felt a slight contact.

“Something is wrong. I am going outside ZIP to see
how the magnetic grapplers are holding the steam shovel.”

He grabbed a hand light, resembling a flashlight, from
a storage locker and clattered up the ladder in the air lock
and out the hatch. When he returned he was short of
breath and there were smudges of dirt on his silver suit.

“The steam—shovel,” he puffed, “caught in a tree—and
pulled it out ZIP by the roots. The tree is still caught.”

“A whole tree!” exclaimed Sparky.

“We must get rid of it. It must be burned free ZIP with
a heat projector. Here, Randy, hold the spacelight.”

Randy took the Martian light and the others crowded
about him to examine it as Zip-Zip again disappeared into
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the generator compartment. He came back carrying what
appeared to be a gun with three barrels that curved away
from each other and then came together at the end.

~ “Is that the heat projector?” asked Tom.

~ Zip-Zip nodded. “T'll need one of you to hold the space-
- ight ZIP so I can work with the projector. But whichever
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one of you it is ZIP must do exactly as I say, because the
atomic rockets around the ZIP shovel are still operating
to prevent my saucer from crushing it.”

“Are the rockets dangerous?”

“Terribly dangerous, Randy, if you ZIP get too close
to them.”

“Well, I'm not afraid,” boasted Tom. He tried to take
the spacelight from Randy, but Randy wouldn’t let him,
and in the end all of the Riddles followed Zip-Zip outside
on the sloping top of the saucer.

Now night filled the world to the very peak of the sky,
and stars whispered of distant adventure. Encircling the
saucer was a weird ring of faint blue-white light, which
came from the rockets. The only other light in the pitchy
landscape was a lonely yellow one, a window perhaps of
a distant farmhouse.

Zip-Zip instructed Randy to point the spacelight where
he had unrolled the plastic ladder over the rim of the
saucer.

“Try following me with the light ZIP from up here.
You may not have to go below with me.”

“What’s that funny hissing sound? Is that the——?"

“Rockets, Tom,” finished Zip-Zip.

“I thought they’d make more noise,” observed Randy.

“Sounds like a lot of snakes.”
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- Bonnie shuddered. “Oh, stop it, Sparky! I've got goose-
bumps already.”

- Zip-Zip said there was reaily nothing to be afraid of.
Then he climbed down the ladder with the heat projec-
tor, and Randy played the light on him. Squatting on the
edge of the saucer, the children saw the light flash on Zip-
Zip’s silvery suit and a lot of scary shadows waving
around him. Very carefully he stepped into the branches
of the uprooted tree, which lay on its side like a fallen
B

~ “Sparky, watch out! You'll slip off and fall!” said
Bonnie.

- Sparky was hanging his head over the side of the saucer.
“I can’t see the rockets.”

“Not from up here you can’t, so don’t try.”

“That’s a big tree,” said Tom. “I wonder if Zip-Zip can
get us loose.”

~ Randy heard Zip-Zip calling to him.

~ “Throw the light ZIP over that way,” he said, motion-
:--= g.

- “How's that?”
| “A little farther, Randy,” said Zip-Zip, following the
light over the tangle of leafy branches.

“I can’t. That’s as far as I can reach.”

“Then you will have to come down here ZIP with me.”

55



Zip-Zip's voice became a bit anxious, “Be careful. Take
your time and don’t swing under the saucer.”
“We'll never get home,” sighed Bonnie, lcoking up at
the faraway stars.
But no one seemed to hear her, least of all I'andy, whe
felt extremely brave as he descended the shaky ladder and
got his first view of the flaming rockets on the broad unders
side of the saucer. In the waving beam of the spacelight,
the magnetic grapplers and the steam shovel looked like
prehistoric monsters locked in a battle to the death.
“Shine the spacelight in there,” directed Zip-Zip when
Randy had reached his side. The light showed where the
tree had its branches wedged between the cab and th
heavy caterpillar tread. “I want to burn the ZIP——"
“Hey you fellows, listen,” said Tom huskily fro
above. “I think someone is coming!” ,
The yellow plume on Zip-Zip’s head stood straight up,
“Yes, I hear a noise, too. Give me ZIP the light, Randy.'-
Zip-Zip took the light and turned it off. Everyone hel
his breath and waited.
What if some man found them there, thought Randy,
There was no telling what he might do to them. From th
edge of the spooky woods Randy heard the growing sou
of twigs snapping and leaves rustling, and he trembled.
“Mooo!”
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It was only a cow!

Randy and the others on top of the saucer laughed
loudly and told Zip-Zip what was making the noise, and
he joined in the merriment.

“Now I'm ready to use the heat projector,” said Zip-
Zip, relighting the spacelight and handing it back to
Randy. “Don’t ZIP be frightened.”

Randy didn’t understand what Zip-Zip meant, but only
for a second. The projector in Zip-Zip’s hands suddenly
snarled like a buzz saw cutting through a log. A blue
flame leaped from the end of it, licking at the sappy wood




and leaves of the fallen tree and