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CHAPTER |

Bad News
"CHECKMATE!" said Frank Hardy as he glanced across the chessboard at his brother Joe.

"Okay. You'vegot me." Joefrowned at histrapped king. "I can't keep my mind on the game, waiting for
that call and wondering how Dad is.”

Dark-haired Frank, eighteen, and blond Joe, ayear younger, sat in their laboratory next to a short-wave
set. Theroom, filled with the latest scientific and detecting apparatus, was located over the garage behind
the Hardy homein Bayport. Suddenly ametallic voicefilled thelab. Both boys became tense.

"Radley calling Frank and Joe! Do you read me?"
"Roger," replied Joe. "Where are you, Sam?'

"Fifty milesfrom Bayport. We ran into astorm which dowed us down. Jack Wayne s preparing to land.
Incidentaly, boys, weve been tailed dl the way from Kentucky! The other plane kegpsjust far enough
away so we can't identify it."

Frank pushed closer to the microphone. "How's Dad?"
"Sorry. No change."

"WEell have an ambulance waiting,” said Frank.
"Roger. Over and out.”

Immediately Frank phoned Dr. Bates, the family physician, who had aready been notified that Fenton
Hardy was gravely ill. The doctor promised to arrange for the ambulance to meet the plane.

The brothers then hastened downstairs and entered the house by the rear door. The boys mother and
their aunt, Gertrude Hardy, were waiting anxioudy in the living room.

"Dad'sarriving shortly," Joe announced. "Come on. Well dl driveto theairport.”

Thefour Hardys hurried to the family car and Frank took the whedl. For awhile they rodein silence,
oblivious of the pleasant air, reflecting on the near tragedy which had overtaken Fenton Hardy.

Once afamous detective on the New Y ork City police force, Mr. Hardy now had his own successful
investigating practice. He had often been assisted on cases by his sons, who had gained renown for their
talent as amateur deuths. Sam Radley was

Mr. Hardy's able assistant, and Jack Wayne was his private pilot and close friend.



LauraHardy spoke up. "1 had asirong fedling this case would prove unusually dangerous when Fenton
agreed to accept it."

Mr. Hardy's assgnment had been to investigate suspected sabotage on part of aroad being built by the
Prito Congtruction Company in the Kentucky wilderness. Mr. Prito was the father of one of the Hardy
brothers best friends, Tony.

A bridge on which the Prito's crew were working had collgpsed. The county ingpector was accusing the
firm of having used faulty material, although this had been ruled out by tests. However, Mr. Prito had
discovered that bolts had been removed from supporting steel girders. Inquiries among the workers had
shed no light on the identity of the saboteurs.

The detective had flown to Kentucky in his persond plane, piloted by Jack Wayne. But the day after his
arrival Mr. Hardy had mysterioudly disappeared. Sam Radley had been summoned to help on the case
and was to have met hisbossfor abriefing at the construction site that same day.

When Mr. Hardy did not appear, Sam had gone to the neighboring small town of Boonton, sure that the
investigator would soon return. But Fenton Hardy was gone for aimost aweek.

Hisfamily recdled vividly Sam's account of the detective findly stumbling into Boonton, his hands
manacled behind hisback, gravely ill and delirious. The smal locd hospitd had diagnosed pneumonia,
but with baffling complications, and urged that he be returned home immediatdly.

Sam had reported, too, that no clue had been found to explain who had held Mr. Hardy prisoner, or
where. Also, hisbrief case was missng.

As Frank siwung into the parking area of the airport, Joe leaned excitedly out the window.
"Theré's Dad's plane. Jack's bringing her in!"

Minutes later the family stood near the ambulance, waiting aongside the gpron. The four watched the
blue-and-white, sngle-engine plane glide to alanding and taxi up to the ambulance.

Two white-coated attendants hopped out and joined Frank and Joe as they rushed to the craft. The
cabin door opened. Sam Radley poked his head out. "Y our dad's dready on astretcher,” hetold the
boys.

They leaped aboard. Both gasped at first view of their father. A rugged man, Fenton Hardy's face
normally had ahedlthy glow. Today he looked pae and drawn, and his eyes were closed. Gently the
brothers and Sam lowered the stretcher to the attendants.

LauraHardy wept softly as her husband was carried toward the ambulance, and Aunt Gertrude tried
hard to hold back her own tears.

Joe bent over the stretcher. "Dad, can you hear me?' Mr. Hardy's eydlids fluttered. Hislips moved
feebly, but no intelligible words came out.

"Still ddlirious" said Radley. "He's been mumbling likethison and off. | couldn't catch athing.”

"If only we could get afew words," Frank said. "They might give usaclueto the fiendswho did thisto
Dad."

The gtretcher was placed in the ambulance. The Hardys and Sam looked back to the plane. Jack
Wayne, somber-faced, peered out of the cockpit and waved. Then the pilot taxied the craft to its



hangar.

It was decided that Frank and Mrs. Hardy would accompany the patient, while Aunt Gertrude, Joe, and
Sam would go in the car. Soon the ambulance was speeding toward Bayport.

Joe, a thewhed of the Hardy car, asked Radley, "I didn't notice any plane landing before we left the
arfidd. You have any ideawho wastailing you?" '

"No. The guy was clever-kept asafe distance dl the way."

Joe |ooked troubled. He was thinking hard. "Sam, | have an ideg,” he said. "I'll stop homefor our tape
recorder. We can et it up by Dad's bed in the hospitd, just in case he says something understandable
when we're not there. We need a clue desperately.”

"It'sworth atry. Maybe well get some answersto vitd questionsin this mystery. For instance, who
masterminded your father's kidnapping? Where was he held? And how did he get back to Boonton,
handcuffed and sick the way he was? Somebody must have brought him there, but why?"

"Well get to the bottom of thisl" Joe vowed. He turned off the highway and headed for the Hardy
residence on Elm and High streets.

Aunt Gertrude, usudly critical of her nephews detective work, for once agreed.

"Oh, I'd like to get hold of those-those terrible creatures mysdlf!" she declared vehemently. "But please,
Joe, you and Frank be very careful. We don't want you in the hospitd, too.”

"By theway," Sam asked asthey pulled into the driveway, "have you heard from my wife?"
"Yes" Joe answered. " She phoned yesterday, asking about you. She'sfine."
Sam and hiswife lived in an apartment near the center of town, about half amile from the Hardys.

Joe hurried to get the tape recorder. He tested it and put on a new tape. He and Sam were about to
leave when ataxi screeched to astop in front of the house. To their amazement, Frank |egped out and
rushed insgde.

"Hey, what happened?' Joe greeted him.

"A clue, our first one!" his brother announced.

He reached into a pocket, pulled out an envelope, and held it open to reved awhite, gritty substance.
"Wheréd you find this?' Joe asked quickly.

"In the cuffs of Dad'strousers. Come on. Well examine this Suff right away.”

The boys and Sam ran up the airway to the garage lab. First the Hardys studied the white grains under
amicroscope. "Looksliketiny bits of rock," Frank observed.

"This could belimestone" Joe said. "Let'srun achemicd tes."

As Sam |looked on, Frank shook the particlesinto aflask while Joefilled a beaker with clear limewater,
then connected the two containers with glass tubing. Frank next picked up abottle of dilute hydrochloric
acid and poured it onto the grains. Bubbles appeared in the beaker and the limewater turned cloudy, then
clear again.



"Limestoneitid" Joe exclamed. "Sam, do you know of any limestone quarries around where you and
Dad were in Kentucky?'

"Not offhand. But there are plenty of unusua rock formations. In fact, plans are underway for developing
an immense park-sort of atourist attraction-featuring the peculiar formations.”

"Near the highway construction site?" Frank asked.
"Quite near."

Asthe Hardys put away the apparatus, the extension phone rang. Frank answered. "Hdlo. . . . What
wasthat? ... | can't understand you. . . . Wait aminute.”" He turned to Sam. " Sounds like your wife, but
she'sawfully upsat.”

Sam grabbed the phone. "Hello?. . . Ethd?" A frightened look cameinto hiseyes. "I'll beright over. Try
to keep cam!™

He whedled about to face the boys. " Something's happened to my wife. Let's hurry!™

The three pounded downstairs. While Joe sped into the house to pick up the tape recorder, Frank and
Sam ranto the car.

"Aunt Gertrude!" Frank exclaimed, "We have to rush over to Sam's. Something'swrong. Wait here at the
house, and don't et anybody in until we return!”

Miss Hardy got out of the car. "Very well. But what about Mr. Kenfield? He's coming to inspect the roof
today."

"Okay. But he probably won't have to comeinto the house. Hell use aladder to get to the roof."

The Hardys and Sam sped to the Radley apartment. It was located on the second floor. The door was
dightly gar and Radley burst in, the boys a his hedls. "Good grief!" Sam cried out.

Hiswifewaslying on the living-room floor, her feet bound together and her hands secured in front of her
with stout twine,

"Sam! Sam |" she sobbed. "Oh, I'm so glad you're here!™

Frank whipped out his pocketknife and cut the bonds. Mrs. Radley, still trembling with fright, was helped
to her feet. Joe hastened to get her a glass of water, while Sam inssted sherest in an easy chair. When
Mrs. Radley had regained her composure, she told them what happened.

"I'd been out shopping for about an hour. When | returned, | was surprised to find our door unlocked,
but thought 1'd absent-mindedly |eft the catch off. | went insde and almost fainted when | saw a strange
man intheliving room."

The intruder had clapped a hand over her mouth, bound her, and warned her to make no outcry.

Frank wondered whether the prowler had anything to do with the Hardys case. "What did he look like?!
Frank asked.

"Hewastdl, dark and- Oh, | can't tell you any more! | was so frightened.”

"He was here for apurpose, that's sure,” Sam said as he inspected the door lock. "It's been jimmied.”



Nothing seemed to be disturbed in the living room. Then the Hardys accompanied Sam into his study.
One drawer of afiling cabinet was partly opened. Radley quickly examined the contents. "None of these
filesaremisang," he sad, perplexed.

Frank pointed to the top drawer. "How about that card index?"

Sam pulled out the drawer. "Y ou'reright! There are acouple of cards sticking up, asif someone had
riffled through them."

With paingtaking care, the three deuths checked the crossindex of along list of criminalswhich Sam had
catal ogued.

"Y ou know theré'saduplicate set in your dad's office," he told the boys.

By thistime they had reached the nameslisted under M. "Mander-Manning-Matlack. Wait!" said Sam.
"I'm missing the run-down card on Milo Matlack."

"Who's Matlack?"

Radley gave alow whistle. "He's an ex-convict, a dangerous character-one of the worst!”

CHAPTER I
A Midnight Alarm

"IF Matlack's the bird we want, well clip hiswings," said Joe, "no matter how tough heid"
"Let'snot jump to conclusons,”" cautioned Frank.

Sam went through the rest of thefile. No other card was missing.

"WEell check the duplicatefile right after wevist Dad," Frank said.

Satidfied that Mrs. Radley wasfeding al right, the Hardys | eft the couple. "WEell keep in touch with you
about developments, Sam," Frank promised.

The boys hastened outside to their car and soon reached the hospital's parking lot.

"l hope Dad is better," Joe murmured as they rode the elevator to the third floor. But he and Frank found
Mr. Hardy's condition the same. Mrs. Hardy was quietly talking with Dr. Bates.

Both were looking gravely a the detective, who was breething irregularly and till in delirium.

Noting Frank's and Joe's alarmed expressions, the medic assured them everything was under control.
"Your dad isvery ill, of course. The pneumoniawe can tregt, but we'll have to conduct further teststo
determine the exact cause of his prolonged loss of memory.”

"How did he ever catch pneumonia?* asked Joe, stepping close to the bedside and looking down &t his
father'sface, now flushed with fever.



"Poss bly through extreme mistrestment,” the doctor said. "Mr. Hardy might have been kept in adark,
damp place without food and sufficient weter.”

Frank set hisjaw grimly. "Could've been an underground prison,” he declared, "which might explain the
limestonein Dad'strouser cuffs.”

Just then Mr. Hardy turned his head on the pillow. His eyeswere il closed. He mumbled, but as
before, the words were unintdligible.

Mrs. Hardy sighed. "He's been doing that dl the time I've been here," shetold her sons.

Joe placed the tape recorder on the night table next to hisfather's bed, and explained what he had in
mind. Frank plugged in the machine. Just then a pleasant-looking nurse came into the room. She
introduced herself asMiss Tice.

"I'll be on night duty here," she said. "Isthere anything specid you'd like meto do?"

"Yes, please." Frank showed her how to turn off the recorder and change the tape. He left aspare red
onthetable.

"When you put on the new tape," Frank went on, "please put the used one in the drawer so it won't be
damaged.”

The boys and their mother were assured by the doctor that Mr. Hardy would respond to treatment.

"Y our hushand needs complete rest, Mrs. Hardy," the physician added. "If there should be any change,
well cal youimmediately.”

Joe switched on the recorder, then the three Hardys lft the hospital and drove home. They found Aunt
Gertrude setting the table for supper and gave her the latest report on her brother's condition.

"See anybody prowling around while we were gone?' Joe asked.

"Goodnessno!" Miss Hardy said tartly. "Didn't we have enough worry for one day?' Then she added,
"Mr. Kenfield was here, of course. | heard his ladder being propped againgt the side of the house, and |
saw histruck parked in front."

Frank only half heard his aunt's words. His memory was suddenly jogged by another thought. "Joe! Let's
check Dad'sfiles!"

Aunt Gertrude fixed her nephewswith a stern gaze. "Don't be late for supper!” she ordered.
"We're having lamb stew and | don't want it to get cold!"
"Aunty," Joesad, "were never late for lamb stew.”

Hewinked at his brother and followed him upstairsto Mr. Hardy's study on the second floor. From a
secret compartment under adesk drawer, prank withdrew the key to hisfather's extensive files.

Quickly they began looking through the crossindex and the individual run-down cards.
"Nothing's been touched so far,” Joe observed as Frank deftly separated the cards.
"Yes, everything's okay through L," Frank said, then started onthe M's.



A moment later Joe exclaimed, "Hey! Theresno card for Milo Matlack.”
Frank grinned. "Don't get excited. Dad took the card himsdlf and |eft thismemo.”

A dip of paper with Mr. Hardy's handwriting bore the notation that the detective had taken not only the
card, but also the complete dossier on the ex-convict with him to Kentucky.

"I knew it!" Joe burst out. "Matlack's our man beyond a shadow of doubt.”

"Guessyou'reright," Frank conceded. " So, if we can find Milo Matlack, we may crack this case.
Something telsmeitll be no cinch.”

The brother deuths had dready solved anumber of baffling mysteries, from locating The Tower Treasure
to recently uncovering the secret of The Haunted Fort.

As Frank locked thefiles, Joe grabbed the telephone and diaed Radley's number. Sam answered. Joe
firgt inquired about Mrs. Radley.

"She'sfeding better. But no leads yet to the intruder.”

"Sam, we're hot on atrail!" Joe told the operative of Mr. Hardy's memo, then asked if Sam could
describe Matlack and give some of the crimind's history.

"I can't recall much detail,” Radley replied. "But | do remember that Milo hasgray hair.”
"Where arewelikdy to find him?
"Possibly in New Y ork City, hisold home."

"Then that's where welll go!™ Joe declared. Sam promised to round up al the information he could on the
former jailbird. Joe thanked him and hung up.

"Boys! Supper!" MissHardy caled up.

The boys quickly washed, then hurried to the dining room. Joe held achair for his mother, and Frank
helped Aunt Gertrude place a steaming tureen of stew on thetable. As Mrs. Hardy served, her sonstold
the women about the latest ,exciting developmentsin their father's mystery.

"There are two things Joe and | haveto do!" said Frank. " Capture Milo Matlack and make him pay for
what he did to Dad, and second, unearth the real story behind the bridge collapse.”

"The police should handle such a-afiend,” Aunt Gertrude Stated.
"The police can hdp us," Joe said, "but we want to collar Matlack ourselves.”

Although fearful for her sons safety, Mrs. Hardy was proud of their courage and ability. Quietly she
advised them to exercise the utmost caution.

"Don't worry, Mother," said Frank. "We will."

After supper the boys went to their father's study and discussed the mystery until bedtime. Before
retiring, Frank telephoned the hospital and learned that Mr. Hardy's condition was about the same.

Late that night the boys were jolted from a deep deep by the shrill jangling of the telephone. Frank
switched on the bedside lamp and dashed to pick up the hall extension. Joe followed.



The cdler was Miss Tice, the night nurse. ™Y ou're to come right over to the hospital,” shetold Frank ina
tensevoice.

Frank's heart sank. ™Y ou mean the whole family?*

"Certainly not," replied the nurse. "Just you and your brother.”
"Well bethere" said Frank and hung up.

"Hurry, Joe! Something must have happened!"

Hadtily the boys changed from pgjamasto street , clothes. i

They were grimly slent as they whizzed through the streets to the hospita . There they took the elevator
to the third floor. It seemed forever until they reached it and the door did open. The boysrushed to the
nurses station.

"Is Dad-Fenton Hardy's condition worse?"' Frank asked the nurse in charge. "Isthat why Nurse Tice
cdled?'

"Mercy, no!" shewhispered. "If anything, your father isdightly improved." !
Although vastly rdlieved, Joe said wryly, "We | sure had the daylights scared out of us!"
"I'm afraid we've had the daylights scared out of us, too," the nursereplied. "Miss Tice will explain.”

On tiptoe, Frank and Joe ran down the corridor. Nurse Tice, red-faced and distraught, met them outside
Mr. Hardy's room.

"Why didn't you post aguard here if you expected trouble?' she asked indignantly.

Frank gulped. "Trouble? Did somebody try to hurt Dad?

"No, not that."

"Tdl uswhat did happen!" Joe said impatiently.

"A man, dressed as an intern, snesked into your father's room, that'swhat!" said the nurse.

Frank drew adeep breath. "And then?" "'l was coming back after my coffee break,” Miss Tice
continued, "and | saw this man in white removing the tape from the recorder. | was so surprised | cried
out and he came rushing & me. | tried to stop him, but he got away." The nurselooked puzzled. "Why
anybody would stedl atape with just mumbling on it isamystery to me!™

CHAPTER 111
Who Is Felix?

FRANK and Joe stared at each other in dismay. "We should have had someone guarding Dad," Frank
sadglumly.



"Well, there are two police officers here now," Nurse Tice replied.
"Policemen?’ queried Joe. "Where?'

"They're searching the building. The night supervisor phoned headquarters as soon as | reported seeing
thet thief."

The Hardy boys had hoped to handle this case mostly by themsalves. Now the police aready had been
cdledin. Sensing their concern, Miss Tice became gpologetic. "I don't usudly flare up like that,” she said.
"But it was an unnerving experience.”

"We're sorry you had such ascare," said Joe. "I'd sure like to get my hands on that phony."
"At least," Miss Tice remarked, "you gtill have the tape.”
"What?' Frank exclamed. "I thought the thief got away with it."

"| forgot to mention I'd changed the tape.” The nurse opened the night-table drawer and pulled out the
firdt tape.

"Thanksamillion," Joe said. "Well take the recorder and play the tape when we get home."

When the nurse had checked Mr. Hardy's pulse and respiration, Frank asked if she could describe the
thief.

"The man wastdl," she said, "with jet-black hair and amustache." The impostor, she added, had worn a
mask which she had amost torn off during her tusdewith him. "If I'd known Judo,” added Miss Tice, "I
might have caught him!"

The boys exchanged glances. Except for the mustache, this description resembled that of the intruder at
Radley's apartment!

At the sound of brisk footstepsin the corridor, the nurse and the Hardys left the room. Outside, they met
Chief Ezra Collig of the Bayport Police Department, followed by a patrolman, who held arumpled white
jacket in his hands.

"Hello, Frank, Joe," the husky, keen-eyed chief said. Collig was an old friend of the Hardy detectives.
"When | learned your father was here, | wanted to investigate this matter mysdif.”

Joelooked at the jacket. "Isthat the one the thief wore?”

"Yes," replied the chief. "Wefound it near the first-floor fire exit." Collig's eyes narrowed. "Areyou sure,
Miss Tice, there was nothing el se stolen from this room? Like hypodermic syringes or sedatives?

"Pogtive" the nurse assured him.

Frank spoke up. "Joe and | hope to solve this mystery on our own, Chief, but wed like to brief you on
it

The boys gave the officer a concise account, ending with their plan for possibly picking up aclueon
tape.

"Good idea," the chief said. "I'll do my best to help you. At least we can have an dert sent out for anyone
resembling the intruder. I'm posting aguard on thisfloor, and aso will havethisjacket andyzed in our
lab."



"Thanks, Chief. That'sswell,” said Frank.

When the police had gone, Frank asked the nurse, "Did you have much of atusde with the thief?"
"No. When | grabbed his mask, he pushed me aside and ran.”

"Would you mind showing me your fingernails?' Frank requested.

The woman held out her hands. Using a pocket flashlight, Frank carefully scrutinized both hands.
Suddenly he said, "Here's something-awisp of black hair!" He pointed to the nurse's right forefinger.

"Why, | never noticed it!" she exclaimed.

Miss Tice removed thetiny hair, which Frank folded in a sheet of white paper and put in hisdacks
pocket.

The young deuthstook the recorder, thanked the nurse for her cooperation, and left the room. Outside
Mr. Hardy's door was a patrolman whom the boys knew. He assured them, "No sneak thief will get by
Tim Cdlahan."

The Hardys grinned. "'l believeit, Mike," said Joe.

As soon asthey arrived home, Frank and Joe went directly to their 1ab. Frank wasfirst to study the
strand of hair under a powerful microscope. "Joe! Takealook!"

Hisbrother did so. "Say! That hair's gray near theroots. It's dyed black!" Joe was exuberant. "Matlack's
for sure. | bet the mustache is phony too."

Both boys were exhilarated by the thrill of their discovery. Now for the tape. Did it, too, hold avauable
clue?

Soon the tape was revolving on the machine, and athough Frank had turned the volume up full, there
were great stretches of silence. These were interspersed by Mr. Hardy's mumbling, which was
indeci pherable-except one word that came through with relative clarity.

"What's that, Joe? Something like 'licks? I'll play it back." The strange word, or part of aword, came
over three times.

Joe ligened intently. "Soundsto melike Felix," he said.

"Could be. Perhaps Felix isahenchman of Matlack's." Frank shut off the machine and Joe telephoned
police headquarters. Chief Collig was il there.

"Chief," said Joe, "do you know of any underworld character named Felix? We think that's aword which
came over on the tape.”

Collig sad thisdid not ring abell, but he would check hisfilesthoroughly. "I'll let you know."

When Frank and Joe returned to the house, they quietly went into the kitchen and made cocoa. Asthey
drank, the brothers discussed the night's events. Suddenly Joe put down his cup. "Frank! In al the
excitement we forgot to check the airport for the plane that tailed Jack!"

Frank immediately telephoned Bayport Airport, and learned that one other plane from Kentucky, an air
taxi out of Louisville, had asked for landing permission the previous afternoon. It had taken off a short
while ago.



"Joe, that Kentucky pilot must have been the one who tailed Dad's plane!” Frank exclaimed. "Wish we
could've nabbed him."

"Whereis he headed?' Joe asked.
"LaGuardiaAirportin New York."

Because it wastoo late for the Hardy boysto do anything further, they tumbled into bed. Early the next
morning Aunt Gertrude summoned them to breakfast. Although the bacon and scrambled eggs were
ddicious, Frank and Joe hardly tasted the food. Directly after the meal, the boys rushed to the telephone
inther father's study.

It seemed an interminable wait, but Frank finaly contacted an officid a La Guardia. The man said that an
ar taxi from Louisville had landed early that morning and discharged its only passenger.

"Isthe plane ill there?' asked Frank.
"Yes," wasthereply. "The pilot is checking weather reports. Would you like to spesk with him?"
Frank's eyes brightened. "Certainly would!"

The pilot, who proved to be an accredited flier, reported that his passenger, adark-haired, tall man with
amustache, had carried alarge roll of hundred-dollar bills, from which he had peeed the fee for the
chartered flight.

Upon hearing that he had flown a suspected criminal, the pilot whistled. "1 wondered why he seemed so
nervous about the plane ahead. Kept telling me not to get too close-just an act, | guess.”

Frank then asked, "Do you happen to know where he was heading?"

"Afraid not. Just that he was going to take ataxi into the city."

Frank thanked the flier and hung up. When he told Joe what had happened, his brother said,
"Well, a lead, if therat'sin New Y ork City, maybe hewon't be pestering Dad.”

The boys went downstairs. Suddenly they heard a series of loud bangs from outside. Aunt Gertrude ran
out of the kitchen and gave astartled squeak. But her nephews grinned, quickly recognizing the source of
the noise.

"That'sonly Chet's jaopy, backfiring," Joe said.

This conclusion was verified by a cheerful whistle as Chet Morton came through the back door. Frank
and Joe entered the kitchen just as Chet, their best pal, plopped hisample frameinto achair. A longing
look came over hisround, freckled face.

"Oh-oh," Joe said knowingly. "Guess who's ready for a second bregkfast?"

Chet was known far and wide for his never-failing and huge appetite. "We-ll, | could use asnack."
"Humph!" Aunt Gertrude sniffed. "After you scared us hdlf to desth with that noisy jalopy?'

"That backfireis getting better, isn't it?" Chet said good-naturedly.

Soon he was enjoying a thick bacon-and-egg sandwich on toast and a glass of milk, served by Miss



Hardy.

"Sureisabeautiful day, fellows," he said, between bites. "What say we take aride on Barmet Bay in
your motorboat?"

"Not achance," said Frank.
"Why not? By the way, have you heard from your father?"

The brothers related everything that had happened. Chet was shocked to hear of Mr. Hardy'sillness.
"Boy! He must have run into agang of dangerous criminas.”

Joe could not resist saying, "'In fact, that hospital prowler might turn up around our neighborhood."
Chet swdlowed hard. "W-what? Are-are you going after him?"

"Surething," Frank said. "Y ou want to help us?'

Chet groaned. "Count me out | Thisis vacation, remember?'

Fond of fun, opposed to hard work, and inclined to back away from danger, Chet nonetheless was
staunchly loyd to his pals. When necessary, he pitched in with two-fisted determination to assist Frank
and Joein threatening Stuations.

Now the chubby boy looked up sheepishly from his second glass of milk. Y ou know, if you redly need
me, I'll-"

"That'sthe spirit!" Joe grinned. "WEell expect you to come on therunif we cal for help.”
"Il be available.

Excusing themsdlves, Frank and Joe once more hastened to the study. First they checked with Chief
Collig. There were no clues on theintern's jacket, and no Felix in the police files. Then Joe phoned Sara
Radley and listened with raised eyebrows as the operative talked.

"Sam, you've redly been busy! I'll take that down." Joe wrote quickly on anote pad. When he hung up
the phone, hetold his brother, " Sam contacted a New Y ork prison where Matlack served time. Hewas
released ayear ago, and went to live in New Y ork with awidowed sister. | have her address.”

"What abresk!" Frank exclaimed. "All clues point to Manhattan-so that's our next stop.”

He called Jack Wayne, who agreed to fly the boysto La Guardia early that afternoon. When the
brothers announced their plan, Aunt Gertrude objected. "Y ou can't just leave us," shesaid. "I know the
police are protecting your father, but what about your mother and me?"

"l can help,” Chet offered.
"Great!" said Frank. "Maybe Biff, Tony, and Phil can, too. Well cdl them for ameseting.”

Within an hour the three boys had joined Frank, Joe, and Chet in Mr. Hardy's study. "Biff Hooper wasa
well-built, sx-footer whose favorite pastime was boxing. Tony Prito, dightly shorter, was handsome with
an olive complexion and dark eyes. Phil Cohen, dender and agile, had an easygoing manner. Hisfriends
admired hisgreat talent for drawing and painting.

"l surefed terrible about what happened to your dad,” said Tony. "Especidly since hewasworking on



this casefor my father. Tell uswhat to do."

Frank and Joe outlined their plans. All four of the Hardys chumswould take turns hel ping Radley guard
their home, and if necessary, rdieve Collig's guards at the hospitd.

"I hope you nall thisguy Matlack," said Biff. "Good luck!"

After lunch and avigt to seetheir father, Frank and Joe drove to the airport. They |eft their car inthe
parking lot and hurried to meet Jack at the plane. Twenty minutes later the boys were looking down on
the green countryside five thousand feet below, as Jack headed for New Y ork.

The brothers were licensed pilots, and took turns at the whedl. But asthey neared the metropolis, Wayne
resumed control, contacted La Guardiatower for instructions, and soon brought the planein.

Grabbing their suitcases, the, Hardys thanked Jack for the lift and hopped out.
"Solong,” cdled thelean young pilot. "Cal meif you need me."

"Will do!" The brothers hurried through the termina, hailed ataxi, and headed directly for the address
which Radley had given them. Presently they reached adingy section of downtown Manhattan, and soon
pulled up in front of adilgpidated, multiple-family dweling.

"Thisisit, Number 47," said Frank, he paid the taximan and the boys got ot.

The Hardys stood for afew minutes, noting the various details of the structure-windows, doorway, and
fire escape. " Shal we makeinquiries now?" asked Joe.

"Not yet. We better find aplace to stay. Theresahotel down the street. Doesn't look like much, but at
leetit'sclose”

The young deuths sauntered to the shabby hotel and mounted a short flight of sepswhich led into the
dimly lighted lobby.

The brothers grimaced at the stale musty odor which greeted them. They registered at the desk and were
given akey to Room 306.

"Cash and carry,” said the clerk, a prune-faced individua with thinning hair. ""Pay now and carry your
own bags."

"Great welcome," Joe whispered wryly asthey climbed the creaking Stairway.

Frank and Joe's room was no more than they expected: peeling walpaper, one bare celling light bulb, a
sagging bed, and two lumpy chairs.

They had just finished unpacking when they heard the low growl of asiren outsde. The Hardys|ooked
out the window. Parked directly below was a police car, its red toplight spinning.

"Wonder what's up,” Joe said.

The next ingtant the door to their room was kicked open with an earsplitting dam!



CHAPTER IV
Attack From Above

STARTLED, Frank and Joe wheeled about to see a dark-suited man standing in the doorway, pointing a
revolver in their direction. "Stand where you are!" he barked.

"Who are you?' Joe blurted.
"Detective Mulvey, New Y ork Police Department.”

Immediately two uniformed policemen stepped from behind Mulvey. "Turn around and put your hands
high against thewall!" The brothers did as they were told and the police searched them. "They're clean,”
onesad.

"What'sthisal about?' Frank protested. "We're not crooks."
"ldentify yourselves." Frank and Joe pulled out their wallets and produced the necessary cards.
"Our father is Fenton Hardy," Frank said. "He used to work for the New Y ork Police Department.”

"I've heard of him. Good cop,” said Mulvey. Then he apologized for the mistake. "But we have to follow
up every tip we get."

"Tip?" Joe asked.

Detective Mulvey said aman had telephoned the police, saying that two dangerous criminds had
registered in Room 306 at the hotel.

"Somebody sure hasatail on us," Joe commented. "Who do you suppose he could be, Frank?'
"Begtsme."

The detective spoke up. "Whoever it is, you obvioudy have an enemy. Thisisarough neighborhood. |
advise you to return to Bayport.”

"Weve got to find aman named Milo Matlack,” Joe said. "Do you know of anybody in this
neighborhood by that name?"

The three officers, who had just recently been assigned to cover the area, shook their heads. "But that
doesn't mean athing,” said the detective. "A lot of the characters around here use aliases.”

After the policeleft, Frank and Joe flopped down in the decrepit, oversiuffed chairs, half angry, half
amused.

"What ajoke!" Joe burst out. "We're trying to catch an ex-con and we amost get nabbed instead. | fedl
asif I'minleft fiedd without aglove.”

"At least welve been derted,” Frank said. "WEell be on our guard every second.”

After supper in anearby restaurant the Hardys decided to turn in early. "Tomorrow well investigate that
housefirg thing," said Frank.

Asaprecaution againgt prowlers the boys stood guard in four-hour shifts. The night passed uneventfully,
however.



After an early breskfast, the boys walked to No. 47. They climbed the steps and rang arusted bell.
Severa minutes went by. Finally the door opened just enough to disclose awoman in afaded pink
housecoat peering out over the safety chain.

Frank introduced himself and Joe. "Wed like to talk to you about Milo Matlack, please.”
"Miltonwho?"'
"Milo-Milo Matlack. He lives here with hissgter.”

"Never heard of him." The woman's eyes, close-set in her pudgy face, regarded the Hardys blankly. She
brushed her straggling hair back from her forehead. ™Y ou boys got the wrong place. Ain't nobody with
that namelives here, and | know al my tenants.”

"But did Mr. Matlack live here a onetime?* Joe said, growing impatient.

"Maybe yes, maybe no." The woman was about to close the door when a sudden noise from above
made Joe glance up.

"Frank, look out!" he cried out. A meta trash can was hurtling down toward the boys. They leaped
aside, but the can grazed Frank's shoulder, clattered on the steps, and rolled down to the sidewalk.

"Let usin!" Joe demanded. " Someone on your roof istrying to kill ugl™

The safety chain clicked open. The Hardys dashed past the startled woman and ran up four flights of
gairsto theroof. They glanced about in dl directions.

"Over there." Frank pointed.

The small, monkeylike figure of aman was poised on the roof edge. He gave aflying leap and landed
nimbly aop the next building.

"After him!" Joe urged.

Frank and Joe had to spring with al their might to equa the monkey man's legp acrossthe five-story-high
chasm. In doing so, they both sprawled on the tar roof of the adjacent building. By the time the boys had
pulled themsalves up, the smal man had dithered down the fire escape and jumped to the ground.

Long before Frank and Joe had descended theiron ladder, their quarry was out of sight.
"Great horned toads!" said Frank, rubbing his bruised shoulder. "Who was that nut?

"Just somebody trying to knock us off," Joe said angrily, and the boys hastened back to pursue their
inquiry. The landlady now stood at the bottom of the front steps, having retrieved the trash can.

"You hurt?* she asked Frank.
He nudged Joe, then replied, "I hope not, maam. But that was aclose cdl. | could've been killed.”
"Y ou won't sue me or nothin?' the woman said, wringing her fat hands.

Asif debating with himsalf, Frank did not reply. The woman grew more nervous by the second. Joe now
looked her squarely inthe eye.

"Wewon't make any troublefor you, if you tell us about Matlack.”



"Oh, dl right,” she said, unhappily beckoning the boysto step closer. "I don't want nobody to hear what
I'mtelin'you," she whispered. "And don't you say | told you.”

After Frank and Joe had promised not to betray her confidence, the woman admitted that Matlack and
hissster had lived there. "They're gone now," she added, gesturing with her hands. "I can't tell you nothin'
more."

"Okay," Frank said. "Thanks."
The boyswaked dowly down the street, conjecturing about the strange actions of the monkey man.
"| bet he'sin cahoots with Matlack,” said Joe.

"It's possible. Say, now that we know Matlack lived here," Frank went on, "let's question some of the
other people on the block."

"Okay."

They entered what seemed to be primarily ahardware store, but which also contained ajumble of
miscdllaneous articles.

"Boy, what ajunk shop!" Joe murmured as they approached the short, squat man behind the counter. He
peered gravely at the Hardys through thick-lensed glasses.

"We're looking for aman named Matlack," Frank said. "We understand he used to live in this
neighborhood. Do you know anything about him?"

The stout man stared unblinkingly at the Hardys, first at Frank, then at Joe, asif Szing them up. Then,
suddenly, he broke into raucous laughter.

"Can't you answer our question?" asked Joe, annoyed.

The man stopped laughing. "Areyou kiddin?' he said gruffly. "If you guys don't want to buy nothin', get
out!

He stalked to the back and disappeared through a doorway. The Hardys shrugged and | eft.
Joe grumbled, "He must have had raw mest for breakfast!"

The boys continued down the street. Both were so engrossed in their quest they were unaware that two
tough-looking youths were trailing them, until one roughly elbowed Frank.

"Moveover!" he snarled. "Y ou own the whole street?!
"Excuseus”" Frank said camly.
"Oh, excuse us," the youth echoed mockingly. "Hey, Spike! A couple of red polite country boys!™

Joe turned on the pair, but his brother restrained him. "Come on, Joe. Let's not waste our time. These
two are gpoiling for trouble.”

The Hardys started on, but the second tough clamped a hand on Joe's shoulder, spinning him around.
Thiswastoo much for Joe. He seized his assailant, and with aflying mare sent him over his shoulder. The
fellow landed on his back with agrunt. His pa, meanwhile, had tried to grapple with Frank, but his
success was no greater. Frank applied ahaf nelson, until beads of swest stood out on his opponent's



forehead. Then, with ashove, Frank sent him sprawling. The two thugs, muttering threets, retreated into
an dley. The Hardys headed straight toward their hotel.

"Listen, Joe," Frank said, "we've got to plan some strategy. We're getting nowherein ahurry.”

They were about to mount the steps to the hotel's front door when a grizzled, gaunt, shifty-eyed man
approached them. "Oh-oh, this bum wants ahandout,” Joe said in alow voice. "He must be king of the
down-and-outers."

Despite the warm wesether, the man wore along, threadbare overcoat which nearly touched the ground.
His brown hair was streaked with gray and dlicked back. A dead cigarette dangled from one corner of
hismouth.

"Whatcha say boys, whatcha say!" mumbled the man. "How about adimefor acup o' coffeg?"
"Oh, we might aswell," Joe whispered. "It'll be worth it to get rid of him."

"Wait aminute." Frank addressed the panhandler.

"Have you been around this neighborhood long?"

The beggar'slong, sharp nose twitched and his foxy-looking eyes nearly closed with mirth ashe said with
achuckle, "Long! I'll say-I wasborn here."

"Then you must know the people on this block, right?* Frank queried.
"Sure do. You lookin' for somebody specia ?'
"Y es, aman named Milo Matlack."

Frank and Joe watched closdly for the stranger's reaction. His brows furrowed deeply and his eyesrolled
from Sdeto side, asif searching hismemory.

"Yeah, | know Matlack," themanfindly said.

"Canyoutdl uswhere heis?' Joe put in eagerly. "It'simportant.”

The tramp rubbed hisfingertips over the moth-eaten |abels of his coat with evident satisfaction.
"So-you wanna know where Milo Matlack is, en?"

"That'stheidea," Frank said somewhat sharply, redizing the man was purposely delaying an answer.

"Well, | cantdl you." Thetramp thrust hisgrizzled chin a Frank. "I can tell you-for apricel”

CHAPTER V
Dead End

JOE HARDY could barely control hisirritation. He opened his mouth to protest, but his brother
muttered, "Cool it."



Frank then camly turned to the man. "What isyour price, Mr.-"
"Prince. Mortimer Princeis my name, and my priceisahundred dollars.”
"No. That'sout!" Frank said in disgust, and began to mount the steps.

Mortimer Princetugged at Frank'sarm. "We can bargain, can't we?' he said with ashrug. "So you aintt
got ahundred dollars. How about fifty?"

"I wouldn't giveyou even adime,” Frank sad icily, shrugging off the grimy hand.
"All right, al right, don't get med," the bum said hadtily. "Tell you what-I'll settle for some grub.”
"Itsabargain,” Frank said quickly. "All you can egt if you tell uswhereto find Milo Matlack."

Mortimer Prince grinned cheerily and beckoned the boysto follow him. Hafway down the block he
ushered them into adingy place called "Jack's." Thethreetook seats at asmal round table.

The vagrant blithely ordered six hamburgers and adouble plate of baked beans. Ashedived into the
food, the boys plied him with questions, but Mortimer did not reply.

"Can't tak while I'm eatin’,” he mumbled through amouthful of mest.

The Hardys waited with growing impatience. With ahuge sigh of relish, Mortimer swallowed the last of
the beans, wiped his mouth on his coat deeve, then asked the boys for pencil and paper.

"I'll keep my promise,” hesad. "I'll show you how to find Matlack.”

Frank produced a pencil and Joe a piece of paper, which the derdlict took into his grubby hands. "I'll
draw you amap wherethe-er- treasureis," he said.

"Y ou mean Milo Matlack?' Joe said quizzically.
"Y eah, he'sthe treasure you're lookin' for, ain't he?"
"Go ahead. Write," Frank said.

The Hardys watched as the pencil moved, outlining adiagram of streets. Mortimer Prince sniffed and
rubbed hisnose. "L ook, you fellows follow the arrow to this place marked X, see? That's where Matlack
is"

"Okay." Frank folded the map and tucked it in his shirt pocket.
"Now I'd like some dessert,” Prince said. "Three scoops of ice cream'll do me.”

When he was served, the vagrant ate the ice cream with gusto, but paused occasionaly to complain that
it wastoo cold for histeeth. To the Hardys great relief, he finished soon and stood up, proffering his
hand to the boys. "No hard fedin's. We'refar an' square.”

Frank paid the bill, and the young detectives and their strange guest parted company.

"Legpin” lizards!" Joe exclamed as he and Frank set off down the street. "They say you can meet any
and dl kindsin New Y ork. And boy, | believeit!"

Frank laughed. Then suddenly he whedled and grasped his brother'sarm. " Joe, look!"



Reflected in a store window, next to them, was the monkeylike figure of their rooftop assailant! Both
boys swung around. The monkey man, on the other side of the Street, stood staring at them!

Impulsively Joe dashed across the road. A horn blared. Brakes screeched. A taxicab, bearing down on
Joe, stopped a hairbreadth from hisflying legs.

Thedriver, red-faced, leaned out the window and shook hisfist at Joe.

"You birdbrain! That'saquick way to get to the graveyard!”

Frank hastened to his brother's side, glancing about for the monkey man, but he had disappeared again.
"Joe, next timewatch it!" Frank chided him.

"I'll say," the angry taximan agreed. "Guys like you makeit hard for aman tryin' to earn an honest livin'."
"Okay, okay, I'm sorry," said Joe. "Well give you some business, anyhow."

The Hardys hopped into the taxi and Frank showed the driver the map drawn by the tramp. "Can you
take usto the place marked X 7'

"It'sover on Long Idand,” the man said. "Cogt you afat fare.”

The driver sped off uptown, through atunnel, and findly emerged onto a broad highway. Presently he
turned off and half an hour later dowed down a asmall cemetery. To the Hardys astonishment, the
driver turned into the cemetery entrance, stopped, and pointed to the X on the map.

"Thisisit, felers" With awink at Joe and achuckle, he added, "Y ou got to the graveyard after dl, didn't
you?’

Joe smiled weakly at the gruesome joke. Then the boys paid the driver and stepped ouit.
"Havefun!" The taximan waved and roared off.
"For Pete's sakel" Joe fumed. "I had afeeling that Mortimer would trick us."

"I wouldn't say hedid," Frank replied. "Sure, thisis a cemetery, but maybe Matlack workshereasa
gardener or gravedigger.”

"They approached asmall brown building marked "Office." The door was gar and the boys stepped
ingde. Behind adesk sat aportly man with afringe of white hair like ahalo about his head, bushy
eyebrows, and a hooked nose which reminded the Hardys of the well-known puppet character, Punch.

"Areyou boyslooking for ardative?' the man asked solicitoudy. "I'm the superintendent here.”
"Not exactly," Frank replied, bardy smothering aamile.

"We'relooking for Mr. Milo Matlack," Joe spoke up "Have we come to the right place?”’
"Indeed you have. Our groundskeeper can show you."

He led the boys outside and pointed across the gravel lane. A man in overalswas pruning arow of
shrubbery. Before the Hardys could walk over, afuneral cortege drove dowly through the entrance
gates.

"Sorry," said the superintendent, "guess you fellows will have to wait." He excused himsdlf and reentered



the office.

The procession was along one and the Hardys counted fifteen limousines asthey dowly drove past.
Then the boys hastened across to the groundsman. He readily agreed to take them to Milo Matlack. The
trio walked aong the gravel laneto the rear of the cemetery. The boys guide paused at alow, fiat area.

Frank and Joe looked about. They could see nobody.

"Where's Matlack?' asked Joe.

"Maybe he's egting lunch,” Frank said.

Thisremark brought alook of shocked disbelief to the face of the groundskeeper.
"L-lunch?' he quavered.

Puzzled, the boys followed him in slence to agrave of comparatively recent origin. Frank and Joe bent
down to examine the headstone. The brothers sucked in their breath sharply and Frank gasped o,
"Dead! Milo Matlack-dead!™

CHAPTER VI

An Insulting Warning

THE Hardys prime suspect dead! Frank and Joe looked at each other, their mouths agape with
bewilderment.

Noting the boys queer expressions, the workman asked, "Were you friends of the deceased?’
"Oh, no," Joereplied. "Milo Matlack was &"

"Yes, yes, | know," the man interrupted. "But believe me, Milo repented for his crimes. He became very
religiouswhilein prison. Was a handyman here, very diligent worker, too."

The brothers thanked the groundskeeper for his trouble and returned to the office. Here Joe asked the
manager if Matlack had met his degth at the hands of old gangland enemies,

"No," wasthe reply. The superintendent explained that Milo had becomeill soon after the desth of his
sster and had passed away quietly one night.

"Bad ticker, | believe," the superintendent said, thumping his chest. "'l think hisheart just plumb gave

Outside the cemetery grounds, the Hardys looked at each other sheepishly, their handsthrust degpin
their pockets.

"Wel-Mortimer Prince must be doubled up laughing at us," Joe said bitterly. "For this joke we bought
himlunch!"

Frank tried to sound cheerful. "'l redlize our deductions have been knocked out of orhit, but at least we



know Matlack's off our list."

"| fed like agoof," Joe admitted. "Here we tackle a case for Dad, and we've come across nothing but
dead ends."

"If we don't get onthe ball pretty soon," Frank remarked, "well be low deuths on the totem pole!”

The Hardys decided to walk for awhile before returning to Manhattan. Asthey strode briskly aong, they
reviewed every aspect of the mystery. If Matlack was not their man, why was hisrecord stolen from
Radley? And why had Fenton Hardy taken Matlack's files with him to Kentucky?

"The answers probably arein Dad's missing briefcase,”" Frank surmised. "Maybe his dossier on Matlack
would help to solve the puzzle”

"You'reright. But that brief case could be anywherein or out of Kentucky right now."

For the next ten minutes the brothers walked dong in silence. Then Frank said, "Onething is certain.
Dad's enemies have a super-inteligence system. They didn't waste aminute picking up our trail, and
seem to know everything we've planned at home or in New Y ork.”

"Which means,” Joe said, "that monkey man is one of the gang.” He suggested that they return to
Bayport. "If we can track down their spy network there," Joe added, "it might put us on theright trail."

Frank halled apassing taxi, and after apeedy ride, the driver et them out in front of their hotel. Frank
paid the fare and turned to his brother.

"Let'scasethisblock first!"
"You'reright! That monkey man might still be spying on us."

The boys separated, each sauntering along opposite sides of the street. Asinconspicuoudly as possible,
they surveyed the rooftops, and carefully watched for any suspicious motion behind the dirt-stresked
windows.

Joe was passing the house where Matlack had lived, when the front door opened. Out stepped the
dovenly landlady, still wearing the pink housecoat. She held abroom in her hands and began to sweep
the steps. Joe bounded up to her and Frank followed.

"Milo Matlack's dead. Why didn't you tell us?' Joe asked.
Instead of replying, the woman scurried into the house and locked the door.

"Boy, she'sredly scared,” Frank declared. " Somebody has threatened her to keep quiet.” "But why-if
Matlack isout of the picture?' "To keep us on the wrong track I" Frank and Joe walked across the street
and posted themselvesin the doorway of avacant storein case any suspicious person showed up at No.
47. Nothing happened, however, and the landlady did not reappear. The boys aso kept an eye out for
the vagrant who had tricked them, but the grubby drifter was not to be seen among the passers-by.

Finally they returned to the hotel. The desk clerk handed Frank the room key. "Y ou two checking out?
Otherwise you'll owe usfor another day.”

"Wereleaving in fifteen minutes" In their musty room the Hardys threw the few possessions they had
brought into their overnight bags. Joe said to himsdlf, " Shaving kit, toothpaste-" His menta check
stopped suddenly when he picked up his red-handled toothbrush from the side of the wash basin. A



white paper was wrapped around it, held securdly by an elastic band.

"Frank, look at thisl" Joe dipped off the elastic and opened the paper. Printed on it in crude letters was
"Warning-Bayport isfor Brats." It was signed with an odd-looking M with three spira [oops.

Frank gritted histeeth. "If Matlack weren't dead, 1'd swear he left thiswarning.”
"Itsadirty insult! Bayport for Brats, en?' Joe exploded. "Well show them.”

The brothers quickly finished packing, hastened downstairs with their bags, and queried the desk clerk.
He denied knowledge of the toothbrush warning. A silly grin came over hisface. "' Say, maybe some
joker did it before you left home."

The Hardys made no comment. Handing over the door key, they |€ft.
"That was abright theory!" Joe said sarcagtically asthe two walked away from the hotdl.

Frank stopped at thefirst public telephone booth and contacted Jack Wayne. The pilot told them the
planewasin readiness and that he would take off immediately to meet them at La Guardia. Exactly on
schedule Jack set down the Hardy plane at the airfield and the boys climbed into the cabin.

The flight to Bayport was smooth and fast. From the airport, the young deuths drove directly to the
hospital. It was past visiting hours, but they were alowed to look in briefly on Mr. Hardy. Much to Frank
and Joe'srelief, they found their father dightly improved, but asyet unableto talk clearly.

Back home, Joe called Sam Radley and told of their experiencesin New Y ork. He was surprised to
learn that Matlack was dead.

"Thismystery isared puzzler," Sam remarked. "At least you two found out somebody's worried by your
deuthing.”

Sam said no further clues had turned up localy to the prowler'sidentity. Then the Hardys checked with
their pals. None of the four had detected anyone suspicious lurking near the hospital or the Hardy house.

The following morning Frank and Joe discussed what their next move should be. From the living room
came assorted thumps and clicking noises. Aunt Gertrude was assembling the vacuum cleaner with her
usud vigor.

"Goodness gracious, Gertrude!" came Mrs. Hardy's voice. "We cleaned thoroughly just afew days
ago!”

The boys grinned and went into the living room. Joe squinted his eyes, asif ingpecting the room. "Aunty,
relax, theré's not acobweb in sght!”

Aunt Gertrude pursed her lips. "Don't be funny,” she said tartly. " There happens to be a spot on the
celling in one corner of your father's study." With an accusing look at her nephews, she added, "Y ou and
your friendswerethelast to useit.”

"Wow!" Joe said. "Aunty, I'll bet you could spot a speck of dust ten miles away. Better be careful,
though, it might be abeetle!”

"Humph!" Aunt Gertrude gathered her equipment and carried it up the carpeted stairs.

Suddenly an eectrifying thought flashed through Frank's brain. He ran upgtairs. Aunt Gertrude was about
to enter the detective's study when Frank grabbed her. The startled woman gasped.



"What-?" was all she could get out, because Frank clapped ahand over her mouth and dragged his
flabbergasted aunt into the hall.

CHAPTER VII
Bug Bait

GERTRUDE HARDY'S eyes bulged with fright as Frank kept ahand clapped over her mouth and half
carried her down the stairway into the living room.

"Good night!" exclaimed Joe. "What-"

"Sh, sh!" Frank whispered franticaly. "Don't make asound.” He released hisaunt and led the trembling
woman into the kitchen. The othersfollowed.

Mrs. Hardy spoke first. "What on earth are you up to, Frank?'

"I know," Aunt Gertrude said tartly as she smoothed her disheveled hair and set her spectacles straight.
"Frank has gone stark raving mad, that'swhat!" She glared at her elder nephew.

"I'm sorry, Aunty,” Frank said soothingly. ™Y ou see-l think that dirt spot on the celling you're talking
about isabug.”

"Oh! It redly isabeetle! Ugh!”

"Not that kind of bug," Frank went on with asmile, " 'Bug' isdang for ahhidden microphone.”
"So that's how the crooks knew all about our plang!” Joe whispered hoarsaly.

"But that seemsimpossible!” Mrs. Hardy said. "No outsider has been here recently!”

"Except Mr. Kenfidld," Aunt Gertrude said. She had calmed down, but there was alook of deep
concern on her face.

"Hmm. Y ou said you heard hisladder againgt the house," Frank reflected. " Joe, let's go take alook at
that ceiling spot.”

After cautioning the two women to keep their voices low, Frank and Joe kicked off their shoes and
padded up the stairs. They went into the study and |ooked at the speck. No larger in circumference than
apencil, it protruded an eighth of aninch from the celling, so closeto the corner that it might not
ordinarily have been seen.

Frank put hisfinger to hislips and beckoned Joe out into the hall. There he whispered into his brother's
ear, "It'saligening device dl right. The transmitter must have been ingaled in our attic.”

Silently Frank opened the door to the attic stairway, and the boys tiptoed up. One window was opened
halfway, and near it the Hardys spotted asmall radio transmitter, inserted between two floorboards.
Impulsively Joe reached down to yank it out, but Frank restrained him.

Retracing their steps, the boys hastened back to the kitchen.



"Wel, what kind of beetleisit?" Aunt Gertrude asked.

"The big-eared type," Joe replied. He quickly reached for the wall phone extension and called Mr.
Kenfield. He asked the roofer to come over immediately.

In about ten minutes the roofer parked histruck in the front of the house. Mr. Kenfield, short and portly,
waswearing hiswork clothes.

"Hello, Frank, Joe," he said asthe boys stepped outside to meet him. "I suppose it's the garage roof you
want meto look over, right?"

"No," Joe sad. "Wed like to ask you some questions.”
"Shoot."

The boys first query was whether or not the roofer had gone into the attic. He said No; that he had
examined the roof from the outside only. "But the eectrica inspector,” Mr. Kenfield continued, "went into
your dtic."

"Who?" asked Frank.

"An dectricd ingpector. He said you had some rewiring done, and he'd been caled to look it over."
The brothers exchanged glances. Thiswas newsto them!

"How did he get in?" Joe queried.

"Asked if he could use my ladder. It was okay with me. Y ou know I'm willing to oblige.”

"Can you describe thisfellow for us?' Frank asked.

"Why, sure. He was short, thin, kind of bandylegged and agile. Y ou should've seen him zip up that
ladder! Likea"

"Likeamonkey?' Joe putin.

"Yes, sure, that'sit! | was going to say monkey mysdlf, but | didn't want to insult him if hesafriend of
yours."

Joe could not help smiling. "He's not.”

Frank concluded that the roofer was not to blame. He had had no reason to suspect the "inspector” was
afraud.

"Thanksalaot, Mr. Kenfidld," Frank said. "That's all we wanted to know."
"Glad to help, any time."

As s00n asthe roofer had left, Frank exclamed, "Joe, now we have a chanceto turn the tables! Well
‘confer' in Dad's sudy and feed the bug false information.”

"Great!" Joe said with enthusiasm.

"That way we can tell if the mike's ill in operation, and even lead the crooks on awild-goose chase,”
Frank added.



Firg the boystold their mother and Aunt Gertrude what they had learned. " So, if you see the monkey
man anywhere around, cal usright away,” Frank said. "And if we're not here, notify Chief Callig."

Aunt Gertrude shuddered. "First bugs, now amonkey! Oh dear!"

Frank and Joe put their plan into operation. They walked up the stairs noisily and entered their father's
Sudy, chatting loudly.

"Wdll, we've got the dope on them,” Frank said. "Let'sfly down to Kentucky.”
"Right away?" Joe asked. He looked up toward the microphone and winked at his brother.

"Y ou bet. We can get ready in ajiffy." Frank made the telephone clatter as helifted it fromits cradle.
Then, pressing the button down, he dided and feigned talking with their pilot.

"Jack Wayne?. . . ThisisFrank Hardy. Get her fudled up. Were taking off for Kentucky this
afternoon.”

Frank hung up with a noise that was sure to be picked up by the bug, then added, " Come on, Joe. Well
give those crooks ahard time."

The boys confided in Mrs. Hardy what they had done and Frank told her, "Were going out to Chet's. If
Jack should phone, please have him buzz usthere.”

"All right. | hope your ruse works."

The Mortons lived on afarm. The rambling homestead, surrounded by rolling countryside, was afavorite
haunt of the Hardy boys. The foremost attraction was lola Morton, Chet's dark-haired sister, whom Joe
regarded as hisbest girl. Her friend Cdlie Shaw, adender, blond, lithesome girl, was often at the farm,
which suited Frank fine since Cdlie was hisfavorite date.

Today, asthey pulled up to the house, Frank beamed. "Theres Calies car.”
Joesfacelit up. "That meanslola's home. Were both in luck.”

The Hardys hopped out and |ooked around for their friends. Suddenly they heard adull clunk from
behind the barn, followed by severa giggles. "Oh, Chet, that was marvelous!” came Calliesvoice.

"Wonder what Chet's up to now," Joe said.

He and Frank trotted around a henhouse and reached the rear of the barn in time to see Chet, in abulky
swestshirt, bend down to pick up aheavy metd ball. Thetwo girls sat in the grass, their backs propped
againg the barn wall. Seeing Frank and Joe, they immediately jumped up.

"Hi!" dark-eyed lolacdled gaily. "Y ou're just in time to see the exhibition of the year, by no lessthan my
brother!"

"Aw, cut it out,” said Chet.
"No, redly," Cdlieinssted in mock seriousness. "Chet, you are destined to be afabul ous shot-puitter.”

The Hardys stood grinning. From timeto time their stout friend would plunge enthusiagticdly into anew
sport or hobby. Asarule, the new interest was short lived.

Frank and Joe flopped down beside the girls. "C'mon, muscles.” Joe urged. "Let's see you hurl."



With ddliberation, Chet walked back to a circle he had marked out on the grass. He picked up abook
lying there and studied it intently. Thetitle was Proper Methods for Putting the Shot.

"I'm glad to see you concentrating so hard, Chet old boy," Joe needled.

"Kid al youwant," retorted Chet, mopping atrickle of sweet from his brow. "Don't forget, the Olympics
are coming up and Uncle Sam needs shot-putters”

lolafinaly spoke up in defense of her brother. "No fooling, boys, Chet'sredly getting good at this."

The stout boy threw out his expansive chest, balanced the shot in his right hand, and began to move his
shouldersrhythmicaly.

"Let her fly!" Frank caled.
Chet spun around and released the sphere.
"Wow!" Joe cried out. The ball arced directly over the henhouse.

Crash! With the sound of splintering wood, mingled with the squawking of the fowl, the metal ball
pierced the roof, leaving ajagged hole.

The noise brought Mrs. Morton to the back steps of the farmhouse. "Chester!" she called out. "What's all
that racket?"

"Oh, nothing to worry about, Mom," Chet replied hagtily. "Say, Mom, would you like to have chicken for
supper?' But Mrs. Morton had dready gone ingde. Fortunately, as the young people discovered, Chet's
mighty missile had missed the chickens.

"Chet, you've got agresat throw," said Joe. "'l mean it. What power!"

"Y eah, but what along timeit'l take meto fix the henhouse roof!" Chet groaned.
The young peopl€eslaughter was interrupted by Mrs. Morton's caling:

"Frank! Telephone!™

He rushed into the house, his face flushed with excitement. Joe ran after him.
"Hello. . .. Jack?... | thought it might be you."

Joe stood by tensdly. Then Frank burst out, "Just as| figured!”

CHAPTER V111

New Strategy

JACK WAY NE had reported to Frank that someone using a high-powered rifle had fired abullet into
the propeller of the Hardy plane. It would take severa daysto get anew prop.

"The gunman must have shot from agood distance,” Jack said. "He probably hid in foliage outside the



fidd."
"Our enemy redly wantsto stop us," said Frank.
"But how did you know something like this might happen?" the pilot asked.

The young deuth told him about their ruse and the eventsleading up to it. "Jack," he added, "this shows
we can turn that bug to our own advantage.”

"Right,"” Wayne replied, "and perhaps lead the crooksinto atrap. But next timetell me, eh?’

After Frank had apologized for the oversight, he relayed the entire conversation to Joe, Chet, and the
girls

"Hal" Joe was gleful. "They sure went for our bait."

"Now it'stimeto plan new tactics" Frank said. "WEell get the other fellows together for ameeting
today."

"And leave usout?' Cadlie gaveasmal poui.
"We were going to invite you boysto adance,” lolasaid, dimpling.
Joe brightened. "A dance? When?"

"Next Wednesday. It'sthe annuad Fresh Air Camp Benefit Bdl," said Cdlie. "We were going to buy the
tickets and surprise you."

"That'd be neat, but we can't makeit then,” Frank said regretfully. "Well probably be far awvay from
here."

"Like Kentucky, maybe," Joe put in. "Can we take arain check?'

The girlswere disgppointed, but they wished the young detectiveswell and offered to help in any way
they could.

"Okay," replied Frank. "Can you suggest agood place for usto hold a secret meeting?!

"How about Tony Prito's?" asked Cdlie. "They have aterrific basement recroom. Remember the party
we had there last spring?”’

"Perfect,” Joe replied. Heimmediately telephoned the Prito residence. Tony was not a home, but his
mother answered. ™

When Joe made hisrequest, Mrs. Prito said, "By dl means, you boys come over. And save your
appetites-1'll make spaghetti and meatbdlsfor al of you. Y ou can hold your meeting after dinner. WEell
edt a seven o'clock.”

"Thanks, Mrs. Prito, but-"
"Notroubleat dl. I'll tell Tony as soon as he gets home.”
"That'sred nice of you, Mrs. Prito," said Joe. "Thank you."

When Chet heard of the dinner plans, he was delighted. " Gresat!" he declared. " Spaghetti and meatballs!
Just what | need for building shot-putting muscled™



Telephone calswere quickly made to Biff and Phil, who said they would come. Shortly before seven that
evening, Frank and Joe drove to the Prito home, located on the north side of town. Chet Morton, who
wasthelast to arrive, explained that he had practiced shot-putting until an hour before, just so he would
be certain to have an appetite!

This statement tickled Phil Cohen. "Chet, you could work up an appetite just twirling your thumbs!™

Tony explained that hisfather had gone to Kentucky the previous day. Mrs. Prito looked troubled.
"More bad luck on the road project,” she said, shaking her head. "I don't know when it will end. Of
course, theworst of it isyour father'sillness, Frank and Joe!"

For awhile, however, the mood of worry was dispelled by the sumptuous spread that Mrs. Prito had
prepared. The mea started with antipasto, followed by thick minestrone soup. By the time the boys had
egten their first hel ping of spaghetti and meatbals, most of their hunger had been satisfied. Asusud, Chet
was the exception.

Mrs. Prito watched with abroad smile as Chet accepted a second generous portion.

"Building up my strength," he said, spearing asucculent meatball. After dessert of fresh fruit, the boys
thanked their hostess.

"Wow, that was somefeast!" said Chet, patting his stomach. "I'll be a champion shot-putter yet!"

Biff grinned. "How about allittle exercise before we start the meeting?' Everyone agreed, and the boys
clattered down to the basement.

In the spacious recrestion room the Hardys, Phil, and Tony decided on abilliard game, while Biff and
Chet trotted to the Ping-Pong table at the far end.

"Thisll get rid of that stuffed fedling, Biff," assured the stout boy.

After afew minutes of warming up, the two engaged in afurioustilt. The sound of the bouncing bals
mingled with thejolly banter of the billiard players.

AsFrank lined up ashot to send the nine ball into the Side pocket, aterrific crash filled the basement.
Thiswasfollowed by aloud "oof."

Startled, the other boys companions wheeled around to face the Ping-Pong table. It lay flat on the floor,
with hapless Chet sprawled out acrossit. Red-faced, as the others roared with laughter, he picked
himsdf up.

"What happened?' Tony asked.

"| fooled him with aspin shot,” Biff said. "Good old Chet leaned over too far and that did it."

Frank found that except for one splintered leg, no damage had been done to the table.

Joe and Tony quickly got tools from aworkbench and repaired the table leg.

"Okay, fellows," Frank said findly. "Before Chet has any more accidents, let's get down to business.”
Firgt, Tony took the precaution of posting his German shepherd dog outside the basement door.

"Axd will warn usif anybody comes snooping around,” he said.



The boys seated themselvesin a partitioned-off den-study, and Frank opened the discussion.

"Joe and | will lay our cards on the table. We've met with nothing but setbacks ever since we took over
Dad's case.

"You'renot giving up?' Tony Prito put in quickly.

"Of course not!" Joe assured him. "There's no mystery that can't be solved, if it'sworked on long and
hard enough.”

"Right," Chet Morton said sagely. ™Y ou two should know."

Phil Cohen winked at Biff. "A hunch tells me you Hardys got us together to decide on aplan of action.”
Frank smiled. "Y ou'reright, Phil. Y ou felows have dways stuck with uswhen the going got rough.”
Chet Morton nodded vigoroudy. "What else are palsfor?

"I'm glad to hear that," Joe said, "because now we come to the heart of the matter.”

The Hardys were silent for amoment as Frank looked from faceto face. "Joeand 1," he said, in
measured words, "are asking each of you to join us on adangerous mission.”

Chet's eyebrows arched like the trgjectory of a soaring shot. "Dangerous? Where?"
"Kentucky."
The Hardys friends exchanged excited glances.

"Yes" Joesad, "let's go to Kentucky and find out more about that sabotaged bridge and who
dry-gulched Dad.”

The Hardys thoroughly briefed the others on their deuthing so far, including the New Y ork trip. They had
just concluded when Tony's dog began barking.

"Something's going on!" said Tony. He dashed to the basement door, opened it, and peered into the
darkness.

The big German shepherd was legping up at the shadowy figure of aman near the basement window!

CHAPTER IX

Fake Names

"DOWN, Axd!" A deep voice came from out of the darkness, followed by a happy whimper from the
German shepherd.

"Itsmy father!" Tony exclamed.
A sturdy-looking man, the dog bounding at his hedls, stepped into the basement.



"Hello, Mr. Prito." Joe grinned. "For a minute we thought you were a prowler.
The broad-shouldered contractor's face, ruddy from years of outdoor work, creased in asmile,

"Not guilty. When | saw dl those cars parked in the driveway, | thought maybe apalitical raly wasin
progress here."

"Frank Hardy for mayor,” Phil quipped.

Everyone laughed, then sobered as Frank spoke up. "We were having a powwow about your road job,
Mr. Prito."

The group adjourned to the den, where the contractor pulled up a chair and sat down wearily.
"I'm afraid we are licked."
"Did something €lse go wrong, Dad?"' Tony asked.

"My men Started to repair the bridge, and it collapsed again. Thistime we found an acetylene torch was
used to cut through the stress points of the girders. The cuts were covered with apuitty filler and painted
over to resemble rivets-so of course no one noticed anything wrong until the structure gave way."

"Was anyone hurt?' Chet put in.

"Fortunatdly, no-they scrambled to safety intime." Mr. Prito sighed. "Unlesswe can find out who is
causing the sabotage, and proveit, | may have to give up the whole project.”

"And losedl that money?' Biff said.

Joe spoke up. "Frank and | were just asking the fellowsiif they could go to Kentucky with us. Our ideaiis
to get jobs on the road crew and maybe then we can solve this mystery.”

"A bold idea. What isthe rest of your plan?’
Frank first of al inquired if Mr. Prito had atrusted foreman who could handle the hiring of the boys.

"Yes, John Los. | sent him down to Kentucky temporarily, because the regular hiring agent, alocal man
named Bond Deemer, ison aweek's leave from the job."

"What could be sweeter!" said Joe.

Then the Hardys went on to explain their scheme. Each of the boyswould get a different job. Tony could
be amechanic for road-building equipment, such as graders and earth-moving machines.

"Big Biff here could man atruck,” said Joe, and Frank suggested that Phil sign on as atimekeeper, to see
whether anyone stayed away from work for any length of time.

Phil grinned happily. "Great! Thet'll give metimeto sketch."
"Hey, what about me?' demanded Chet.

"A laborer," Frank said. "That'll really build up your muscles-while you're picking up gossip from the
other workers."

"Sort of likeaspy, en?'



"That'sright,” Tony interjected. " Secret agent 008, with the accent on the a-t-e."

Chet grinned and accepted his new role. "And what may | ask, are Frank and Joe Hardy going to be?
Spy supervisors?'

"Espionage foremen, so to speak,” quipped Tony.

"Not quite, pd." Frank explained that the Hardys would work with the bridge crew. In that way, they
could keep close tabs on the workmen in case one or more might be connected with sabotaging the
project.

"But everybody knows the name Hardy," Mr. Prito said. "The saboteurs would soon catch on that you
are Fenton's sons.”

In answer Frank pulled out a piece of paper from his pocket. "We've aready worked that out, by each
of uskeeping hisfirst name and changing only the surname.”

Joe added, "The payroll records can be corrected for the government later, can't they, Mr. Prito?
"Yes, indeed.”

Frank unfolded the paper and spread it on the table.

"Y ou picked our fake names dready?' Biff asked with agrin. "Surething, Listen:

Frank Teller Joe Jensen Chet Bdl Biff McGuire Tony Gonzales Phil Rubinow.”

"A masterpiece!” Phil declared. "Joe, you're blond like a Scandinavian, and Tony could pass for
Spanish.”

"But what about Chet Ball?" asked Biff. "Oh, | get it," said Chet. "That metal ball I've been shot-puiting.”
The boys began trying out their diases on one another.

"Biff McGuire," said Biff. "Not bad, soundslike areal rugged character.”

"And well need afew on thistrip,” declared Joe.

By now the Hardys had generated such enthusiasm among their friendsthat Mr. Prito finaly acceded to
the plan.

"It'sarisky one, remember!" the contractor warned. "But good luck. Y ou can reach me here if
necessary. | have severa other projects going.”

Frank and Joe suggested that the other boys |eave Bayport one by one, at varying times, in order to
avoid attracting attention.

"We'releaving on the early bustomorrow morning,” said Frank. "Well seeyou al in Kentucky."

On the way home Joe was jubilant. Now that they had hoodwinked their enemies by their own
microphone, he was sure the criminals could be thrown completely off thetrall.

Joe laughed. "Maybe we can say we're going fishing in Canada, or something like that.”

"I hope we can fool them, but let's not count our chickenstoo soon,” Frank said asthey drove into the
garege.



So exuberant were the two boys that they dashed through the kitchen and raced upstairsto their father's
study. Frank closed the door, winked at his brother, and mustered up his most doleful voice.

"Joe," hesad, "thiscaseistoo much for us. | think we should quit and let the police handle everything.”

With amocking expression, Joe jabbed hisfinger over the back of his shoulder toward the bug on the
cealling. "Right, Frank. We know when were licked.”

Just then there was a quiet knock at the door. When Joe opened it, Mrs. Hardy beckoned them into the
hall and down the gairs. In the living room she whispered, "Y ou two camein so fast, | couldn't tell you."

"Tdl uswhat?' queried Frank, noting his mother'slook of darm.
"Come, I'll show you.

Aunt Gertrude joined them. She, too, seemed fearful.

"Oh, do be careful, Frank and Joe," MissHardy said in astrained voice.
Joe scratched his head. "What's this all about?”

Mrs. Hardy walked into the kitchen, picked up aflashlight from the table, and led her sonsinto the side
yard. She played the beam up the house. Her sons gasped. A light nylon rope, looped around the
chimney top, ran past an attic window to within afoot of the ground.

"Gertrude and | noticed it when we came home from the hospitd,” Mrs. Hardy explained.

"Great gopherd™ Joe exclaimed. " Somebody climbed up there!™ In amoment the boys were bounding
through the kitchen, into the hall, up the stairs and into the attic. Frank turned on the switch and the attic
was flooded with light. The Hardys took one look and groaned. The radio transmitter was gone!

Thetrickers had been tricked!

Joe hastened to the window near the chimney and looked out. The nylon rope dangled only inches away
fromthedll.

"Themonkey man!" Frank exclaimed.

The boys looked at each other, sick with fury over the way they had been outmaneuvered. Suddenly
there was a crash, followed by atinkling of glass.

"It'sdowngtairs," Frank said. "Comeon!"

Theboysranto thefirst floor. They arrived in the living room to find Aunt Gertrude and Mrs. Hardy
standing motionless, their faces registering shock.

"What happened? What-"

Joe pointed to the living-room window, which had alarge, jagged hole in the center. The boys gaze
traveled to the rug, on which lay alarge bal bearing with a paper wrapped loosdly around it.

Aunt Gertrude found her voice. "Thieves Criminalsl Murderers!” she cried dhrilly.

Frank snatched up the paper, and with hearts pounding, he and Joe read the message: "Wise guys stay in
Bayport." It was signed with the three-looped |etter M.



CHAPTER X
Monkey on a String

THE latest threat from the Hardys enemies only served to gtiffen the boys resolve. Frank and Joe quietly
left the house and stedlthily searched the grounds. But they discovered no clue to the missile hurler.

Frank stopped at the dangling nylon rope and yanked it hard. It was firmly fastened around the chimney.
"Thefdlow must be great with alariat,” said Joe. "Wonder why heleft it here.”

Frank had atheory. If the intruder had been surprised by Mrs. Hardy and Aunt Gertrude, he might have
shinned down a drainpipe on the other Sde of the house.

"Without time to unfasten and take hisrope," Joe added.
"Right."

The boys had awhispered conference.

"Okay!" Joesaid. "Let'stry it!"

They confided their reasons for the Kentucky trip to their mother and Aunt Gertrude. The women,
athough apprehensive, did not oppose the idea.

"Wefound your father better thisevening,” said Mrs. Hardy. "But he's till not fully conscious. | suppose
he would want you to take his place.

Next, Joe phoned Radley, telling him of their plans. Sam approved heartily and wished the boys success.
"I'll kegp an eye on your dad and your house," he promised. "Kegp me posted.”

The boysthen got out their suitcases, and asthey packed, cut off dl teltae labels from their clothing.
"Have you got the binoculars?' asked Frank.

"Roger. And our miniature radio transmitter." They were about to shut their bags when Mrs. Hardy and
Aunt Gertrude came into the room.

"Do you have your heavy sweaters?' Miss Hardy asked with an air of authority. "Kentucky isn't Miami,
you know."

"But, Aunty, we're not going to the North Pole!" Joe protested. "Besides, it's summer."
"Never mind. It fill getschilly inthewoods at night," sheinssted.

"All right," Frank agreed. He reached in the closet and pulled out two heavy wool sweaterswhich heand
Joe hurriedly packed.

"And now, Mother," Frank said, "will you drive usto the bus depot? We can catch the midnight bus.”



After receiving parting admonitions and a hug from their aunt, the boys and Mrs. Hardy got into the car
and soon were a thetermind.

"Thisbusto Kentucky goes via Pittsburgh, Mom," Frank said. "Good-by and don't worry."

He and Joe embraced their mother, then swung aboard. A few minuteslater, with aroar of its diesel
motor, the vehicle swung out onto the main street. But it had gone only four blocks when Frank tapped
the driver on the shoulder.

"Wed liketo get off here, please.”

"What? Weve hardly started,” argued the driver. "Thisisn't alocd, y'know."
"It'svery important,” Joe said solemnly.

"Okay, okay."

The bus stopped at the next corner and the boys hopped off. They strode rapidly back home,
approaching the house cautioudy from the rear. Nimbly they hopped afenceinto their backyard. Silent
as shadows, the Hardys cached their suitcases behind the garage, then crept to a sheltering clump of
rhododendrons. Tensely they waited, their eyesfixed on the chimney.

Joe whispered, "Do you redly think someone will come back for the rope?’
"Sure”

Earlier Frank had reasoned that their enemy was watching for his opportunity to return to the Hardy
home undetected and retrieve the rope. Therefore, he would be morelikely to do so if he thought the
brothers had left town.

Half an hour passed. Forty-five minutes. Joe glanced into the starry sky and saw that Orion had moved
some distance west in the velvety black sky. The boys muscles ached.

"Frank, | don't think anybody will-"

Joe's words were cut off by anudge from his brother. The crouching boys peered through the shrub at a
small figure creeping around the side of their house. Joe put his mouth to Frank's ear, " The monkey
man!"

IIS.]! 1]

The prowler stopped, listened, then advanced toward the nylon rope. The Hardys were tense with
excitement, but dared not move amuscle lest they scare off their enemy. They must capture him at any
cog, if therr trip to Kentucky were to bring results. Otherwise, the monkey man would be certain to give
away the Hardys identity, and dert those mixed up in the bridge sabotage.

Theintruder waited asif to make sure everyone was safely adeep in the darkened house. Then the man
gprang to hisfull height, which was a scant five feet. Like acat, he glided up to therope, seized it, and
began virtudly walking up the sde of the Hardy house.

The boys put their plan into action. Cautioudy Joe moved from his hiding place, quietly unlocked the
back door, and sped upstairsin the darkness. Frank, meanwhile, darted to the dangling rope and began
to pull himself up hand over hand.

Thejerk on the rope signaled Frank’s presence. The monkey man, now hafway to the roof, uttered a



high-pitched cry. The lightsin the house blazed on, and Joe stepped out of the attic window closeto the
rope. He, too, seized the nylon rope and began to dide down it.

The monkey man was caught between the Hardys!
He shrieked in rage and defiance. ™Y ou won't get me!”

With that, he crashed through the screen of an open second-floor window. Instantly Frank dropped to
the ground. A moment later he heard a scream, abang, and athump coming from downgtairs. He dashed
ingde to find the monkey man picking himsalf up from the hal floor at the bottom of the stairs. Aunt
Gertrude stood nearby, brandishing an umbrella

"Crashed right into me!" she gasped.

Frank made adivefor theintruder. Then Joe, halfway between thefirst and second floors, leaped from
the stairway and landed on the monkey man's back. Asthetrio rolled over and over, the trapped
prowler, though small, fought with the fury of awild animal. Hisarms and legswrithed like snakesashe
tried to escape the Hardys stedl grip.

Disheveled and bruised, the boys finally subdued the monkey man, and sat astride him. Mrs. Hardy had
caled the police and soon asquad car roared up. A lieutenant entered and snapped handcuffs on the
prisoner.

Chief Collig arrived minutes | ater, having received word of the fracas at hishome.
"Do you know this man, Chief?" asked Frank as the monkey man glowered at his captors.
"I'll say. HE'son the wanted list. His name is Monk Smith, an ex-con.”

Frank and Joe told Collig of Smith's trash-can assault on them in New Y ork. "Wefigure," Joe added ina
low voice, "hefitsin somewhere with the bridge mystery Dad wasworking on.”

The chief turned to the prisoner. "Who put you up to this caper, Monk?
Smith only scowled, and would not reply to this question or to any others.
"Okay, take him down to thelockup,” Collig ingructed finaly. "Maybe hell sing there."

The police chief said that the ex-con would be held without bail for afew days, in order to givethe
Hardys a better chance to work incognito in Kentucky.

After the police car had sped off, the boystook down the rope. "This might comein handy,” Joe said as
he coiled the light nylon and put it in his suitcase.

In ashort time the brothers said good-by again to their mother and Aunt Gertrude.
Joe grinned. "Thistime were redly Kentucky-bound."

He and Frank took ataxi to the busterminal, and caught the next trip out. Settling back in the
comfortable seets, the weary young deuths soon fell fast adeep as the bus hummed dong the dark
highway.

The next day found the Hardys pasleaving Bayport as arranged, separately and at different times: firgt,
Tony; next, Chet; third, Biff; and Phil waslast to depart. Their arrival timeswere spaced so that over the
weekend, each made his way independently to the construction shack of John Los.



Mr. Prito's trusted ass stant was expecting them, and without delay assigned the four to their respective
jobs. Monday, their first day a work, was abusy one. It was not until Tuesday morning that the
Bayporters became worried about the delayed arrival of the Hardy boys. Chet rested on his shovel next
to apile of dirt dongside a section of freshly poured concrete.

"Where are Frank and Joe?' he wondered™ "They |eft before any of usdid.” \

Among the swarms of workersin the densely wooded area Chet could make out histhree cohorts. Tony,
gtripped to the waist in the hot sun, was repairing atractor by the roadside. Biff was driving aconcrete
mixer, while Phil Cohen, busy writing on aclipboard, stood near an abutment of the bridge under
congtruction.

A brusgue voice at his elbow startled Chet.
"WEeII never build thisroad with you leaning on your shove, buster."

The newcomer, asandy-haired, hard-eyed man, told Chet he was Bond Deemer, the regular hiring
agent. "l just got back this morning before Log |eft. When did you come on the job?"

Somewhat taken off guard, Chet sammered, "Well, ah, we-1-got here late Saturday, when Mr. Los
hired me."

"What's your name?"
Chet gulped. "Chet Ball."
"Okay," said Deemer. "'l expect afull day'swork. Understand?

Deemer strode off and Chet resumed shoveling. The hefty boy glanced up now and then at his strange
surroundings. Across from the road Site, set among the pine trees, werefive trailers. Four were used as
bunkhouses and the fifth, much larger, contained the kitchen and commissary.

Despite his gloomy mood, Chet felt hunger pangs. "Wish it was chow time," he thought. The nearest
town, Boonton, wastoo far away for aquick hop to obtain a sack of hamburgers.

Chet's eyesroved to the wide, gushing stream and the bridge, built hafway across. Thiswasthe one, he
knew, that twice had collapsed, and now the crew was busy pushing its congtruction for the third time.

Almost unconscioudy, Chet again paused in hiswork. How could they do any deuthing without Frank
and Joe? he asked himsdf disconsolatdly.

"Hey, Bal!" A lantern-jawed man hopped off the cement mixer and strolled toward Chet.
"Wh-who, me?"'

"Your nameisBal, in't it?"

"Yes, Mr. Angan," Chet replied hadtily.

It hadn't taken the newcomerslong to learn that Robert Angan was the foreman, and arough taskmaster
a that!

"Look, Bdl, you're not paid to stand there like the Statue of Liberty! Get to work!"

Embarrassed, Chet dug his shovel degp into theloosedirt. "That'sright,” Angan needled. "Act like youre



divel"

A few minuteslater Chet straightened up to ease his aching back. Across from him he spied two sturdy
youthsin dungarees hauling alarge log on their shoulders. Chet bravely restrained awhoop of joy. Frank
and Joe Hardy!

Frank, in the lead, gave adight nod of recognition as he and Joe proceeded toward the bridge. Chet
garted to whistle, and dirt flew furioudy from his shovel.

"Hey, Bdl, that'smorelikeit!" yelled Angan.

A grill blast from asteam whistle sgnaed the noon hour. Trucks and congtruction vehiclesground to a
hat, and dl the workmen headed toward the commissary. Meals were eaten on long, rough-hewn tables
ingdethetrailer. Many of the old-timers sat together, talking and joking asthey ate.

Frank, Joe, and their friends managed to find seats near one another, but chattered casudly asif they had
just met. Acrossfrom the Hardys sat atall hillbilly youth. He had large hands and along neck, and his
Adam's appl e bobbed up and down when he swallowed.

"My nameis Jensen-Joe Jensen," Joe Hardy said, extending ahand.

The youth looked up shyly from under a shock of brown hair. "MinesWilly Teeple."
"Live around here?' asked Joe.

"Yup."

The Hardys could see that Willy was not one for conversation. The sentences he spoke were barely
longer than one or two words. The foreman, Angan, who happened to be at the boys table, seemed to
take great delight in riding the workmen.

"See here, Gonzales," he said to Tony. "If you don't get that tractor fixed pretty soon, you'll be heading
back south of the border!"

"Yes, gr!" Tony replied.
"Don't sr me!" Angan shot back. "Just do what you're hired for."
"Yes, Mr. Angan."

"Asfor you, Jensen, you dumb Swede'-Angan turned to Joe-"I noticed you bothering the guys with
questions. What are you? A reporter?’

With difficulty Joe held back aretort and mumbled, " Sorry."

Chet, ravenous, reached for athird piece of bread. He changed his mind abruptly as Angan stared at
him.

"We don't like heavyweights on our crew!" the foreman said pointedly.

Having finished, Chet roseto leave. As he neared the end of the bench where Angan sat, Chet
accidentally jostled the man's elbow, and the cup of coffee he held spilled over the table.

"Dummy!" roared Angan, jumping up. With one hand he grasped the front of Chet'swork shirt and
twisted it until the buttons nearly popped. His other fist cocked back. "For two cents I'd-"



Without warning, Willy Teeple's big hands grasped the foreman'swrist in avisdike grip.
"l wouldn't do that, Mr. Angan,” Willy said softly.

CHAPTER XI
Jailbird Language

WILLY TEEPLE'S grasp prevented Angan'sfist from sailing to its mark on Chet'sjaw. The foreman
released him and sivung on Willy. At the same ingtant, Bond Deemer ran over and forced himself
between the two.

"What'stheideaof interfering, Teeple?' Deemer thundered. " Angan handles the men around here.”
Thehillbilly backed off, hisface showing no resentment. "Okay, Mr. Deemer," he said.

Chet, meanwhile, had stood by half stunned by the foreman's sudden violence. His pas had found it hard
not to go to hisaid. To their surprise, Angan turned to Chet gpologetically.

"I'msorry, Bdl," hesaid. "'l shouldn't have lost my temper. But werein an awful mess around here and
my nerves are on the raw edge.”

"That'sdl right, Mr. Angan,” replied Chet, relieved.

"Y ou know what'll happen if our bad luck continues," Angan said, looking about in gpped to the
onlooking workmen. "The Prito company will be pendized five hundred dollars aday for every day extra
it takesto finish thisjob beyond the time weve contracted for."

Tony spoke up. "I guessthat would just about put Mr. Prito out of business, wouldn't it?"
"I'm afraid s0," Angan replied, "and Prito'sagood guy.”
"Okay, break it up," Deemer ordered impatiently. "Back to work.”

With a scuffle of heavy boots, the workmen filed out of the commissary. On the way Chet thanked Willy
for coming to hisrescue. The gangling youth gave a quick nod and turned off. Soon power shovelswere
chugging and earth-moving equipment went bouncing over the rough, unfinished portions of the highway.
Working together, Frank and Joe found an opportunity to discuss the work gang.

"It's hard to tell who'sfriend or foe," Joe remarked. "But | guessit'stoo soon to form any suspicions.”
The Hardys agreed that Angan, athough hot-tempered, seemed to be regular.

"He was actualy sorry for Mr. Prito," Frank observed.

"Deemer's not especialy good-natured, either,” said Joe. "But he seems okay.”

The Hardys contact with their palsfor the rest of the day was brief and surreptitious.

"Anything new?" Frank asked as he passed close to Chet.



"No."
The same question, whispered in passing, to Phil, Biff, and Tony also produced anegetive reply.

After the evening med wasfinished, Frank drew hisbrother aside. "Weve got to do some deuthing
tonight,” hesaid.

The Hardys sauntered amid the workmen lounging about, some smoking, others chatting in front of the
bunk trailers. Frank sat on atree stump while Joe flopped on agrassy knoll nearby. Soon they were
casualy approached by Tony.

"Hi, there," he said in aloud voice. "How do you like working here?' Then, in lowered tones, he added,
"What took you both so long?"

In anoncha ant manner, but with aguarded voice, Frank explained that he and Joe had stopped to
investigate the town of Boonton.

"We thought we'd give the rest of you fellows a chance to get settled on the job before we showed up,”
Joe put in, adding that they had checked in with Mr. Los just before he had |eft for Bayport earlier that
morning. The brothers had learned that no one named Fdlix was on the work force.

Frank told of the equipment they had brought. "We've got the binoculars, anylon rope, and aminiature
short-wave radio set hidden in alarge cinder block under our bunk trailer.”

"Good,” Tony said with asmile. "Therest of usonly brought muscles. And do we need 'em!”

Asit grew dark, cool air settled down from the hills and the tired workers drifted away to turnin for the
night.

Frank and Joe were billeted in atrailer avay from the rest of their pals, with Frank's bunk located above
Joe's. Near midnight the Hardys, careful not to awaken their bunk mates, sneaked outside and
noisdlesdy made their way to the neighboring trailer, housng Angan and Deemer. Voices came from
ingde

Joe stood on his brother's shoulders and peered through one of the windows. Angan was segping.
Deemer was sitting cross-legged on the floor, playing cards with two men. Willy Teeple looked on
deepily.

As one of the workmen turned his head, Joe ducked out of sight and dropped to the ground. The Hardys
pressed close to the meta wall of thetrailer and listened intently. The language of the card playerswas
interspersed with many dang words which the boys had never heard before. It certainly was not the
jargon of their Bayport High School crowd! The young deuths made menta notes of the odd
expressons.

Pair of bins; ailer; haf stamp; clobby joint; long nit; bath in the cand; bice; baron.
"What kind of lingo isthat?" Joe whigpered.

Suddenly there was shuffling of feet and Deemer said in aloud voice, "Willy, you be the long nit
tomorrow."

"They're breaking up!" Joe muttered. He and Frank hastened to their own bunks and quietly climbed in.
Next morning, asthe Hardys dressed, Frank whispered to hisbrother, "Joe, | think | haveit solved. |



remember Dad speaking about convict lingo, and some of those words last night sounded likejailbird
dag.”

"Good night!" Joe exclaimed. "We may bein ahornet's nest of ex-cons.”

Theworkday started early and the Hardys were assigned by Angan to carry planksfor the carpenters
who were building concrete forms to be used for the bridge's support columns. They spotted their four
buddies as they passed by. Frank and Joe a so noted that Willy Teeple was nowhere to be seen.

At midmorning the workmen paused for their coffee break. This gave Frank the chance he had been
waiting for. He hastened to hisbunk trailer, crawled beneath it, and removed the small radio. Concedling
it under his shirt, Frank hurried back to Joe and dipped him the set.

"Quick!" Frank whispered. "Nobody isworking on the bridge now. Theresagood hiding place
underneath the abutment. Contact Radley and ask him about those strange words."

While Frank stood guard some distance away, Joe nonchaantly ambled over to the bridge. He made
sure no one was looking, then ducked underneath, turned on the transmitter, and called Radley in

Bayport.

After afew tense minutes of waiting, Joe got through to hisfather's operative. He spoke rapidly, asking
about the odd vocabulary the boys had heard the night before.

"That's con language, dl right," Radley said. "Joe, be extra careful!”
Radley trandated the words which Joe carefully memorized:

pair of bins- binoculars

oiler - soft-soaper

half stamp - atramp

clobby joint - agambling house
long nit - alookout man

bath in the cand - drown

bice - two-year prison term
baron - convict profiting in prison

Joe thanked Radley and signed off. Then he thought in surprise™ So that's why Willy's not on the job
today-he'slookout for that con bunch.”

Joe secreted the short-wave radio in his clothes and started to climb out from under the bridge. Suddenly
he stopped short. Nearly conced ed behind an empty cement bag were three sticks of dynamite! Joe
examined them gingerly. They were not as yet connected with any detonating device.

"So that's next on the gang'slist-blow up the bridge!™ Joe thought, picking up the sticks. Just then he
heard the familiar birdcall whistle used by the Hardy boysto warn each other.

Before Joe had a chance to move, Robert Angan scrambled down the dope. He glared angrily at Joe.
"So you're one of the guys making troublefor us" Angan said, and snatched the dynamite sticks.
"Whered you get these?"

Joe pleaded innocence, explaining that he had gone under the bridge to cool off during the bresk and had
spotted the explosives there.

"That'sagreat story," the foreman snorted. He hid the dynamite sticksin his shirt so that the otherswould



not notice them. Then he marched Joe directly to the project shack. Bond Deemer was working on some
papers.

Angan produced the explosives. "Caught Jensen here with it."
Deemer was speechless for amoment, then he stormed, ™Y ou snegk. You'll gotojail for this”

"But | had nothing to do with this dynamite!” Joe protested. "Remember, | just started work yesterday.
Somebody e se put these sticks under the bridge.”

"Ligten, Jensen,” Angan said, "1 had you pegged for atroublemaker the minute you showed up here.”

Deemer's anger had receded. He tapped his pencil and looked thoughtfully at Joe. "We can't afford to
lose men on thisjob. Angan, | believe the kid'stelling the truth about the explosives.”

"Okay," said Angan, pacing nervoudy. "It'syour responsibility, Deemer. But one false move' -he pointed
at Joe-"and you're through!™

Thistime Angan assigned Joeto learn to run agrader machine. "So | can keep you in Sight,” he said.

Later, the foreman approached Frank. "Y ou there, Teller!" he caled. "1 want you to learn how to handle
apan.” He pointed to a huge high-wheeled earth-carrying machine stopped beside the road and Angan
cdled up to the driver, "Y ancy, teach thiskid how to operate it, then he can spell you."

Frank climbed on to the monster machine, the rubber tires of which weretaler than he. Hefound Y ancy
to be abluff individua, sun-tanned, with bulging arm muscles and a broad face.

The machine started to bounce dong, and Y ancy readily explained its mechanicsto Frank. After the
machine had dropped aload of dirt by the side of the road, Y ancy turned to his new assistant. ™Y ou got
an easy job, kid. Y ou must know the baron.”

"Who?' Frank could have bitten off histongue. From that moment on, Y ancy said not aword and it was
al work and no talk.

Severd times Frank tried to start afriendly conversation, but with no luck.

At the end of the day's work, the Hardys met beside the swift-moving stream to wash up.
Frank told his brother of Y ancy's clamming up after he had asked who the baron was.
"Do you know where Y ancy's bunk is, Joe?"

"Yes, in Deemer'straler.”

"Then| think I'll do alittle eavesdropping tonight,” Frank said.

An offhand exchange with the other four boys proved that they had uncovered nothing unusua during the
day. Latethat night Frank sidled up to Y ancy'strailer and put his ear close to the door. The voicesinside
were subdued, but clear enough for the young deuth to identify as' Y ancy's and Deemer's. The boy held
his breath and listened intently, noting certain words he was sure were underworld lingo.

Frank heard Deemer mention Joe's name in connection with the discovery of the dynamite. Then Y ancy
spoke up. "What about this Frank Teller? | thought he was an apple, but heain't.”

A third voice sad, "I hear by the grapevine Teller did abice.”



A cold chill went up Frank's spine. So they thought he was an ex-jailbird! "No wonder Y ancy figured |
knew the baron!" Frank gritted histeeth. "If only | hadn't asked ‘who'?"

Suddenly there was anoise nearby. Frank ducked around the trailer and flattened himsdlf againgt it asa
flashlight's beam stabbed the darkness.

CHAPTER XI|I

The Protector

FRANK held his breath asthe light flashed about near the entrance to the trailer. Then it went off. The
door squeaked open and shut.

A voicefrominsde sad, "Oh, it'syou, Willy. What alayabout! Here, give me the glasses.”

"Arkitnay!" retorted Willy Teeple. Frank heard two heavy boots drop to the floor, then dl grew silent.
Frank waited, but no further talk came from within, so he quietly returned to hisown trailer. Insgde he
whispered to Joe:

"First we have to prove those ex-cons are doing something crooked here. In that case, maybe the police
can help us. But were up against atough assignment, Joe. Come on. Let's contact Radley again.”

The two boystook flashlights and dipped out of thetrailer. Joe retrieved the radio set, then the
Hardys cautioudy made their way into the woods bordering the road.

Once out of sght of the work camp, Frank flicked hislight on and off just enough to pick their way
through the dense forest. Progresswas dow.

"Do you think it's safe to stop now?" asked Joe.
"No. They may have alookout thiscloseto thetralers.”

Stumbling and groping, Frank and Joe plodded on through a stand of pinetrees. Findly they cameto a
small clearing, where the moonlight illuminated a huge boulder. The Hardys dropped to the ground, their
backs against the stone.

"Okay," sad Frank. "Let'sget Radley."

Joe turned on the transmitter, then put in the call to Bayport. No response.

Joetried again, without results. "Did you check the batteries?' asked Frank.

"Theres plenty of juice," hisbrother replied.

Just then aham operator came in strong and clear. He asked Joe where he was located.
Joe was polite, but said this was an emergency cal and would the ham please sign off.

"Asyou say. Good luck. Over and out."



"Whew! | hopethe consarent listening in,” said Frank.

"If they are, we're sunk!" declared Joe. He called Radley again. Thistime afaint reply reached their ears
among interference. Joe tuned out some of the satic.

"Sam?. .. Thisis Joe. How's Dad?"

The reply was heartening. Fenton Hardy wasimproving steadily! "He hasintervals of lucidity,” Radley
reported, "but hismemory isfoggy.”

The operative went on to say that X rays had shown the reason for this. "Fenton must have been hit in the
back of the neck," Radley said. "The doctors fed that his memory won't be clear for at least aweek or
0."

"But hewill get better!” Joe said tersely.
"Definitdy."

With asigh of rdlief, Joe passed the radio to Frank, who told Sam, "I've heard more of thosejailbird
words. For instance, they called me an apple. What's that?"

"A swindler." Radley chuckled. "They think you're acrook, Frank. That's good!"
"Dont tell Aunt Gertrude!" Frank grinned.

"Got apencil and paper?' Radley asked. "l can giveyou alist of prison dang your father compiled.”

"Roger.”
Joeturned on hisflashlight and laid it on the ground. Then, as Sam dictated, he jotted down:

cop ahed -torun

tin star - country sheriff
torch man - safecracker
cheeser - a safe easy to open
layabout - loafer
arkitnay - shut up

big note - awedthy man
bindlestiff - hobo
inthebing - solitary
finger man - informer
equaizer - gun

Suddenly Radley was cut off.

"Oh-oh, what's up?' Joe fretted.

"Bad atmospheric conditions, probably," Frank said. "Wed better get back.”
"Okay, swindler," needled Joe. "We have enough words to work on."

They started back as quietly asthey could. But it wasimpossible to avoid stepping on twigswhich
snapped and cracked loudly. Frank used the light sparingly, as a precaution againgt being spotted.

Suddenly Joe said, "Hey, look!"



Just ahead of them lay anarrow path, which cameto afork. A right turn would lead them to the camp.
The left-hand trail headed in the direction of amountain ridge. Frank bent down and flashed hislight over
the ground near the path. Among the matted pine needles was a half-burned safety match.

"Somebody's been using thistrail, and more than likely one of the workmen,” Frank commented.
"Let'sfollow it toward the mountain,” said Joe.

"Sort of late now."

Joe was not to be dissuaded. "But we might find agood clue.”

"Okay, but we can't be long,” Frank replied.

At firg the path was easy to follow, with the moon providing enough light to guide them. But asthe
Hardys reached higher ground, a series of switchbacks made the going laborious.

Joe stopped suddenly. "Say, Frank," he whispered, "do you suppose thisleads to some kind of |ookout
oot ?!

Instead of answering, Frank seized Joe by the wrist and pulled him behind apinetree. "I thought | saw
something move!" He pointed to an opening between the pines.

"l don't see anything,” said Joe.

"Follow me!" Frank ordered. Getting down on all fours, the boys crept acrossthetrail, flattening
themsalves now and then to listen. They heard aclink, like the sound of metd.

Frank skirted around the trees, then stopped at the edge of the opening. Here the pines grew so close
together they completely obscured the moonlight.

Joeinched up beside hisbrother. "It looks like a cave of somekind," he whispered.
Frank nodded, pointing to a stump some thirty feet away, atop which was a boxlike object.

The boys lay sde by side in the darkness, wondering what to do next. Was someone hiding in the cave?
Should they risk entering it? Or should they wait and come back later?

"We have the advantage of surprise,” Frank said finaly. The boysroseto their feet, then tiptoed forward.
Now they could see plainly that the opening was indeed acave.

"When | shinethelight, well dashin,” Frank said. Click. Theflashlight's glare revedled two eyes gleaming
at them, asamenacing growl issued from the cave mouth.

"Good night!" Joe cried out. "A bear!”

Asthe huge beast lunged from the cave, the Hardys turned and fled. The growls of the bear became
fiercer asit crashed through the trees.

Frank and Joefairly flew onto thetrail. Suddenly the bear gave aloud grunt. Thiswasfollowed by a
ferocious thrashing about. Soon the boys realized that the anima was no longer pursuing them. They
halted, trembling and out of bregth.

"Whew! | thought we were donefor,” Frank said. "A black bear that size can tear your head off."



The young detectives retraced their steps cautioudly to the spot where the bear had stopped. "There he
is" Joe pointed, and Frank shone hislight on the animal. The boys jaws dropped in astonishment. The
bear was fettered by along chain, at which he strained toward the box on the stump, two feet away.

"Leapin' lizardd" Frank exclaimed. "That's abechivel"
"What afiendish setup,” said Joe.

The Hardys deduced that someone wanted the trail guarded and had done this by keeping the bear
chained in the cave, tantdizing it day and night by afeast of honey just out of reach.

The length of the chain was cunningly contrived, the boys observed. It extended acrossthetrail so that an
unsuspecting wayfarer would be frightened out of hiswits, or even gravely injured by the voracious beer.

"Bearsnormally stay out of peoples way," Frank remarked, "but this one has aright to hold agrudge
agang humans.”

Making sureto stay clear of the bear'sflicking claws, the boyslifted the hive from the stump and heaved
it closeto the bear, whereupon the animal quickly ripped the hive gpart and began to devour the honey.

"Wow! Somebody isgoing to be surprised!” Joe said with a chuckle.

They speculated on the reason for the "bear trap,” and who was responsible, and wondered if it had any
connection with their case. The boys started back along the doping trail. Asthey descended, the Hardys
were dtartled to hear aman'svoice calling:

"Hey, Swede! Teller! Areyou there?
"It's Deemer," Frank whispered. "Let'slielow. We don't want to tip our hand yet."

The Hardys dived behind athicket and crouched motionless, hardly daring to breathe. Suddenly came
the sharp crack of gunfire! Bullets whizzed overhead, thudding ominoudy into the trees. Then it was
quiet. Findly the cracking of twigs cameto ther ears.

Asthe sound gradually grew fainter, Joe took a deep breath. "He'sleaving. Why do you suppose he shot
at us, Frank?'

"He'sjittery."

The Hardys made their way cautioudy along the trail behind the rifleman. But, again, they were hated by
astrange happening. Through the treesaweird rosy pink glow spread over the sky.

"Good grief!" said Joe. "It's not sunrise yet!™

The eerielight gave the black sky an awvesometint.
"Thisisthe spookiest spot I've ever beenin," Joe murmured.
"And the most dangerous!" Frank added.

"I'll say! Maybe thereésaforest fire!" But Joe's guess proved wrong when the pink light soon vanished
and dl was dark again.

Mystified, the Hardys went on toward the work camp. Every few feet they stopped to listen. The thought
of Deemer, perhapslying in wait to ambush them, caused the boysto bresk out in acold swesat. Finaly



thetrallerscameinto view.

"Look!" said Frank, hating abruptly. In the moonlight they could see Deemer sitting beside the door of
their trailer, holding arifle between hislegs.

"Oh, swell!" Joe said in disgust. "How do we get in?"

The boys decided on a decoy action. Joe scooped up arock and hurled it full force over thetrailer. It
landed with athud. Deemer |egped up. Joe tossed another large stone in the same direction.

Thistimethe hiring agent darted out of Sight around thetrailer.
"Indde, fast!" hissed Frank.
He and Joe sprinted from the trees and dipped into their deeping quarters.

They undressed silently in record time and climbed into bed. When Frank adjusted his pillow, his hand
touched apiece of paper. "Another warning," he thought. By using hisflashlight under the cover, Frank
read the note. It was from Biff and read:

"Phil'sin trouble. Going to be fired. Caught making sketchesof D and A."

CHAPTER XI11

Surprise Password

FRANK whispered the message to Joe just before the screen door opened. Deemer stood silhouetted in
the doorway, agun in his hand. He tiptoed over to look at Frank and Joe, who feigned deep. Joe sat up,
asif darmed.

"Something wrong, Mr. Deemer?"

"W-why, |-er-" The hiring boss was clearly flustered. "I thought-er-you'd both gone into the woods and
gotten logt. It's dangerous there, especidly at night.”

Frank, too, sat up and put on adeepy act. "Mr. Deemer, do you usualy carry that equalizer?' Joe
asked.

Frank turned on his brother and snapped, "Arkitnay!"

Deemer dmost dropped the gun and his eyes bugged. He opened his mouth to speak, then evidently
thought better of it. Without aword he stalked off to hisown trailer.

"We got him worried, anyhow," Joe said with satisfaction.
"Yes, but well haveto be careful. Were dill in the dark asto what hisgameis.”

Despite only afew hours deep, Frank and Joe awoke refreshed and keyed up for the deuthing which lay
ahead. At breakfast Frank casually seated himsalf next to Phil and said, "We heard what happened.”
Amid the clatter of utensils, Frank instructed hisfriend, "If you're fired, put on a sad face. Soon asyou



can, go to Boonton and Stay at the Eagle Hotdl. Well get in touch with you there.”

Phil nodded. Further conversation was impossible because Bond Deemer arose and pounded on the
tablefor attention. "Quiet! Quiet!"

A hush fell over the workmen. Deemer turned to stare a Phil and a sarcastic smile curled hislips.
"Rubinow,” he said, "if you want to draw pictures, okay. But not here. Y ou'refired!"

With astricken look, Phil asked, "When?"

"Right now." Deemer pulled a brown envelope from his pocket and flung it at the boy. "Heres your pay.
Scram!"

Amid the murmur that arose, Phil, pretending to be stunned, took the envel ope and Ieft the trailer.

"He'salayabout, anyway!" Frank said in avoicethat could be plainly heard. A few eyebrows were
raised among the men, but there was no comment.

Later, a the busy construction site, Frank climbed aboard the pan next to Y ancy. The motor thundered
and growled as the big machine responded to Y ancy's touch. It scooped up ahuge bucketful of dirt, then
trundled off to deposit it by the side of the highway. Asthey started back for another load, Frank
decided to put out afew fedlers.

"You think I'm abindlestiff, eh, Yancy?1 figured you to be afinger." Y ancy, surprised, jammed on the
brake so hard they both nearly flew off the seat. Frank continued, "I'm atorch man, but atin star caught
me on acheeser. Aint it the way? Copped ahed but fell flat.”

Y ancy gave the machine more gas. "Y ou're okay, kid, but stow the con gab. The baron don't likeit. We
antdl intheclub."

"What about thelocal yokels?' Frank parried.
"Most of 'em are okay. They're dl scared of Rosy."
"Rosy?' Frank thought fast. "The big fire at night?"

Y ancy turned, grinning. For afraction of a second he did not look where he was going. The machine hit a
rock projecting from the roadbed and tilted crazily.

"Jump!™ Y ancy ydled and dived from his seet. Frank followed suit, landing unhurt on the soft shoulder of
the road. The vehicleflipped over with engine racing and whed stwirling madly.

Frank and other workers ran up to Y ancy, who had landed on a hard-packed surface. He lay moaning,
clutching at hisright leg. Angan hurried over, looking disgusted. "Y ou're supposed to be an expert!” he
growled. "What's the matter with you?'

One of the men arrived with afirg-aid kit. He stripped the coverdl from Y ancy'sleg, and after examining
theinjury, said, "Afraid it'sabad fracture. Weve got to get him to ahospita.”

A temporary splint was applied to Y ancy'sleg. Grimacing with pain, he was placed on a stretcher, which
two men did into the back of asmall truck. It eased onto the compl eted section of the highway and sped

away.
Angan turned his attention to Frank. "What happened, Tdler?'



Frank shrugged. "Couldn't say."

The foreman scowled. "Y ou guys stick together pretty thick!" he said. "Pick apartner, Teller, and get the
derrick to haul up that pan.”

Frank looked at his brother. "Hey, Jensen! | could use a squarehead on thisjob.”

With Tony's help, the Hardys directed the crane operator to lift the huge vehicle. It needed afew repairs,
which Tony handled with skill. While he worked, the three boys had a chance to confer.

Frank told the others of Y ancy'sreference to the baron and added, "'If we could only get to him!™
"But who is he, and where does he stay?' asked Joe.

Tony had not yet heard any reference to a person caled the baron. "1 don't think Biff and Chet have,
ather.”

"Quiet!" Frank warned.

A truck hauling rocks had drawn up closeto thetrio. A brawny man jumped from the cab, motioned
Frank aside, and walked him out of earshot of Tony and Joe.

"What's up?' asked Frank.
Thetruck driver looked him squardly in the eye and said, "Helix."

Two thoughts flashed through Frank's mind: Mr. Hardy's mumbled word, which the boys had thought
was Felix must instead be hdlix, meaning aspira! And the warning received earlier by the Hardys was
sgned with athree-looped spird resembling the letter M.

Frank deduced that "hdlix" must be the gang's password, or at least aspecia sign used by them.

"Okay." Frank made aspirad loop with hisright forefinger and pointed upward. This seemed to satisfy the
workman. He beckoned Frank again, moving farther away.

"Wegot ajob to do tonight, Tdller."

"A job? On whom?' Frank asked sharply. . "On McGuire. He's been snoopin' around like adick, so he's
gettin' abath in the cand.”

Biff to be drowned? A wave of terror enveloped Frank, but he remained outwardly calm. "How do |
know that's true?"

"Ligten, If I-Mike Shannon-say o, it'strue.”
"Okay," Frank said. "McGuirethinks I'm hisfriend."
"Good. Y ou and the Swede can take care of him a midnight.”

Frank trudged back to the pan, hismind in aturmoail. Biff Hooper was the next target of the gang. When
Joe and Tony heard of the nefarious plan, they too were horrified.

"Weve got to save Biff!" Joe said.

"Wewill," Frank assured him. "I've got an idea.”



It was agreed that Tony would dert Biff later at an opportune moment, give him the plan of action, and
warn him to show no surprise or emotion that night when the Hardys cameto pick him up.

Outsdethetrailer after supper, Frank and Joe began aloud argument to provide distraction for Tony to
gpesk with Biff. The Hardys disputed who could heave arock the farthest. Chet, having been tipped off
earlier, joined in the hasde. The three selected around rock about the weight of a shot and started a
contest. The men gathered around cheering asfirst one boy, then another took turns.

Even Deemer wasintrigued. "I can do better than any of you!" he boasted. His put, severa inches better
than Chet's, spurred othersto enter the contest. Tony, after afew hurls, melted away from the crowd and
disgppeared behind his bunk trailer. Biff, having recelved the high sgn from Frank, did the same. A few
minutes later the two sauntered back to the "mest.”

Meanwhile, Chet's practicing paid off, and he became champ shot-putter afraction of an inch over
Deemer's best hurl. Everyone cheered, but Angan said acidly, "If you worked as hard with the pick and
shovel, Ball, weld get some work done around here.”

"Yes, gr," Chet replied meekly, and laughter drifted among thetall pines.

After sunset, darkness came on quickly and the trees |loomed black against the fading daylight. Now the
work camp took on a strange, foreboding hush which the Hardys had not experienced before.

Later, finding themsaves donein the traller washroom, the brothers spoke in whispers.
" wonder how many of these guys know Biff's duefor abath in the cand," said Joe.

Frank, drying hisface, muttered through the towd, "Maybe only afew-or maybe more. That'sthe
trouble. We have no ideahow many areinvolved.”

In their bunks the two boys passed the time reading magazines. But dl the while they had the strange
feding that the othersin the trailer were furtively watching them.

At deven-thirty Mike Shannon stepped inside and came over to Frank. "Here's the tool you'll need for
that job, Tdler. Infact, maybe you and Jensen could fix it right now." He dipped a blackjack into Frank's
hand and ambled out.

The brothers dressed, noting that the men appeared to be deeping, undisturbed by Mike'svist.

Five minutes |ater the Hardys roused Biff from hisbunk. "Hey, McGuire, we got something to show you,"
said Joe,

"Aw, let medeep,” Biff said, putting on an act.
"Comeon, you big lunk!"

"Okay, okay." Biff dressed and followed the Hardys outside. Asthe trio set forth, Frank noticed that
Mike and another man weretrailing them.

Biff feigned annoyance. "What are you jokers going to show methistime of night?* he asked loudly.
"Youll see. It'sdown by the water," Joe replied.

The boys made their way through the darkness, guided by the churning sound of the swift-running river.
When they reached the edge of the water, the men's footsteps grew louder. "Quick!" said Joe.



Frank drew back the blackjack and made a sweeping motion toward Biff's head. With an anguished cry,
Biff kedled over and fdll, face down, into the rushing weter.

"Boy, what agreat act!" Joe whispered gleefully.

But hisjoy was short-lived. Ashe and Frank started to turn, the two men legped on them! Each boy was
dedlt aheavy blow on the head. The Hardys reeled backward, unconscious, and tumbled into the
torrent.

CHAPTER XIV
A Real Sacrifice

FRANK HARDY had the hideous sensation that he was caught in amaglstrom at the bottom of Niagara
Fals. Tons of water crushed the air from hislungs, and his chest was constricted by aband of sted!.

Then, aswater swirled about his head, Frank regained consciousness. He was floating on his back, and
the tightness around his chest was the strong arm of Biff Hooper.

"Easy, Frank. | got you."

The boy fet himsdf being grabbed under both arms and pulled up on astony bank. "You dl right?* Biff
asked.

At first Frank could hardly speak. His head throbbed and he was half choking from the water he had
swallowed. "Joe- Where's Joe?"

"I haven't found him yet. Don't worry. Hell revive and make it to shore.”

Frank sat up groggily. "Man oh man, did those crooks ever double-cross us!" He rubbed his aching head
and groaned. "They must've found out who we were! Y ou saved my life, Biff. Thanks! Now we've got to
find Joe!"

Frank struggled to hisfeet and staggered about, trying to gain hisequilibrium. Findly his head cleared
enough for him to wak without assstance. "Well follow the shore downstream, Biff."

Pushing their way over jumbled rocks and through tangled brush which grew nearly to the water's edge,
the two boysfollowed the course of the surging stream. Frank stumbled once, but pressed on, hisjaw set
with determination.

It was haf an hour later when the two cameto agentle bend in the river. Siit had washed ashore forming
asandy crescent, and near the middle of it the searchers saw two pronefigures. Biff ran ahead, with
Frank plodding behind him. Drawing closer, they noticed that the pair were haf in, haf out of the water.

"Joe!" called Frank. "Isthat you, Joe?!

Biff was dready knedling beside one of the figureswhen Frank ssumbled to hissde. The ghostly
moonlight revealed the faces of Joe Hardy and Tony Prito!

Tony moaned, stirred dightly, then blinked his eyes. Frank at once applied mouth-to-mouth resuscitation



to hisbrother. Tony, meanwhile, dowly sat up, gasping from exhaustion.
Finaly Joe sucked in agreat breath of air. His eydids fluttered and he smiled wanly at Frank.
"He's okay!" Biff exulted, and set about briskly massaging Joesarmsand legs.

It was not until fifteen minuteslater that Joe and Tony felt equal to teling their story. Tony began. He had
goneto the Hardys bunkhouse shortly after the two had left, and from the doorway, had seen Bond
Deemer searching through the brothers belongings.

"Deemer didn't notice me. He exploded when he found your heavy swesaters!” Tony said.. "They had
your name labels"

"Leapin' lizardd" Joe said weakly. "1 know how that happened, Frank."

"Sodo|. We stuck 'emin at the last second to please Aunt Gertrude and forgot to take the |abel s off.
What goofdl”

Tony reported that he had trailed Deemer, who, furious at the deception, had passed the word aong
quickly to Mike and another man.

"l couldn't stop them from going after you," said Tony, "so | followed, figuring | could help later, and
posted mysdlf downstream a short way."

When he saw the Hardysfall in, Tony had swum to the rescue and reached Joefirst. 1 spotted Biff
grabbing you, Frank."

The Hardys expressed gratitude to their buddies. "We would have been goners without you two," said
Joe.

"Which remindsme," Biff said dryly, "the gang probably thinks the three of us are dead.”
"And | suppose they've got me pegged,” said Tony.
"That leaves Chet done," said Frank., "He's the only connection we have left to Deemer and hismob."”

The four boys sat on the sand, discussing their next move. They dl thought that Chet might have a chance
to remain unsuspected of being one of the deuthing team. Should they ask him to stay on the job astheir
only direct link with the ex-convicts?

"It'll be pretty risky," Joe said. "We'd better leave the decison up to Chet.”

Having agreed to this, the boys made their way farther downstream, crossed an old bridge, and edged
stedthily back toward the construction camp. Joe had brought a waterproof flashlight, so the quartet had
littletrouble finding their way.

Tony, whose bunk was near Chet's, volunteered to arouse him. While the Hardys and Biff waited in the
woods, Tony dipped into thetrailer. "Keep quiet and come with me," he whispered. "Hurry!"

Befogged with deep, Chet groped after Tony in the darkness. When they joined the others, Frank and
Joe recounted the latest happenings.

The chunky boy was now fully awake. "Zowie, felows! Y ou sure had aclose cal!" He shifted
uncomfortably. "Guessit'd be awfully dangerousto stay heredone.”



"Yes" sad Frank. "That's what we were going to ask you about.”
"Hmm," Chet drew adeep breath and squared his shoulders.
"Well?' Biff prompted.

"'l say!"

"Good boy!" said Joe. "We knew you would."

The plan wasto have Chet contact Phil Cohen at the Eagle Hotel in Boonton if anything important
developed. "Well check with him later,” said Frank and added, " Just keep on working as usud, and
keep your ears and eyes open.”

After handshakes al around, Tony returned with Chet to retrieve the Hardys radio and binoculars and
rope from the cinder block. Chet was about to re-enter histrailer, when Tony said, "Got any food
around, Chet?'

"Well, | did stash some away-"
"Asusud." Tony chuckled.

Chet disappeared ingde and emerged carrying apaper bag. "There's bread and cheesein here,” he said.
"A midnight snack | was saving. Don't say | never gave you anything!"

"You meantakedl of it?'

"Every bit," said Chet. "I better get back."

When Tony told the others of Chet's sacrifice,
Joewhidled. "A red pd! Giving up hislast bite!"

The four young deuths pressed deeper and deeper into the woods. Finally they approached the area
where the Hardys had seen the eerie rosy light in the sky. There the boys stopped and Frank contacted
Radley by radio, giving him afull report.

The operative was stunned to hear what had happened to the Hardys and their friends.

"We're okay now," Frank said. He asked Sam to have the Boonton police keep tabs on Y ancy and any
vigtorsat the hospitd.

"All right," Radley said. "But from what you tdl me, | think we should closein on the mob immediately.”

Frank explained that first he wanted to find out who the baron was. "He must be the ringleader,” Frank
added. "Besides, we have to uncover what's behind the bridge sabotage.”

Radley reluctantly agreed to wait, but warned the boysto be extremely careful in their search for the
baron. Sam informed the Hardys that their father wasimproving, but his memory remained unclear. Also,
the prisoner Monk Smith had not yet talked.

"Well keep in touch, Sam," Frank said.
"Over and out.”

"What next?' asked Biff.



Joe replied promptly, "Get some rest and start out at dawn to find the baron. He had scarcely spoken
when amuffled blagt in the distancefilled the air.

"Dynamitel” Tony cried out.

CHAPTER XV
A Lofty Lookout

THE blast was followed immediately by arosy light which spread over the horizon like the aurora
boredlis. The glow lasted for five minutes, then disappeared.

"That'sRosy," Frank said, recalling what Y ancy had told him about the weird light. "I'll bet it's some sort
of trick to scare the superdtitious hillbillies.”

"But why?' queried Biff.

The Hardys both guessed that the strange phenomenon was designed by the criminals to keep the local
peoplein astate of fear so they would not interfere with the gang's project.

"Whatever that is," added Joe.

"If their leader can make that kind of magic,” Frank went on, "think what'll happen to anyone who
defected or refused to obey orders.”

Thisline of reasoning interested Tony particularly.
"Then you think Rosy has something to do with the road and bridge construction trouble?"

"Yes" Frank replied, "but the explosion puzzlesme. | don't think it sounded like dynamite. | suggest we
go on ahunt for Rosy after we get some shut-eye.”

By now the pink hue had died awvay. The weary foursome selected a sheltered spot, carpeted with pine
needles, and flopped down. In aminute al were deeping soundly.

The sun'srays danting into his eyes awakened Frank. He aroused the others, who stretched and
yawned.

"l could have dept dl day,” said Biff, standing up to flex hismuscles.
"Not when we have a date with Rosy," Joe quipped.
Biff cameright back. "I wonder if she'sas cute aslolaMorton."

Scouting around for afew minutes, Tony found arivulet of clear oring water. After arefreshing drink,
the boys bathed their faces and hands. Next, Chet's gift of grub was divided equally.

When they finished egting, the Hardys decided they should follow thetrail which forked up the mountain,
sncethe light seemed to have come from that generd direction. Singlefile, the boys trudged up the dope,
circumventing the bear cave.



Suddenly Joe stopped dead in histracks. "Frank, look at that!" he said, pointing.
They al glanced to the top of theridge.

"What do you see?' Biff asked.

"Thetdlest pine tree right there in the center. Watch near the top.”

A moment later there was a glint as the sun's rays bounced off abright object.
"Binoculard" said Frank.

"Mamamia" Tony burst out. "A lookout. The gang must have ahideout nearby.”

The boys agreed thiswould be the most likely place for the gang to post asentry. A spy, highinthetree,
could command aview of the valey and the entire road project. Anybody coming or going on thetral
would bein the sweep of vison.

Frank cautioned everyoneto walk pardld to thetrail, careful to keep concedled among the trees.

"It might be hard to find the tree when we get there," Frank said as they neared theridge. The young
deuths craned their necks but could not see the lookouit.

When they reached the summit, the boys glanced in every direction. The boughs grew so thick that it was
amost imposs ble to see the tree-topsin an unbroken line.

"Atleadt,” Joe said, "the spy probably can't see us so easily. That's some advantage.”

Frank guessed that they might have drifted too far to the south in their climb. "Let'swalk north dong the
ridge" he suggested.

The boys spread out, ingpecting one pine after another.

Biff, in the lead, waved wildly, sgnding for sllence. The others hurried to where he stood at the base of a
towering tree. Biff pointed to an odd-looking cut, dightly higher than his heed.

"Good night!" Joe whispered. "That'sthe spird sign.”
The carving closely resembled what the Hardys had previoudy mistaken for an M with three loops.

"Thisisour tree!" Frank whispered, and looked around at the other side of the trunk. " Oh baby, see
what | found!"

A st of spikes, hammered into the tree at regular intervals, provided footholds leading up among the
dark branches of the evergreen.

Biff wasjubilant. "Weve treed the polecat,” he said. "Let's climb up and sack him."

"That might not be so easy,” Tony said. "Wed probably find oursalves taking anose diveinto the pine
needles”

Frank and Joe agreed with Tony. An assault from below could be dangerous. The person

perched in the tree had the advantage of height. Also, he might aert the gang through a coded flash of
somekind.



"Maybethey'll change lookouts soon,” Frank said. "Our only hopeisto wait."

The boys posted themselves at various spots within afive-yard radius from the tree and began their vigil.
Severd timesthe twittering of birds and the warmth of the sun dmost lulled them into drowsiness. Time
dragged by.

Frank, rubbing his eyesto stay awake, caught the movement of asmall piece of bark floating down from
the big pine. He glanced up and saw that the branches far above him were shaking. Their quarry was
climbing down. Frank sprang to hisfeet and signaled the others. The boys dashed behind a cluster of
nearby pines and watched asapair of long legs came into view, descending the spikes. Then, with both
amsclinging to the trunk, atall, gangling youth scrambled to the ground. Smultaneoudy, the Hardys and
their palslegped from hiding and seized him.

"Willy Teeple!" Frank cried out. The hillbilly looked half-frightened to desth. He squirmed and struggled,
but to no avail.

"What were you doing up there?' Frank asked.

"He'sthe long nit, don't you remember?’ Joe put in.

"Y ou-you know about thet?' Willy quavered, shaking with fright.
"Of coursewe do,” Tony said.

"Sure," Frank went on, "the helix too, and more."

A look of earnest pleading came into Willy Teeple'seyes. "Look! Y ou fellows know too much,” he said.
"Go away and don't come back."

"We're going to stay right here," Joe said, "and get to the bottom of this!"

"Please don't,” Willy implored. "Else you'l get the same thing that-that happened to your father!"
The mention of Fenton Hardy e ectrified the boys.

"What do you know about our father?' Frank snapped.

"Did you have anything to do with what happened to him?* demanded Joe.

Willy shook his head, but would say no more about Mr. Hardy.

Both Biff and Tony weredl for Willy being turned over to the Boonton police, but the hillbilly begged
them not to do this.

"If the boss knows you've captured me, helll hurt my father,” Willy went on.
"Who's your boss-the baron?' Joe prodded.

Willy'sface went ashen. "'l can't tell you.”

"What do you expect?’ Frank said. "That we just let you go?'

"I won't fink on you, honest!" Willy Teeple said fervently. "I don't want to work for those crooks, but if |
say any more, they'll kill meif they find out.”

Willy swore again that he would not betray the Hardys and their friends. While Biff kept an arm-lock on



their captive, Frank and Joe stepped to one side to discuss the matter.

"Okay," Frank said, stepping forward. "Willy, well let you go, but don't say one single word about seeing
LBIll

Joe tried another question. "What about Rosy? Isthat part of the gang's scheme?”

Willy, terror in his eyes, remained sllent. The boysdid find out from him that thetrail continued down the
other side of the mountain and connected with a narrow road leading to Boonton.

"Fellows, please go away from here. It'sawful dangerous,” Willy pleaded.

At that moment there was anoise in the underbrush. The four boys ducked out of sight while Willy
walked noncha antly toward the sound. Mike Shannon stepped from the brush. The two merdly
exchanged nods; then, as Willy Teeple hastened back aong the mountain trail, Mike climbed up the
spikes of the lookout tree.

"What do we do about thisguy?' muttered Biff.
"Nothing yet," said Frank. "We gtill don't want to dert the baron.”
"I think we can trust Willy Teeple," Joe said. "He'sin the gang's clutches, for sure.”

Thefour boys set off once morein search of aclue which might lead them to Rosy. Asthey headed
down the opposite dope, Biff, who wasin the lead, broke into atrot. Joe was close behind him.
Suddenly Biff let out acry of darm and disappeared before Joe's eyes!

CHAPTER XVI

Lower Than Pigs

JOE checked his gpeed just in timeto keep from fdling into adeep pit. Biff lay moaning at the bottom of
the hole,

Frank and Tony ran to help Joe pull Biff out.
"Ow! My left ankle! 1t's broken!™

Frank quickly examined theinjury. "It could be, but | think it'sonly abad sprain. Here, try to stand.” Biff
made the attempt, winced, and nearly fell down.

"Somebody pulled adirty trick,” Joe said.

The boys found that the freshly dug pit had been covered with boughs and a strip of tar paper, over
which pine needles had been scattered.

Frank surmised that they probably were pretty close to Rosy, and that the trap had been placed there to
discourage the curious.

After ahurried consultation, it was decided to get Biff back to Bayport as soon as possible.



"WElIl have you flown from the Boonton Airport,” Joe said. "Phil can go with you. Here, Biff, put anarm
around my shoulder."

With Frank and Joe on either sde of their injured pal, Biff hobbled asfast he could. Occasiondly Tony
spelled each of the Hardys, until they reached the road leading to Boonton. It was gravelly and barely
wide enough for two vehiclesto pass.

"Wemight haveto wait al day for alift," Biff said, discouraged. Frank examined theinjured ankle once
more. It was so swollen that Frank removed the work boot. As he did, the sound of wheels drifted from
around abend in the road, and into view came a horse pulling awagon loaded with pigs.

Thedriver, obvioudy afarmer, stopped when the boys hailed him. He wastal and gaunt, showing athin,
westher-besten face in the shadow of hiswide-brimmed hat.

"Going to Boonton?' Joe asked.

"Yep!

"Would you give us alift? Biff hereisinjured. Sprained hisankle."
"Ain't room enough.”

"Please, Mr.-"

"Teeplesthe name." The man tilted his hat and jerked athumb toward his pigs. "I'm going to market. Got
afull load."

Frank tried along shot. "Are you Willy Teeplesfather?'
The question caught the man by surprise. Y ou know my son?
"Sure, he works for the baron!™

"Youin that gang too?" the farmer asked, frightened, and Frank saw he was about to put the whip to the
horse.

"Wait, Mr. Teeple. No, we don't work for the baron, but we heard about him, on the road job. Do you
know who the baron is, and where he hides out?'

The farmer grew agitated. "All | can say isthe baron's abad man. | don't know what he's doneto my
Willy. But terrible things have been happening. Okay, the three of you get in back with the pigs. I'll take
theinjured lad up front with me."

Frank, Joe, and Tony pushed Biff up onto the seet beside Willy'sfather. Then they jumped in with the
pigs, and the wagon started toward Boonton.

"What are you boys doing here?' the farmer asked. "It's dangerous.”
"Willy told usthat,” Frank said. "We'relooking for Rosy."

"The devil himsaf makesthat firel" the farmer exclamed. On further questioning, he told the boys that
severa people, who had ventured near it, had vanished. "Including a detective!”

Before Frank could ask another question, ajeep appeared over the brow of arolling hill, amile awvay.
Joe whipped the binocularsto his eyes.



"Here comes trouble. Four rough-looking customersand I'll bet they're the baron's men.”

"WEIl haveto hide among the pigs,” Frank said. He grabbed Biff by the shoulders and pulled him into the
back of the wagon. Then the four companions|ay flat, with the pigs snorting and grunting and stepping
over them with their cloven hoofs.

"Thisian't exactly aperfumefactory,” Joe remarked.

"Quiet," Frank whispered. "Here comesthe car.”

With screeching brakes, the jeep came to a stop, alongside the farmer's wagon.

"Hey, you! We're looking for four guys. Have you seen 'em?’

"What you say?'

"We're looking for four of our road crew. They've stolen the payrol!"

"Hay what?'

"Oh, he'sdesf," one of the men growled. "Let'sgo."

The jeep roared off, and when it was out of sight, the youths crawled from under the pigs.
"Thanks, Mr. Teeple!" Frank said. "That was aclose cdl for us. And we're not thieves."
"I know it."

The wagon crossed asmall brook and stopped so the boys could wash and bathe Biff's swollen anklein
the cold water. When they findly arrived at the airport, the Hardys and their palsthanked the farmer.

"Don't worry, Mr. Teeple," Frank said. "Y our son is okay. Were going to try to help him! But don't say
aword about thisto anybody."

The farmer promised and the hitchhikers got out, asssting Biff gingerly into the termind building. Joe
immediately phoned Phil, asking him to check out of the hotdl and hurry to the airport. Then the starved
boys went to the lunch counter.

By the time they had finished three hamburgers apiece, Phil Cohen stepped out of ataxi and ran to greet
them. After hearing their story, he said, "I've got some news, too."

Phil reported spying on four suspicious men staying at hishotd. "I heard them giving the password 'helix’
to the bellman,”" he said, and pulled a sketch from his pocket. It showed the faces of the four men.

"| think they're the ones who werein the jeep,” said Joe. He took the sketch for future reference.
When Phil heard he was to accompany Biff back to Bayport, he asked, "What do we do for money?"

"Fly now, pay later." Frank chuckled, and hurried away to convince a charter pilot that Radley would
pay the bill a Bayport.

After the two boys had winged off, Frank, Joe, and Tony went directly to the Boonton police station.
There they inquired whether Y ancy had had any visitors at the hospital. A lieutenant named Murphy
reported that Y ancy had had but one visitor-a seedy fellow who |ooked harmless enough. "Claimed to be
adigtant cousin.”



"Did you put atail on him?" asked Tony.

Murphy said a patrolman had shadowed the man asfar as a shack at the outskirts of Boonton. "It
convinced usthat hewasjust adrifter,” Murphy continued, "so we didn't bother any further.”

The boys thanked the officer, got directions to the shack, and hastened to find it. It was located not far
from the town dump, and was constructed of old planks and wooden packing cases. The makeshift roof,
of corrugated tin, wasfull of holes.

Thetrio approached the rickety door of the windowless shdlter. Frank listened. Silence. He opened it
quietly and the three stepped inside.

"Thisisn't exactly the Waddorf-Agtoria," Tony said with achuckle. The shack was littered with empty
bottles, tin cans, and stacks of old newspapers.

Frank and Joe immediately poked about the debris, looking for a clue to the mystery man. On thefloor,
poking out from under amoldy mattress, was ahandle of abrief case. As Joe bent down to reach for it,
footsteps sounded outside.

"He's coming back,” Frank whispered. "Duck!"

The boys hid behind a stack of cartons and listened. The footsteps came closer, then circled the shack.
Findly the door opened dowly.

"Oh boy!" achildish voice sang out. "He's not here today, either.”
"Now we can play detective club again," asecond voice chimed in.

Frank, Joe, and Tony stepped out from behind the boxes to see two young boys peering insde. They
cried out with fright, turned, and fled.

"Come back here," Joe called. "We're not going to hurt you!"

The youngsters stopped, then hesitatingly returned. "Y ou aren't robbers or anything?' asked the older
one, who was about ten.

"Of course not,” said Joe. "Say, what are your names?"

The older boy was Andy Pulaski; the other, three years younger, was Rick. "We're brothers arid we live
on Church Street," declared Andy. He said they often came to the shack to play, but arough-looking
man had scared them away severa times.

"He'sabum!" Rick said, nodding his head vigoroudy. "I can tell, ‘cause he doesn't shave.”
"Widl, you can play heredl you want," sad

Frank. He reached down and pulled the brief case from under the mattress. Then, leaving the boysto
their fun, the young deuths hastened away.

In the seclusion of agrove of trees, Frank and Joe stopped to examine the brief case, while Tony looked
on.

Both sides were scorched and charred, and the place where initials would normally be imprinted was
covered with dried mud.



Frank took out his knife and scraped away the crusty dirt. Theinitials showed up clearly- F.H.I

CHAPTER XVII

Dangerous Terrain

"DAD'S brief casel" Joe exclaimed. He opened it and looked insde. The case was empty, except for a
gritty white substance in the bottom.

"Limestone!" Frank said, "Comeon, fellows."

On the double he led them back to the shack, where the two Pulaski youngsters were playing. Frank
asked more questions about the man who had chased them away, but the children were vague in their
descriptions.

"When heyelled 'Scram,’ Rick and | just ran,” Andy said.
"He scared me," Rick added. "I didn't look back."

Joe produced the sketches which Phil Cohen had made. "Did that fellow look like any of these?" he
asked.

The children looked at the sketches and shook their heads.

"WEell, if he comes back and chasesyou away again,” Frank said, "pleasetdl us. Well be staying at the
Eagle Hotdl. Ask for Frank, Joe, or Tony."

"Areyou detectives?' asked Andy.

"Sort of," said Joe,

"Gee, wed like to know how to bereal detectives,” said Rick. "Will you show us someday ?*
"Maybe," Joereplied. "Seeyou later."

Leaving the boys, Frank, Joe, and Tony made their way back to town. First, they stopped at the police
station to report to Lieutenant Murphy what they had found and to leave the brief case there for
safekeeping.

The lieutenant made anote of their investigation, saying he would be on the lookout for the vagrant. He
added, "Maybe the old geezer found your father's brief case somewhere. Doesn't mean he stoleit.”

Frank agreed that they should not jump to conclusions, but said he till believed that the shack dweller
must be considered a suspect.

" And what about this light in the sky called Rosy?" Joe asked.

"Oh, that," Murphy said with ashrug. "I've never seen it mysdlf. Who knows what to believe?!
Chuckling, he added, "These hill folkstell some awful tal tales.”



Frank told the police officer that they would be staying at the Eagle Hotd, in case any new leads turned
up.

The boyswent directly to the hotel, located two blocks from the station house. It was an old frame
building with asmal lobby. The boys registered as Frank Brown, Joe Jones, and Tony Wilson and paid
in advance for one night'slodging.

"No bags?' the clerk asked.
"Weretraveing light," Frank replied.

The clerk summoned the bellman, a stoop-shouldered and shifty-eyed individua. He led the boysto a
room on the second floor, in which there were twin beds and a cot. After showing them the bath, the man
|€ft.

Meanwhile, the three boys plopped into their beds. But the next ingtant Frank jumped up and said,
"There's something | forgot to ask Murphy." He went to the telephone and had acall put through to the
lieutenant. Frank questioned him about limestone depositsin the area. He was told that there undoubtedly
were somein the caves and in anatura bridge deep in the woods.

"But nobody goesthere,” the officer said.
IIWI,N?I
"Dangerousterrain.”

Frank was about to quiz Murphy further, when he heard heavy breathing on the line. Quickly he thanked
the lieutenant and hung up.

"An eavesdropper!" Frank said.
"The belman, I'll bet," Tony exclamed. "Phil warned us about him."

Joe bolted the door lock, while Frank switched on an antique radio atop the bureau. A shrill jazz tune
welled up.

"Nobody can overhear us now," Tony said. "Where do we go from here, fellows?'

"Find Rosy," Frank said promptly. "If we do, I'm convinced well also find the baron. My guessishe's
behind that black magic.”

"Firgt, | want agood, hot bath,” Joe said, stripping off his clothes.

Hewasin and out of the tub quickly. Tony followed. By the time Frank had finished toweling himsdf and
stepped back into the bedroom, both Joe and Tony were deeping soundly. Frank, too, stretched out,
and despite the late-afternoon sunlight streaming in, he fell adeep as soon as his head touched the pillow.

The boys awakened to find it dark outside. Tony checked hiswatch. "Nine-thirty! Did we ever need that
deep!" hesad.

"And | could use some chow, t00," Joe declared.

They dressed and were about to |eave when Frank suggested he and Joe take a ong the shortwave, the
binoculars, and the rope. "Just in case somebody breaksin," he said.



Asthe boys wa ked through the lobby, they noticed the bellman, his head tilted forward, apparently
dozing. He did not stir asthetrio passed. They found adiner several doorsfrom the hotel, and had a

hearty, though inexpensive medl.
"How's our money holding out?" Joe asked as Frank paid the bill.

"For payroll robberswe're pretty broke," Frank quipped, then added serioudly, "It's time we phoned
Radley."

On the street once more, the deuths found a public booth and Frank called Sam's number collect. Radley
was not home, but his wife accepted the charges. She said that her husband had gone to the airport and
met Biff and Phil. An examination by a doctor showed that Biff had, indeed, suffered a severe sprain.

The woman reported that Mr. Hardy continued to gain strength, but it would take time to overcome his
lapse of memory.

"Y our mother and Aunt Gertrude arefine," Mrs. Radley added. "Any message for them?”
"Tel them were okay,” Frank replied. "Thanks, and good night, Mrs. Radley.”

Back at the hotel, the boys went quietly to their room. Frank turned the key, opened the door, stepped
ingde, and switched on thelight. As he did, something white appeared from under the connecting door of
the adjoining room.

Joe legped to snatch it up. "A message!” he said, unfolding the sheet of paper. Heread it doud:

" 'Get out! Thisisyour last warning!" and signed ‘the baron'™ Joe held out the paper and they al saw
beneeth the name the now-familiar spira sgn.

Before the Hardys could stop him, Tony rushed out into the hal. In two strides he reached the adjoining
room and tried the door. It was not locked, and he pushed it open. The room was pitch-dark. Thelight
from the halway failed to show any occupant. Tony dipped inside and felt for the light switch, but before
hisfingers could reach it, the door suddenly dammed shut. A brass-knuckled fist crushed againgt the sde
of hishead and he went down in aheap |

A moment later the Hardys reached the closed door and pushed againgt it.
"Something's propped againgt the other side,”" Joe said.

He and Frank put their shoulders against the door and shoved it open enough for Frank to squeeze
ingde. Hefound the switch and flicked on the light. Frank gasped. Tony lay unconscious behind the
door!

Frank ran to the open window, which opened onto afire escape. Nobody there. He tried the connecting
door to their room. Locked. Whoever ddivered the note and the knockout blow had made a neat
getaway.

The Hardys carried Tony back into their room, where he was revived with a cold compress. He stood
up shakily.

"Whoo!" hesad. "I'm-dizzy."
"Wed better get adoctor,” said Joe. "Y ou may have aconcussion.”

Frank decided to use atelephone outside the hotel, to call aphysician and to report the attack to the



police. He returned saying that a Dr. Joneswas on hisway.

All the boyswere relieved when the examination indicated Tony needed only afew days complete rest
before resuming norma activity. When the doctor had |eft, the young detectives werein aquandary asto
where Tony might Say.

"It better be some place unknown to the baron,” Frank remarked.

"You'reright,” said Joe. "That gangleader is picking us off one by one-divide and conquer.”
"I'vegot anidea," Frank said. "How about those two kids we met at the shack?”

"Good night,” Tony moaned, "'l don't want to stay in that dump!”

"No, not there," Frank went on. "Remember Andy and Rick want to be detectives? Maybe their mother
would put you up until you fedl better. Meanwhile, Joe and | will look for Rosy and the baron.”

The Hardys thought they should leave the hotel a once. "One attack’'s enough,” said Joe.

Tony was able to navigate with the Hardys help, so the boystook their belongings and went downgtairs.
Nobody wasin sight, not even the desk clerk.

Outsde, they soon got ataxi and climbed in. The driver was familiar with Church Street and knew where
the Pulaski brotherslived. Helet the boys off in front of a modest, nest-looking house,

Frank rang the doorbell. A tal, lean man answered.
"Mr. Pulaski? Sorry to bother you so late.”
"Yes. What can | do for you felows?!

Quickly Frank explained about Tony, without giving specific details of the mystery. He did say that he
and his brother Joe were working on an important case.

"We met your sons Andy and Rick," Frank went on, smiling. "They told usthey'd like to be detectives,
s0 we thought maybe Tony could give them some pointersin exchange for your giving him shelter. Of
coursewell pay you-"

Mr. Pulaski broke in. "Don't you worry about that. Be glad to help you out. Come on inside. My wife's
right smart 'bout takin' care of sick folk."

Mrs. Pulaski proved to be acheerful, kindly woman. "Weve got a spare room al ready,” shetold Tony.
"Make yoursdf at home."

"Thanks, maam. That'sswel."

Just then footsteps sounded on the stairway and Andy and Rick, in pgjamas, scampered joyfully into the
living room.

"I knew you'd all come back!" Ricky said. " 'Cause you're going to show us how to be detectives.”

When they heard that Tony wasto stay for afew daysthe youngsters were overjoyed. Frank now
cautioned the family, "We'd appreciateit if nobody el se knowshe'shere”

The Pulaskis dl readily agreed, eager to assst the young deuthsin the mystery. Surethat Tony wasin



good hands, Frank and Joe thanked the family and left. They walked through Boonton, found the road
over which they had ridden in Teepl€'s wagon, and began to hike back toward the wilderness. The night
was cool and moonlight bathed the countryside.

Three miles out of town apand truck rumbled up behind them and the boys thumbed aride. The driver,
an affable young man, took them to the place where they had met Mr. Teeple and the Hardys hopped
Out.

Using their flashlights, they found thetrail over the ridge and made their way back to the dense woods.
The boys kept a constant dert for the rosy glow, but the sky remained dark.

"Guess Rosy'staken the night off," Joe said asthey carefully skirted the pit into which Biff had falen. The
trap had not been reset.

"What do you make of that, Frank?'

"They think we've cleared out.”

"But what about other snoopers?’

"Oh, | guess the baron thinks he has everybody else under control and scared. Just aswell for us.”
The boys continued on to a spot not far from the trailers. There they stopped to rest.

"As soon as possible, let'stalk to Chet. Maybe he's found some new evidence," said Frank.

Theloud chirping of birds avakened the Hardys to abright, hot morning. Nearby wasatall treewhich
they climbed for a better view of the road-building operation. Activity was dready under way, as engines
coughed and the various crews began their day'swork.

Joe pressed the binocularsto hiseyes. "l see Chet!" he said. "Take alook."

Chet was shoveling dirt by the roadside, not far from the bridge. The Hardys shinned down the tree, then
advancing cautiously on stomachs and elbows, edged closer for a better look. Now Frank had the
glassestrained on Chet's face. The stout boy kept glancing at the bridge, frowning. Finaly he edged his
way steadily to the span.

Suddenly Frank turned to his brother. " Joe, something's up!"

CHAPTER XVIII
A Shot-put Blast

OBLIVIOUS of thefact that Frank and Joe were watching him, Chet Morton scrambled down the
riverbank and peered under the partially completed bridge. The round, black object lying thereintrigued
him.

It appeared to be a kerosene flare, the kind which workmen use at night to warn passers-by of
construction dangers. But the wick was not lighted. And wasn't it odd, Chet thought, that the bridge crew
had not yet appeared?



Chet glanced a hiswatch. It was quarter past seven. Angan was aways furious if work did not start at
seven sharp. Chet looked up. There was the foreman himsdlf, starting down the bank toward him.

"Maybe he knows about thisflare,” Chet thought, and advanced to pick up the black object. He bent
down and lifted it.

Tick-tick-tick-tick!
Like aboalt of lightning, the horrible truth struck Chet. Thiswas no flare. It was atime bomb!

Chet was s0 paralyzed with fear that he could not even drop the menacing black bal. Instead, he ran
toward Angan withiit.

"Mr. Angan! Mr. Angan!”

"What you got there?"

"A b-b-bomb!"

Angan froze like agtatue. "A bomb! Get rid of it!"

Chet whed ed about and assumed his best shot-putting stance. And, with theticking loud in hisear, helet
the object fly! It was arecord-shettering heave, sailing high over the bridge and landing downstream
somefifty feet. Before the swirling current carried the missile twenty morefest, theair wasrent by a
deafening explosion. Rocks and debris shot high into the air, faling back into the water like giant
hailstones. But the bridge was not damaged.

Chet Morton quaked with the shock. Speechless, he faced the foreman.
Angan roared, "Where'd you get that bomb?”
"I-1 found it under the bridge."

"Yourealiar! Same as Joe Jensen!" Angan lunged to grasp Chet, but the stout boy darted out of his
way.

When necessary, Chet could move swiftly despite hisweight and he sprinted up the riverbank toward the
woods bordering the road construction.

"Stop!" the foreman cried out, in hot pursuit. " Stop, or I'll have you arrested!”

Chet paid no heed. The Hardys faithful pa bulled through athicket close to where Frank and Joe were
hiding. Muttering dire threats, Angan charged after him. But his chase ended in adull thud as he hit the
ground with Joe Hardy's arm clamped around hislegs.

The foreman tried to rise, only to be pinned by Frank. Chet had glanced over his shoulder to see what
the commotion was about. He retraced his steps, alook of surprise and gratitude on hisround, perspiring
face.

"Where-whered you guys come from?”
"Explain later!" Frank replied. " Chet, you saved the bridge!”
"And thousands of dollarsfor Mr. Prito," Joe added.



"Let meup!" Angan sputtered. He strained and tried to kick, but the Hardys held him down firmly.
"Chet, grab that vine!" Frank commanded.

Chet pulled up a stout green tendril and handed it over. Frank and Joe deftly made |oops and secured
Angan's hands and feet.

"I'll get you for thisl" he threatened.

"The gang'sdready tried that!" Joe retorted. "Are you in with them, too?'

Without waiting for an answer, they Ieft their trussed-up captive and melted into the woods.
Frank and Joe were ungtinting in their praise for Chet.

The stout boy beamed with pride. "That shot-putting stuff camein handy, eh?"

"Suredid,” Joe remarked. "1 think you broke the world's record, Chet!"

The Hardys headed for the mountain trail, and as they pushed on through the woods, they briefed Chet
on their adventures and what had happened to Phil, Biff, and Tony. In turn, Chet told the brothers what
new information he had learned.

"Word got around," he said, "that anybody who stepped out of line would be treated like you three guys.
And they were sore when Tony disappeared.”

"Isthe whole crew made up of ex-jailbirds?' asked Frank.

Chet replied that from what he had overheard, he judged only a handful of the men worked for the gang.
"But they're enough to keep the job dowed down and scare the other workers.”

"If only we knew which ones are sabotaging the bridge," Frank said.
Chet expressed the belief that despite Angan's bad temper, he was loyal to the Prito company.

"Deemer'sabig whed inthe gang,” the chunky boy went on. "He was redlly burned up when you fellows
let the bear eat the honey."

"So he knowswe did that," Joe remarked. "Wonder if that trap was hisidea.”
"Does Deemer know he didn't succeed in drowning us?' Frank asked.

Chet bobbed his head. "They picked up your tracksin the woods, and | heard last night you werein
Boonton."

"The baron has aregular spy network,” Frank observed. He and Joe were sure that the bellman had
reported the Hardys presence. Chet had not |earned anything about the baron's identity, or the secret of

Rosy.

"Y ou did some swell detective work, though,” Joe said.

The stout boy grinned. "l just eat and listen.”

"Which reminds me-it's nearly lunchtime," Frank said, "and our stock isnil."

"Fear not," said Chet. He reached into his bulging shirt pockets and produced three sandwiches. "'l was



saving thesefor coffee break, minusthe coffee.”

The boys stopped near a brook, ate the sandwiches, and had a refreshing drink of cold, clear water.
Afterward, the Hardys renewed their quest for Rosy. With Chet, they set forth up the mountain trall,
giving the bear cave awide berth. Thistime the boys did not cross the ridge, deciding instead to search
the terrain south of thetrail.

It was dmost dusk when the trio paused to rest near a patch of wild blackberries, which they ate with
zes.

"We'd better find agood place to camp for the night,” Frank said.

All three scouted about until Chet came upon ashaded glen. Alongside it was awaterfall, which dropped
in afoaming arch someten feet into adeep, gurgling stream.

The boys cut branches for alean-to, had supper of more berries, then settled back to watch for the rosy
light in the darkening sky. Because dl were weary from the day's tramp, the young deuths took turns
standing watch. Joe's trick was ten until midnight. He sat with hisback againgt atree, desperately trying
to keep his eyes open until the stroke of twelve. Once his chin bobbed against his chest, and he opened
hiseyeswith agtart. The night sky seemed brighter.

"Frank! Chet!" Suddenly the pink light mushroomed into the sky, with abrilliance which made the boys
gasp. “Rosy!"

"Legpin' lizardd" Joe exclamed. "It's close by!"

Excitedly the trio scrambled out of the glen in the direction of thelight. They crossed the stream and
climbed to the top of asmal knall. The Hardys and Chet looked down in amazement at the scene
below.

Out of adepresson in the ground issued a stream of fire. Around it moved the figures of severd men,
their forms slhouetted againgt the glow.

"Good night! What'll we do?' Chet whispered.
"Get out of sight!" Frank commanded. "The light's shining on us, too, you know."

The boys ducked for cover, raising their heads now and again above the rise to take in the avesome
Sght.

Suddenly the flame diminished and disappeared.
"Let'sgo back," Frank said. "If we're caught prowling around here now, we've had it!”

Despite their weariness, the Hardys dept little the rest of the night, wondering what the significance of
their discovery was. Would it give them the solution to the mystery they had come to solve?

As soon as dawn tinged the horizon, the trio set off again. They advanced over the knoll and |ooked
down to the spot where the great flame had been. There they saw a charred areg, thirty feet in diameter.
In the center of it, ablack pipe protruded from the ground.

Chet Morton sniffed. "'l smdl gadl™

"Me, too," said Joe.



The same thought dawned on dl three boys a the sametime. A gaswell!

"Jeepersl Why didn't we think of that!" Joe's exclamation was punctuated by the sound of rifleshots.
Bullets thudded into the trees near the boys.

"Runfor it!" Frank yelled.
As he and the others turned to flee, Mike Shannon and another man raced up the knoll.
"Stop, or welll shoot!" Shannon ordered. But the Hardys and Chet kept going.

They swerved sharply and plunged through athicket. Their skin was scratched and their clothes torn by
the brambles, but the barrier delayed their pursuers. More bullets ripped the twigs periloudy closeto the
boys heads.

"They'll pick up our trail again,”" Joe muttered. "Wed better find aplaceto hide!”
"Thewaterfdl!" Frank said. "We can hide behind it!"

Reaching the stream, the boys dashed into the water and made their way toward the churning fals. They
burst through the curtain of water and stood chest-high in the swirling eddies.

"What'll we do if they look behind thefals?' Chet asked.
"Duck under," Joe said, "and hold our breath."
Just then two dark forms appeared on the other side of the opague, watery screen.

"Down!" Frank commanded.

CHAPTER XIX
The Spiral Bridge

EACH boy sucked in achestful of air and sank benesth the surface. How long could they hold out? All
their athletic training came into play at this crucid moment. Thirty seconds. Forty-five. One minute! Their
lungs ached for oxygen.

Frank swam underwater to the rocky wall behind the cascade. He had to surface! Coming up dowly, he
scanned the watery chamber. Chet and Joe appeared at the same time.

"Wefooled them!" Joe whispered.
"Y ou think they'll look herefor us?' Chet asked.

The Hardys could not answer with certainty, but at least the shadowy shapes could not be seen through
the tumbling screen of water.

"Maybe we ought to wait hereawhile," Chet suggested.

"Not too long,” Frank said. "If Mike Shannon and his pal think we've escaped, now's our chanceto turn



the table and trail them.”
"That'sright,” Joe agreed. "They might lead us right to the baron's hideout."

The three deuths et afew more minutes e apse, then Joe volunteered to be first out of the waterfall
hideaway. He swam underwater, surfaced, and quickly reported back to the others that Shannon and his
crony were nowhere in sght. The boys swam out cautioudly, climbed out of the stream, and wrung the
water from their clothes.

"Lucky it'sahot day," said Joe. "Won' take long to dry off."

Their field glasses were soggy but not damaged, and the short-wave, which Joe carried, was protected
by awaterproof pouch.

The boys plan wasto fan out in order to pick up thetrail of their erstwhile pursuers. The Hardys bird
whistle would be the signd if anyone came acrossthetrail. Thetrio proceeded, still bearing south.

It was Frank who found the tracks made by the two men. Broken twigs and trampled underbrush told
him that their enemies apparently had made no effort to conced their route. Frank gave the whistle, Joe
and Chet joined him on the run.

"Remember," Frank said, "these men are armed. They'll redlly let ushaveit if they spot usagain. Well
trall them, but be careful!”

It took only ashort time for the boysto catch sight of their quarry. Shannon and his partner were
climbing over ajagged outcropping on asteep, rocky dope. The ground ahead was rough and uneven,
and the Hardys recalled Lieutenant Murphy's statement about dangerous terrain.

The boyswaited until the men had disappeared over the crest of the hill.
"Okay," whispered Frank. "Let'sgo.”

Exercising utmost stedlth, the boys advanced to the dope. Loose stones and shale underfoot made the
ascent adifficult one. A misstep could mean alanddide, or painful fall. Findly the Hardys and Chet
reached the top. Below was along valey, creased by a placid stream. Spanning thiswas anaturd bridge
of great beauty, resembling anoble arch.

The men were just nearing the span. Suddenly they vanished!
"They didn't go under the bridge or around it!" Chet said.

Frank and Joe studied the formation through the binoculars. It was obviously composed of limestone,
about fifteen feet thick. Theleft Sde of the bridge jutted out from high ground, then curved gracefully to
theright, down amid ajumble of boulders at the leve of the brook about seven yards from shore.

Crawling from bush to bush, the boys drew closer to the bridge. Frank stopped to study it again with the
field glasses. Now he saw that in the center of the arch, on the underside, there was an opening the size
of amanhole, through which water dripped into the stream below.

"Chet, you stand as alookout,” Frank said, "while Joe and | scout around the bridge. These crooks must
have a hideout nearby. If you see anyone coming, give the bird whistle.”

Chet concedled himsalf behind athicket, while the Hardys darted from bush to tree as they moved
toward the lower side of the natural bridge. There they examined the crevices among the boulders, but



did not find an opening.

Since there was no warning from Chet, Frank and Joe boldly struck across the shallow water and
climbed the dope to the top of the bridge. Carefully they walked onto the flat surface.

"Look at this." Joe pointed to asmall trickle of water which seemingly vanished into asmdl holeinthe
rock.

"Thet explainsit!”
"Explanswhat?"

"The water coming out of that hole underneath,” Frank replied. He reasoned that the tiny rivulet, over
thousands and thousands of years, had cut into the limestone bridge and gouged its way out undernesth.

Joe snapped hisfingers. "Frank!" he said quietly. "Do you suppose this whole bridge could be hollowed
out by water eroson?"

Frank shrugged. "Could very well be."
The boys returned to Chet and told him what they had found.

"What agreat tourig attraction!" Chet declared. "Boy, I'd like to have the concession for a soda pop and
hot-dog stand!”

"No doubt." Joe groaned. "Chet, you would have to talk about food when we haven't a crumb to eat!”

"Cut the chatter,” Frank warned. "Those crooks might be listening to usright now." In low tones he urged
that they scour every inch of ground around the natura bridge. "Mike and the other man didn't just vanish

by megic!”

It took until Iate afternoon before Joe stumbled upon a clue. He noted that a number of branches had
been freshly cut from awillow tree.

"Y ou think they were used for camouflage, Frank?' Joe asked.

"That'smy guess”" Frank said. "They're hiding something.”

"Comeon. Wevegot to find it," Joe said excitedly.

Theraysof the snking sun werefiltering through the treetops, casting an oblique light on the forest floor.
It was then that a glint caught the searcher's eyes. It showed through what appeared to be athicket, but
on closer examination the Hardys found a cleverly rigged bower of willow boughs.

Tensdly the boys parted the greenery and peered into the depths. The glint shone from the steering whedl
of ajeep! "The same jegp we saw coming from Boon ton!" Joe exclaimed.

The boys found that the vehicle bore alicense number, but otherwise no identification. The Hardys,
however, noted that the hiding place was close to the right-hand base of the natura bridge, with the car
facing therock pile.

Thetrio posted themsalves near the camouflage for an hour, but nobody appeared. Soon it grew dusky
and the boys retreated downstream to observe the bridge. As darknessfell, Chet suddenly pointed to the
underside of the span. "Frank! Joe!" he said excitedly. "Theresalight coming from that hole!™



"Somebody'sinsde!” Frank turned to his brother. " Joe, your guess about erosion really zeroed in! The
bridgeitself isthe gang's hideout! "

But how to get ingde? Frank findly came up with aplan. "There must be an opening among those
boulders. Joe, you and Chet look again. I'll stand guard here."

Joe | eft the binoculars, aflashlight, and the radio with Frank. Also the nylon rope, which he had carried
looped from his belt.

Thelight from the rising full moon helped guide Chet and Joe to the other side of the brook and the rocky
base of the arch.

Thistime even the surface of each boulder was examined carefully. One after another proved to be hard
and firm, with no hint of apossible crevice entranceway.

Suddenly Chet beckoned excitedly to Joe, who scrambled over.

"Look!" Chet whispered. He pointed to ayawning hole near the bottom of ahuge boulder. "1 can just
queezethrough it!"

Joe put his ear to the opening. The sound of men's voices echoed dimly from inside.
"Let'sget Frank!" Chet said.

"Wait," Joe whispered. "If we can casethislayout, itll be abig help to the police.”
Reluctantly Chet agreed. "Lead on," he said with aresigned sigh.

The narrow opening quickly gave way to atunnd which was head-high. Joe and Chet stood up and
listened. When their eyes became accustomed to the dimness, the boys felt their way upward aong what
proved to be a series of looping curves.

A thought struck Joe. "Sure!™ he said doud. "This passageislike aspird! That explainsthe helix
password. Dad must have discovered this natura spira bridge just before he was captured!™

Chet opened hismouth to reply, but never did. Suddenly two men sprang toward them from tall niches
on either sde of the rock wall.

Joe and Chet, caught off balance, struggled violently but in vain. Ropes bound their armsto their Sdes
and they were pushed roughly aong through the spiral interior. Here and there, kerosene lanterns,
fastened to the Avall, lighted the sinister faces of their captors. Neither was familiar to the boys. "We got
you pestsfor good thistime!" snarled one. "Y our luck's run out.”

"It sure has, Pete," the other chortled.

By now they were at the top of the arch where the tunndl leveled off. The captive deuths were shunted
into asmall sde chamber, carved out of solid rock. The light from severd lanterns showed the place to
be a veritable arsend with weapons of dl types hanging on thewalls, and around arough-hewn tablein
the center sat four men-the same men who had been riding in the jeep the other day.

Another man, tall and gaunt-faced, stood lounging in the shadows againgt the far wall. When he came
forward into the light, Joe's jaw dropped and he stared at the man in utter disbelief.

"Mortimer Prince!" The vagrant Frank and Joe had met in New Y ork!



As Joe watched, haf-dazed, Mortimer Prince moved to the head of the table and sat down. The thug
caled Pete stepped up and addressed him with an air of great self-satisfaction.

"We got the Hardy boys. What'll we do with them, Baron?'

CHAPTER XX
Swinging Tactics

JOE blinked in astonishment. Mortimer Prince was the baron! The gangleader rose from thetable, his
face contorted in fury.

"Fools!" Prince stormed at the two henchmen. "Y ou only got Joe Hardy. Thisfat boy isnot Frank!"

Pete looked frightened. "Ferd and | thought we had 'em both." He pointed to Chet. "Y ou sure heain't
Frank Hardy?"

"I know the Hardys!" the baron shouted. "Get going and nab Frank!"

Ferd and Pete scurried out of the rock-hewn chamber. In an undertone Joe rapidly told Chet that the
baron was the bum that he and Frank had encountered in Manhattan. " Shut up, you two!" the baron
ordered.

"Who are you, anyway?" Joe asked boldly. "And what kind of racket are you up to?'

"Never mind. It's enough for you to know that I've outsmarted Fenton Hardy and his song!”

"Y ou're the one who nearly killed my father!" Joe said angrily. "Why?'

The baron'seyeshed acrud glint. "That old man of yours sent me up the river twice!"

One of Prince's henchmen said menacingly, "Nobody can do that to the baron. It means curtaind”

Chet went white as a sheet, and Joe fdt atingle of fear up his spine. // Frank could only get away!
Meanwhile, Joe decided to try staling for time.

"Those ex-consworking for you now," he said, "aren't following your orders to sabotage the road
congruction just for laughs.”

"That'sright." The baron was obvioudy pleased with himself. "Once you and your nosy palsare out of
theway, I'll put the kibosh on Prito's job permanently.”

Chet found hisvoice. "Y oull never get avay withit."

"Harha! Ligento fatso!" came Mike Shannon's sneering voice as he entered. "Thistime you punks are dl
washed up.”

Joeignored him and shot another question at the baron. " Are you trying to prevent the road from being
built because of those naturd gaswe|s?!



A mocking expression crossed the baron's face. He bragged that one of his men had found the gas
deposit by accident. Now the baron was scheming to buy the land at aridiculoudy low price.

"Meantime," he added gloatingly, "1 have a pipe down there with avave on it. When we light the gas at
night, it scares the devil out of people around here-keeps ‘em from snooping.”

Joe queried him about the explosion the boys had heard after seeing Rosy. The baron smirked. "That
was because of faulty ignition." He went on to say that the new county road would bring too much traffic
near the gang's unique hiding placein the spird bridge. He was determined that the road construction
would not be completed until he had secured the land with the gas deposit.

The boys learned from the baron how Willy Teeple had been forced to work for the gang. "I just remind
Willy that if he squeals on us, hisfather will get the same trestment as Fenton Hardy."

The baron went on to describe the detective's capture. He had been waylaid by severa of the gang near
the gaswell, where his scorched brief case had been found later by the baron.

"After that everything was smple," Prince said smugly. "We put Hardy in our specid dungeon here.
Foolishly hetried to break loose but we-er-discouraged him."

Joe clenched hisfigts. "He still managed to escape from you rats!™
"He must have pulled aHoudini act." The baron shrugged. "But he's through as agumshoe.”
"Baron,” Joe said, "you should give up. Y ou're atwo-time loser. Next timeyou'll go to prison for life."

"Therewon't be any next time," said the baron. "By theway, | intend to soring Monk Smith after we take
careof you kids|"

The other men guffawed. "Well bury the evidence, won't we, Baron?' one said with ameaningful look at
the captives.

At that moment Frank Hardy was busy €uding the two henchmen, Pete and Ferd. He had seen them
emerge from the boulder entrance, and surmised that Joe and Chet were in the hands of the criminals.
Frank had quickly hit upon aplan.

Asthetwo men ranged farther from the bridge, Frank crept up to the camouflaged jeep. On the floor he
found atoolbox and took out a stout screw driver and asmall dedge hammer. Next he opened the hood,
and, groping in the darkness, findly managed to jump the wiresto theignition. The engine turned over
and chugged to life.

Carrying the tools, Frank scrambled with desperate speed onto the top of the stone bridge directly over
the hole underneath. He found asmall fissure into which he inserted the screw driver, and tamped it as
quietly as he could into the soft limestone rock.

Then the young deuth tied one end of the nylon rope around the makeshift piton. The other end he
secured tightly to his belt.

"Thisismy only chance," Frank thought, his heart pounding.

He grasped the rope tightly and let himself down toward the underside of the arch. Now came the crucia
moment. He pushed hard against the rock with hisfeet, at the same time paying out ten feet of rope. The
result produced a pendulum mation.



Swinging back and forth, Frank aimed for the hole. Could he makeit? Twice hisfeet missed the opening
by inches. On thethird try Frank succeeded, and with ajackknife movement, pulled himsdf up into the
bridge.

Exhausted, Frank flopped onto the stony floor. But amoment later he untied the rope from his belt and
weighted the end with a heavy stone. Frank set forth through the passageway, dimly lighted by kerosene
lanternson thewall.

Although his main concern was whether or not his decoy trick with the jeep would work, Frank noted
the spiral shape of the corridor. The helix sign flashed through hismind just as avoice echoed hoarsdly
down the passage. "Hey, the jegp's runnin'!" someone yelled.

Frank crouched in adeep rocky niche and heard heavy footsteps pounding on the stone floor. When he
was certain the men had gone outside, Frank proceeded until he came to aside chamber hollowed from
therock. Inside he saw Chet and Joe.

"Frank!" Joe exclamed. "How'd you get here-what-"
"Tdl you later. Hurry!"

Their aams gill bound to their sdes, Chet and Joe followed Frank to the hole in the bridge. Frank
whipped out hisknife, cut their bonds, and whispered. "The fireworks should start any minute. When
they do, well dide down the rope and drop into the stream.”

No sooner had he spoken than avolley of shotsfilled theair. "They'refiring at the jegp. They think
someonestrying to sed it. Comeon!™

Chet wasfirst down the rope, Joe next, then Frank. They dipped into the stream and swam quickly to
cover on thefar bank. They could see flashlights winking on and off in the woods like fireflies, and then,
abruptly, the gunfire ceased.

The silence that ensued was almost uncanny. Cautioudy the Hardys and Chet crept from conceal ment
toward the flickering lights. The scene that met their eyes made them gasp in amazed relief and joy.

Held at bay by aforce of law officers, mostly State Police, were the baron's men! Accompanying the
police were Tony, Willy Teeple, and Robert Angan, the foreman.

"The baron got away-disappeared!" Tony shouted upon seeing histhree pals.
Frank pointed to the stone bridge. "He's probably insde.”

A tear-gas bomb was lobbed through the hole. Soon the baron, choking and begging for mercy,
saggered into view.

The Hardys and their pals clapped one another on the back and exchanged stories. "Tony, how did you
and the posse find this hideout?' asked Frank.

"l just couldn't stay put when | suspected you fellowswere in danger. Besides, | fed okay now." Tony
explained that he had spotted Willy Teeple in town and pleaded with him, for the Hardys sakes, to
reveal what he knew about the gang. The two boys then had persuaded the Boonton police to round up
asearch force.

Fird, the lawmen had gone to the road congtruction site, where members of the gang, including Bond
Deemer, were placed under arrest.



"We got herejust in timeto hear the shooting,” Tony said.

Standing among the captured gangsters was the bellman from the Eagle Hotel. He readily admitted
eavesdropping on the boys and conking Tony. The Hardys and Chet related to the police what the baron
had told them of hisactivities. Lieutenant Murphy stepped forward and praised the boys for their clever
deuthing.

"Y ou've made abig catch," he added, indicating the baron. "That's redly Gerald Thurston, master of
disguisesl Hewas the 'cousin' who had visited Y ancy in the hospitd .”

Joewhigtled. "I'll say! Intern, housebreaker, and bum!”

Thurston glared balefully at the Hardys but said nothing. Frank, Joe, Chet, and Tony were dso
congratulated by Angan. "Theroad crew owesyou alot,” he said gratefully, and Willy agreed
vigoroudy.

The next day the boys flew back to Bayport. When Frank and Joe reached home they found their father
resting in hisroom.

"Dadl" said Joe. "It's great to see you looking better!"
"Terrific job, fdlowd!" Mr. Hardy said.
Frank beamed. "Thanks. I'm glad we could pinch-hit for you. But we're ill puzzled about afew things.”

The boystook sests near Mr. Hardy's bed and the detective told his story. Before setting out for
Kentucky, he had pulled two cards and dossiers from hisfiles, Matlack's and Thurston's. When the
baron had found Mr. Hardy's brief case, he discovered the recordsinsde. He had promptly flown to
Bayport, gone to Radley's home and stolen Matlack's card, knowing that Frank and Joe would check
their father's duplicate file. Mr. Hardy smiled at his sons.

"When your pursuit of Matlack ended in the Queens graveyard,” he said, "Thurston figured you'd be
discouraged and give up the case."

"Hey!" exclamed Frank. "Now | get it!" He hurried into hisfather's sudy and opened thefilesto the T's.
Thurston's card was gone, and there was a memorandum in its place saying, "1 suspect Matlack or
Thurston, but because of hisM.O. | think Thurston is our man.”

Frank burst into hisfather's room, waving the card. "Dad, what aterrific deduction!™

Mr. Hardy explained that Thurston had written him threstening letterswhilein prison. "When hewas
released, | suspected hed make trouble for meif he ever had a chance.”

"Hesuredid!" Joesad grimly.
Frank asked hisfather how he had escaped from the dungeon in the spira bridge.

"Willy Teeple helped me at greet risk to himsdlf,” said the detective. "One day the gang left Willy as
lookout at the bridge. He unlocked my handcuffs and assisted me to the road, where Mr. Teeple gave
me aride to Boonton. Willy put the handcuffs on me again so the baron would not suspect him of
defecting.”

Frank and Joe, pleased that the mystery was solved, wondered if another as exciting would come their
way. They were soon to find out when challenged by The Secret Agent on Flight 101.



At this point, footsteps were heard on the stairs and into the room trooped Mr. Prito with Tony, Chet,
Biff, and Phil.

Everyone cheered when Mr. Prito announced that since the Kentucky wilderness would be opened up
by the completion of his road project, plans had been made to devel op the natural bridge asamain

tourist attraction of the proposed park.
Joe grinned. "Y ou still going to open up a hot-dog stand down there, Chet?"

The chunky boy groaned. "No more spird bridgesfor me. I'm going to stick to something safe, like
shot-putting!”



