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CHAPTER |

Telescope Hill Trouble

DON'T kid me, felows," chubby Chet Morton said, moving his meta detector about the Hardys front
lawn. "Y ou can find dl kinds of swell things on the beaches with this gadget.”

"Likewhat?' blond-haired Joe asked, winking at his brother Frank.
"Lost jewery, money, gold-plated pens-"

Chet wasinterrupted by the arrival of atall, broad-shouldered youth.
"Hi, Biff!" Frank called out. "Chet'strying to find atreasure.”

Biff Hooper examined the new device and raised his eyebrows. "I know just where you can usethis,
Chet. You might find alot of vauable stuff.”

"Where?'

"At the Honeycomb Caves. My grandfather told me afreighter was sunk off the point during a hurricane.
Lots of stuff waswashed up.”

"Just what | told you," Chet said with asupercilious glance at the Hardy brothers.
Frank, eighteen, and Joe, ayear younger, looked skepticdly at their enthusiastic friends.

"Therearealot of important things to be found!" Chet burbled. "How about the four of usgoing on atrip
together?'

"To the Honeycomb Caves?' Joe asked. "Sure. Why not? It's only fifty miles down the coast. Good
swimming and fishing there, too.”

"I'll explore the cavesfor hidden jewels" Joe sad dryly, "while you and Biff pick up amillion dollars
worth of rusty nails."

"It'saded,” Biff sad, laughing. "Let metry that gimmick, Chet."

The stout boy removed the earphones from his head and handed Biff the long, thin tube with ameta disk
at theend.

"When you hear aloud clicking," Chet said, "you know that something metallic is under the ground.”

Hisface intent, big Biff moved about the grass with the detector. Suddenly avoice from insde the house
caled, "Frank! Jod"

"Okay, Dad, we're coming,” Joe answered. He leaped up the front steps three at atime, with Frank at



hishedls.
Inside, Mr. Hardy, atal athletic man, motioned his sonsinto his study.

Fenton Hardy's reputation as a deuth was worldwide. A former crack New Y ork City police officer, he
had moved to Bayport to become a private detective. Now his sons seemed destined to follow in their
father's footsteps.

"What's cooking, Dad?" Frank asked as the two boys sank into comfortable sedts.
"Another mystery?" queried Joe.

Mr. Hardy flashed a smile, then became serious and opened a dossier before him on the desk. "I've got
important news," he said.

"About what, Dad?" Joe asked.

"TelescopeHill."

"Wherethe U. S. iserecting the Coastal Radar Station?" asked Frank.
"Exactly."

"What's going on there?" Joe asked.

"Trouble. That'sdl | know so far,” Mr. Hardy replied. Hetold his sonsthat he had been deputized by the
U. S. Government to aid in security at the gigantic installation designed to protect the coast of North
America

"To hunt out spies?' Joe asked.
"More likely saboteurs. There have been some strange, unexplained accidents a the site.”
"Attack from within?' Frank queried.

"Y es. Perhgps aguard. That's my guess. So I'm going to reorganize the guard security system and nip
any troublein the bud. I thought you boys might like to help.”

"Sure, Dad!" Frank said. "Will we need disguises or anything?'
"Not exactly."
"But," Joe began, "Chet wants usto-"

"That can wait," Frank interrupted impatiently. "Can't you see, Joe, we might be heading into adilly of a
mystery?”

Just then the quiet of the balmy June afternoon was shattered by awild shriek in front of the Hardys
home. Frank and Joe jumped up, startled.

"Good grief, something's happened!” Frank exclaimed.

Both boys dashed out of the house, followed by Mr. Hardy. Chet was jumping up and down on the front
lawn, while Biff, looking excited, made the metal disk hover above a spot on the lawn.

"He'sfound atreasurel” Chet cried out. "Thisthing's clicking like fury. Weve redly got something,



Frank!"

Severd cars passing the Hardy home dowed down as the drivers watched Chet's antics. Then ahuge
trailer truck, carrying aload of construction steel, came to a halt while the driver honked for the carsto
move on.

"More materid for the radar ingtdlation,” Frank thought as the long vehicle rumbled out of sght down the
Street.

"Look, it'sright about here," Biff said. Hetook off his earphones and marked an X on the grass.
"Do you expect usto dig up thisfine lawn to satisfy your tomfoolery?' Joe said in mock seriousness.

"Wejust cant let it liethere," Chet protested. " Supposeit's an old coin worth hundreds and hundreds of
dollars”

Now Mr. Hardy was interested. With awink he said, "Okay, boys, dig it up. Let's see what good
detectives Chet and Biff are.”

Chet ran to the garage and returned with ashove. With it he carefully cut the turf, placed it to one Side,
and probed the dirt with the point of his shove. He hit something hard and metalic.

"What did | tdll you?" Chet beamed. "This detector is the greatest. Oh boy, are we going to have fun at
Honeycomb Caves!" He dug up ashoveful of dirt, which he deposited beside the hole.

From the soil fell the metalic object The Hardys recognized it asatiny toy fire engine, rusted and
corroded.

Asthe others crowded about, Joe picked up the toy and wiped off the crumbling earth which clung to the
whedls. "Thanks, Chet," he said gravely, "I lost thisfire engine seven years ago when | wasten.”

"Y ou were probably trying to hideit from me," said Frank, and laughed.

"Wdll," said Biff, "weve found Chet's Number One treasure. What's next? A ship's compass at
Honeycomb Caves?"

Chuckling, Mr. Hardy excused himsdlf, while the boys chatted about the trip.

"I'm afraid we can't go, fellows," Joe said.

"Not at thistime, anyhow," Frank chimed in. "We have to work on acase with Dad."
"Say, what isgoing on?' Biff demanded.

"Wecan'ttdl," Frank replied. "It's confidential.”

"Whatever itis" Chet said, "count me out of any dangerous stuff.” Their stout friend bemoaned the fact
that every time they were about to have fun, some sort of detective work had to come up.

Chet aready had been involved in some degp mysteries which the Hardy boys had solved. But in each
case, dthough reluctant at firg, their staunch friend had joined in the deuthing asan invalugble aly.

"When can you come with us?' asked Biff, evidently as eager as Chet to explore around Honeycomb
Caves.



"That depends,” said Frank, "on-" His eyes were suddenly diverted by someone walking up the strest.

The other three boys turned to see an attractive girl, about their age, hurrying aong the sdewak. She had
wavy jet-black hair, flashing brown eyes, and a gait that told the world shewasin ahurry.

"A new neighbor?' Biff whispered, grinning.
"I've never seen her before,” Joe said.

The girl, heds clicking, hastened to the Hardys front walk. There she stopped suddenly, turned toward
the boys, and took afew steps forward.

Chet gave alow whistle and rolled hiseyes. The girl, dthough she had a pretty face, wore asad, worried
look. "I would like to spesk to the detective,” she said nervoudly.

Joe's face brightened. "My brother Frank and | are detectives,” hereplied. "May we help you?"'
"Don't mock me," said the girl, and her lower lip quivered.

Frank and Joe were taken aback. But they were even more nonplused when their caller suddenly burst
into tears!

CHAPTER I

Over the Fence
"HEY, wait aminute!" Joe blurted. "Don't cry!" But tears continued to course down the girl'sface.

Asthe boys looked on in embarrassed silence, Mrs. Hardy hurried out of the door, followed by her
husband.

"Goodness gracious” exclaimed LauraHardy, adim, good-looking woman. She hastened to the girl and
put an arm about her shoulder. "Comeinside, dear. Perhapswe can help you.”

Frank whispered to Chet and Biff, "Wait here until we find what thisisall about.”

Mrs. Hardy sat on the living-room sofa beside the young caller. The girl dried her eyes and announced
that her name was Mary Todd. She sobbed once more and said, "My father was afriend of yours, Mr.

Hardy."
"Oh, yes. George Todd of the Redding Machine Company. A fine man. | haven't seen him for years."
"Wdl, Dad passed away, and Mother, too," the girl said.

The Hardys al expressed sympathy. Then Mary explained, "That's not why I'm crying, though. It's about
my brother.”

Mr. Hardy leaned forward in his chair and said, "Hisnameis Morgan, isnt it? As| recall, avery bright
boy. A little older than my sons.”



Bravely fighting back tears, Mary told the Hardys that her brother, Morgan Thomas Todd, an instructor
of foreign affairs a Kenworthy College, had disappeared.

"And | want you to find him, Mr. Hardy," Mary said pleadingly. "The police are working on the case, but
have discovered no leads.”

The girl explained that she was afreshman a Kenworthy College, which had just ended the spring
semedter. Her plan had been to spend the summer with relatives on the West Coadt, but since her
brother had disappeared severa days before, she had canceled her trip and come to Bayport.

"l just don't know what to do, Mr. Hardy," she said. "Please help me."

Frank and Joe looked at their father. What would his decision be? He thought for a moment before
speaking. "As| recadl, your brother spent some time studying political methodsin aforeign country.”

"Yes, hedid,” Mary said, and mentioned the nation, which was unfriendly to the United States. She
added that while he was there, Morgan Todd had suffered afdl and injured his head. "He seemed al
right when he came back, but now I'm afraid he'slost his memory and just wandered away from the
college”

"Y ou mean asthe result of hisfal?' Mrs. Hardy asked.
"Yes. Sort of adelayed reaction.”
"Fenton, | hope you take the case," Mrs. Hardy said earnestly.

The detective now gave Mary areassuring smile. "Of course | will" He turned to Frank and Joe. "Y ou
know | have dready accepted an important case, but if you boys pitchin, | can dso undertake the search
for Morgan.”

"Dad, you know wewill!" Joe said eagerly.

Mary Todd's face brightened. "Oh, thank you, thank you," she said. "Boys, please forgive me for being
such acrybaby."

"That'sal right," Joe replied, alittle embarrassed.

"Sure," Frank put in. "'l don't blame you. Maybe we acted alittle too smart. Have you a picture of your
brother?' he added.

Mary took a snapshot from her purse and gaveit to Frank. "Just don't loseit,” she said, smiling. Then she
rose to bid them good-by. "I'll be staying at the Bayport Hotel," she said.

At that moment the doorbell rang. Mrs. Hardy answered it and an attractive dark-haired girl walked in.
She was lolaMorton, Chet's sister, who was a schoolmate of the Hardys and a particular favorite of
Joe's.

"Helo, lola" Joe said, reddening dightly.
Then Frank said, "lola, thisisMary Todd."

The two girls smiled and exchanged greetings. Then lolasaid, "Joe, what did you and Frank do to my
poor brother? He's ssmply crushed that you two won't go treasure hunting at Honeycomb Caves."

"Y ou can guess what the reason is," Frank said.



lolagiggled. "A mysery?'
Frank and Joe, after anod of approva from their father, told her about Mary Todd's problem.

"Oh, you poor dear," lolasaid kindly. Her eyes sparkled. "I have an ideal Suppose you Stay at our home
until Mr. Hardy and the boysfind your brother."

"Oh, | couldn't impose.”

"Y ou don't know my mother," lolasaid. "Shelll ingst that you stay. | hope you don't mind being alittle
ways out in the country. Weliveon afarm.”

"I'dredly loveit,” Mary said. "You'redl so wonderful to me."

Thetwo girlsleft the house together. Frank and Joe followed and quickly briefed Chet and Biff on the
missng ingtructor.

"Another mystery! That settlesit!" Chet exclamed. He turned to the Hardys and said gravely,
"Gentlemen, the Hooper-Morton treasure expedition will be forced to take off without you."

"Comeon, Chet," lolaordered. "Get that old jalopy of yours running, destination Bayport Hotdl."
"What for?" her brother asked, putting his metal detector in the back of the car.

When lolatold about their new guest, Chet opened the door gdlantly with abow. "The two of you can
squeeze into the front seet with me," he said, then gave Biff abig wink and murmured, " Some guys have
al theluck."

"That'syou, pd." Biff laughed.

At the dinner table that evening Frank and Joe discussed with their father what stepsto take first in both
mysteries. The brothers, it was decided, would |eave the next day for Kenworthy College, in upper New
York State. It was|ocated in atown of the same name, about a six-hour drive away.

"And now getting back to my case a theradar site,” Mr. Hardy said, "I'll show you around the place
tonight.”

"Great!" Joe exclaimed eagerly.

Ever since the brothers had been old enough to engage in deuthing, there had been agreat camaraderie
among the Hardy "menfolk," as LauraHardy referred to them. Frank and Joe had first demonstrated
their detective ability in an adventure known as The Tower Treasure. Their most recent challenge was
The Shore Road Mystery. By now, crime detection had become the boys chief avocation.

The three |eft the house and Frank backed the boys car down the driveway. The vehicle was old but
well kept by the brothers, who preferred it to then* father's late-model sedan.

Frank drove five miles north of town to an elevated spot overlooking the Atlantic Ocean, and directly
below, Barmet Bay.

From the road, they could see Bayport hugging the coast with its many docks stretching like dark fingers
into the bay. Frank drove for haf amile farther. Now the road was bordered by a high steel-mesh fence.
Presently he stopped in front of agate guarded by two uniformed men. Mr. Hardy got out and showed
his badge, then introduced his sonsto the guards. "I'd like to show the boys around,” he said.



"Okay, Mr. Hardy," one of the guards replied, saluting.
The three Hardys tramped along a wooded lane which snaked upward to the top of Telescope Hill.

"Little did the old pioneers know that their telescope lookout would be used for this giant radar,” Frank
said asthey gpproached the summit.

Here the trees had been felled, and the area was covered with heavy construction equipment and piles of
sted framework. Already, the radar tower had risen more than ahundred feet into the air, its girders
gticking up weirdly into the evening sky.

"Looks like nobody's around,” Joe said, glancing about. "Sureisquiet.”

"Don't befooled,” Mr. Hardy told him. "There's alarge corps of watchmen on duty."

"Still, it'sapretty big place to be patrolled one hundred percent efficiently, isn't it, Dad?' Joe asked.
"Youreright."

Just then another uniformed guard walked quietly past the construction equipment twenty yards from
them. "Evening, Mr. Hardy," the man said.

"Evening, Bill." Fenton Hardy returned his sdute, then walked on with his sons. They encountered three
more guards before they had circled the hilltop.

Each man wasimmediately recognized by the detective, athough he had met the entire staff only that
morning.

On the way back to the gate, Frank |eft the lane. Walking wai st-high through weeds and brush, he
observed the fence. "1 wonder if they're planning to eectrify the fence?' he called out to hisfather.

Before Mr. Hardy could answer, Frank was startled by rustling noises. A dim figure rose up from the
brush about ten feet away. Stedthily asacat, aman raced to the fence.

"Stop!" Frank yelled and sprinted after him. The fellow clawed hisway to the top of the sted mesh and
leaped down with the agility of a panther. He hit the ground with a thud on the other side and bounded
off into the woods. Mr. Hardy and Joe dashed to Frank's side.

"Jumpin’ catfish!" Joe declared. "Y ou've dready flushed one of the spy pack.”
"I hope not for good,” Frank said. "I'd rather have grabbed him."

Suddenly his eye was caught by an object snagged on abush. Frank plucked it off and triumphantly held
out an odd-looking cap. "Weve got a clue, anyhow."

Thetrio examined the cap. It was dark red with asmall green peak. There was no label inside.
"I've never seen onelikethis" Joe commented. "It could be an import.”
"Good guess,” Frank agreed.

It was growing dark, so Mr. Hardy voted against pursuing the intruder. He kept the cap, however, for
more careful sudy.

Next morning Frank and Joe were up early. They hastily packed for the trip to Kenworthy College, then



had breakfast with their parents.
"Y ou have a plan mapped out, boys?' Mr. Hardy asked.

Frank nodded and laid down hisfork. "WEell see the police and the dean, then get permission to examine
Morgan Todd's quarters.”

"Check carefully on any close associates he might have had," Mr. Hardy advised.

"And do be careful,” Mrs. Hardy added. "Of course, | know you're perfectly capable of taking care of
yoursgves."

"You can say that again, Laura," Mr. Hardy remarked as a amile crinkled his eyes.
Joe checked the gas and ail in their car while Frank |oaded the baggage into the trunk. "All set.”

"Okay." Joetook the wheel and zigzagged through the Bayport streets until they came to the highway
which led directly west. Early-morning traffic was light, conssting mainly of large trucks heading east
toward the radar construction.

Theroad, levd a firgt, rosein along curve toward the top of ahill, three miles out of town.

Joe kept far to the right Side as atruck crested the hill and headed down. It was pulling along flatbed
trailer, on top of which was balanced a huge crane.

Asit approached, Frank suddenly cried out, "Joe. . . thetrailer . . . it'scut loose!™
The flatbed veered toward the center of the road on a collision course with the Hardys car.

Joe tried desperately to swerve out of itsway. To make matters worse, the huge crane began to topple
over.

"Look out!" Frank cried in warning.

CHAPTER |11

Bouncy Quill

FRANTICALLY Joe looked about for away to dodge the runaway trailer. He spied asmall turnout and
spun hiswhed sharply. But before he could reach that haven, the crane hit the top of the Hardys car with
aripping crash! Joe clutched the whed asthe car swerved and shuddered, finally coming to rest on the
dirt shoulder. Both boys glanced back. The huge crane lay twisted in aditch, the flatbed trailer dongside
on its back. Frank and Joe hopped out to ook at the damage.

"Wow! Look at this. Pretty close!" Frank said, pointing to along jagged cut in the roof of the car.

A quarter mile down the hill, the truck driver had stopped his vehicle and walked back. He came up to
the Hardys and the three talked over the strange accident. Asthey surveyed the broken

crane, and the trailer with upturned whed s till spinning, the truck driver said glumly, "More bad luck.



Werreredly getting it on this radar job!™
"What do you mean?' Frank asked. "Have things like this happened before?’

The driver hooked histhumbsinto his suspenders and gave alow whistle. "Happened before! I'll say!™
Hetold the boysthat in three days this was the third accident to heavy equipment bound for the radar
project.

"So now I've got to make out more papers and reports for the construction company,” the driver said, as
if thiswere even more difficult than driving hisunwieldy rig.

Joe took out hiswallet. "We have to report to our insurance company,” he said. "They'll take care of
everything."

After Joe and the trucker had exchanged information, the boys set off again. Asthey drove dong the
highway, the Hardys speculated on the unusua accident. Wasthis a case of sabotage? Did it have
anything to do with their father's assgnment, or the intruder they had seen the night before?

"I don't see how it could have been aimed at us persondly,” Joe said.

"l agree," his brother replied. "Could've been aweak coupling. Or perhapsthetrailer brakes didn't hold.
The damsinvestigatorswill find out.”

The brothers stopped for aquick lunch aong the way, and arrived at the outskirts of Kenworthy an hour
later with Frank at the whed!.

"Keep an eye open for aplaceto stay," he said as he reduced speed.
They passed severd motels, none of which looked particularly inviting.

"Hey, Frank, what about that place up ahead?" Joe suggested. A large billboard announced that the Pam
Court Motel offered thetraveler the latest [uxuries.

"Not abad-looking place." Frank pulled into adriveway which led to a cottage with asmulated thatched
roof. It bore the sgn OFFICE. To the left stretched along, low building made up of the motel units.
Before each door stood an artificia pam tree. Frank and Joe got out and looked around. To the right of
the office they counted twelve nest little cottages of the same thatched-roof variety. The ubiquitous palm
tree stood before each one.

"Kind of corny," Joe remarked.
"But comfortable looking," his brother said. "We might do worse."

In the office they were greeted by amiddle-aged man with athin fringe of hair circling his head aninch
above the ears. He stroked his bald head and greeted the boyswith asmile. " College students visiting
from somewhere es2?"

Frank evaded the question and asked the price of amotel room. When he wastold, Frank registered for
himsalf and his brother, took the proffered key, then drove the car in front of Unit Seven.

Asthe boys entered with their baggage, Joe grinned. " Some people are pretty nosy.”

"The less people know about our business the better,” Frank said as he put his suitcase on arack, then
opened it.



After they had refreshed themselves, the boys went out, locked the door, and hopped into the car.
"Firg port of cal,” Frank said, "will be the police sation.”
"Good idea." Joe nodded. "L et's learn what the local copsfound out.”

Police headquarters was in the basement of the newly built town hal. The chief was out of town so the
boys introduced themselves to the desk sergeant and asked for background regarding the Todd case.

"Morgan Todd just walked out and disappeared,” said the sergeant. " Absent-minded professor kind of
suff, you know."

"Any cluesat dl?" Joe asked.

"Nope, nothing," the sergeant replied. "But well probably hear from him in afew days." He leaned
forward. "Confidentidly, | think he was one of these overworked eggheads. Y ou know, studying al the
time. Too much sran!™

The boys did not comment, but thanked the officer and | ft.

"Tak about jJumping to conclusiong!” said Joe when they were in the car again. "The sergeant takesthe
cakel"

They decided next to talk with the dean.

After getting directions from a passer-by, Frank drove to the outskirts of town, where the smal college
nestled on awooded knoll. Frank stopped in front of the administration building. He and Joe climbed the
marble steps and entered the lobby.

They quickly found the office marked DEAN EASTLAND, and went inside. After telling areceptionist
that the nature of their business was confidential, the Hardys were ushered into the officid's private
office.

Dean Eastland was atall, spare man with a shock of unruly gray hair. He rose asthey entered. "Be
Seeted, young men. Y ou say your mission is confidential? That sounds mysterious.”

The brotherstook chairs before the dean's desk, and Frank began by saying that they were trying to find
Morgan Todd.

"Yes, yes, good for you," the dean said. "Matter of fact, we'redl trying to locate him."

"Our father, Fenton Hardy, has taken on the case," Frank explained "and we are hereto do allittle
spadework."

"Ah, yes, yes. | hope you have better luck than we have had,” the college officid said. "Strange! Very
strange, indeed!" He shook his head.

"How'sthat?' Frank asked.

"Well, | mean, the circumstances surrounding his departure.” Asthe boyslistened intently, Dean Eastland
told how the instructor gpparently had prepared an examination for his sudents, left it on his desk, and
disappeared into the night.

"Wefound the test there next morning,” the dean said, "or rather a colleague found it, had it
mimeographed, and Mr. Todd's students took the examination that day."



The dean picked up apencil and tapped it on his desk. "But, as you know, Mr. Todd never returned.
Quite digturbing.”

"Who found the exam?' Joe asked impetuoudly.

The dean looked up in surprise. "Mr. Quill did. Cadmus Quill is Mr. Todd's colleague and dose
asociate”

Frank and Joe exchanged meaningful glances. They would have to question Cadmus Quiill.

"Well, that isabout asmuch as| cantdll you, boys," said the dean, rising. "Morgan Todd, I'm afraid, is
suffering from loss of memory."

"Weld like to meet Cadmus Quiill," Frank said, "and adso examine Todd's room if we may, Dean
Eastland."

The educator jotted down the address and handed Frank the dip of paper. He walked to the window
and pointed across the quadrangle. " Shelly Row is behind that building. It's where we house graduate
students and instructors.”

The boys thanked the dean and hurried out. Asthey walked across the quadrangle, they passed groups
of studentswho had just registered for the summer session.

Presently the brothers found themsel ves behind a short man in his early twenties, noticeable because of
histiptoed bouncy gait and aloud sportsjacket. Joe could hardly keep from imitating the peculiar walk
ashefdl in behind him.

Frank nudged his brother, and as they stepped past the man, Joe could not restrain himsalf from taking a
backward glance at the fellow'sintelligent, round face.

Quickly finding Shelly Row, the boys made their way to Number 19 and rang the doorbell. They were so
intent on listening for someone inside that they did not hear a person walking up behind them. "L ooking
for me?' asked acheerful voice.

Frank and Joe whirled about to face the bouncy fellow with the sporty clothes. "Are you Cadmus Quill?"
Frank asked.

"Yes, | an. May | help you?"

The boysintroduced themsalves, and Quill ushered them into hisroom. Frank quickly told dl that they
had |learned about the case and asked Quill if he knew anything further.

"l doindeed," hereplied, "but theloca policethink it isn't important!”
"Do you have morefacts?' Joe asked eagerly.

"Not exactly,” Quill replied. ™Y ou might say it's confidentid information.” He motioned the boysto be
sedted, then drew up achair close to them. "Todd was going to be married soon. Did you know that?"

Taken by surprise, the Hardys said No.

Quill told them that Todd had confided in him that he was going to return to Europeto marry agirl he had
met while studying in the unfriendly country. "He didn't even tell hissigter for fear she might object.”

"Then you don't believe helogt hismemory,” Frank said.



Quill shook hishead. "Not at all."

The graduate assistant had no further information to offer, whereupon the Hardys asked if he would show
them to Todd's quarters.

"Indeed,” Quill said with an officiouslittle smile. "Right next door."
He produced akey and entered the adjoining apartment.

"Y ou see? Everything is neat and orderly,” he pointed out. "It's very obviousto methat Morgan
deliberately planned to leave."

"What's this?' Frank asked, bending down to look at some mimeographed sheets on Todd's desk.

"I put those there," Quill replied, "-afew of the examination papers which were left over the day after
Morgan disappeared.”

The young deuths scanned the room, but did not wish to examineit closely with Quill present.

"Thank you," Frank said. "Guessthat'sal for now. May we come back later and check the room
further?'

"Indeed, yes, be my guests,” Quill said, and he handed the key to Joe.

Asthey returned to their car, Frank teased his brother. "Joe, you nearly made afaux pas when wefirst
saw bouncy Quill walking across campus.”

Joe laughed. "He's kind of odd, but | suppose avery smart cooky."

The boys stopped for supper a an inn near the campus, then returned to their motel. Frank opened the
door and gasped. Insde was an el derly couple. The man was reading a newspaper while the woman
primped her hair before the mirror on the dresser.

"Excuseme” Joe said. "We must be in the wrong room!”
"No, were not," said Frank. "Thisis ours- Number Seven.”

The woman turned and smiled. "Oh, you must be the Hardy brothers,” she said. "' The manager moved
your baggage out.”

"What for?' Frank asked, puzzled and annoyed. "We're registered here overnight.”

Then he realized there was no use in arguing. It apparently was not the couple's fault. Frank and Joe
hastened to the manager's office. The man smiled broadly. "Well, I've done as you asked. Y ou have a
very nicelittle bungalow and | know you'l enjoy it."

"Wh-what?" asked Joe.
"Y our collegefriends relayed your message,” the man said, stroking his bald head.

The Hardys were dumfounded but listened to the manager's explanation. " Three boys came here and told
me you Hardys wanted one of the cottages where it would be quieter. So we moved you in there bag
and baggage." The man added, "It only coststwo dollars more anight. Y ou're getting abargain.”

"Whereisthis cottage?’ Joe asked.



"Over there," the man said, pointing to one of thelittle houses. It waslighted insde.

The boys hastened over, and asthey passed the window they saw astocky youth standing inside. Frank
flung open the door. "What's the meaning of this?' he demanded.

The young man whirled around. Frank and Joe saw that he was wearing ablack haf-mask. At the same
time, the closet door burst open and out jumped four other masked youths.

"Hey, what kind of ajokeisthisl" Joe cried out astheintruders jumped both Hardys. They struggled
furioudy, but the combined weight of the masked boysfindly bore Frank and Joeto the floor. They were
bound and gagged, then tied securely to two long planks.

Without saying aword, the Hardys assailants |oaded them into a station wagon parked behind the
cottage. They were driven out of the motdl grounds and aong the main highway for severd miles. Then
the driver turned |eft onto adirt road and stopped amile farther on.

The brothers were lifted out, carried a short distance through some low brush, and laid crosswiseon a
railroad track. Then the masked quintet vanished into the darkness.

Frank squirmed and tugged at his bonds. Joe did too, but neither boy could loosen the ropeswhich
secured them. Beads of perspiration stood out on their foreheads. Then came a sound which struck
terror into their hearts. In the distance they heard the ominous growl of an approaching diesdl
locomotivel

CHAPTER IV
A Hazing Trick

CASTING hopeless glances a each other, Frank and Joe struggled desperately at their bonds while the
diesdl locomotive drew closer.

Therumble of thewhed's grew desfening. But then, asif by amiracle, the engine throbbed past, leaving
only the clickety-clack of freight carstrailing initswake.

Unscathed but shaken, Frank and Joe continued to work at the ropes which secured them to the planks.
By straining until his muscles ached, Frank stretched his bound wriststo where he could dimly seea
spike protruding from arailroad tie. Over and over he snagged the knot upon the spike. Each effort
loosened the rope alittle more. Findly it fell open.

With hiswristsreleased, Frank tore out his gag and reached over to do the samefor Joe.
"Whew!" Joe gasped. "'l thought our goose was cooked!"

"It would have been an awful way to say good-by to mother earth,” Frank replied grimly, quickly freeing
himsdlf from the plank.

Then he released his brother. The two boys stood up and stretched painfully, massaging their cramped
muscles. Twenty yards away the polished rails of another railroad line glimmered in the moonlight.



"Look, these tracks we were on are rusty,” Frank noted.

"Must beaspur line" Joe sad, "which isn't used any more.”

"A great way to giveaguy gray hair at atender age," Frank remarked.

"It wasn't funny," Joe said, between clenched teeth.

"I'll say not," hisbrother agreed. "1'd like to find the nut who planned thistrick!"
"If | seehimfirg, I'll take care of that joker," Joe said.

After walking aong the tracks some distance, the boys came to the highway. Therethey flagged a
friendly trucker, who readily agreed to drive them to their motel.

Jouncing up and down in the cab beside the driver, the Hardys continued to speculate.

"Y ou suppose what happened to uswasjust acrazy mix-up?' Joe asked in low tones. "Why should
those fellows pick on us?"

Frank frowned. "I have a hunch the whole thing was intended to scare us avay from Ken-worthy before
we could find agood clue.”

"Then you think Todd could have been kidnapped?'
"Let'snot rule out that possibility,” Frank said.

Asthe truck gpproached the Palm Court grounds, Joe suddenly chuckled. "If Chet and Biff wanted
excitement-they should've been with ustonight. Honeycomb Caves must be pretty tame compared with
the Kenworthy capers.”

Frank grinned widdy. "Chet would've lost ten pounds from fright.”

Thetruck swung over and stopped. The Hardys hopped out, thanking the trucker for the lift.
"Surething, fellows. Solong."

The brothers made a bedinefor the office.

"Now to question Baldy," Frank said. He stabbed the buzzer beside the door repeatedly until alight
shoneinsde. The manager, deepy-eyed and holding up his trousers with one hand, opened the door. He
was not in agood mood.

"What do you mean waking me up at thishour?" he asked crossly. "If you're going to check out, wait till
morning, for Pete's sake."

"Somebody e se checked usout,” Frank said. "Wed like to ask you some questions.”

Alarmed by the boys determination, the manager let them in. There the Hardys learned that the ingtigator
of the room switch was amember of alocd fraternity at Kenworthy College.

"| thought these college kids were just going to have some fun with you,” the man said.

"The policemight giveit adifferent labe," Frank replied grimly. "Now what's this fellow's name and
where does helive?'



After the man had jotted down the information, Frank and Joe drove directly to the Delta Sigma
fraternity house. Dawn lay like a pink hao on the eastern horizon, but the Hardys thoughts were anything
but heavenly as they rapped on the fraternity-house door. No one answered. Joe rang the bell while
Frank continued banging.

Finaly ayoung fellow in pgjamas opened up and yawned in Frank's face. "Whatever it is, we don't want
any," he said, then started to close the door.

Frank reached for his shoulder and whirled him about. "Thisisn't any joke," he said. "Werelooking for
Jack Hale"

"Oh, the president,” the youth said, stifling another yawn. "1 can't wake him up-he's specid.”
"I'll say heis," Joe declared.

"But you felows don't understand.” The college boy regarded the Hardys earnestly with his pae-blue
eyes. "We don't wake the fraternity president until eight o'clock. He doesn't have hisfirst class until
nine"

"He's going to have alesson right now," Frank said ternly. "Get him up!™

The youth shrugged, and padded off in bare feet to the second floor. Listening below, the boys heard
shouts and angry words, preceding the appearance of athick-set youth severa years older than the
Hardys. In red-and-white striped pajamas he thumped down the stairs. When he saw Frank and Joe, he
stopped with a startled expression.

"Isntit kind of early-" Jack Hale started to say.
"Not for apunch in the jaw," Joe declared hotly, and stepped forward with fists cocked.

"Wait aminute, Joe," Frank said. "L et's get some questions answered before you start swinging.” He
walked over to Hae, who backed away nervoudy. "I'll put it ontheling" Frank said. "What's the idea of
leaving us on the railroad track? And why did you switch our motel room?”

"Wait aminute, fellows! Holdit!" Hae said. "Wethought you'd guessit wasjust alittle pretesting job.
Anyway, why are you working up such ahead of seam-"

"Yes, why?' the blue-eyed youth put in.

Hale continued, "Y ou two were never in any rea danger. We had alookout posted to keep an eye on
you in case you needed help. Say, you are going to be Delta Sigma pledges, aren't you?”

"Of course not,” said Joe, hisbiceps il flexed.
"So you were hazing us?"' asked Frank. "Who told you to do that?'

Jack Halelooked embarrassed. He cast afleeting glance up the stairs and seemed relieved when severa
other Delta Sigma boys moved quietly down behind him.

"l can'ttdl youwhoitis" Hdesad.
The blue-eyed youth nodded vigoroudly. "We're honor bound not to reved hisidentity.”

"We thought you were going to be Delta Sigma pledges,” Jack said. "Honest we did.”



"W, then you ought to let prospective pledgesin onit, too,” Frank said. He turned away. "Come on,
Joe. Let's get out of here. We have work to do."

Looking somewhat the worse for wear after their strenuous night, the Hardys nonetheless planned
another bit of deuthing before returning to their cottage for deep.

"Let's examine Todd's room before Quill getsup,” Frank suggested.

Joereadily agreed. "At six A.M. Quill's probably still adeep.” Joe reached into his pocket. "I have the
key to Todd's apartment.”

The Hardys encountered afew milk-ddivery trucks and one newspaper boy asthey made their way to
Shelly Row. Joeinserted the key quietly and turned it in the lock. The boys entered. Frank pressed his
ear againg the apartment wall. Silence.

"He's il inthearms of Morpheus," Frank whispered.
"Okay," Joesaid. "Let'slook around.”

Enough daylight filtered through the two front windows to alow the boys to examine the gpartment
carefully. While Joe concentrated on objects of furniture, Frank looked through notes and textbooks
lying about. But the boys could find no evidence of where Morgan Todd might have gone.

"| guess the police search was pretty thorough, after dl,” Joe commented. "What are you looking &t,
Frank?'

Hisbrother held one of the mimeographed examination sheetsin his hand and was scrutinizing it. Joe
watched Frank as he scanned sentence after sentence on the white paper. Then astrange expression
came over hisface. Joe had seen it before when Frank was on thetrail of aclue.

"Y ou found something?' Joe asked excitedly.
"I'll say | havel™ Frank declared, sucking in hisbreath. "Wow! Look at this"

CHAPTER YV

Counterattack

JOE glanced over hisbrother's shoulder. "All | seeisan exam paper-thefill-in type.”
"Yes," Frank replied. "But thereés a clue right under your nose.”

"l don't get it, Frank. Y ou must have super vision."

"Look. Read thisfirst question, Joe."

" 'Russias present politica system was founded by--.

"I don't care about the answer," Frank said. "Now read the second question.”



"'Only--men from California have been named to the Supreme Court.”

Joe frowned. "It'still ariddieto me."

Enjoying the game he was playing, Frank asked, "How many questions are there?"
"Eight."

"And thefirgt letter of thefirst word in each question spdlls what?*

Joe's eyes quickly roved down the side of the exam sheet. "R-O-C-K-A-W-A-Y." Hewhistled. "The
name of atown!"

"That'sit-Rockaway," Frank said. "Todd did leave aclue. And | don't think the police found it, either.”

"Good for you," Joe said, dapping his brother on the back. "I guess I'm too bushed for any deep
branwork."

"Well have breakfast and sack out,” Frank said. "Then well go to the post office and find out from their
guidebook how many RockawaysthereareintheU. S

"There's probably at least twenty-five," Joe said with asigh. "By the time we check on them, Morgan
Todd could bein Timbuktu." He yawned deeply, then placed his ear to the gpartment wall.

"Hear anything?' asked Frank.

"Bouncy Quill isup,” Joe said. "Let's get out of here before he discovers us. Hed be sure to ask alot of
questions.”

Because the campus cafeteria was not yet open, Frank and Joe stopped at an al-night diner on the
outskirts of town. After esting a hearty breskfast, they returned to their cottage.

"Oh boy, now for a peaceful deep,” Joe said.
He kicked off his shoes and flung himself on top of the bedspread.
Too exhausted to undress, Frank did the same. The boys dept soundly for severa hours.

Frank awakened first and thought he was having a nightmare. A pillow was pressed hard over hisface
and apowerful hand pinned his shoulder to the mattress.

Trying to cry out, Frank kicked wildly and flung the intruder away from the bed. Someone hit the
opposite wall with athud and crashed to the floor. The noise aroused Joe who sprang up, wild-eyed, and
looked around the room.

"Jumpin’ catfish!" Joe glared at the stunned figure on the floor. "Biff Hooper, what're you doing here?"

Biff aroused himsalf and shook his head. "Got to clear the cobwebs" he said. "I was only fooling, Frank.
Y ou jumped me like awounded panther.”

Frank laughed. "Y ou got off easy, boy."

At that moment Chet sauntered through the doorway, munching noisily on potato chips. He dipped into a
huge cdllophane bag and pressed another handful into his mouth. Still munching, he asked, "What's dl the
racket?'



"Biff making agrand entrance,” Frank said wryly. "Sit down, fellows. Well tell you our latest news. How
about some chips, Chet?"

The stout |ad proffered the crinkly bag, and the Hardys helped themsalves. Asthey ate, they briefed Biff
and Chet on their findings at Ken-worthy College and their harrowing experience of the previous night.

"Wowid" Biff exclamed. "Y ou Hardys sure stir thingsup!”

"And now," Joe said, "we haveto find out how many RockawaysthereareintheU. S. A"
"l cantell you one," Chet said. "It's near Honeycomb Caves."

"I never heard of it," Frank said in surprise.

"Neither did I," said Chet. "It'sadinky place."

Biff explained that they had driven down the coast early that morning and stopped a asmdl gas aiona
couple of miles north of Rockaway. "We asked the attendant how to get to Honeycomb Caves," he went
on, "and he warned us not to go."

"Why?' Frank asked.
"He said awful things might happen to usif wedid."

"Something very strangeis going on there," added Chet with agreat air of knowledge. "1t sounded like a
real mystery so we thought maybe you'd like to take time out and look into it.”

"I knew you'd try to snag usinto going to those caves," said Frank, chuckling.

Chet flung out hisarms dramaticadly. "After dl, Biff and | thought sure you would've found Morgan Todd
by thistime!"

"It'snot going to be so easy,” Frank said. With awink at his brother, he added, "But thanks for thinking
about us. Come on, Joe! Our first op'sthe post office.” He glanced down at his disheveled clothes and
grinned. "1 mean, after the shower."

Fifteen minutes later both boys werein fresh clothes and Joe said, "Okay, let'sgo.”

He was about to step out the door when he suddenly closed it and motioned to the others. "I think were
infor afight, fellows, so get ready.”

"What's the matter?' Frank asked and |ooked out the window.
Acrossthe broad lawns of the PAm Court Motd strode four youths. In the lead was Jack Hale!

"DeltaSigmas," Joe sad tersely. "Maybe the ones who made trouble for uslast night. If they think it's
four againgt two, they're mistaken.”

"Right!" said Biff, who liked nothing more than playing tackle on the Bayport High football team.

"Okay," said Frank. "Y ou and Chet hidein the closet." Then, opening the door, he politely invited the
four fraternity men to enter.

"Hi," Jack said with ahaf-smile. "We have alittle surprise for you."

But before he could utter another word, the closet door was flung open. Biff bolted across the room,



putting arolling block on two of the collegians. Chet pounced on the third. Only Jack remained standing.
Hisface bore a pained expression.

"Wedon't want to fight!" he said.
"Then what did you bargein on usfor?" Joe demanded.

Biff dragged two of the studentsto their feet, and Frank said, "Okay, let's smoke the peace pipe. What's
up, Jack?'

Embarrassed, the fraternity president said that he had cometo offer Frank and Joe invitationsto join
Delta Sigma should they decide to attend Kenworthy College.

"Yourethekind welike" hesaid. "Plenty of sand!”

"Thanksfor theinvite," Joe said coolly. "WEéll keep it in mind if you tell uswho put you up to that
low-down trick last night.”

Jack looked at the floor and the Hardys could see that he was torn between loyalty to the unknown
perpetrator and regard for them.

"Redly, | can'ttdl," hesaid findly. "Y ouwouldn't want metorat onapa.”

"No hard fedings,” said Frank, though he thought the youth was foolish to protect such a person. Then he
introduced Biff and Chet.

"Wow!" said one of the college boys. "We could use you two on the Kenworthy footba | team.”
With that, the Delta Sgmeas | eft.

Frank drove the Bayportersto the post office, located beside the town hal. A helpful clerk passed the
postal directory over the counter and Frank thumbed through its pages.

"Hey, look at this," he said. "There are only three Rockaways-one in Oregon, one in New Jersey, and
the other on the coast down from Bayport.”

"It'sacinch wewon't go to Oregon or New Jersey first,” Chet said. "Y ou fdlows will investigate the
closest oneor | missmy bet.”

"O genius of atreasure hunter 1" declaimed Joe as he placed the right palm of his hand on hisforehead
and bowed low. "We, your humble servants, sdlaam!™

The others guffawed at the sudden look of embarrassment that swept over Chet'sface as he cast hiseyes
quickly around the post office to seeif anybody was watching. Seeing no one, Chet joined in the

laughter.

Frank handed back the directory to the grinning clerk and thanked him. The boys, still laughing, trooped
out of the post office.

"WEell, our next destination-Rockaway!" Frank said. He added thoughtfully, ™Y ou know, thisisn't abad
move. Well leave here asif we've been stymied on our investigation.”

"That'sright,” Joe said. "So if anyone has been tracking us, they'll think we've given up." Asan
afterthought he added, "We ought to thank Cadmus Quill and the dean before we leave.”



"Let me go, too. Maybe | won't see the inside of a college again,” Chet quipped.
The four drove to the campus, parked, and entered the administration building.

Dean Eastland, as before, was courteousto his calers. After thanking Frank and Joe for their interest in
the case, he promised to relay any new information to them.

"By theway, Dean Eastland,” Frank said, "would you send usthe roster of Delta Sigma fraternity?”
"Of course," the dean replied, and jotted down their Bayport address.

Asthe boyswaked into the hallway they met Cadmus Quill.

"We're going back to Bayport,” Frank told him. "I'm sorry we couldn't find your friend Todd."
"Anyhow," said Joe, "thanksfor your help, Mr. Quill."

"Not at all," replied the instructor as he shook hands with the two boys. "I'm sure there's no need to
worry. | fed strongly that he'sin Europe- probably aready married.”

"Itspossble” Frank said. "Wdll, perhapswell seeyou again.”

"Come on, fellows" Biff said asthey left the building. "If | hang around this college campus any longer I'll
beassmart asyou are”

"I'mitching for Honeycomb Caves," Chet bantered. "1 fed in the need for some ready doubloons.”

Asthe boys hastened back to the Hardy car, Frank had the fedling that Cadmus Quill had followed them
out of the building. When he did behind the whedl he glanced into hisrear-view mirror.

There stood Quill on the steps, gazing at them intently. Then he turned back to the door.

Suddenly, above the sound of the starting motor, Chet let out an Indian war whoop and yelled, "On to
Rockaway!"

Frank, with hiseyes till on the rear-view mirror, saw Quill stiffen and spin around.

CHAPTER VI
The Toppled Tower

CADMUS QUILL stood on the steps and stared at the boys with a startled ook on his round face.

"That remark hit home!" Frank thought. He got out of the car, and ran up to Quill before he had a chance
to retreat. "Y ou seem interested in Rockaway," Frank said bluntly, hoping to catch him off guard. "Do
you know somebody there?!

Quill smiled. "1 thought for amoment,” he replied casudly, "that your friend had said Far Rockaway, in
New Y ork. | have an unclewho livesthere."

Frank was momentarily at aloss about how to pursue hisline of questioning. This gave Quill timeto turn



on hishedl. He strode off, saying, "I have alecture to prepare. Good luck to you!™

Frank returned to the car, and as the boys drove back to the motel, he discussed with them Quiill's
peculiar actions.

Joe spoke up. "That uncle bit doesn't ring true. Quill iskeeping back something, I'll bet.”
"Why should the name Rockaway strike him?' Chet wondered.
"Who knows?" Joe said. "Maybe he discovered the Rockaway cluein Todd's exam.”

"l don't get it,” Frank said as he parked in front of the cottage. "Quill knowswe're detectives. If hedid
find the Rockaway clue, why didnt hetell us?'

"Maybe he wantsto follow it himself," Joe replied.

"This Cadmus Quill will bear watching," remarked Biff, now thoroughly caught up in the excitement of the
mystery.

Chet suggested that while the Hardys were packing, he and Biff would take hisjaopy to aservice
gation. "Wewant to check it out before starting the trip to Rockaway," Chet said.

The brothers entered their quarters. While Joe tossed his belongingsinto his suitcase, Frank telephoned
Bayport. Mr. Hardy answered.

"Frank,” hesaid, "I'm glad you called!" The boy was surprised at hisfather's clipped tone.
"What's the matter, Dad?" he asked.

"I'm afraid you and Joe will have to come homeright away. It's urgent, and I'd rather not taketimeto
explanit.

"Okay, Dad. But just onething," Frank added quickly. "We're suspicious of afellow named

Cadmus Quill. Will you get us a confidentia report on him, please?' Mr. Hardy promised and Frank
hung up. " Something's gone haywirein Bayport," he said to his brother, then repeated their father's

message.

While Frank packed his belongings, Joe hustled over to the motel office to pay their bill. He returned to
the car just as Frank was stowing the luggage into the trunk. At the same moment, Biff and Chet drove

up.

"All set for the big adventure at Honeycomb Caves!" Chet sang out exuberantly. "Joe, | bet | get better
mileage than you on the way to the coadt.”

When the Hardys did not smile at the boagt, Biff sensed something waswrong. "What's the matter,
fdlows?'

"We can't go with you-at least not now," said Frank.

"Sorry to leave you in thelurch like this," Joe added as he did behind the whed.
Frank told them about their father's cryptic message.

"Well, if you're needed in Bayport, | guessthat'sthat,” Chet commented.



"WElI join you as soon aswe can," Frank promised.
"Well be camping on the beach,” Chet said.
Grinning, Joe arted the car. "So long, and don't join any fraternities”

Joe held the speedometer needle at the maximum speed dlowed, and the countryside flashed by. When
they hit the turnpike, Frank spelled his brother at the whedl. Now, with grester speed, the miles melted

past.
"She purrslike akitten,” Frank said. "A grest car, Joe."

"Good thing we had the motor tuned up,” Frank remarked as the wind whipped through his hair.
After aquick stop for lunch, Joe drove away from the roadside restaurant.

"Want to listen to the news?"

"Okay. What country's having awar today?'

"Maybe someone has landed on the moon,” Frank said as he clicked on the high-powered transistor.

Thefirst word to hit their ears was "Bayport." Joe took hisfoot off the accelerator and Frank tuned the
volume louder. The newscaster's report sent a shiver up their spines. The radar tower on Telescope Hill
had toppled over in ahigh wind!

"Thismust be the emergency Dad meant,” Frank said. "Come on. Let'sgo.”

Joe guided the car expertly dong the freeway, and, dightly under six hours since they had | eft the town of
Kenworthy, the Hardys pulled into their driveway.

Asthe boys carried their luggage in the back door, Mrs. Hardy met them.
"Hi, Mother," said Frank. "Where's Dad?'

"At theradar Ste. He didn't havetimeto tell you all about it on the phone.”
"We heard the report on the car radio,” said Joe.

"Y our father wants you to go right over,” Mrs. Hardy said.

The boys carried the suitcases to their rooms, splashed cold water on their faces, and hurried back to the
car.

Asthey neared the congtruction site, traffic was dowed by the large trucks plying back and forth to the
ingallation.

Finaly they reached the gate. Frank parked the car, and he and Joe approached the guard. The brothers
identified themsdlves.

"Our father iswaiting for usindde," Frank said.

With anod of recognition the security man admitted them. Briskly Frank and Joe trotted up theincline
which led to the top of Telescope Hill.

Joe gave alow whistle as they neared the toppled tower. It had cut ajagged scar in the woodland and



lay twisted and broken. A number of men were ingpecting it. Mr. Hardy, with amagnifying glassin one
hand, was examining agirder at a point about five feet from the ground, where the sted superstructure
had snapped off. ™Y ou made good time," the detective said as his sons ran up. He added quickly, "I'm
sorry, but | won't need you, after al, boys. | found what | waslooking for, soon after | summoned you."

"What's that, Dad?" asked Frank.
"Look here" the detective said, and handed him the magnifying glass.
The young deuth studied the bresk in the stedl. "I'll say you found something! Here, take alook, Joe."

The younger boy also was amazed as he noticed that the break was smooth and clean except for aburr
at the edge of the girder.

"Thiswas cut dmost al the way through to weaken the structure,” said Joe, "but | don't see any saw
marks"

"It was probably done with an eectronic cutter,” Mr. Hardy remarked. "I've dready reported thisto the
government men. Their chief engineer agreeswith my theory.”

"And the high wind finished the job?" asked Joe.

"Exactly,” hisfather replied. He added that the saboteur had cut the line so straight and deep that the
girder had been snapped off like a crigp cracker.

"We're up against adaring and well-equipped ring of saboteurs," Frank commented as the three walked
adongsdethefalen tower.

"But | wasn't sure of that at first," Mr. Hardy said. "That'swhy | needed you. | wanted you to do some
undercover work to help me find out whether it redlly was sabotage." He added that he had not reveded
the nature of his urgent request for fear someone might have tapped his phoneline. "I didn't want anyone
to find out what | suspected.”

"Any information on Cadmus Quill?" Joe asked asthey passed benesath atdl pinetree, thetop of which
had been sheared off by the tower.

"Nothing yet,” Mr. Hardy said. "A very reliable agency is checking into it. They'll send methereport in
code."

Suddenly the detective yelled, "L ook out!" and gave Joe a push which sent him sprawling headlong onto
the grass. Smultaneoudy a huge chunk of metal thudded to the ground inches from his bodly.

"Good grief! Whered that come from?' Frank cried, looking up into thetall pine.

"A piece of the tower must have broken off and gotten stuck in the branches,” Mr. Hardy said. "You dl
right, Joe?'

The boy picked himself up, took a deep breath, and grinned. "Being a detective can be dangerous!" he
sad. "Thanksfor the asss.”

The three Hardys went out the main gate. "Our car is parked closeto yours, Dad," Frank said.

A short time later father and sons entered their house together. After alate dinner with Mrs. Hardy, the
tired deuthsturned in.



When the boys came down for bregkfast the next morning they found their father already up.
"Theresaletter for you, boys," he said, pointing to the hall table.

Frank picked up the long, heavy envelope. "It'sfrom Dean Eastland,” he said. "Must be the fraternity
roger."

As he spoke, the doorbell rang and Joe hurried to answer. 1t was atelegram for Mr. Hardy.
"The report on Quill," Joe said eagerly.
"Bring it into my office," hisfather sad, leading the way.

The detective opened the telegram and studied the mysterioudy coded message. Taking apencil and
pad, he unscrambled the code letter by letter. His sonslooked on intently over his shoulder. The
information was concise. "'Cadmus Quill. Good student. Good family. Good reputation. Likesto travel.
Made an extended tour of study abroad three years ago."

"But look at the country he studied in!" Frank said excitedly.
Joewhigtled. "The same one Todd vigted last summer!”

"Dad," Frank exclamed, "do you know what this could mean?'

CHAPTER VII

The Palais Paris
"I GET it!" Joe burst out. "Both Quill and Todd were brainwashed into helping aforeign power!"
Mr. Hardy spoke up. "Frank, what's your opinion?"

"My theory," Frank said, "isthat maybe Todd and Quill had opposing views about this unfriendly
country. Joe's jumping to conclusons and maybe | am too, but-"

Frank dropped into athoughtful silence.

"Go on," Mr. Hardy encouraged him. ™Y ou may be on theright track.”

"If Todd was againgt the country and Quill for it, maybe they had aquarrd.”
"Which could have led to Todd's disappearance?" Joe asked.

His brother nodded. "And whoever ordered the fraternity to haze usin order to scare us off," he added,
"isinontheplot" Frank was 4till holding the letter from Dean Eastland. "Maybe thiswill giveusaclue.”
He dlit open the envel ope and withdrew a printed pamphlet.

Frank's eyebrows shot up. "Oh-oh!" he exclaimed. "Here's our answer!" He dapped the booklet down
on hisfather's desk and pointed to the words on the cover: Delta Sigma Fraternity- Cadmus Quill,
Faculty Adviser. "He probably was behind the hazing.”



Mr. Hardy glanced at Frank and said, "That certainly fitsin with your theory."
"Yes," Joeagreed. "1 think the police ought to question Quill."

Mr. Hardy also thought this would be agood idea, so Frank telephoned the police chief at Kenworthy.
Hetold the officer what he had just learned. The chief thanked him and promised to cdl the Hardys back
after he had interrogated Quill.

Later, just asthe family was Sitting down to breakfast, the phone rang. Frank answered. " Oh, hello,
Chief," hesad. "Any luck with Quill?"

Mr. Hardy and Joe jumped up from the table when they heard Frank exclaim in astonishment:
"Hedid?... All right. Thanksalot. . .. You'll keep us posted?. . . Right. Good-by."

"What's the scoop?’ Joe asked eagerly.

"More mystery,” Frank said. "Now Quill has disappeared!"

Joe gave alow whidtle. "Kidnapped?'

"Maybe"

Mr. Hardy's brow furrowed. "Y ou boys could be close to the truth about that foreign country's being
involved," he said. "Maybe both Todd and Quill were whisked away because of some political
information they gleaned.”

Frank went on to report that the Kenworthy police had issued a seven-state missing-person alarm for
Cadmus Quill. "Only when he'sfound," Frank added, "can we tdl whether Quill isfriend or foe."

Various aspects of the case were discussed by the detective and his sons during the med. What moveto
take next was the question. Mr. Hardy said that since sabotage had been definitely indicated at the radar
site, he could free his sonsto concentrate on the Todd matter.

"I vote we look for Quill," Joe suggested as Mrs. Hardy diced a broad wedge of homemade coffee cake
for Frank.

"Umm! Great asusuad, Mom," Frank remarked, having disposed of agenerous bite. "What do you say,
Dad? Shdl we follow up the Rockaway clue?’

"Maybe Joe hasapoint,” Mr. Hardy replied. "I have adefinitefeding that if you find Quill you'l find
Todd."

Joe grinned at his brother. "L ucky our bags are still packed.”

The boys had gone to their room to bring down the luggage when the phone rang again. Fenton Hardy
wasfirg to pick up the receiver in his study.

The caller was Chet Morton, who said that he wanted al three Hardys to hear his story.
"Hold on. I'll get Frank and Joe on the other wires."

In afew moments Frank was at the hal phone, and Joe at the upstairs extension. "Areyou dl there
now?" Chet's voice was edged with excitement.



"Right," Joesaid. "What'sup?'

"Maybeyou cantdl me" Chet said. "What isthisguy Quill anyhow? A maniac?'
"Quill?" Frank echoed as hisfather and brother gasped in amazement. "Have you seen him?"
"Seen him! I'll say s0," Chet replied. "I think he'sout of hishead.”

"Come on, boy! Give usthe lowdown!" Joe prompted.

"Quill forced our car off the road on the way to Rockaway, that'swhat!" Chet said.
"Did hefollow you al the way from the college?' Fenton Hardy put in.

Chet said that must have been the case. " After awhile Biff noticed somebody tailing us.”
"How did you know it was Quill ?* asked Frank.

Chet told of stopping for atraffic light. The other car had lingered severd lengths behind.
"But we recognized his moonface!” Chet said triumphantly.

Severa milesfarther on, as he and Biff rounded a curve, Quill's car had cut them off. "My old jaopy
scraped againgt atree," Chet went on. "Biff got abump on the head, but otherwise we weren't injured. It
ruined the paint job, though.”

"I'm sure glad it wasn't any worse," Frank said.
"Did Quill keep on going?" Joe asked.

"Yes. Inthedirection of Rockaway. Say, why don't you fellows come down here and protect Biff and
me?'

"Not abad idea," said Frank. "Where shall we meset you?'

"Well go on to Rockaway and set up our tent on the beach,” Chet replied.

"Okay," Joe put in. "Get there soon aswe can.”

After Mr. Hardy added his approval to the plan, the Hardys said good-by and hung up.

The three detectives were perplexed about Biff and Chet's brush with Cadmus Quill. "Why would he
pick on them?' Joe mused.

Frank shook his head. "My hunch is Quill thought you and | werein that car, Joe!"

Mr. Hardy added aword of caution. "Don't take unnecessary risks, boys. Y our enemiesare
dangerous.”

Asthe brothers were about to leave, their mother said, "Oh, by theway, | have an errand I'd like you to
do."

"Anything for you, Mother," said Frank, kissing her on the cheek.
"Wel, it'sredly for Aunt Gertrude.”



Joerolled hiseyes. "Oh-oh. Is Aunty coming for another visit?'

When Mrs. Hardy nodded, Joe remarked, "It'sjust as well we're leaving for Rockaway now. Aunt
Gertrude wouldn't approve of thismystery, I'll bet!"

Miss Gertrude Hardy was actudly a great favorite with the boys despite her tart tongue and frequent
predictions of dire mishaps overtaking her deuthing nephews.

Frank chuckled. "What'sthe big dedl for Aunt Gertrude?"

"Get her aspinning whed."

"But-" Joe gulped. "Wherere we ever going to find one?"
"Perhaps at the PdaisParis," Mrs. Hardy replied with atwinkle.
"Wow!" Joe exclamed. "Soundsred fancy- what isit?"

Mrs. Hardy explained that there was anew and very attractive French restaurant on the main highway
near Rockaway. "'l understand,” she added, "that the restaurant has an antique shop connected withiit.
It'sonly afew milesfrom where you're going. | checked it on the toad map.”

The boys grimaced dightly at the idea of having to bargain for an old spinning whedl, but assured their
mother they would pick one up if available.

"Wonderful," said Mrs. Hardy. "I think your aunt will be here by the time you return.”

Frank and Joe hurriedly stowed their luggage in the car. Their parents came to say good-by. "Watch out
for those saboteurs at the radar site, Dad," Frank said.

"l intend to. Good luck yoursdves.”

Both boys hugged their mother, shook handswith their father, and hopped into the car.

"The tenting equipment isaready in thetrunk,” Joe said. "Have we forgotten anything, Frank?'
"Weredl s&t," hisbrother replied, giving the circle sgn with histhumb and forefinger.

The morning was gray and foggy as the boys set off with Joe at the whedl, but an hour later the sun shone
through and burned off the migt.

The coastline now assumed roller-coaster proportions as they approached the Honeycomb Caves area.
The highway was about two hundred feet above sealevel. A short plateau extended to thelip of the
palisadesto the left of them before dropping down abruptly into the Atlantic Ocean.

"The caves are below these cliffs somewhere," declared Joe, motioning toward the coastdl Side. The seq,
hidden most of the time by athick stand of woods and undergrowth, occasiondly flashed through in
brilliant glimmers

Presently they gpproached arambling, attractive building with stone trim and awide porch. "Theresthe
PdaisParis" said Frank, pointing to asign on alamppost announcing the fashionable restaurant. It was
st thirty feet back from theright side of the road with aneat parking area beside it. The lanes, marked
with white paint, were nearly filled with expensive, late-modd cars.

"A good luncheon crowd,” Joe remarked as he pulled in and parked.



The brothers got out and walked toward the entrance to the antique shop located next to the restaurant in
the same building. Asthey passed the open door, Frank noted the well-dressed patrons seated at the
tables. There was also asign tacked to a post beside the door. It read: WAITRESSES WANTED.

"A ritzy place, I'd say, Joe," he remarked. "And if they have abig selection of antiques we ought to be
ableto find Aunt Gertrude her spinning whed."

The boys entered the shop and looked around. The broad floor boards were pegged, giving the place an
old-fashioned appearance. Several long tables were filled with ancient-looking articles such as candle
molds, clocks, pewter pieces, and bed warmers. From the low ceiling hung ablack iron pot and severa
oil lamps.

"Hey, over there, Frank!" Joe pointed to one corner of the room, where a spinning whedl was suspended
on two hooks fastened to the celling.

"Just what were looking for." Frank walked over to inspect the whed. Joe followed.
"Why havethey got it hanging in mid-air?' he wondered.

"For the effect, | guess,” Frank replied. He looked about for a saesclerk. Meantime, Joetried to lift the
whed from its supporting hooks.

A resounding crack made Frank whirl about, just in time to see the spinning whee! fall to pieces over
Joe's head. They landed on the floor with aclatter.

"Legpin' frogd" Frank exclaimed. "How'd that happen?"
"I don't know," Joe said. "'l only touched it."

The noise brought awoman running from the back of the shop. She wastdll, with dark eyes and black
hair which was pulled back into aknot. "Oh, what did you do!" she cried with a pronounced French
accen.

"Nothing!" Joe protested. "The old whed just came gpart like matchsticks.”
"Wewanted to buy it," Frank said. "It must not have been very well made.”

"That piece was vauablel" the woman declared indignantly. "It was not for sdle.” Shewrung her hands.
"It was for show only-to set off our beautiful antique display.”

Joe was embarrassed. "I'm sorry," he said.
"Maybe we can put it back together again." He picked up the large whed and the spindle, still intact.

"Non!" Thewoman's eyesflashed. "Y ou do not get away so eadlly. | am the manageress here. Y ou will
haveto pay for thiswhed."

Joe groaned. "Why didn't | keep my hands off it!"

"You will pay! the woman repeated. She hastened into the back of the shop and returned seconds later
with atdl, burly, well-muscled man.

"Marcd," she sad, "you will know how to handlethis."

"Thesethekids?' he growled.



"Yes" thewoman replied. "They refuse to make good for this spinning whed which they have so
carelesdy broken."

Joe opened his mouth to object, but Frank nudged him to silence. The muscular man advanced on them
threateningly. In alow voice he rumbled, "I advise you to give usthe money and be on your way!"

CHAPTER VIII
The Old Marts Warning

FRANK, athough angry, wished to avoid afight. He and Joe were on adeuthing misson-this must come
first. "How much do we owe you?' Frank asked the belligerent man. At the answer, Frank shook his
head. "We don't have enough money, but I'll leave my watch for security."”

Marcd sniffed. "Let'sseeit.”

Frank dipped off the handsome stainless-stedl timepiece which he had received the Christmas before.
"It'sagood Swissmake," he said.

AsMarcd examined the watch, Joe took twenty dollars from his pocket. "How about two sawbucks
and the watch?' he asked. "That should be enough for abroken old spinning whed."

Marcel glanced at the woman and she gave abarely perceptible nod.
"Okay," he said. "But don't come around here again breakin' up our antiques.”
"Well be back,” Frank said, "with the thirty dollarsto redeem my watch.”

The shop manageress grudgingly produced a cardboard carton into which Frank and Joe placed the
spinning-whed parts. Then they put the box in the trunk of their car.

AsFrank drove off, he said, " Something phony going on here. That spinning wheel was only dapped
together."

"L ooks like the whole shop might have been set up in an awful hurry,” Joe remarked. "I'll bet most of the
other stuff isjunky too."

"I wonder how Aunt Gertrude's going to like her antique,” Frank said with an ear-to-ear grin.
"l hateto think!" Joe said wryly, taking aroad map from the glove compartment.

After sudying it for amoment, he announced, "We're not far from Rockaway now. Boy! It'sredly a
small speck on the map!™

Frank laughed. "I hope we don't missthe place.”

Presently he drove down along hill, and the Hardys found themselves in Rockaway. It was nothing more
than asmall crossroads village on the shore adjacent to afishing pier. The brothers soon cameto the
campsite on the beach and parked. They spotted Biff and Chet sunning themselves before their tent. As
the Hardys parked on the shoulder of the road, their friends hurried over.



Frank and Joe got out and looked at Chet's damaged jal opy.

"Wow! That'sabad dent!" Joe said. "Cadmus Quill didn't pull any punches.”
"Y ou can say that again!" Biff retorted.

"I think he'sgatitinfor dl of ud"

"Have you looked for him around here?' Frank asked.

"Look for yoursdlf," Chet replied with asweep of his hand. "There's nothing but a couple of storesand a
few shacks.”

True, Rockaway could hardly be called atown. It was adeepy little place, quite picturesque and
redolent of fish. A weather-beaten frame building stood acrossthe street. Above the door was alarge
sgn: TUTTLE'S GENERAL STORE.

"Let's stock up on grub,” Frank said. He and Joe took rucksacks from their car and the four boys
headed for the Store.

A venerable man with whiskers was seated behind a counter. He was intently scrutinizing a newspaper.

The old gentleman put aside the newspaper and regarded them through his thick-lensed spectacleswith
grave curiogty, asthough they were some new specimen of humanity.

"You'reMr. Tuttle?" Frank ventured.
"Y up. What can | do for you?"
"Wed like to know how far it isto Honeycomb Caves.”

The man's eyes widened. "Honeycomb Caves!" he repeated in ahigh, cracked voice. "Y ou lads going to
pass by there?’

Chet spoke up. "No, were going to camp in the caves and do some beachcombing.” Hetold of his metal
detector and how they hoped to locate some washed-up treasure.

Mr. Tuttle leaned over the counter. "Y ou- Y ou're goin' to camp in Honeycomb Caves!" he exclaimed
increduloudy. "Why, yes" Joe said.

The storekeeper shook his head solemnly. ™Y ou're new in these parts, aren't you?"
"From Bayport,” Frank offered. "Thisisthefirst time weve been down thisway.”

"| thought s0," returned the bewhiskered man with agreet air of satisfaction, asthough hisjudgment had
been verified.

"Tdl us" Frank said patiently, "how much farther do we have to go to reach Honeycomb Caves?'
"It'sameatter of five milesby theroad. Then you'll have to wak aways."
"Is there a place we can pitch our tent?" Chet asked.

"Oh, yes. A fisherman lives nearby-name of John Donachie. He might alow you to camp near his
cottage. But if | wasyou | wouldn't do no campin'’ thereabouts. That is," Mr. Tuttle added, "unlessyou
stay away from the caves.”



"Wed liketo explore them,” Joe said.

The old fellow gasped. "Explore'em! Lads, you're crazy!"

"Isit againg the law?' Chet inquired.

"No, it aint. But it's againgt common sense.”

"Why?' asked Biff.

"It justis,”" the Storekeeper retorted, as though that explained everything.

"Y ou mean the caves are dangerous?' queried Frank, enjoying the conversation.

"Maybe, maybe," returned their informant mysterioudy. "If you take my advice, youll stay away from
Ie,nlll

Joe rested his elbows on the counter. "Can't you at least tell usthe reason?”

Mr. Tuttle seemed to relish the boys attention. "Wdll," he went on, "some mighty queer things been
happenin' down there lately. A fisherman | know was scared near to death. There's been some peculiar
lights around the caves and shootin' too."

"Shooting!" Frank exclaimed.

"Gunsgoin' off!" the storekeeper said emphaticdly, asif they had failed to understand him. "Two men
aready tried to find out what was goin’ on there and got shot at.”

Frank pricked up his ears. He wondered whether either of these men was Cadmus Quill. The boy
described the college assistant to the old fellow and asked if he had seen such aman.

"Naw. These were locd citizens. But they won't go back to those caves again, I'll tel you.”

Still mumbling his disapprovd, Mr. Tuttle nonethel ess supplied the boys with the provisions they needed.
These were packed into the rucksacks, which the boys dung over their shoulders.

They returned to the campsite and ate lunch. Then they took down the tent, stowed it into Chet's car, and
st off in two vehides, following the directions the storekeeper had given them.

They retraced their route over the highway, then turned to the right down a steep rutted lane that ended
on the open seashore near the fisherman's cottage.

The small house was built at the base of the hill two hundred yards from where the beach ended abruptly
agangt towering cliffs. The waves battered against the sheer wal of rock. The quartet could make out a
winding path leading up the hill directly in back of the cottage.

"I know what they cal thisplace" Chet said gravely.

"Doesit have aname?' Biff asked.

"Sure. Fish Hook."

"Fish Hook? Why?" Biff asked, neatly faling into Chet'strap.

"Becauseit'sat theend of theline." Chet guffawed and dapped Biff on the back.



Biff groaned. "Y ou really hooked me on that one, pd."
"Okay," said Joe. "Let's cut the comedy and see if we can park here."

The boys approached the door of the cottage and knocked. It was opened by a stocky, |eather-faced
man of middle age. He had alook of surprise on his good-natured countenance.

"Mr. John Donachie?' Frank asked.

"Correct. What can | do for you boys?' heinquired.
"May we leave our cars herefor awhile?' Frank asked.
"Sure. For an hour or so?'

"Perhapsfor afew days," Frank replied.

The fisherman's expression changed ingtantly to one of concern. "'Y ou're not goin' over to the caves are
you?'

When Frank said Y es, the man shook his head gravely. "Y ou'd best be goin' back home," he warned.
"There's srange doin'sin the caves these days. It's no place for boys like you.”

The fisherman wasjoined by bis plump, rosy-faced wife, who repeated the admonition.

Frank fdlt his spinetingle. His hunch persisted that Cadmus Quill might be mixed up in the mysterious
occurrences at Honeycomb Caves.

"Wheat's been going on there?" Frank pressed.

"Lights mostly and shoatin'.”

"Haven't any people been seen?!

"Not alivin'soul."

"That'sstrange,”" Chet said.

"Strange ain't theword for it," declared the fisherman. "It's downright spooky, like ghosts or somethin'.”
"Have you been down to the caves yoursalf, Mr. Donachie?' Frank asked.

"Just cal me Johnny." The fisherman said that afew days before, his boat was washed ashore thereina
squdl. "When | got back in the seaagain,” hewent on, "I saw acouple o' lights down near the caves.
Next | heard two or three shots and then ayell.”

"A yel?' Frank asked.

"The most awful screechin' | ever heard,” the fisherman said.

"Well, that proves somebody'sthere," Biff remarked.

Despite the Donachies warnings, the boys were determined to set out.
"Can you show us the quickest route?" Joe asked.



With aresigned look, the fisherman led the boys a short distance aong the beach and pointed to the path
leading up the hill. Y ou'll haveto follow that to the top of the cliffs. From therelook for adeep ravine.
That'll take you down to the caves."

The campers thanked the couple, and with knapsacks and blanket rolls over their shoulders, began the
ascent. The hill was steeper than it looked and it was more than an hour before the boys reached the
ummit.

Here amagnificent view awaited them. Far below lay the fisherman'’s cottage like atoy house. The ocean
wasaflat bluefloor.

Venturing close to the edge of the cliff, Joe peered over. He saw a sheer wall of rock with afew scrubby
outcroppings of gnarled bushes.

"No wonder the caves can't be reached by skirting the shore,” Joe said. "The only way aong the base of
the diff isby boat."

Chet looked up at the sky. "Come on, fellows," he said. "We can't afford to lose any time. Werein for a
storm." The breeze bore to their earsthe rumble of distant thunder.

"Chet'sright," Joe said. "These squalls come up suddenly. Let'smove!”

Without further ado, the boys hastened along the faint trail that led among the rocks. They could see no
sgn of theravine, but judged that it would be amost invisible until they came uponiit.

A few raindrops hit the faces of the boys asthey plodded on. Flashes of lightning zigzagged acrossthe
darkening sky, followed by aterrific thunderclap. Then rain started faling heavily.

Thewind rose, and far below, the surf boomed and crashed against the base of the cliff. The foursome
stumbled on, scarcely ableto follow the path in the gloom. The wind howled, lightning flashed, and
thunder crashed congtantly.

With Frank in thelead, the boys plunged forward into the stresming wall of rain. Chet and Biff were next
and Joe brought up the rear. On and on they went, heads bent to the storm. Would they ever find the
ravine?

Suddenly Frank cameto astop and looked behind. "Where's Joe?' he shouted above the clamor of the
gde. The otherslooked about. Joe had vanished!

CHAPTER IX

The Cavern
"WHERE on earth did Joe disgppear t0?' exclaimed Biff.

He, Frank, and Chet peered through the teeming rain, but the gloom was so intense that it wasimpossible
to see more than afew yards away.

"Well haveto go back," Frank decided quickly. "Joe probably sat down to rest and got lost when he



tried to catch up with us.”

Thetrio retraced their steps over the rocks, keeping close together. They shouted again and again, but in
theroar of the storm they knew there was little chance that Joe would hear them.

"Perhgps hefel down and hurt himsdlf," Biff suggested. "He may be lying behind one of these big rocks
wherewe can't seehim.”

"Maybe hefdl over the diff!" said Chet, voicing the thought for al of them. For aheartsck moment the
boysjust stood there, faces pale and streaming with rain. Suddenly, above the roar of the storm, they
heard afaint cry.

"Ligen!" Frank exclamed.
Breethlesdy, they waited.
Agan camethecry. "Hdp! Help!"

The three boysran to the edge of the cliff, stopped, and peered down. Over to one side, about four feet
below, they spied adark figure.

It was Joe, clinging to asmall bush growing out of the sheer cliffsde. "Hurry!" hecdled in astrained
voice.

"Hang on! Well get you!" Frank shouted. But his heart sank when he saw that Joe was beyond his
reach.

"Therésonly onething to do,” he said to Biff and Chet "Y ou two hang on to mewhile | lower mysdif
over."

"You'l never makeit," Biff protested as Frank shrugged off the gear he was carrying. "Y oull both be
killed."

"It'sthe only chance, and I'm going to takeit!" Frank flung himself down and began to edge forward until
he was leaning far over the edge. Biff and Chet seized his ankles and braced themselves.

Bit by bit, Frank lowered himsdlf headfirst. He dared not look down, for he was hanging at adizzy
height. "A littlemore!” he called out.

He swung lower, gripped Joe'swrists, and secured atight hold. "Ready, Joe?'
"Okay," wasthe hoarsereply.
"Haul avay!"

Chet and Biff began dragging Frank back. There was a double weight now, but the Hardys staunch
friendswere equd toit!

Inch by inch the boys were hauled nearer safety. It seemed agesto Frank before he was over the top
agan.

At that moment, with hisbrother just below the rim of the diff, Frank felt Joeswrists dipping from his
grasp.

But Chet and Biff scrambled forward and seized Joe's shirt. Together the three pulled him over the edge



onto the rocky ground.

For amoment the boys were too exhausted to say aword.

"Boy, that was anarrow squesk!" Chet said solemnly.

"Well stick closer together after this. How did it happen, Joe?"' Frank asked.

"| stopped to tie my bootlace. When | looked up again | couldn't seeyou at dl, so | beganto run. I didn't
redlize | was s0 near the edge of the cliff. Then some of the rock must have broken off under my feet,
because everything gave way and | ft mysdf fdling."

When Frank and Joe had recovered from their grueling experience, they got to their feet and the
adventurers resumed their journey over the rocks. Thistime no one lagged behind and al stayed well
away from the edge of the cliff.

Inashort time Frank gave acry of rdief. "Theravine" heydled.

Through the pouring rain, just afew yards ahead, the others discerned a deep cut in the rocks, and they
al scrambled down intoiit.

Far below, they could dimly see the beach and the bresking rollers. Sipping and ssumbling, the
Bayporters made their way down the steep, winding ravine.

Joe wasfirst to reach bottom.

"A cavel" He pointed right toward the base of the cliff. There, but ashort distance from the breaking
waves, was adark hole in the steep wall of rock.

Frank took aflashlight from his pack and led the way into the dark mouth of the cavern. Initsgleam he
saw that their shelter was no mere nichein the face of the cliff, but a cave that led to unknown depths.

"Looksasif we can sart exploring right here and now," he said.

"Explore my neck!" grumbled Chet. "Let'sbuild afire. I'm wet clear through!"

"What do we do for firewood?" practical Biff inquired.

This had not occurred to the others. They glanced at one another in dismay.

"That'sright," Joe said. "There's not much wood around and it's soaked by now, anyway."

Frank moved farther back into the dark cave with hisflashlight. Suddenly he exclaimed in mingled
astonishment and delight. "Wdl! Can you best this, fellows?!

"What?"' cdled Joe.

"Frewood!"

"Where?'

The others came hastening over to Frank.

"Look!" He cast the flashlight beam againgt the cave wall to his|eft.

In the center of the circle of radiance, they saw aneat pile of wood.



Joewhistled in surprise. "That didn't get here by accident-someone stacked it.”

Frank stepped over and picked up one of the sticks. "Good dry driftwood. Well have aswell fire now."
"I wonder who piled it in here," Biff remarked.

Chet shrugged. "Why worry about that?"

"Probably the mystery men who aredoing dl the yelling and shooting,” Biff said. "Well bein for it if thisis
their cave we've ssumbled on.”

He, Chet, and Joe began carrying wood over to the center of the cave. Frank, meanwhile, set down the
flashlight, took out his pocketknife, and whittled aparticularly dry stick until he had asmall heap of
shavings. Over these he built apyramid of driftwood. Then he took amatch from hiswaterproof case
and ignited the shavings. They flared up brightly. Anxioudy the boys watched the small blaze.

Frank had been afraid that lack of adraft might cause so much smoke that they would be amost
suffocated. To hisrelief, the smoke spirded upward and was carried off. "Must be an opening in the
roof," Frank observed.

Soon the fire was burning briskly. Asits warmth penetrated the cave, the boystook off their drenched
clothes and spread them about the blaze, then wrapped themsalvesin the heavy blankets they had
brought with them.

Therest of the afternoon the rain continued unabated. The clothes dried dowly. Once Biff went to the
cave mouth and looked out at the wind-lashed sea.

"Do you think the water comesin here at high tide?' he asked.
"No," Frank replied. "The cave floor was dry when we came.”

At dusk Chet produced the frying pan, and the fragrant odor of sizzling bacon soon permested their
refuge. The boys never enjoyed amed more than their supper in the cave. The driftwood blazed and
crackled, casting acheerful glow which illuminated the rocky ceiling and walls of the underground
chamber. With crisp bacon, bread toasted brown before the fire, hot chocolate, and jam, they ate
ravenoudy, and at last sat back with deep sighs of sheer content.

Although part of the floor of the cave was rocky, much of it was sand, which provided afairly
comfortable resting place. The boysweretired after their long journey, so they stretched out in their
blankets and were soon drowsly chatting, while the fire died lower and lower. At last it was only aglow
in the dark and the voices ceased.

An hour passed. Two hours.

Suddenly Joe was awakened. He was just about to turn over and go to sleep again, wondering vaguely
what had aroused him, when he heard afootstep close by.

He raised himself on one elbow and peered into the gloom, but could see nothing.

When he heard arustle, he spoke up. "Isthat you, Frank?' The wordsrang out clearly in the deep
dlence

Instead of the reassuring voice of his brother, Joe heard a muffled exclamation and scurrying footsteps.
Someone was running across the floor of the cave!



CHAPTER X

A Terrifying Loss

"WHO'Sthat?' demanded Joe, scrambling to hisfedt.

Therewas no answer.

"Fellows! Wake up!" Joe exclaimed as he stumbled about in the darkness, trying to find hisflashlight.
"What's the matter?' came Chet's deepy voice. "It isnt morning yet. Let me deep.”

"Wake up! Someone's prowling around here.”

"Maybeit was Biff," came Frank's voice. "Biff, you here?’

Therewas adeep sgh. Then Biff said drowslly, "Of course | am, why?"

Frank switched on hisflashlight and played the beam around the cave. Biff and Chet sat up in their
blankets and blinked. "What'swrong?' Biff demanded.

Joetold about the intruder.

"Did he go out thefront way?" Biff asked.

Joe shook his head. "No. He seemed to go farther into the cave.”
"Wel, then," Frank said decisively, "well go look for him."

The boys hurriedly dressed, and taking flashlights, followed Frank deeper into the stygian cave. Thirty
paces ahead they were confronted by an arch in the rock, an opening that seemed to lead into atunnel.
They waked into it cautioudy, and Frank kept hislight focused on the floor to make sure no pitfalslay
before them.

The tunnd was about fifteen feet in length and six feet high. Asthe floor was of solid rock, they were
unable to find any footprints indicating that someone had passed that way.

Thetunnel led to another cave. "Maybethereésaregular chain of caves” Joe exclamed asthe boys
stepped out into amassive underground chamber.

"I guessoursisonly the beginning,” Chet remarked.

In the glow of their flashlights the foursome saw that the huge room in which they now stood had a
number of dark openingsin thewalls. These were, presumably, tunnels leading into caves beyond.

Frank frowned. "There are a |east a dozen different passages out of here. The prowler might have taken
any of them."

"Let'stacklethe biggest,” Biff suggested.



"Good idea. If we don't get anywhere, well try the others.”

The largest tunnel was straight ahead. The boys crossed the cavern and Frank led them into the dark
passage. Seconds later he exclaimed softly, "L ook!"

"What?'

"A footprint.”

Clearly discernible was the imprint of aboot in apatch of wet sand.
"Wereon theright trail,” Joe said quietly. "Come on!"

With increasing excitement, the searchers pressed forward and in afew moments emerged into another
cave. Thiswas an enormous underground vault, the largest they had seen yet. Even the four flashlight
beamsfailed to reved al of therocky walsand caling.

Asthey started to crossit, Biff's light went out. He muttered in annoyance and tried to coax a gleam from
the silvery tube. No luck.

"Takemine," Frank offered, but Biff declined. "Stay close, then," Frank said asthey continued acrossthe
huge cavern.

Thefloor of the cavern was piled high with rocks, evidently from cave-insover theyears. In other partsit
was pitted with gullies and holes. In trying to avoid these, the boys gradually became separated.

Biff sumbled dong behind. Hefelt theloss of hisflashlight, but said nothing, relying on the radiance
provided by the others.

Soon, however, the three lights became widely scattered. Biff found himsdlf in total darkness.
He stood uncertainly for amoment, then called out, "Hey, fellows, wait for me!”

Hetook a step forward and stumbled. As hefdll, he groped wildly for afirm rock, but there was nothing
there.

With acry of terror Biff hurtled down into blackness.

For amoment the other three boysfrozein their tracks. Then they shouted for Biff, time and again, but
there was no answer. They searched frantically among the rocks and crevices, but found no sign of him.

In the glow of the flashlights they looked at one another anxioudy and listened in vain for afaint cry.
There was no sound but the echoes of their own voices.

"Wewon't give up!" Frank vowed. "Well search every pit and holein herel”
With desperate patience they scoured the cave, but at |ast were forced to admit that it was no use.

"Thisplaceistoo big," Chet said dgectedly. "We need more light." He sat down on arock and buried
hisfacein hishands.

"I haveanidea," Frank offered. "Let'sbuild afire. That'll help.”
Chet brightened. "Good ideal

"Comeon," Frank said. "We have lots of wood |eft in the outsde cave.”



"That's not abad stunt!" Joe declared hopefully. "With aroaring bonfire well be ableto light up the
whole place enough to see what we're doing.”

The boysretraced their stepsinto the outer cavern where they had dept. They filled their arms with wood
and were about to re-enter the tunnel when Joe noticed something that made him drop hiswood on the
stone floor with aclatter.

"What'swrong?' Chet asked.
"That'sfunny," Joe returned. "l was sure we left our suppliesright near thiswoodpile.
"Wedid," Frank assured him.

Joe turned hisflashlight on the place where the greater part of their supplies had been stacked. A loaf of
bread and atin of sardineslay on the rock, but that was all.

"They've been olen!" Frank exclaimed.

"By that prowler, I'll bet!" Joe said. "He probably hid himsdf until we passed, then sneaked back here
and stole our food."

"We can't worry about that now," Frank said grimly. "Let'sgo!"
Swiftly Joe gathered up hisfirewood and the boys returned to the big vaullt.

Hadtily the fire was built and soon the flames flared high. The companions were surprised at the number
of holesand crevices now reveded.

"It'sawonder wewerent al killed," Chet said. "We were prowling around this chamber without any idea
of thered danger.”

Methodicaly the boys resumed their search, investigating each opening, deep or shalow. But in spite of
the extralight and dl their shouting, their effortswereinvan.

"I'mafradit'sno use" Chet said, gulping. "It'sasif Biff was swallowed up.”

"We need help," Frank said tersely. "WEell go to the village and get some men with ropesand
searchlights”

Disconsolately the boys turned back. But asthey did, Chet let out abloodcurdling cry.

Onthewall of the cavern flickered the huge shadow of a hand!

CHAPTER XI
No Trespassing!

THE ghostly shadow caused the boys hearts to pound until they saw the reason for it. A hand was
reaching up from one of the pits, and the bonfire's glow threw its slhouette on the cavern wall.



"Biff!" Joe cried out.

Only agroan answered. The Hardys and Chet |egped toward the faltering hand asit groped for the lip of
the pit. Frank grasped it and together the boys pulled Biff out. He lay dazed for a moment.

"You'rehurt!" said Joe, bending down to examine alarge egg on Biff'sleft temple.
"I'mdl right now. A little dizzy yet, but it isn't serious.”
"What happened?’

"| fell into the pit and struck my head againgt the rocks. When | cameto, | waslying benesth an
overhang. | must have been out for afew minutes.”

"A few minutes" Chet exclamed. "Weve been hunting for you over an hour.”
Biff looked incredulous, and shook his head in dismay when told about the stolen supplies.
"Boy! What amesswerein,”" he said as his companions helped him out of the cavern.

They returned to the outer cave and fell fast adegp. When morning came, adiligent inspection of their
quartersfailed to reved any cluesasto thethief.

"We're out of luck, that'sal," Frank concluded. "Our light-fingered friend fooled us nestly."
"At least the sormisover,” sad Biff, who was feding better.

From the cave they could see the sun shining on the blue waters of the sea. As Chet unlimbered his metal
detector he moved it over arocky part of the floor. "Hmm. That'sfunny,” he said.

"Did you find a pirate's chest?' Joe grinned.

"No. But | hear abuzzing noise. Maybe this thing's broken." He moved outside and began to swing the
disk back and forth over the beach.

All a once Chet dropped his detector, fell to hisknees, and dug furioudy in the sand. His astonished
companions watched from the cave entrance,

Finaly the stout boy pulled something out and held it doft in hisright hand. "Hal 1 told you!" he shouted.
"What isit?" Biff asked as he, Frank, and Joe hurried over.
"A pistol. Probably apirate's. Or maybe from the sunken ship.”

"By golly, Chet, | haveto hand it to you," said Frank as he examined the piece and wiped wet sand from
it. "Hey, wait! Thisisnt old.”

"You'reright!" Joeburgt in. "It'shardly rusted a al.” He handled the wegpon. "L ooks like a Smith and
Wesson."

"But seethe marking," Biff said. "Madein Spain.”
Chet looked wisdly at his companions. "What do you make of it, boys?’
"Perhapsthis very pistol caused dl the shooting we've heard about,” Biff offered.



Chet beamed. "Wdll, fellows, | guess| found amystery. Want to solveit?”

"And leavethetrail of Todd and Quill?" Joe asked. "Nothing doing!"

"Just aminute," Frank put in. "How do we know Cadmus Quill didn't drop the pistol ?*
"Wow!" Joe clapped ahand to hisforehead. "That's a pretty wild guess for you, brother.”
"Y ou're dreaming, Frank!" Chet chimed in.

Biff, too, thought Frank's guess was farfetched, and added, "Enough of deductions. How about some
chow? I'm famished.” He looked hopefully up the ravine, but Chet, for once, was more excited about
detecting than esting.

"Pease, fellows," he begged, "let'sgo alittle way up the beach yet. Who knowswhat I'll find!"
"Okay," Frank agreed. "Only aquarter of amile. Then we turn back.”

The sandy shore wound about the face of agreat bluff of black rock, and when the boys had skirted this
precipice they were confronted by adark opening at the base of the cliff just afew yards away.

"Another cavel" Frank exclaimed.
Chet gave a cheer and ran ahead with his detector.
When they were just in front of the entrance the boys hated with exclamations of surprise.

Tacked on aboard stuck in the sand beside the cave mouth was a tattered sheet of paper. Scrawled in
heavy black |etters were the words No Trespassing.

The companions |ooked at the sign in astonishment, then Chet grinned. "By order of the Rockaway chief
of police, no doubt. Maybe somebody put it herefor ajoke," he said. "Let's take apeep insde.”

Frank wasfirst to reach the cave and peer inside. Then he turned back to the others. "Thissignisn't a
joke," he said quietly. "Somebody doeslive herel™

Curioudy the boys crowded into the mouth of the cave. In the gloom they could see acrudetable and a
mattress with blankets. On aledge of rock was an improvised cupboard consisting of an old sogp carton
containing canned goods and other provisions.

"Well," Chet declared, "we have aneighbor who might offer us some grub.”
"We certainly have," Biff said, looking down the beach. "And if I'm not mistaken, here he comes now."

Along the shore strode atadl, gray-haired man wearing a blue shirt and overals, the legs of which were
tucked into high rubber boots. The man, obliviousto the boys, held abuglein hisleft hand. He stopped,
looked at the sea, and blew aloud, clear call. Then he wiped hislips with the back of his hand and
continued toward the cave.

When he spotted the four boys he stopped short, blew another flurry on the bugle, and hastened up to
the Bayporters.

"I'm Commander E. K. T. Wilson, Queen's Navy, retired,” he announced. ™Y ou should have saluted, but
| guessyou didn't know."



To make up for this breach of etiquette, the boys saluted smartly. This appeared to gratify the man
immensdly.

"Y ou're landlubbers, en?'

"l suppose s0," Frank admitted with asmile.

"Wdll, we can't al be salors. It isn't often people come to seeme.”

"Doyou live here?' Joe asked, indicating the cave.

"Thisis my home when I'm ashore. I'm resting up between cruisesjust now. What are your names?”
The boysintroduced themselves.

"Glad to meet you," returned Commander Wilson. "1 get used to being adone, but it's a pleasure to have
vigtors"

"It'slonely enough here," Frank agreed.

"lsn't bad. Not haf aslonely asthe time | got marooned in the South Sees.”
The boyslooked at him with new interest.

"Y ou were really marooned?' Chet asked.

"Aye. It waswhen | wasin command of adestroyer cruising the South Seas agood many years ago. We
landed for water on alittleidand that you won't find on any map. It was a hot day-very hot. Must have
been over ahundred degreesin the shade. So while my men were |oading the water on my ship | sat
down in the shade of acactustree. Before | knew it, | was adeep.”

"And they went away and |eft you?' Joe put in.
"They did."
"But you were the captain!”

"| guessthey thought | wasin my cabin, and of course none of ‘em dared disturb me. When | woke up,
the ship was gone."

"Ee-yow!" Biff exdlamed.

"Wadl, gr, | didn't know what to do. | was like this here fellow Robinson Crusoe that you read about. But
| had to make the best of it, S0 | fixed mysdlf up alittle house and lived there for nearly six months, al by
mysdf.”

"Didn't the ship come back for you?'

"They couldn't find theidand again. Anyway, the quartermaster who took charge of the ship didn't want
tofind me, | guess. He wanted my job."

"Did you have anything to est on theidand?' Biff asked.
Chet interrupted. " Speaking of food, Commander, could you help us out with some breakfast?*

"Sure, me hearties. Growing boys should eat plenty. Now what was | talking about? Oh, well, doesn't



matter."

A wink passed around the circle of friends as the man went inside and returned with adab of bacon.
Chet volunteered to start afire, and got it going quickly asthe old man cut strips of bacon and put them
into askillet.

"How about aswim whilewere waiting?' Frank suggested.
"Let'sgo!" Joe shouted.

The boys skinned off their clothes and ran into the surf. Joe swam beside his brother. *Frank, Wilson
doesn't sound much like an Englishman.”

"l don't think he hasdl hismarbles,” Frank replied.
"Do you think Wilson helped himsdlf to our supplies?’

"l didn't seethemin hiscave," Frank said, adding, "He seems harmless. I'd like to ask him some
questions, though."

"And could | go for some crigp bacon! Race you back to shore "

Using the Austraian crawl, the brothers streaked over the wave tops and hit shore together. There Biff
and Chet joined them, and after they dressed, the refreshed quartet trotted up to Commander Wilson,
who sat near thefire. The Kkillet lay at the sailor's sde-empty, and Wilson was chewing on the last piece
of bacon. He looked up.

"Who areyou?' he asked bluntly.
"TheHardy boys," Frank began in surprise. 'And-"

"Well, best it! Scram! | don't want you around here!

CHAPTER XI|I

Under cover Work
COMMANDER WILSON'S gruff order to leave caused the four boysto stare at him in wonderment.
"But, Commander," Joe protested, "you-"

"Don't ‘Commander' me!" the man said, rising to hisfeet and shaking hisfist at the boys. "' want to be left
aone! That'swhy I'm ahermit.”

Frank shook his head. "No use arguing, felows," he murmured. "Come on."
They strode away across the sand, with Chet muttering about the [oss of agood medl.
"That old sailor'sared lulu,” Biff said, disgruntled. He glanced a Frank. "What'll we do now?"'

"Firg thing isto get somefood."



"And whereisthefood?" Biff asked sarcastically.
"Maybe we can grow mushroomsin the cave,” Joe quipped.

Chet trailed behind. The headphones were clamped to his ears, and once more he swung his metal
detector back and forth over the sand.

"If you have strength enough,” Frank told Biff, "we can climb up the ravine, crossthe cliffs, and go back
down to Johnny the fisherman's place. Maybe helll give us chow, or else we can drive back to
Rockaway for more supplies.”

"Bright progpectd" Biff grumbled. "I thought | could do somefishing today. It's great after astorm.” Then
suddenly Biff recaled that hisfishing gear had been stolen with the rucksacks. "Doggoneit!" he
exclamed. "That burns me up! I'll bet that Commander Wilson took our stuff and stashed it out of Sight!”

"I doubt it," Frank said. He turned and called to Chet, who was now a hundred paces behind. "Come on,
hurry up!"

Chet waved and nodded, but till continued to swing his detector. Then he gave an excited bellow.
"Sounds like the mating cal of awarus," Biff commented.
"He may have discovered another weapon,” Joe said asthey hastened back to their stout pal.

"Hey, felows, there must be awhole arsend underneeth here," Chet said. ™Y ou should have heard the
terrificnoisein my ears.”

All four boys dropped to their hands and knees and dug like fox terriersin abone yard. Biff wasfirst to
reach something solid. He tugged and yanked, finally coming up with arucksack!

"Look!" Biff cried out. "It'smine!" He brushed the wet sand from the knapsack, opened it quickly, and
pulled out his collgpsiblefishing gear.

The other three quickly recovered their supplies, alittle damp, but none the worsefor their burid in
sand.

Chet unscrewed thelid of his canteen and took along swallow of water. "I told you this metal detector
would pay off," hesaid.

Biff grinned. "l could kissyou, Chet, for finding my tackle."

Chet stepped backward in mock horror. "Please, please, not here,”" he said, and the others roared with
laughter.

Astheir own cave was not far from the spot, the boys hastened back and broke out therations. A fire
was quickly started and Chet presided over the sKillet filled with crigp bacon. "Phooey on the
commander,” Chet said smugly.

"Which remindsme," Frank put in, "I'm not finished with that old codger yet.”
"What more could you learn from him?" Joe asked. "He's as nutty as afruitcake.”

"Maybe heis, maybe heisn't,” Frank replied. "In either case, I'd like to study him alittle closer and ask
some more questions.”



Joe looked thoughtful as he spooned a portion of scrambled eggsinto his messkit. "Do you think he
might have seen Cadmus Quiill or some other mysterious prowlers around here?”

AsFrank broke off apiece of crusty bread from along loaf, he said that was exactly hisidea.
"WEell, you felows go about your deuthing,” Biff said. "1'm going fishing."
"Where?' asked Chet.

"From the top of the cliff," Biff replied. "I can heave my lineamile out from that point. Maybe I'll catch
something big where the water's deep.”

"I'm with you," Chet said. He turned to the Hardys and added, "If you fellows run into trouble with
Wilson, just call us”

During the rest of the medl, the boys talked about the thief who had buried their suppliesin the sand.
"If hedidn't keep them for his own use, what was the point of steding 'em?" Biff mused.

"To get usaway from here," Joe said promptly. "Somebody doesn't want us around.”

"Like Commander Wilson," Biff said. "What do you think, Frank?'

The young deuth shrugged. " There might be one man or two-maybe awhole gang operating around here.
But well find out sooner or later.”

"Y ou'd better find out sooner," Chet declared, "ese well be starving again.”

"If you mean somebody's going to steal our supplies asecond time," Joe said, "you're mistaken.” Hetold
of having seen asmall crevicefifty yards away e the base of the ravine. "Well hide our stuff there until
you two get back with the whale you're going to catch.”

When thefire had been put out and their camping place policed up, the four adventurers hid their
rucksacks and parted.

Frank glanced over his shoulder to see Chet and Biff trudging up the ravine, as he and Joe trotted toward
Wilson's cave. They saw the old sailor standing in front of his cave, sketching something in the sand with
adender stick. When he saw them approach, he quickly rubbed the sole of his boot over the sand and
hailed the brothers. "Hello there! Have you cometo vist me?"

Frank and Joe exchanged glances, and waked up to the man. "Why, yes" said Frank. "Do you
remember us, Frank and Joe Hardy?"

"Of course| do. Where did you go after | invited you to breskfast?'
"Why, we came-" Frank began.

"Didn't see hide nor hair of you. Thought you went back to Bayhill, or Portside, or wherever you came
from. Where are your two friends?'

"They went fishing," Joereplied.
"Where?'

"Tothetop of thecliffs.”



"Dangerous. Mighty dangerous. | hope they come back al right,” Wilson said.
He shook his head, clasped his hands behind his back, and walked in circles before his cave.

"Commander Wilson," Frank began dowly, "have you seen any people prowling around Honeycomb
Caves?'

Wilson stopped short and looked Frank squardly inthe eyes. "I'm done. A hermit. That'swhat | am. |
haven't seen anybody. Nobody comes near me. They think I'm queer.”

Joe described both Todd and Quill. "Have you seen anyone resembling them?" he persisted.
"No. But cometo think of it, there was afellow-"

The Hardys |ooked dertly at the old sailor. Had he seen one of the missing men?

"Yes, goon," Frank encouraged. "What did helook like?!

"Thefirst oneyou mentioned."

"Todd?'

"Yes. | once knew afdlow like that. He was second mate on my cruiser in the Philippines.”
Joe turned aside and made awry face as the man continued:

"Cometo think of it, hisnamewas Todd. Yes, it was," the commander went on. "He shipwrecked me
ddiberately and | had to climb a pinegpple tree until the natives stopped begting their drums and went
home."

Joe leaned closeto Frank and said in alow voice, "He's off again. What'll we do now?"

As Commander Wilson rambled on, Frank edged closer to the mouth of the cave and glanced inside. He
gave an involuntary start as he saw something he had not noticed before. But before he could whisper to
Joe, Wilson whedled about. "A man's caveishiscadle” he said tartly.

Frank tried to manage agrin. "Wdll, | guesswed better be going, Commander,” he said. "Those fellows
must have caught afish by now."

Without saying aword, the old salt went into his cave. The Hardys continued down the beach again.
When they had gone adozen yards, Frank seized Joe's arm and pulled him behind alarge rock.

"What's the matter, Frank?'

"Joe, | saw acap in Wilson's cave-the same foreign style that was dropped by the fellow at the radar
gtel”

"Do you think there's some connection?'

Frank suggested that they hide and watch the old fellow's cave. Y ou notice he got mighty excited when |
looked into his quarters.”

"I'll bet he's got something in there he doesn't want usto see,” he said, peering over the rock. Suddenly
he hissed, "Watch it! Here he comes!”

The two boys crouched low. Joe poked his head around the boulder for aquick look. "Frank, he's going



down the beach the other way-probably to look in our cave.”

"Now's our chanceto explore his," Frank said. "Is he out of sight yet?"

"Yes"

Frank and Joe scrambled out of their hiding place and dashed into Wilson's cave.

"Boy, isit ever deep!" Joe exclaimed. "It goesway back!"

"And look here," Frank said, picking up the cap from the floor. "This could be more than a coincidence.”
"Wow! He'sgot an arsend, too!" whispered Joe. He pointed to a shotgun lying on arock ledge.

"So that's where the mysterious shooting came from,” Frank guessed. "And how about this?

He picked up adog-eared notebook from beside the gun and leafed it.

"It'sacode book! Let'stakeit to the light so we can study it.”

The boys had been well schooled in cryptography by their father. Eagerly the two moved nearer the
mouth of the cave.

All at oncetheinterior darkened and Commander Wilson stood at the entrance! "Spies! You'redl
spies" he boomed. "Give methat book, you-you young pirates!™

AsFrank and Joe stood tongue-tied, Wilson lunged toward the stone ledge.

"Look out!" Joe cried out. "He's going for the shotgun!™

CHAPTER XIl1I

A Straight-Line Clue

FRANK dropped the code book and legped to intercept Commander Wilson before he could reach the
shotgun. But the old man was as agile as an athlete! He dodged and twisted out of Frank'sway likea
piece of spring stedl and grabbed the wesapon.

"Frank! Run!" Joe shouted as he ducked toward the front of the cave.

Redlizing it was now impossible to cope with Wilson, Frank dashed after his brother. But asthe two
boys reached the cave mouith, there was aloud explosion. Frank stumbled and fell to the ground.

"You killed him! Y ou killed my brother!" Joe cried out. He bent down over the prostrate form. But
instead of finding blood on the back of Frank's red shirt, Joe saw alarge, round white patch. At the same
time Frank shook his head, got to his knees, then stood up.

"Areyou dl right?' Joe asked. Out of the corner of his eye he saw the smoking shotgun in Wilson's hand.
The old man had aglesful expression on hisface.

"I'm okay," Frank said. "Let'sget out of here!” The boys retreated hafway to the water's edge before



sopping.

"The blast knocked me down," Frank said, reaching about gingerly to touch hisback. "What was the gun
loaded with?' He removed his shirt and the brothers examined it closaly. "Joel Thislookslikeflour! Itis
flour!™

"So that's what Wilson used for ammunition!" Joe said. "Now | know for sure he's a candidate for the
booby hatch.”

With mixed fedings of embarrassment and chagrin, Frank donned his shirt and the Hardys |ooked back
as Wilson emerged from the cave. Again he shook hisfig.

"That's what you spies get for snooping around Commander Wilson's cavel” he shouted. ™Y ou have
some nerve trying to read the code book of the Queen's Navy!"

"Wewere only looking at that funny cap,” Frank called back. "Where did you get it?"

"In Rockaway, of course-wherel get al my supplies,” Wilson said. "That'swhere | go when the Queen's
Navy forgetsto send the supply ship.”

Shaken by the weird incident, the brothers headed for their cave.
"That cap will bear someinvestigating,” said Joe.

"Youreright," Frank agreed. "If they're sold at the generd store in Rockaway, maybe the Bayport
prowler bought histheretoo.”

"Look who's coming,” said Joe. They glanced up to see Chet and Biff scrambling down theravine
toward them. Biff had amongter of afish dung across his shoulder.

"Hi, fdlowd" Chet caled out. "L ook what we caught!”
Joe grinned. "It'samogt asgood asawhale!”

Puffing and beaming, Chet and Biff hastened up to the Hardys. The sea bass which Biff carried weighed
more than thirty pounds.

"Will we chow down today!" Chet said gleefully, then added quickly, "And | discovered amine, too."
"A gold mine, | suppose,” Joe said.
"I don't know what kind," Chet said serioudly, "but my detector picked up some funny noises™

"Chet'sright,” Biff said. "Somethings buried up there. Fellows, you ought to go hear for yourselves. I'll
show you the place.”

"Okay. Youwin," Frank said skeptically.

"I'll cook some of the fish while you're gone," Chet said. He added wistfully, "I wish we had some flour to
gorinkleonit.”

Frank gulped and Joe pounded him on the back
"Did | say something wrong?' Chet asked.

"Oh, no!" Frank said hadtily. "Give usthe detector, Chet."



Joe took the device and in afew minutes the three boys were clambering up the ravine toward the top of
the diff.

When they reached it, Joe donned the earphones and held the detector severa inches off the ground.
"Over there," Biff directed. Joe went toward the spot. A moment later he winced as a clicking chattered
likeamachineguninhisears.

"No kidding, thereis something underneath here," he said. "Listen for yoursdlf, Frank."

Frank complied, then moved the detector from right to left. "That's strange,” he muttered. "Thisnine, or
whatever it is Chet discovered, runsin adraight line.”

"Maybe awater pipe," Biff said. "Wouldn't that be ajoke!”

"A water pipe from where to where?' Joe countered. "Why put adrain underground at aplace like
this?'

"Whatever thething is" Frank said, "it lies east to west, gpparently from near the coastlineto the
highway."

"I've got anidea," Joe said. He moved to astand of pine trees growing severd hundred yards back from
the precipice and sdlected the tallest " Give me aboogt, Frank.”

After getting alift from his brother, Joe shinned to the first branch, scrambled to the top of the tree, and
looked intently westward.

"What do you see over there?" Frank called up.
"You'd be surprised!” said Joe.
"Comeon," Biff said. "You'retracing an imaginary line. What doesit point to?"

"The PdaisParis" Joereplied. In afew moments he was back on the ground. "Frank, | have astrange
feeling about that place. Let'sinvestigateit.”

"Not thisminute," his brother replied. "1'd like to do some digging.”
"But with what?" asked Joe.

"I'll get sometools,” Biff volunteered. " Johnny the fisherman will lend us his" He hastened off and
returned presently with ashovel and pickax over his shoulder.

The boystook turns wielding the pick and shovel. Rocks and dirt flew up out of the hole they fashioned.
But they reached three feet down without striking metal.

Biff leaned on the shovel and ran histhumb aong hisbrow like awindshield wiper. "Wemight dig al day
and not find anything," he said. "Frank, do you supposeit isametalic substance which makesthe
detector click like that?"

"I'm not sure,” Frank replied. "It might be an eectrica conduit. Let's check in Rockaway."
"Okay." Joe chuckled. "As soon as we've eaten that feast Chet's preparing for us.”

The boys | €ft the tools near the edge of the cliff where they could find them, then retreated down the
ravine to the cave. Chet had made a spit, on which large chunks of the freshly caught sea basswere



broiling over hot coals

"Smdlsgreat, Chet," Joe said. "Let's eat and be on our way."

"We're going back?' Chet asked in dismay.

‘To Rockaway for thetime being,” said Frank, and told what they had observed on the cliff top.

"Then | did find agood clue, eh?' Chet asked proudly. "First the pistol and now this. What would you
fellows do without me?"

"Well make an operative out of you, like Dad's assstant, Sam Radley,” Frank said.

"Just so long asit isn't dangerous,” Chet said, and passed out portions of the succulent fish. Frank, Joe,
and Biff had to admit it was one of the finest meals they had ever tasted.

"It'sgreat brain food,"” said Chet. "I think we're going to need it on this case of yours," he added with a
wink at the Hardys.

"Dont worry," Biff said. "They'll get to the bottom of this-someday.”

The banter flew back and forth until the med wasfinished. Then Chet put out the fire and the boys
packed for the return trip. Camping in the salty sea air seemed to give them extraenergy. They sang their
way along the top of the cliff, where they picked up the digging tools and made the long descent to the
fisherman'shouse.

Mrs. Donachie came out to greet them. "Oh, I'm so glad dl you boys returned safely from those awful
caves" shesad.

"Weredill in one piece.” Joe grinned. "Is Johnny here? Were returning histools."
"He'sout fishing," thewoman said. "I'll tell him you stopped by."

The boys said good-by and headed for their cars. " Come back when you please," Mrs. Donachie called
after them.

The Bayporters waved good-by and drove quickly back to Rockaway, where they pulled up in front of
the general store. Frank led the way inside.

Mr. Tuttle, the proprietor, was sitting behind the counter, his chair tipped back. "Wdl, what did | tell
you?" he greeted them, shaking his head vigoroudy. "Y ou got into trouble &t the caves, so you came
back!"

"Who said anything about trouble?" Chet demanded.

"Well, you've got somethin’ on your minds." The whiskered man squinted. "I can tell by the way you
barged in here."

"Totell you thetruth,” Frank said, "we have. | wonder if you could direct usto the town engineer's office.
Wed like to study some public maps and surveys.”

The old fellow raised himsdf expansively and snapped his suspenders. " Seein' that I'm the mayor of
Rockaway," hesaid, "l can show you to the archives." With aflourish of hisright hand, heindicated a
door in the back of the store.



"Inthere?" asked Joe.
"That's the office of the mayor and the town engineer,” the storekeeper said.

The boysfollowed him into the room. To their surprise they found it neetly arranged, with adesk, afiling
cabinet, and large survey maps on thewalls. These showed the adjoining countryside, complete with
sarvicelinesof dl kinds.

Frank and Joe studied the maps carefully as Biff and Chet looked over their shoulders.

"No, | can't see any dectrical conduits or water lines,” said Frank as hisfinger followed the areafrom the
cliffsto the Pdais Paris. "Joe, you may have agood hunch about that place. I've got anidea.”

When Mayor Tuttle asked about their interest in the maps, Frank deftly turned the question aside, saying
what agood campsite they had in Rockaway.

After buying more supplies, the boys drove to the campsite.
"Hey, Frank, what's this big idea of yours?' Joe asked impatiently.

Frank grinned. "Gather round and listen. It may work." He said that Joe and Chet would be dispatched
to Bayport, while he and Biff continued deuthing in Rockaway. "Y our mission,” hetold his brother, "will
beto get Cadlie and lolato apply for waitress jobs at the Pdais Paris.”

CHAPTER X1V

Startling News
JOE whistled. "A greet idea, Frank. The girls can be our undercover agents.”

"Exactly,” Frank said. He turned to Chet "Maybe you can convince lolashe should do thisfor Hardy and
Sons.”

"| think shed do it just for Joe," Chet said, and guffawed.
"All right, dl right,” Joe said, "let'sgo." He called over his shoulder. "Find out about that cap, Frank!”

He and Chet hopped into the jalopy and drove away. Two hours later they pulled into the driveway of
the Morton farmhouse.

lolaand Mary Todd hastened out to greet them. Mary, athough happy to see the boys, had awigtful air.
Joe redlized she was disappointed that her brother had not been found, and wished he had good news
for her.

When the four young people had gathered in the cool spacious living room, Joe asked lola, "Will you get
Cdlie Shaw to comeright over?"

"I'll phone her now. Why?"

"Tell you later.”



Whilethey waited for Callie, tal frosty glasses of lemonade were served by 1ola, who grew more curious
with each cool sp. Twenty minutes later Callie Shaw arrived. She was a good-looking blond girl whom
Frank Hardy often dated.

"Hi, everybody," she sad, her eyes sparkling. "Why the mysterious summons?’

"Yes, Joe Hardy," lolaput in. "Don't kegp usin suspense any longer.”

With a dramatic gesture Joe began. "We have something exceptiona to ask you girls."

"I know! Y ou want usto go on apicnic at the caves," Callie said hopefully.

Joe shook his head. "Wewant you and lolato apply for waitress jobs at the Pdais Paris.”

"'S0 you can spy on what's going on there," Chet burst in.

Dumfounded, the three girls listened raptly to the story of the boys adventures.

"Y ou mean you want usto help you on a detective case?"' lolasaid happily. "Oh, wed loveto!™

A determined look crossed Mary's pretty face. "If Callie and lolaare going to help you boysfind my
brother, | want to help, too."

"But-but-" Chet started to protest.
"No buts about it," Mary said emphaticdly. "All three of usgirlswill be detectives!"

Mary's enthusiasm amused Joe and Chet. But Cdlie and lolawere delighted to have her join themiin
applying for waitressjobs at the Pdais Paris.

"WEelII cal oursdvesthe three musketeerdsl” lolasaid proudly.
"Ugh!" said Chet. "I can just see you now dueling with steak knives."

lolagave her brother awithering look, then turned to Joe with abright smile. "What do you want usto
do when we get there? Shal we go under assumed names?’

"To answer your second question first,” said Joe. "Y ou and Callie give your names, but | don't think
Mary should use her last one-just in case these people have read about her brother's disappearance.”

"All right," Mary said promptly. "Il cal mysdf Mary Temple."

"Good," Joereplied. "In answer to your first question, lola-if and when you get to be waitresses, just
keep your ears and eyes open for anything suspicious going on at the Paais Paris."”

"And not too much giggling, ether,” Chet said with abrotherly wave of hishand.
"Of course nat, silly!" lolaretorted. "When do we sart?

"Firg thing tomorrow," Joe said. "WEeIl meet here at eight o'clock.”
"Meantime'-lolas eyes twinkled-"we gals can practice baancing trays."

Afterward, Joe rode to Bayport with Caliein her sportscar. "I'll pick you up inthe morning,” she said,
pulling up at the Hardy home. "Bye now."



Joe was disappointed to learn that hisfather was out of town. "Y our dad won't be back until sometime
tomorrow," said Mrs. Hardy. "By theway, did you boys find a spinning whed ?"

"Wdl-er-yes" Joereplied. "But it needs alittle work. Well fix it up, though, Mom." He added
gpprehensvely, "Aunt Gertrude hasn't arrived yet?'

"No, but | expect her any day."

Joe quickly briefed his mother on their recent adventures, including the cap clue and the plan to return to
Rockaway. "There's a phone at the genera store in case you want to reach us," he said. Joe had supper
and retired early. Right after breakfast he took enough money from the brothers safeto cover the

bal ance on the spinning whed and retrieve Frank's watch.

Promptly at eight o'clock Joe and Cdllie arrived a the Morton farm, and the five young people set off in
Chet'sjaopy. lolasat next to Joe as the teen-agers drove happily along the highway to Rockaway.

Frank and Biff met them at the campsite, somewhat surprised to see Mary Todd.
"I have newsfor you," Frank said. "Old Man Tuttle doesn't sell those foreign caps.”
"| told you Wilson was nutty," Joe commented.

It was then decided that Biff should drive the three girlsto the restaurant. Frank explained, "The Pdais
Paris people dready know Joe and me. They might get suspiciousif we show up with you."

"Well, | don't seewhy wegirlscan't drivedone,” said lola "We have our licenseswith us.”

Although the Hardys knew that Callie and lolawere good drivers, they inssted thet Biff go dong asa
precautionary measure.

"There may be abunch of gangsters hiding out there,” Chet quipped. "And Biff can take care of them, eh
pa?"
"One-handed!"

"And don't forget-you are Mary Temple," Joe emphasized. The girlswaved as Biff drove them away in
Chet's car.

"Do you supposethey'll dl get jobs?' Joe asked as he, Frank, and Chet watched the car disappear
around a bend.

"Evenif only oneishired,” Frank said, "well have an undercover agent on the spot.”

" She can aways check on those phony antiques,” said Chet as he pulled up astalk of grass and nipped it
between histeeth. " So, what do we do now?"

The boyswere gtrolling past Tuttle's Genera Store. Chet answered his own question. "'l could go for
someice cream.”

"Okay." Joe grinned. "It's hot and well have to wait, so why not fuel up, eh Chet?"
"We can ask Mr. Tuttle about Commander Wilson, too," Frank suggested.

Chet treated to ice cream on astick. In between bites, the boys queried the storekeeper.



"Mr. Tuttle," Joe spoke up, "do you know anything about that ex-sailor hermit who lives a the caves?
HisnameisWilson."

The mayor gave Joe asidewayslook. "Hermit? Livesin acave? Never saw thelikes of such in my town,
and never heard of asoul livin' down there."

Thetrio said good-by and left. Chet said, "Let's go to the car. There's agood jazz program from
Bayport."

But asthey approached the car, Mayor Tuttle raced out after them. "Hey, come back!" he caled
excitedly.

"Oh-oh, what now?" said Frank, turning.
The old man went on urgently. "The telephone,”" he said. " Somebody's calling you-your father.”

Frank dashed back inside, followed by Joe and Chet. He ran to the public booth and picked up the
receiver, "Dad, thisis Frank. What's up?'

Thereply creased afurrow between hiseyes. "Leagpin” lizards" he exclaimed. "Okay, Dad. Well get
over thereright away. Thanksfor caling.”

Frank stepped out of the booth, and faced the other boys, who were bursting with curiosity.
"Tell uswhat happened,” Joe demanded.

"Remember that rundown on Cadmus Quill?" Frank said. "Well, Dad learned something dse. Guess
what-the Palais Parisis owned by a corporation, with Cadmus Quill listed as secretary!™

Joelet out along whistle. "Then something fishy isgoing on around there," he said. "The girlsmight bein
danger! Let'sgo!"

Chet sprinted asfast asthe Hardys and dl three bolted into the car together. Joe spun the rear whedlsin
haste to get rolling!

In the meantime, lola, Cdlie, and Mary were being ushered through the restaurant of the Palais Paristo
the manager's office at the rear. In order to avoid being conspicuous. Biff Hooper had parked Chet's car
at thefar end of thelot. Biff himsalf crouched down out of sight on the floor of the back seat.

The girlswere greeted by a suave-looking dender man with asmall black mustache. "Mademoisdles” he
said, rising from hisdesk, "do | understand that you wish to work aswaitresses at the Paais Paris?' The
manager spokewith a

French accent. He added quickly, "Ah, pardon. | am Pierre Dumont.”

"Yes, Mr. Dumont," Calie Shaw spoke up. "A friend of ours saw your sign. Wewould like to apply for
jobs."

"Y ou speak French?"
"Oui," lolareplied. "Weve sudied it in high school "

"Tresbien." Fierre Dumont nodded. "And you have had restaurant experience?' He turned his glanceto
Mary and asked quickly, "What isyour name?"



"Mary Todd-Templel" she said, flustered.
"Todd-Temple," the manager sad, lifting his eyebrows. "An English name, | presume.”
"Yes, yes" Mary ssammered.

Mr. Dumont murmured, "One moment, Sil vous plait." He pressed abuzzer. The girls stood nervoudy. A
moment later the door opened and a muscular, brawny man entered.

"Y ou wanted somethin’, boss?"
Mr. Dumont drew the man aside and whispered.
"Got yuh, boss," the man said, then hurried outside.

The manager once more turned his attention to the girls. " So sorry. Now-if you will leave your names
withme" hesad, "l shdl let you know. | have had severd other gpplicants.”

He handed a pad across the table and the girls wrote their names, addresses, and phone numbers.

The three gpplicants thanked the restaurant manager and left his office. On the way through the
restaurant, Callie, who waslagt, glimpsed three well-dressed men pushing open the swinging doorsto the
kitchen. Their voicesfloated back and Callie caught afew wordsin aforeign tongue. "That's not French,”
she thought, surprised.

When the girlswere outside, Mary whispered, "Oh, what agoose | am for giving my right name.”
"Dontworry," Cdliesad.

"Do you think Mr. Dumont was suspicious of usat dl?' lolamused. "He kept looking at me sort of
funny.”

"It'sjust your imagination because were playing detective,” Calie said.

The girlswere nearly to the jalopy when Pierre Dumont hastened from the restaurant toward them. lola
whirled. "He's after us. Run!*

CHAPTER XV
A Growing Suspicion

THE frightened girls raced toward the car, but their speed was outmatched by Pierre Dumont. He
overtook them hafway acrossthe parking lot.

"Wait!" he commanded. "Why are you running away?"' He extended a purse toward them.

"Oh dear," said Mary. "Itsmine. | must have left it on your desk. Thank you."

"I return it with pleasure, mademoisdlle,”" Dumont replied. With adight bow, the manager walked away.
Cdliesghedinrdief, and the girls hastened toward Chet's car.



"Biff! We'reherel” lolasaid in aloud whisper.

No reply.

"What happened to our chauffeur?* Calie said, and opened the car door. She looked into the back seat
and gasped.

Biff Hooper lay in aheap on thefloor, with an ugly welt on the back of his head!

"Biff! What happened!” lolacried. "Comeon, girls. Let'slift him up." It took the combined sirength of all
three to heft big Biff onto the back seat.

"Thank goodness he's breathing!" declared Mary Todd, her hands trembling in fright.
While Cdlie chafed Biff'swridts, 1ola patted hisface gently until the youth opened hiseyes.
"Ow, my head," Biff said, wincing. He touched the welt and winced again.

"'Someone gave you an awful whack,” said lola. "Did you seewho it was?'

"l didn't see anything but stars!" Biff commented wryly.

"There's something very odd going on around here," lolasaid with adetermined set of her chin. "I'm
going right back and talk with Mr. Dumont."

"Wait aminute" Cdlie sad, putting arestraining hand on lolasarm. "If Dumontisinon dl this, as| think
heis, it won't do us any good. Let's report to Frank and Joe, quick.”

" think that would be better,” Biff said. "Boy, am | groggy!"

"I'll drive back," Cdlie said. She hopped into the front seat while Mary and lolaremained in the back on
either dde of Biff. Cdlie started the car, drove out of the parking lot, and soon was whip-

ping aong the highway toward Rockaway. She dowed down dightly for aright-hand curve. At the same
instant a groundhog plodded into the road. Desperately Callie swerved toward the center of the road to
avoid the creature. Just then another car sped toward them from the opposite direction.

Callie gripped the whed and turned it hard. The cars passed with less than an inch to spare. With
squedling brakes, both vehicles pulled over and stopped.

Frank, Joe, and Chet hopped out of the Hardys car and ran over to the girls and Biff.
"Whew!" said Joe. "That wasaclosecal.”

"I'm sorry," Cdliesad. "I-1 didn't want to hit that poor animal.”

"Forget it," said Joe. "What's the matter with you, Biff?"

"I'mdl right now," thetall boy said, stepping out of the car with lolaand Mary. " Somebody conked me
onthehead. That'sal!"

"What!"

The girlstold what had happened at the Palais Paris, and Mary said, "I don't trust that Pierre Dumont, in
spite of hisfancy French manners™



A quick comparison told the Hardys that the burly man to whom Dumont had whispered must have been
Marcdl.

"He might have been the one who hit you, Biff," Frank said. "Maybe Dumont ordered him to case the car
and when he spotted you hiding in the back he et you haveit.”

When Cdlietold about the three men speaking in aforeign tongue, Frank and Joe exchanged meaningful
glances.

"Good for you, Cdlie" Frank said. "But think hard, can't you identify the language?'
"No. | couldn't even guess,”" Cdliereplied.

"Let'sgo back and have alook-see" Joe said. "Besides, Frank, | brought along enough money to ball
out your watch."

Chet trandferred his gear, including the detector, to hisjaopy, then took the whed and followed the
Hardys car to the Pdais Paris. By thistime the parking lot contained many cars.

"They must have redlly good food here," 1ola commented.

"I hopeit's better than their antiques,” Joe said.

All three girls said they would like to see the antique shop.
"Okay," Joe said. "But don't try to buy anything. It'll fall apart!”

When the woman shopkeeper saw the Hardys she frowned, hastened into the back room, and
regppeared with Marcdl. Frank gave the girlsaquestioning glance. A nod from lolatold him it was
indeed Marcd whom Dumont had summoned during their interview.

The muscular man did not bat an eyelash when he noticed Biff.

"Well," Marcel growled at the Hardys, "what do you want?"

"| came back to claim my watch,” Frank said.

As Joe opened hiswallet and took out the money, the woman reached under the counter.

"Thanks," Frank said after the exchange was made. "Now al we haveto do is put the spinning whed
together.”

Marcd smirked. "Tough luck.”
"By theway," Joe said suddenly to the saleswoman, "where can we find Cadmus Quill ?*
Her dark eyes darted to Marcel before she replied, " Cadmus Quill? Never heard of him.”

Marcel thrust his head forward menacingly and said, "All right. Y ou got your watch, so scram out of
here”

"But the girlswant to look at your antiques,” Frank persisted.

"Some other time," Marcel sad, jerking histhumb toward the door. "We don't want you kids in the way
of the payin' customers.”



Severd diners, having finished their luncheon, had wandered in and were looking about the shop.
"Okay," Frank said to the others. "Let'sgo."

When they reached the cars, Frank said, "Joe, | don't think you should have mentioned Quill."

"I thought | might catch them off guard,” Joe replied.

"| think you did-troubleis, now they'll redly

be suspicious of us," Frank said, "provided Dad's report of Quill's connection hereis correct.” "Where
do we go from here?' Joe asked. The young detectives held a hasty conference. *'l suggest we pack up
and go back to Bayport," Frank said. "Joe and | should talk with Dad and then decide on our next
move."

The Hardys made a speedy trip to Rockaway for their gear and rejoined the others.

Biff rodein the Hardys car with Frank and Joe while Chet chauffeured the girlsin hisjaopy. Five miles
later they stopped at the Hamburger Haven, piled out of the cars, and occupied counter stools. After the
girlshad ordered, Chet boomed, "Three burgers for me, adouble order of French fries, and athick
chocolate malted.”

While they chatted over their refreshing luncheon, the young detectives were amused by asmall boy
tumbling on agrassy plot next to the road-stand. As Joe paid for the medl, the youngster ran up, crying.

"What'sthe matter?' lolaasked. "I lost al my pennies,” he said. "They dropped out of my pocket.”

"Don't worry. Well find them for you," Chet said importantly. He winked at Frank. "Y ou seewhat |
mean when | say that everybody should have ametal detector?’

"Okay, Sir Galahad,” said Frank, "do your good deed for the day.”

Chet hastened to his car. The others saw him frown. Then he ran to the Hardys car and rummaged
throughit.

"What's the matter, Chet?" Biff caled.

"My meta detector! It'sgone!” Chet cried out in dismay.

CHAPTER XVI

Deadly Clicking

"Y our detector must bein one of our cars,”" Joe said. "Comeon. Let'slook again.”

But despite athorough search of both vehicles, Chet's prized possession could not be found.

"Thereésonly one answer,” Chet said. "My metd detector was stolen while we were parked at the Paais
Paris"



"Youretdling mel" Biff put in. "That placeisajinx for us."

"| think Chet'sright,” Frank agreed. "Joe, you, Chet, and | will go back to the restaurant. Biff can drive
the girlsto Bayport in the jalopy and take our gear, too."

"Okay," Biff said. "But be careful of those monkeys at the Pdais Paris. Y ou know what one of 'em did to
rre.ll

Cdlieand lolawerereuctant to leave the
Hardys, but conceded it was best that they return home with Biff.
"After al, we don't know how long the search will take," lolasaid.

"Begdes" Cdlieremarked with atwinkle, "I think we girl detectives have had enough excitement for one
day!"

"Too much!" Mary declared.

After the girls and Biff were on their way, Frank, Joe, and Chet hopped into the Hardys car and drove
directly to the Pdais Paris.

Frank parked and the three boys entered the restaurant and walked briskly to the manager's office. They
could see Dumont through the open door. He beckoned. "Entrées. Comein."

"Wed liketo tak to you,” Frank said serioudly.

Dumont smiled. "No doubt you are seeking jobs as busboys,” he said. "l am sorry to say that we do not
need any-at present, that is. But you may give me your-"

"We don't want to work herel” Chet brokein tartly. "All | want ismy metal detector. It was stolen from
rr]y (H!"

"Metal detector? Ah, sothat'swhat it is. Y ou say stolen? Mafoi! Indeed, such isnot the case."”
Chet's eyes bugged as Dumont rose, walked to asmall closet, and pulled out the missing detector.
"That'smine, dl right,’ Chet said as the man handed the device over. "Where did you find it?"
"Precisely whereyou left it."

"It waseft inthe car,” Frank said tersdy. "Who swiped it. Do you know?'

A pained expression crossed Dumont'sface. "It was not 'swiped,’ asyou Americans say,” he retorted.
"The detector was left standing in a corner of our antique shop.”

Chet scratched his head and looked perplexed. "That's funny. | don't think | carried it in there-or did |?"

Now even the Hardys were ssumped. Chet was so fond of his new gadget he might concelvably have
taken it ingde. Frank gave their stout friend a questioning look. "Well, | can't remember taking it from the
car, but | couldn't say for sure,”" Chet said. "Wdll, anyhow, thanksalot, Mr. Dumont," he added. "Mercy
buckets, asyou French say."

The manager rubbed aforefinger over his black mustache. "Merci beaucoup” he corrected, smiling. "Fedl
freetovist usany time."



The boys went outside and hurried toward their car. "He seemed like anice enough guy," Chet
remarked. "Compared to that Marcel character, anyhow."

Frank and Joe did not reply. Both were deep in thought about the strange incident. If Dumont had had
the metal detector stolen, then why would hereturn it so gracioudy?

"As Shakespeare says, there's something rotten in Denmark, Joe," said Frank as he did behind the
whed.

"Denmark dliasPdais Paris," Joe muttered.

Chet put his metal detector on the back seet, then sat in front between the Hardys. "Come on, Frank." he
urged. "Let's seeif we can catch up to my jaopy.”

"Relax," Frank said. "I'm not going to break any speed limits."
"Y ou can say that again,” Joe replied. "Weve had enough hard luck for one day.”

The boys enjoyed the cool offshore breeze as they headed north toward Bayport along Shore Road.
After ten miles, Frank stopped for ared light at an intersection. The motor purred quietly. All a once
Joe's keen ears detected another sound.

Something was clicking on the back seat!

Joe jerked his head around. Nothing there but the metal detector. The boy reached back to turniit off. To
his astonishment, the switch was dready in "off" postion.

"Frank!" Joe said tersdly. "Quick! Pull over!"

Thelight had just shown green and Frank drove across the intersection and stopped on the shoulder of
theroad. "What-"

"Get out! Hurry! Joe cried, opening his door and diving onto the ground. Frank did the same and Chet
followed a split second later.

Boom! A thunderous roar rent the air!

For amoment the Hardys lay half-stunned. Then Joe looked up. Smoke poured from the back of the
car, which was a shambles. Frank raised his head and groaned at the sight. The brothers dowly got to
their feet, but Chet remained face down in the dirt. The Hardys hastened to hisside.

"Wh-what happened?’ Chet asked in awesk voice, turning his head dightly.

"That detector of yours was booby-trapped,” Joe said. He bent down to pick up the twisted meta, il
warm from the blast.

Carefully Frank helped Chet get up. He swayed uncertainly, unable to regain his baance. "Everything's
goingincircles" hesad. "Boy, I'm-I'm woozy!"

The Hardys sat him down beside the road, and flagged the first car that passed.
"Get help. We need the police and an ambulancel™ Frank commanded.

"Inajiffy!" Thedriver sped off and the brothers placed Chet gently on a grassy spot beneath an oak
tree.



"Jumpin' catfish!™ Joe declared. "Our car'sawreck, Frank. What'll we do?"

"Haveit towed back to Bayport for repairs. Hey, wait aminute!” Frank lifted the shattered trunk lid. In
the carton lay the pieces of spinning whedl. These had not suffered any damage. Frank took out the
carton. Chet was very quiet. He merdly stared at the sky until asiren sounded in the distance. First to
appear on the scene was a dtate trooper car with two officers. It was followed by an ambulance, itsred
light blinking rapidly.

The brothers quickly identified themselves to the policemen, who recognized the Hardy name
immediately. The officers gave their names as Starr and Dunn.

"What happened here?’ Trooper Starr asked.
"An explosion," Frank said, pointing to the car. "Joe and | are okay, but our friend may be hurt."

Chet waslifted to astretcher and placed in the ambulance. "WEell take him to Bayport Hospitd," the
driver said.

Frank and Joe tried to cheer their pal. "Y ou'll be fine, Chet," said Joe. "Just relax and obey the doctor's
orders."

"WEell seeyou soon," Frank added.
Chet attempted agrin. "Y ou deuths will have to get dong without me, | guess.”
The ambulance doors were closed, and with Siren wailing, it sped north aong the highway.

Trooper Dunn then radioed for awrecker to tow the damaged car to arepair shop in Bayport. "It won't
be here for another hour," Dunn told the boys. "No use your waiting. WEell take you home after we hear
your gory."

Frank and Joe briefed the troopers about the strange disappearance of the metal detector at the Palais
Paris and the officers promised to make an investigation. They took the detector as evidence. Then, a
top speed, Trooper Starr drove the boys -and their spinning whedl -to their front door.

Mr. Hardy himsalf came out and shook hands with the officers, old friends of his. After Starr and Dunn
had driven off, the detective and his sonswent into the living room. Frank took the wooden pieces from
the carton and put them on the floor.

"Dad, welve had aterribletime," Joe began.

"I know something about it,” Mr. Hardy said. "Mr. Morton phoned me. Y ou'll be glad to know that Chet
issuffering only from shock and has been taken home."

"Thank goodness!" Frank said.
"Now come up to my study, and well go over thiswhole Stuation,” Mr. Hardy said.

Mrs. Hardy brought glasses of lemonade, and the three deuths discussed every angle of the Todd-Quill
case, while spping the cool beverage.

"I'm convinced the Pdais Parisisinvolved in someway," Frank concluded.

"It would seem s0," Fenton Hardy agreed. "Tell me more about this Commander Wilson."



The boystook turnsrelating their weird experiences at the Honeycomb Caves.
"E. K. T. Wilson'sjust plain loony," Joe stated flatly.

"I wouldn't agree with you one hundred percent,” hisfather said. "If Wilson isasinsane as he seems, |
think hewould bein an inditution.”

"Y ou mean maybe hel's not crazy at al?' asked Frank. "It'san act?’

Their father thought that this was a possibility, however remote, and advised his sonsto pursue the
Wilson anglewith al their power.

"I'll tell you why, boys. Y our enemies are on the run!"
"You redly think s0?" Joe asked.

"Absolutely. They're desperate. The booby-trapped detector provesit. When they find that you three
escaped, the criminaswill show their hand again. Mark my words. So be extra careful .

Fenton Hardy went on to say there were no new devel opmentsin the radar-gtation case. "Things have
been quiet,” hesaid. "Too quiet.”

"Likethe cam before the storm," Joe said.

Just then the Hardys doorbell chimed. The boys heard their mother answer it and exclaim, " Gertrude
Hardy! I'm so glad to see you!"

Frank and Joe exchanged wry grins. " Speaking of sorms,” said Frank, "Aunt Gertrude has arrived.”

The detectives broke off their conference and went down to greet the visitor. Gertrude Hardy was atal,
angular woman with astrong persondity. She was most emphaticaly not in favor of her nephews
following in the footsteps of her famous brother.

"Chasing crimindsis no pastime for young boys' was one of her favorite expressions. But beneath her
peppery manner, Aunt Gertrude held awarm affection for Frank and Joe, and they for her.

"Hi, Aunt Gertrude!" Joe said.
"Good to seeyou again,” said Frank.

Without any ado whatsoever, Aunt Gertrude pulled a hatpin from her hairbun, removed her flowered hat,
st it on the sofa, and demanded, "Where€'s my spinning whed ?*

"Why-why-Aunt Gertrude-" Joe began.

"Don't gdl," MissHardy said sternly. ™Y our mother just told me that you purchased a spinning whed "
"Wedid," Frank said.

"Wedl, whereisit?'

Joe feebly pointed to the spindles and other accessories lying on the floor.

"That? That's my spinning whed 7" Aunt Gertrude gasped.



CHAPTER XVII
A Bold Warning

WITH the withering directness of adigtrict atorney, Aunt Gertrude questioned her nephews about the
broken spinning whed. Mr. and Mrs. Hardy did amagnificent job of suppressing smilesasther relative
relentlessdy pursued her cross-examination.

"Y ou say you brokeit, Joe? How?"

"It was hanging from the calling and | touched it."

"Now, Joe, refresh your memory!" Aunt Gertrude said. "A spinning wheel on the ceiling! Bosh!™
Frank sprang to his brother's defense. "But it was only on display,” he explained. "It wasn't for sde.”
"Sakesdivel Thenwhy did you buy it?" Aunt Gertrude said.

"Wehad to," Joe sad. "There was thisbig husky fellow, Marcd-"

Aunt Gertrude threw up her hands. "What imaginations!" she exclaimed.

"It'sthe truth, every word of it," Frank inssted. "We can prove-"

"Oh, | bedieveyou." Aunt Gertrude tossed her head vigoroudy. " Although the whole thing is beyond me!”
Without another word, Miss Hardy scooped up the pile and marched from the room into the kitchen. In
amoment her footsteps could be heard descending to the basement.

Frank and Joe looked at their parents and shrugged in embarrassment.
"Don't worry." Mrs. Hardy smiled. ™Y our Aunt Gertrude redly appreciates what you boys have done.”

A telephone cal to the Morton home that evening revealed Chet was progressing nicely. "His hair was
singed alittlein back," Mrs. Morton told Frank. "But otherwise he's pretty much recovered from the
shock. Why don't you and Joe come over and see him tomorrow morning?”

"Fne Wewill."

Before going to bed, the brothers went to the kitchen for a snack. Aunt Gertrude wasthere. Still
embarrassed about the spinning whed, Frank and Joe grinned sheepishly. But their aunt seemedto bein
good spirits and handed them her persona check for fifty dollarsin payment for the antique.

"Juniperd™ Joe said. "That's swell of you, considering the conditionit'sin.”

Thoroughly rested after agood night's deep, the brothers had breakfast and made ready to vigt their
stout friend. Frank took afew momentsto cdl Biff. "Sorry | can't join you fellowstoday,” Biff said. "Too
much work around the house. But in case of an emergency don't hesitate to holler. And tell Chet to keep
hischinsup.”

Mr. Hardy had given his sons permission to use his car, but as they were about to step out of the



backdoor, their mother stopped them. "Aren't you taking Chet some flowers?*

"Howers?' Joe said. "Oh, Mom, of course not."

"W, you should take the patient something,” Mrs. Hardy persisted.

"You'reright. How about afruit basket?' Frank suggested.

Their mother nodded approvingly. "A good idea-cater to Chet's appetite.”

"He takes pretty good care of that himself,” Joe said. "All right, well stop at the store on our way.'

The boys drove to the heart of Bayport, where they stopped at afancy food shop. There the proprietor
made up an attractive basket of fruit, covered with transparent plastic and topped by bright-red ribbon.

Asthey drove out of town over the country road to the Morton farmhouse, Frank and Joe discussed
their next step in solving the mystery of the missing Morgan Todd.

"Dad thinks we should investigate Commander Wilson further, sowell do it," said Frank. "Remember
Todd'sriddle of the word Rockaway. We still have more deuthing to do around Honey-comb Caves."

"When do we start?' Joe asked impatiently.

"Assoon aswevist Chet." Frank turned off the road into the driveway of the Morton home and parked.
Between them, the Hardys carried the large fruit basket into the house. They were met at the front door
by Mary Todd.

"Oh, how gorgeoud" she said, admiring the colorful gift.

Mrs. Morton came downgtairs and greeted the boys warmly. "I think Chet can see you now," she said,
adding that 1olawas out shopping.

Mary and the brothers mounted the stairs to the second floor. "I hope he'sfeding better," Frank said.
"He's quite comfortable,” Mary said. "That poor, brave boy!"

When they entered Chet's room, Frank and Joe looked about, amazed. His bed was flanked by two
bouquets of flowers. On the nightstand lay ahalf empty box of chocolates and a quart bottle of raspberry
soda, four-fifths consumed.

Reclining on three fluffed pillowslay Chet, with acherubic look on hisround face.
"Hi, fdlows" he said feebly with awave of hishand. "How'stricks?"

"Jumpin' catfish!™ Joe exclaimed. "Y ou got the best trick of al. How about it, Frank, let's get oursalves
blasted too?"

"Itisnt any fun,” Chet said, and with alook of pain held his hand to hisforehead.

Instantly Mary Todd sprang to his side with a cool, damp cloth which she placed over hisbrow. "You
poor dear," she said, and Joe gulped.

Frank stifled agrin. "Were going back to the caves," he announced. Chet's reaction was sartling. He
whipped off the compress and sat up.

"Y ou are? Take me dong, will you? That fishing was great!”



"Weé're not going fishing-not for fish, that is," Frank said.
"More deuthing? Ugh!" Chet groaned and sank back on the pillows.
"Well, now that you're acelebrity,” Joe said joshingly, "enjoy it while you can, Chet old boy."

This seemed to revive the chubby patient. "May | have another drink of soda, Mary?' he asked. His
young nurse nimbly moved to the other side of the bed and poured a glass of the sparkling beverage.
Chet drank it and lay back again. "Yes, | guess| am acelebrity, fellows. The reporter got my persona
gory thismorning.”

"Reporter?' Frank said quickly.

"Yes" Mary put in, "from the Bayport Times."

"Mary made abig hit with him," Chet went on with agrin. "He asked alot of questions about her, too."
"Wait aminute," Joe said. "What was thisfellow's name?’

"Otto Lippincott.” Mary supplied the answer.

"I never heard of anyone by that name on the Times," Frank said.

Frank excused himsdlf to make aphone cal and hurried downgtairs. He returned ten minutes later, his
face flushed with excitement.

"Thereisno Lippincott who worksfor that newspaper,” he said. "Chet, you've been duped "
Disappointment, then indignation, crossed Chet'sface. "Do you mean that guy was aphony?' he blurted.
"Nothing €lse but. He came hereto fish for information,” Frank replied.

Joe turned to Mary and asked, "How much did you tell this man?"

"Oh, have | done the wrong thing again?' Mary wailed.

"Wadl, maybe," Frank declared. "But it'stoo late to worry over spilled milk. From now on | advise both
of you to keep mum on anything you know."

Just then the front screen door dammed and
lolas cheerful voice floated up the sairs. "Frank, Joe. Areyou here?"
Joe blushed alittle. "Yes, lola, come on up.”

Quick footsteps sounded on the stairs and lola hurried into Chet's room. In her hand she held awhite
envelope. "l found thisin the mailbox," she said. "No stamp or anything. It just says 'Chet Morton'."

"Another well-wisher, | suppose,” Chet said importantly, and took the envel ope. He tore off one end,
blew into the dit, and removed the note.

"Good grief! Ligen!" Heread, " 'Get Hardys off case or your lifewill bein danger.' "
lolagasped and clutched Mary'shand. "Oh, thisisterrible!" she cried out.

Frank frowned and bit hislip. "'l didn't want to get your family involved, Chet."



"What'll we do?" Joe asked.

Frank's mind worked rapidly. "Well get Sam Radley to stand constant guard on the house here," he said.
"After dark tonight well smuggle Mary to our house. Mother and Aunt Gertrude can stand watch over
her there”

"I'll say!" Chet said. "'l wouldn't want to be the one to cross your Aunt Gertrude's path.”

A telephone call to the Hardy home confirmed Frank's protection plan, and Sam Radley, who fortunately
wasin town, told the boys he would report to the Morton farm.

When Mr. Hardy's operative arrived about noon, Frank and Joe excused themsealves and returned
home.

Frank telephoned Bayport Police Headquarters and notified Chief Collig about the impostor and the
threat Chet received. Collig promised to dispatch asquad car to patrol the area during the night and
relieve Radley.

"What about Honeycomb Caves?' Joe asked after his brother had finished the call.
"Well tackle them tonight,” Frank said. "As soon aswe have Mary safely here”
"Shdl we go in the Seuth?’

Frank mulled over the question. Finally he shook his head. "Going by water isagood idea, Joe, but these
crooks are keeping close tabs on us and would probably recognize our boat."

"How about using Biff's?" Joe suggested. "He saysthe Envoy just got anew motor job and it'sin swell
shape.”

Frank phoned Biff immediately, and arranged to use his speedboat for the brothers deuthing adventure.

The Hardys thanked their pal, who kept his craft in aboathouse half amile from the Hardys. After
supper Frank and Joe packed their gear to have it in readiness. Then they drove out to Chet's place.

"Is Mary ready to come with us?' Joe asked |ola as they stepped into the hall.
"Just about.”

The Hardys heard footsteps on the stairs and glanced up to see adim, handsome young man descending.
He wore dungarees, work jacket, and farm hat.

"Hey!" Frank cried out. "That's not aguy, that'sagd!"

Mary Todd grinned in her disguise. "lolaand | thought up theidea. Likeit?"
"Terrific.” Joe nodded approvd. "Y ou two have the true detective spirit.”

Chet, who appeared fully recovered, now came downgtairs.

"| thought you were gill shell-shocked," said Joe with ady look at their stout friend.

"Without anurse I'm better already,” quipped Chet. Then he took on a serious demeanor. "Now ook,
fellows, be extracareful of Mary, won't you?"'

With apromise that they would, the Hardys | eft the Morton house and drove Mary to their own home.



Aunt Gertrude and Mrs. Hardy received the girl kindly, and showed her to the second guest room.

Biff Hooper arrived minutes |ater and drove the brothersto his dock. In afew minutes the two deuths
and their gear were aboard the Envoy. Joe started the motor.

"| checked therunning lights,”" Biff said. "Everything is okay."

The Hardys thanked him and shoved off, with Joe at the whedl. The Envoy knifed through the waters of
Barmet Bay, its shore front twinkling with lights. Asthe boys passed the boathouse where the Seuth was
kept, Frank called out, "Throttle down, Joe. What's that light over there?"

Joe brought the Envoy about and saw alight flickering from the window of their boathouse. " Jeepers! |
don't know!" He extinguished the running lights and crept quietly over the dark waters.

Asthey neared the boathouse Frank suddenly exclaimed in alarm. Smoke was seeping out from beneath
the door. Their boathouse was on fire!

CHAPTER XVIII
Sear chlight

THE wailing of apolice Siren drifted across Barmet Bay, followed by the clanging bells of afire engine.
Now the window glass of the Hardy boathouse broke from the heat, and flameslicked out, illuminating
the water.

With one hand on the steering whedl, Joe reached over for the fire extinguisher clamped on the Side of
the Envoy. Throttle open, the craft leaped through the water until Frank called out:

"Joe! Sow down."
"Why? Our whole boathouse will burn up.”

"The fire department will take care of it." Frank had hardly spoken before an arch of water sprayed
againg the building and the flames were quenched.

As Joe dackened speed and circled about, Frank explained, " This blaze could have been set for two
reasons. One, to keep us from using the Seuth, and two-"

"l get you dready,” Joesaid. "A diversonary action!”

"Exactly." Frank nodded. "If our enemies are up to something tonight, they'll want to pin usdownin
Bayport."

By now the smoke, too, had abated, and firemen raised the door of the boathouse. In the glow of their
lanterns, the brothers could see that the Seuth was il afl oat.

"She may not be badly damaged,” Frank said. "At any rate, we can't stop to see now. On to Honeycomb
Caves, Joe."

Unfortunately, the Envoy did not have a ship-to-shoreradio, as did the Seuth. The brothers therefore



could not communicate with their home, but knew that Mr. Hardy would be notified of the boathouse fire
soon enough.

Joe snapped on the running lights again, and the Envoy purred through the rolling waves asits pilot
guided the craft expertly along the coast he knew so well.

After the Envoy passed ablinking buoy marking the entrance to Barmet Bay, the run south was nearly in
adraight line. But even with smooth sailing, it was nearly two A.M. before the greet cliffsloomed in
shadowy silhouettes on their starboard side.

Joe throttled back, and the Envoy rocked in the waves as the young detectives discussed their next
move.

"Let's cruise past the caves as close aswe can get,” Frank said. "After that, we can put in at John
Donachi€'s dock."

Frank spelled hisbrother a the whedl, and, guiding the Envoy silently toward shore, the boys studied the
Honeycomb Caves. The half-moon illuminated the shore just enough to make the dark cave openings
look like the baleful eye sockets of askull.

The craft ran parallél to the shore, and as they neared Commander Wilson's cave house, Joe chuckled.
"I'll bet the old boy is sawing wood right now- For Pete's sake, Frank!"

The brothers were startled by abrilliant finger of light which suddenly shot from the cave mouth across
the water.

"A giant searchlight!" declared Frank.

The bow of the Envoy nearly touched the edge of the powerful beam, and Frank turned hard on the
whed to reverse his course. The light moved away from the boat, giving its churning wake a chance to
settle in the darkness unseen. Frank and Joe bent low, hoping the wave troughs would conceal the
Envoy. Then the light disappeared as suddenly asit had swept the green sea.

"Junipers!” said Joe. "That was a close squeak!"

"Cameright from Wilson'scavel" Frank exclaimed. "Dad hit it on the nose. Wilson's not nutty at dl. He's
assane aswe are, and up to something sinigter.”

"Do you suppose he picked us up on radar, or heard our motor?' Joe pondered as Frank made abig
circle and headed for the fisherman's dock.

"It might have beenasignd,” Frank said. "And we just happened oniit by luck.” "A signd for what," Joe
asked, "or to what?' "Maybe aship lying offshore, or men waiting in asmall boat Who knows?' "How
canwefind out?" Frank replied with determination, "Maybe Johnny Donachie can help us. If helll take us
fishing with him tomorrow, we can lielow offshore and spy on the caves with binoculars.”

"Gregt idea," Joe said gpprovingly. "Too bad well wake him up in the middle of the night." When the
Envoy docked at Johnny's pier, Frank and Joe got their first good look at the fisherman's craft. It was a
little more than thirty feet in length, with acabin sticking up like an inverted cheese box.

"A pretty old tub," said Joe as he hopped out of the Envoy and made fast

"Looks sort of top-heavy," Frank said. "Buit if it suits Johnny Donachie, it's okay with me."



The brothers walked up to the dark house. Frank took a deep breath and knocked on the door.
Seconds later ayelow light blinked on and a deepy voice sounded behind the dosed door. "Who's
there?' "Frank and Joe Hardy."

The door opened a crack and the fisherman looked out.
"Thunderation!" he said, opening the door to admit the boys. "What brings you out at this hour?!
"We're doing some more detective work," Joe replied. "Did you see the light down the coast tonight?"

The fisherman said that he had noticed aglow in the night Sky severd times. "It'sweird. That'swhy | stay
away from that spooky place.”

"We have afavor to ask," Frank said. "Will you take us fishing tomorrow?"
"Sure, don't see why not. Hey, you boys must be tired. We have an extraroom.”
"Thanks, but we can deepin our boat,” said Frank.

By thistime Mrs. Donachie had been awakened, and insisted that the Hardys stay for the rest of the
night.

Secretly Frank and Joe were glad to accept and dept soundly until they were aroused for breskfast.

After they had eaten, the boys covered the Envoy with atarpaulin, then joined Johnny on his boat, which
bore the faded name Lena. The fisherman started the noisy motor, and with a clink-dunk-clink-clunk the
old craft limped seaward.

At Frank's request, Johnny headed down the coast pardle to the caves but far enough out to avoid
suspicion. Frank and Joe crouched behind the gunwales, keeping their binoculars trained on shore.

A haf hour eapsed. Suddenly Joe straightened. "I see some people!l” he said.
"Metoo. And look. Isn't that Wilson up there?!

"Moving around like an athletel" Joe observed.

The commander and three other men were carrying boxesinto the cave mouth.

The boys arms ached from their steady surveillance. At last, two hours later, Wilson regppeared. He sat
infront of his cavefor awhile, then moved off to the cavern in which the Hardys had stayed and
appeared to examine it briefly before returning to his own headquarters.

"Frank, we have to get ashore and find out what's going on," Joe said.

"That may come sooner than we expect,” his brother replied, glancing up into the lowering sky.
The waves became a deeper green and the lacy tops were flicked off by the freshening breeze.
"Fishin'sover for the day,” Johnny told the boys. "We got to go back.”

"How about alittle longer look," Joe coaxed, seeing Wilson stride along the shore.

"These storms come up awful fagt,” Johnny said. "Wed best be puttin' back.” But the Hardys finaly
convinced the fisherman to remain for ashort whilein order to oy on Wilson. Almost immediately, the
fishing boat began to lurch asthe waves grew higher.



"Can't stay another second,” Johnny said. "It's gettin' dangerous.”
With aclink-clunk the old motor-powered Lena chugged dowly back toward the fisherman'swharf.

"Can't you give her more gas, Johnny?" Joe cdled out asthe waves grew tdler and the wind whistled
about their ears.

"Six knotsisthe best shecan do."

They were hdfway to their destination when a huge wave crashed upon the deck, nearly washing Joe into
the sea. But the boy clung to arailing post until Frank dragged him into the safety of the cabin.

The old tub now listed badly. "Well never makeit!" Johnny said gloomily, asthe rough sea bullied the
boat about and rain lashed the waves.

Just then Joe looked toward shore and exclaimed, "Frank! Isthat the Envoy | see?’

Frank raised hisbinoculars. "It sureis. Well, what do you know? Johnny, your wife's coming to our
rescue.

Minutes|later, Mrs. Donachie came about in the Envoy. Joe threw alineto her, and, with the sea heaving
about them, the woman towed L ena to shore. When both craft had been moored at the dock, they
hastened inside the house, soaking wet.

Frank shook his head. "I've got to hand it to you, Mrs. Donachie. Y ou certainly have alot of courage.”
"And sKill, too," Joe said admiringly.

The woman pushed back wisps of damp hair and replied with asmile, "What do you expect from a
fisherman'swife?"

By early evening the rain had ceased and the skies were clear. After ahearty supper John Donachie
pushed his chair back from the table, lighted his pipe, then said, "Now that the ssorm's over, are you boys
takin' the Envoy back to Bayport?”

Joe shook hishead. "Frank and | want to get closer to those caves and see what's going on.”
"At night?' The Donachies|ooked fearful.

"Yes. Assoon asit gets dark enough,” Frank said.

"We should be back before daybreak," Joe added, testing hisflashlight.

After many admonitionsto be careful, the boys disappeared dong thetrail in the darkness. The climb to
the top of the cliffswas arduous, but the way was clear in the moonlight.

"Herestheraving" Joe said finaly, and the brothers made their way down to the sandy beach. There
they stopped for amoment to get their bearings.

"WEell haveto crouch low and stay as closeto the cliff aspossible,” Frank advised. "I'll lead the way."

The Hardys passed the mouth of their old cave, and crept stedlthily toward Wilson's cavern, Suddenly
Frank pulled Joe back into acrevice of rock. "Good night!" he whispered. "L ook out therel"

Three hundred yards offshore asmdll red light winked like the eye of aseamongter. But evenin the



gloom the boys recognized a conning tower.

"A submaring" Joe exclaimed.

CHAPTER XIX
A Raft of Trouble

THE magnitude of the mystery they had uncovered hit Frank and Joe like astunning blow. Thiswasit!
Commander Wilson was afraud, a cover-up for some sort of gang receiving supplies and men by secret
submarine a the Honeycomb Caves.

Anather light winked from in front of Wilson's cave. Slowly the sub surfaced, its whaleback silhouette
standing out in the darkness.

"They've contacted each other," said Joe. "'If we only had aboat."

"I haveanidea," Frank said. "WEell swim out to the sub." He stripped down to his shorts and Joe did the
same. "Wemight makeit if Wilson doesn't turn on the big searchlight.”

The brothers concealed their clothes behind arock, then waded into the surf. They dived into awave,
and, with strong overhand strokes, rapidly swam toward the submarine. Silently the Hardys came up to
the undersea craft, and treading water, clung to the hull.

Tensdly the boyswaited. A few momentslater the hatch opened. Frank and Joe held their breaths as six
men piled out, dragging alarge rubber liferaft. They flung it into the water with a plop, and stepped
ingde, where two of their number manned paddies.

Hearts thumping wildly, Frank and Joe pressed back against the sub, their faces barely showing above
water ten feet away from the raft.

The men spoke a strange foreign language, but suddenly one said sternly in English, "Do not usethe
mother tongue. It is dangerous. We are now in Americal”

Frank decided on abold strategy, and nudged his brother. "Come on!"

Swiftly the boys pushed off and swam underwater to emerge silently right behind the raft. They reached
up and gripped it with one hand, scissor-kicking so as not to be adrag on the rubber craft asthe
paddlers guided it across the waves toward shore.

The brothers glanced back, to see the conning tower of the sub disappear benegth the waves.
"Ah, therds Wilson'slight," came avoice from theraft.
"Yes, our caculationswere correct,” said another man. "We will show these Americand”

Findly Frank and Joefdt their toes touch bottom. When the men hopped out, the boys swam
underwater away from shore, then surfaced and once more treaded water. Thistime their eyesfell upon
amost unusua scene. Inthe glow of thelight inside Wilson's cave, they saw the commander greet each
of the new arrivas, pumping their hands asthey stepped inside.



But there was something different about Wilson. Hisface looked younger. And ... hishair was black.
"Wilson's no old man. That was agray wig he was wearing!" hissed Joe. "He used face makeup, too."

"Therésnotimetolose!" Frank said, and both boys swam to the beach. The only evidence of activity
was the dim glow coming from the cave mouth. Now and then it faded asif those insde were milling
about.

The Hardys quickly got their clothes and dipped them on. "'If we only had some help,” Frank said asthey
inched closer to the entrance of the cave. From within came the hum of voices.

They hated and looked about in the darkness. "I think they would have posted asentry,” Frank said.
"Do you see anybody, Joe?"

Joe flashed hislight up and down the beach, but could see no one. "What now, Frank?'
"Into the cave. We've got to see what thisisal about.”

The brothers listened, but the voices had receded. Only muffled sounds emerged from the cavern.
Clutching therr flashlights, Frank and Joe dipped inside. At first the interior |ooked much the same asthe
first timethey had seen it. The shotgun lay on the ledge, the code book was il in evidence, and the food
supply was stashed asit had been previoudy.

But asthe boys penetrated deeper, their mouths fell open in wonderment. To the rear of the cave wasa
thick electrica conduit which snaked back into the cavern. Tiptoeing forward, Frank and Joefindly came
to athick wooden partition with an iron door.

"Good night!" Joe declared. "Frank, thisis set up like ahidden city."

"I think those men might be spies, or saboteurs,” Frank whispered. "Maybe they're connected with the
trouble at theradar site.”

"But what about Quill and Todd?" Joe asked. "How do they fit into dl this?'

"I don't know yet. But we've found the mine that Chet discovered,” Frank said. "That metal conduit. And
it makes abedlineto the Palais Paris.”

"l could just smell something phony about that whole place," Joe declared, moving closer to theiron
door. "Frank, let'sgoin!"

"Okay, I'm game. But we'd better stick together.”

Joe's hand reached for the door handle. Suddenly a voice behind them froze the boysinto immoility.
"Hardys, you're through!"

The boyswheded about. Joe gasped. "Cadmus Quill!"

The short, bouncy college instructor leered at them. Behind him stood four henchmen.

"Y ou'retrapped!” Cadmus Quill said.

Frank whispered to his brother and Joe nodded. As Quill and his strong-arm men advanced, the boys
uttered abloodcurdling war cry and charged like halfbacks! Joe tackled two of the men, bowling them
over. They scrambled to their feet and grabbed Joe. He twisted frantically to escape their grip. Frank



doubled Quill with ablow to the solar plexus, then dashed past the other two men toward the cave
mouth. They darted after him.

Frank's plan was working! With speed born of desperation, the boy legped toward the ledge and
grabbed the shotgun. Then he aimed it overhead, close to the eectrica conduit.

Frank pulled the trigger. There was a deafening blast and a shower of sparks. The lights went out and an
acrid pal of smokefilled the cavern.

CHAPTER XX
L oyal Pals

THE sudden blast and blackout threw the Hardys lantsinto confusion. The next moment, youthful
shouts were heard from the entrance, and two flashlightsilluminated the cave.

"Frank! Joe! What's going on?' came Chet'svoice.
"Wow! They need help!" cried Biff.

Quill and hisfour thugs, seeing the reinforcements, dashed to the iron door and jerked it open. The four
young deuths raced after them, but were too late. The fugitives disappeared insgde, the door clanged
shut, and abolt clicked fast. The brothers, then Biff and Chet, tried the handle to no avail.

"How did you know we were here?' Frank asked.

"Chet and | got to thinking about you two working on thiscase al done," Biff said. "So we drove down
to Johnny Donachi€'s. We missed you by minutes.”

"So we climbed up the cliffsand down the ravine," Chet added.

"And madeit herejustintime" Joesad. "I don't think we could have scared them off much longer
without you."

"That isn't dl," Biff went on. He said that before they had |eft Bayport, Mr. Hardy had derted the State
Police to search the Pdais Paris. "' Some of the cops are on their way to the caves, too."

The boys heard scuffling sounds coming from behind the iron door.
"Sounds like somebody running,” Joe said.
"And stumbling about in the dark,” Frank added.

The brothers reasoned that the short-circuited conduit had aso blacked out the area beyond Wilson's
cave.

Just then the ruckus inside was accompanied by frantic shouts. The bolt clicked, and asit did, Frank and
Joe grabbed the handle and held it tightly.

"Weve got them trapped, and we're going to keep them that way!" Frank declared.



The meleewithin grew in intengity. It was punctuated by a shot. Someone groaned. Then came banging
on theiron door.

"Frank and Joe, if that's you, open up!"
"Dad!" Joe exclamed, hardly daring to believe hisears.
"Open up, boys. We've caught the gang.”

The brotherslet go the handle, and stepped back as the door swung inward. Severd great searchlights
illuminated the chamber and Fenton Hardy stepped out. He was followed by six policemen, each of
whom had amanacled prisoner in tow. One of the prisoners the boys recognized asE. K. T. Wilson. He
glowered at them baefully.

"Great going, Dad!" Frank exclaimed. He now reported the submarine incident and had just finished
when two dtate troopers dashed in through the beach entrance. They were officers Starr and Dunn.
"Have you got them al rounded up?’ Trooper Dunn asked.

" think s0," Fenton Hardy replied. "But there's one man still missng-Morgan Todd. Wethink he's
around here somewhere."

Upon learning of the sub, Trooper Starr switched on his portable radio transmitter and broadcast an
urgent request to intercept the undersea prowler.

Revelations came o thick and fast that Frank and Joe were dazed by the hornets nest which they had
uncovered. At Fenton Hardy's direction, the troopers took up positions at the mouth of the cave while
the rest of the party pressed deeper into the passageway behind the iron door.

The gradient was up, and as the boys marched a ong they could see that the tunnel was man-made. The
walls and ceiling bore the marks of excavating tools, and here and there, the passage was shored with
planks.

Findly Fenton Hardy led the young deuths to aflight of concrete steps. They ascended to ameta door,
opened it, and found themsdlvesiin the kitchen of the Paais Paris!

There, on the floor and manacled back to back, sat Dumont and Marcel. They glared at the Hardys with
hate-filled eyes.

"They'rethe oneswho did thisto ud" Marcd said bitterly. "If they hadn't come snooping-"
"Shut up!" Dumont sngpped. "Fool!"
"It's okay for you, big shot,” Marcd complained. ™Y ou've got plenty of dough to help you. But not me!”

Police Chief Collig of Bayport and two of his men stood by with drawn pistols as three other gang
members were flushed from upstairsrooms at the Palais Paris.

"I think we have them dl rounded up now, Fenton," Collig said.
"Good work. The Federal men will be here any minute.”

A sound of sirensfrom adistance reached their ears. They howled like banshees asthey drew closer,
then petered out in front of the Palais Paris. Car doors banged shut, and ten Federd agents burst into the
restaurant.



Dumont and Marcel were pulled to their feet, and stood in line with the rest of the prisoners asthe
government men entered the kitchen.

"Y ou've done asplendid job for us, Fenton,” said atall man with hair graying at the temples.

Mr. Hardy turned to hissons. "Thisis Special Agent Alberts" he said, and made the introductions. Then
the detective added, "Actudly, my sons and their friends cracked this case. My credit is secondary.”

"Well, you dl did amagnificent job," Albertstold thefour boys.

"But we gtill haven't solved the mystery of the missng Morgan Todd,” Frank said.

"You found Morgan Todd al right,” Agent Alberts said, grinning at the young detectives.
"What?' they chorused.

The tale which the Federd men unfolded nearly defied imagination. The Hardys warning about the sub
had been relayed instantly to the Navy and Coast Guard. Destroyer depth chargesin the area off the
caves had forced the craft to the surface.

"The Navy has caught anice prize," Albertssaid. "And your friend Todd, who'd been imprisoned on the
sub, isaboard one of our destroyers this moment, safe and sound.”

Hearing this, Joe dashed to the tel ephone and called the Hardy home. He spoke to his mother, who
relayed the good newsto Mary. He could hear

Mary'scry of ddlight, and then sobbing, as she broke down and wept with joy.

A police van carried the prisonersto Bayport for further interrogation. Biff Hooper went back in the
Envoy, while the Hardys, Chet, and Agent Alberts returned in a police car. It was then the boys |earned
the true magnitude of their case.

"Morgan Todd wasthe key to the whole mystery,” Mr. Hardy told them. The young instructor had, while
abroad, stumbled upon bizarreinformation. The foreign country in which he was studying had set up a
spy and saboteur center in the Honeycomb Caves. Also, they had engineers working on aproject
designed to nullify the effect of the new U. S. Coastal Radar Station at Telescope Hill.

"A devicewasto beraised out of the cave areaat night,” Agent Alberts said, "and would have jammed
theradar sgnals.”

"But where does the Palais Pariscome in?' asked Frank.

"That wasafront,” Mr. Hardy said. "The gang's engineers constructed the tunnel to lead directly from the
Pdais Paristo the shore, and enlarge the caves.”

"And credit for that discovery goesto Chet," Frank said, dapping the stout boy on the shoulder, "His
metd detector did thetrick!”

"And the U. S. Government,” the Federal agent said, "is going to reimburse you, Chet, for your detector,
and aso for repairsto your car, Frank and Joe."

Alberts went on to explain that Morgan Todd, being cautious and conservative, had decided to conduct
asolo investigation of the caves before turning over hisinformation to the U. S. Government.

"I'll bet that's where he made amistake," Chet commented.



"Right. Cadmus Quill, who had been brainwashed by the foreign spy ring into being atraitor, helped to
kidnap Todd. But before they carried him away that night, Todd begged them to allow him to prepare
the examination for his students.”

"A pretty clever fellow," Mr. Hardy conceded, "to leave that Rockaway tip. And you boys did agrand
jobindiscoveringit.”

"Commander Wilson had mefooled,” Joe said wryly asthe car neared Bayport.
"Dad had theright angleon him,” Frank said.

When thelimousine pulled up in front of the Hardy house, Alberts said he would drive Chet home. They
would al meet Chief Callig for aconference at Bayport Police Headquarters at ten o'clock the next
morning.

It was nearly daylight when Frank and Joe fell adeep. They awakened later to learn that all of Bayport
was buzzing with the excitement of the great coup the boys had pulled off.

Frank and Joe went to headquarters with Mary Todd. In Chief Callig's office they were joined by Chet,
Biff, lola, and Callie. Then two Federa agents appeared with Morgan Todd. He and his sister flung
themselvesinto each other'sarmsin afond embrace.

Morgan Todd shook hands vigoroudy with the Hardys. "I can't thank you enough for saving my lifel" he
said warmly. Todd reveded that the submarine was to have taken him to aremote part of theworld,
where he would have been incarcerated for the rest of hislife.

"We have some other interesting details, too," Alberts said. "Commander E. K. T. Wilson was a phony,
of course. In hisyounger days he was an actor, who defected while in the service of his country on a
foreign tour of duty."

"That nutty bit of hisnearly paid off," said Joe, "with that shooting and all.”
Frank grinned. "Good thing he overdid it somewhat, at least enough so Dad caught wise."

Chief Collig reported that Wilson, under relentless quizzing, had admitted losing the pistol on the beach
the night he had prowled about the boys cave. Asfor the stacked wood, it had been |eft there by
picnickers months before. An expert on explosives, Wilson had been called by Dumont to booby-trap
the metal detector.

When lolaMorton asked if there would be any international complications as aresult of the Hardys
victory, the agent said, "The State Department has dready successfully negotiated the matter.”

It was aso revealed that Pierre Dumont, the spies chief maninthe U. S. came from a French-speaking
part of theworld and had applied for U. S. citizenship. Marcel had worked under him abroad and was
merely a strong-arm dupe. The woman shopkeeper at the Palais Paris was found to be innocent of any

wrongdoing.
"And what about the foreign caps?' Joe asked.
"A careless mistake on the saboteurs part,” Fenton Hardy answered.

The boys learned that the henchman who had dropped his cap at the radar site dso had posed later as
the newspaper reporter. The same foreigner also had set the boathousefire.



Mr. Hardy smiled proudly. "Y ou boyswere redly on the bal!"

"And I'd say that the U. S. Government isin debt to al of you who worked on this case,” Agent Alberts
added.

The Bayport Times had dready bannerlined the Hardys feat, and the telephone rang with congratul atory
messages al day.

That evening Mrs. Hardy was hostess at a get-together in the detectives home. Happy, excited voices
filled the living room as Laura Hardy and Aunt Gertrude served refreshments. In the midst of the gaiety, a
telegram was received by the Hardy boys. It came from Kenworthy College and stated that the fraternity
had expelled Cadmus Quill. The message a so contained an gpology to the Hardys, and congratul ations
onther patriotic efforts.

Then Joe turned on the record player. Chet, usualy bashful with girls, asked Mary Todd to dance, and
soon the living room was a blur of motion as the young people gyrated to the latest steps.

"l guess your brother wasn't planning to get married after al,” Chet said.
"What!"
"Oh, nothing. Just another one of Quill'slies”

When the music was over, Mrs. Hardy smilingly called for attention. The young folks gathered inacircle,
and Aunt Gertrude emerged majestically from the kitchen, carrying a spinning whed!.

Frank and Joe gaped in surprise. "Isthat the one we bought?' Joe burst out.

Aunt Gertrude pursed her lips and looked proud. "Indeed itis," shesaid. "I put it al together myself. And
| might add it'sarare antique you two found |

When the claps and cheers died down, Frank Hardy spoke up. "Then you arein favor of our detective
work," he said.

Aunt Gertrude's answer could not be heard amid the laughter that followed, nor could the boys foresee
that their next big adventure would be The Mystery of Cabin Idand.



