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THE NEW TOM SWIFT INVENTION SERIES

Tom Swift And His

Thermo-Ion Jetpack
By Victor Appleton II

Like many people who've imagined the future, Tom Swift—and
even his father, Damon—have dreamed of the days when those
personal jet backpacks we've heard about since the 1940s would
become reality.

So, when a famous movie director from Hollywood comes to Tom
to create the real thing—he demands reality in his science fiction
films without resorting to special effects—it intrigues the young
inventor enough to try to see what he might create. It’s a lot
harder than it appears at first!

He must convince the director that his plans to have a 1940’s
period piece with leather jackets and bullet-nosed SCUBA tank-
shaped rockets has to be updated to match what he believes might
be deliverable as a working device.

When the suit is hijacked by the stuntman and ends up shooting
him into space, it becomes a search and rescue mission with a
very short window for success.

In the end, it is up to Bud Barclay to save the day and fly the
dangerous suit for the film. But, a sudden attack might be sending
him on a collision course with death.

Can Tom rescue his best friend and save the movie?

This book is dedicated to the folks who gave us Commando Cody, but
especially the special effects team of the Lydecker brothers, Howard and
Theodore, who made the flying scenes seem magical and possible. Only with
the advances in television resolution did the wires ever appear. And, if you
were lucky enough to see these serials on a big movie screen, those flying
sequences actually made the dialog and plot tolerable.
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Bud spent more than a minute admiring the sleek, steampunk
appearance of the Hollywood jet pack illustration. CHAPTER 1
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AUTHOR’S NOTE

Tom Swift is capable of anything the author’s imagination—and
willingness to suspend disbelief on the part of the reader—can come
up with. Like many things falling into the lengthy list of, “Just
because you can do something, does it make any sense to do actually
it?” comes the things this 18th novel deals with.

But, no spoiler here. Let’s look at this in a slightly different light.

Just because you have enjoyed one or more of this series, should
you really keep purchasing the books and the collections of short
stories?

The answer is obvious. Obviously you should. And, you can. While
not as inexpensive as the original books in the first two series, these
are priced to please, orderable via almost any computer or mobile
device (not too certain about Blackberry) and come in relatively plain
cardboard wrappers so you can claim that, “Oh, that’s just my order
for a signed first edition of Dostoevsky’s Notes From The
Underground!”

Actually, if they are your friends I believe they would rather see
you carrying around a good Tom Swift novel than one of those
indecipherable Russian books that may or may not have been
translated correctly. Heck. For all you know old Dosty’s The Idiot
might have originally been titled, The Fool Who Bought This Story.

Copies of all of this author’s works may be found at:

http://www.lulu.com/spotlight/tedwardfoxatyahoodotcom

My Tom Swift novels and collections are also available on
Amazon in paperbound and Kindle editions. Barnes and Nobel
sells Nook ebook editions of these same works.


http://www.lulu.com/spotlight/tedwardfoxatyahoodotcom
http://www.lulu.com/spotlight/tedwardfoxatyahoodotcom

Tom Swift and His Thermo-Ion Jetpack
FOREWORD

For a few decades I have toyed with the idea of how neat it might
be to have access to an honest-to-gosh jet pack. I mean, back in the
fifties we were practically promised they would be reality and in our
garages by the turn of the 21st century. So, sixteen years after that,
where the heck are they?

If Tom Swift can go to the Moon, then Mars and even outside our
solar system, what has been stopping him from fulfilling this one
simple thing?

Of course Tom has always had it in his skill set to devise
something like this, but there has never been a truly good reason. We
have enough troubles with teenager drivers and other idiots down
here on the ground even when they are sober. Can you imagine the
deadly combination of alcohol, drugs or other intoxicants and the
ability to fly?

“Betcha I can buzz that 747 and pee right on their windshield!”
one plastered wit would declare.

“Oh yeah? Betcha ya can’t!”

Followed by a zoom, a thunk, a “did you see that?” a scream
(perhaps), and a final splat!

Don’t believe such idiots exist? This photo is real!

And so, perhaps it is best that things have waited until future days

—whenever those might be!
Vietor A//%éfm //






CHAPTER 1/
HOLLYWOOD IS CALLING

TOM SWIFT, twenty-four year old inventor, spun around at the
sound of footsteps crossing the hard concrete floor of the
underground hangar where his Sky Queen—the triple-decker jet
aircraft that had been one of Tom’s first major inventions—had
been sitting, idle, for nearly nine months.

He stepped to the door between his underground lab and small
office in time to see his best friend, and brother-in-law, Bud
Barclay, approaching.

What first grabbed Tom’s attention was the manner in which
Bud was walking across the concrete. It was more a periodic
staccato than footfalls, and now he could see why.

Bud was attempting to tap dance across the floor, holding a
thin aluminum rod in front of him as if it were a cane.

“Very good, flyboy, but you’ll never make it in the revival of
Masters of the Tap!”

Bud stopped and came walking over. “Hey, skipper! So, what’s
this rumor I hear about Swift Enterprises going all Hollywood?”

Enterprises, the four-mile-square research, experimental,
production and airfield facility in the north of New York, was
owned by Tom’s family, run by his father, Damon Swift, and
currently was the place of work for Tom, Bud, and Tom’s sister,
Sandy Swift Barclay. Both Bud and Sandy were pilots with Bud
being one of their top test pilots while Sandy split her time
between working in the Communications department and
providing test flights for prospective purchasers in any of the
eleven aircraft currently in the company’s production schedule.

Most recently Tom and a number of other Enterprises
employees had been engaged in developing a team of nanobots to
perform surgery on Mr. Swift who had developed an inoperable
brain tumor.

That had come to a happy ending a few weeks earlier when the
operation succeeded and Damon had been able to address a
group of reporters and doctors, all of whom initially seemed
intent on having the younger Swift brought up on charges for
operating without a medical license. Some even thought he may
have killed his own father in a botched operation. Once they saw
that Damon not only lived through the radical surgery but was
recovering extremely well, all had gone away grousing but
grudgingly admitting there might be something to come from this
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barely charted field.

“We are not getting into the Hollywood thing, Bud. What we
are doing, and by ‘we’ I guess I mean ‘I, is trying to make real a
little something that has been a staple of good and bad science
fiction for decades and decades, but has never been successfully
realized, or not by much.”

“What’s that?”

Tom squinted his left eye and turned his head slightly. “If you
won’t laugh, because I know how you feel about such things given
your family’s little problem last year, I'm working on a viable
jetpack.”

Bud groaned. He had indeed had a small problem the previous
year. A company his father invested heavily in out in his home
state of California had come up with a sleek and only slightly
bulky flying backpack they hoped to sell to the public. It was a
combination of a ducted fan system with a small turbine jet
engine that provided both power to the pair of fans plus some
additional lift and thrust.

Made from bright yellow fiberglass and enameled aluminum, a
healthy man of about five-foot-eight could lift its one hundred-ten
pounds and walk to a takeoff point. The jet could spin up in under
one minute and the takeoff checklist was mostly handled by a
small onboard computer.

All in all, Bud had approached the opportunity to take a one-
week leave of absence from Enterprises to act as test pilot in an
upbeat manner. He had poured over all the specifications for
weeks before he flew west; once he arrived on site everything
checked out.

His three days of low, tethered hovering runs demonstrated
how the built-in gyroscopic systems took nearly all the balance
and weight distribution tasks over freeing the pilot to only handle
the basic flying.

And, his attitude had only been made more happy when his
first untethered flight—over water and at just twenty feet—had
terminated in a light touchdown back at the launch platform.

The problem came the following day when, at a height of about
five hundred feet, the jet turbine had snapped from its mounts,
slammed into the back of his protective shield knocking the wind
out of him, and the entire rig plummeted to the ground.

It was only about seventy feet above the hard surface when
Bud’s parachute deployed fully and he nearly slammed into the
ground. He didn’t exactly walk away and had to wear a clamshell
cast on his right foot for five weeks while five tiny bones mended.
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On arriving back in Shopton the evening of the crash, Bud
declared, “Never, never, never again will I climb into anything
built on a shoestring budget or by anyone other that the Swift
companies!” That was a year ago.

Now, Tom pulled out a folder about an inch thick and slid it
across the desk. On the cover it stated:

SKY MARSHAL 7
(Strictest Secret Movie Treatment, Monograph Studios)

...followed by a couple paragraphs of legal warnings telling
whomever found or possessed the folder they would be subject to
a one hundred-million dollar lawsuit if they gave out any
information or lost the folder or stole the idea.

“Take a look at the top page inside and then study the next five
or so,” Tom suggested and took his seat again.

Bud settled in on the office sofa to read. The more he read the
more his face turned into a grin and then a full smile.

“So, Hollywood has come knocking on your door to get
involved in a try at reviving the old movie serials of the nineteen-
forties and fifties, huh? And these space ranger flying detectives
they mention do not fly around in airplanes I'm guessing.”

“Nope. Take a listen to this phone call I got yesterday just
about the time that package arrived.” Tom pressed a key on his
keyboard.

“Hello, Mr. Swift. My name is Howard Gardner and I'm
Senior Producer and head of acquisitions for Monograph
Studios out here in sunny, Hollywood, California,” came an
overeager voice probably more used to spouting promotional
drivel than talking to humans.

“Hello, Mr. Gardner. Before you go any further I need to be
certain you wanted to speak to me and not my father. 'm Tom
Swift.”

“Just the rascal I'm looking for. Listen, Monograph makes a
lot of movies, and as our saying goes, ‘We Make ‘Em Better!” So,
the reason I called today is to see if I can get some of your very
valuable time. You are going to get a package from us today
with a very valuable piece of property we are developing. That’s
movie talk for a script. I don’t need to tell you how hush-hush it
all is, so don’'t go squawking it around, if you know what I
mean.”

“Yes, I understand, Mr. Gardner, but please if you can get to
the point. I have a package here from your studio that came this
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morning that our Security people opened but I also have a great
number of things on my calendar today so I was not going to look
inside until tomorrow.”

“Oh, that'd be a big mistake, Tommy boy. I can call you
Tommy, can’t I?”

“No, I'd rather you did not do that. Tom will be fine.”

“Right. Sorry. So, anyways, we are going to be making a
great and epic new movie serial, just like your granddad used to
watch. We're calling it the name you will find on the folder in
that package. And, please don’t say it out loud. So, here’s the
thing; it harkens back to the days of heroes and villains who
battle on the ground, under the sea and in the air. That’s where
you come in. We can get a good grip on the land and water bit,
but we’re having a bit of a problem with the air...”

Tom pressed the key again to shut off the recorded
conversation. “So, I wanted you to hear that to establish we are
talking Hollywood and some man who is all ‘used-car-salesman’
and very little straight forward businessman.”

“Sounds like one of those old time hawkers at a carnival trying
to sell snake oil or some sugar pills to cure the rheumatiz.” Bud
cackled like a crazy old man.

Tom smirked. “Right. Here’s the idea, though. They
supposedly want to do things right and say they have the budget
for it. They are building two submarine models, I think he said to
quarter scale, and are renting two full-sized ones from the old
Russian Navy. Not running, of course, but for the exterior shots.
He told me they want to do the air scenes using actual flying
backpacks. He seems to think the more flames coming out the
better but we had a discussion about burning the pilot’s legs.”

Now, Bud’s face showed the battle his brain was having. On the
one hand Tom was proposing a flying backpack about which he
knew nothing. On the other had Tom was proposing a Swift-built
flying backpack that he knew nothing about, but that was
sounding very intriguing.

He took a deep breath and let out a heavy sigh.

“And, they don’t want a man or mannequin all dressed up
hanging from the sort of wires they can erase in editing?”

“They do not,” Tom told him. “In fact, the scope of what he
tells me his cinematographer and camera operator want wouldn’t
allow a crane or even a helicopter up above and just outside of the
shots. Also blue or green screen is out because he ‘hates that
look.”” Tom made finger quotes in the air to emphasize the last
words.
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“Okay. Tell Budworth all about it and let’s see if I get the
willies or my little heart goes pitta-pat.”

Tom motioned his friend to come over to the drafting table and
to take a seat.

Once he also sat he said, “I've got absolutely no idea where to
start, Bud. What I have is this,” and he slid over an open book. On
the left page was a beautifully rendered color illustration of a man
wearing what looked like the front end of an art deco steam
locomotive on his head, with a backpack spewing flames and
smoke out behind.

Bud spent more than a minute admiring the sleek steampunk
appearance of the Hollywood jet pack art.

“Jetz! And not in the sense of jets inside the backpack,” he
stated finally. “That’s beautiful. A bit too, well, small for one thing
to be of much use, but I remember watching an old B movie serial
about a guy named Colby or Cody who wore one of those. More of
a bullet head helmet, but same idea.”

“Yes. That would be the Commando Cody serials. This new
one is a modern take on that. I've had a look at one old episode on
line to see just what the Hollywood people seem to consider their
target. And, you are right. I figure I could get maybe thirty
seconds of flight time down in this size unless I use repelatrons,
and that just isn’t going to happen.”

“Okay,” Bud said almost sounding like he agreed. “But, why
not?”

“No real lift control if they are on the back of the wearer for
one. The flyer’s body would want to find a balance point and
swivel and bend to reach it throwing off all attempts at balance.
For another thing, unless I created a full avionics system with
computer, how could anyone be expected to make the constant
adjustments to what the repelatrons push against.”

“And my guess is that stopping would be a real bitch,” Bud
said.

Tom nodded. “Right. Even so, all that doesn’t get to the
massive power issues, meaning that sort of flying pack is out!”

“So, what’s in?”

The inventor shook his head. “I'm not certain. For starters I
don’t know what era they need this to be built for. If it’s still for a
World War II era movie, I'll have to back out with a polite version
of, ‘You are crazy.” If I've convinced them on a futuristic movie
world then perhaps I can build something like an exoskeleton
with the necessary power, lift, thrust and maneuverability they
need. Oh, and duration. One shot he intends to get will be over
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eight minutes long!”
“How long do you want to go for? Flight time, I mean.”

Tom thought a moment. “At the very least, ten minutes and
maybe double that to cover multiple takes without refueling or
recharging.”

Bud nodded but looked concerned. “Bud has a question,
professor. Most movies that require robots, flying across planets,
and other whiz-bang things get done in what I believe they call
post editing. Special effects and things like that. So, why not for
this movie?”

“The producer wants to go back to realism. He hates the
artificial look of computer-generated video and has sworn his new
movie will use none of it. That leaves him with trying to come up
with a flying backpack that evidently features in about twenty
percent of all scenes.”

“And you can’t give him that in the retro look, huh?”

Tom shook his head. “Not really. For one, look at the exposed
body parts. Can you image taking a bird or even rain or hail right
in the throat at several hundred miles per hour? Or the
turbulence coming up under the pilot’s chin at any sort of speed?
It’d rip the helmet off, and maybe even more!”

“Ouch!”

“Yes. Ouch, choke, bleed and all that. This jet pack is going to
have to be much larger in order to lift anyone. And, I'm still not
onto any fuel supply that might last more than perhaps ten
minutes. Possibly less. Oh, and can you spot the other problem?”

Bud went back to the illustration and looked it over. Then he
came over to look at a picture the inventor had sitting on his desk.
A moment later he tapped his finger on the page.

“Upright!” he declared swinging around to point at the larger
picture, stating, “Not upright. Right?”

“Right. Oh, maybe if the man or woman flying is racing in one
direction, but aerodynamically the human body doesn’t give
much lift. In some way I have to figure out how to get power
pushing the flyer along plus enough of it going downward to give
constant lift. Even then I fear the body’s tendency to relax and
sort of droop in the middle is going to ruin the effect. I mean,
have you ever tried to do that exercise thing called the plank?
Sixty seconds and your stomach muscles want to knot up!”

The flyer shook his head. “Tried it. Made the mistake of then
going for sit-ups. It took Enterprises’ two trainers and Hank
Sterling sitting on me to get me flattened back out. Never, never,
never again.” He shook his head with conviction.
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“Well, my guess is that anyone flying without some very stiff
support system is going to have their legs drooping and also
bending at the waist, all throwing off the balance and stability. If
he really wants realism, then I believe Mr. Gardner is going to
have to accept the realities of what such a flight system will need
to include.”

“Great, but I've got to run. Count me in on all the fun!”

“Oops,” Tom said looking at his watch. “I have to go as well.
I'm late for a meeting with dad.”

Once he got to the office the two Swifts often shared, Tom
described many of the things he and Bud had discussed. Mr. Swift
nodded his agreement to all of them, but added one of his own.

“You may need to include an air supply for any pilot heading
up very far. Actually,” Damon Swift said as he watched his son’s
face to see if they were on the same page, “I'm seeing that the
entire suit will need to be sealed for fast flights or there would be
tearing and ripping of anything loose or open. And that,
definitely, will require that you provide air.”

“That’s not on my initial list,” Tom admitted, “but I would
hope I might have thought about that sooner or later. Glad you
are on the ball so I don’t have to put things to chance!” He
grinned at his father who returned it with a smile.

“Happy to be of any help, Son. So, do you have a good feeling
about this? I mean from both a viability and company
standpoint.”

Tom shrugged. “I believe so, but there are still a lot of
unknowns. I might need to head to California to talk with the two
main men on this and see what they want and what they are
willing to accept as the right thing to do.”

“Let me know if I can do anything,” his father offered before
Tom headed back to his lab.

Bud and Sandy came to dinner at Tom and Bashalli’s house.
While the ladies played with Tom’s young son, Bart, after dinner,
Tom and Bud sat to one side of the spacious living room quietly
talking about the Hollywood project.

“I don’t know what you two are discussing,” Sandy stated in a
loud voice after about ten minutes, “but if you believe for a
minutes Bashi and I will let you two head out to Hollywood
without us, think again!”

Tom replied, “While I'd love to bring you two in on this, it
actually is a confidential matter. So, Bud and I are going outside
to talk about it and remove the temptation for you two to lean this
way and open your ears!”
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Both young men went over and kissed their wives before
heading out the front door.

“Well!” Sandy harrumphed as the door closed. “Can you believe
that? As if we’'d ever listen in on a private conversation.”

They sat there looking at each other for a few seconds before
they both broke out in gales of laughter.

Outside, Tom and Bud ambled down to the sidewalk. They
stopped and the inventor asked, “Are you up to a quick out and
back trip to Los Angeles and a meeting with these movie guys?”

Bud brightened. “So, you're going to take the project on?”

With a small shake of his head, Tom told him, “I’'m not sure,
yet. It sounds like it might be fun, and it may even have practical
uses later on, but I need more info than Mr. Gardner seemed
willing to part with over the phone.”

“Okay. I understand the need for a meeting, but what sort of
uses for that pack do you have in mind? Other than this potential
Hollywood blockbuster... or bust.”

“I'm thinking about the dream for personal flying systems that
has been around since the mid nineteen hundreds. Those movie
serials helped get people thinking about them, and then the
several false starts that were made up until about a dozen years
ago when the last company to try went bankrupt. Even if personal
flight systems are more dream that practicality, there have been
several attempts to make jet packs for Army troops to use in areas
too dense or dangerous to try to move across on foot.”

“Oh, yeah. And there’s always to need for police to follow
criminals. I can see them soaring over Central Park...”

“Right. Helicopters are fine, but they have limitations and
restrictions. And, they announce their presence. Well, that’s
future stuff, but for now I want to call our new West Coast friends
and suggest a face-to-face for tomorrow. Can your schedule
handle you being gone a day?”

Bud took out his new cell phone, a unit being built and sold by
the Swift Construction Company. It featured a lot of high-
technology he was still getting used to.

“Yo, phono?” The screen came on with a question mark. “If I
have anything scheduled for tomorrow, see if it can re-set for the
following day.”

A few seconds later a pleasant voice told him, “You had two
meetings scheduled for tomorrow afternoon. One with Hank
Sterling and the other with Sandra Swift Barclay. I have notifying
them both of the change.”
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Bud’s eyes grew large as he tried to stammer out the
command, “Don’t call Sandy,” but it was too late. The front door
flew open and his wife was standing there, hands on hips. “How
dare you have that darned yakkity phone person cancel our lunch,
Bud?”

Giving Tom a rueful grin, he hastened to the front porch to
explain. Tom could see him gesturing and trying to explain
things. Soon, Sandy looked over her husband’s head at her
brother.

“Jerk!” she stated before turning and closing the door behind
her.

Bud came back, slowly to Tom.

“Tomorrow is the anniversary of the day she and I first met,
skipper. It’s something that fell off my RADAR years ago, but I
guess she holds it to be a sacred day, or something. What am I
going to do?”

Tom laughed. “You go ahead and reschedule that meeting with
Hank to tomorrow, clear the following day for our trip, and I'll go
set things right with my sister. Just follow my lead.”

When Bud came back inside three minutes later, Sandy flung
herself into his arms. “Oh, Bud, Can you forgive me?”

As he stammered his forgiveness, Bud looked at Tom who just
stood there smiling innocently.

“Tom just told me he goofed on the date and you didn’t want to
disappoint him. But, since he said it was really the day after
tomorrow, that’s okay. I'm sorry I lost it. Forgive me?”

She leaned in and gave him a big kiss.

“Sure. It was a goof all around; I told the phone to look at the
wrong day.”

“And,” Tom added, “I can attest to the fact he really tried to
override the phone but it was just too fast and contacted you in a
split second. Maybe I need to reprogram things to give people a
minute or so to change their minds?”

“If you want to keep my Bud out of trouble, you'd better do
that, Tomonomo.”

“It gets my almost undivided attention the day after Bud and I
get back from California. And...” he said looking from his wife to
his sister, “I promise that the next trip out there will include the
two of you. If only there were some nice, older women who would
want to babysit Bart. Hmmmm?’

Bud grinned. “Yeah, something like a couple grandmothers!”
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The four of them laughed and little Bart giggled, stating,
“Gramma!” That met with his approval as well.

18



CHAPTER 2 /
COULD YOU PERHAPS CHANGE THAT?

TWO MORNINGS later, Tom and Bud met on the tarmac above
the underground hangar of the Sky Queen.

“Been quite a while since you had the old girl out for a spin.
Think she’ll remember who we are,” Bud joked. The Sky Queen—
Tom’s first major invention and the world’s first triple-decker
aircraft—had been a staple of his flying adventures since he
turned eighteen. Now, more than six years later and with enough
miles on her to circle the globe at least twenty-nine times, the
Flying Lab was starting to show her age, at least on the inside.
Outwardly she was still a gleaming white thing of beauty.

Her sister aircraft, the Super Queen, was several years newer,
faster and more versatile with its ability to use custom pods filled
with mission-specific equipment, laboratories, and even field
hospital units. Both ships could take off and land vertically using
repelatron dish drives, both featured nuclear power generators to
provide safe and consistent power for all systems, and both were
surprisingly easy to fly.

They also could both reach supersonic speeds creating no
noticeable sonic “booms” in the process partly due to design
features and partly from the use of Tom’s silentennas, or “sonic
boom traps” as Bud called them.

But, the Sky Queen had older instrumentation and older
amenities. And, as Bud stated, she had been parked for quite a
while.

“If you think of her as a woman, then try not to think of her as
somebody like Sandy. If she is like your wife—my sister—the fact
that we've sort of ignored her will bite us on the behinds, and
hard!” Tom told the flyer.

With a small alarm buzzer coming from the nearby small
entrance building and then barely a whisper from the mechanism,
the large flat doors covering the deep hangar dropped down a foot
then began to move aside. Before they parted, railings popped up
from the ground to surround the area, keeping anyone not paying
attention from stumbling into the nearly eighty-foot-deep pit.

As the giant airship rose, a technician who had been cleaning
her windscreen could be seen hanging from the right-hand side
window.

“Hey, skipper! Hey, Bud!” he called out as he finished wiping
the copilot’s front window and the jet neared the top of its ride.
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Without warning, and to the horror of the two young men, the
tech lost his grip, suddenly slipped out of the window and began
to tumble downward.

Tom wanted to rush forward but both the railing and the open
pit stopped him. Bud let out a strangled cry of anguish as the man
disappeared down into the hole. There was a thudding noise
followed by a moan and a deep oath as the elevator rose to ground
level and stopped.

There, lying across the top of a pile of what appeared to be
empty cardboard boxes, was the technician. He cursed again and
raised himself up to a sitting position.

“Of all the boneheaded junk I could do—" he chided himself
before turning to look at the startled and speechless pair, “Oh, hi,
skipper. Bud. Sorry about this. I sort of lost my grip.”

Tom now stepped over the descending safety railing followed
closely by Bud. As he ran to the man he tapped a small pin under
his collar. The TeleVoc pin was a combination communication
device and security measure that all Swift employees wore. It used
silent communication technologies that relied on brainwaves and
jaw and muscle movements to be translated into a simulation of
the caller’s voice. He mouthed the words, “Doc Simpson,” as he
reached the bottom of the now partly collapsed pile.

His call was answered as silently as it was made, and he
described the situation. Doc “Voc’d” back stating that he was on
his way.

“Stay still, Robbie,” Tom ordered as the man appeared ready to
slide off the pile. “Doc is coming to check you out and doesn’t
want you to injure yourself any more than you might have.”

“But, I—” the man began to argue but saw Tom’s determined
look and stopped. “Right. Sorry, again, and I'll stay put. Didn’t
mean to give you two a scare.”

Doctor Greg Simpson, Enterprises’ chief physician, came on
the run along with one of his nurses. They cautiously climbed
onto the boxes to get to Robbie’s side. A quick check showed that
the man suffered nothing more serious than a bleeding abrasion
on his left elbow from hitting and scraping it on the boxes.

“Lucky for you these boxes broke your fall and nothing else!”

“Lucky they were empty and not full of canned goods,” Bud
called up to them.

Doc had the nurse apply an antiseptic cream and a gauze
bandage to protect the wound, and then they left to go back the
Infirmary while Tom and Bud helped the technician to get off the
pile and onto his feet.
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“Go ahead 