CHAPTER |

A STORW NI GHT

"THISis going to be a terrible night on the open sea," said Joe Hardy.

"I wish the captain would speed up,"” responded his fat chum Chet Mrton, wth
anxiety. "The ocean is getting rough, and the sooner we reach Bayport the
better it will suit ne."

"Just the kind of a setting for a nystery," returned Frank Hardy. "Now that we
have the handwriting specinens in the Pennyweat her case with us, |'m about
ready for something new "

The three boys were seated at a table in the restaurant of the Resolute, a
smal | coast liner. Frank Hardy, a tall, dark |lad of about sixteen was the
ol dest of the trio. H's brother Joe, a fair, curly-haired youth with a

pl easant face was a year his junior, as was also Chet Mdrton, a fat,
red-cheeked lad with a great appetite for fun and food.

"It is getting rough," agreed Frank, |ooking around the |Iarge room "Not many
passengers eating dinner tonight."

The vessel pitched and rolled continuously as it battled its way through the
heavy sea. The three boys were good sailors, however, and had spent nost of
their lives within sight of the ocean. They were now returning from Larchnont,
whi ch was down the coast in one of the Southern states, to their hone city of
Bayport on Barnet Bay.

Fenton Hardy, a fanous detective, the father of the Hardy boys, had sent his
sons to Larchnmont to procure some handwiting specinens froma client of his,
a M ss Pennyweat her. They were essential for use in the case upon which he was
working. Geatly to the delight of Frank and Joe, their chum Chet had
succeeded in obtaining permssion fromhis parents to acconpany them on the

j our ney.

"Nearly all the passengers are in their stateroons tonight," grinned Chet.
"Boy, I'mglad the ship's notion doesn't bother me. If there is anything worse
than a real hearty dose of seasickness, | don't know what it is."

"It doesn't seemto be bothering that fell ow over there," remarked Joe
quietly.

The only passenger in the dining sal oon besides thensel ves was a tall,
sad- | ooki ng man about forty-five, who was sitting norosely at a table over in
a corner, eating his dinner in gloony silence. Hs face was flushed, his eyes
were dull, and every now and then he woul d hi ccough | oudly.

"He's had too nmuch to drink," mnmuttered Chet.

"Have you noticed hi mwatching us ever since we cane on board?" asked Joe

Frank | ooked at his brother in surprise. "Then it wasn't just ny inmagination,"
he said. "I had the same idea as yourself about him but J didn't want to



mention it for fear you might think | was trying to stir up a scare."
"Ever see him before?" asked Chet, now greatly interested in the situation

The Hardy boys shook their heads. They were unable to even guess what it was
all about.

"Then why shoul d he be watching you?" Frank shrugged, plainly puzzled. "Maybe
he is following us. After all, those handwiting specimens are mghty
val uabl e. "

Chet whi st ed.

"I hadn't thought of that," he said. "By the way, | suppose you' ve put themin
a safe place?"

"They're | ocked up with our luggage in the stateroom" Joe told him

Wil e the boys were tal king, the nelancholy man pushed back his chair, arose,
steadi ed hinself for a nmonent against the table, and then made his way across
the room As he wal ked he staggered a little, and finally lurched out into the
passage.

"He's been drinking, all right," said Frank. He beckoned to the waiter, who

cane over.
"Do you know t he nanme of the passenger who just went out?" he asked.
"That is M. Rand, sir, replied the waiter. "M. Ruel Rand."
""Pretty tipsy, isn't he?'' queried Chet.

To everyone's surprise, the waiter shook his head.

"I can't understand it nyself," he told the boys. "Anyone would think M. Rand
was i ntoxicated, but he has been drinking nothing but fruit juices.”

"Perhaps he isn't well,"
behavi or.

Joe suggested as the only solution to the man's

The boys disnissed M. Rand fromtheir thoughts for the time being, finished
their neal, and went up on deck. It was a wild night. Qut of the storny

dar kness great waves crashed against the ship as it |abored northward. A
dense, yellow fog hung over everything, and the | ads could scarcely see the
bri dge above. Every few nonents the deep, throaty voice of the fog-horn would
boomits nmournful warning into the night.

The boys were not nervous ordinarily, but they realized that the present
condition was cause for grave concern. A ship's officer suddenly passed by
them his face tense and serious.

"Stay away fromthe rail, boys!" he advised themtersely, then hurried on to
his duties.

It was a night that portended di saster. Everyone was in an expectant nood, as
if he felt that a catastrophe of sone kind was inpending.

"I'f the ship should lose its way in this atnmosphere we'd be in a fine ness,"
observed Chet. "I hope the captain knows what he's doing."



"This fog is a regular old pea-souper,” said Joe. "I shouldn't want the
responsibility of bringing this boat safe into port."

The vessel |urched suddenly, and heel ed wi thout warning. Geat sheets of spray
swept the decks. The boys huddl ed together in a sheltered spot, stunned by
the viol ence of the stormand awed by the inpenetrable nystery of the fog.

Suddenly, as if fromout of nowhere, a trenul ous voice close by asked: "Do you
think there is any danger"'

Wth one accord the trio swng around, startled, for they had heard no one
approach. Like a ghost a tall figure had materialized out of the darkness. In
the dimlight they recognized it as that of Samuel Bl ackstone, an old,

whi t e- bearded gentl eman who had sat at their table at |uncheon that day. He
was evidently greatly wought up and extremely nervous.

"I couldn't stay in ny stateroom"” he told them "It's a dreadful night,
isn't it" Do you think we'll get through safe?"

"I think there's no cause for alarm M. Blackstone," Frank replied kindly,
trying to allay the old man's fears, although he was none too confi dent
hinself. "It's a bad storm and the fog nakes it worse. Yet it would take a
m ghty forceful blowto drive a ship as sturdy as this one off her course.”

"I wish nmorning would come,"” said M. Blackstone. "This is my first trip
North. Believe nme, if the weather is always like this here it will be ny | ast
visit."

"You were just unlucky to run into such a furious tenpest," Joe assured him
"Where are you headed for, M. Black stone"

"Boston,"
deal . "

he said. "I nust neet a man there in order to conmplete a business

The ol d gentl eman seemed consi derably cal ner, now that he had someone
with whomto talk. He asked the boys about their destination, recalling
several friends of his who lived in Bayport. He did not discuss his own
affairs, but frankly adnmtted that rmuch of his concern was due to the fact
that he was carrying with hima |large sum of noney.

If he would confide in themso willingly, Frank reflected, the elderly man
mght tell others, also. A person of his age, traveling by hinself, and with
val uables in his possession, would be a likely target for a swindle. From
their father the Hardy boys had heard numerous stories of guileless ocean
voyagers who had been relieved of every cent they possessed by crooks who were
ever on the | ookout for just such victins.

"I'f I were you, M. Blackstone," Frank suggested, "I shouldn't carry so much
money around with ne. If you have a big sum you should have it locked up in
the ship's safe.”

"I"mnot accustomed to traveling," said M. Blackstone, "and didn't know about
a place for safekeeping. Dear me, it would have saved nme a |lot of worry. Were
do | go--Wwomdo | ask--'

"I'f you like, we'll show you to the purser's office," offered Joe.
"He'll put the funds away for you and give you a receipt. Then, when the ship

reaches Boston, you can get your noney back again." Chet explained. "It's a
ot better than keeping it in your stateroom"”



M. Bl ackstone seenmed very nuch relieved at this information. He gratefully
accepted the boys' offer, then the four went inside the cabin. By the light
t he boys saw that he was a man of about seventy, neatly and expensively
dressed. He was frail, thin, and very tall

"It's mghty good of you lads to go to so nuch trouble for an old nan," he
said, as they wal ked down a corridor between stateroons. "Mst boys woul dn't
bot her . "

"No trouble at all," Frank assured him "W're glad to be of service to you.'

As the boys approached Cabin 19, which was their stateroom Joe suddenly
hal ted and grasped Frank by the arm

"That's queer," he said, and pointed to the sill of the door

A thin shaft of light was shining from beneath the entrance.

"I was the last one in there,’
the lights."

Joe said, "and | distinctly recall turning out

As he spoke, the beam vani shed.

"There's sonmeone in our stateroom!" whi spered Chet, excited.

"We'll soon find out who it is,” Frank said in a | ow voi ce.

Quietly he stole forward and grasped the knob. It turned beneath his hand, and
the door yielded to his pressure. It was unlocked. This was enough for Frank
He flung it w de open

From out of the darkness there | oonmed the figure of a man.

"CGet out of here!" ordered a deep voice.

CHAPTER |

THE SH PWRECK

"WHAT' S the idea?" chirped Chet flippantly.

"What are you doing in our stateroon?" Frank denanded as he advanced into the
dar kness.

"Careful,"” urged Joe, for it flashed across his mnd that the intruder m ght
be ar ned.

Frank was in no nood to be cautioned. H's first thought had been for the

val uabl e handwiting specimens hidden in their |uggage, and he strode forward.
He caught a glinpse of the intruder lunging toward him Then a fist shot out
of the darkness and caught the boy a glancing blow on the side of the face.



Frank, strong and wiry, instantly began to grapple with his attacker, but he
was no match for the grown nman, who flung him aside so violently that the |ad
went crashing against the stateroomwall. At the sane tine Chet and Joe
tackled the fellow dd man Bl ackstone, in the corridor, was calling out in
al arm

"What's the matter? What's going on here?"

There was a brief tussle of Chet and Joe with the stranger, but he was too
strong for them and plunged out into the corridor with a boy clinging to each
arm He shook off Chet, but Joe was not so easy to handle. The two were
struggling desperately as Frank recovered hinself and came charging fromthe
stateroomto get into the fight again.

At that noment there was a startling interruption. A blinding flash of
lightning, which illunm nated everything, was followed by a terrific crash of
thunder. The ship seened to come to an abrupt standstill with a jar that sent
t he boys, M. Bl ackstone, and the unknown intruder tunbling to the floor

Above the roar of the stormthey could hear a grinding, splintering uproar
The ship canted sideways. Then, in the distance, a bell began to ring wldly,
m ngl ed with hoarse shouts and wild screanms. The lights went out, and the
corridor was in total darkness.

"We're wrecked!" shouted Frank, scranbling to his feet.

He forgot the intruder, his chief concern now being for the suitcase which
contai ned the handwiting specinens. He did not know what had happened, but
surm sed that the Resolute had been driven upon a reef in the fog. Through the
dar kness could be heard a ship's officer, shouting:

"On deck, everybody! Get your life-preservers! To the |ifeboats!"

The corridor was suddenly thronged with passengers who rushed about, frantic
with fear. An officer stunbled into the passage with a lantern, and by its
st abbi ng rays Chet caught a fleeting glinpse of old M. Blackstone |lying on
the floor, while a sinister looking figure crouched at his side. Then the
scene was bl otted out as sonmeone knocked against the feeble |ight,
extinguishing it.

"Gve me a hand with the luggage, fellows!" Frank cried out.

Chet and Joe found their way into the stateroom but in the darkness could
| ocate nothing. The whole ship was now in an uproar, with bells ringing, the
crew shouting, and passengers shrieking and screan ng

"The ship is sinking!" snapped Frank. "W nust have run smack onto a reef in
that fog."

"Let's get out of here and find a |ifeboat," returned Joe.

They hurried, with Frank in the |lead. The nmonent he reached the corridor he
stunbl ed heavily over an object |lying on the floor.

"What's that?" he exclaimed. Then he cried out, "Wy, it's a man!"
"It's M. Blackstone !" exclaimed Chet. "I saw himlying there. | think he's

hurt. Soneone must have knocked hi m down when all those passengers were trying
to get out on deck."



He it a match and knelt beside the inert formon the floor. The old gentl eman
was evidently badly injured. He was unconsci ous, and breathing with
difficulty. Across his forehead was a snmear of bl ood.

"We can't | eave himhere," Frank declared quickly. "W'll have to get hi m out
on deck somehow. "

The Hardy boys lifted up the injured man. He was not very heavy, but it was a
dark and awkward journey to the end of the corridor and out onto the deck
Eventual | y they managed it, and stunbled into the open

A scene of the wldest confusion met themthere. Passengers were mlling
about in a state of panic. Menbers of the crew were vainly trying to restore
order. Two of the lifeboats had janmed and coul d not be | owered. The ship was
al ready settling down by the head and waves were sweepi ng over the side. Two
or three of the voyagers, nmaddened with fear, had | eaped over the side of the
ship into the storny waters bel ow

"We'| | have to keep cool," said Frank. "Looks as if there isn't much chance of
our getting into a boat on this side. W' d better ook for life-belts in ease
we have to swm"

"I"ll stay here and watch M. Bl ackstone," volunteered Chet. "You two see if
you can rustle the preservers."

Frank and Joe hurried off into the gl oom having Chet beside the unconscious
formon the deck. The stout lad, thinking that he mght be living the |ast
hours of his life, began to rem nisce about these chuns of his.

Frank and Joe Hardy were the sons of Fenton Hardy, who had at one tinme been
connected with the New York Police Department, but had resigned to go into
private practice. M. Hardy noved to the city of Bayport, which was on the
Atl antic coast, and there soon built up an enviable record as one of the
cleverest private detectives on the continent.

M. Hardy had never intended that his sons should follow in his footsteps, but
they had inherited so nuch of his ability that they took matters into their
own hands. On their own initiative they had nmanaged to sol ve a nunber of
baffling nmysteries. In the first volune of this series, "The Tower Treasure,"
the lads cleared up a puzzling case and recovered a rich treasure fromits
hiding place. In "The House on the diff," "The Secret of the Caves," "The
Great Airport Mystery," "What Happened at M dnight" and ot her books are
recounted additional adventures of the boys as they gai ned nore experience in
detective work and pitted thensel ves agai nst dangerous crooks and | awbreakers
in solving nmysteries that were as difficult as they were exciting.

In "The Mark on the Door," which i mediately precedes the present volune, the
boys went far afield, becom ng involved in an oil fraud scandal that took them
to the deserts of Mexico. There they were captured by bandits, and endured
many hardshi ps and perils before bringing the case to a successful concl usion

Just now it |ooked as if the prom sing careers of Frank and Joe were to be cut
of f. The boys had not gone far before they encountered a ship's officer with
an arnful of life-belts which he was passing around. They grabbed four of them
and hurried back.

In the nmeantinme, a great sheet of flame had suddenly bel ched froma
conpani onway, precipitating further chaos. A rush of panic-stricken
passengers toward the stern of the ship had caught up Chet and borne him



struggling for sone di stance down the deck

The stout |ad fought his way back to the spot where M. Bl ackstone had been
left lying, and in the lurid glare of the fire saw that the old gentleman was
not al one. Bendi ng over himwas the same sinister figure of which Chet had
caught a glinpse in the corridor shortly after the ship had crashed.

This time he could see the man's face clearly, and recognized himas Rue
Rand, the apparently intoxicated man whom the boys had noticed in the dining
room t hat evening.

Rand strai ghtened up as Chet approached. His face was dark with anger as he
pointed to the stricken figure on the deck

"Don't waste your strength saving that old scoundrel!" he shouted harshly.
"Aren't you the fellow who hit hinP?" Chet demanded.

"He deserved it !" snapped Rand contenptuously. Then, wi thout another word, he
brushed past Chet and ran down the deck. The boy scarcely had time to fathom
the inmport of the man's words when Frank and Joe came hurrying up to him
Frank thrust a life-belt into Chet's hands.

"The ship is on firel Everyone is ordered off!" he cried.

The vessel was settling swiftly. The deck was now dangerously near the
water-line. One useless |ifeboat dangl ed over the side.

"'We can't leave this old nman here to die!" said Frank, kneeling down and
doing his best to restore M. Bl ackstone to consci ousness by shaki ng hi m and
dashing cold water into his face. His efforts were successful in that the

i njured man opened his eyes, nuttering inaudibly.

Bet ween them Frank and Joe managed to get a life-belt around the victins
wai st. They lifted himto his feet, but the man was so weak that he coul d not
stand up without assistance.

The forward part of the ship was now a mass of flames reachi ng hi gher and
hi gher into the sky. The heat was becom ng unbearabl e. The boys knew that it
woul d be only a matter of minutes before the vessel woul d sink

"We nust chance it!" cried Frank. "A steward told me that we're only a few
mles fromshore. You fellows go ahead. 1'll take care of Bl ackstone."

The Hardy boy's face was white. Al one, he might have a fair chance of reaching
shore. But by adding the burden of this frail old man, who scarcely realized
his peril as yet, the risks were doubl ed.

"We're not |eaving you," declared Joe doggedly. "At least, I'mnot. Chet can
do as he likes."
"What do you take nme for?" demanded the stout lad hotly. "I'mwth you to the

last ditch."

The Resol ute gave a sickening lurch. Fromthe distance there came a stentorian
cry:

" Abandon ship!"

The boys rushed to the rail, hurrying the old man with t hem



"Over you go, Chet!" yelled Frank. "W nust get away from here before the boat
sinks or we'll be dragged under."

Chet | eaped to the sagging rail, stood poised for a noment, then plunged down
into the black waters bel ow

"Al'l right, Joe. I'Il look after M. Bl ack-stone."

Joe needed no second urging. As it was, they had waited | ong enough. The ship
could not last but a few minutes nore. Joe cl anbered over the rail and | eaped
into the storny sea

M. Bl ackstone, still half dazed, was a problem He struggled as Frank lifted
himacross the rail, but there was no tinme for explanations. The boy sinmply
tossed the old man fromthe deck, then sprang up, and dived into the angry
wat ers bel ow.

CHAPTER I 11

M SSI NG

VWHEN Joe Hardy dived into the chilly, heaving sea he | ooked around i nmedi ately
for Chet. In the light fromthe burning ship he soon distinguished his chum
swimmng steadily only a few yards away. He forged his way over to the stout
lad until the two were side by side. They kept |ooking around in search of
Frank, but there was no sign of the ol der Hardy boy.

"We can't hang around here very long," Chet called out. "W nust get away from
the ship before it goes under."

They swam steadily into the darkness and away fromthe ruddy aura of |ight,
getting farther and farther fromthe boat. Far in the distance they could
hear the cries of other swimrers, mngled with the chug of a life-boat's
nmotor. Once away fromthat part of the sea which was illum nated by the
flames, they were left in inky darkness.

"Frank! Frank | Where are you?" shouted Joe.

He thought he heard a faint reply, but in the rush of wind and waves he coul d
not be sure. Then, from behind them there came a nmuffled roar. Joe turned
his head in time to see the whole ship break into a mllion pieces, as the
boi |l ers expl oded and shattered the vessel frombowto stern. A great sheet of
flame rose high in the air, followed by a stunning concussion. Then the

Resol ute plunged to her doomin a hissing cloud of steam The ruddy gl are
vani shed, and an i npenetrabl e bl ackness settled over the ocean

Joe and Chet were clear of the vessel's suction, having been carried shoreward
by the huge waves. They called out to Frank, but there was no reply. Joe
woul d have turned back, but Chet argued that such a course would be of no use

"Frank has escaped fromtighter spots than this," he said. "He has a



life-belt. Even if we were to find him we would be powerless. Al we can do
nowis try to reach shore, and that's going to be hard enough.™

Nevert hel ess, Joe's heart was heavy as he swamon. He realized that Chet's
advi ce was sensible, but that did not put hope into him The two swi mMmers saw
no ot her passengers, and were unable to make out the few |ifeboats that had
been | aunched.

It seenmed hours before they finally cane within sight of land. They could
glinpse it vaguely as a di mdark mass agai nst the distant sky, and could hear
the roar of breakers against the rocks. Both boys were chilled to the bone by
this time, and were hardly able to swi m anot her stroke.

Suddenly they found thenselves in the grip of a current, so that instead of
bei ng borne toward the shore they were carried down the coast. There was no
use trying to fight against the strong tide, which fortunately did not project
them away fromland. This was what probably saved their lives, for otherw se
t hey m ght have been battered to death in the breakers. As it was, the
current carried themaround a great dark cape that |oomed grimand ugly before
themin the night, but brought them eventually abreast a sloping, sandy beach

"Here's our chance to make a | anding, Chet!" urged Joe, exerting all his
strength to fight clear of the heavy sea. Slowy the boys felt the drag of the
water relax, struggled free, and could feel the |lighter waves sweeping them
toward shore and shallow water. Their feet touched bottom and they struggled
up onto the land, where they stunbled and fell, conpletely exhausted. The two
boys lay there for a long time until gradually their strength returned.

"We pretty nearly went to Davey Jones's | ocker that time," muttered Chet
weakly. "Boy, I'mall in!"

"Closest call | ever had," returned Joe. He sat up and gazed out into the
stormtossed darkness. "Chet, do you think there's a chance that Frank m ght
have escaped?"

"Well, we escaped, didn't we? If he hadn't stayed behind to | ook after that
old man he'd have been with us now "

When Joe | ooked into the gl oom and saw t he huge waves rolling up onto the
beach and heard the boom and thunder of the surf, his heart sank. It seened

i mpossi bl e that anyone could live in such a sea. The fact that he and Chet had
done so did not |essen his anxiety about Frank

It began to rain. First it was nmerely a gentle downpour. Then it increased
until soon it was a drenching, torrential storm A vivid flash of |ightning
reveal ed the ocean as clearly as if it were daylight. Then cane an
ear-splitting crash of thunder

"Come on, Joe. Let's try to find shelter."
"Wher e?"

"I saw a house. In that lightning flash. It's down the beach a little way,"
shout ed Chet excitedly. "Come on!"

Joe got up and wearily foll owed his conpani on through the rain. Chet's
sharp eyes had caught sight of a small shack about a hundred yards distant.
Anot her flash of lightning revealed it again and the boys broke into a
stunbling run. They reached the building, found the door open, and rushed
i nside. The rain drummed heavily on the roof.



Joe groped in his pockets for the waterproof match-box he invariably carried
with him and was glad he had it now Wile in Bayport the Hardy boys had made
several excursions out into Barnmet Bay and down the coast in their fast

not orboat, the Sleuth, and with an eye to the probability of accident or weck
al ways carried matches in water-tight containers. Joe extracted one of them
now and struck it against the wall

They found thenselves in a small hut, evidently built for the use of a
fisherman. It was enpty save for a small stove, beneath which lay a pile of
firewood.

"W won't freeze, anyway," said Chet, when he saw the stove and t he wood.
"This was nmade to order, Joe."

In a few m nutes the boys had a fire going, and stripped off their soggy
clothing to dry. They were so cold by this tinme that their teeth were
chattering, but it was not |ong before the cheerful fire restored warnth to
their bodies. Then, conpletely exhausted by the grueling ordeal which they had
undergone, they sprawled on the floor and fell fast asleep, the roar of w nd,
rain and sea pounding in their ears.

When they awakened it was broad daylight and a warm shaft of sunshine was
streaming in the solitary window of the little hut. Joe flung open the door
The weat her had cleared and the wind had di ed down. The ocean | ay before them
in the clear sunlight, so blue and calmthat it seened as if their terrifying
ad-venture of the previous night had been but a dream

The boys dressed thensel ves and went outside. A short distance up the beach
they saw a road that led inland through the rocks and scrub tinmber.

"Am | stiff and sore this norning!" groaned Chet. "Wat's nore," he added

plaintively, "it doesn't look as if we stand nuch chance of finding any
breakfast around here. 1'mso hungry | could eat a rubber boot."
"We' || have to forget about food for a while, I'mafraid,” said Joe. "That

road nust | ead sonewhere. Let's find out where."

"Maybe you can forget about breakfast," said Chet, "but | can't. | hope the
nearest town isn't nore than fifty mles away."

He nade a few hal f-hearted attenpts to joke about their plight but finally
gave up, as they struck down the road. In the back of their m nds was the fear
t hat Frank Hardy had peri shed.

"I still think he's safe,” insisted Joe trying to keep up his courage. "M
brother's a better swimrer than either of us. If we could make it, then he

could, too."

"I wish we had never net that old Bl ackstone," said Chet in an effort to

change the subject. "That was a queer thing, Joe. |I'msure Ruel Rand was the
man who was in our stateroom And it was he who knocked the old fell ow over
the head. |I'm positive of that, for | saw himkneeling beside M. Bl ackstone

just after the ship crashed.™

"Ruel Rand, eh!" exclained Joe in surprise, for in the excitenent of the
shi pwreck the boys had not had tine to discuss the events that had taken place
just before the catastrophe.

"He practically adnitted that he hit M. Blackstone. At first | thought the



old man m ght have been thrown off his feet when the ship struck and in that
way bunped his head on the wall. There was sonet hi ng queer about that Rand
fellow"

Their specul ati ons were soon forgotten in what next net their gl ance.
The road led over a little hill, and there, right before their eyes, they saw
a clearing and a cabin, in front of which stood a battered old autonobile. The
boys uttered a whoop of joy, and raced down the road toward the buil di ng.

A dog started to bark, as it rushed out to neet them A noment |ater the
door of the shack opened and a | anky, bl ack-haired man appeared, gazing at
t hem curi ously.

"How far away is the nearest town!" blurted out Chet.

"How are the chances of renting your car!" demanded Joe.

The owner scratched his head.

"Where do you fellows come from " he asked. "You don't |ive hereabouts."

They told himbriefly of the shipweck and explained their plight. The settler
was deeply interested, and quickly volunteered to drive themto the nearest

vill age where they m ght perhaps hear sone news about other survivors.

"Good!" exclaimed Joe, scranbling into the man's car with Chet close at his
heel s. "How far away is the town?"

"Bout three mles. It won't take long if my tires hold out."

Luckily the tires did hold out and it was not |long before the car rattled into
a tiny ham et that consisted of half a dozen weat her-beaten houses. No one in
t he place had heard anything of the weck. As was to be expected, the arrival
of the boys created a local sensation. Joe lost no time getting in touch with
the nearest city by tel ephone, and called the office of the |eadi ng newspaper

"Most of the survivors of the Resolute disaster have been brought here," he
was told. "We're hard at work trying to make up a list of them now but it
isn't an easy matter to check up. Some of themare in the hospital, while
ot hers have gone to their hones."

"I's the nane of Frank Hardy on your list!" inquired Joe anxiously.
"Just a monent, please."
Joe waited, trenmbling with suspense. Then cane the answer:

"I"msorry, but we have no such nane. Yet that doesn't necessarily mean that
t he person you are asking for didn't escape. Qur list isn't at all conplete.”

"Thanks," said Joe dully, and hung up the receiver. H s discouraged
expression told Chet the bad news nore plainly than words coul d.

"I guess we'd better go into the city,"
Frank may be in one of the hospitals."

he said. "There's just a chance that

"Il drive you in, lads," offered the synpathetic settler. "It ain't far
Only seven nmiles. My tires ought to hold out that |ong."

The boys thanked himgratefully, and started out. Joe, however, had little



confidence in the outcone of their search. Wenever he thought of the raging
sea t hrough which they had fought their way to shore the previous night, he
knew t hat the chance of finding Frank alive was indeed scant.

CHAPTER | V

AN UNPLEASANT SURPRI SE

JOE HARDY and Chet Mrton spent the rest of the day in the city on a fruitless
search for Frank. They made the rounds of the hospitals, the police stations,
and the newspaper offices. They interviewed many survivors of the Resolute

di saster, but their efforts proved futile. Mdire than thirty menbers of the
ship's passenger list and crew were anong the m ssing. This included Frank
Hardy and old M. Bl ackstone

Late that afternoon the grief-stricken |ads boarded a train for Bayport. They
had spoken to Fenton Hardy by tel ephone, and had been urged by himto return
"You have done all you can, Joe,"
want you to cone hone."

he said. "I'mnot giving up hope yet. W

Chet went to his chumls house when they re turned to Bayport. There they found
M. and Ms. Hardy bearing up courageously and fighting for self-control. They
listened eagerly to tile account of the weck.

Ms. Hardy's face was colorless as Joe related how Frank had insisted upon
trying to save M. Blackstone in spite of the extra risk he had incurred

hi nsel f, and pressed a handkerchief to her eyes when the boys told of their
desperate swmto shore. Fromtime to time Chet woul d suppl enent his chum s
story with details of his own.

"I't was lucky for us that the current carried us away fromthe rocks,"
declared Joe. "If we had been borne up there we m ght have been battered to
pi eces. "

The tel ephone rang, interrupting him M. Hardy answered the call

"Fenton Hardy speaking," he said, as he listened for a noment. Suddenly his
face was transforned by an expression of unalloyed relief and gl adness.
"Good! CGood!" he exclainmed. "The steaner Bluebird. Fine! That takes a big
load off nmy mind, |I can tell you. Thank you. Good-bye."

"I's it about Frank?" denmanded Ms. Hardy anxiously, as her husband repl aced
the receiver. "He's alive! You' ve had sone news!"

Fent on Hardy nodded.
"Frank is safe !" he exclainmed. "The tel egraph office just called to say that

Frank and M. Bl ackstone were picked up by a |unber steaner on its way to
Croston. They'll arrive there tonorrow norning."



"Hurrah!" yelled Chet. "Boy, that's great! | knew he'd cone through al
right."

"What a relief !" exclaimed Ms. Hardy. "Did they say anything el se, Fenton?
Was he hurt?"

"Frank is all right, but evidently the old man is in pretty bad shape. Joe,
think you and | had better fly down to Croston first thing tonmorrow norning to
neet that ship when it arrives in port."

"May | come too, M. Hardy?" asked Chet eagerly.
"Of course. dad to have you."

"Swell. "Il run along hone now or ny people will be sending searching
parties out after ne. 1'll neet you at the airport in the norning.

At dawn the next day the trio boarded a passenger plane on the coastal run
M. Hardy had been so relieved to |l earn that his sons had escaped with their
lives that the matter of the m ssing handwiting speci nens was of snall
concern. He admitted to Joe, however, that their loss was a serious blowto
hi s hopes of clearing up the case on which he was worKking.

"Never mind, Dad," said Joe. "Perhaps we can get sone nore specinmens for
you. "
"And we'll travel by train next tine," said Chet.

The boys told M. Hardy the entire story of the fight in the stateroom and
t he detective was keenly interested.

"Perhaps this man Ruel Rand was after the handwiting speci nens," he
suggest ed.

"W thought of that,"” Joe admitted. "If he was, |I'msure he didn't get them
I'd like to meet himagain just the sane, and only hope he's alive. H's nane
wasn't on any of the lists of survivors yesterday."

When the plane set them down at Croston, a busy little seaport town, M. Hardy
and the boys drove to the docks at once and discovered that the Bl uebird was
just coming into the harbor. They did not have to wait very long be-fore the

| unber steamer reached its wharf.

Among the first passengers to disembark was Frank. He was anazed when he saw
the little reception committee waiting for him for it had not dawned upon him
that word of his rescue had reached Bayport. He uttered a cry of delight when
he saw the fanm liar faces and in a nonent all four were shaki ng hands and
hurling a dozen questions. Chet and Joe wanted to know how Frank had escaped.
Frank in turn was equally curious to hear how the other two had reached

safety.

"M. Blackstone and | got over the side all right," Frank expl ai ned,
"but he couldn't swma stroke and | couldn't |leave him W had our life-belts
on, of course, so we just drifted. Then along came this |unber steaner. It had
al ready picked up one of the lifeboats, and had turned a big searchlight on
the water to |l ocate other survivors. Luckily for us we were seen and taken on
board. Ch, here is M. Black-stone now The poor old fell ow nmust be badly
hurt.”



Down t he gangpl ank canme two sailors carrying stretcher on which lay the aged
man, wrapped in blankets. Fenton Hardy i mediately took charge of the
si tuation.

"He'll have to be taken to the hospital,"” ~aid the detective, going in search
of a tel ephone to nake arrangenents for the anbul ance.

The three boys went over to the injured man. He was consci ous, but when they
asked if he were confortable he did not answer them

"He has been acting very strangely,"” said Frank. "That crack on the head
didn't do himany good, and he hasn't spoken to me since the Bl uebird picked
himup. He talked to the captain for a few m nutes, but that was all."

When t he ambul ance arrived they acconpanied the injured man to the hospital
where M. Hardy took full responsibility for his care and saw that he was
given a confortable room The head physician, a brisk, m ddl e-aged man who
i ntroduced hinself as Dr. Forester, nmade an exam nation of the patient.

"It's a good thing you brought himhere," he said gravely. "He has a serious
skull injury. I'lIl have to operate at once."

"I's it that bad?" gasped Frank

"Bad enough," admitted the doctor. "The man has been weakened by exposure,
too. If he can stand the shock of the operation he will pull through al
right, but it is going to be mghty close."

Swiftly Dr. Forester gave orders to an intern and a nurse, and preparations
for the operation were soon under way. M. Hardy and the boys withdrew from
the room and went downstairs.

"It's up to us to locate Ruel Rand,"” said Joe. "He's responsible for M.

Bl ackstone's condition. O course, Rand may not have escaped fromthe weck,
but if he's alive I'd like to get ny hands on him Wy, if that old man dies
it will be just plain nurder."

A policeman was standing at the desk in the hospital rotunda. As M. Hardy and
t he boys approached, the officer stepped forward.

"M . Hardy?" he asked.

"Yes," acknow edged the detective. "What can | do for you?"
"These are your sons?"
"Two of them This young nan is Chet Morton."

The policeman nodded. "I'Il have to ask you boys to come along with nme to the
station," he said.

The boys | ooked at one another in bew | dernent.
"What's up now?" demanded Frank

"I"msorry, but you're under arrest!"



CHAPTER V

QUT ON BAI L

JOE, Frank and Chet were stunned by this announcenent. Fenton Hardy's face
flushed with anger.

"Under arrest!" he exclainmed. "These boys? Wiy, that's perfectly ridicul ous.
What is the charge?"

"I"'monly obeying orders,"” replied the policeman. "I was told to pick up Frank
and Joseph Hardy and Chester Mrton. That's all | know about it. | daresay
you'll get the whole story fromthe chief."

"I-1 never committed a crine in my lifel" blustered Chet. "I stole an apple
froman orchard once about five years ago, but surely I'mnot going to be run
in for that."

The others laughed in spite of the fact that they were upset and puzzled by
this strange turn of events.

"When were you ordered to arrest these boys?" demanded M. Hardy.

"Just a fewmnutes ago. | was told I'd find them here. There's no use
arguing. | must do ny duty."

"I"mnot going to argue,"” returned Fenton Hardy. "But | can't understand it.
There nust be some m stake. Cone along, boys. We'll get this matter cleared
up at once."

Frank and Joe were conpletely in the dark. They shared their father's opinion
that there had been sone ridicul ous m stake.

"Perhaps the steanship conpany is rounding up witnesses and trying to obtain
i nformati on about the weck," Frank suggested. "Probably we're nmerely wanted
for questioning, and this policeman thinks it's for sonmething else."

M. Hardy, greatly worried, hailed a cab. They then drove to the station
house, a small brick building |ocated in the center of the town. Here they
were ushered into the presence of the Chief of Police, a stout, red-faced man
with a heavy bl ack mustache.

"Very pleased to make your acquai ntance, M. Hardy," he said, shaking hands
with the great detective. "I've often heard of you, of course.”

"Under the circunstances,"” replied Frank and Joe's father, smling, "I can't
say that I"'mvery glad to make your acquaintance. What is it all about, Chief?
Your man tells ne these boys are under arrest. It's a mistake, isn't it?"

The officer shook his head regretfully "No mistake at all, M. Hardy, I'm
sorry to say. | don't know nuch about the case nyself, but a charge has been
pl aced so | have to act accordingly."



"What's the charge? And who is behind it?" asked Frank

"You' re accused of robbery, the whole three of you, by M. Samuel Bl ackstone,"
was the astounding reply.

For a nonent the boys were speechl ess.
"Robbery!" squeaked Chet finally.
"M . Bl ackstone charges us with robbery!" exclainmed Joe.

"I never heard of anything so absurd,"” M. Hardy snapped. "'Wy, ny boy Frank
saved M. Bl ackstone's life. W have just taken the man to the hospital ."

"The ungrateful old reprobate!” nuttered Chet.

"Can't help that," returned the Chief. "It seens that M. Bl ackstone was
talking to the captain of the Bluebird and told himthat as soon as the boat
docked he wanted to have Frank Hardy arrested and warrants issued for the

ot her boys. You were all on the Resolute with M. Bl ackstone, weren't you?"

"That's true," admtted Frank

"Well, he told the captain that he had been robbed of six thousand dollars in
cold cash just before the shipweck, and blanes you boys for his |loss. He
clainms you lured himdown a dark passage and that you then staged a fake fight
in a stateroom which ended with his getting a terrible crack over the head.
Then he says you stole his noney."

The boys were beginning to realize nowthat they were in a serious

predi canent. The news that Bl ackstone had | ost his funds surprised them and
they could plainly see that a very damagi ng case m ght be built up agai nst

t hem

"If anyone has robbed him" declared Chet hotly, "it is Ruel Rand. |'m sure he
was the man in our stateroomwho knocked M. Bl ackstone down."

The officer shrugged.

"I don't know anything about it,,' he said. "The case can't be tried until M.
Bl ackstone is well enough to come to court and testify."

"Do you mean to say we'll have to stay in jail until then?" demanded Frank
"Why, it may be weeks before the man is on his feet again.”

"I can take you over to see the judge," suggested the chief. "Muybe he'll |et
you out on bail."

"We'|l get it settled as soon as possible," said M. Hardy.

Across the street was the office of the judge, where the circunstances were
expl ai ned.

"It's a serious charge," said the justice, a mld-mannered old gentleman with
white chin- whiskers. "I don't want to keep the boys in jail, of course, but
there will have to be bail"

"I understand," said M. Hardy. The fornmalities were soon conpleted, greatly
to the relief of the boys, and they were officially remanded for hearing on
the theft charge at a |later date. They were glad M. Hardy's presence had



saved them from bei ng pl aced behind bars, even tenporarily, but it was not
pl easant to think that they would be under a cloud of suspicion until the tinme
of the trial

"Now we must find Ruel Rand if he is alive!" Joe insisted.
Chet beckoned to a newsboy and bought a noon edition of the |ocal paper

"They ought to have the survivors of the weck pretty well checked by now, " he
said. "Let's see if there is any news of Rand."

On the front page, several columms of which were given over to the Resolute
di saster, the boys found a conplete list of the passengers who had escaped.

"He's alive! Look!" exclained Chet. "Ruel Rand, slightly injured, suffering
from exposure, picked up by coast guard and taken to life-saving station at
Rocky Inlet."

"For your own sakes," advised M. Hardy, "I think you had better get in touch
with this fellow at once, and size himup. If he denies having been in the
stateroom and protests any know edge of M. Bl ackstone's noney, you will have

to do a little detective work and try to get at the truth of the story.

"I have sone business to attend to this afternoon and won't be able to help
you. The | oss of those handwiting specinens means that | nust try to get
others to replace them Wy not see if you can get to that |ife-saving
station? It nmay not be far away."

The boys nade inquiries and | earned that Rocky Inlet was only five mles from
Croston, and coul d be reached by road.

"Let's get a car and go there," decided Frank. "Maybe a little talk with Rue
Rand will clear up a lot of things."

"Somehow he didn't give me the inpression that he was a crook," Chet admtted.
"But you never can tell."

"I wonder what he neant by saying that old M. Blackstone was a scoundrel ?"
queried Joe.

"And | should like to know what he was doing in our stateroom" Frank
remar ked.

M. Hardy told themthat he would return to Bayport by express late in the
afternoon. |If the boys should not get back from Rocky Inlet in tinme to catch
the sane train they could cone | ater that evening. He bade them goodbye and
hast ened down the street.

The lads lost no time in calling a taxi and ordering the driver to take them
to the life-saving station. On the way to Rocky Inlet they discussed every
angl e of the strange case in which they had become invol ved so unexpectedly.
"If we can't prove this Rand fellow guilty," Frank pointed out, "it may be
m ghty serious for us. If we're brought into court and old M. Bl ackstone
swears we robbed himwe won't have an easy tinme clearing ourselves. Naturally
it will be his word against ours, and he can nake it | ook pretty bad. Even if
we are acquitted there will always be a certain anmpunt of suspicion directed
agai nst us."

"We're going to |locate that noney and find out who stole it!" Joe decl ared



grimy.

"Maybe there wasn't any six thousand dollars in the first place," suggested
Chet. "W had only Bl ackstone's word for that."

Frank whistled at this new suggestion

"That's an idea. But why should Bl ackstone tell us he had a big sum of noney
in his possession if he didn't?"

"It m ght have been a frane-up in the hope that our parents would put up the

funds rather than have us arrested. |'ve heard of that trick before."
"Sounds a little bit far-fetched," observed Frank. "It isn't inprobable,
t hough. "

They soon reached the beach, where a lonely little building stood on the rocky
and desol ate shore. A few boats were drawn up on the beach, and on one of the
upturned craft sat an old fisherman nmendi ng a net.

The boys told the driver to wait for them and walked up to the |life-saving
station. At first their knocks went unanswered, and the boys began to wonder
if the place were deserted. After a |lengthy delay, however, they heard sounds
of activity within, and the door was opened slowy by a thick-set, red-faced
man who peered at them through the opening.

VWhat do you want ?" he asked roughly.

"We should like to see M. Rand," replied Frank. "Is he well enough to have
visitors?"

The man frowned

"I don't know who you're talking about,” he said in a surly voi ce.

"W saw in the paper that M. Ruel Rand, one of the survivors of the Resolute
wr eck, had been brought here," explained Joe. "W'd like to see him"

"Don't know anythi ng about him" grunted the attendant. "Beat it!"
"Was he taken to Croston?" asked Frank
"I don't know. \What do you think this is anyhow? An information bureau?"

Wth these words the red-faced man slamed the door rudely in their faces,
whi | e the boys exchanged gl ances of consternation.

"M ghty queer, this,"” said Frank. "That fellow was hiding sonething. 1'll bet
he had orders to keep still if anyone should come here |ooking for Ruel Rand."

"What shall we do about it?" asked Chet. Joe shrugged. "'Wat can we do? W
may as well go back to Croston.”

"Al'l right," agreed Frank. "But we're com ng back. If M. Ruel Rand thinks he
can fool us that easily, he is mistaken," he added with determ nation

About nine o' clock that evening a car nade its way down the Rocky Inlet road,
the headlights cutting a bright swath through the darkness. Wile it was yet
out of sight of the life-saving station the machi ne was brought to a stop, the
lights were switched off, and three figures scranbled out.



CHAPTER VI

RAND S ESCAPE

"BRRR! It's cold!" nmuttered Chet, shivering, for a chill wi nd was sweeping in
fromthe ocean. "I wish we hadn't cone to this life-saving station."

"You' ve al ways wanted to be al ong on our adventures," Frank remnmi nded him

"Don't start grouching now "

"Ch, I'mnot grouching," replied the fat boy hastily. "I'mhaving a grand
time. No harmin naking a remark about the weather, is there?"

"Not so much chatter," cautioned Joe. "That watchman may be bangi ng around and
we' |l get chased out of here if he should catch us."

Quietly the three | ads wal ked down the road toward the |ife-saving station
and in a few m nutes cane in sight of the building, vague and shadowy in the
night. Wth the exception of one dimy-lighted wi ndow, the place was in

dar kness. The whine of the wind, nmngled with the steady crash and roar of
t he waves on the beach, accentuated the desol ate and sinister atnosphere of
the |l onely spot.

"I hardly think Rand is here," said Chet. "Wy should anyone want to stay in
such a forsaken place?"

"It's because of the watchman's attitude this afternoon that | think the
fellowis here," answered Frank. "That guard was too secretive to suit nme. |If
Rand wasn't there we woul d have been told so outright.”

"Something in that, | guess," Chet agreed. The boys crept closer to the

buil ding, trying to peer through the single |lighted wi ndow, but the shade was
tightly drawn. It was useless to attenpt |istening for sounds of novements or
voi ces within the house, because the how of the wind and the roar of the surf
drowned everyt hi ng.

Wth surprising suddenness a beam of |ight swept out of the darkness, shone
for a noment on the house, then vanished. Startled, the boys wheel ed about,
for the illunmination had come fromthe direction of the w nding road.
Presently they heard the noise of an autonobile engine, and through the gl oom
could dimy see a car pull up to a stop. The driver had cut oft the headlights
as soon as the nmachi ne had cone around the curve.

Breathlessly the | ads crouched at the side of the building. Soneone was
getting out of the car. Then a dark figure canme down the slope, picking its
way carefully along the path. It drew cl oser, passed within a few yards of the
boys, ascended the steps, and went up to the door

Frank peered around the side of the house, and saw the visitor knock sharply.



A moment | ater the door opened and the newcomer was clearly revealed in the
light that streaned out. Frank uttered a gasp of surprise

The nysterious caller was a wonan! She stepped into the building, and the
door cl osed behind her

"Looks as if we've stunbled on to sonething mghty strange," said Frank
quietly, as he stepped back to the others. "Wiy should a woman be calling here
at this hour of night? .’

"A woman! " excl ai med Joe and Chet. In the darkness they had been unable to see
the stranger other than as a vague, dark form

"Yes, a wonan."

The boys did not have to speculate long as to the reason for the lady's visit.
Al most imredi ately the entrance to the place opened again and she stepped out,
followed by a tall man. He wore a |l ong overcoat, with the collar turned up
around his neck and a hat drawn | ow over his eyes. His face was in the |ight
for a noment, so Frank could see himclearly.

The man was Ruel Rand!

He said something in a |l ow voice to the watchman of the |ife-saving station
bade hi m goodbye, and turned away. The door cl osed agai n.

Frank drew back quickly and pressed hinself against the side of the building
as the woman and her conpani on canme down the steps.

"I parked the car up at the top of the slope,"” she was saying. Let's hurry I'"

"I can't get out of this infernal place too soon to suit nme," grunbled Rand.
He took the wonan's armto help her along the path.

Frank turned to Chet and Joe.

"We'll follow them but be careful. Don't get too close. Try to take the
i cense nunber of that car if you can.”

The boys set out in pursuit, keeping at a safe di stance behind the pair
hurrying up the slope toward the parked nachi ne. The autompbil e had been
turned around so that it was now facing in the direction of Croston.

As soon as Ruel Rand and his conpanion stepped into it Frank broke into a run
The lights were switched on, the engine roared. Frank was within a few yards
of the car as it pulled away-cl ose enough to get the license nunber and to
discern that it was froma Southern state. The nachine |urched off up the

sl ope, gathering speed.

"Cone on !" Frank called to the others "W'll follow them"

By the time they reached their own autonobile, which they had rented for the
evening, their quarry had gained a substantial |ead. Frank flung hinself
behi nd the wheel, and as Joe and Chet scranmbled into the front seat beside
him he swiftly turned the car around and swung it onto the road. Then he put
on speed.

Wthin a few mnutes they caught sight of the bobbing tail-Ilight ahead, having
dashed down the narrow, rocky road at breakneck speed. But Ruel Rand's auto
was not loafing. Try as he might, Frank found it inpossible to overhaul the



car ahead.

The road cut into a main hi ghway, where traffic was conparatively heavy. The
bi g sedan in which Rand and the wonman were driving fairly flew al ong. The gap
between their car and that of the Hardys w dened swiftly. A truck, sw nging
out froma gas station, partially blocked the road, so that Frank was obliged
to apply the brakes and pull over to the side to avoid a collision. By the
time the vehicle had straightened out and gi ven himcl earance the tail 4i ght of
t he Rand nachi ne had vani shed al t oget her.

"No use!" sighed Frank. "W'Il never catch that man now. "

"He certainly showed his heels to us," said Chet. "I wonder if he knew he was
bei ng fol | owed. "

"Maybe. He didn't lose any tine putting distance between hinself and that
life-saving station. However, | got the |license nunber. Wat do you think?
It's down in that Southern state where we just cane from"

"Wwee," said Joe. "That's interesting. Well, | guess there's nothing |eft
for us to do now but take the next train back to Bayport."

Frank drove back to Croston. The boys were di sappointed over their failure to
confront Ruel Rand, but hopeful that the license nunber of the nystery car

m ght be a clue that would help themto trace their quarry. They returned the
hired autonobile to the garage and took advantage of the few m nutes that

remai ned before train tine to put in a tel ephone call to the hospital, and

i nqui re about the condition of M. Bl ackstone.

"The operation was successful,"” they were inforned. "The patient is resting
easier this evening, but it will be several days before he will be able to
| eave the hospital ."

"That's good," said Chet, when Frank repeated this information to the others.
"Maybe the man will be a little nore sensible nowthat his head is fixed up.
If he is able to think straight he may conclude that he was pretty foolish to
have us arrested."

When the Hardy boys returned to Bayport that night and reached their home they
found a surprise awaiting them Their father had been called away, and there
was a guest in the person of their Aunt Gertrude, a sharp-tongued, peppery

mai den | ady who spent nost of her time paying lengthy visits to her relatives.
In the opinion of her nephews she was "a terror," and al though they had a
genui ne fondness for her and knew t hat she secretly regarded them as her
favorite kin, both | ads had good cause to respect her tongue and her tenper.

"So," the good | ady snapped at the breakfast table the follow ng norning,

glaring at themover her spectacles. "A fine state of affairs | find here.
cone for a quiet little visit and what do | hear? My nephews are in jail. In
jail! For beating up an old man and robbing him D sgraceful! For the first

time in the history of the famly--a Hardy in jail! \Wat have you to say for
your sel ves?"

"Not hi ng much, Aunty," said Joe with becom ng neekness, "except that we didn't
doit."”

"Then why were you arrested?" demanded their aunt triunmphantly. "The police
don't go around arresting people for nothing. There nust be somethi ng behi nd
it."



"It was all a mistake, Aunt Gertrude," Frank explained. "W were trying to
hel p the old nan, and soneone el se robbed him but he thought we were to
bl ane. "

The I ady sniffed.

"Time and tine again," she declared, |ooking at Ms. Hardy, "I have warned
you, Laura, that no good woul d come of letting these boys go gallivanting
around the country playing at being detectives. |If I've said it once, |'ve

said it a hundred tinmes, that it would surely end in trouble. And now | ook
what happens. They get shi pw ecked, they cone within an inch of drowning, and
then they get thrown in jail."

She darted a fierce glance at the cul prits again.

"I"'mgoing to cut you out of my will!" she snapped. "You have disgraced the
fam |y nane. Never did | think 1'd live to see the day--"

"But we're innocent!" protested Frank. "You surely don't believe we would rob
an old man, do you, Aunt Gertrude ?"

In her heart their relative did not believe it, but the opportunity for
delivering a lecture was too good to be m ssed.

"Isn't it enough that you' ve been arrested?" she demanded. "That's the
di sgraceful part. Oh, dear, | don't know what the younger generation is coning
to, I"'msure."

She broke into a stormy nonol ogue on the iniquities of nodern youth, under
cover of which the boys finished their neal and excused thensel ves.

""We 'd better clear out of here,” grinned Frank, "or Aunt Gertrude wll make
t hi ngs hot for us around this house. 1'mgoing to get busy and wite to the
state license bureau this nmorning and see if | can't trace that car of Rand."
Accordingly he sent off a letter at once.

The boys wi sely stayed out of Aunt CGertrude's way, venturing hone only at

[ unch tinme. However, this gave the good lady a solid hour in which to express
her deci ded opi nions of errant nephews who got thensel ves arrested.

The next afternoon, when the postnman arrived, Frank hurried out into the hall
Eagerly he | ooked into the mail-box and thunbed over the letters which had
just been delivered.

"Here it is!" he exclained. "An answer fromthe |icense bureau."”

Joe peered over his brother's shoul der as Frank tore open the m ssive that had
cone in reply to his inquiry.

CHAPTER VI |

THE WARNI NG



THE letter was brief and to the point, but it gave the Hardy boys the data
they wanted. It read as follows:

"In reply to your conmuni cation of Septenmber 12th, we beg to informyou that
the Iicense nunber noted in your letter is issued in the nane of Ruel Rand of
Hi dden Harbor."

That was all, but it was quite enough. It gave two vital pieces of
i nformati on-that the car had bel onged to Ruel Rand, and that his address was
Hi dden Har bor.

"That nysterious place again!" exclainmed Joe. "The one outside of Larchnont.
W heard about it when we were down getting the handwiting specinmens."

"That's right," agreed Frank. "The spot where slaves used to be smuggled in
over a hundred years ago."

"You recall we were told that was how Hi dden Harbor got its nanme," added Joe.
"It is just the kind of a cove where a boat could sail in wthout being seen
and unl oad sonething it wasn't supposed to."

"Sure. And I'Il bet there were lots of secret doings that didn't get in the
hi story books!"

"That may be the case today, too," suggested Joe. "Someone in Larchnont said
there was a nystery nmansi on down there. Maybe it's Ruel Rand's hone!"

"What's all this?" broke in the voice of Aunt Gertrude. "What's this about a
nmystery mansion? Wiomis your letter fron? Is there any mail for nme?"

"No letters for you, I'"'msorry to say," returned Frank. "But we've just had
some very good news. We've been trying to trace the nan whom we believe to be
the real robber, and now we have his address."

Aunt Gertrude seened to be in a better frane of mnd this afternoon.

"You have his address !" she said, interested. "Then get busy and have him
arrested at once."

"That's easier said than done," Joe told her. "W haven't any evi dence agai nst
him"

"Hunmph! Just let ne get my hands on the rascal for a minute and I'lIl get the
evidence. 1'll make himtell the truth. Wat's his name? \Were does he |ive?"

Aunt Certrude was as changeabl e as a weat her-vane and no one could ever
predi ct what she was going to do next. She seenmed to have forgotten her
conviction of the previous evening that the boys were guilty. Now she was
equally firmin her belief that they were victins of injustice and that Rue
Rand was the one at fault.

Frank and Joe told her that evening the story of the voyage on the Resol ute;
about their encounter with M. Bl ackstone; of the discovery of the intruder in



the stateroom and of the subsequent fight and the weck. The good | ady was
quite indi gnant.

"Why, it's as plain as the nose on your face!" she declared. "That scoundre
Rand is the thief. | knowwhat 1'd do if | were in your shoes. 1'd go and tel
the police about the rascal and have himthrown into jail."

At this nonment there cane a knock at the door and Chet Mrton wal ked i n,
munchi ng an appl e.

"Good eveni ng! Good eveni ng! Good evening !" he chirped blithely. Then, when
he recogni zed Aunt Gertrude, he swallowed hastily and turned pale. Chet had
known the bitterness of the |lady's tongue on several occasions.

"Young man," she said, "when | |ast saw you three nonths ago you were eating
an apple, and now you're still eating an apple. Is it the sane apple or does
your father buy themfor you by the barrel? Never in all ny born days have I
seen such a perpetual apple-eater. And if it isn't an apple, it's pie. And
that rem nds nme, you stole an apple pie that | left on the kitchen table one
afternoon on ny last visit."

Chet gul ped and bl ushed.

"I didn't really steal it," he said. "It |ooked |onesone, and it was such a
good pie that it seened a shanme not to take a little bite. And when | had
taken a little bite | knewit was the best pie | had ever tasted and before
knew it, why, the whole pie was gone."

Aunt Certrude | ooked pl eased.

"I do know how to nmake a good pie," she said, "even if |I say so nmyself. It's
all in being able to roll the crust properly.”

"WIl you make ne a pie all for mysel f?" asked Chet, pursuing his advantage.
"I don't know of anyone who can bake better pie than you can. Ever since you
went away |'ve been hoping you' d cone back soon so I could ask you to nake ne
one of your special kind."

"Well, 1'lIl see," replied Aunt Gertrude, inmensely flattered. "Tonorrow
afternoon, if I'mnot too busy. But what's all this about Ruel Rand and the
house at H dden Har bor ?"

The group went into the living roomand the Hardy boys told Chet about the
letter they had received fromthe |icense bureau. The stout |lad also recalled
some of the stories the boys had heard about the strange old mansion at the
secl uded spot.

"It seens," observed Frank, "that the original owner was pretty much of a
rascal and that he ended up by being |ynched for his m sdeeds. Down in
Larchnmont | heard that the place had fallen into ruins, but that a half-witted
son of the original owner still lives there. The story goes that he is haunted
by his father's ghost."

"That can't be Ruel Rand," said Chet, who was meking hinself confortable in a
flinmsy antique chair beside Aunt Gertrude. "Watever we may think about him |
hardly believe he's half-witted."

"Perhaps the queer person is sone other menber of the household and not a
rel ative," suggested Joe



"That may be," agreed Frank. "Nevertheless, | can't see what connection there
can be between old M. Blackstone, Ruel Rand, and this nysterious nmansion said
to be haunted by. the ghost of a nman who was |ynched many years ago."

"Lynching," declared Aunt Gertrude suddenly, "is a disgrace and an
abomi nation. | can well renenber a story your G eat-grandfather Abner used to
tell. It seens there was a lynching in a little town near the place where he

lived. The nmob took a prisoner fromthe jail and strung himup to an elmtree.
Dreadful affair. Well, that night your G eat-grandfather Abner was com ng
hone. He hadn't been one of the Iynching party but he had seen the whole
affair and was feeling pretty nervous and shaken up about it, | can tell you.
He was going along this | onesone |ane in the dead of night, when all of a
sudden there was a crackling of bushes

Chet's eyes were bul ging.
"What was it?" he gasped.

"There was a crackling of bushes, and out into the road junped a man with a
pistol in his hand. 'Revenge!' he cried. 'You were one of those nen who

| ynched ny brother! Revenge!' And with that he pressed the pistol to your
G eat - grandf at her Abner's forehead

Suddenly there was a splintering crash. It came with such abruptness that both
Frank and Joe | eaped out of their chairs. Interrupting as it did this
thrilling part of the gruesone story, when everyone was hangi ng spel | bound
onto the words, it had the effect of a sensation. There was a thud, then a
squawk of angui sh.

Aunt Certrude fainted.

Chet Morton lay sprawling on the floor in the ruins of the antique chair that
had col | apsed beneath the weight of his plunp formjust at the nost exciting
nmonent of the tal e about G eat-grandfather Abner

Frank and Joe suppressed an inmpul se to |augh. They rushed over to their
relative, who lay linp in her arnchair. As for Chet, he picked hinmself up
greatly enbarrassed.

"Cet a glass of water!"

"Rub her hands!"

"Open the wi ndow "

The Hardys busi ed thensel ves trying to revive Aunt Certrude, and when she
began to noan and show signs of returning consci ousness, Frank said:

"You had better get out of here, Chet. | shouldn't want to be in your position
for anything."

"Right you are," agreed the fat boy. "I don't care to be around when she cones
to and finds out that I'"'mto blame for having scared her half to death."

Leaving Joe to continue his merciful mnistrations by way of rubbing Aunt
Gertrude's hands and holding a bottle of ammoni a under her nose at intervals,
Frank escorted his sheepi sh | ooking chumto the front entrance.

He opened the door, then | eaped back with a yell of astonishment. A black
snakel i ke object withed into the hall across the floor. It resenbled a



poi sonous snake so closely that Chet uttered a whoop of terror and | eaped for
the staircase, where he clung to the banister

The obj ect made no further novement. On closer exam nation Frank saw that it
was not a reptile but a thick Iength of black rope that been attached to the
bottom of the door.

"What's the idea of that?" he exclained. Then, at the end of the coil, Frank
spied a torn scrap of paper, which he picked up. On it, in crude lettering,
was witten:

"Keep out of the Rand-Bl ackstone Feud if you want to save your neck."

Frank took a deep breath.

"What does this nmean?" he asked. Chet, relieved to find that he had to face
not hi ng nore dangerous than a rope, junped fromthe banister. He took the
note fromFrank, read it, and whistled sol emmly.

"Looks as if we've stepped into sonething big," remarked the fat boy.

There came a shout from Joe back in the living room

"Hey, fellows! \Wat's up! Soneone just ran past the w ndow. "

H s brother and Chet rushed out of the hall. "After him!" shouted Frank. "He
nust be the fellow who | eft that note.”

Joe did not understand what was neant, but neverthel ess he bolted for the
ki t chen.

"I just saw a figure dash by the living roomw ndow," he called out, as he
wr enched open the kitchen door and rushed into the back yard. "There it goes!
Into the barn !'"

In his excitenment Joe slamred the door be hind him thus del ayi ng Frank and
Chet for a noment. By the tine they had opened it and raced outside Joe was
di sappearing into the barn. As the two behind ran toward the structure, an
ol d buil ding which the boys used as a gymasium they could hear clattering
f oot st eps.

They were within a few feet of the doorway when suddenly there cane a crash of
gl ass fromabove. Instantly the two boys were caught in a shower of broken
fragnents that cane tunbling froma shattered w ndow over head

CHAPTER VI | |

ON THE DERELI CT

FORTUNATELY nei ther boy was cut by the falling glass, nor injured by a heavy



pi ece of wood that cane hurtling through the wi ndow and went spinning to the
ground.

"Come on, Chet!" shouted Frank, rushing into the barn

He and Chet then heard the thud of running footsteps in the upper part of the
bui | di ng, which was reached by a | adder attached to the wall.

Frank scranbled up, with Chet puffing and panting cl ose behind him Wen they
energed i nto what had once been the haynow they saw Joe at the far end,

| eani ng out of a window. The | ad was di shevel ed | ooking. H's clothes were
torn, and he was covered w th dust.

"The fell ow got away," he said, turning around. "He clinbed out here, junped
onto the roof of the shed, and ran down the driveway. W '11 never catch him
now. Tried to brain me with a stick of wood, too. It just m ssed ny head and
went through the wi ndowpane."

"Did you get a good | ook at hinP" asked Frank

| shouldn't swear to it, but I think he was colored," returned Joe. "I just
caught a glinpse of himwhen | clinbed up the |adder and he let fly with the
bl ock of wood. By the tine | saw hi magain he was goi ng through the w ndow.
What's it all about, anyhow? Wat did he do?"

"He scared Chet into convulsions and |left a note for us."

"He didn't frighten ne!" protested Chet indignantly. "But gosh, when you see a
snake withing into the house

Frank chuckl ed.

"A snake !'" Joe excl ai med

H s brother told himabout the rope that had been attached to the door. "It
did look like the real thing for a minute," he admtted. "But | can't
understand this note-'Keep out of the Rand-Bl ackstone Feud.' It's a warning to
us."

Joe was i npressed.

"It looks as if we're mxed up in sonething big," he said. "It's clear now
why Rand called old M. Blackstone a scoundrel. Probably there has been a rea
old-time southern feud between their famlies."”

"But why should this colored fellow warn us to stay out of it? W' re not
attenpting to interfere in their business, anyway," said Chet.

"It may be only a bluff,"” Frank observed. "Rand m ght have sent the nman here
to try to frighten us out of investigating himtoo closely on account of the
robbery."

"Well, 1've had enough excitenent for one day," said Chet. "I'm going hone."
"Better conme back in the house and have a little chat with Aunt Certrude
before you go," suggested Joe with a grin. "You nmight get her to tell you sone

nore stories about |ynching."

"Not on your life! She'11l blame me for making her faint. But how did | know
the chair was going to fall to pieces? You should have stronger furniture."



A week passed in which the Hardy boys heard no nore about Ruel Rand or M.

Bl ackst one. They were awaiting their father's return before taking any further
action in regard to either man. Now that they had the former's address they
could afford to be patient. Besides, they wanted advice as to the proper
course to take.

Whi | e scanni ng the newspaper early one norning, Frank came upon an itemt hat
ex cited and Interested him It read as foll ows:

"Croston, Septenber 20: The steamer Resolute, wecked on a reef off the coast
near here ten days ago, broke fromits towines yesterday when an attenpt was
bei ng made to bring the sal vaged vessel to Croston, and is now adrift. Coastal
shi ppi ng has been warned of the presence of the derelict. The Resol ute had
been fl oated and taken off the reef by sal vage tugs."

Frank call ed Joe at once and showed hi mthe newspaper paragraph

"Why, this nmeans that we still have a chance of getting those handwiting
speci mens for Dad!" excl ai ned Joe.

"We can take the Sleuth and run down the coast until we find the derelict.
According to this itemthe ship is still afloat. If we can get aboard her we
shoul d have no trouble finding our luggage. It will be water-soaked, of
course, but the specinens were well protected.'

The adventure appealed to Joe. He was all for starting wthout further delay.
Frank suggested that they ask Chet to go along with them

"After all, he has been in this affair since the beginning, and will be
hopping mad if we go on a jaunt and | eave himat hone."

They tel ephoned their fat friend and outlined the plan to him The boy was
hi ghl y ent husi asti c.

"Now you're tal king!" he exclained. "WII 1 go? Just try to get away wi t hout
me. I'Il be ready in an hour."

Ms. Hardy readily gave her consent to the jaunt, for she knew by now that the
boys were well able to take care of thenselves. Aunt Gertrude, however,
expressed her opposition to the schene with her characteristic vigor and

f or cef ul ness.

"Hare-brained notion !" she declared. "I never heard the like. Going out to
sea in a notorboat to | ook for a sinking ship! You boys have gone off on a | ot
of silly trips but this one beats themall. Mk nmy words, it's the last we'll
see of you, for you'll all be drowned. | feel it in ny bones."

Aunt Certrude's bones apparently were continually giving her warnings of
dreadful catastrophes that never happened.

"l know we're not neant to be drowned, Aunt Gertrude," said Joe with a wink at
his brother. "W escaped the Resolute disaster, didn't we?"

"More by good luck than good judgnment, I'll be bound," sniffed the irate | ady.
"You'll tenpt Fate once too often.”

The lads were forced to endure a great deal nore of their relative's opinions
and prophecies while they were preparing for their trip. Mreover, when Chet
appeared he received a lecture as well. Al three finally nmanaged to escape,



their ears ringing with Aunt Gertrude's solemm prediction that she woul d never
see them alive again.

Havi ng made many outings in the Sleuth, the boys packed sufficient provisions
to last themfor several days, as well as blankets, cooking utensils, and a
small tent. These they carried to the boathouse at the foot of High Street.

The Sleuth was in excellent trima neat, fast, handsome notorboat that could
show its wake to nearly every other craft on Barnet Bay. It was the nopst
prized possession of the Hardy boys and they had enjoyed many happy hours in
it. While Frank checked the engine and filled up the gas tanks, Joe and Chet
stowed away the tent and supplies.

"Al'l set!" said the older Hardy at last, and took his position behind the
wheel. He eased in the clutch and the Sleuth purred smoothly out into tile
bay, gathering speed until at last, with notor roaring, it raced swiftly
toward the Atlantic.

It was a clear, sunny day. The water was calm and when the three |ads reached
t he open sea an hour later and swung southward al ong the coast the ocean was
as snooth as glass. Chet dug into the supplies until he | ocated a box of
crackers he had thoughtfully stowed away so that it could be found with little
trouble. He popped one into his nouth, sprawled lazily with his feet up on
the side of the boat, stretched hinself |uxuriously, and said:

"This, ny hearties, is thelife A life on the bounding main. It can't be
beat . "

"You weren't doing so rmuch raving about a life on the boundi ng main the night
the Resolute was wecked," Joe reninded him

"Why bring that up?' munbl ed Chet, his nouth full of crackers.

Al day the Sleuth drunmed through the cal mwaters off the coast.
Cccasional ly Joe scanned the horizon with a pair of powerful marine gl asses.
Final ly he caught sight of a dark object against the sky.

"I think we're within sight of it,', he said. "A steaner, low in the water
with no snoke coming fromthe funnels."

Hal f an hour later they knew definitely that they had | ocated the derelict.
The Resolute was in plain sight, drifting about four mles from shore.

The battered hul k they were now approachi ng bore scant resenbl ance to the
smart liner of a short tine ago. It drifted lowin the water, its decks only a
few feet above the sea. The forepart of the vessel was a nass of w eckage,
charred wood, twisted wire and steel. It seened a niracle that the ship 'lad
been in any kind of condition to be floated.

The boys were thrilled as the swift little notorboat sped closer to the
derelict. They had scarcely expected that they would be | ucky enough to | ocate
the Resolute on their first day.

"That old hulk |ooks as if it would sink if a fellow were to step on board, "
remar ked Chet.

"What's the matter?" asked Joe slyly. "Getting nervous?"

"Try me. I'lIl go anywhere you wi sh," said the fat boy pronptly.



The notorboat drew al ongside and Frank cut off the engine. Joe scranbled up
onto the sloping deck, seized the rope his brother tossed to him and | ooped
it around the rail

"I guess the Resolute will be able to stand your weight, Chet," called out
Joe. "Come aboard."

Wth the Hardy boys assisting, their corpul ent chumwas pushed and dragged
over the rail. He pronptly managed to slip on the wet deck, executing a wild
war dance that nearly precipitated himoverboard again. Chet flung his arns
around a stanchion and clung there grimy.

"Careful!" laughed Frank, clinbing over the side. "This old boat is pretty
shaky as it is."

"Do you mean to say," demanded Chet in a quavering voice, 'that you re going
to go down into that stateroom we had?"

"Sure. That's why we're here."
"But what if the boat should start to sink?"

"Then we'd gallop back up on deck as fast as possible. One of us will have to
act as look-out. If anything should happen he could then give warning to the
others. It wouldn't be so good, though, if we were all down bel ow and the ship
shoul d begin to settle.”

"I'I'l be the | ookout," volunteered Chet with an air of relief. Now that he was
actually on board the derelict and realized that the ship was obviously unsafe
he had | ost nmost of his relish for the adventure. "But nmake it snappy," he
begged. "I know this old hulk can't |ast much | onger."

Joe snickered as he nmade his way down the precariously canting deck until he
found the doorway that opened on the stairs leading to sone of the stateroons.
The floor of the corridor was covered with water and the door had janmed, but
Frank and Joe managed to force it open. The corridor was swiming with

rubbi sh, papers, wearing apparel, and |life-preservers.

Carefully the two boys splashed their way toward cabin 19. The door hung
| oosely open, and swayed with every notion of the ship. They | ooked inside.

The stateroomwas a scene of confusion. The walls were charred, and it was
evident that the fire had reached this section before the Resol ute went under
Everything was in wldest disorder. C othes, |uggage and papers were scattered
about everywhere.

G ngerly Frank stepped inside and | ooked about in search of the grip that had
cont ai ned the handwriting speci nens. Then suddenly he plunged forward. H s
foot had broken through the burnt flooring. Even as he lurched, Joe reached
out and grabbed him pulling himback to safety.

"Gosh, | guess I'd better be nore careful!" Frank exclaimed. "That floor isn't
safe. ™

Joe shuddered as he thought of the consequences, had his brother plunged
through. It woul d have been al nost inpossible to have saved him

"I"'mnot going to give up now that we've conme this far-" he began

At that noment a terrible tremor passed through the crippled vessel, followed



by a wild yell.
"Frank! Joe!"

"Chet's voice !" snapped Frank. "There's something wong !"

CHAPTER | X

SUMMONED TO CROSTON

AGAIN they heard Chet's wild cry. There was a distant spl ash.

The first thought that flashed through the mnds of the two boys was that the
ship had sprung another |eak and was on the point of sinking. Frantically they
scranbl ed out of the stateroomand into the corridor, their search for the
speci mens forgotten

Frank spl ashed his way toward the stairway and stunbled up the steps, with Joe
cl ose behind him

"Chet! What's the matter?" |oudly shouted Frank

There was no answer. More worried than ever, Frank wenched open the door at
the top of the stairs and | eaped out onto the slippery deck

Joe, hurrying at his heels, failed to notice a projecting piece of tinber that
jutted out fromthe wall of the staircase. As he stunbled on one of the
slippery steps and flung out an armto save hinself fromfalling, he hit his
head full agai nst the beam

Al most stunned by the blow, the boy fell back, |lost his footing, and pitched
backward down the flight to the corridor below Frank, hearing the crash,
wheel ed about, and saw his brother |lying notionless at the foot of the stairs.
"Chet!" he shouted. "Joe's hurt!"

But the fat boy did not answer. Frank ran down all the steps, to find his
brother already trying to sit up. In spite of the tunble and the bl ow on the
head he was consci ous, although stunned. Frank helped himto his feet. As he
did so Joe swayed, and blinked in a stupefied manner

"What hit me?" he nuttered.

The ol der boy got the victimup the stairs, and the lad slowy began to regain
hi s senses.

"Lucky | didn't break nmy neck," he said, pressing his hand to his throbbing
head. "I ran full tilt into that piece of tinber."

Meanwhi | e Frank began | ooki ng anxiously round in search of the m ssing Chet.



"I can't imagi ne what's happened to him" he excl ai ned.
Suddenly he heard the stout boy's voice again.
"Hel p! Hel p!"

The Hardy boys ran down the deck toward the place where they had noored the
Sl euth. Then they caught sight of the notorboat, which was no | onger beside
the derelict, but drifting in the sea about two hundred yards away.

In the water near it was their chum It was i medi ately apparent that Chet was
indifficulty. As he was a good sw mrer, the boys could not understand why he
was struggling. He was | ooking back frantically toward the ship, waving his

ar ns.

"Stay here, Joe!" snapped Frank. "You're ill no shape to go after him" He
tore off his coat, kicked off his shoes, and scranbled up on the rail. "Here
goes!" he cri ed.

He dived. Hi s body shot through the air and hit the water with a splash. A
nmonent |ater he cane to the surface and commenced swinming with [ ong, steady
strokes in the direction of their chum who had just di sappeared beneath the
wat er .

Woul d he reach Chet in tinme?

Joe watched in an agony of suspense. It was clear that in sone manner the
Sl euth had broken fromits moorings and gone adrift. Chet had rashly
undertaken to swimafter it, but had over-estimated his ability to catch up
with the craft.

Frank was a powerful swi mrer. Stroke by stroke he came closer to the
struggling boy in the water. Chet had appeared agai n, but when Frank was only
a few yards away fromhim he went down once nore.

As he cane up a nonment |later, Frank grabbed him Now three |lives hung on this
Hardy boy's ability to battle his way toward the notorboat. He must have a

pl ace to work over Chet, and he nust not |eave Joe nmarooned on the sinking
derelict.

He was still many yards fromthe Sleuth, and as Chet was a dead wei ght,
Frank's progress was very slow. Inch by inch he forged his way ahead. The
not or boat was still drifting. To Joe, watching fromthe deck of the Resol ute,

it appeared that the pair in the water were nmaki ng no headway what soever.

Gradual ly, bit by bit, the gap di m nished. At last Frank and Chet were within
a few feet of the boat. A couple of despairing strokes, and the Hardy boy was
able to grab a trailing rope. He used it to pull hinmself and his burden to the
craft, and slowy crawl ed over the side, keeping a firmgrip on the other boy.
Then he haul ed young Morton into the notorboat, where he pronptly used first
aid on his chum

In a few mnutes the stout | ad opened his eyes, and gradually, as his norna
breat hi ng was restored, he regained his strength.

"Rope-got untied-tried to swmafter the boat,"
cranmp-1'd have drowned-if you hadn't cone."

he said weakly. "Cot a

"Forget it," retorted Frank. "I think you'd have floated anyhow You're too



fat to drown."
Chet managed a wan snile.
"Maybe so," he gasped. "But you-saved ny life just the sane."

Frank was tired out, but he stunbled toward the engine and started it. The
not or boat was swung around and nosed its way back toward the derelict. As it
sped al ong Frank suddenly becane aware of a dark shape bearing down on them
fromthe direction of the shore. He heard the rapid throb of powerful engines
as a coast guard cutter split its way through the waves.

"l guess you stirred up sone excitenment," he told Chet. "Looks as if the
officials spotted you fromshore and are coming out to rescue you. That beats
all the speed records | ever heard of."

At the same tinme Frank was puzzled. Only a few minutes had el apsed since Chet
had taken to the water to recover the drifting notorboat-not nore than a
quarter of an hour at nost-and it seemed inpossible that a cutter could have
covered the distance fromshore in that tine.

The newconer was heading directly for the Resolute. By the tine Frank brought
the Sl euth back al ongside the derelict and took Joe on boardl the cutter was
wi thin hailing distance. The boys could see two uniforned men standing in the
bow, peering at themthrough nmarine glasses. A bell rang, and the speed of the
vessel slackened. It came up close to the notorboat and stopped.

"What's going on here?" demanded a square-jawed officer. "Were's the boat
that's in charge here?"

He | eaned over the rail, glaring down at the boys in a manner that was
distinctly hostile.

"There's been no guard around here,"” replied Frank. "W tied up to cone aboard
but our notorboat went adrift," expl ai ned Frank

"And what business have you in this place?" demanded the man on the cutter.
"What's your idea? Trying to steal stuff fromthat ship?"

"Trying to recover our own property!" retorted Frank

"I"ve a good nmnd to take you on board and clap you in the brig. Don't you
know t hat you've no busi ness goi ng on board that ship? Wo gave you
perni ssi on?"

"We didn't know we needed any perm ssion," spoke up Joe. "W were passengers
on the ship when it was wecked. W thought we'd be able to recover sone
val uabl e property we left in our stateroom"

The officer was slightly nmollified.

"You can't do that!" he said. "You nust get the proper credentials. Don't you
realize the risk you 're running? That old hulk is liable to take a dive to
the bottom any mnute."

"We've cone all the way from Bayport," pleaded Frank

"I can't help that." The officer's eye fell on Chet, who lay sprawling on the
bottom of the notorboat. "Wat's the matter with that fell ow?"



"He went overboard. W haven't had a chance to go through our stateroom yet.
How about it?" begged Frank

"Not hi ng doing. |'mgiving ny orders. Nobody steps on that boat w thout
proper credentials. If he does so, it's at his own risk."

"W won't be npbre than five mnutes."

"No !" roared the captain of the cutter. "No and a Double No! If you so much
as set foot on that deck I'Il have you arrested.”

"I guess he neans it,,' sighed Chet nournfully. "Gosh, don't let's get
arrested all over again. W're in enough trouble as it is.”

The Hardy boys saw that nothing could be gai ned by argunent.
"Where can we get perm ssion?" asked Joe of the captain.

"You'll have to go to the chief officer of the steanship conpany in Croston.
Maybe they' Il let you go aboard at your own risk, and naybe not. Get away from
here now, though."

Rel uctantly, the boys obeyed, and headed the Sl euth toward shore.
"How about it?" asked Joe disconsolately. "Shall we go on to Croston?"

"Too far. We might as well return hone," said Chet. "More than likely the
conpany woul dn't give us perm ssion to go aboard any way, even if we went to
Croston. "

The coast guard craft circled around until its captain was satisfied that the
boys were obeying orders. Then it turned its nose back toward shore.

The chums were greatly di sappointed, especially in view of the fact that they
had been able to reach the stateroomw thout having had tine for a thorough
search. Chet blamed himself for the failure of the expedition, insisting that
if he had kept a sharp eye on the Sleuth there would have been no need for the
di scouraging termnation to the trip.

"That cutter woul d have cone along in any case and perhaps we'd have been in a
worse jamif they had caught us actually on board the ship," said Frank. "Hone
for us I'"

Dar kness overtook them before they had gone far up the coast, so they pulled
into a secluded little cove where they pitched their tent and canped
overnight. In the norning, after a hearty breakfast, they took off again, with
cal m sunny weat her still favoring them

They reached Bayport in good tinme. |If Aunt Gertrude was surprised that they
were still alive in spite of her direful predictions she did not say so, but
nerely sniffed and said:

"Bad penni es always turn up!"

"Are we late for a neal ?" inquired Chet anxiously. "lI'mstarving."

"I daresay we can find something for you," observed Aunt GCertrude
ungraci ousl y.

"There's a letter for you, Frank," called Ms. Hardy fromthe kitchen. "You'l



find it on the hall table. It's postnmarked Croston."

"Croston, eh?" said Frank. "Thanks, Modther." He went into the hall and
returned with a long, inportant |ooking envel ope. "Maybe it's from M.
Bl ackst one. "

"And maybe it's just sone nore trouble," said Aunt Gertrude. "Well, open it.
Open it, boy. Don't stand there gaping at it. You'll never know what's in a
letter by staring at the envel ope."

"It's fromthe Chief of Police in Croston,"”
envel ope.

he said, tearing open the

"More trouble. | told you so," declared Aunt Gertrude triunphantly.

Frank read the letter and | ooked up glumy. "W nust go to Croston tonorrow,
fellows. The chief says we shall have to appear for questioning on the charge
of robbery of M. Bl ackstone's noney."

CHAPTER X

AT BLACKSTONE' S BEDSI DE

AUNT GERTRUDE had plenty to say about the Bl ackstone affair before the boys
left for Croston the next norning. M. Hardy was still away on busi ness,
unfortunately, so the trio faced the prospect of undergoing the ordeal w thout
the benefit of his advice and experience. It was only natural that they were
nervous and apprehensive of the outcone, a state which Aunt Gertrude m stook
for a sure sign of guilt. Once nore she had veered in her opinion

"There is only one thing to do," she said. "Of course, | don't expect you to
take advice fromne, but | give it for what it's worth. Tell the truth.
You'll never regret telling the truth."

"But Aunt GCertrude," exclainmed Frank, "we have told the truth."”

"An honest confession is good for the soul,"” continued the good |lady, as if
she hadn't heard him "If | were in your shoes |I'd make a full confession, no
matter what the consequences m ght be. It would wing nmy heart to hear it, but
I would rather have you tell the truth than take refuge behind a lie."

"But we have nothing to confess!" declared Joe desperately.

"It may seem hard," Aunt Certrude went on, "but in the long run you will thank
me for this advice. You wouldn't have been arrested unless you had done
something. | won't say you struck that old man on purpose. |I'd bury ny head in
shane if | thought any nephew of m ne would be guilty of such a deed. But if
you did so by accident, tell the police the whole story and you'll feel much
better for it."



Ms. Hardy, in contrast, was very sympathetic, kissing her sons tenderly, and
telling themthat of course she believed theminnocent. Furthernore, she
advi sed themnot to worry.

The boys set out for the railroad station, where they net Chet and boarded a
train for Croston. The stout |ad was gl oony and pessimistic as they took their
seats. He had slept late and had been unable to spend nore than fifteen

m nutes at the breakfast table. Therefore, his first nove was to purchase six
oranges, a bottle of pop, three chocol ate bars, and a bag of peanuts fromthe
train vendor. Wth these provisions he thought he could manage to fight off
fam ne until lunch tine.

"May as well enjoy the good things of life while | can,"” he said
di sconsol ately, as he peel ed an orange. "Il've never been in jail, but | have
it on very good authority that jailers don't believe in over-feeding their
prisoners. They believe in whol esone food in small quantities, which neans
porridge, prunes, cabbage soup, dry bread and water. Ugh !"

The prospect was so dreadful to contenplate, that Chet closed his eyes and
groaned. At this nonment a burly, thick-set negro, very loudly dressed and with
a swaggering, arrogant nmanner, canme along the aisle. He sat down, and propped
his feet up on the unoccupi ed seat opposite. Frank nudged his brother

"Seens to ne |'ve seen that fellow before,' he said quietly.
"Same here," returned Joe, "but | can't place him"

The conductor canme through the car presently and took up the tickets. As he
punched t he one handed him by the negro he said quietly:

"It's against the rules to put your feet on the seat."
"What rul es?" demanded the passenger in an insolent tone.

"The rul es of the conpany."

"Ain 't nobody sittin' in that seat," cane the retort

"That doesn't matter," answered the conductor, restraining his tenper with
difficulty. "I"mjust asking you to obey the rules.™

"Fool rules!" grunted the negro disdainfully.

Nevert hel ess, he renoved his feet, but as soon as the conductor had
di sappeared, he put them back onto the seat again.

"Luke Jones don't stand for no nonsense fromwhite fol ks!" he said audibly.
"Ah pays mah fare, an' Ah puts nah shoes where Ah pl ease."

Despite all this bravado, he hastily restored his feet to their proper place
on the fl oor whenever the conductor came through the car

When they arrived at Croston the boys set out for the station house, none too
cheerful as they thought of the ordeal which lay before them

"W shoul d have a | awer," npaned Chet. "W won't stand a chance as it is.
"We've only one story to tell," returned Frank, "and that's the true one. If
we're sent up for trial we'll start thinking about | awers. But | w sh Dad
were here. He's better than any |awer | know. "



They reported at police headquarters, and were taken to the chief's office,
where they were infornmed that M. Bl ackstone had suffered a sudden rel apse.
The purpose of the inquiry was to get evidence into the record in case the old
man should fail to recover

A sharp-featured individual who introduced hinmself as the district attorney
bade the boys sit down. Wth the chief and two detectives interrupting from
time to time, Chet and the Hardy boys were subjected to a barrage of

guesti ons.

"Did you know that M. Bl ackstone was carrying six thousand dollars in his
pocket ?" snapped the district attorney.

"W were aware that he had a | arge sum of noney on his person, but we didn't
know t he anount,” Frank answer ed.

"How did you find it out?"
"He told us."

"So you generously offered to help himget a safe place for it?" asked the man
sarcastically.

"We thought his noney would be safer if he should turn it over to the purser.”
"But he never got to the Resolute's office."
"No. The ship was wecked."

"M . Blackstone clains you boys lured himdown a dark corridor and then
pretended to be involved in a fight."

"There was a fight. W found a man in our stateroom"

"Very convenient," sneered the official
"lIt's the truth.”

"Isn't it a fact that when you boys | earned that M. Bl ackstone was in
possession of a large sum of nobney you immediately laid plans to attack and
rob hi nP"

"No !'" retorted Frank firmy.

"Isn't it true that there was no man in your stateroonf? That you used that
story as an excuse to start a rumpus in the course of which the lights went
out and M. Bl ackstone was knocked down?"

"No!

"Did any of the other passengers know that M. Bl ackstone had that noney?"

"I can't say."

"Isn't it a fact that nost of the passengers were so ill that they were unable
to go to the dining roomthat evening?"

"Yes," adm tted Frank.



"You three boys, then, were the only passengers who talked to M. Bl ackstone
after dinner?"

"As far as we know. "

The man next directed his questions toward Chet, and finally turned to Joe.
The boys were grilled unmercifully, and were taken over each step of their
story. The detectives and the district attorney tried to trap theminto
contradicting thenmsel ves, but they stuck stubbornly to the facts they knew to
be right.

The tel ephone rang, and the district attorney took up the receiver. He
listened for a nonent, then said:

"A sinking spell? That's too bad. Very well, we can hold a conference in his
room We'll be right over."

He turned to the chief of police.

"M . Blackstone has had a sinking spell. | think we had better bring these
boys over to the hospital so he may identify them and get his evidence on the
record.”

No time was lost in bundling the | ads out of headquarters and into a police
aut onobil e at the door. They were i mediately hustled off to the institution
where the elderly man | ay.

"If he should die insisting that we're the guilty ones,"
brother, "we'll be in trouble for sure.”

whi spered Joe to his

"No talking !'" cautioned one of the detectives gruffly.

The car came to a stop in front of the hospital and the boys were taken to M.
Bl ackstone's room At the door they were net by Dr. Forester.

"You mustn't stay long," said the physician. "He is feeling a little stronger
now but has had several bad spells today."

"WIl he live, Doctor ?" asked Frank. The nman of medi ci ne shrugged. "M.
Bl ackst one has a good constitution, but after all, he isn't a young nman."

The boys were taken to the bedside of the patient, who was very white and
thin. He opened his eyes and | ooked at the visitors. There was no
friendliness in his gaze.

"M. Blackstone," said the district attorney quietly, "I want you to identify
t hese boys. Who are they?"

"l don't know their nanmes," said the sick man in a feeble voice. "I nmet them
on board the Resolute just before it was wecked. They attacked me and stole

my noney."

"But you're m staken, M. Blackstone!" Frank cried out in consternation. "W
were trying to save you from bei ng robbed!"

"Silence!" barked the district attorney. He turned to the patient again. "Can
you identify them M. Bl ackstone?"

"Yes," whispered the sick man.



"Did they know you had noney?"

"I-1 told them It was very foolish of ne, but they | ooked honest, and
trusted them" he faltered

Suddenly the patient clutched at his throat. The color drained fromhis face
and he sank back, overcome by another spell. Dr. Forester was sunmmoned

i medi ately. When he arrived he adm nistered a stinmulant that had the effect
of restoring to sone extent the old man's strength.

"I"'mafraid | can't let you question himany |onger," said the physician. "He
isn't in condition to stand it.'

"As far as |I'mconcerned,"” said the district attorney, "there is nothing el se
he needs to say. He has identified the prisoners. That's all | wanted to
know. "

Joe had been thinking of the mysterious note referring to the Rand-Bl ackstone
Feud. That Ruel Rand had had something to do with the robbery he was certain.
But would M. Bl ackstone recogni ze the other's nane? He stepped forward, and
bef ore anyone could silence him |eaned over the patient's bed.

"How about Ruel Rand?" he denmanded. "How about the feud? And the |ynching?
Didn't he have a reason for attacking you?"

M. Bl ackstone was gasping for breath. Wuld he die before the answer could
cone?

CHAPTER XI

A STRANGE ANNCUNCEMENT

"RUEL RAND!" whispered the old nan finally. An expression of fierce hatred
flashed into his eyes. "W told you about hinfP Wwo told you about the feud?"

"Never mind. But there is no | ove | ost between you, isn't that right? Wuldn't
Ruel Rand attack you if he had a chance?" urged Joe quietly.

"He woul d," answered Bl ackstone hoarsely. "He would--if he had the chance.
But he didn't have the chance--that night."

"Why not ?"
"Because he wasn't on the boat."

"But he was!" chorused the boys. "He was the man in the stateroom"”

"And | saw hi m bendi ng over you when you were lying in the corridor," declared

Chet.



M. Bl ackstone struggled in an effort to sit up

"Was Rand on that ship?" he cried. "Wy wasn't | warned? | didn't see him He
must have foll owed ne--"

Wth these words he coll apsed, muttering inaudibly to hinmself. Dr. Forester
intervened at that noment.

"No nore questioning," the physician denanded sternly. "This has gone far
enough. M. Bl ackstone nustn't be excited any further."

Dr. Forester's enphatic order termnated the interview As the boys wal ked
back down the corridor under the escort of the detectives they overheard the
district attorney remark to the chief:

"I don't know what to make of this. The old man seenmed to recogni ze Rand's
nane qui ckly enough."

"Maybe t hese boys are working in cahoots with Rand,"” suggested the chief,
suspi ci ousl y.

Accompl i ces, eh?" said the other man. "Well, that's possible. But I'm
inclined to think we're on the wong track after all."

"You can't get away fromthe fact that sonmebody took six thousand dollars,"”
the chief rem nded him "Were is the noney?"

"I wish | knew," sighed the official
When the boys returned to headquarters there was little further questioning.
It was evident now that the district attorney was inclined to believe they

were innocent. He announced his intention of making further investigations.

"Your bail will still stand,"” he told them "In the neantine, we can't go on
with the case. You will hear fromus when we need you," he told them

Chet breathed a deep sigh of relief.

"I hope we never hear fromyou!" he exclained.

When the boys | eft police headquarters Frank suggested they m ght as well go
to the office of the steanship conpany and seek perm ssion to go on board the
Resol ute again to search for the handwiting specinens.

Chet groaned. "I thought we were going to eat now," he said dolefully.

"It won't hurt you to wait a little longer," remarked Joe.

"But it's nearly five o' clock!" protested Chet. "I'Il probably faint from
sheer weak ness."

"You'll live," rejoined Frank unsynpathetically. "The steanship office will be
closed if we don't hurry."

They made inquiries, and | earned that the place they were seeking was near the
waterfront. It was exactly five o' clock when they reached there. A boy
i nfornmed themthat the manager had left for the day.

"Come around tonorrow norning," he advised them "Too late to see anyone now. "



Rel uctantly the callers turned away.

"That means we'll have to stay in Croston all night," said Joe.

"It looks to me as if we've conme all the way down to this office for nothing
when we m ght as well have been | ooking for a good restaurant," said Chet

gl oomi ly.

"We'll find a good hotel instead," Frank deci ded.

The boys found a small hostelry uptown, where they regi stered. Chet was
finally saved from conplete collapse, for they all entered the dining room at
once. There the stout |ad stowed away food with great enthusiasm as though he
were making up for lost tine.

"It's the sea atnosphere, | think," he explained, |ooking up froma huge
hel pi ng of pudding. "It gives ne an appetite."

"Don't blanme the sea air for your appetite,”
it."

| aughed Joe. "You' ve always had

"And | hope | always shall," added Chet.

"What shall we do tonight?" asked Frank. Chet said he was tired of novies, and
vol unteered the information that Croston boasted a theatre of the legitimte
dr ama.

"I haven't seen a stage show for ages. Let's take it in," he suggested.

"What's on?"

"I saw a playbill in the lobby. It's a Civil War dranma called ' The Spy from
the North.'"

"Sounds interesting," said Frank "If you're quite sure you can't nanage
anot her hel ping of pudding, M. Mrton, we'll see if we can get tickets."

Chet | ooked regretfully at the enpty dish

"Perhaps |'d better not. The waiters nmight think I'm greedy."

"They' ve been staring at you for the past half hour," Joe assured him "The
hotel didn't nake any profit out of that neal."
"If hotels are foolish enough to allowne to eat all | want for seventy-five

cents," Chet replied, "it's their |ookout."

The boys went to their roomand freshened up, then set out for the theatre
shortly after eight O 'clock. Before leaving Frank put in a call to the
hospital and inquired about M. Blackstone. He was told, non-conmittally,
that the patient was "hol ding his own."

"Let's forget about him the robbery charge, the handwiting speci nens and the
Resolute affair altogether," Joe suggested on their way to the theatre. "W've
had enough worries. Let's enjoy ourselves for one evening at least."

"Eat, drink and be nmerry, for tomorrow we nmay go to jail," msquoted Chet.
"Good idea, Joe. I'Il try to forget that |I'm Public Eneny Number Three for a
whi | e! You can take your choice of Numbers One and Two."



Seasoned pl aygoers m ght have found fault with "The Spy fromthe North," the
show presented at the Croston Theatre that night, but the Hardy boys and Chet
were not disposed to be critical, and enjoyed the rousing mnel odrana

t horoughly. The plot dealt with the adventures of the daughter of a Northern
of ficer who masqueraded as a man, and ventured behind the Southern lines. The
intrigues and thrilling escapes which featured the heroine's career naintained
a high level of suspense, and at the end of the second act the boys appl auded
noi sily.

At this point in the play the heroine had just been exposed as a spy, her
identity having been revealed to the mlitary authorities by the villain. She
had been of fered her freedom on condition that she go back of the Northern
lines and obtain certain papers froma Union general

Mss Alice Fox, in the role of the heroine, shook her head defiantly.
"And what if | should refuse?" she cried.
"You will be shot at sunrise!l" answered the villain, |[eering unpleasantly.

"Then | shall die for nmy country!" declared thee heroine, and the curtain
descended.

"Gosh, | hope they don't shoot her," said Chet, greatly worried, "but | can't
i magi ne how she's going to get out of that jam™

"She'll get out of it, all right,”
girl is a swell actress.”

Frank assured him "It's a good play. That

The curtain was late in rising on the third act. The audi ence grew i npati ent
meanwhi | e, and wondered audi bly about the delay. Finally a stout man in
eveni ng cl othes cane out on the stage and rai sed his hand.

"Ladi es and Gentlenen," he said, "I amvery sorry that there has been this
slight delay. The third act will commence i mediately. | regret to announce,
however, that Mss Alice Fox, the |leading |lady, will be unable to continue her
performance, so an understudy will have to replace her. You will all be sorry
to hear that M ss Fox has been call ed suddenly to the bedsi de of her father

M. Sanmuel Bl ackstone, who is critically ill in Croston Hospital. It is feared

that he has not long to live. Under the circunstances, you can understand that
it was inpossible for Mss Fox to conclude tonight's perfornance."

The manager retired hastily, and the curtain rose on the final act of the
play. But the Hardy boys and Chet scarcely realized that the performance had
resuned.

Samuel Bl ackstone was dying! And this girl, whose acting they had been
admring so greatly, was his daughter

Frank nudged his brother

"Let's get out of here," be whispered.

"\Where are you goi ng?"

"To the hospital."

Hastily the boys left the theatre. They had lost all interest in the play. The

manager's announcenent |eft them sick with apprehension. |If Samuel Bl ackstone
should die their own position would be very serious indeed, for they stood



accused of the responsibility for his injuries.

They piled into a waiting taxi and ordered the driver to hurry to the
institution to which the actress had gone.

"I suppose Alice Fox is just a stage nane," observed Frank. "It's very
strange, but it had never occurred to nme that M. Bl ackstone m ght have a
famly.'

The taxi skidded around a corner, and the lights of the hospital gl eaned
bef ore the boys.

CHAPTER XI |

THE DETECTI VE

"How i s M. Bl ackstone tonight?" inquired Frank, as the boys hurried to the
i nformati on desk at the hospital

The cl erk | ooked up.

"M . Blackstone took a serious turn for the worse tonight, but seens to have
rallied the past few nminutes. H s condition was so serious that we sent for
his daughter. | think there is no inmedi ate danger, however."

"That's fine," said Joe.

They heard footsteps on the staircase, and saw a worman descendi ng into the
| obby.

"Here is M. Blackstone's daughter,” the clerk told them
The boys turned, and recogni zed the worman as Alice Fox.

"These young men were inquiring about your father, Mss Fox," said the
attendant.

The actress |ooked at the trio in surprise.

"Are you friends of M. Bl ackstone?" she asked.

"Well--1"mafraid he doesn't think so," Frank replied, "but we were eager to
learn how he is. W were at the theatre tonight and the nanager said you had
been called to the hospital."

M ss Fox raised her eyebrows quizzically. She was evidently puzzled.

"Why are you interested in ny father's condition?" she asked. "As a matter of

fact, | didn't know he was in this institution until half an hour ago. He
didn't notify me that he was ill.""’



"W're so interested--well--because we' ve been blaned for M. Bl ackstone's
condition," Frank explained. "He was on board the Resolute."

"On the Resolute!" she exclainmed. "The ship that was wecked a few days ago!
didn't know that. I'mon tour rmuch of the tine, you see, and don't hear from
my father very often. | was dreadfully surprised when | was told he was here
in this place. But what do you mean by saying you have been bl amed for his
condition?" Mss Fox pointed to a nearby bench in the waiting room "Sit down
and tell me all about it."

The Hardys and Chet were surprised to learn that the actress knew none of the
details that had led to her father's presence in the hospital. They told her
how t hey had net M. Bl ackstone on the ship and how he had confided in them
the fact that he was carrying a |large sum of noney. They went on to explain
how t hey bad persuaded himto turn the funds over to the purser for

saf e- keepi ng; that they had become involved in the struggle with the
nmysterious stateroomintruder; that M. Blackstone had been discovered |ying
on the corridor floor; and how he had been rescued.

"The worst of it is,"” concluded Frank, "that we have been accused of attacking
hi m and stealing the noney." Then he concluded by telling Mss Fox about their
arrest.

The actress was intensely interested.

"Isn't there sone trouble, sone sort of a feud, perhaps, between the
Bl ackst ones and the Rands?" asked Joe.

M ss Fox | ooked at him sharply.
"Why do you ask that?"
"W were warned not to interfere in the quarrel.”

The wonman did not answer at once, evidently being reticent about nentioning
any famly matters.

"I prefer to say nothing about the affair," she said finally. "The Rands and
t he Bl ack-stones have honmesteads at Hi dden Harbor. There will be bickering as
| ong as any nmenbers of either family are left, | suppose.™

The boys tried to inveigle her into telling nore of the story, but in this
t hey were unsuccessful

"How di d you know about the quarrel ?" she insisted. "I'msure the differences
bet ween t he Rands and the Bl ackst ones have nothing to do with this affair.”

"I think it has a great deal to do with the present trouble,” Frank told her
boldly. "In fact, we're quite sure Ruel Rand is the man who attacked your
father."

"Ruel Rand!" she excl ai ned, her eyes flashing. "Was he on that boat?"
"He was not only on the boat, but we saw him kneeling beside your father in
the corridor after the weck. He said M. Blackstone was a scoundrel!"

decl ared Joe.

"He shall pay for this!" declared Mss Fox after a noment's silence. Then she
| ooked at the boys suspiciously. "But if ny father placed a charge agai nst



you he rmust have had a good reason for doing so. Were you acconplices of Rue
Rand? Wy did you follow me fromthe theatre tonight? Wiy are you trying to
get ne to tal k about the feud?"

She grew suddenly hostile. The boys were enbarrassed.

"Why--of course we're not hel ping Rand," faltered Joe. "W only want to clear
ourselves if we can."

"I think you know nore than you're telling ne!" she excl ai ned. "Fat her
woul dn't accuse you of robbing himunless--"

"Mss Fox!" interrupted the desk clerk. "Do you mnd going into the office?
Dr. Forester wi shes to speak to you."

The boys were glad of the respite as the actress arose and hurried away. Their
i ntervi ew had taken an unexpected and unpl easant turn

"Let's get out of here," suggested Joe. "The nore we talk to her the nore she
suspects that we did have sonething to do with the robbery."

"She's too fiery to suit ne!" declared Chet enphatically. "If we stick around
much | onger we'll nore than likely find ourselves arrested all over again.”

Frank agreed that little would be gai ned by seeking further information from
the actress, who was not only disinclined to speak of the affairs of the

Bl ackstone fam |y, but appeared also to have a nounting suspicion that the
boys were quite as guilty as her father believed themto be. They got up

wal ked out, and nmade their way back to the hotel on foot.

They woul d have been surprised had they been aware that M ss Fox was furious
when she enmerged fromthe hospital office a few mnutes after their departure
and | earned that they had gone.

"Sneaked away as soon as they saw | didn't believe their story!" she said to
hersel f.

M ss Fox was now confirmed in her suspicions. Being a young | ady of action
she went to the tel ephone and called the nunber of a private detective agency
in Croston.

"M. Heator?" she said, when a voice answered. "This is Alice Fox speaking."

"Yes, Mss Fox. What can | do for you?"

"I want you, or one of your nen, to check up on three boys for ne. They're
staying in town but |I don't know where."

"They don't live here?"
"No. They come from Bayport."

"Probably stopping at a hotel. \Wat are their names, Mss Fox, and what do you
wi sh ne to do?"

The actress gave hima full description of the Hardy boys and Chet Morton.
She expl ai ned that they were out on bail after having been arrested on charges
of attacking and robbing M. Bl ackstone.

"They deny it, of course," she said, "but |I think they know nore about the



busi ness than they pretend to. I'"mparticularly eager to find out if they are
in touch with a man named Ruel Rand, of Hidden Harbor. | want you to |ocate
them M. Heator, and shadow them GObtain as nuch informati on about them as
you can."

"I"ll get to work on the case at once, Mss Fox," pronised the detective.

Unaware of the turn of events, the boys went back to their hotel. They set out
shortly after breakfast next nmorning to call at the office of the steanship
conpany. This time they were shown into the suite of a departnment nanager, who
listened to their story.

"You want to go on board the Resolute!" he exclaimed. "Inpossible. It's too
dangerous. W couldn't allowit."

"But we've already been on board," said Frank. "An officer of the coast guard
made us | eave."

"Quite right of him too. W don't want any nore trouble over the Resolute.
W' re facing enough damage clains as it is.”

"But it's very inmportant that we get those handwiting specinmens fromthe
stateroom as soon as possible," ventured Joe.

"Can't help it. Can't help it." The manager was brusque. "I won't take the
responsi bility of giving you pernmission to go on board that vessel. It m ght
sink, and then the conpany would be held liable. You can put in a claimfor
the I oss of your effects, but | can't let you go to get your m ssing |uggage.
How could we be sure that you woul dn't take anything but your own bel ongi ngs.
Understand? |'mnot insinuating that you are di shonest, but we rust protect
our sel ves. How val uabl e were the speci mens?"

"They're not worth anything to a soul but ny father," Frank told him

"Make out a claimfor any personal bel ongings you have | ost, and estinate
their value. I'll see that the matter's | ooked after," prom sed the nman. "But
that's the best | can do."

The boys were di sappointed. They had hoped to venture on board the derelict
Resol ute again, but this flat refusal put an end to their plans in that
direction. Wth but little show of enthusiasmthey filled out a form

enuner ating the pieces of baggage they had left in the weck, signed their
claim and departed fromthe office. Once outside, they stopped in front of
the building to discuss their next nove.

"This means that we nust make another trip to Larchnont,"” decided Frank. "Dad
has to have those speci nens and perhaps we can get sone nore to replace the
ones we |ost."

"We'll have to run hone first," said Joe

"I'f we do go back to Larchnont,
one stone."

Chet observed, "we might kill two birds with

"What do you nean?"

"We can pay a little visit to Hi dden Harbor and while there perhaps call on
our friend Ruel Rand."

As this conversation was taking place, a quiet little man in a gray suit was



standi ng by the curb, apparently engaged in aimessly watching the traffic.
The boys scarcely noticed him but when Chet passed his ironic remark about
"our friend Ruel Rand," the stranger cast a sharp |ook at the trio.

"Yes, | had thought of that," Frank said. "As you say, Chet, we can kill two
birds with one stone. 1'd certainly like to have a talk with Rand."

"Let's go back to the hotel and pack up," suggested Joe. "W'Il take the first
train to Bayport and tell Dad we're setting out for Larchnmont."

The boys noved off down the street. The quiet nman in the gray suit waited a
whil e, then lounged idly along at a safe distance behind them He followed
themto their hotel. Arriving there, he made his way to a tel ephone booth and
cal l ed a nunber.

"M ss Fox?" he queried.

"Yes."

"This is Edward Heator speaking. | |ocated those boys w thout any trouble.
This nmorning they went to the offices of one of the steanship conpanies, and
overheard themtal king as they came out. It appears that they are planning to
go to Larchmont at once.”

"Larchrmont!" exclaimed the actress.

"Yes. One of them spoke of calling on their friend Ruel Rand."

"Their friend! | thought so !" declared Mss Fox triunmphantly. "So they are
in league with that man!"

"I don't know what it's all about, Mss Fox They are going to Bayport on the
next train, and fromthere they plan to head for Larchnont."

"Follow them M. Heator! Don't let themout of your sight. Cbtain as mnuch

i nformati on as you can. |'ve suspected all along that they were friends of
Ruel Rand."

CHAPTER XI | |

THE SHADOW SHADOWED

"VERY WELL, M ss Fox," said the detective, "you can rely on ne to foll ow the
Hardy boys and their friend Chet Mrton."

When he came out of the tel ephone booth M. Heator made inquiries at the
i nformati on desk and found that a train would | eave for Bayport within the
hour .

"Il just have tinme to go home and pack," he said to hinself.



Meanwhi | e the boys returned, and the Hardys were glad to find their father
back. They lost no tine in giving himan account of their ad-ventures,
including their attenpt to search the Resolute for the |lost handwiting
speci mens. \When they related their experiences in Croston and told of their
intervieww th Alice Fox, their aunt bristled with wath.

"An actress!" she exclainmed in horror. "Has it cone to that! Fenton Hardy, |
think it's high time you nade these boys stay at home. Now they're getting
m xed up with wonen on the stage. The idea!"

Aunt Certrude was very ol d-fashioned in sonme of her notions. From her
horrified manner one would be inclined to think that the boys had confessed to
revelry with squads of gay chorus girls while on their visit to Croston!

"She seemed to be a very nice lady," said Frank, "but | think she didn't
bel i eve our story. She practically accused us of being acconplices of Rue
Rand. "

"And didn't she tell you anything about the feud?' asked M. Hardy.

"No. She wouldn't say a word about it.
M. Hardy was silent and thoughtful. After a while he said:

"There should be no harmin your going to Larchnont. You may be able to get
duplicate speci nens of handwiting for ne. Mreover, it's to your own
interests to find out nore about this Ruel Rand."

"Actresses!" sniffed Aunt Gertrude, her knitting needles flashing furiously.
"In ny day if a boy came hone and said he had been talking to an actress he'd
have got a good licking."

Fenton Hardy did not reply to this, for he seened to be engrossed with his own
t houghts. The boys hurried upstairs to prepare for the journey, |eaving Aunt
Gertrude muttering to herself.

"No good will come of all this gallivanting," she said neaningly.

The Hardy boys and Chet left for Larchnont the next norning. They had j ust
taken their seats in the express, to which they had changed fromthe Bayport

| ocal, when a quiet-spoken man in a gray suit cane down the aisle and slipped
into the vacant space beside the stout boy.

"Don't mind if |I sit here, do you?" he asked, smling.
"Not at all,"” answered all three boys, for the coach was crowded.

None of the lads could recall having seen the stranger before, so they could
hardl y have been expected to recognize in himthe person who had been standing
on the curb outside the steanship office in Croston. M. Heator was quite
confident that the boys would never suspect that he had not chosen his seat in
the train by accident.

He was an agreeabl e conpanion and a ready talker. In a short time he had
i ntroduced hinself to the boys as a refrigerator salesman. "G eatest invention
of the century--the electric ice-box," he said.

Chet agreed with himheartily.



"It certainly keeps everything nice and fresh," he said.

This led to the subject of food, a topic of conversation that was of unfailing
interest to Chet. Before long he and the stranger were discussing all kinds of
eatables, fromtheir favorite breakfast foods to their choice of desserts.
Frank in the neantine was readi ng a newspaper, while Joe was | ooking out the
wi ndow.

Chet becane so interested in his conversation with Heator that he let fall the
fact that he and his friends were on their way to Larchnont, and that his
conpani ons were the sons of Fenton Hardy, the famous detective. Frank secretly
gave the fat boy a kick on the shins Alittle later, after M. Heator had
excused hinself and retired to the snoking conpartnent for a while, Frank

sai d:

"Better be careful, Chet. After all, we don't know that fell ow "

"What's the matter?" denmanded his friend, greatly aggrieved. "What have | to
be careful about? W Were just having a chat."

"You let drop some information. It doesn't pay to be too friendly with
strangers."

"Ch gosh !'" exclainmed Chet, peeved. "I only told himwe were going to
Lar chnont, and

-and a few other things. It's pretty tough when a fellow can't even talk!"

Ther eupon he | apsed into a gloomy and dignified silence, which was broken only
when it was lunch tine.

Heator returned presently. Chet, heeding Frank's warning, kept a check on his
t ongue whenever the friendly stranger swung the conversation around to
anyt hi ng personal. The boys noticed that the man got off the train at severa
station stops and made his way toward the tel egraph wi ndow on every occasi on

"Queer sort of salesman,"” reflected Joe. "Surely he doesn't have to report to
the office every little while."

The next time Heator got off Joe ambled in pursuit and pretended to be idling
on the platform Through the wi ndow he could see the sal esnan busily witing a
nmessage. Apparently it was not an ordinary one, for the witer constantly
consulted a little red book. Once, apparently dissatisfied with the result, he
crunpl ed up the sheet and tossed it to the floor

Joe watched his chance, and when Heator left the station he slipped inside and
retrieved the discarded bit of paper, which he unfolded. If he had hoped to

| earn anything about the friendly salesman fromthat nessage, he was bound to
be di sappointed, for it was apparently only a meaningless string of words.
"skyscraper beyond absol ute automobile definite cattle oranges.”

Joe rubbed his chin in bew | dernent.

"I can't make head nor tail out of that!" he said to hinself, and took
advant age of the first opportunity to show the paper secretly to his brother

Frank qui ckly guessed the expl anation

"It's a code message. Now, why should a refrigerator sal esnan be sending



tel egrans in code?"
"Somet hi ng queer about it."

"I thought that fellow seened a little too friendly. He was trying to punp
i nformation out of Chet. | think we had better keep an eye on him"

When they returned to the train the Hardy boys bent their energies toward

| earni ng somet hi ng from Heat or about hinmsel f, but were unsuccessful. The

sal esman was not in the | east disposed to speak of his own affairs. Beyond
telling themthat he was going farther than Larchnont, he reveal ed nothi ng of
i mport ance.

Frank's suspi ci ons, however, were not readily dispelled. He could not rid

hi nsel f of the opinion that there nust be sonme notive back of the traveler's
apparent friendliness to them The man was still very affable when the train
finally reached Larchnont.

"Well, goodbye, fellows!" he cried, shaking hands with them "I'mglad | net
you. Maybe we'll run across one another again sone tine."

"Never can tell," agreed Chet meaningly.
"'1 guess I'll settle down and have a nap," said the salesman. "I have a | ong
j ourney ahead of ne."

They bade hi m adi eu and descended fromthe train. Frank sought out the
conduct or, who was standing on the platform

"What is the next stop after Larchnont?" he asked.

"W don't stop until we cone to Dal esburg, fifty mles south. O course,
there's the junction. W stay there a few m nutes.”

"How far away is that?"
"About a nmle."

Frank turned to the others. "W're going to beat this train to the junction. |
think M. Heator is not going nuch farther. Come on!"

The boys clinbed into a taxi and gave the driver his instructions. The car
t hen sped down the road before the train pulled out.

"I may be wrong about this," remarked Frank, "but | feel certain we'll see
Heat or again."

He was correct in his surmse. Their driver parked the car by the roadside at
the railway junction, and when the train pulled in the boys saw their
erstwhil e conpanion get off. He went into a small waiting room and as he did
so, another machine drove up and came to a full stop

Fromthe shelter of the taxi the boys watched the detective as he energed from
the waiting room In the short while he had been out of their sight he had
effected a remarkabl e transformation in his appearance. He had added a heavy

bl ack mustache and a pair of bushy eyebrows, and had donned spectacles. Had it
not been for the fact that the boys had seen himgo into the waiting roomthey
woul d not have recognized in himthe neat, dapper sal esman who had been their
train comnpani on



"Slick work!" said Joe.

Heat or made his way quickly over to the other car. The door swung open, he
clinmbed in, and the machine sped off in the direction of Larchnont.

"Follow him" the ol der Hardy boy ordered their driver

"I have to give you credit, Frank," said Chet. "You were right about that nan.
It was mighty clever of you to think of coming out to the junction to watch
for him"

"I thought there was sonething suspicious all along. If he really was
following us | inferred that the logical thing for himto do would be to try
to throw us off the trail by staying on the train when we got off at
Larchrmont . "

"I't's a lucky thing we cane here,"” Joe said. "Now we axe familiar with his
di sgui se. But why is he followng us? I can't figure that out."

"I't's beyond me," Frank adnitted. "We certainly started sonething when we net
old M. Blackstone on the ship that night."

They trailed Heator wi thout any difficulty, and watched himstep fromhis car
in front of a |odging house on the outskirts of town. The machi ne then drove
away, Frank nmaking a note of the street and nunmber, and ordering the driver to
go ahead into the town.

"Where shall we stay?" Chet asked
"We can find a hotel, | suppose," replied Joe.

"I have a better idea than that," Frank said. "W cane here to find out about
t he honesteads at Hi dden Harbor, didn't we? Well, then, why not l|ive near
H dden Harbor? We'll buy a tent and canp out."

This schene was readily appl auded, and the three boys imredi ately set about
carrying it out. Wthin a short tine they had purchased a tent, cooking
utensils, and necessary supplies for living out of doors. In a short while
their taxi was jouncing merrily down a lonely road toward the sea.

"There's the old Rand place," said the driver suddenly, pointing out a poorly
kept estate just south of the road. "Better not canp on that property or
you'll get into trouble."

The honestead | ooked far frominviting. It had a negl ected and
poverty-stricken appearance. The grounds were overrun with weeds. Through the
trees the boys caught a glinpse of a winding driveway and a ranbling old
mansi on that | ooked to be in need of repairs.

"Isn't there a place near here owned by a fam |y named Bl ackst one?" asked
Fr ank.

The taxi nman gestured toward the opposite side of the road.

"Just across the way,'
Bl ackst ones. "

he said. "All the ground on that side belongs to the

The boys noticed anot her driveway which led into an estate that appeared to be
kept in better condition than was the Rand place. Through the trees they could
see a large red brick structure, which was the hone of Sanuel Bl ackstone.



They drove on and soon saw the water. The road cane to an end on sone grassy
dunes that sloped to the seashore.

"I'f you're bound to canmp out," the taxi-driver told them "this is the spot
for you. Everything back of here is private property."

"I't's good enough for us," Joe assured him Thereupon the boys unl oaded their
equi prent, and paid the driver, who sped back to town. They pitched their tent
in a sheltered spot. Chet was in favor of building a canpfire at once and
preparing a nmeal, but Frank and Joe wanted to explore the surroundi ng
territory.

"Let's go back and have another | ook at the Rand homestead before we do
anyt hing el se," Frank suggested. "W'I| have plenty of time to eat later."

Chet | ooked very glumat this suggestion, but trailed al ong when the Hardy
boys set out on the road that divided the two estates.

"What are you going to do?" he asked. "Call on Ruel Rand?"

"Not yet," Frank answered. "Perhaps we'll learn nore by staying under cover."
They came within sight of the gateway to the Rand property, and were just in
time to see a man on foot |eave a car by the roadside and enter the driveway.
Frank stared, then uttered an exclamation of delight.

"Cone on, fellows! Over the fence! Don't |let himsee us!"

Wth Frank in the | ead, they scranbl ed across the enclosure in an instant, to
find thensel ves on the grounds of the Rand estate.

"What's the idea?" asked Chet, bewildered. "Who is that fellow?"

"Didn't you recogni ze hinP"

"I failed to get a good look at him"

The boys edged forward through the undergrowth until they were again in sight
of the driveway, where they got a clear view of the pedestrian who was
approachi ng the Rand mansion. Portfolio in hand, he strode briskly down the

driveway, unaware that he was bei ng observed

"It's the man who was on the train!" exclainmed Joe. "The one who put on a
di sgui se! "

CHAPTER XI V

THE H DDEN HARBOR CAMP

"WONDER what he is doing here?" queried Joe. "How did he know we were
interested in this place?"



"Perhaps it was Ruel Rand who hired himto shadow us," Frank suggest ed.
Heat or was apparently a stranger at the spot. The boys watched himas he
ascended the steps and rang the bell. Wen the door was opened there was a
brief delay before he was allowed to enter. As soon as he had vani shed into
t he house Frank hastened forward.

"Now it's our turn to do a little spying,'7 he said.

"Take care there isn't a dog around here somewhere," cautioned Chet.

The boys reached the veranda unnol ested. Frank had an idea.

"Joe," he said, "I'mgoing to peer through one of these wi ndows and see if |
can | earn sonething about this fellow In the nmeantime, you go back to the
road and search his car, which is parked near the gate. See if you can find

some papers-anything at all that will tell us his real business."

"Sure," said Joe, eager to do his brother's bidding.

"If the fellow should | eave the house and go back toward the road, 1'Il hoot
i ke an ow ."

"Be sure to hoot |oud enough. | don't want himto catch me going through his
car."

Joe hurried back across the grounds toward the hi ghway, while Frank craw ed
softly up onto the porch and made his way toward the w ndow whi ch was near est
the front door of the house. Carefully, step by step, he edged forward. Chet,
quaking for fear his friends mght be discovered, stayed on guard to be on the
alert in case anyone should come around fromthe rear of the buil ding.

Thr ough the wi ndow Frank could I ook into the dinmy-lighted hall of the Rand
honest ead. And, wonder of wonders, the first person upon whom his eyes rested
was Ruel Rand!

The tall, melancholy young man was listening to M. Heator who, with his
portfolio open, was diligently carrying on his pretense of being an icebox
sal esman.

"You can't afford to be w thout one," he was saying. "Let ne install a
refrigerator in your honme on trial. I'll guarantee that you won't |let nme take
it awmay. Qur terns are very reasonable--"

"I don't want one, | tell you," Rand interrupted testily. "I've got along
wi thout an electric refrigerator for years and | guess | can do so for a while
yet."

"Very well," replied M. Heator, as he slowy started to replace his papers
and catal ogs into his portfolio. Frank could see that the fellow s sharp eyes
were taking in every detail of the hall as he spoke. "I do wi sh you would | et
me put the refrigerator in on trial, just the sane. You'll be under no
obligation to us."

"No," said Rand shortly.

"Do you live here al one?"

"Yes." Rand was becoming inpatient. "I'm busy now," he said. "Too busy to



answer questions about ny private affairs.”

"No offense, no offense,"” said Heator cheerfully, as he prepared to | eave.
"I"ll come around again sone tine. Maybe you'll change your m nd about the
refrigerator."

"You needn't bother," said Rand curtly.

Frank junped off the veranda in a flash, and did so none too soon. He had
scarcely hidden hinmself below the | evel of the rail when the door opened and
M. Heator emerged. The detective |ooked neither to right nor left, but
strode down the steps and struck for the driveway, whistling.

Chet peered from behind a nearby bush
"I's he gone?"
"W nust warn Joe."

Frank slipped to the side of the house so that he would not be seen in case
Ruel Rand shoul d happen to be | ooking through one of the front wi ndows. Then
the two boys hastened across the grounds, under cover of the trees and brush.
When they were within hearing distance of the road Frank hooted, giving a very
realistic imtation of an ow.

Alittle later he and Chet heard the sound of the auto's engine as the
pseudo- sal esman started toward the town. They scranbl ed over the fence just as
Joe crawl ed out of the ditch and onto the other side of the road.

"He al most caught nme !" cried the younger Hardy boy. "I heard the hooting, al
right, but I was so interested in what | found in the car that | forgot al
about the warning. Luckily | heard himwhistling, and | had just time enough
to dive out of the machine and into the ditch before he came through the
gate."

"What did you find?" asked Frank eagerly.

"Plenty. | discovered who the man is and who set himon our trail. He is
Edward Heator."

"Who asked himto fol |l ow us?"
"Alice Fox!" said Joe.

Chet and Frank were astounded.

"I's he a detective?" demanded Frank

"You bet he is. A private detective with an agency of his own in Croston. In a
si de pocket of the car | found sone papers which explain everything."

"So Mss Fox didn't trust us!" Frank ex clained, "and thinks we are
acconplices of Rand. That's why Heator went to the Rand house. He thought we
were staying there."

"I feel," observed Chet plaintively, "that we'd be able to talk over this
situation better if we had something to eat. |I'mjust about fam shed."

The boys went back to their canp, where the stout |ad seized a frying pan and
| aunched hinself enthusiastically into the task of preparing a neal.



"This detective work is all right," he said, "and |I'mjust as eager to clear
up the nystery as anyone is, but a fell ow doesn't have to starve to death
while he's doing it."

The canping spot was ideally located, al though the site was a | onely one.
There was a sandy beach from which the dunes sloped gradually to the water.
Driftwood abounded, and the place was well sheltered fromthe wi nd. Most

i mportant, of course, was the fact that it was but a short distance from both
t he Bl ackstone and the Rand estates.

"W'll have a | ook at the Bl ackstone establishnent," deci ded Frank, when the

boys were at breakfast the next norning. "Maybe we'll be able to learn nore
about this feud."

"Don't forget that we rmust make another attenpt to get those handwiting
speci mens, " Joe reni nded him

"That's true. W shall have to call on Mss Pennyweather again. Well, we can
drop in at the Bl ackstone honmestead on the way."

There was no sign of |ife about the place when the boys made their way up the
driveway. A huge "No Trespassing"” sign did not deter them either

"I don't mnd those signs as long as they aren't backed up by a couple of
bul | dogs," said Chet, as they proceeded toward the house.

They did not get far, however, before an el derly Negro appeared.
"What you fol ks want here?" he asked testily.

"We know M. Bl ackstone," explained Frank, "and were just |ooking around. He's
in the hospital, isn't he?"

"He's up No'th," agreed the Negro. "Mah son Luke is with M stah Bl ackstone
Yo' know Luke? Luke Jones?"

When the boys said they did not know who Luke Jones was, the old nan displ ayed
no di sposition to be friendly.

"Strangers ain't allowed around heah," he said.
"When do you expect M. Bl ackstone?" asked Frank.

"He'l| be back when he's back," said the old man. "Ain't nobody roun' heah but
nme jes' now "

"Does M ss Fox ever cone here?" asked Joe.

"M ss Fox? Who you nean?"

"M . Bl ackstone's daughter. The actress," Joe expl ai ned.
"You means M ss Alice. Sonetinme she come here. Not often. Wha' for you aksin'
me all dese questions, white boys?"

Frank saw that it was tine to beat a retreat before the suspicions of the old
caretaker were too greatly aroused.

"Just curious," he said. "I don't suppose you would | et us have a | ook around



t he grounds, would you?"

"Mebbe yo' didn't see dat sign down neah de road. It say 'No Trespassin', an'
it mean Ah ain't to let nobody prow roun' heah when M stah Bl ackstone is
away. "

"We don't believe in signs,"” chirped Chet. "So long, M. Jones. W'Ill be on
our way."

"Wsh dat boy Luke would conme back," the old man grunbl ed as he escorted the
lads to the gate. "Ain't heard nuffin' 'bout himsince he went away."

Jones saw themto the road and watched until they were well on their way
toward town.

"Not much success there," grunmbled Chet. "Seens to nme |'ve heard the nane Luke
Jones before," said Joe reflectively, "but | can't remenber just where."

"Same here," agreed Frank. They racked their brains in an effort to recall at
what place, if any, they had heard it.

"W may as well go into Larchnmont now and see M ss Pennyweather," Joe said
finally.

Chet, however, objected to this suggestion. "I have nothing to do with those
handwiting specinmens," he said. "Besides, |I'mhungry. 1'll go back and watch

canp. Perhaps | can do sone prowl ing around the Rand or Bl ackstone estates
while you 're gone. Anyway, soneone mi ght come al ong and steal our food."

Frank grinned.

"That woul d be a tragedy," he agreed. "All right, Chet. You stay behind. W'l
go on and have our talk with Mss Pennyweat her."

The lady in question lived on a quiet, respectable side street in the
residential section of the town. She was a spinster of uncertain age and very
retiring.

"Back agai n?" she exclaimed in surprise when she answered the bell, to find
t he Hardy Boys on her doorstep. "Wat's the matter?"

It was from M ss Pennyweat her that the two brothers had procured the origina
handw i ting specinmens they had lost in the weck of the Resolute.

"Back again," said Frank brightly. "I hope we're not bothering you, M ss
Pennyweat her, but we |ost the sanples of witing you gave us."

"Lost them" M ss Pennyweat her | ooked at the boys sharply through her
spectacl es. She was evidently puzzled. "That was extrenely carel ess of you."

"Not exactly careless. It just couldn't be helped. W were shi pwecked on the
way hone."

M ss Pennyweat her opened the door a little wider

"Cone in and tell ne about it," she said.



CHAPTER XV

BEHI ND THE FEUD

THE HARDY boys knew sonet hing of the history of the case on which Fenton Hardy
was wor ki ng that involved Mss Pennyweather. The spinster's father had once
been a prom nent |awer, who had another side to his nature as well. In his
spare tinme he liked to wite plays.
"They were excellent productions,” Mss Pennyweather told the boys, "and were
presented in New York as well as on the road. My father nade a great deal of
nmoney from them"

A man by the name of Joel Warner | ater appeared on the scene to accuse M.

Pennyweat her of plagiarism He clained that the plays were copies of dramas
whi ch he had witten hinself, and had accordingly taken the matter to court.
"M. Warner was not hing but a disappointed playwight,"” said Mss
Pennyweat her. "My father never once read anything he wote."

M. Pennyweat her had died while the case was still before the courts. H's

wor ks were forthwi th purchased by a large notion picture concern. This
transaction naturally gave rise to further conplications, which |led eventually
to M. Hardy's entry into the case. He had been engaged by the filmconpany to
protect their rights to the plays.

M ss Pennyweat her was a gentle, mld-mannered little woman, and totally
bewi | dered by the strange | egal tangle in which she found hersel f enmeshed.
She coul d hardly make up her mind whether to | ook upon Fenton Hardy as a
friend or as a foe.

H s duty, of course, was to gather sufficient evidence to establish beyond a
reasonabl e doubt that Anps Pennyweat her was the author of the plays that had
been purchased by the filmconpany. In these works the specinmens of his
handwiting played an inmportant part, for Joel Warner clainmed that certain
notes on whi ch the dramas had been based had been witten by hinmself, not by
M . Pennyweat her.

"I'f you don't," said Frank, "we should like to | ook through a few of these
notations as well as any old documents you may have in connection with the

pl ays."

M ss Pennyweat her readily gave her consent, and unl ocked the antique desk.
From one of the drawers she took a bundle of old papers.

"Here is all the material in connection with ny father 's plays," she said.
"You may look it over if you like."

Frank and Joe set to work at once with great enthusiasm On their previous
visit they had not been accorded the privilege of examining the records. It
now occurred to Frank that they might di scover sonme data that woul d assi st
their father in the case.



They had not gone far before Frank discovered a faded newspaper clipping. The
headline startled him for it read:

" RAND- BLACKSTONE FEUD

TERM NATES | N LYNCHI NG'

The | ad stared at the account. The Rands and the Bl ackstones! What connecti on
did they have with M ss Pennyweat her and her father's plays?

He | ooked at the date scribbled across the article, and discovered the paper
had been printed sone thirty years before.

"Do you mind if | read this?" he asked.

M ss Pennyweat her picked up the clipping, flushed, and | ooked very nuch
enbarrassed. Suddenly she snatched the slip of paper

"Pl ease!" she begged. "l don't want to have you see that. | didn't know it
was anong the papers.”

"I't happens that at the present tine we're rather interested in the Rands and
t he Bl ackstones,” Frank said. "That's why the headline caught nmy eye."

"Why shoul d you be interested in then?" asked M ss Pennyweat her

The boys then told her about the affair on the Resolute, with its unpl easant
consequences. She was deeply interested.

"I know M. Bl ackstone very well,"” M ss Pennyweat her said. "In fact," she
added hesitantly, "at one tine | was engaged to him The Rands, too-they have
al ways been friends of ny famly. John Rand, Ruel Rand's father, once proposed
to me, but | refused him"

The Hardy boys were astonished at these revel ations. The tangl ed threads of
t he Rand- Bl ackst one nystery were bei ng brought together in an unexpected

pl ace. They were |learning nmore from M ss Pennyweat her, the |ast source they
woul d have i magi ned, than they had gl eaned fromall their other

i nvestigations.

"M . Bl ackstone was engaged to you?" Frank queried suddenly.
M ss Pennyweat her flushed w th enbarrassment.

"He married another girl,"’
her voi ce.

she replied sinply, with. a note of sad finality in

"What was the cause of the feud between the Rand and Bl ackstone families!"
i nquired Joe abruptly.

"It's a long story,"” the lady answered. "The two families had never been on
good terms. The affair came to a head when M. Bl ackstone was running for
sheriff, for he was politically influential in town. During his canpai gn John
Rand was | ynched, and as he had opposed the election, it was hinted that

Bl ackst one nmay have had sonmething to do with the |ynching.



"I have never believed the story nyself, but the Rands did. Naturally, their
bitterness toward the Bl ackstones increased. The el der son of the Rands,

Ewal d, witnessed the lynching, and it drove himinsane. He has been unbal anced
ever since."

"Does he still live at honme?" inquired Frank

"Ch, yes. His nother took care of himafter the Iynching. It is said that
Ewald is partly to blanme for the continuation of the feud, for he ran away
several times, and was actually accused of poisoning a well on the Bl ackstone
pl ace. Ch, there have been sone bitter quarrels between those two famlies!
Rand's dogs killed some of Bl ackstone's chickens, so they were shot. Then a
few of Rand's horses died froma peculiar ailnment and be accused Bl ackst one of
poi soning them Bl ackstone tried to have Ewald Rand sent to an asylum and
nearly killed himone tine trying to get himout of the house while Ruel was
away. "

Frank | eaned forward.

"Aren't sonme of those episodes contained in one of M. Pennyweather 's plays?"
he suggest ed.

"Yes, indeed. Al of themdeal with life in this locality. | know Father made
use of the Rand-Bl ackstone feud for play material several tinmes."

"That's enough proof that they were his own words!" declared Frank. "Joe
Warner couldn't have witten them because he never lived in Larchnont, wasn't
acquai nted with the Rands or the Bl ackstones, couldn't have known about the
feud, and didn't have the proper material. This informati on nmay nmake all the
difference in the world when the case cones up."

"I hadn't thought of that," admtted Mss Pennyweather. "It's true, too. M
father based one of his plays, 'The Troubl emaker', directly on the feud.
have hi s not ebooks here to prove ny assertion.”

She went to a nearby desk, opened a drawer and produced several booklets as
wel | as a sheaf of docunments. After the Hardy boys had exam ned themt hey
declared there was material to support Frank's theory that many

of the plays were based on incidents in the |ocal feud.

"I'f M. Blackstone and Ruel Rand woul d produce sone evidence to prove this,"
said Frank, "the plagiarismcase would fall to pieces. Joel Warner woul dn't
have a chance."

M ss Pennyweat her | ooked doubt f ul

"We woul d never be able to do that."

"I't would be very difficult, no doubt,’
Wi n the case agai nst Warner."

agreed Joe, "but it would certainly

"The Rand- Bl ackst one feud has been going on for many years,"” said Mss
Pennyweat her. "Neither fam|ly would be likely to divulge secrets just to help
ne."

The boys agreed with her that there was very little hope of their getting the
two nen to give out any information about their |ong-standing differences.

"My father made many efforts to end the quarrel,” Mss Pennyweat her told them



"He was a | awyer, and both famlies called upon himat various times to act
for one against the other. It was awkward for him as he wanted to be on good
terms with everybody."

When she concl uded her story the boys did not doubt that nuch of the material
for the plays had been inspired by the historic feud. Now they were faced with
the problem of proving it. Wthout the assistance of both Rand and Bl ackstone
it would be difficult.

Finally the lads took their departure and returned to the canpsite, where they
found Chet in a state of great excitenent.

"I was hoping you woul d hurry back," he exclaimed. "I have sonme news."
"What's up?"

Chet | ooked very mysterious.

"I"'mbeginning to think 1'm not such a poor detective nyself," he said. "I
did a little snooping around. And what do you think | |earned?"

"Qut with it," said Frank. "Don't keep us in suspense."

"Sanuel Bl ackstone is here at Hi dden Harbor," Chet announced.

The Hardy boys were anmazed.

"How di d you di scover that?" Joe asked.

"I sawhim | was prowing around his estate and saw a car drive up to the

door. M. Blackstone was carried out of the auto and taken into the house.
M ss Fox cane with him as well as our good friend Heator, the detective."

Frank whistled softly.
"Good work, Chet. You're sure you weren't nistaken? It was Samuel Bl ackstone?"

"I saw himwith my own eyes. | overheard Mss Fox and Heator conversing in the
garden | ater, and Heator was naking |love to her."

"Let's go back there and spy out the land," Joe suggested. "Perhaps we'll get
a chance to talk to M. Bl ackstone."

"And nmore than likely get chased off his property,"” grinned Chet.
Bearing in mnd the ''No Trespassing" sign that had been pointed out to them
by the old caretaker, the boys did not make an open approach to the Bl ackstone
estate; instead, they crawl ed over a fence and kept under cover of the bushes
and shrubbery, coming finally within sight of the garden. Frank, who was in
the I ead as the boys stole quietly forward, suddenly cane to a stop and nade a
war ni ng gesture to the others.

In the silence they could hear voices--the voices of the detective and Alice
Fox.

CHAPTER XVI



THE MAN W TH THE ROCK

"I KEPT track of themas well as | could," grunbled Heator. "They would
have been suspicious if | had alighted at the Larchnmont station so | went on
to the junction and got off there. But | haven't been able to find those boys
since. "

"They're staying at the Rand place, very likely," returned M ss Fox.

"I went there. |'ve been watching that estate and I 'msure they didn't
show up there. My own opinion is that you 're on the wong track, Alice. Those
kids aren't smart enough to be in | eague with Ruel Rand."

"They were cl ever enough to rob my father, If you could speak of it as

such.

"Well," said Heator, "I talked to themon the train and sonehow | think
they are not crooked."

"Why did they come down here to Larchnont if they weren't in | eague with
Ruel Rand?" denmanded the actress.

"Probably they're just on a vacation," ventured Heator

| particularly asked you to shadow them and find out what they were
doi ng. Then, just as soon as they reach Larchnmont you | ose them What sort of
detective work do you call that?"

| did the best | could," said Heator. "Don't be angry, Alice. If they
are still in Larchnont I'Il find them™

Frank edged forward and peered through the bushes. The detective and
M ss Fox were wal king slowy down a garden path. Suddenly Heator grasped the
actress's hand.

"Why are you so cold to me, Alice? You know |'ve been in love with you
ever since | first saw you on the stage--"

M ss Fox, however, was evidently in no nood for |ove-making. She drew
away her hand.

"Pl ease don't be foolish, M. Heator."

Suddenly Frank heard a slight crackling of twigs. He turned, and
gl anced over his shoulder. Not ten feet away from him gazing out from behind
a clump of bushes, stood a Negro. There was sonething extrenely famliar
about the man's face. He was young and |loudly dressed. Then, in an instant
Frank recogni zed in himthe col ored man who had been on the train during their
journey to Croston. Luke Jones was what he had called hinself. Frank knew now
why that nane had seened faniliar when old M. Jones, the caretaker of the
Bl ackst one estate, had spoken of his son being in the North. That overdressed,
arrogant col ored youth was none other than M. Bl ackstone's servant.

When the colored fell ow saw that Frank had spied himhe instantly
di sappeared in the bushes. Meanwhile, M ss Fox and Heator had gone on toward



t he house. Neither Chet nor Joe had seen the Negro, and were greatly upset
when Frank told them about the incident.

"He'll go right up to the house and tell Heator," said Joe.

"Maybe we can head himoff," Chet suggested

The three i mediately set out in pursuit of Luke Jones. Soon they caught
sight of the fellow scurrying through the grounds in the direction of the
caretaker's house, which was | ocated sone di stance back of the Bl ackstone
mansi on. They caught up to himwi thout difficulty. He regarded themw th an
i nsol ent stare.

"What you boys doin' heah?" he demanded. "Spyin' on Mssy Alice, huh?"
"How about yourself?" asked Frank. "Wren't you spying, too?"

The nore he saw of Luke Jones the nore he disliked the fellow, who was
dressed in a suit of extrene collegiate cut, and wore a pink shirt with a
violet necktie. A dianond ring twinkled on his finger, and his patent | eather
shoes shone.

"Yo' white boys bettah git away from heah, Ah's warnin' yo'," he said.
"You'll git into plenty ob trouble hangin' 'roun' de Bl ackstone place. Ah
knows who yo' is. Ah knows lots no' dan yo' thinks Ah does, but Ah 'm not
tellin" nuthin ."

"How is M. Blackstone? Is he getting any better?" asked Joe.
Luke Jones | ooked mysteri ous.

"Mebbe he is an' nebbe he ain't. Yo's not gittin' nuthin' out ob nme." He
twi sted the big dianond ring on his finger, held it up to the light, and
regarded the val uable stone with pride. "Ah knows all 'bout how M. Bl ack
stone got hurt. Ef yo' don' want to git into no trouble, jes' stay 'way from
heah. "

At that noment the door of the caretaker's house opened and old M. Jones cane
out. As he approached the group he said:

"Luke! What yo' talkin' 'bout now, yo' wuthless one? An' yo' white boys--didn'
Ah tell yo' not to come trespassin' on dis yeah property?"

"We're leaving right away," said Frank, trying to placate the old fellow "W
were just having a little talk with your son."

The old man sniffed contenptuously.

"Wastin' yo' tine when yo' talks to him Evah since he's been up No'th with
Massa Bl ackstone he thinks he's smart. Fine new clothes, big dianon' ring, an'
he swaggers 'roun' heah | ak he own de place."

Jones eyed his son with disfavor. It was evident that he was worried over
Luke's apparent prosperity, as well as his unseemy conduct since coning back
fromup North.

"I think that fellow will bear watching,"” remarked Frank. The boys were on
their way back to canp after having failed to extract any information of val ue
fromeither the caretaker or his son. "Luke Jones is too fresh, for one thing.
Perhaps he is only boasting, but he pretends to know a lot of things he isn't



willing to talk about."

"I hope he doesn't tell Heator that we were on the property,” Joe said.
Frank's remarks concerni ng Luke Jones were borne out in striking fashion the
next eveni ng, when an incident occurred which gave the boys concl usive proof
not only about this fact, but also about the idea that the Rand- Bl ackstone
feud was far fromburied. They had decided to watch the Rand honestead, and
froma vantage point anong the trees had seen Ruel |eave the house and go
around to a side door, which he unlocked. Near the entrance was a heavily
barred w ndow.

"Perhaps that is where Ewal d Rand, the insane brother, is kept,"
Joe.

suggest ed

He was right in his surmse. In a few nonents Ruel Rand energed, acconpanied
by a small, untidily garbed man who wal ked with a strange, shanmbling gait.

H s hair was unkenpt, while in his eyes there was the vacant stare of one
whose nmind is unbal anced. Ruel Rand held himfirmy by the arm

The pair did not attenpt to go toward the main road but struck out across the
grounds in the direction of the seashore. This, apparently, was a nethod of
giving the afflicted man sufficient exercise. The Hardy boys and Chet

foll owed. The two nen reached the trees that skirted the shores of Hidden

Har bor and strolled up and down for about an hour. The hidden watchers were
becoming a little weary of their vigil when Frank suddenly seized Joe urgently
by t he shoul der.

"Look!" he whispered in excitement. "Do you see soneone sneaking through the
trees over there to the left?"

Joe and Chet peered through the gathering twilight, and caught a glinpse of a
dark figure flitting through the bushes. A nonment later it energed into a tiny
clearing, and halted in plain view of the watchers.

The man was Luke Jones What was he doing on the Rand property? And why was he
so furtive?

Details of the Rand-Bl ackstone feud instantly flashed through the m nds of the
boys. Was the servant seeking in sone way to avenge his naster, Samnuel
Bl ackst one?

"Perhaps he's only hunting," suggested Chet.
"We nustn't let himout of our sight!" Frank ordered.

Cautiously they followed him Luke Jones di sappeared anong the trees again.
The boys crept closer until they were once nmore within sight of the burly
young Negr o.

He advanced stealthily until he came out onto a little ridge a short distance
above the spot where Ruel Rand and his brother were wal king up and down. The
Hardys and Chet were nystified, for Luke stood notionless, gazing at the two
figures bel ow him

Suddenly he stooped down, and the boys could see himtugging at a | arge rock.
In a few monents he had dislodged it and began to roll it to the edge of the
ridge.

"What do you suppose--" whispered Joe. Before he could say any nore,



Luke Jones tipped the boul der over the edge. Ewald was directly bel ow

CHAPTER XVI |

RAND S DENI AL

THERE was no time to lose. In another nonment Luke would let go his missile. At
t hat di stance he could not mss the unsuspecting nman bel ow.

"Stop!" cried out Frank

It was the only thing to do to disconcert the fellow s attention before he
m ght push the rock. At the sane instant the Hardy boy dashed forward, wth
Joe and Chet close at his heels, shouting.

The sudden yell frightened Luke Jones. He | ooked up sharply just as the stone
left his hand. Then he swung around to nmeet the rush of the three boys.

The screans had been heard by Ewal d, who dodged just in time to keep from
being injured. Frank saw all this by a hurried glance just as he | eaped past a
t hi cket and hurled hinmself upon the Negro.

Luke swung around and grabbed a second stone fromthe ground. Frank tried to
twist it out of the man's grasp. Had the Hardy boy been al one he woul d have
been at a deci ded di sadvantage in the struggle, for the colored youth was tal
and powerful. Both Joe and Chet tackled the fellow a nonent |ater.

The servant was bew | dered by the sudden onslaught of the trio. Moreover he
had been greatly startled when he had found that his actions had been

wi tnessed. Gowing, he tried to fight the boys off. Frank hung on grinly,
while Joe and Chet tried to grasp the fellow s |egs.

Luke Jones was snart, and when he saw he had three antagonists to deal wth,
he deci ded that his policy should be flight rather than fight. Wth an abrupt
turn he released his grasp on the rock, and the novenent was so unexpected

t hat Frank stunbl ed backward, the missile gripped in his hands. The col ored
boy suddenly swung violently around and sent Chet reeling into a clunmp of
bushes. Then, tearing hinself free fromJoe's grasp, he sprang away and went
pl ungi ng through the trees.

The boys ran after him but were no match for the frightened fellow Luke
Jones di sappeared in a nmonent among the shadows, running nadly back toward the
Bl ackst one estate. The Hardys and Chet soon saw that further pursuit would be
usel ess, so they gave up the chase.

"Well, we gave hima good scare, anyhow," said Frank

"And | got a wallop on the jaw," panted the stout [ad out of breath fromthe



brief run.

"The bl ack rascal!" Joe exclaimed. "He would have injured Ewald Rand if we
hadn't yelled in tine."

Frank shook his head gravely.

"I think this Rand-Bl ackstone feud is far nore serious than we imagined it to
be," he said.

The boys | ooked around in search of Ruel Rand and his brother, but the pair
had di sappeared, evidently having been frightened away by the sounds of the
subsequent struggle in the bushes.

"They can't be far from here,"
has happened. "

Joe suggested. "Let's go up and tell them what

"They'l|l be far nore interested to know what al nbst happened, " grunbl ed Chet.
The boys went back fromthe beach to the grounds of the Rand estate. It was
growi ng darker, and as they approached the house they indistinctly saw a man
energe froma side door with sonething under his arm He wal ked directly
toward them and soon they recognized himas Ruel Rand. In his hand was a
shot gun.

"Good gosh! Let's get out of here!" Chet quavered. "Maybe he thinks we threw
that' rock at his brother and he's coming out to tackle us."

The Hardy boys stood their ground, however, and waited until Rand cane
striding up.

"Who are you, and what are you doing here!" he demanded angrily. "Wo threw
that rock at ny brother! \Wat was the neaning of all that runpus on the

ri dge?"

He peered at themin the gloom Then, in a startled voice, he said:

"I"ve seen you fell ows before.™

"W were passengers with you on board the Resolute!" Frank told him

H s voice becane harsh. "Wat are you doi ng here?"

"W saved your brother from being wounded, that's all," declared Chet, grow ng
braver. "I think you ought not to kick about that."

"Who ained at him"

"Luke Jones."

"Sanuel Bl ackstone's man, eh? He tried to hurt Ewald!"

"He came mighty close to doing it," said Frank. "W just happened on the scene
intinme to frighten himas he pushed over the boul der. Now he has cl eared
out."

Ruel Rand | ooked at the three boys suspiciously.

"How di d you happen to be near by at the tine?"



"We saw himfollowi ng you and your brother so we canme along to find out what
he was up to," Joe replied, not caring to give a nore definite explanation of
their presence on the estate.

"Look here, M. Rand," said Frank boldly, deciding to confront the man with
the details of the affair on the Resolute, "we've been hoping to have a tal k
with you for sonme tinme; in fact, we cane down from Bayport for that very

pur pose. "

"Why should you wish to talk to nme? | don't know you."

"l suppose you are aware that old M. Bl ackstone was assaulted and robbed of a
bi g sum of noney during the shipweck?"

Ruel Rand shrugged indifferently. "I didn't hear anything about it. Even so, |
shoul dn't care. There's no friendly feeling between ne and Samuel Bl ackstone."

"You didn't hear about it? But don't you know sonethi ng about it?"
"Why should I know anyt hi ng about it?"

"You were on the ship. You were in the corridor when M. Bl ackstone was
knocked down, and were seen bending over him"

"I saw you," decl ared Chet.

"W have been accused of robbing him" Frank continued. "As a matter of fact,
we have been arrested for it, although we're innocent."

Ruel Rand was silent for a while.

"And now you're accusing ne!" he exclained finally. "Well, | nust say you have
a nerve, coming onto a nman's property and accusing himof being a thief."

"Didn't you do it?"

"No!" shouted Rand angrily. "I didn't lay a finger on Sam Bl ackstone. "I
didn't take a nickel of his noney."

"You were on the sanme boat, and you are his eneny," Joe rem nded him

"That's true enough. | admit that the Rands and the Bl ackstones have been
enem es for years. My father was |lynched as a result of that feud. My nother

i s broken-hearted because of it. My brother was driven insane. The doctors
tell me my own m nd has been affected by all that has happened. | suffer from
nmel anchol i a.

"Per haps you thought | had been drinking that night when | was at dinner on

the Resolute. Lots of people get that inpression. | never drink. Wen | act
queerly it's because of nmy nmental condition and the Rand-Bl ackstone feud is to
blame for it. Do you wonder that | have small |ove for Sam Bl ackst one and t hat

| called hima scoundrel? But | didn't strike him and | certainly didn't
steal his noney."

Ruel Rand broke off suddenly in his furious deni al

"But why are you asking nme all these questions?" he demanded. "Sam Bl ackstone
sent you here. You were with Luke Jones, and now you're trying to pretend
you're friendly to ne. You're spies, that's what you are! Get off ny

property."



The boys were so astoni shed by this sudden change of deneanor on the part of
the eccentric Ruel Rand that they were speechless for a nmoment. The nman
gestured with his shotgun

"CGet out of here, | tell you! | have tal ked too much. Bl ackstone sent you to
find out what you could. Go away! If | catch any of you on ny property again
['"lIl use this weapon, | warn you."

"We're sorry you look at it that way, M. Rand-" began Frank, hoping to
pl acate him

But the man woul d not |i sten.

"CGet off ny property! Clear out! Cear out of here!" he storned. "And if you
cone back it will be the worse for you."

Argument was usel ess. The boys turned and wal ked back toward the trees on the
edge of the estate, while Ruel Rand stood watching to see that they obeyed his
conmmand.

"Nice, friendly sort of fellow" observed Chet ruefully. "He's as changeable
as the weather. | think he is as cracked as his brother."

"We didn't gain much by talking to him that's sure,” Frank agreed. "And yet
he seemed pretty positive in his denial that he had anything to do with
robbi ng Samuel Bl ackstone. ™

"I'f he didn't, then who di d?" demanded Joe. "That's the question. Still, I'm
beginning to believe the man was telling the truth. Perhaps soneone el se
robbed the old gentleman after all."

"A fat chance we have of proving it,', said Chet.

"Let's get back to canmp and go to bed," Joe suggested. "It looks as if we're
not to be popular on either the Rand or the Bl ackstone estates."

When the boys returned to the shore of Hidden Harbor a few minutes later they
di scovered that some marauder had been there before them The tent had been

torn down, their blankets had been tossed out on the beach, boxes of supplies
had been upset, and the place in general |ooked as if it had been struck by a
hurri cane.

"What | omdown person did this?" yelled Chet wathfully.

Wth exclamations of anger and indignation the boys set about sizing up the
damage. Clearly the destruction had been wought out of sheer spite, for they
soon found that nothing had been stolen. This relieved Chet considerably for
he had | eaped to the dreadful conclusion that the food supplies were gone.

They lit a fire, and by the Iight of the blaze began setting the canp in order
again. Wile Joe and Chet put up the tent, Frank began gathering together the
packages and boxes scattered al ong the beach

Suddenl y, as he wal ked back to the campfire, he stooped and pi cked up

somet hing fromthe sand. As he gazed at it, his eyes shone with satisfaction

"I know who did the damage, fellows!" Frank sang out. "I've found an i nportant
clue here.”



CHAPTER XVI |

FRANK' S DI SGUI SE

Joe and Chet dashed over to Frank. "Wat did you find?" they demanded eagerly.

Frank held out his hand. In the open palmthere rested a | arge di anond ring.
The stone sparkled and glittered in the light of the canpfire. Chet and Joe
recogni zed it at once.

"Luke Jones's ring!" exclainmed the latter
Frank nodded.

"He nust have dropped it while he was tearing our canp to pieces. |'msure
it's the one we saw on his finger today."

Joe picked up the piece of jewelry and examned it curiously. He turned it
over, then brought it closer to the light, peering intently, at the inside of
t he band.

"I wonder if it belongs to Luke Jones after all,k"
take a ook at this."

he said quietly. "Come and

What Joe had di scovered was an inscription engraved on the inside of the ring.
It was very line, but could be read easily.

"To Father fromAlice, "it said.

Chet, slower in grasping its neaning, queried:

"Who is Alice?"

"Alice Fox!" exclainmed Frank. "Sanuel Bl ackstone's daughter."

"Then that ring nmust belong to old M. Blackstone hinself!" said Chet. "How
did Luke Jones ever get possession of it?",

"Stole it, nost likely. It's hardly probable that the old nman woul d give his
servant that valuable ring as a present, particularly when it was a gift from
hi s own daughter," reasoned Joe.

They put the piece of jewelry carefully away and continued their work of
restoring the canp to sone senbl ance of order. After supper Frank sat for a
long tinme deeply engrossed in. thought. Finally he said:

"I have an idea as to how |'mgoing to find out about that ring," but he would



not tell Joe and Chet the details of his plan

Early the next norning he was up and on his way to Larchnont before his
conpani ons were awake. Wen he returned he carried with hima bul ky package,
which he carried into the tent. Joe and Chet were preparing breakfast outside.

"What is he up to?" inquired Chet curiously, frying the bacon over the
canpfire.

"He has sonme schene under way," replied Joe. "W'Ill find out when he's ready
to tell us about it."

Suddenly a voi ce broke in:
"Centl enens, vould you vant to buy a new tent cheap?"

The two boys | ooked up. Standing in front of the canopy was a strange man,
wearing grey trousers and a black coat. On his head was a bl ack derby, and he
had a short bl ack beard.

"W don't want to buy a tent," said Chet. "W have one."
"Vell, maybe you like to trade?"

Suddenly Joe broke into a roar of |aughter

"It's Frank!" he shout ed.

The figure in the stiff hat grinned. "Fool ed you, eh?" asked the el der Hardy
boy.

Chet gazed at him open-nmouthed. "'Well, you certainly fooled nme!" he
admtted. "I thought you were a second-hand man. Where did you get that
outfit? And the nake-up?"

"I rented the clothes and the fal se beard in Larchnont this norning."

"What's the idea?" Joe asked curiously. "I'mgoing to call at the Bl ackstone
honestead, " Frank told them "Do you think I'll get by without being
recogni zed? O course | won't use that awful accent on M. Bl ackstone."

Bot h Chet and Joe agreed that the disguise was perfect. Frank outlined his
pl an, which was to pose as a sort of deal er and pawnbroker. He would call at
t he Bl ackstone house with the ring to try to find out if it actually did
belong to the elderly gentl eman who owned the place.

"Who knows but that | mght pick up some other information, too, if the people
there don't suspect who | really anP"

Frank spent the greater part of the morning rehearsing his part and inproving
on his nmake-up until he felt confident that he should be able to present

hi nsel f at the door of the Bl ackstone house w thout risk of discovery. His
greatest danger, he realized, lay in the fact that Alice Fox was an actress
and consequently mght be able to glean that he was nerely in disguise.

That afternoon he made his way up the driveway to the Bl ackstone mansion. The
bell was answered by M. Ed Heator, the private detective.

"I"'ma deal er in valuable second-hand articles," said Frank in a soft voice
but without an accent. "May | see M. Bl ackstone at once?"



"No," growl ed Heator. "W haven't anything to sell. You have a | ot of nerve
com ng here trying to drum up business."

"I"'mnot trying to get business. You're mistaken. | wish to do M. Blackstone
a favor."

Frank was glad to see that Heator appeared to be conpletely fooled by the
di sgui se.

"What sort of favor?" asked the detective.

"It's about a ring. Adiamond ring. It's worth a lot of noney. | think it
bel ongs to M. Bl ackstone," responded Frank softly.

"If it belongs to M. Bl ackstone, how did you get it?"

"That would be telling," returned Frank shrewdly.

"Let's see the ring."

"I'sn't M. Blackstone here? Can't he see it hinmself? |'mnot handing this

personal property over to strangers. It's too valuable," concluded the Hardy
boy wi sely.

"Well, wait a minute and I'Il see if M. Blackstone knows anything about it.

Heat or di sappeared, grunbling to hinself, but cane back a few nminutes later
and sai d:

"You may conme in. M. Blackstone said he did |ose a ring.

Frank was ushered into the house. He was a trifle nervous as he followed the
detective into a large, luxuriously' furnished roomwhere once again he cane
face to face with Sanmuel ]3lackstone. The old man, his head still heavily
bandaged, reclined in an easy chair near the wi ndow, wi th his daughter
standi ng by his side.

"What's this about a. ring?" he demanded.

"I"'ma dealer in many articles,"” said Frank. "In ny business | often run
across sone very funny things. Today | got a ring. Don't ask me how | received
it, because | do not wish to tell. But if, you have | ost one, perhaps | have
it."

"I lost a diamond ring a short time ago," answered the elderly man. "It was

stolen fromne."
"Describe it, M. Blackstone. Maybe it's the one | have."

"Inside the band there is an inscription which reads ' To Father fromAlice,"'"
replied the old man

Frank dug into his pocket and produced the piece of jewelry.

"I"mhappy to be able to restore it to you, M. Bl ackstone,
over the ring.

he sai d, handi ng

Where did you get it?" inquired the old man in amazenent.



Frank shook his head.

"Ask me no questions. My business has its secrets. | deal in jewels, stage
properties and queer, unreal things. It is all in the gane."

Heator, the detective, was strongly disposed to interrogate the stranger, but
Frank succeeded in warding himoff. M. Blackstone insisted that the recovery
of the ring warranted a reward, but the boy refused to accept any
conpensati on.

"It cost nme nothing," he said. It doesn't belong to ne. It belongs to you. Wy
should | take noney for giving back to you what is rightfully yours?"

"But how did you know it was m ne?"

Frank's manner was still nysterious. "I was talking to Mss Pennyweat her
yesterday," he replied. "She told ne her interesting father was a friend of
yours."

There was a dual notive behind this remark. The boy wanted to | eave the

i npression that M ss Pennyweat her m ght have put himon the track of the
ring's owner; at the sanme time, he desired to turn the subject to a discussion
of the deceased playwight's affairs. The ruse worked, M. Bl ackstone
admtting that M. Pennyweather had i ndeed been a friend of his. One thing |ed
to another, and Frank stressed his love for the stage until he finally managed
to work the conversation around to the subject of the dramas the | awer had
witten.

"He got sone of his ideas fromlocal gossip, |I've been told," Frank hinted.

"Well, yes, that's true," admtted Bl ackstone. "As a matter of fact, one of
his plays is based on an incident that occurred in my own horme. Pennyweat her
wrote and asked ne to give himperm ssion to use the material, sonme of which
deals with our owmn famly history." The elderly man opened a desk drawer, and
after rummagi ng around for a nonent produced several old, faded envel opes.
"These are the very letters he sent ne."

"A man told ne Pennyweat her didn't wite those plays," said Frank. "What a
shane! Such excellent plots! So he did not pen thenf"

"Nonsense! These letters al one prove that Pennyweat her was the author of them
Nobody el se coul d have conceived them" M. Bl ackstone |ooked thoughtfully at
the envelopes in his hand. "Il've been intending to burn these for a | ong
time, so |l mght as well do it now No use cluttering up ny desk with a |ot of
usel ess correspondence. "

He nade a novenent as if to arise and toss the papers into the fire, but Frank
br oke in quickly.

"Let me assist you," he said.

Before M. Bl ackstone could utter a word the boy reached forward, took the
letters fromthe old nman's hand, and strode toward the fireplace where a fire
was burning in the grate.

Frank's back was turned for but a nmoment, yet in that tinme he executed a
difficult feat of sleight-of-hand. So deftly that no one observed what he was
doi ng, he substituted for the letters a handful of worthless papers he had
snatched from his coat pocket. These he pronptly flung into the fire, at the
same time slipping the valuable missives into an inside pocket.



Congratul ating hinself on the success of his ruse, Frank came back to the
chair where he had been sitting and picked up his hat.

"I must go now," he said, bowing to M. Blackstone and Alice. "I'm a busy
fellow"

"I wish you' d let me reward you for restoring to me ny ring. Can't you tell ne
where you found it?" queried the old man.

Frank nerely shook his head, then started toward the hall, eager to get out of
the house with the precious letters as quickly as possible. Heator escorted
himto the door, and was just about to open it when M ss Fox suddenly hurried
fromthe living room

"Just a monent!" she exclaimed sharply. Then, comi ng close to Frank, she
| ooked at himintently. "Haven't | seen you sonewhere before?" she asked.

The boy was enbarrassed. Had the shrewd actress penetrated his disguise? He
hoped not .

"Maybe so," he said. "lI've been lots of places. Perhaps you've been in ny
shop. "

"You' re no pawnbroker!" declared Mss Fox scornfully. "I thought there was
somet hi ng odd about you. |I've been watching you ever since you cane into the
house. "

"What's the big idea, Alice?" demanded the detective, getting excited.
"What's it all about?"

"I'f you weren't so stupid, Ed Heator," she cried, "you would know wi t hout
being told. This fellow isn't a pawnbroker, but one of the persons | paid you
to shadow. He is one of the Hardy boys who followed ne to the hospital in
Croston. One of the Hardy boys-right under your nose, and you didn't recognize
him"

Frank made a lunge toward the door in a vain attenpt to escape. But the
detective was too quick for him

"No, you don't!" grow ed Heator, barring the way.

CHAPTER XI X

IN THE RUMBLESEAT

FRANK realized that he was in a predi cament. He had been caught in disguise in
Bl ackstone 's house, and if a search were to reveal the inportant letters he
had taken, his plight woul d be a serious one indeed.



Heat or grabbed the boy and began pushing himback toward the |iving room

"Come in here!" ordered the detective. "One of the Hardy boys, eh? W nust
talk this over."

"What's the matter? \What has happened?" denmanded M. Bl ackstone, as the
struggling pair came into the room followed by Mss Fox. "Bless ny soul
Heat or, what are you doing to the deal er?”

"He's no dealer. He's a spy!" cried the detective, as proud as if he had
actually made the discovery hinmself. "He's one of those Hardy boys who beat
you up and robbed you on the boat!"

M. Bl ackstone was wildly angry.
"One of the Hardy boys !" he excl ai ned.

"Sure!" Heator snatched the fal se beard from Frank's face. "Take a | ook at
him"

"It's true!" shouted Bl ackstone. He got out of his chair with difficulty and
advanced toward Frank, wathfully brandi shing his cane in the air. "You're
one of those rascally friends of Ruel Rand, and now | know where you got t hat
ring. Either you or Rand stole it fromne."

"Trying to give it back because they were afraid it would be traced to themif
they were to sell it,," guessed Heator. "I'mgoing to put the handcuffs on
this lad, M. Blackstone, and see that he is turned over to the police."

"No, you're not!" said Frank, beginning to struggle in real earnest. A
further police charge, he knew, would be highly serious in view of the fact
that he was already out on bail as a consequence of M. Bl ackstone's
accusations in Croston

Wth a swift novenent he wrenched his arnms free fromHeator's grasp. Then, as
t he detective plunged at him Frank ducked and | eaped asi de.

M ss Fox screamed. Bl ackstone ainmed a blow at Frank with his stick. Heator
made anot her dive at the boy, grappled with him They both stunbl ed up agai nst
the wall. The detective was trying to get handcuffs out of his pocket and
cling to Frank at the sane tine.

The excitement was too much for old M. Bl ackstone, and suddenly he cl apped
his hand over his heart. Hi s face turned pale. Then he collapsed to the fl oor
in a faint.

M ss Fox cried out in alarmand rushed to her father's side. Heator wheel ed
about, forgetting all about Frank in the face of this new devel oprment. He,
too, stepped to M. Bl ackstone's assistance.

Gven this nmoment's respite, Frank woul d have attenpted to make his escape by
the front door. He had taken only a step, however, when sonething surprising
happened. A section of the wall against which he and the detective had
stunbled in their short fight opened, then swung slowy inward.

The aperture was just sufficiently large to admt him Frank slipped into the
openi ng, then reached out his hand and pulled the secret door shut behind him
He realized that the spring controlling the hidden entrance had doubtl ess been
rel eased by the sudden inpact of the two bodies as they struck against the
wal | during the struggle. Heator and Mss Fox were so busy trying to revive



M. Bl ackstone that neither of them had noticed the dramatic di sappearance of
t he boy.

Frank groped his way forward in the darkness, and found a flight of stairs
whi ch | ed downward between the walls of the old house.

Cautiously, step by step, he descended. Wen he reached the bottom he struck a
mat ch and | ooked around. He found hinmself in a |long narrow passage, apparently
a secret corridor between two parts of the mansion's basenent.

He nmade his way quickly down this hallway. Frank knew he had been fortunate to
escape, but realized that he was still in grave danger. The Bl ackstones

doubt| ess were aware of the secret door, and it was possible that he m ght be
fol | oned.

The passage ended in another flight of steps that |ed upward. Cose to the
bottom of the stairway Frank noticed a large pile of fresh earth, and saw the
entrance to a tunnel. Striking another match, he exam ned the place nore
closely. The tunnel, now enpty, had apparently been crudely dug, and appeared
to extend for a considerable distance. It did not seemto offer an avenue of
escape, however, so Frank turned to the steps again and ascended themuntil he
bunped his head agai nst a trap-door directly above the stairs.

The Hardy boy waited, l|istening, wondering all the while just what he ought to
do. If he should raise the board above himhe might find hinmself in the

Bl ackst one house again. As he was going over these things in his nmnd he beard
someone whistling. Then came the slow tread of footsteps and the sound of an
axe.

Soneone, nore than likely old Jones, the caretaker, was choppi ng wood not far
fromthe trapdoor.

Slow y Frank reached up and pushed agai nst the aperture, hoping that it was
not barred from above. To his relief it gave way. Raising it a few inches, he
peered out.

He | ooked into an enpty shed, through the entrance of which he could see old
Jones at the wood-pile out in the yard. Concluding there was no chance to
escape that way, Frank decided he woul d have to remain where he was until it
shoul d grow dark. Then he would try to escape fromthe Bl ackstone pl ace

wi t hout bei ng seen.

He | owered the trap-door and sat down on the steps in the gloom He took
confort in the thought that he still had the letters, those valuable nissives
to prove Pennyweat her's authorship of the plays. If he could get to his father
and give himthe papers, Fenton Hardy would be able to win the case with ease
for the playwight's daughter

Frank coul d hear the steady chop-chop of the axe as the ol d caretaker attacked
t he woodpile. Then he heard a voice cry out:

"Yo' done any diggin' dis afternoon?"
Frank perked up his ears. It was Luke Jones. Then the old man answered:
"Ah ain't had tine to dig."

"W got a lot of work to do on dat tunnel yet," replied Luke. "Maybe we
bettah git busy an' do some diggin' tonight."



Frank gathered that the two men were speaking of the nysterious passage he had
seen at the foot of the underground staircase. He was puzzl ed and curious. Wy
were Luke and his father digging it?

"Luke, howlong is it goin' to take us to finish dat tunnel ?" asked the old
nman.

"Ah dunno," replied Luke, "but when we gits it done we'll be right under dat
Rand house and kin topple it down on der heads."

Frank now grasped the plot clearly.
"Ah dunno where you got such a good idea, Luke," said the old man admringly.

"Ah got it froma novie, Ah did. It was a novie nmade out ob one ob old M stah
Pennyweat her's pl ays."

"I knew you didn't think dat up all out ob yo' own haid."

"Maybe not. Pennyweather thought it up but it's yo' and me dat do de diggin'.
W gotta git back to work in dat tunnel tonight."

Luke had evidently noved sone di stance away, for his voice could no | onger be
heard. The old man then resumed hi s wood-chopping. After a while the noise of
t he axe ceased, and Frank peered out again. The place was deserted.

Cautiously he raised the trap-door and ascended into the shed. There was not a
soul in the yard. He slipped quickly outside and nade a dash for the shelter
of the wood-pile, where he was hidden fromthe gaze of anyone who ni ght chance
to be | ooking fromthe house.

Fortunately he had not been seen, and now he found it an easy nmatter to reach
some tall bushes near by and fromthere nmake his way to the borders of the
estate. Wien he finally arrived back at canp he found Chet and Joe greatly
worri ed about his prol onged absence.

He had a thrilling story to tell of his experiences in the Bl ackstone house,
the di scovery of his disguise, and his subsequent escape. Most inportant of
all, however, was the fact that he had succeeded in getting away with the

letters that would prove Pennyweather's title to the plays.

"We'll have to wire Dad about this right away," said Joe. "Let's go uptown to
the tel egraph office and send hima nessage.”

"You mght do that," returned Frank. "l have several other things to attend
to."

He had told Joe and Chet nothing about his discovery of the secret tunnel and
the pl ot against the Rands. He wanted to investigate this matter

si ngl e-handed, for he felt that there would be nore risk of discovery if al

t he boys should work on this angle of the case.

Chet and Joe left himat the canp and struck out along the road |leading into
town. They went directly to the tel egraph office, where the Hardy boy drafted
a nmessage to his father, in form ng himof the discovery of the letters.

Meanwhi l e the stout |ad stood at the wi ndow and gazed curiously out into the
street. Suddenly he noticed a roadster drive past, in which sat Alice Fox and
the detective, Ed Heator. Chet yanked open the door of the building and

st epped outside, where he saw the car heading in the direction of the railroad



station a few bl ocks away.

"I"ll bet the fellow is being packed off and taken home," said Chet to
hi nmsel f.

When Joe cane out of the office his friend told himwhat he had seen

"Let's go to the depot and find out if Heator is really leaving town," Joe

suggested at once, and they i medi ately headed for that place.

Behind the station they found the autonobile, enpty. The boys nade their way
cautiously around the side of the building and | ooked searchingly down the
platform A few yards away stood Heator and M ss Fox, evidently in the mdst
of an argunent.

"No!" the actress was saying. "lI'mnot going to have you work on this case any
| onger, and that's final. You have made a ness of it fromthe start. | engaged
you to follow those boys, and told you not to |ose sight of them You |ost
them as soon as they reached Larchmont. Then, when that boy came to the house
in disguise this afternoon you didn't even recognize him Wen we caught him
you couldn't hold him so he escaped. |I'mnot going to pay you noney for
wasting time like that."

"Pl ease give nme another chance and I'lIl find those boys for you," pleaded
Heat or .

"Il find themnyself. | think | can do a better job of locating those
snhoopi ng youngsters than you can."

Joe nudged Chet. "Is that so?" he said softly. "Cone on."

He led the way to the rear of the station and stopped beside the actress's
car.

"What are you going to do?" asked Chet.

"We'| | let her drive us back to Hi dden Harbor," responded Joe with a grin.
Quickly he raised the cover of the runbleseat. "Clinb in, Chet," he said.

The boys hastily conceal ed thensel ves in the back of the car. They did not
have long to wait, for in a fewmnmnutes the train arrived. Shortly thereafter
they heard the car door open, and M ss Fox get in, settling herself behind the
wheel . The roadster then pulled away fromthe station

Crouched down~ the boys felt themselves being carried swiftly through the
streets of the town. The ride grew rougher as the machine left the pavenent
and struck the dirt road | eading to Hi dden Harbor. Joe and Chet began to
regret their act, for Mss Fox started to speed, and the two | ads were shaken
unnerciful ly.

"CGosh, | hope we soon get there," grunted Chet.

At that noment they heard the blast of the horn of the car. The auto |urched
violently, skidded, and theft there cane a terrific crash

CHAPTER XX



THE | NI TI ATI ON

M ss Fox, in rounding a curve at a high rate of speed, had been unable to
avoid a collision with another car traveling toward town. Fortunately she had
swung the wheel around and applied the brakes in time to | essen the force of
the crash. The rear of the auto had skidded around and sl amred up agai nst a
tree.

Chet and Joe, trapped inside the runbl eseat, were stunned by the force of the
i npact. Then, when Joe tried to thrust open the cover of the seat, he found
that it was jamed.

"Hey! Help us out of here!" shouted Chet, vainly struggling to help raise the
door.

M ss Fox had not been injured, nor had the driver of the other machine. The
actress, white and shaking, was just scranbling out when the occupant of the
other auto left his car and came across the road.

"Are you hurt!" he inquired anxiously.

"N-no!" replied Mss Fox in a trenbling voice. "Are you?"

"I"'mall right,” the man replied.

As he stepped into the glare of the head-lights, Mss Fox recognized him at
once. He was Ruel Rand!

Si mul t aneously he saw before himthe daughter of Samuel Bl ackstone, his eneny.
He stiffened as the realizati on dawned upon him

"Ch, it's you, is it!" he said gruffly. "Why don't you | ook where you're
goi ng? You came around that curve at forty mles an hour. It's lucky we both
weren't killed."

How did I know you were coming!" she snapped. "Wy didn't you sound your
horn!"

The two boys, trapped in the back of the roadster, began raising a |oud
cl anor.

"Let us out of here! Open up this seat! We can't raise it!"

M ss Fox swung around in conplete bewildernment. At first she could not figure
out the source of the uproar. Rand went around to the back of the Bl ackstone
car to investigate.

"Looks as if your passengers were in a jam" he said.

But | haven't any passengers. | was all alone.”

"Maybe that's what you thought,” Rand retorted. "W can't raise this cover
while the car is against the tree. I'll back nmy machine up a bit and then you



can drive ahead."

He clinbed into his own notor and retreated, |eaving sufficient space for Mss
Fox to pull her roadster ahead. Wen this had been done the seat cover was no
| onger jammed, so that the boys were able to raise it without difficulty. They
scranbl ed out, sheepish and frightened.

Alice Fox uttered a cry of anmazenent.
"Way, it's two of those boys!"

Ruel Rand gl ared at them

"I always thought you fellows were acconplices of Blackstone,” he said. "Now

know it."

"What do you mean by hiding in ny car!" denmanded M ss Fox wathfully. Then
she swung on Rand. "You put themup to this. | knowit."

"Don't try to pretend you were unaware that they were there," said Rand
scornfully. "You're trying to protect them Your father has been using themto
spy on me." He advanced nenacingly toward Chet and Joe. "It's true, isn't it?"

Before the | ads could defend thensel ves or explain the situation, there cane
an interruption. A heavy truck runbled around the curve and drew to a stop
its headlights shining on the two damaged cars and the group standing in the
roadway. From out of the darkness cane a belligerent voice, shouting:

"Hey, what's the idea of blockin' the road! Mwve themcars over and |l et ne get
past."

M ss Fox and Ruel Rand inmmediately got into their autos and began maneuvering
them out of the truck's course.

"Let's run !" urged Chet, glad of a chance to escape.

"I"'mwith you," said Joe fervently, and in a nmonent the two had scranbl ed over
the fence beside the road and vani shed into the darkness. They lost no tine in
putting as much di stance as possi bl e between thensel ves and the scene of the
col l'i sion.

They had not saved many mnutes by follow ng Joe's suggestion of hiding in the
runbl eseat of M ss Fox's car. Besides being frightened and enbarrassed, they
experi enced further unpl easantness when they lost their way in the woods while
attenpting a short cut to Hidden Harbor. It was therefore al nost nine o' clock
that night before they finally reached their canp.

They were surprised to find the place deserted. On a box beside the enbers of
the fire lay a note wei ghted down with a stone. Joe took up the slip of paper
and read:

"' As soon as you cone back, go down the shore until you reach the old
Bl ackst one boat house. Just back of the boathouse you will find a big tree.
Cinmb it and wait for devel opnents.'

The note was signed "Frank."



"Wants us to clinmb a tree, eh?" said Chet.

"I wonder what is going on at the boat house! And why nust we hide up in the
tree!" rum nated Joe

"Slice sone bread and open that bottle of pickles, Joseph, my boy. Food cones
first. Tree-clinbing cones afterward,"” counsel ed Chet sagely.

The two boys ate a hasty neal--if a neal could be described as hasty wth Chet
present--and then they left camp and struck out down the shore of Hidden

Har bor. Chet, neanwhile, was devouring a huge piece of pie he had snatched up
at the |ast nonent.

Eventual |y they came in sight of the old boathouse. It had. evidently been a
| uxurious place at one tinme, but had been abandoned and was now in a state of
negl ect. The building was weird and gl oony, with a sagging roof, and the

nmour nful | apping of the waves agai nst the dock added to the uncanny

at nosphere.

The boys crept silently up the shore, past the ghostly old boathouse, and soon
cane in sight of the tree nentioned in Frank's nessage.

"What if Frank didn't wite that note at all?" suggested Joe. "Maybe we're
being led into a trap.”

"I"'msure it was your brother's writing.

"I don't like the I ooks of this place," said Chet. "It snmells like trouble to
me. Go ahead, though. | won't back out of it now " The overhangi ng branches
of the great tree cast a sinister shadow upon the slope. Joe ascended first,
and cl anbered up the broad trunk until he reached the | ower branches. Then he
| eaned over and gave Chet a hand. The stout boy cane up, panting and
struggling. He alnost fell out of the tree, when fromthe darkness of the
foliage above, there cane a quiet voice:

"I thought you fellows would never get here. Don't make a sound. You're just
intine."

"G good g-gosh, Frank, you scared ne!" squeaked Chet.
"Shh! They're coning! Look!"

Chet and Joe peered out from anong the branches and saw a strange procession
com ng down the slope toward the ol d boathouse. There were about a dozen young
men and boys in all, and the wan noonlight reveal ed that the newconers were
colored youths. At their head marched a faniliar, swaggering figure--none

ot her than Luke Jones fromthe Bl ackstone estate. Wen the gang was within a
few yards of the big tree the nenbers halted in its shadow and fornmed a ring
around their |eader.

"Menbahs ob dis secret society!" he orated. "W is gathered heah tonight to
initiate a new person into our club."

"Heah Ah is, Luke," cried a big Negro, shuffling forward. He was a huge,
br oad- shoul dered, bull et-headed youth, very dark, and rather stupid |ooking.

"Everybody heah knows Jed," continued Luke. "Anybody whut don't want himto
join our secret society, jes' step up heah an' say why dey don' want him"



"Al'l right by me"-' 'Jed's all right"-"Initiate hinf-"He make a good nenbab, "
shout ed several voices.

Evidently Jed was going to have no trouble being admtted to nmenbership in the
secret organization

"Good!" said Luke. "Cone on into de clubhouse an' we'll hold de fust part ob
de initiation."

The gang trooped off into the old boathouse. Soon lights could be seen
fl ashi ng beyond some of the wi ndows. After a while there was a wild yell of
terror, presumably fromthe | uckless Jed, who was being initiated.

"Let's go down and see what's going on," Joe suggested.
"I"'mafraid it wouldn't be safe,"” said Frank. "They may hold part of their
cerenony outdoors."

Frank was right. About fifteen mnutes later the lights in the old boathouse
wer e extingui shed, and the nenmbers of the club, trooping into the open again,
mar ched up the slope. The boys saw that Jed was blindfol ded, and that he
carried an ol d-fashioned revol ver in each hand.

"I hope one of those guns doesn't go off accidentally,” murmured Chet, fearful
t hat the weapons were | oaded.

The initiate was led to a spot directly beneath the tree. Luke Jones stood in
front of him

"Now, Jed," he ordered, "you go ahead and do sone exercises, holdin'" demtwo
guns. Fust ob all, hold yo' hands up ovah yo' haid."

The yout h obeyed, and the pistols swung upward, both of themconmng within a
few i nches of Chet, who was crouching on a | ower branch. Each of the nuzzles
was ained directly at the fat boy.

This was too nmuch for Chet. He tried to nove hastily to a safer place, but in

doing so lost his grip on the branch. Wth a wild yell he tunbled into the
m dst of the nenbers of the secret society!

CHAPTER XX

EVWALD IN PERI L

ITis a question as to who was the nore frightened--Chet, or the nenbers of
the secret society. The fat boy, the breath entirely knocked out of him by
his fall fromthe tree, lay sprawl ed on the ground.



One colored youth, with a bleat of fear, yelled, "lIt's a ghost!" and fled in
terror.

Luke Jones, however, stood his ground. G abbing Chet by the arm he haul ed the
lad "to his feet, and recogni zed himat once.

"I't's one ob demwhite boys. Spyin' on us, is yo' ?" he cried viciously.

Frank and Joe were undeci ded just what to do. None of the group thought of

| ooking up, for they took it for granted that Chet was al one. The Hardys
reasoned that if they were to go to their chuml s assistance they woul d be
hopel essly out nunbered by the crowd bel ow, so they decided that it would be
wi ser for themto stay where they were for the tinme being. If Chet should
becorme involved in any real danger, that would be the tine for themto show
t hensel ves.

Chet retained sufficient presence of mnd to say nothing about his friends
being in the vicinity. Wien Luke Jones pulled himto Ms feet he cried out
i ndignantly: "I wasn't spying on you. Let me go!"

The colored fellow twisted Chet's armso viciously that the boy al nost
screaned in pain.

"Yo' been spyin' on our society, dat's what yo' been doin'. Now we's gwine to
teach yo' a |l esson, white boy."

Several of the other menbers who had recovered fromtheir first fear appl auded
ent husi astically.

"That's right, Luke. We'll teach hima | esson he won't fergit soon."
"What we gwi ne do wid hinP" demanded one, | ooking around.

"Initiate himinto de society."

"Torture him"

"Throw hi min de harbor."

There were several other suggestions. The fellows were in a ferocious state of
m nd and might do al nost anything. Finally Luke said:

"I got an idea. W put himin a boat and let himdrift out to sea w dout no
oars."

The ot hers unani nously agreed that this would be a fitting punishnent for the
spy, as they called him "Nobody nevah see himno nmo'," said one. "He won't
be able to tell nobody none ob our secrets.”

"Look here!" cried Chet. "l don't know any of your crazy secrets and
woul dn't be bothered telling them anyhow. Let ne go!"

"W's not gwine let yo' go, white boy," declared Luke Jones, tightening his
grip on Chet's collar. "W's gwine give yo' a nice ride in a boat. But yo
ain't gwi ne come back. Maybe ef yo' is lucky yo'Il go clean 'cross de big
ocean. "

The club nenbers hastened to carry out their |eader's suggestion, and hustled
Chet down to the boathouse. Such a series of heart rending shrieks then
emanated fromthe old building that Frank and Joe felt alnmobst in dined to junp



down fromthe tree and go to their chum s rescue. Such a course, however,
woul d have been a foolish and hopel ess one, for the Hardys were badly
out nunbered and woul d have been no match for Luke's gang.

"Do you really think they'Il set himadrift in a boat?" asked Joe.

"I have a hunch they're just trying to frighten him It's likely they'Il set
hi m | oose. "

The col ored yout hs were not bluffing, however. They finally emerged fromthe
boat house, dragging Chet with them bound hand and foot. Then they procured an
ol d boat, dunped their prisoner into it, and thrust the craft clear of the
dock, when it was set loose to drift with the outgoing tide.

The Hardy boys | ooked on, horrified. If they were to reveal their presence now
they woul d share the sanme fate as Chet. Their only hope was that the gang
woul d soon di sperse so that they m ght have a chance to get to their chum
before his boat would drift too far from shore.

"Come on, now " ordered Luke Jones. "Yo' knows whut we said we was gwi ne to do
to-night. Let's git busy."

"Dat's right, Luke."

"Jed, yo' nust still take orders. Is yo' ready to do whut we told yo' ?"
"Ah sho is," agreed the big black stolidly.

Luke Jones then pulled a huge roll of bills fromhis pocket.

"Ah got |ots ob noney," he bragged. "Wen we gits through wid de job tonight,
Ah's gwine to buy de society a swell feed."

Thi s announcenent was greeted with nmuch hilarity and appl ause.
"Where yo' git all dat noney, Luke?" asked one nenber inquisitively.

"Dat's nmah business,"” returned the colored |l eader. "Ah's got plenty, dat's al
yo' needs to know "

As the club menbers now noved down the beach on their nysterious errand, Frank
spoke to his brother, for the sight of the big wad of noney in Luke's hand had
given him an idea. Perhaps things would be all right after all.

"Joe," he said excitedly, "I think I know where Luke got all that cash.
Per haps Ruel Rand wasn't the man who robbed Bl ackstone of the six thousand
dol lars after all."

"You mean it mght have been Luke-the old nan's own servant!"

"He stole the ring, didn't he? And he seens to be flashing a pretty big rol
of bills for a colored fell ow who probably doesn't make nmuch noney."

"I think you're right, Frank. But let's get out of here and give Chet a hand
believe it's safe nowto | eave here."

Quickly the two descended the tree and ran down to the water. The drifting
boat was now several hundred yards out from shore. Frank and Joe hurriedly
searched for some sort of a craft and were lucky to find one. Although it was
a battered, |eaky old rowboat, still it was serviceable. Joe and Frank | eaped



into it and pushed off fromthe dock

Chet was in a state of actual terror by the time his friends reached his side.
He had undergone a nerve-w acki ng experience and was dreadfully shaken up. As
they cut the ropes that bound him he gasped:

"I thought you were never coming | began to wonder if those blacks had caught
you fellows, too. Boy, | never want to live through anything like that again."

"We couldn't help you at all. If the secret society nmenbers had caught us,
we' d have been given the sane treatnent,"” said Frank. "W just had to sit
still until they left."

Whil e the Hardys rowed back to shore, Chet told themthat when the gang took
himinto the boat house he had been roughly handl ed. Hi s experience had |eft
himw th a whol esonme fear of the heartless fell ows.

"Luke and his cohorts are up to sone nischief tonight," declared Frank. "Let's

hurry and follow them"

"Not me," returned Chet pronptly. "I've seen enough of that crowd for one
eveni ng. "

However, when the stout |ad found that he would have to remain in canp al one,
ho changed his m nd and decided to go along. Frank and Joe were determned to
shadow Luke and his organization

"I don't know what they're planning to do," said Frank, "but they are putting
their new menber up to sone sort of nmischief, and | think it's serious
busi ness. "

The boys went back to their canp, which they found to be undisturbed. Ai ded by
a flashlight, they searched the shore, hoping to pick up a trail. Easily
enough they found tracks, which led directly to the Rand estate.

Frank recall ed the tunnel he had di scovered underneath the Bl ackstone pl ace.
Could it be possible that Luke was planning to carry out his plot against the
Rand mansion that very night?

The boys hurried toward the [ arge estate. Wen they cane in sight of the
house, they observed lights flashing in the darkness of the grounds and coul d
hear someone shouti ng.

"Hurry!" cried Frank. "Sonething has happened. Maybe we're not too |late after
all.”

They raced over the broad | awns. The front entrance to the Rand hone was wi de
open, and a servant girl stood on the steps, winging her hands in anxiety and
di stress.

"Foll ow them Follow them " she cried. "They' ve got Ewald! And Ms. Rand is
hurt!”

"\What happened?" shouted Frank, as the three boys dashed up the steps.
The maid was so frightened and upset that she could hardly speak

"A group of colored boys--they came here and took Ewal d away--M. Ruel Rand
isn't here--and when Ms. Rand tried to protect Ewald they struck her--"



She pointed inside the doorway. On the floor of the hall lay Ms. Rand,

not her of the denmented boy. She was unconscious, and bl ood was flowi ng from an
ugly gash in her forehead. Frank knelt beside the elderly woman, and coul d
tell at a glance that her injury was serious.

"Call the doctor," he instructed the servant. "How long is it since those boys
were here!"

"W haven't a tel ephone,"” faltered the girl. Valuable time would be lost if
they had to walk into town for a physician, but Ms. Rand nust have attention
at once.

"Come on |" said Frank to the others. "W'Ill get the doctor ourselves. After
that we'll try to trace those wild |lads and save Ewald fromtheir clutches."
CHAPTER XXI |

THE CAPTURE OF LUKE

"MR RAND took the big car," the maid told them "but there is an old one in
t he garage."

"Let's have it, then," snapped Frank. "I hope there is plenty of gas in the
tank. "

They | ocated the garage with the help of the servant, and found the car. It
was very old but still in running order. Frank backed it out into the driveway
and swng around to the front of the house. Chet and Joe gently carried Ms.
Rand, who was still unconscious, down the steps and placed her in the back
seat of the auto.

"Where is the nearest doctor?" they asked the servant.

She gave them detailed instructions as to how to reach the physician's office,
and then the ear lurched away. Frank drove as quickly as he dared, but could
not work up rmuch speed with the ol d-fashioned vehicle. He knew that every
second counted. There was no telling what that wild society, under the

i nfluence of the callous Luke, would do to Ewal d Rand

Ten m nutes passed, however, before they reached the doctor's office.
Arriving there, they carried the unconsci ous woman up the steps and into the
wai ting room

The physician was talking to a | ady. As she swung around, al arned by the
confusion, the boys recognized her as Alice Fox. At the sane nonent she saw
the Iinp figure being borne into the room

"Why-it's Ms. Rand!" she gasped. "What has happened?"

"She has been badly hurt," Frank expl ained quickly. "A club of negroes took



Ewal d fromthe Rand house as a | ark H s nother was wounded when she tried to
protect him W have no time to |ose."

They put the injured wonan on a sofa.
"Il look after her," said the doctor curtly. "You fell ows get out and see if
you can find Ewald. This is serious. There is no telling what may happen. |'11
call the police."

Joe suddenly turned to Alice Fox.

"WIl you stay here and help Ms. Rand? | don't care if there is a feud
bet ween your famlies. It's your duty to aid her."

M ss Fox fl ushed.

"Why, of course I'Il help her. I'lIl do all | can," she prom sed. "I'm not
i nhuman. | dislike to see a person suffer, even an eneny."

Satisfied that the injured woman was i n conpetent hands, the Hardy boys and
Chet raced out of the doctor's office and scranbled into the car. Frank swung
the old rattletrap around, and headed toward H dden Harbor

They had not gone far before they spied a confused mass of figures in the
road. In the glare of the headlights they could see Luke Jones waving his arms
and shouting orders at his conpanions.

A short distance away stood Ewald Rand-a terrifying figure. He was nuttering
i nsanely. H's hair hung down over his face, and his clothes were torn. He had
managed to free hinself fromhis tormentors and sonehow had obtained the two
revol vers, which Jed, the new nmenber, had been carrying.

He now held the society at bay. So the weapons were | oaded!
"Don't touch me!" he shrieked. "If you cone a step nearer 1'll shoot."

"Grab him somebody !" yelled Luke Jones. He hinself did not nake any nove
toward the nenacing figure, however. "Gab himand take dem guns fromhim" he
cried, which was all the action he took in the matter

The others nuttered anong thensel ves. It was clear that no one dared to risk
his life. They mlled about uncertainly in a state of conplete disorder

Frank had applied the brakes, and stopped the car. He and his conpani ons,
realizing that Ewal d, now that he was arned, was far nore dangerous than
normal Iy, hardly knew what to do. If the boys shoul d approach hi mhe woul d not
know that they were his friends. Before the lads could formulate a plan of any
ki nd the poor fool suddenly ran back out of the |ight and | eaped over the
fence beside the road.

There was a wild how fromthe society nenbers.

"Gt after him!" shouted Luke Jones. "Chase him and take dem guns away from
him Jed, do sonethin'."

The | eader was content to let the others do the dangerous work, and remai ned
on the road.

"Come on!"' said Frank, with a ring of determination in his voice. "W're
going to settle matters with Luke Jones right here and now," he added.



"What shall we do?" piped up Chet nervously.
"Capture him"

Members of Luke's club were already crawing over the fence and taking up the
pursuit of Ewald, so for the nonment the big Negro was | eft alone. The three
boys got out of the car. Frank had sw tched out the lights.

"Who dat?" called out the colored fellow
They did not answer, but crept closer. Luke backed away.
"Who dat?" he cried out again.

Deserted as he was by his friends he was evidently frightened by the approach
of the three stealthy figures. So he turned and broke into a run. But it was
to no avail. He had waited too | ong. The Hardys and Chet rushed after him
Frank sprang through the air and tackl ed Luke about the knees, bringing the
big fellow down in the road with a crash

He bellowed with fear, thrashed and struggled, but by this time Chet and Joe
had flung thensel ves upon him also. Luke was strong and powerful, and fought
like a tiger, but he was not husky enough to free hinself fromthe three
determ ned | ads. The battle lasted only a few minutes, ending with the Negro
bei ng i gnom niously dragged toward the car. Chet took a | ength of rope from
t he back seat, and in spite of his struggles and ravings the black man's
wists and ankles were firmy tied.

"This will pay you back for that boat-ride you gave ne," said Chet grimy, as
he tugged at one of the knots.

They shoved Luke into the rear of the auto, where he |ay, helpless.
"Where shall we take hin?" asked Joe.

"We'll bring himto the canp. Then we'll conme back and see if we can find
Ewal d. "

When the boys reached their destination with Luke Jones in tow, they lifted
himfromthe car. A coward at heart, the colored youth how ed for mercy.

"Don't worry," said Frank scornfully. "W're not going to bother with you just
now. We'll attend to you when we're ready."

Leaving the bully lying in the sand beside their tent, the boys got back into
the car and drove off. As their canmp was in a renote spot on the shore, they
were fairly certain that Luke's shouts could not be heard at any distance.

The boys were dooned to a | ong and di sappointing search. They drove all the
way back into town without finding any trace of either the gang or of Ewald
Rand.

"There will very likely be a lot of trouble over this," said Frank
apprehensively. "Ewald isn't responsible for his actions. He is arned and
frightened, and may do al nost anything."

"I hope he doesn't go near the Bl ackstone place," said Joe.

The trio went back over the road again, still w thout success, and drove up to



t he Rand house, where the frightened servant told themthat Ewald had not
returned as yet.

The boys were in a quandary. Luke mi ght escape in their absence, and they
woul d then | ose any advantage that m ght be gained by his capture. Finally
they decided to return to the canp. There they found the prisoner liter-ally
frothing at the mouth, making vain attenpts to break | oose fromthe ropes that
bound hi m hand and foot.

"Let me go, white boys!" he snarled nenacingly. "You'll git in plenty ob
trouble fo' treatin' nme lak dis."

"You're going to have a pretty hard time keeping out of trouble yourself,"
Frank told himcurtly. "How about that ring you stole from M. Bl ackstone?"

"Ah don' know nothin' 'bout no ring, retorted the black sullenly.

"How about the noney, then? You'd better confess, Luke. | think you're at the
bottom of a good many things that have been goi ng on around here. Suppose we
were to see the authorities and tell them about that tunnel you've been

di gging toward the Rand pl ace? Suppose we were to tell themthat you got those
friends of yours to kidnap Ewal d Rand tonight, and that once you tried to hit
himwi th a boul der? Suppose we shoul d i nformthem of your secret society? How
woul d you like us to have you arrested for setting Chet adrift in a boat?"

Luke Jones blinked. He was beginning to grow frightened. How did these boys
know so nuch about his activities?

"Dat's jes' a lot ob talk," he said weakly.

"Are you going to tell us where you got that ring? And the noney?" demanded
Joe threateningly. "You' d better come clean.”

"Yo' cain't do nothin" to me."

"W can tell M. Blackstone what we know about you. And we can informthe
police that you led that group onto the Rand place to night. Ms. Rand is
seriously hurt. There is going to be a ot of trouble about that affair."

Luke was beginning to realize that he was in a predicanent. H s sins had found
himout at last. H s natural cowardice asserted itself, and he began to whine.

"What yo' want ne to tell yo' ?" he denanded.

CHAPTER XXI I'|

"LYNCH HM"

THE boys were jubilant. Luke Jones was weakening. Frank tried to conceal the
excitenment in his voice as he asked:



"Where did you get the ring?"
"Ah- Ah done stole it from M stah Bl ackstone."

"You were on the Resol ute?"
"Yes," admtted Luke reluctantly. "Ah done followed himcoz Ah knowed he had
a lot ob money on him™

"Did you steal the nmoney, too?"
A long silence. Luke Jones gul ped.

"Did you steal the noney?" demanded Frank. "Come! Qut with it! Tell the
truth!”

"Yes, Ah done stole de noney," confessed Luke.
" When?"

"Ah foll owed yo' down to dat stateroom an' when de boat got w ecked Ah done
seen mah chance. Ah hit M. Bl ackstone an' knocked hi m down. Den Ah took his
nmoney an' got into a lifeboat an' come ashore.”

"You robbed your master, eh?" said Chet. "I'll bet if the whole truth were
known, it would be found that you' ve been responsible for a lot of the trouble
bet ween the Rands and the Bl ackstones."

Luke flared up.

"Yo' bet Ah has!" he declared viciously. "Ah done plenty ob t'ings dat each ob
'em bl aned on de oder."

Si nce chil dhood the vicious fellow had furthered the feud between the rival
white famlies. Desiring to gain prestige with his nmaster, M. Bl ackstone, he
had deliberately caused the Rand horses and dogs to come onto the Bl ackstone
property and do sone damage Then he had faked rescues, until finally he had
become a favorite servant. |In this trusted position he had not been |oyal,
but had turned to robbery and assault on his benefactor

"I"l1l bet you were the one who |eft that warning at our door in Bayport!"
cried Joe suddenly.

"Ah done it to gib yo' boys a good scare, sneered Luke. "Ah didn' want yo'
messin' 'round an' spoilin' things fo' ne."

"And | suppose M. Bl ackstone woul d have been blamed if you had finished that
tunnel under the Rand house!" Frank excl ai med. "Luke Jones, you're the worst
scoundrel we have ever cone across, and we have run into some pretty bad
customers during all our experiences.”

I nstead of being abashed by this statenent Luke seened actually flattered by
the distinction.

"CGet into the car!" Frank ordered. "W're going to have this feud business
cleared up at once. By the time the Bl ackstones and the Rands hear this story
they' Il look at things in a new light."

The boys hustled their prisoner to his feet and thrust himinto the auto. Then



they drove back fromthe canp toward the Rand estate.

A machi ne was parked in front of the house when they arrived, and lights were
burning in all the Iower floor roons. In the hall stood the doctor and M ss
Fox, conversing.

"W brought Ms. Rand home," the nedical man explained. "M ss Fox has prom sed
to be her nurse.”

"How i s she? WIIl she be all right?" Chet asked anxiously.

"She is in pretty bad shape,” returned the physician, "but with proper care
and rest she will beconme well again. The bl ow woul d have killed her, though
if it had been any harder."

Frank spoke to the actress.

M ss Fox," he said, "do you think you could persuade your father to cone
her e?"

The wonman | ooked astoni shed. "Ask ny father to come to the Rand place!" she
exclaimed. "He wouldn't set foot on the property, even if his |life depended
upon it.

"He'll come when he | earns what we've discovered,"” Frank told her. "W have
found the man who stole his nobney and the ring; the nman who has been
responsi bl e for the Rand-Bl ackstone feud. Wat's nore, we have a confession
fromhim'

M ss Fox needed no further urging when she heard this astoundi ng statenent.
Wth a gasp of surprise she ran out of the house and hurried down the road.

While the group was waiting for M. Black-stone to arrive, they heard sounds
of wailing fromthe sick room It was Ms. Rand calling for her son

"Ewald !" she cried. "Were is BEwald? They took himaway."
The doctor tried to quiet the distressed nother, but w thout success.

"I want Ewal d! My poor boy! \Were is he? They'll hurt himif | don't protect
himl | want ny boy!"

"Do you know what happened to hin?" the doctor asked the boys.
Frank shook his head.

"We did see him A group of black boys had cornered himbut he broke away. He
carried a revolver in each hand."

The doctor's face | ooked seri ous.

"That's bad," he said. "If the fellows frightened Ewal d he won't be
responsi bl e for anything he does. If he is arned it will be bad for anyone who
crosses his path.”

The boys were nore inpatient than ever to resune their search for the pitiful
menber of the Rand fanily, but were equally eager that M. Bl ackstone shoul d
hear the confession that would clear them from any suspicion of having had a
thing to do with the robbery and assault on board the Resol ute.



A few nonents later a car drove swiftly up to the house and skidded to a
frantic stop. A police officer |eaped out and hurried up onto the veranda.

"Has Ewal d been found?" he demanded.

"Not yet," he was told.

"There is going to be trouble tonight," the man said grimy. "I don't know if
Ewald is to blame for it or not, but someone has thrown the whol e countryside
into a state of confusion. A nman fired bullets at a car com ng down the shore
road a little while ago. The people in a farnmhouse farther on were given a bad
scare when a fellow ran through their yard, shrieking at the top of his |ungs.
Reports have been coming in fromhalf a dozen places. W haven't told anyone
that Ewald is at large, but | hope we can catch himbefore matters get any

wor se. "

The officer was plainly worried.

"Ewal d hinself may not do nmuch damage to hinsel f, but the people are getting
aroused. They're talking of form ng a posse' to hunt down the wild man. O
course, they don't knowit's BEwald or they woul d make al |l owance for his
condition. But if they should catch himwell, | hate to think what may
happen. "

"What do you nean?" asked Joe.

"I'f some of our hot-headed farmers get aroused by such doings, they'l
probably take matters into their own hands."

"You nmean the men mght kill hin®"

"They're just as likely to lynch himas not. W must find Ewal d before he does
any nore damage, and see that he gets hone safe.”

Nei t her Chet nor the Hardy boys had thought for a noment that the situation
woul d take such a serious turn, yet the officer was evidently sincere in his
statenment and alive to the energency.

M. Bl ackstone and Alice Fox came up the steps at that monent, the old
gent| eman obviously reluctant to enter the Rand hone. H s daughter's

per suasi ons, however, resulted in his relenting, and the two went into the
bui I di ng.

"You wi sh to see ne?" snapped M. Bl ackstone, glaring at the boys in a nanner
that could not be described as friendly.

"Yes, sir, we do," replied Frank. "And I'mglad this police officer is here
because we've a prisoner for him W have in custody the man who stol e your
money, M. Blackstone. | don't know if there is very nuch of it left, but I
think you will be able to recover sone of it."

"Who is the fell ow?"

The boys strode to the car, opened the door and haul ed out Luke Jones. The big
bl ack fellow, at one tinme blustering and swaggering, had |ost nmost of his
arrogant manner. \Wen he saw his master, he cringed and hung his head.

"Luke!" exclaimed M. Blackstone incredul ously. "Surely it wasn't Luke-"

"It was this fellow who followed you on board the Resol ute, who knocked you



down and stole the ring and the money. It is he who has been to blane for al
the recent trouble between the Rands and the Bl ackstones."

"I's this true?" demanded the old man wathfully, taking a stride toward his
servant. "lIs it true, Luke? Speak up!"

The youth made no attenpt to defend hinsel f.

"Yes, M stah Blackstone, it's true!" he adnmitted. "Ah didn' spend all dat
nmoney. Ah got sone ob it left.”

"Tell M. Blackstone what you told us," commanded Joe.

In faltering tones the fellow repeated his confession. He told of his
nunerous plots agai nst the Rands, by which he gained favor with his master
and engendered the ill-feeling and hatred that existed between the two
fam lies. Then he related how he had foll owed his master onto the boat and
robbed him

After his confession there was no fight left in Luke--he was a beaten nan.
When he had finished with what he had to say, the officer seized himby the
arm

"You ought to get a long termfor this, Jones. Cone along!"

The prisoner was just being brought down the steps of the house when a band of
farmers swept up the Hi dden Harbor road. Some of them carried torches that

flickered eerily in the night. Suddenly a tunultuous cry broke out:

"Lynch him Lynch him™"

CHAPTER XXI V

THE POSSE

THE t hought that first flashed through the m nds of the Hardy boys and Chet
was that Ewal d had been captured. They thrilled with horror as they debated
what m ght be the fate of the unfortunate man in the hands of the furious and
unr easoni ng crowd.

Suddenly they heard a fellow shouting. He was evidently one of the |eaders of
t he surgi ng masses.

"Search every main and side road until you find him boys! We'll hunt him out
somehow! " rang out the command.

"W nust beat that nob to it," snapped the policeman. "W nust find Ewald and
do it at once.”

He hustled Luke into his car.



"I"lIl attend to you first and get you to the jail. You can be glad it isn't
you they're after.”

The colored youth's eyes rolled with terror at the very thought of being
hunted by the farmers. Then the officer got in behind the wheel and drove off
at great speed.

"I'f we could only find Ruel Rand!" exclainmed Frank excitedly.

"Let's get noving," Joe suggested. "Maybe we can help the police | ocate Ewald
and get himto safety before the farmers hunt hi m down."

Now that M's. Rand had recovered con8ci ousness, she was in a state of wild
anxiety, fearing for the safety of her son

"I want Ewald !" she screaned. "Sonething has happened to him | want ny boy!"

Her heart-rendi ng appeals rang through the house. M ss Fox and the doctor were
doing their best to calmher, but with little success. She would not be
qui et ed.

The boys del ayed no | onger. They scrambled into the old autonobile and dashed
down the driveway toward the H dden Harbor road.

The multitude had scattered, splitting up into groups, which searched each and
every section of the place. The Hardys and Chet drove directly to the station
house, where only one man was in charge. He was shouting over the tel ephone
when they hurried into the building.

"Send us sonme help !'" the fellow was ordering. "W can't handle this crowd
alone. If they ever catch that guy they'll string himup to the nearest tree.
The whol e countryside is aroused.”

He sl anmmed down the receiver, his face drawn with apprehension
"No word of Ewald yet?"

"Calls have been coming in fromall over town, saying he's been seen in half a
dozen places. |I've tried to reason with that band and tell "emit's the crazy
Rand they're after, but they won't believe ne."

"I'f we only knew where to | ook for him" exclainmed Joe.

"Anywhere! Everywhere!" cried the officer in distraction. He tossed them a
whi stl e he snatched up froma desk, saying, "If you find him or if you get
into any kind of trouble yourselves, use that gadget. It may help you."

The boys thanked him and left the station house. The next fifteen m nutes
they patrolled the roads in the car, every now and then com ng upon sone of

t he searchers. Seeing the boys, the nen would yell "Found himyet?" under the
i npression that the lads were on their side. And the answer woul d be " Not
yet!"

Joe, Frank and Chet never would forget that night as long as they lived. As
the search went on and their quarry eluded capture, the crowd increased in
nunbers and its tenper grew nore and nore vicious. There would be little or no
hope for Ewald now, should he fall into their hands.

The ol d car the boys had commandeered fromthe Rand garage began to grow



troubl esone. The engi ne spluttered, kicked, and died. The machine lurched to a
full stop with unexpected suddenness. Frank nade several vain attenpts to
start the nmotor, but nothing seemed to help.

"No use!" he said finally. "It's done for." The boys abandoned the car and
continued their search on foot. Joe called the attention of his conpanions to
the fact that they seened to be on a fanmiliar road, for he was sure he had
seen sone of the buil dings before.

"Seens to ne we have been here," he said.

"M ss Pennyweather lives in this section.”
Frank suddenly had an inspiration

"I wonder if Ewald' s poor diseased brain would try to devise a nethod of
harm ng that | ady because of her father's plays.”

"W mght go to her honme and find out if she is safe," declared Joe.
They made their way down the dark highway. When they cane in sight of Mss
Penny-weather's dwelling the lads saw a light in one of the front w ndows.

Suddenly a dark figure burst forth fromthe shadow of a clunp of trees on the
opposite side of the avenue and darted across the road, about twenty yards
fromthe boys.

"Perhaps that is Ewal d!" gasped Joe.

"What can he be up to?" Chet denanded, as the dark figure slunk toward M ss
Pennyweat her's home. The light fell full upon the face of the nman who had sped
across the road. It was that of Ewal d Rand!

There was an expression of maniacal intensity on his face. In each hand he
gri pped a revol ver, and before the boys could nove he rai sed one armand fired
poi nt - bl ank at the w ndow.

"BEwal d!'" shouted Frank, and all three | ads broke into a run

The denented man | ooked around, and saw the trio sweepi ng down upon him but
he stood still.

There had been a crash of breaking glass as the bullet shattered the w ndow,
and M ss Pennyweat her who was in the roomhad | eaped to her feet in alarm To
their horror the boys saw the worman slunp to the floor in fright.

"Ewal d! Stop!" cried Frank

But the crazed individual heard nothing. He swung around again and fired at

t he advanci ng boys, but fortunately the bullet went w de. The Hardys and Chet
knew they were risking their lives in attenpting to capture the fell ow, who
was now conpletely insane with fear, but they felt they could not retreat.

"Spread out!" ordered Frank

They scattered, then closed in on their quarry. Ewald Rand, screeching like a
tortured oW, fired again aimessly.

Frank ducked and ran toward him flung hinmself forward, tackled the madman,
and brought himdown. As he did so, the guns flew out of Ewald s hands.



Then there ensued a terrific struggle. The boys were surprised at the fellow s
strength. They rolled over and over in the roadway, clinging desperately to
their prisoner.

So absorbed were they in the violent encounter that not one of them observed a
group of searchers fromthe main body of the nob come around the corner a few
yards away. A shout went up

"There they are! Grab "em"

The shot had been heard, and a crowd of farners, attracted by the reports, had
cone to investigate. Immediately there was a rush toward the struggling
figures in the road.

At the same tine hoarse shouts summoned ot her nenbers of the posse'. A roar of
voi ces, a heavy tranping of feet, and the searchers swooped down. Chet was

al nost crushed underfoot, and found hinmself lost in the mlling crowmd. Ewald,
Frank and Joe, on the other hand, were seized by rough hands and pulled to
their feet.

Suddenly a woman rushed out of the Pennyweat her house.
"Hel p!" she shrieked. "They've hurt M ss Pennyweat her!™"

The shattered wi ndow told the story. The nob, inflanmed with anger, inmmediately
junped to the conclusion that the Hardy boys had been acconplices of Ewald
Rand.

"Lynch them" went up the cry.

The street was now crowded, and the Bayport |ads were roughly handled by the
infuriated people A rope seened to come fromnowhere, its |oop settling down
over BEwald and the Hardy boys. It was drawn tight around their waists, pinning
their arnms to their sides.

Frank knew they were in a terrible predicament. He managed to get the
policeman's whistle out of his pocket in an attenpt to raise it to his lips,
but his efforts were futile. The captives were hustled across the road into
t he shadow of the big trees beyond the pavenent.

Finally Frank, w th another desperate effort, nanaged to get the whistle up to
his mouth. He blew a shrill blast, but had scant hope that it would be heard
by the police. Even if the officers should arrive, they would be out nunbered
by the | awl ess nmass.

"Throw t he rope over that bough and string 'emup!" yelled sonmeone in a rough
Voi ce.

Cheers greeted the suggestion. The three prisoners were thrust forward to
what seened to them certain doom

CHAPTER XXV

THE END OF THE FEUD

THE rope tightened. One end of it was flung over a bough of the tree. As it
cane down it was grabbed by a dozen eager hands. There was a mighty pull, and



the three struggling figures were hauled into the air, BEwald all the while
whi npering loudly like an animal in pain. Joe grit his teeth, but would not
cry out.

In this noment of peril Frank, as always, retained his presence of mnd. In
spite of the fact that his arnms were pinned tight by the rope and every
nmovermrent was torture, he groped for a pen-knife in his pocket, got his fingers
on it, and succeeded in opening it so he mght use the blade to sever the

r ope.

The boy twi sted the sharp edge around until he got the knife up against the
rope that was beginning to squeeze the very life out of him Then he began
sawi ng t he bonds.

The rope parted, and the three prisoners were precipitated to the ground. The
men who were hauling on the cable fell back suddenly, wondering what had
happened.

But this was nothing nmore than a respite, for other nenbers of the posse
pounced upon the three prisoners i mediately. They woul d have been roughly
handl ed had there not cone another interruption at that nonent.

"Boys! Boys! Listen to ne! Hold on a mnute!"

It was the voice of the doctor who had attended Ms. Rand. He was pushing his
way through the crowd, followed closely by Ruel Rand, M. Bl ackstone, and a
police officer.

The nmultitude fell back, unconprehending. "It's the Doc !" muttered sonme of
the cal mer men. "Let him speak!"

"Are you nen mad?" demanded the physician, turning upon them "Do you realize
what you are doing? You are trying to |ynch BEwal d Rand, a man who isn't
responsi ble for what he is doing. And these lads with him-they weren't
hel pi ng Ewal d. They were trying to bring himhonme safe to his mother. Scatter
all of you !I'"

The ringl eaders, |ooking abashed, fell back as though they had been whi pped.
"W thought they was all in it together, Doc," said one. "W didn't know it
was Ewal d Rand. Ain't none of us seen himfor years so we didn't recognize

him"

"Yes," declared Ruel Rand, putting an armaround his brother, "this is Ewald.

If he has done any harmit isn't his fault. You all know he isn't well, that
he has been ill for years. As for these lads, | owe themmnore than | can
express. | want to tell you, men, that the Rand-Bl ackstone feud is at an end.

And these boys are responsible for settling it and clearing up the quarrel."
"What have you to say about that, M. Blackstone?,' shouted someone.

The ol d gentlenman | ooked at the crowd with dignity, his eyes burning with
enot i on.

"It is true !" he said. "The Rand-Bl ackstone feud is over. Luke Jones was to
bl ame for nuch of it and Luke Jones is nowin jail. |I'll shake hands with Rue
Rand here before all of you to prove | mean what | say."

He reached out his hand, and Ruel Rand clasped it in his owm. For the first
time in many, nmany years a Rand and a Bl ackst one acknow edged each other in



public--shook hands in friendly spirit before their fellow townspeople.

A great cheer went up. Instantly the fury of the crowd was dissipated. Then
Ruel Rand turned to the Hardy boys and took their hands fervently.

"Thank goodness we canme in tinme!" he said. "Wien | reached home M. Bl ackstone
and his daughter were there. They. told nme what had happened. | don't know how
to thank you for all you have done for us."

"Is it true, then, that the feud is over?" asked Frank eagerly.

"Yes. M. Blackstone and | have cone to an understanding, and there will never
be anything but a spirit of good-w || between the Rands and the Bl ackst ones
fromthis tine on."”

The doctor in the nmeantime had hurried into the Pennyweat her house, to find
that the spinster had not been seriously hurt by the glass, but had sustained
only a slight flesh wound in the shoul der. She appeared to be suffering nore
from shock and fright than fromanything el se. The injury was soon dressed,
and M ss Pennyweat her was assured that she was in no danger of any kind.

Luke Jones, who pleaded guilty to having stolen M. Bl ackstone's nobney, was
sentenced to a termin prison. Fortunately he had not spent all the old man's
nmoney. Mdre than five thousand dollars of the sum discovered conceal ed anong
hi s bel ongi ngs, was eventually returned to M. Bl ackstone.

Ms. Rand, who had been injured by Luke Jones and his friends when they took
Ewal d, was recovering. In a day or so the doctor pronounced her all right. She
was then able to thank the Hardy boys and Chet personally for what they had
done for her. Ewald Rand was commtted to an institution where he was assured
of good care, and where he would no | onger be a nenace to society.

Ruel Rand apol ogi zed to the Hardy boys, manfully and contritely.

"I did think you were working for M. Blackstone," he told them "and when you
accused me of stealing his noney | becane very angry. O course, | didn't know
at the time that Luke Jones was the real thief."

"May we ask you one question, M. Rand?" queried Joe.

"Co ahead."

"What were you doing in our stateroomon the night the Resolute was w ecked?"

Ruel Rand sm | ed.

"' Please believe ne," he said. ''|l give you ny word of honor that | got into
your cabin by nistake. Mne was Nunmber 17, and yours was Nunber 19. The door
was unl ocked and | sinply made an error, not realizing it at first. | was as

surprised as you were to find that I was in the wong room"

The Hardys and Chet were soon cleared of the charges M. Bl ackstone had
preferred against themin Croston. The old gentleman, w th profuse apol ogi es
for having m sjudged the boys who had been trying to protect his interests al
the while, withdrew his accusation of theft. Then the three lads were free to
return to their homes in Bayport.

When they finally arrived they had with themthe letters Frank had obtai ned
from M. Blackstone--the letters that settled once and for all the
Pennyweat her rights to the plays. M. Bl ackstone had been greatly relieved at



| earning they had not been destroyed, and had conplinmented Frank on his
cleverness in saving themfromthe fire.

When the docunents were handed to Fenton Hardy the detective was greatly
pl eased. Wrds were inadequate to express his joy.

"Why, these will carry far nore weight than any handwiting specinmens!" he
excl ai med. "Warner won't have any case at all now. He'll have to withdraw. How
did you get this evidence?"

The boys then told himof their adventures on the trail of the handwiting
speci mens, to which he listened with undi sqguised interest. Au4 GCertrude,
however, was greatly shocked.

"Such goi ngs-on!" she exclainmed. "You mght have been killed!"

This was true enough, but they had escaped and had been factors in solving a
baffling case. Soon their abilities were to be needed in conbating threats of
"The Sinister Signpost."

In the mail awaiting themthe boys found a letter fromthe steanmshi p conpany
that had owned the ill-fated Resolute. Its contents drew forth peals of

| aught er.

"W won't have to worry about those old handwiting speci mens any nore," said
Joe, his eyes tw nkling.

The contents of the note were as foll ows:

"W have just conmpleted a search of the weck and beg to informyou that
not hi ng of value has been found in Stateroom No.19. We think you nmust have
been m staken in your claim™

Aunt Certrude nodded her head vigorously. "You see!" she said. "There never
were any handwiting specimens in the first place Somehow | have an idea that
| have been tricked into believing a whole ot of things that aren't true."

"Maybe so," agreed her nephews, w nking at each other.

THE END



