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HE yacht was plowing through the
calm waters with a steadv throb-
bing of the engines. The soft

washing of the waves along the sides,
the murmur of the wind through the
light rigging aloft, and the occasional
light footstep of the navigating ofhcer
on the bridge were the only sounds.
The long white vessel swept on
through the night in silence. Here and
there a light showed from some port-
hole or window, but for the most part
the whole boat was dark and silent.
For once the yacht contained no merry
party of guests to one-step on the wide
decks and fill all the obscurer corners
with accurately paired couples.
Alexander Morrison, millionaire
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No. §

steamship magnate, and his daughter
Nita had the ship to themselves They
were sitting 1in two of the big wicker
chairs on the after deck, and the glow
of Morrison’s cigar was the only
light.

“Getting chilly, Nita,” he remarked
casually. “Are you wagrm enough?”

“Yes, indeed.” Nita was silent for
a moment, gazing off into the darkness.
“It’s nice,” she said reflectively, “to be
by one’s self for a while I'm glad
you didn’t invite a lot of people to
come back with us.”

Her father smiled.

“Judging by the way you behaved
along the Riviera,” he reminded her,
“you didn’t mind company. 1 never
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saw any one quite so run after as you

were.”

Nita shook her head.

“They were running after you,
daddy,” she said lightly. “I was just

a means of approach.”
Her father puffed on his cigar for

a moment in silence.

“It 1s a disadvantage, having a mil-
lionaire for a father,” he admitted.
“It’s hard to tell who is in love with
you, and who is in love with your
father’s money.”

“So the thing to do, I suppose,” said
Nita amusedly, “is just to fall in love
with some one yourself, and pay no
attention to his motives.”

“Where do you get your notions?”
asked her father. “That’s cynicism.
You haven’t been practicing on that
theory, have vou?”

“Not I,” said Nita with a little silvery
faugh. “But you know, daddy, it isn’t
nice to feel like a money bag with a
lot of people looking at vou all the time,
some of them enviously and some of
them covetously, but none of them re-
garding vou just like a human being.”

“T don’t see,” declared her Iather,
with real affection, “how any normal
young man who looked at you could
stop thinking about you long enough to
think about your money.”

“I rise and bow,” said Nita mis-
chievously. “May I return the compli-
ment, substituting ‘young woman’ for
‘young man?’”

“Don’t try to fool your father,” that
gentleman said with a smile. He added
with something of conscious pride: “I
don’t suppose there are two other men
in America as homely as I am.”

“Daddy!”’ protested Nita, laughing.
“You're lovely to look at! T wouldn’t
bave you look a bit different for
worlds.”

“Neither would I have myself look
different,”” her father admitted cheer-
fully. “I've gotten used to mvself this
way. I like to look at myself this way.

It’s an acquired taste like olives, but
once you learn to like me this way—
why, there you are.”

Nita laughed and was silent. Sud-
denly she began to look a little bit puz-
zled.

“Do you notice anything funny ?” she
asked in a moment or so. “Somehow,
the boat doesn’t seem to be traveling
just night.”

Her father listened. Only the usual
sounds came to his ears. The washing
of the waves along the sides, however,
had a pecuhar timbre. Then he noticed
that the boat seemed to be checking a
little in its speed. There was an odd,
velvety quality in the checking, very
much like the soft breaking effect felt
when a motor boat runs into a patch
of weed.

“Queer,” said Morrison. “We'll ask
the captain.”

The two of them walked down the
deck arm in arm until they came to
the stair ladder leading up to the bridge.
The gentle checking continued. The
boat seemed to be gradually slowing
up, though the engines throbbed on as
before.

“What’s the matter, captain?” asked
Morrison.

His first mate answered:

“I've sent for the captain, sir. QOur
speed .has fallen off three knots in the
past five minutes.”

The captain came hastily up on the
bridge, buttoning up his coat as he
came.

“What’s the matter, Mr. Harrison?”

The first mate turned a worrned face
to him,

“Our speed has dropped off three
knots in five minutes, sir, and seems
to be still slackening. 1 thought it best
to send for you.”

The captain called up the engine
room.

“All right down there?”

“Per-rhaps,” came the answer in a
thick Scotch burr. “Ah was aboot to
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ask ye the same mysel’. We're usin’
twenty perr cent more steam for the
same number of rrevolutions.”

“We might have run into a big patch
of seaweed,” suggested the first mate.

“Unship the searchhight,” said the
captain crisply.

A seaman came up to the bridge. He
had been sent back to look at the patent
log.

“We're logging eight knots now, sir.”

The first mate uttered an exclama-
tion.

““That’s six knots off what we were
making ten minutes ago!”

No one spoke for a moment or so,
while one or two seamen worked at
the lashing of the cover on the search-
light.

“Do any of you smell anything?”
asked Nita suddenly.

A faint but distinct odor came to their
nostrils. It was the odor of slime and
mud, with a tinge of musk. It was the
scent of foul things from the water.
It was a damp and humid smell, indis-
tinctly musklike and disgusting.

“Like deep-sea mud,” said one of
the seamen to the other. “Like some-
thin’ come up from Gawd lmows what
soundin’.”

Nita gasped a hittle. The searchlight
sputtered and then a long, white pencil
of light shot out over the water. It
wavered, and sank to a point just be-
side the bow of the boat. It showed
—nothing.

The bow wave rose reluctantly and
traveled but a little distance before 1t
subsided into level sea. There were
no waves, The water was calm as an
inland lake.

““No seaweed there,” said the captain
sharply. “Look on the other side.”

The searchlight swept across the deck
and to the water on the other side.
Nothing. The water seemed to be tur-
gidly white, but that was all. It was
not clear; it was rather muddy and al-
most milklike, as if a little finely di-

vided chalk had been stirred in it.
There was no disturbance of its placid
surface. Only the reluctant bow wave
surged away from the sharp prow of
the vacht.

The seaman returned from a second
trip to the patent log. |

“We're logging five knots now, sir.”

“Nine knots off,” said the first mate
with a white face. “We were making
fourteen.” |

“We'll take a look all around,” said
the captain sharply.

The searchlight obediently swept the
surface of the water. Every one on
the bridge followed its exploring beam
with anxious eves. That musky, musty
smell of things from unthinkable depths
and the mysterious retardation of their
vessel filled them with apprehension.

There was not one of them, from the
ignorant seamen to the supereducated
Morrison, who did not look fearfully
where the light beam went.

The hand latd on the vessel—thit
a calm sea had slowed from fourteen
knots to five, despite the mighty engines
within the hull—that force seemed of
such malignant power that none of them
would have been greatly surprised to
see the huge bulk of some fabled Kra-
ken rearing itself above the water, pre-
paring to engulf the vacht with a sweep
of some colossal tentacle.

The <ea was calm. As far as the
searchlight could hght up its surface
not a wave broke its calm placidity.

The seaman returned from his third
visit to the patent log.

“Two knots, sir!”

The movement of the vacht became
slower and slower as it gradually
checked in 1ts sweep through the water.
The throbbing of the engines grew
louder as thev labored with increasing
effort to master the myvsterious Thing
that was holding them back.

The boat was barelv creeping now.
It seemed to be struggling against some
invisible force that gripped gently but
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relentlessly, some infinitely patient
force that from the very patience of its
operation was the more evidently 1n-
exorable.

The engines were working in panic-
stricken tempo now. The chief engi-
neer had given them all the steam they
would take, and the propellers thrashed
the water mightily, but the ship slowed,
slowed.

At last it was still, while the engines
seemed to be trying to rack themselves
to pieces in their terrific attempt to
drive the ship against the Thing that
held 1t back.

The captain watched with a set face,
then ordered the engines reversed.
There was an instant’s pause, and the
propellers took up their thrashing of
the water again. For a moment it
scemed that they would have some
effect. The yacht shivered and moved
slightly backward, but then stopped
again with the same soft gentleness.

The seamen inspected the water all
around the ship with lanterns lowered
to the water’s edge. They found noth-
ing. A sounding line was thrown over-
board, and sank for two hundred fath-
oms without reaching bottom.

The searchlight played endlessly
over the water, trying to find some tur-
moil that might indicate the presence
of a monster whose tentacles had fas-
tened upon the ship, but without result.
The surface of the water was like glass.

Again and again the engines strug-
gled mightily to move the ship. Again

and again the propellers beat the water

at the stern into froth and foam, but
never did the yacht move by as much
as an inch.

The sea was calm and placid. The
gtars looked down from the moonless
sky and were reflected by the still sur-
face of the water.

The yacht struggled like a living thing
to break free from the mysterious force
that held her fast, while all about her
there hung that faintly disgusting odor

of slime from the depths of the sea,
an indistinctly musky odor as of some-
thing unclean.

At last the wireless began to crackle
a frantic appeal for help, giving the
details of what was happening on board
the yacht. Hardly had the message fin-
ished when the yacht began to rock
shghtly, as from a faint ground swell.

I1.

BL'T, Theodore, old pet,” said Davis

amably. “The fact that a plane
won't loop the loop or make nose dives
at ninety degrees doesn’t make 1t hope-
less as a battleplane.”

He was affectionately expounding
the good points of a monster seaplane
drawn up in its hangar by the beach.

Davis wore the insignia of a flight
commander of the aviation corps and
the ribbons of half a dozen orders be-
stowed on him after the destruction
of the Black Flyer, destroyed by Teddy
Gerrod and himself some six months
before.

Teddy Gerrod was 1n civilian clothes,
but was earnestly, though cheerfully,
disputing everything his friend said.

“A two-seater like the one we used
six months ago,” he pointed out, “could
flv rings around this bus of yours, and
with a decent shot at the machine gun
could smash it 1n no time.”

“Fly nings around it? Not notice-
ably,” said Davis confidently. “Since
our idea of platinum plating the cyl-
inders everybody’s doing it. Using
picro gasoline, as you and I did, we
get a hundred and eighty miles an hour
from this ’bus’ you’re trying to dis-
parage. And, furthermore, if you try
to damage this particular ship with
machine-gun bullets you're going to be
disappointed.”

“Armor?”

“Precisely. I admt cheerfully that
you may know a lot about physics and
cold bombs and liquid gases and such
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things, but when it comes to flying ma-
chines—my dear chap, you simply
aren’t there.”

Gerrod laughed.

“Perhaps not. But I'd rather dance
around 1in a more lively fashion in a
little two-seater.”

“And privately,” admitted Davis, “so
would I. The next war we have I'm
going to arrange for vou to be my
machine gunner.”

“Delighted,” said Gerrod. “But what
would Evelyn say?”

He was referring to his wife.
waved his hand.

“Oh, she’d say there aren’t going to
be any more wars.”

““That reminds me,” said Gerrod.
“We want you down for the next week-
end. No other guests.”

Davis nodded abstractedly. A mes-
senger was coming over to the hangar
at double time.

“Thanks. I'll be glad to come.
Wonder what this chap wants?”

The messenger came up, satuted, and
handed Davis a yellow slip. Davis tore
it open and read:

Steam yacht Maripostta, Alexander Mor-
riscon of New York, owner, reports position
33°11"N55°10"W, wants immediate assistance.
Engines and hull perfect condition, not
aground, no derelict or obstacle discoverable.
Unable tp move any direction. Sea calm.
Only possible explanation has been seized by
seca monster. Fit. Comm. Richard Davis or-
dered to make reconnaissance of situation in
scaplane. Reported condition considered in-
credible, but no naval vessels in immediate
vicinity.  FIt. Comm. Richard Davis will
make immediate 1nvestigation and report.

Davis whistled.

“Here's something pretty!” he re-
marked. “Take a look.”

He handed the order to Gerrod and
went quickly to the door leading into
the workshop attached to the hangar.

In a few crisp sentences he had or-
dered the big plane prepared for an
extended flight, with provisions and as
much fuel as 1t would carry. He re-
turned to find Gerrod thinking busily.

Davis

“May I come along on this trip:”

“It’s against regulations, of course,”
satd Dawvis, “but no one will kick if
you go. You're privileged.”

He cried an order or so at the work-
men, who were now swarming over
the machine.

Although the wireless message had
been sent from the yacht after night-
fall, the sun was barely setting on the
coast, where the hangar was placed.

The vessel in distress was some thirty
degrees east of the coast, and conse-
quently the sun set two hours before
it sank on the coastal hine.

Gerrod phoned a hasty message to
his wite and went to Davis’ quarters,
where he borrowed heavy flying clothes
from Davis’ wardrobe. The mechanics
and helpers worked with desperate
haste.

The aéroplane would be flying all
night long, but 1t was desirable that it
take off while there was yet some light.
The long fuel tank was filled, and the
motors run some ten or fifteen minutes,
while critical ears listened for the faint-
est irregularity in their bellowing roar.

Two engineers and a junior pilot were
to go with Davis in the big aircraft, and
they were hastily summoned and told
to prepare to leave in as short a time
as possible.

It was hardly more than half an hour
from the time the telegraphed order was
received before Gerrod preceded Davis
up the ladder and into the inclosed
cabin of the seaplane.

The motors were cranked—two men
tugging at the blade of each of the huge
propellers—and the plane slid slowly
down the ways and into the water.

Davis maneuvered carefully until he
was clear of all possible entanglements.
Then he gave the motors more gas and
more. Their harsh bellow rose to a
deafening sound, and the long, boatlike
body began to surge through the waves

with gradually increasing speed.

For a few yards the spray blew upon
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and spattered the glass windows of the
cabin. Then the planes began to exert
their lifting power and the plane began
to ride the waves instead of plowing
through them.

The speed increased again, and sud-
denly the shocks of the waves beating
on 1ts under surface ceased. The plane
rode upon air with a smooth and vel-
vety motion that was sure and firm.

Davis rose gradually to five thousand
feet and headed accurately to the east.
A southerly wind, reported by wireless
from a ship at sea, would earry him
slightly to the south, and the sum of
the two motions should bring him, by
dawn, very close to the spot from which
the yacht had sent out her wireless call.
- Davis was not pushing the plane to
#ts utmost. He would need light by
which to descend, and had no intention
of reaching the spot where the Man-
sposita was in distress until dawn.

From their altitude the ocean seemed
only a dark, unfathomable mass below
them. The stars twinkled down from
the arch of the sky in all their myriads
of sizes and tints.

There was no moon. Those in the
closed car of the big seaplane could
only see the star-strewn firmament
above them and upon all sides, which
sank down, and abruptly was not.

Save for the cessation of the star
clusters, the horizon was invisible. The
sea .was obscure and mvsterious, lhike
some mighty chasm over which they
flew precariously.

The dark wings of the plane stretched
out from the sides of the body with
a mighty sweep. The plane was over
a hundred feet across, and with the
powerful motors it possessed was capa-
ble of lifting an immense weight.
Fven now more than two tons of fuel
were contained in the huge tanks in the
tail.

Davis drove steaddly on through the
night for a long time, His face was
intent and keen. He made hittle or no

attempt to look out of the windows be-
fore him.

His eyes were fixed almost continu-
ously upon the instruments before him:
the altometer, which was a barometer
graduated to read in feet and with
means for correcting the indication by
hbarometric readings from sea level; the
inclinometer, which showed the angle
at which the plane was traveling with
regard to the earth’s surface, and the
compass.

The compass was one of the very
latest developments of the gyroscopic
compass and showed the true north
without regard for magnetic deviations.

Davis felt out his machine thoroughly
and then turned it over to his junior
pilot. The younger man—and to be
younger than Davis meant that he was
very young indeed—slipped into the
driver’s seat, quickly ascertained the
course, speed, and altitude, and settled
back to continue Davis’ task, while
Davis curled himself up in a chair and
went instantly to sleep.

It was chilly in the car, but Davis
slept the sleep of the just, ignonng the
roaring of the motors outside, which
was only slightly muffled by the win-
dows of the car.

Gerrod had gone to sleep some time
before, and one of the two engineers
was similarly curled up on the floor of
the roomy and comfortable car.

Hours passed, while the big seaplane
winged its way steadily through the
night. It roared its way across the
vast chasm of the dark ocean below,
an incarnation of energy at which the
placid stars looked down in mild sur-
prise.

The exhausts roared continuously,
the stays hummed musically, and the
great wings cut through the air with
resistless force.

Within the dark body of the plane
three men slept peacefully, one sat up
sleepily, listening to the motors, and
prepared to wake into alertness at the
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slightest sign of irregulanty in the ac-
tion of any of them, and one man sat
quietly at the controls, his eyes fixed
on the instruments before him, lighted
by tiny, hooded electric bulbs.

Course, due east. Altitude, five thou-
sand feet. Speed, one hundred and fif-
teen miles. Twice during the mght
Davis woke and made sure that all was
well.

In leaving the navigation of the ma-
chine to his assistant, he was not throw-
ing the major part of the work on him,
The work would come i the morning,
when they found the yacht.

If there were anything in the talk
of a sea monster having seized the
vacht, Davis would need to be fresh
for the search and possible battle that
would follow.

He was taking the most sensible pre-
caution possible. And, in any event,
he had driven for the first four hours,
during which the younger man had

rested.

The first gray light began to appear
in the east. The pilot of the plane

had not looked away from his instru-
ments for an hour, and not until a famnt
light outside called his attention to the
approach of dawn did he think to glance
through the windows.

A dimly white glow was showing as
an irregular splotch toward the east.
The pilot saw it and noticed something
odd about its appearance, but did not
stop to examine 1t closely.

He called Davis, as he had been or-
dered to do. Davis sat up, rubbed his
eyes, and was thoroughly awake.

‘“All right ?”” he asked.

The pilot nodded.

“Sunrise,” he said. “You said to call
you.”

“Right you are.” Davis stood up and
stretched his muscles. “Here, Teddy,
wake up.”’

Gerrod stirred, and in a moment was
awake. Davis deftly prepared coffee
and sandwiches.

‘“Rescuers like ourselves need to bhe
fed,” he observed with a smile. *“I
wonder what is actuallv the matter with
that person Morrison?”

“Millionaires are timid folk,” Gerrod
agreed. “I'll bet we’ve had a wild-
goose chase.”

“Funny, though,” said Davis rum-
natively. “People don’t usually send
out wild wireless messages like that.
They probably ran into a big bunch
of seaweed.”

He bit into a sandwich. The two en-
gineers, with complete*democracy, were
already eating. The man at the con-
trols suddenly uttered an exclamation.

“What’s the matter?” asked Davis
quickly.

“Look out the window,” said the pilot
in a tone indicating that he could not
believe his eves.

Davis looked, and his mouth dropped
partly open. Before them the white
patch of light had turned golden and
then yellow. A bank of clouds lay
before them, behind which the sun was
evidently hidden.

That had not caused Dawvis’ exclama-
tion, however. He was not amazed at
anything he saw, but at the lack of
something he did not see—the ocean.
The cloud bank was illuminated by the
sun. It covered half of the sky before
them, and below them!

There was no ocean below them.
There was no land below them. Above,
the rapidly graving sky could be seen.
Below them was rapidly graying sky!
There was no honzon, there was no

land, there was no sea.
There was only sky. They seemed

to be alone in an illimitable irmament,
a derelict in open space, adrift in some
unthinkable ether in which there was
no landing space or any solid thing ex-

cept themselves.
Above them and below them, before

them and behind them, on their nght
side and their left side was sky, and
nothing but sky. There was not one
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bit of solid matter visible on either side,
ahead or behind, up or down.

It was as if they had gone aloft, and
while thev flew the earth had been de-
stroved. Only the incredibility of such
a catastrophe kept them trom behieving
1t instantly.

“Teddy,” said Davis in a moment or
two, trying to jest, though his voice
was shaking, “you're our tame scientist.

What's happened to our well-beloved

earth? Has it gone off and left us 1n
the lurch? Have we flown off into
space r’

Gerrod was looking with all his eyes.
He looked down into a blue bowl that
was the exact counterpart of the dome
above.

“Which way 15 down?’ he asked
qutetly. “Is it that way, or that way:”
He pointed over his head and at his
feet. “Are we flving right side up, or
upside down, or what "

The plane banked sharply and side-
shpped for a moment before it recov-
ered.

“Steadv !’ said Davis to the man at
the controls. “Steady———"

The machine banked again, then shot
upward. stalled, and shpped on again.

“Straighten out!” said Davis sharply.
“Up with the joy stick!”

“l don’t know what’'s what,” said
the white-faced pilot desperately, obey-
ing as he spoke. “Great God! What's
happening now "

The plane seemed to be standing on
its tail, and the three men standing in
in the car slid toward the rear. Davis
seized a seat and clambered toward the
controls. As he made his.way toward
the instruments the plane seemed to go
mad.

It twisted, turned, stood upon 1its
head and darted forward, and then
seemed to be wallowing in the air.
Davis seized the controls, and with his
eye solely on the inclinometer worked
madly for a moment. The plane stopped
its antics and drove on steadily.

“It’s like drivmg in a fog,” he said
over his shoulder. “All nght back
there now :”

“Yes.””  Gerrod
“What happened "

“VWith nothing to tell which was up
and which down, we lost our level and
couldn’t find it again. I've flown upside
down for five minutes, going through
a cloud, and didn’t know 1t until my
barometer dropped upward. We're all
nght, but what's happened to the
earth -’

Gerrod cautiously made his way to
a point beside Davis, who was dnving
with his eves glued to the instruments.
That incredible vastness into which the
machine seemed to be boring was ap-
palling. They seemed to be speeding
madly from nothingness into nothing-
ness, with nothing below them and
nothing above.

Thev were alone in a universe of air.

(rerrod stared ahead at the cloud bank
behind which the sun seemed to be
hiding.

“There’s the sun, all right. What’s
our barometer reading *”

“Fight thousand feet.”

“Try dipping, by the inclinometer.”

Davis did so. Though there was not
the shightest change in the appearance
of the skv that compassed them all
about, the barometer quivered from
eight thousand feet to seven, and then
to six. Gerrod suddenly uttered an ex-
clamation:

“The sun’s coming out!”

The fiery disk of the sun peered
slowly from behind the edge of the
cloud bank.

“There’s another!”

From the opposite side of the cloud
bank a second sun could be seen, slowly
appearing as had the first. The two
suns swam away from the fringe of
the cloud and glared at each other.

“I've got 1it!?" Gerrod struck his knee
with his hand. “What fools we are !”

“I'm glad we're only fools,”” said

was answernng.
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Davis mildly. “I’ve been afraid we had
gone mad. What's happened”

“Why, the water,” Gerrod said ex-
citedly, “the water 1s perfectly calm
and reflects like a mirror. We don't
see the sky below us. We see the re-
flection of the sky. And that isn't a
second sun,” he pointed; “that’s the re-
flection of the sun.”

“Onlyv, the water doesn’t reflect hike
that,” said Davis. ‘““At least, not from
straight overhead. Open a side window
and look directly downward.”

Gerrod did so, and exclaimed again:

“I'm right, I tell you! Directly un-
der us I can see the reflection of our
plane, flving upside down.”

Davis took a quick glance.

“I guess vou are right, after all,” he
admitted, “but the water doesn’t re-
flect like that normally. Something
queer must have happened.” He was
silent a moment, while his eyes swept
the distance before them keenly.
“Here’s another proof you’re right.
There’s the yacht we’re looking for.”

Far away, its white hull turned to red
gold by the first rays of the sun, they
saw the vacht, motionless on the water.
And 1n stnking corroboration of Ger-
rod’s hypothesis, they saw every line
and every spar reflected in the water
below.

Davis shifted his course to bear for
the yacht and dipped down until he was
only five hundred feet above the
strange, mirrorlike surface of the sea.
Below them thev could see the spread-
ing wings of their seaplane reflected
from the still water.

They swept up to the yacht and
circled above it. The junior pilot un-
shipped the tiny wireless set of the aéro-
plane, and it crackled busily for a few
moments.

“All right to ahght,” he reported.
“They say nothing has happened all
night, but they’re stiil unable to move.”

The plane swept around the yacht in
a wide circle, coming lower and lower.

It was quite impossible to judge where
the surface of the water might be, but
Davis kept his eye on the deck of the
yacht, to get the level from that. -

At last he made his decision. Being
quite unable to tell exactly where the
surface was; he could not land in the
usual fashion. He slowed in md-air
until the machine was moving at the
lowest speed at which it would keep
aloft.

Then, by a jerk of the joy stick, he
headed i1t upward at an angle it was
unable to make at that speed. The re-
sult was that the machine stalled pre-
cisely like a motor car on an upgrade
and, with next to no headway, “pan-
caked,” sank vertically—downward.

“Sit tight!” he ordered as the plane
sank.

Next moment every one of them
clutched wildly at the nearest object
to keep himself from falling. The
plane had struck the surface, but in-
stead of skimming forward, as its shight
remaiming headway made 1t try to do,
it was brought to a sudden standstill
as 1f by a mighty brake.

Only a miracle kept it from overturn-
ing. Davis opened a window of the
cabin and shouted:

“Throw us a rope and haul us along-
side!”

The men on the deck of the vacht
heard him, and a rope came hurtling
through the air, to fall across one of
the wings. Davis scrambled out and
made 1t fast. Those on the yacht
hauled, but the plane did not move.
Half a dozen men grasped the slender
line and threw their united weight upon
it. The rope broke with a snap.

“What the ” exclaimed Davis m
astonishment.

A second rope was thrown. The cap-
tain of the yacht called from the bridge:

“Haul a heavy line to you and make
that fast!”

Wondering, those on the seaplane
obeyed. The sailors on the yacht made
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the other end of the stouter line fast
to a capstan and manned 1t. Slowly
and reluctantly the seaplane was drawn
toward the white vessel.

It was Gerrod who looked behind
them. Where the float of the seaplane
had been he saw a deep depression n
the surface of the water, which, as he
watched, slowly filled.

~ “The sea 1s turned to jelly!” he ex-
claimed, and he was right.

They found the truth of the matter
when they clambered on board the
yacht. With the morning, the members
of the crew were able to make a
more thorough investigation of what

had happened.

They lowered boats, and the boats
stuck fast. When oars were dipped
into the strangely whitened or silvered
water the oars were drawn out coated
with a sticky, silvery mass of a jellylike
substance.

From the deck of the yacht the al-
tered appearance of the sea was as re-
markable as from the air. All of the
ocean seemed to have been changed to
a semisolid mass of silver.

The honzon had vanished or ended
into the sky imperceptibly so it could
not be distinguished. The captain dis-
cussed the matter with them.

“I've never seen anything like this
before,” he said perplexedly. “I've
been on a ship that traveled two hun-
dred miles on a milk sea, but never
anything hke this.”

“What do you think 1t 1s?” asked
Davis. “Something on the order of
a mlk sea?”

The captain nodded.

“You know a milk sea 1s caused by
a multitude of little animals that color
the water milky white. They’'re phos-
phorescent at night, This must be
something on that order, only these
cluster together until the water is made
into a jelly. And they have a queer,

slimy smell.”

“They aren’t phosphorescent,” said
Davis.

“No, of course not.”

Nita Morrison had joined the little
group. Her father was beside her,
looking rather worried.

“Well,” saad Nita anxtously, “what’s
to be done? How are we going to get
the vacht free?”

“I’'m afraid we aren’t,” said Davis,
smihng. “The telegraphed orders that
brought me here told me simply to make
an examination and make a report. My
plane can’t do anything for the yacht,
of course.”

“Then what——"

“I'l go back and report,” Davis ex-
plained, “and they’ll send boats to try
to get in to you people. There doesn’t
seem to be any immediate danger, and
at worst you can all be taken off by
aeroplane, 1f we can rise again from
that jelly mess.”

Nita wrinkled her small nose.

“1 know we aren’t in danger,” she
said, ‘“‘or at least I know it now, but
are we going to have to stay here and
smell that horrid smell until the gov-
ernment gets ready to rescue us?’

The odor of the jellylike animalcules
was far from pleasant. It was an un-
clean scent, as of slime dredged from
the bottom of the sea.

“Well-1,”” said Davis thoughtfully, “I
dare say we can accommodate two more
people. It 1sn’t quite regular, but that’s
a detail.”

“But the crew?” Mornson looked
inquiringly at the captain of the yacht.

“Milk seas always break up, sir,” said
the captain. “I have no doubt this sil-
ver sea will break up as well. We can
waitt and see, and at worst we have
our wireless.”

“Then 1t’s settled,” said Nita joy-
fully. From sheer gratitude she smiled
at Davis.

“Always providing we can get aloft
again,”’ said Davis.

“The propellers of the ship, sir,” sug-
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gested the captain, “though they can't
move the yacht, vet manage to thrash
a fair-sized patch of this jelly into
liquid.”

“A good 1dea,” said Davis heartly.
“We’ll haul the plane around to the
stern, and you’ll set your engines run-
ning.”

In a very little time this was done.
The great propellers of the yacht
thrashed mightily, and a narrow patch
of open water opened in the silver sea.
The seaplane was laboriously hauled
around to the stern of the yacht, and the
party was lowered on board.

With some difficulty the motors were
cranked again and the plane scuttled
madly down the lane of water. With
a quick jerk of the joy stick Davis
lifted the plane from the water just
as the open water ended and the silver

sea began.
The big plane circled in the air, ris-

ing steadily as i1t circled, and at last
headed for the west again, still flying
in that incredible appearance of sky
above and sky below, with the reflected
sun glaring upward just as fiercely as
the real-sun beat down.

I11.

ITA sat in the seat beside Davis’
control chair, pointing to the in-
struments one by one.

“And that’s the inchinometer,” she
repeated, “to tell you the angle at which
the plane is climbing or descending.
That’s the barometer, which reads—Ilet
me see—seventy-four hundred feet.
We’re over a mile high, aren’t we?”

“We are,” said Davis, “though by
the looks of things we are ten thousand

miles from anywhere.”
The silver sea was still beneath them,

and they still seemed to be floating
a universe of air. Nita paid no atten-
tion.

“And that’s the compass dial,
that What did you call 1t 7"

and

“An anenometer,” said Davis again,
smihng. ‘“It’s the speedometer of the
air—or the patent log, whichever you
like to call 1t.” '

“You only have to learn one syllable,”
said Nita. “They all end in ometer.
It’s convenient that they’'re named like
that.”

Davis smiled.

“I never thought of that before, but
it 1s convement.”

“But how do you balance the plane ?”
Nita demanded.

“In straightaway flight it balances 1t-
self,” Davis explained. “It’s one of the
new inherently stable designs. For
turning, the wing tips work automati-
cally, We've a gyroscopic affair that
attends to them.”

Nita subsided for a moment, then
demanded further information.

“What's that lever for? To change
speeds "’

Davis laughed.

“Well, no. We haven't but one speed

forward and no reverse

“You're making fun of me!”

“That’s the joy stick,” said Davis,
chuckling. “We dive and climb with
it. Pull it back and we go up. Push
it forward and we dive.”

“Mmmmm,” said Nita interestedly.

Her father took his cigar out of his
mouth long enough to join in Davis’
chuckle at Nita’s absorbed atr.

“Don’t talk to the motorman, Nita,”
he said. “He may run past a switch.”

Nita turned around and smiled at
him. The car was rather crowded with
seven people in it. Gerrod was look-
ing curiously at a bit of the silvery jelly,
with which he had filled several pails
before leaving the vacht. He took a
bit of it between his thumb and fore-
finger and rolled it back and forth spec-

ulatively.
It seemed faintly granular to the

touch, but at the slightest pressure un-
derwent a change that felt hike crumi-
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bling, and was nothing but watery
hquad.

“I’ll bet anything you care to name,”
he said thoughtfully, “that this 1s just
a mass of httle animalcules with little
stlvery shells. The silvery shells would
account for the reflection we see.”

“The captain of my vacht,” observed
Morrison, “said that he thought i1t was
like a milk sea. That’s a mass of little
anmmals that glow like phosphorus in
the dark.”

“Perhaps,” said (Gerrod meditatively.
“I'd like to look at this stuff under
a microscope.”

“Oh some of 1t will go to the gov-
ernment chemists,” said Mormnson with
a large air, “and they’ll frpure out a
way to kill the little beasts. There's
a cure for everything.”

“Perhaps,’” said Gerrod.

The plane flew on steadily, Davis
fiinding some amusement in gratifying
Nita’s suddenly aroused cunosity
about every part of the seaplane. When
her cuniosity about the plane was sat-
1sfied, however, and she began to make
inquiries about himself, Davis was
much less comfortable.

He tried to be evasive, but she pinned
him down, and was filled with excite-
ment when she found that he was the
same man who, as Lieutenant Davis,
had flown the two-seated flying machine
that had destroved the Black Flver and
with 1t Varrhus’ menace to the liberty
of the world.

She tried verv hard indeed to get
him to tell her the storv of that fight,
but he blushed and said there was noth-
ing to tell. It would be hard to say to
what lengths she would have gone had
not something outside the plane caught
her attention.

“There’s the horizon!” she ex-
claimed. “We've come to the edge of
the silver sea, and from here on 1t's
just the plamn, good, old-fashioned
ocean.”

The line that marked the point where

sea and sky joined was indeed visible,
and a gradually widening bank of
darker blue showed that the silver sea
had indeed come to an end.

As the seaplane flew onward the
darker, wave-tossed ocean came toward
them and passed below, but blended
so gradually with the jellied ocean that
it was unpossible to tell where the sil-
ver sea ended and blue water began.
It was evident that the silver sea was
still growing.

Then, for a long time, the seaplane
sped onward over the blue waters, while
Nita tried ingenmously to extract from
Davis the details of the fight with the
Black Flyer.

Davis was acutely uncomfortable,
but nevertheless he felt strangely dis-
appointed when the dim line of the
coast appeared ahead. He hovered a
moment to get his bearings, and then
sped northward toward the aviation
station to which he was attached.

Nita, too, seemed disappointed. She
had enjoyed tormenting Davis, and he
impressed her very favorably. After
the plane had swooped downward and
come to rest on the water a scant two
hundred yards from the hangar 1n
which it was kept, she turned to Davis.

“Well,”” she announced, “since [}
haven’'t been able to make you tell me
what I want to know this time I warn
you | shall make you tell me next time.”

Davis smiled.

“May I hope there will be a next
time ?”’

Nita smiled at him,

“I shall be angry i1f there 1sn’t,” she
said demurely.

The launch came up to tow them
ashore, and Davis was busy for a few
moments, but before Nita and her
father climbed into the motor car they
had commandeered to take them to the
city he found time to make a more
definite arrangement and learned he
was expected to call at the Mornison
mansion ‘“‘very, very soon.”
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The description of the silver sea
aroused but little attention in the news-
papers. A particularly pathetic mur-
der trial was filling the public mind,
and small paragraphs in obscure cor-
ners, describing the plight of the yacht,
contained all that the public learned.

Every one seemed to dismiss the mat-
ter as a natural curiosity which would
probably disappear in a little while. An
aggregation of tiny animalcules which
had clustered together until they formed
a jellylike mass did not promise much
in the way of drama, and our news-
papers are essentially purveyors of
drama,

Obscure notices in the shipping news,
however, told of the growth of the sil-
very patch, and at last there was a rip-
ple of interest caused by the news that
the crew of the yacht claimed that the
jellylike creatures were clambering up
the sides of the ship and threatening to
overwhelm the vessel.

Seaplanes put out from shore and
took the crew off, and then public 1n-
terest lapsed again. An almost un-
eventful accident to the yacht of a
steamship magnate was good matenal
for society news, but not for the pages
devoted to items of general interest.

To Davis, however, anything pertain-
ing to Nita had become of surpassing
interest. He practically haunted her
house, and Nita seemed not at all un-
willing to have him there. Her father
was as cordial as Nita at first, but later
began to watch Dawvis’ frequent appear-
ances with something of disquiet.

Davis was sufficiently well known
from his Black Flyer episode to be con-
sidered socially eligible anywhere, but
he was far from rich. He had consist-
ently refused the numerous offers from
motion-picture companies and book
publishers to enact or relate his exploits,
though the acceptance of any of those
offers would have meant a small for-
tune.

Davis was instinctively unwilling to

commercialize his reputation. Morn-
son could find no fault with him per-
sonally, but he could not quite believe
that Davis' increasingly evident infat-
uation for Nita was real—that he was
actually more than a fortune hunter.

The shipping news continued to give
sparsely phrased notice of the location
and size of the silver sea. Two naval
vessels were assigned to observe it, re-
porting regularly to the meteorological
bureau.

It must be recorded to the credit of
that much-maligned department of
weather forecasts and mantime infor-
mation that it was probably the first
body to see the possibilities of evil that
lay in the silver sea.

It had quantities of the silvery mass
of animalcules brought to it for study,
and set its scientists to work to try
and find a means of destroying them.
Fish would not eat them. They seemed
to possess some repulsive taste that led
all the carnivorous fishes to avoid them
at all costs. Placed in an aquarium
with a huge sea bass that was excep-
tional for its voracity, the sea bass
avoided the tiny, jellylike mass as it
would the plague.

The silver globule of jelly multiplied

in size, and still the sea bass avoided

it, retreating to the farthest corners of
its tank to keep from coming in con-
tact with the little antmalcules. At last
the aquarium was ashimmering mass
of silvery, sticky jelly, and the bass
was unable to retreat farther. It was
found gasping out its life outside the
tank, having leaped from the water to
escape from the omnip