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CHAPTER |

A Narrow Escape
"WONDER what mystery Dad's working on now?" Joe Hardy asked.

His brother Frank looked eagerly down the platform of the Bayport railroad station. "It must be avery
important case, the way Dad dashed off to Detroit. Well know in afew minutes.”

Joe looked a hiswatch impatiently. "Train'slate.”

Both boys were wondering, too, about a certain surprise their father had hinted might be ready for them
upon hisreturn.

Waiting with Frank and Joe for Mr. Hardy's arrival wastheir best friend Chet Morton. ™Y our dad's cases
are dways exciting-and dangerous,” the plump, ruddy-faced boy remarked. "Do you think helll give you
achanceto help out on thisone?"

"We sure hope s0," Joe replied eagerly-
"Wdl, if | know you fdlows" Chet went on,

"you'll get mixed up in the mystery, somehow- and so will 1, sooner or later. There goes my peaceful
summer vacation!™

Frank and Joe chuckled, knowing that Chet, despite his penchant for taking things easy and avoiding
unnecessary risks, would stick by them through any peril.

Dark-haired, eighteen-year-old Frank, and blond impetuous Joe, ayear younger, had often asssted their
detective father, Fenton Hardy, in solving baffling mysteries. There was nothing the two brothers liked
more than tackling atough case, either with their father, or by themselves.

Chet gave ahuge sigh and leaned against abaggage truck as though hisweight were too much for him. "I
sure could use something to eat," he declared. "1 should have brought aong some candy or peanuts.”

The Hardys exchanged winks. They frequently needled their friend about his appetite, and Joe could not
resst doing so now.

"What's the matter, Chet? Didn't you have lunch? Or did you forget to eat?"

The thought of this remote possibility brought a hearty laugh from Frank. Chet threw both boys aglance
of mock indignation, then grinned. "Okay, okay. I'm going inside and get some candy from the machine.”

As Chet went into the station, the Hardys |ooked across to the opposite platform where a northbound
train roared in. The powerful diesdl ground to ahdt, sparks flashing from under the whedls. Passengers
beganto dight.



"Did you notice that there weren't any passengers waiting to board the train?' Frank remarked.

At that moment a man dashed up the stairs onto the platform toward the rear of thetrain. Asthetrain
started to move, the stranger made aleap for the last car.

"Guess hemadeit. That felow'slucky," Joe commented asthetrain sped away. "And crazy!" "You're
telling me!™ Chet exclaimed, as he rgjoined the brothers. Munching on a chocolate bar, he added, "That
same man stopped mein the station and asked me to change atwenty-dollar bill. Therewasalong line at
the ticket window, so he didn't want to wait for change there. He grabbed the money | gave him and
rushed out the door asif the police were after him!”

"Boy!" Joe exclamed. "Y ou must be really loaded with money if you could change atwenty-dollar bill."

Chet blushed and tried to look as modest as he could. "Matter of fact, | do have agood bit with me," he
sad proudly. "I guessthe man saw it when | pulled out my wallet to be sure the money wasthere."

"What are you going to do with al your cash?'
Frank asked curioudy. "Start amint of your own?"

"Now, don't be funny, Frank Hardy," Chet retorted. ™Y ou must have noticed that for along time | haven't
been spending much. I've been saving like mad to buy aspecid scientific instrument. After your dad
arrives, I'mgoing to pick it up.”

"What kind of hobby are you latching onto thistime, Chet?* Frank asked, grinning.

From past experience, Frank and Joe knew that their friend'sinterest in his new hobby would only last
until another hobby captured hisfancy.

"Thisisdifferent,” Chet indgsted. "'I'm going to the Scientific Specidties Store and buy atwin-lensed,
high-powered microscope-and an illuminator to go withit.”

"A microscope!" Joe exclaimed. "What are you going to do with it-hunt for the answers to school
exams?'

Frank joined Joein aloud laugh, but Chet did not seem to think there was anything funny about it.

"Just you two wait," he muttered, kicking a stone that was lying on the platform. ™Y ou don't know
whether or not I'll decideto be anaturdist or even azoologist.”

"Wow!" said Joe. "l can just see asign: Chester Morton, Big-game Naturalist,”

"Okay," Chet said. "Maybe even you two great detectiveswill need meto help you with some of your
cases.”

The conversation ended with Frank's saying, "Here comes Dad's train.”

The express from Detroit rolled into the station. The brothers and their friend scanned the passengers
dighting. To their disappointment, Mr. Hardy was not among them.

"Aren't there any other Bayport passengers?' Frank asked a conductor.

"No, gr," the trainman called out as he waved the go-ahead signal to the engineer and jumped back onto
thecar.



Asthetrain pulled out, Joe said, "Dad must have been delayed &t the last moment. Let's come back to
the station and meet the four-o'clock train.”

"That's plenty of time for you fellows to go with me and pick up my microscope,” said Chet.

The boys waked to Chet's jal opy, nicknamed Queen, parked in the station lot. The Queen had been
painted a brilliant yellow, and "souped up" by Chet during one of the periods when engineswere his
hobby. It was afamiliar and amusing sight around the Streets of Bayport.

"She's not fancy, but she gets around pretty quick,” Chet often maintained stoutly. "I wouldn't trade her
for dl thefancy carsin the showrooms.”

"The gas gauge reads 'Empty, " Joe observed, as Chet backed the jalopy from the curb. "How do you
figure well makeit downtown?”"

Chet was unconcerned. "Oh, the tank'sredly haf full. Il haveto fix that gauge.”

The Hardys exchanged amused glances, knowing that Chet would soon be so absorbed in his
microscope he would forget to tinker with the car.

Suddenly Chet swung the Queen around in the parking lot. The rough gravel caught in thetire treads and
ratled againgt the rear fenders.

"Hey! What's the big rush?" Joe demanded. "We have three whole hours to get back there!"

"Who'sinahurry?' said Chet, adding proudly, "I'm not driving fast. | just wanted to find out if | changed
the turning circle of the Queen by adjusting thetie rods."

"Some adjustment!" Joe grimaced. "Think well get to town in one piece?"
"Huh!" Chet snorted. "Y ou don't appreciate great mechanica geniuswhen you seeit!”

In the business center of Bayport, the boys found traffic heavy. Fortunately, Chet found a parking spot
across the street from the Scientific Specialties Store and swung the car nestly into the space.

"Seewhat | mean?" he asked, "Good old Queen. And boy, | can't walit to start working with that
microscope!" Chet exclaimed as the three boys got out and walked to the corner.

"All bugs beware." Joe grinned.
"Y ou ought to be awhiz in science class next year," Frank said while they waited for the light to change.

When it flashed green, the trio Started across the street. Smultaneoudly, ayoung boy on abicycle began
to ride toward them from the opposite side of the street.

The next moment alarge sedan, its horn honking loudly, sped through the intersection against the red light
and roared directly toward the Hardys and Chet, Instantly Frank gave Joe and Chet a tremendous push
and they al leaped back to safety. To their horror, the sedan swerved and the young boy on the bicycle
wasdirectly inits path.

"Look out!" the Hardys ydlled a him.



CHAPTER I

Trailing a Detective

THE BOY on the bicycle heard the Hardys warning just in time and swerved away from the on-rushing
car. He skidded and ran up against the curb.

The momentum carried the boy over the handlebars. He landed in a Sitting position on the pavement,
looking dazed.

"That driver must be out of his head!" Joe yelled as he, Frank, and Chet dashed over to the boy.

The sedan continued its erratic path, and findly, with brakes squealing and horn blaring, dammed into the
curb. It had barely missed a parked car.

By now the Hardys and Chet had reached the boy. He was still seated on the sdewalk, holding his head.
"Areyou dl right?' Frank asked, bending down. The boy was about fourteen years old, very thin and tall
for hisage.

"I-1 think s0." A grateful look cameinto the boy's clear brown eyes. "Thanksfor the warning, fellows!
Whew! That was close!"

Frank and Joe helped him to hisfeet. A crowd had gathered, and the Hardys had a hard time keeping
the onlookers back. Just then the driver of the sedan made hisway through the throng. Hewasa
middle-aged man, and his face was ashen and drawn.

"I'm sorry! I'm sorry! My brakes wouldn't hold. Areyou fellowsal right?' The driver wasfrantic with
worry. "It happened so fast-1-1 just couldn't stop!™

"In that case, you're lucky no onewas hurt,” Frank said camly.
The Hardys saw afamiliar uniformed figure push through the crowd toward them.

"What's going on?' he demanded. He was Officer Roberts, amember of the local police department and
an old friend of the Hardys. The driver of the car started to explain, but by thistime he had become so
confused, his statements were incoherent.

"What happened, Frank?" Officer Roberts asked.

Frank assured him no one was hurt, and said that apparently the mishap had been entirely accidentd, and
the only damage was to the boy's bicycle. The front wheel spokes were bent, and some of the paint was
scratched off the fender.

The car driver, somewhat calmer now, inssted upon giving the boy five dollars toward repairs.

"I'll phone for atow truck," Joe offered, and hurried off to make the call while Officer Roberts got the
traffic moving again.

After the garage truck had left with the sedan, and the crowd had dispersed, the boy with the bicycle
gave a sudden gasp.

"My envelopel" he cried out. "Whereisit?'



The Hardys and Chet looked around. Joe wasthefirst to spot alarge Manila envelope in the street near
the curb. He stepped out and picked it up. "Isthisyours?' he asked.

"Yed | wasdfraid it was lost!™

As Joe handed over the heavy, sedled envelope, he noticed that it was addressed in bold printing to Mr.
Victor Peters, Parker Building, and had Confidentia marked in the lower |eft-hand corner.

The boy smiled as he took the envel ope and mounted hisbicycle. "Thanks alot for helping me, fellows.
My nameis Ken Blake."

The Hardys and Chet introduced themsalves and asked Ken if he lived in Bayport.
"Not redly,” Ken answered dowly. "I have asummer job near here"

"Oh! Where are you working?' Chet asked.

Ken paused amoment before replying. " At a place outside of town,” he said finally.

Although curious about Ken's apparent evasiveness, Frank changed the subject. He had been observing
the bicycle with interest. Its handlebars were a different shape from most American models. The
handgrips were much higher than the center post and the whole effect was that of adeep U.

"That'sanifty bike" hesad. "What kind isit?'

Ken looked pleased. "It was madein Belgium. Ridesrea smooth,” Then he added, "1'd better get back
on thejob now. | have severd errandsto do. So long, and thanks again.”

AsKen rode off, Joe murmured, "Funny he's so secretive about where he lives and works."
Frank agreed. "I wonder why."
Chet scoffed. "There you go again, making amystery out of it."

Frank and Joe had acquired their keen observation and interest in places and people from their father,
one of the most famous investigators in the United States.

Only recently, the boys had solved The Tower Treasure mystery. Shortly afterward, they had used dl
their ingenuity and courage to uncover adangerous secret in the case of The House on the Cliff.

"Come on, you two," Chet urged. "Let's get my microscope before anything €l se happens.”

They had dmost reached the Scientific Specidties Store when Joe grabbed his brother's arm and pointed
down the street.

"Hey!" he exclamed. "There's Oscar Smuff. What's he up to?"

The other boyslooked and saw a short, stout man who was wearing aloud-checkered suit and a soft felt
hat. Chet guffawed. "He acts asif he were stalking big gamein Africal Wherésthelion?!

"| think"-Frank chuckled-"our friend istrying to shadow someone.”
"If heis" Chet said, "how could anybody not know Oscar Smuff was following him?”

Oscar Smuff, the Hardys knew, wanted to be amember of the Bayport Police Department. He had read
many books on crime detection, but, though he tried hard, he was just not astute enough to do anything



right. The boys had encountered him saverd timeswhile working on their own cases. Usualy Smuff's
efforts at detection had proved more hindrance than help, and a times actudly laughable.

"Let's see what happens,” said Joe.

In asecond the boys spotted the man Oscar Smuff wastailing-atal, trim, well-dressed stranger. He
carried asuitcase and strode along as though he was going some place with afirm purpose in mind.

The boys could hardly restrain their laughter as they watched Smuff's amateurish attemptsto put into
action what he had read about deuthing.

"He's about as inconspicuous as an eephant!” Chet observed.

Smuff would run afew steps ahead of the stranger, then stop at a store window and pretend to be
looking at the merchandise on display. Obvioudy he was waiting for the man to pass him, but Smuff did
not seem to care what kind of window he was looking in. Joe nudged Frank and Chet when Oscar Smuff
paused before the painted-over window of avacant store.

"Wonder what he's supposed to be looking at,” Chet remarked.

Smuff hurried on, then suddenly stopped again. He took off hisjacket, threw it over hisarm, and put on a
pair of horn-rimmed glasses.

"Get aload of histacticsnow!" Joe laughed. "He'strying to change his appearance.”
Frank chuckled. "Oscar's been studying about how to tail, but he needs alot more practice.”
"He probably suspects the man has contraband in his suitcase,” Joe guessed, grinning.

Thetall stranger suddenly turned and looked back at Smuff. The would-be detective had ducked into a
doorway and was peering out like achild playing hide-and-seek. For amoment Smuff and the stranger
dtared at each other. The man shrugged as though puzzled about what was going on, then continued
waking.

Smuff kept up hiscomical effortsto shadow his quarry, unaware that the boys were following him. Near
the end of the block, the man turned into asmal variety store and Smuff scurried in after him.

"Comeon!" said Joe to Frank and Chet. "Thisistoo good to miss."

The boysfollowed. Oscar Smuff was standing behind adisplay of large red balloons. He was so intent
on hisquarry that he till did not notice the Hardys and Chet.

Frank looked around the store quickly and the stranger at the drug counter selecting [ some toothpaste.
The suitcase was on the floor beside him. Asthey watched, the man picked up the toothpaste and his
bag, and went up front to the checkout counter. He took out a bill and gave it to the woman cashier.

Immediately Smuff went into action. He dashed from behind the balloons and across the front of the
store. Elbowing severd customers out of the way, he grasped the man by thearm and in aloud voice
announced, "Y ou're under arrest! Come with me!™

The man looked at Oscar Smuff as though he were crazy. So did the cashier. Other people quickly
crowded around.

"What's the matter?' someone called ou.



The Hardys and Chet hurried forward, as the man pulled his arm away from Smuff's grasp and
demanded angrily, "What's the meaning of this?"

"Y ou know very well what's the meaning of this" Smuff blustered, and grabbed the man'sarm again.
"Now, miss'-Smuff turned to the cashier-"let me see the bill thisman just gave you."

The woman was too surprised to refuse the request and handed the bill to the amateur detective.

Smuff took the money. The Hardys stepped up and peered over his shoulder. The bill was afive-dollar
one. Suddenly the expression on Smuff's face changed to confusion and concern.

"Oh-er-afive-" he stuttered.

He dropped his hold on the man's arm and stared down at the floor. "Awfully sorry," he muttered. "It's
been-amistake.”

Both the man and the cashier |looked completely bewildered. The next moment Smuff whirled and
dashed from the store.

The Hardys and Chet rushed after him. They were overwhelmed with curiogity asto what Smuff thought
the man had done. The boys soon overtook the would-be detective.

"What's up?' Joe demanded. "L ooking for somebody suspicious?'
Oscar Smuff reddened when he realized the boys had witnessed his entire performance.

"Never mind," he said sharply. "I'll bet even you smart-deck Hardys have made mistakes. Anyhow, this
isdifferent. I'm helping the police on avery specid, very confidentia case.”

As he made the last statement, Smuff shrugged off hislook of embarrassment and assumed an air of grest
importance.

"Wadl, | can't waste precious time gabbing with you three." Smuff turned and rushed off down the street.

The boyswatched his bustling figure as he disappeared into the crowd. "I wonder what kind of case
'Detective Smuff isworking on?' Frank mused.

"l dotoo," Joe said, as Chet finaly led the way into the Scientific Specidties Store.

Mr. Reed, the shop owner, stood behind the counter. He was a plump, pleasant man with a shock of
white hair that stood erect on his head.

"Have you come for your microscope, Chet?' he asked. As he spoke, the man's head bobbed up and
down and hiswhite hair waved back and forth as though blown by the wind.

"Yes, gr, Mr. Reed,” Chet said enthusiastically. "My friends, Frank and Joe, are looking forward to
trying out the microscopejust asmuch asl am.”

Joe smiled alittle kepticaly, but Frank agreed with his chum. Chet pulled out hiswallet and emptied it of
ten- and twenty-dollar bills. "Here you are, Mr. Reed. I've been saving for along time so | could get the

"And the best thisis" Mr. Reed smiled. "I'll get the microscope you want from the stockroom.” The
proprietor picked up the money and disappeared into the back of the store,



While they waited, Chet pointed out the various instruments on display in the showcase. The Hardys
were surprised a how much Chet had learned about microscopes and their use.

After waiting five minutes, Chet grew impatient, "Wonder what's keeping Mr. Reed," he said. "'l hope he
has my 'scopein stock.”

At that moment Mr. Reed returned. Therewas alook of concern on hisface.
"Don' tell me you haven't got the modd.” Chet groaned.
Mr. Reed shook his head. When he spoke, his voice was solemn.

"It'snot that, Chet," he said. "I'm afraid that one of the twenty-dallar bills you gave meisacounterfeit!"

CHAPTER 11
An Unexpected Return

"COUNTERFEIT!" Chet burgt out. "Counterfeit! It can't be. | just drew the money out of the bank this
morning.”

The Hardys, nonplused, stared at the twenty-dollar bill Mr. Reed was holding.

"I'm sorry, Chet,” Mr. Reed said sympathetically. "But just afew days ago al the storekeepersin town
were notified by the police to be on the lookout for fake twenties. Otherwise, | wouldn't have checked it.
| can't understand, though, why the bank didn't detect it."

Frank's mind raced. "Wait aminutel" he exclaimed. " Chet, what about the man you made change for at
the station?”

"You'reright, Frank!" Joe put in. "He must have passed Chet the phony twenty!"
"Y ou mean he gaveit to me on purpose?’ Chet asked indignantly.

"It'spossible" Frank said. "Of courseit would be pretty hard to prove whether he did it intentionally or

"What did the man look like?" Joe questioned Chet. "We got only aglimpse of him running for the train.
He was medium height and stocky, but did you notice anything € se about him?"

Chet thought for afew seconds. Then he said, "'l do remember that the man had a sharp nose. But he
was wearing sunglasses and adouch hat, so | didn't notice much dse.”

The Hardystried to fix a picture of the man in their minds. Meanwhile, Chet looked gloomily at the bogus
bill.

"What luck!" he complained. "Here | am cheated out of twenty dollars and the microscope.”

"I'm sorry, Chet,” Mr. Reed said. "l wish there was something | could do about it."



"Don't worry, Chet," said Joe. "Y ou'll get the microscope, anyway." He turned to his brother. "How
much money do you have with you?' he asked. "I have five-fifty."

Frank emptied his pockets, but all he had was three dollarsin change and bills.
"WEell lend you what we have," Joe offered. "Eight-fifty."

Although Chet protested, the Hardys insisted, and Mr. Reed added, "Y ou can take the microscope along
and pay me the bal ance when you can.”

Frank and Joe put their money on the counter, while Mr. Reed went to wrap the instrument.
"Thanks. You'rered pas," Chet said gratefully.

When the store owner returned with the package, Chet said, "I'll go right down to Dad's office and
borrow the balance. Well get back here later this afternoon. Thanks very much, Mr. Reed.”

The boys were about to leave when Frank had a sudden thought.

"Mr. Reed,” he said, "would you let us borrow that counterfeit bill for some close study? Well be sureto
turnit over to Chief Collig."

"Swell idea," Joe said.

The proprietor, who was familiar with the Hardys reputation as deuths, readily assented. Frank put the
bill in his pocket and the boys | eft the Sore.

They hurried back to Chet's car and drove to Mr. Morton's real-estate office several blocks away. The
office was on the street level of asmall building. They entered and were greeted pleasantly by Mr.
Morton's efficient secretary, Miss Benson.

"Héello, boys. Enjoying your summer vacation”?"

"Y es, thanks, Miss Benson,” Chet said, eying his father's empty desk. "When will Dad be back?'
"Y our father's gone for the day, Chet," shereplied. "He decided to go home early."
"That'sfunny," Chet mused. "Dad usudly staysuntil fiveat leest.”

"We have timeto drive out to the farm before we meet thetrain,” Joe said. "Let'sgo."

The Morton farm was on the outskirts of Bayport. When Chet sivung the car into the driveway, Joe
noticed with pleasure that lola, Chet's Sister, was waving to them from the front porch. Dark-haired ola,
dim and vivacious, was Joe's favorite date.

When they told her about the counterfeit bill, she exclamed, "What ashame!”

Joe agreed emphaticdly. "And we'd sure like to get alead on the man who passed it to Chet.”
"Sounds asif you Hardys are in the mood for some deuthing,” lolasaid with atwinklein her eye.
"What's this about deuthing?" asked attractive Mrs. Morton as she came outside and joined the group.
The boys quickly explained. Then Chet asked his mother, "1s Dad around?”

Mrs. Morton smiled. "Heisn't hereright now, Chet. He's attending to an important job."



Chet looked disappointed until his sster giggled and said, "Dad's not too far away." lolawinked at her
mother and they both began to laugh.

" "Your father'simportant job isat hisfavorite fishing spot,” Mrs. Morton told Chet.
"Fshing!" Chet exclamed. "He never goesfishing during the week!"
"Hedid thistime," said Mrs. Morton. "I guess the good wegther was too much for him to resist.”

A few minutes |ater the boys were in the jalopy and driving down a country road bordered by woods. A
half mile farther, Chet stopped and turned off the Queen's engine. The sound of rushing water could be
heard.

"Thisisthe spot,” Chet announced, and they started off through the woods.

The boys soon came to a clear running stream and spotted Mr. Morton seated contentedly on the bank.
Hewasleaning againg atree, holding hisrod lightly between his knees and steadying it with his hands.

Just asthe boys caled agreeting to him, the line began to jerk and dmost immediately the rod bent till the
tip was close to the water. Mr. Morton legped to hisfeet and shouted, "Just aminute, fellows! I've
hooked alulu!"

Mr. Morton was an expert. He let the fish take just enough line to bury the hook properly, then he very
gently braked the red with histhumb.

So intent was Mr. Morton on hisfishing, he was not aware that his son was now rushing down the dope
toward him. Suddenly Chet dipped on amoss-covered rock and fell forward. Helost his grip on the box
containing the microscope and it flew toward the water. Joe, behind Chet, legped forward and grabbed
the box.

"Whew!" Chet exclaimed, regaining his baance. "Good work, Joe! Thanksamillion!™

The three boysjoined Mr. Morton, who was busy landing his catch, afine, smallmouthed black bass. He
held up the fish for them to admire. "lan't it abeauty, boys?' he said.

"Terrific, Dad," Chet replied, till out of breath from his near tumble. "And | have something to show
you."

He unwrapped the package and held out the microscope. Mr. Morton put the fish in his cred, then
sudied the instrument closely.

"It'satopnotch one, son," he declared. "And just the mode you wanted.”
"Yes, Dad. Only thereé'sadight problem connected withiit,"

"Oh-oh." Mr. Morton chuckled good-naturedly. "I should have known from the look on your face. Y ou
didn't have enough money, after dl. Well, how much do you need?'

"That isnt dl thereistoit,” Chet hastened to inform him, and told about the counterfeit bill.
Mr, Morton's face darkened. "I hope were not in for aflood of phony bills."
Frank nodded. "Especialy sncethese are very clever imitations.”

Chet'sfather handed over twenty dollarsin smdl hills.



"Thanks, Dad."
"From now on, Chet, be careful about making change for strangers,” Mr. Morton cautioned.
"I will," his son promised fervently. "Getting cheated onceis enough!”

Chet paid the Hardys the money they had lent him. Then he said to hisfather, "I sure was surprised when
Mother told me you werefishing -in the middle of the week."

Mr. Morton smiled broadly. "I've been working hard the past year on the big sale of land to Elekton
Controls," hesaid. "'l thought it wastime to take an afternoon off and do some thinking while thefish
werenibbling."

"Isthat the property in back of the plant they just finished building?' asked Frank.
"That'sright." Mr. Morton pointed upstream. "Y ou can just see the top of the main building from here.”

"The property you sold hasthe old Turner mill oniit,” Joe remarked. "Quite a contrast. A company that
makes top-secret control parts for space missilesin amodern building right next to an ancient,
abandoned grigmill.”

"I supposethey'll tear the old place down," Frank remarked.

"No, Elekton has decided to useit,” Mr. Morton went on. "I suggested to them that the old mill would
make an attractive gatehouse for the plant'srear entrance. After dl, it'sahistoric place, built by the
settlers when thiswhole areawas inhabited by Indians. The company has renovated the old mill abit,
restoring the old living quarters and adding modern facilities.”

"Issomeone living there?' Joe asked with interest.

"I understand a couple of their employeesare,”" Mr. Morton replied. Then he continued, "They've even
repaired the whed, so it'sturning again. Hearing the rushing water and the grinding of the whedl's gear
mechanism brought back memoriesto me."

"About the Indians, Dad?" Chet joked.

"Not quite, son." Hisfather smiled. "But | can remember when the mill produced the best flour around
here. Y our grandmother made many addicious|oaf of bread from whesat ground in the Turner mill."

"That'sfor mel" Chet said.

Everyone laughed as Mr. Morton reminisced further about having seen the mill in full operation when he
was aboy. Suddenly he and the Hardys noticed that Chet had falen silent. There was afamiliar, faraway
look in hiseyes.

Joe grinned. "Chet, you're turning some new ideaover in your mind.”
"That'sright,” Chet said excitedly. "I've been thinking that maybe | could get asummer job at Elekton.”

Mr. Morton exchanged amazed glances with the Hardys at the thought of Chet's working during the
summer vacation! But, with growing enthusiasm, Chet went on:

"I could earn the twenty dollars| owe you, Dad. Besides, if | am going to beascientist, | couldn't think
of abetter place to work.”



"Elekton'safine company,” hisfather said. "l wish you luck, son."

"Thanks, Dad.” Chet smiled broadly. "Seeyou later. | haveto go now and pay Mr. Reed the money |
owvehim."

On the drive back to town, Chet told Frank and Joe that he was going to apply for ajob at the Elekton
plant the next day.

"WEelIl go dong,” Joe offered. "I'd like to see the plant and the old mill."
"Swell," said Chet.

When they reached the shopping areaiin Bayport, Chet drove directly to Mr. Reed's store. Thethree
boys had just dighted from the parked car when Chet excitedly grabbed hisfriends arms.

"Thereheid" the chubby boy exclamed. "Right down the street-the man who gave me that phony
twenty!"

CHAPTER IV
The Shadowy Visitor

"THERE he goes! Acrossthe dstreet!” Joe said excitedly. "Let's ask him about the counterfeit bill!™

The three boys broke into arun, dodging in and out of the crowd of afternoon shoppers. The Hardys
kept their eyestrained on the stocky figure of their quarry.

But their chase was halted at the corner by ared traffic light against them. The Street was congested with
vehiclesand it wasimpossiblefor the boysto get across.

"What luck!" Joe growled impatiently.

It seemed to be the longest red light they had ever encountered. When it changed, the threesome
streaked across the street-but it was too late. The stocky man was lost to sight. The Hardys raced down
the next two blocks, peering "in every direction, but to no aval.

Disappointed, Frank and Joe went back to Chet, who had stopped to catch his breath.
"Welost him," Joe reported tersely.

Frank's eyes narrowed. "'l have a hunch that man who passed the bogus twenty-dollar bill to Chet knew
it was counterfeit. That last-second dash for the train wasjust agimmick to make afast getaway. But his
showing up herein Bayport a couple hours after he took the train out of town ismighty peculiar.”

Joe and Chet agreed. "He probably got off in Bridgeport,” Frank went on. "That's the nearest big town."

Asthe boys waked back toward the Scientific Speciaties Store, they speculated about the source of the
supply of bogus money.

"Maybeit's Bridgeport,” Frank said. "That could be one of the reasons he took the train there-to get a



new supply, or pam off more."

"Y ou mean they might actualy make the stuff there?' Chet asked.

Frank shrugged. "Could be," he said. "1 hope no more counterfeit bills are passed in Bayport.”
"There probably will be" Chet said ruefully, "if thistown isfull of easy markslikeme."

"Let's keep asharp lookout for that fake-money passer from now on," Joe said, "and other cluesto the
counterfat ring.”

"Who knows," Chet put in, "it could turn out to be your next case.”

As soon as Mr. Reed had been paid, the boys drove to Bayport Police Headquarters. Chet decided to
take his microscope into headquarters and show it to Chief Ezra Callig. The keen-eyed, robust officer
was an old friend of Fenton Hardy and his sons. Many times the four had cooperated on cases.

"Sit down," the chief said cordidly. "I can seethat you boys have something specid on your minds.
Another mystery?

He leaned forward expectantly in hischair.

"It'spossible, Chief," replied Frank as he handed over the counterfeit bill. Quickly the Hardys explained
what had happened, then voiced their suspicions of the man who had just e uded them.

"Have there been any other reports of people receiving fake bills?' Joe asked the officer.

Chief Callig nodded. "Chet's not the first to be fooled,” he replied. " Since the Secret Service derted usto
watch for these twenty-dollar bills, we've had nearly a dozen complaints. But we've instructed the people
involved not to talk about it."

"Why?" Chet asked curioudy.

"It's part of our strategy. We hopeto trap at least some of the gang by Iulling them into afeding of false
security.”

The boys learned that Chet's description of the stocky stranger tallied with what the police had onfile.

"He'sadippery one," the chief added. "It soundsto me asif the man wears adifferent outfit each time he
shovesabill,"

"Shoves?' echoed Chet.

"A shover-or passer-isaprofessond term for people who pass counterfeit money," Chief Callig
explained. He rubbed the bogus bill between hisfingers, "Thisisaclever forgery,” hesaid. "Let's see
what it looks like under your microscope, Chet.”

It took just aminute to rig and focus the microscope. Then, under Chief Collig'sdirections, the boys
scrutinized thefaultsin the bill.

"L ook at the serid number,” the chief pointed out. "That's the large, colored group of numbersthat
appears on the upper right and lower |eft portions of the bill."

Asthe boys peered at the number, Chief Collig made some quick calculations on his desk pad, "Divide
the serid number by six," hewent on, "and in this case, the remainder istwo."



When the boys looked puzzled, the chief smiled. "On the upper left portion of the note you'll seeasmal
letter. Onethat is not followed by anumber. That's the check letter and in this caseit's B."

The boyslistened as Chief Collig further explained, "If the letter B corresponds to the remainder two,
after you have donethe divison, it meansthe bill is either genuine-or acareful fake. The same way with
the remainder, one. The check letter would be A or G; and with the remainder three, the check letter C
orl,and soon."

"Wow! Some arithmetic!” Chet remarked.
Frank looked thoughtful. "In this case, the test of the divisiona check indicatesthe bill isgenuine.”

"Exactly,” Chief Callig said. "And the portrait of Jackson isgood. The border, sometimes caled lathe or
scrollwork, isexcelent.”

"But, Chief," said Joe, puzzled, "everything you've mentioned points toward the bill's being the red
thing,”

"That's right. However, you'll see through the microscope that the linesin the portrait are dightly grayish
and the red and blue fibers running through the bank note have been smulated with colored ink."

In turn, the boys peered through the microscope, observing the points the chief had called to their
attention.

Chief Collig snapped off the light in Chet's microscope and pulled the bill out from under the clipsthat
were holding it in place.

He handed the fake hill to Frank and at the same time gave him agenuine one from hiswallet. "Now fed
the differencein the paper quality,” he directed.

Frank did so and could tdl immediately that the forged bill was much rougher and thicker than the
genuineone.

Just then the chief's telephone rang. He answered it, speaking quickly. When he hung up, Chief Collig
sad, "l must go out on acdl, boys. Thanksfor bringing in thishill. If you come across any otherslikeit,
or cluesthat might help the police, et me know. In the meantime, I'll relay your description of the suspect
to the Secret Service, and aso turn thisbill over to them.”

Chief Collig arose from his desk, and the boys walked out of the building with him. On the way, Joe said,
"I wonder if Oscar Smuff has heard of the counterfeiting racket, and is-er-working on it.”

"I wouldn't be surprised.” The chief sighed. "That fellow will never give up.”

The boysdid not mention their encounter with Smuff earlier in the afternoon, but they werefairly certain
that Oscar Smuff had trailed the man because he was a stranger in town and had been carrying a
suitcase. The aspiring detective undoubtedly had jumped to the conclusion that the suitcase wasfilled
with counterfeit money.

When the chief had gone, Joe glanced at hiswatch. "If we're going to meet Dad'strain, we'd better get
Sarted.”

The three boys climbed into the jaopy and drove off. They arrived at the tation just asthe four-o'clock
train was coming to ahdt.



A moment later they spotted Mr. Hardy aighting from the rear car. "Dad!" cried Frank and Joe, and
dashed to greet him, followed by Chet.

Fenton Hardy, atall, distinguished-looking man, smiled broadly. "1 gppreciate this specid reception-and
aride home, too," he added, noticing Chet'sjaopy in thelot.

"Right thisway, Sr." Chet grinned.

Joe took his father's suitcase and everyone went to the car. Asthey rode aong, the boys gave Mr.
Hardy an account of the afternoon’s exciting events.

The detective listened intently. In conclusion, Frank said, "Dad, does your new case have anything to do
with the counterfeting ring?'

Mr. Hardy did not answer for amoment. His mind seemed to be focused on another matter. Finally he
said, "No. But I'll be glad to help you boys track down any cluesto these counterfeiters. | have afeding
you'l be on the lookout for them!™

"We surewill!" Joe said emphaticaly.
Asthey turned into the Hardy driveway, Frank said, "Maybe more leads will show up around here."
Fenton Hardy agreed. "That's astrong possibility.”

They were met at the door by Aunt Gertrude, Mr. Hardy's unmarried sister. Shewas atall, angular
woman, somewhat peppery in manner, but extremely kindhearted. Miss Hardy had arrived recently for
oneof her frequent long vistswith the family. In her forthright manner she was congtantly making dire
predictions about the dangers of deuthing, and the terrible fate awaiting anyone who was a detective.

She greeted her brother affectionately as everyone went into the living room. With asigh she asked, "Will
you be home for awhile thistime, Fenton, before you have to go dashing off on another case?"

Chuckling, Mr. Hardy replied, "I'll probably be around for awhile, Gertrude-especidly if the boysrun
into any more counterfeit money."

"What! Laura, did you hear that?' Aunt Gertrude turned to adim, attractive woman who had just entered
the room.

"l did." Mrs. Hardy greeted her husband, then urged the boysto explain.

After hearing of Chet's experience, both women shook their headsin dismay. "Well, the sooner those
counterfeiters are caught, the better!” Aunt Gertrude declared firmly.

"That'swhat wefigure, Aunty," Joe spoke up. "Well see what we can do! Right, Frank?'

"You bet."

Chet added, grinning, "With the Hardy boys on their trail, those counterfeiters won't have a chance!”
"And Lauraand | will lose degp worrying,” Aunt Gertrude prophesied.

Frank and Joe exchanged winks, knowing that actudly she and Mrs. Hardy were proud of the boys
deuthing accomplishments, though sometimesfearful of the dangers they encountered.

"What delayed you today, Fenton?' Aunt Gertrude asked her brother. "Another case, | suppose.”



Mr. Hardy explained, "Thereisaspecia matter I'm investigating, but I'm not &t liberty to talk about it
yet."

His next remark diverted the boys attention from the counterfeiters. "Frank and Joe, will you be free
tomorrow to seethe surprise | havefor you both?' he asked. "It'll be ready late in the afternoon.”

"We surewill!" his sons exclamed together. They knew what they hoped the surprise would be, but did
not dare count oniit.

The brotherstried without successto coax a hint from their family.

"All I cansay," Aunt Gertrude remarked, "isthat you're mighty lucky boys!™ With adeep sigh she added,
"But this surprise certainly won't help my peace of mind!"

"Oh, Aunty!" said Joe. "Y ou don't redlly worry about us, do you?'
"Oh, no!" she exploded. "Only on weekdays, Saturdays, and Sundays!"

Before Chet Ieft for home, he reminded Frank and Joe of hisintention to apply to Elekton Controls
Limited for ajob.

Overhearing him, Mr. Hardy wasimmediately interested. " So you want to enter the scientific field, Chet?'
he said. "Good for you and lots of luck!™

The detective told the boys that the company, in addition to manufacturing controls, was engaged in
secret experiments with advanced eectronic controls.

"Not too long ago,” he concluded, "I met some of Elekton's officers.”

It flashed through Chet's mind that he might ask the detective to make an appointment for him, but he
decided not to. He wanted to get the job without an assist from anyone. Frank and Joe suggested that
Chet comefor them early the next afternoon.

"l have anideal" Chet exclaimed. "Let's go earlier and take dong apicnic lunch. Well be right near
Willow River. After | gpply for ajob, we can eat by the water. Then you fellows can help me collect
bark and stone specimens.”

"Microscope study, eh?' Frank grinned. "Okay. It'saded."

At supper Aunt Gertrude commented wryly, "Therell be two moonsin the sky when Chet Morton settles
downtoajob!"

The otherslaughed, then the conversation reverted once more to counterfeiting. Mr. Hardy backed up
Chief Collig's statement that the bogus twenty-dollar bills being circulated were clever imitations. "I heard
that the Secret Serviceisfinding it ahard caseto crack,” he added.

Frank and Joe were wondering about their father's other case. They redized it must be extremely
confidentia, and refrained from questioning him.

In the middle of the night, Joe was suddenly awakened by aclattering sound. He legped out of bed and
rushed across the room to the front window. It was a dark, moonless night, and for amoment Joe could
seenothing.

But suddenly he detected amovement near the front door, then saw a shadowy figure running down the
walk to the street.



"Hey!" Joe called out. "Who are you? What do you want?'

At the end of the walk, the mysterious figure legped onto abicycle. It swerved, nearly throwing therider,
but he regained his balance and sped off into the darkness.

"What'sgoing on?' Joe cried out

CHAPTER YV
The Bicycle Clue

JOE ran downgtairsto the front door, flung it open, and dashed outside. He reached the end of the walk,
and peered in the direction the mysterious cyclist had taken. The person was not in sight.

Puzzled, Joe walked back dowly to the house. Had the stranger come there by mistake?"If not, what
did he want?" Joe wondered.

The rest of the Hardy family had been awakened by Joe's criesto the stranger. By thistime, they were
clustered at the doorway and dl the lights in the house were on.

"What's the matter, Joe?' Aunt Gertrude demanded. "Who were you calling to at this unearthly hour?"

Joe was about to reply when he noticed alarge white envel ope protruding from the mailbox. He pulled it
out, and saw that his father's name was typed on the front. "Thisisfor you, Dad."

Joe handed the envelope to Mr. Hardy. "That fellow on the bike must have lft it."
Joe was besieged with questions, and he explained what had happened.
"It'safunny way to deliver amessage,”" Frank commented.

"Very suspicious, if you ask me!"™ Aunt Gertrude snapped.

Suddenly they all noticed that Mr. Hardy was frowning at the contents of the envelope-a plain piece of
white paper.

"What doesit say, Fenton?' Mrs. Hardy asked anxioudly.
He read the typed message: " 'Drop case or else danger for you and family! "

There was slence for amoment, then Aunt Gertrude exclamed, "1 knew it! We can't get adecent night's
deep with three detectivesin the family! | just know there€sred trouble brewing!™

Although she spoke tartly, the others realized Miss Hardy was concerned, as aways, for her brother's
sfety.

"Now, don't worry, Gertrude," Fenton Hardy said reassuringly. "The boysand | will be on guard against
any danger. This note probably isthe work of aharmless crank.”

Aunt Gertrude tossed her head as though she did not believe thisfor amoment.



"Let'sal look around for cluesto the person on the bike," Frank suggested.

Flashlights were procured, and the entire family searched the grounds thoroughly on both sides of the
stoop and thewalk. As Frank and his aunt neared the end of the front walk, Miss Hardy cried out,
"There's something-next to that bush.”

Frank picked up the object. "A bicycle pedd!" he exclaimed. "Aunty, thisisaterrific clue! 1 think we
have four detectivesin the family!"

Hisaunt forced arather embarrassed amile.
"The pedd must've fallen off the bike Joe saw," Frank said. "That'swhy it swerved.”

Back in the house, the family gathered in the kitchen. They were too excited to go back to bed
immediately, and the boys were eager to question their father. They al had cookies and lemonade.

"What case did the warning refer to?" Joe asked Mr. Hardy.
"l can't be sure," the detective replied dowly.

Again the boys wondered about Mr. Hardy's secret case, and longed to know what it involved. "Maybe
the threat is connected with that one," Frank thought. Before the boys went to deep, they decided to
track down the peda clue early the next morning.

Right after breskfast, Chet telephoned. He told Frank, who took the cdll, that hissister lolaand her
friend Cdlie Shaw had offered to pack lunch if they could go dong on the picnic.

"Swdl," Frank said enthusagticdly. Callie was hisfavorite date. "'In the meantime, how'd you liketo do
some deuthing with us?'

"Sure! What's up?'
Frank quickly told Chet about the excitement of the previous night. "Meet us here as soon asyou can.”

When Frank and Joe informed Mr. Hardy of their plan to trace the pedal, he nodded approval. "l must
go out of town for ashort while," hesaid. "But firgt, I'd like to examine the warning notein the lab.”

The boys went with him to their fully equipped laboratory over the garage. Mr. Hardy dusted the note
carefully, but when he blew the powder away, there was no sign of afingerprint.

Holding the note up to the light, Mr. Hardy said, "There's no watermark. Of course, thisisnot afull sheet
of paper.”

"Dead end, so far.” Joe frowned, "If we could only locate the typewriter this message was written on-"

Shortly after Mr. Hardy had driven off in his sedan, Chet arrived. "Whereto, fellows?" he asked asthey
st off in the Queen.

"Center of town," Joe replied.

On theway, the brothers briefed Chet on their plan, which wasto makeinquiriesat al the bicycle supply
stores. Inthefirst four they vidted,

Frank showed the pedal and asked if there had been any requests for a replacement that morning. All the
answerswere negative. Findly, at the largest supply store in Bayport, they obtained some helpful



information.

"This particular pedd comesfrom abike madein Belgium,” the proprietor said. "Thereisn't agtorein
town that carries partsfor it."

The boys were disappointed. As Frank put the peda back in his pocket he asked the proprietor where
partsfor the Belgian bicycle could be purchased.

"It might be worth your while to check over in Bridgeport,” the man said. "I think you'l find Traylor's
handlesthem.”

"It'san odd coincidence,” Frank remarked, when the boys were back in the car. "Weve come across
two Belgian bikesin two days.”

When they reached the Traylor store in Bridgeport, the young detectives learned they had just missed a
customer who had purchased a pedal for aBelgian bike.

"Who washe?' Frank inquired. "I don't know."

""What did helook like?' Joe asked. The proprietor's brow wrinkled. "Sorry. | was too busy to pay
much attention, so | can't tell you much. Asfar as| can remember, he was atall boy, maybe about
fourteen." The three friends knew this vague description was dmost usaess. There probably were
hundreds of boys living in the surrounding areawho fitted that description.

Asthe boys reached the street, Joe said determinedly, "We're not giving up!”
"Hey!" Chet reminded hisfriends. "It'samost time to pick up the girls."

Within an hour the five young people were turning off the highway onto a side road pardlding Elekton's
eadt fence. A little farther on Chet made aright turn and followed the dirt road thet led to the rear
entrance of the plant.

"Any luck deuthing?' Pretty, brown-eyed Cdlie Shaw asked the Hardys.
"What makes you think we were deuthing?'

"Oh, | cantdI!" Cadlie said, her eyestwinkling. Y ou two dways have that detective gleam in your eyes
when you're mixed up inamystery!”

"They certainly havel" lolaagreed, laughing.

When they reached agrove bordering Willow River, which wasto their |eft, Chet pulled over. "I'll park
here"

The girls had decided they would like to see the changes which had been made in the old mill. Asthe
group approached Elekton's gatehouse, they were amazed at the transformation.

No longer did the mill look shabby and neglected. The three-story structure had been completely
repainted and the weeds and overgrowth of years cleared away. The grounds and shrubbery of the
whole areawere neaily trimmed.

"Look!" sad Frank. "There'sthe mill whed!"

Asthe Hardys and their friends watched the huge whedl turning, they felt for amoment that they were
living in olden days. Water which poured from a pond over a high stone dam on the south side and



through an eevated millrace caused the whed to revolve.

"Oh!" Cdlie exclamed admiringly as she potted alittle bridge over the stream from thefals. "It looks
just likeapanting!"

About three hundred yards from the north side of the mill was the closed rear gate to Elekton's
ultramodern plant.

"Some contrast between the old and the new!" Joe remarked asthey |eft the dirt road and waked up the
front path to the gatehouse.

Suddenly the door opened and a dark-haired, muscular man in uniform came out to meet them. "What
can | do for you?' he asked. "I'm the gate guard here.”

"I'd like to apply for asummer job a Elekton,” Chet told him.
"Have you an gppointment?"
"No," replied Chet. "I guess| should have phoned firgt."

The guard agreed. "Y ou would've saved yoursdlf time and trouble,” he said. "'I'm sure there aren't any
openings, especidly for temporary help.”

"Well, couldn't I go in and leave an application with the personnel manager?' Chet asked.

The guard shrugged. "Tell you what-1'll phone the personnd officeinstead,” he offered, and went back
into themill.

While they waited, the five looked around. At the south Sde of the mill grounds, adender, graying man
who wore overalswas clipping the low hedges.

"Look, Cdlie" said lola, pointing toward a spot near the hedges. "lan't that quaint? An old flour barrel
with ivy growing out of it!"

"Charming." Cdliesmiled.

The girlsand boys started over toward the mill for a closer ingpection. At that same moment the guard
cameto thedoor. "Just as| told you," he called out to Chet. "No openings! Sorry!"

"Too bad, Chet," Joe said sympatheticaly. "Well, at least you can keep on relaxing.”

Despite his disgppointment, Chet grinned. "Right now I'm starved. "Let's go down to theriver and have
our picnic."

He thanked the guard, and the young people started to walk away. Suddenly Frank stopped and looked
back at the mill. Propped againgt the south wall was abicycle. Quickly heran over to examineit. "This
lookslikeaBelgian modd," Frank thought. "Sureis" hetold himsdlf. "The same type Ken Blake has"

On impulse Frank pulled the pedal from his pocket and compared it to those on the bike. They matched
exactly. Frank noticed that one of the pedaslooked much less worn than the other. "Asif it had been
replaced recently,” he reflected, wondering excitedly if someone had used thisbicycleto ddiver the
warning note.

"And could thisbike be Ken's?" the young detective asked himself.



He inspected the front-wheel spokes. None was twisted, but severa had dight dents. "They couldve
been straightened out easily," Frank reasoned, "and the paint scratches on the fender touched up.”

Hefdt his heart beat faster as he waved his companionsto join him. When Frank pointed out the cluesto
his brother, Joe agreed immediately.

"It could be the bicycle which was used to deliver the message-"

Joe was interrupted by a strange voice behind them. "Pardon me, but why are you o interested in that
bike?'

Frank quickly dipped the pedal into his pocket as the group swung around to face the speaker. He was
the man who had been clipping the hedges.

"Because just yesterday we met aboy, Ken Blake, who wasriding abike of the same modd. We don't
often see this Belgian make around.”

For amoment the man looked surprised, then smiled. "Of course! Ken works here-does odd jobsfor us
around the mill. Y ou must be the boys he met yesterday when he was ddlivering some copy to the
printer."

"Yes," Frank replied. "When we asked Ken about his job he was very secretive.”

"Wadl," the maintenance man said, "he hasto be! This plant is doing top-secret work. All of us have been
impressed with the necessity of not talking about Elekton at dl.”

"IsKen around?" Joe asked nonchdantly. "Wed liketo say hello.”

"I'm afraid not," was the reply. "We sent him by bus this afternoon to do an errand. He won't be back
until later." The man excused himsdf and resumed his clipping.

"Wed better egt.” lolagiggled. "My poor brother is suffering.”
"I suream!” Chet rolled his eyes. Laughing, the picnickers started away.

Joe, who was in the rear, happened to glance up at the front of the mill. He was startled to caich a
glimpse of aface a one of the second-story windows. He stopped in his tracks.

"Ken Blakel" Joe sad to himsdlf.

Asthe young deuth stared, mydtified, the face disgppeared from the window.

CHAPTER VI
A Mysterious Tunnel

PUZZLED, Joe continued looking up at the window of the old mill.

"What's the matter?' lolaasked him. "Did you see aghogt?'



In alow whisper Joe explained about the face which had disappeared. "I'm sure it was Ken Blake | saw
at that window!"

The othersfollowed hisgaze. "No onésthere now," lolasaid. "Of coursethe glassin dl thewindowsis
old and wavy. The sunlight on them could cause anilluson.”

Chet agreed. "How could Ken be hereif he was sent on an errand?”

Joe stood for aminute, deep in thought. "I can't figureit out, but I'm surethat it was no illusion. Come on,
Frank. Let's go check."

While the others walked down the hill, the Hardys strode up to the maintenance man, who was il

trimming hedges.

"Areyou sure Ken went into town?" Joe asked. "Just now | thought | saw him looking out a second-floor
window."

"Y ou couldn't have. Y ou must have been dreaming.” The man gaveajovid laugh.

Joe was 4till not convinced. Impulsively he asked, "Does Ken ever run any errands for you at night?"
"No," the man answered readily. "He leaves his bike here and waks home when we close & five-thirty."
"Does anyone el se have access to the bike after that?' Frank queried.

"It'skept in an open storage area under the rear of the mill and could be taken from there easily.”

Although obvioudy curious, the man did not ask the Hardys the reason for their questions. He looked at
hiswatch.

"Excuseme, boys, I'm late for lunch." Heturned and hurried into the mill.

Asthe brothers hastened to catch up with Chet and the girls, Frank said, "Another thing which makes me
wonder if that bicycleis connected with the warning is the description of the boy who bought the pedal.
He could be Ken Blake."

"l agree" Joesad. "I'd sureliketo question Ken."
"Well come back another time," Frank proposed.

The group picked up the picnic hamper from the Queen and strolled down anarrow path, through the
woods |leading to Willow River.

"Heresagood spot.” Cdlie pointed to ashaded level area dong the bank. "We haven't been in this
section before.”

Soon everyone was enjoying the ddicious lunch the girls had prepared: chicken sandwiches, potato
salad, chocolate cake, and lemonade. While they were egating, the girls were the targets of good-natured
kidding.

"Boy!" Joe exclaimed as hefinished his piece of cake. "Thisisamost as good as my mother and Aunt
Gertrude make."

"That'sacompliment!" Chet said emphatically.



Cdlieseyestwinkled. "I know it is. Jog's mother and aunt are the best cooks ever!"

lolasniffed. "I don't know about this compliment stuff. There's something on your mind, Joe Hardy!"
Joe grinned. "How are you on apple pie and cream puffs and-?"

"Oh, stop it!" lola commanded. "Otherwise, you won't get a second piece of cakel”

"I give up." Joe handed over his paper plate.

After lunch everyone but Chet was ready to relax in the sun. Normaly he wasthefirst oneto suggest a
period of rest, even anap, but now his new project was uppermost in his mind.

"Let's start to collect the specimensfor my microscope,” he urged hisfriends.
The Hardys groaned good-naturedly at Chet's enthusiasm, but readily agreed.
"Well need some exercise to work off that medl." Frank grinned.

The girls packed the food wrappingsin the hamper. Then, singlefile, the group waked downstream,
paying careful attention to the rocks and vegetation. Chet picked up severa rocks and leaves, but
discarded them as being too common.

"Areyou looking for something from the Stone Age?" Joe quipped. "Maybe a prehistoric fossil?"
"Wouldn't you be surprised if | found one?' Chet retorted.

They followed abend in the river and cameto asmall cove with arocky, shelving beach. Here the willow
trees did not grow so thickly. The shoreline curved gently around to theright beforeit cametoahdtina
sandy strip adong the riverbank.

"What anice pot,” said Cdlie. "WEell have to come here again and wear our swim suits."
"Look!" cried lola. "What's that?"

She pointed to a dark opening beneath arocky ledge which bordered the beach.

"A cavel" exclaimed Joe and Frank together.

Intrigued, the five hurried along the beach for acloser look. Eagerly the Hardys and Chet peered inside
the entrance. Theinterior was damp, and the cave's walls were covered with green growth.

"Thisll be a perfect spot to ook for specimens,” Chet said. "Let'sgoin!”
The boys entered the cave. The girls, however, decided to stay outside.
"Too spooky-and crowded!" Callie declared. "lolaand | will sun ourselves while you boys explore.”

The Hardys and Chet could just about stand up in the low-ceilinged cave. Frank turned on his pocket
flashlight and pointed to an unusua yellow-green fungus on the right side of the cave. "Herésagood
sample of lichens, Chet."

Soon the boys were busy scraping various lichens off the rocks. Gradualy they moved deeper into the
cave. Frank halted in front of a pile of rocks at the rear.

"There ought to be some interesting specimens behind these stones,”" he said. "They look loose enough to



move."

Together, the three boys rolled some of the rocks to one side. To their great surprise, the stones had
concedled another dark hole.

"Hey! Thislookslikeatunnd!™

Excitedly Joe poked hisflashlight into the opening. In its beam they could see that the hole appeared to
extend into the side of the bank.

"Let's see where the tunnel goes!™ Joe urged.

"Okay," Frank agreed eagerly. "WEell have to move more of these rocks before we can climb through. |
wonder who put them here and why."

Rapidly the boys pushed rocks aside until the narrow tunnel entrance was completely exposed. Joe
crawled infirg, then Frank.

Chet tried to squeeze his bulky form through the space but quickly backed out. "It'stoo tight for me," he
groaned. "I'll stay here and collect more specimens. Anyhow, I'll bet some animal made the tunndl and it
doesn't lead anywhere."

"I'm sure no animd did this" Joe cdled back, aming hisflashlight & the earthen walls of the tunnel. "L ook
how hard-packed the sdes are-asif dug out by ashove,"

Frank was of the same opinion. He pointed to rough-hewn wooden stakes placed at intervals along the
sdes and acrossthe ceiling. "I wonder who put those supports here-and when.”

The Hardys crawled ahead carefully. There was just room in the passageway for anormal-sized person
to get through.

Presently Joe called back to his brother, "L ook ahead! | can see asharp bend to theright. Let's keep
going.”

Frank was about to reply when the brothers were startled by agirl's scream from outside.
"That's Cdlie" Frank exclamed. " Something'swrong!"

CHAPTER VII
Sleuthing by Microscope

FRANK and Joe scrambled through the tunnel and out of the cave. They found Chet and the girls Staring
a an arrow embedded in the sandy beach.

"It-it dmost hit us," lolaquavered. Cdlie, who was white-faced with fear, nodded.

Joewasfurious. "Whoever shot it shouldn't be allowed to use such a dangerous wegpon!” he burst out.
"That's ahunting arrow-it could have caused seriousinjury.”



Chet gulped. "M-maybe the Indians haven't | eft here, after dl,” he said, trying to hide his nervousness,
Joe turned to dash off into the woods to search for the bowman.

"Wait!" Frank called. He had pulled the arrow from the sand. " This was done deliberately,” he
announced grimly, holding the arrow up for al of them to see. Attached to the shaft just below the
featherswas atiny piece of paper. It had been fastened on with adhesive tape.

Frank unrolled the paper and read the printed message doud: " 'Danger. Hardys beware." "

Chet and the girls shuddered and looked around fearfully, as though they expected to see the bowman
behind them. "Y ou boys areinvolved in anew mystery!" Cdlie exclamed. ™Y our own or your father's?"

Frank and Joe exchanged glances. It certainly seemed as though they were involved, but they had no
way of knowing which case. Did it involve the counterfeit money? Or wasit the case their father could
not divulge?

"A warning did cometo Dad," Frank admitted. "This one obvioudy was meant for Joe and me. Whoever
shot the arrow trailed us here.”

Joe frowned. "I wonder if the same person sent both warnings.”

" dtill think Ken Blake could give usaclue," Frank said. "But we must remember that anybody could
have taken the bike from the storage place under the mill."

Frank pocketed the latest warning, then the five searched quickly for any lead to the bowman. They
found none. When the group returned to the beach, Joe looked at the sky. "Werein for astorm-and not
one of ushasaraincoat." The bright summer sun had disappeared behind towering banks of cumulus
clouds. Therewere rumbles of heavy thunder, followed by vivid flashes of lightning. The air had become
humid and oppressive.

"Let'sget out of here!” Chet urged. "Thisisn't apicnic any more!”

The young people hastened through the woods and up the road to Chet'sjdopy. Asthey drove off, rain
began coming down in torrents. The sky grew blacker.

Cdlieshivered. "It seems so0 Snister-after that awful arrow.”

Chet dropped his sigter off at the Morton farm and at the same time picked up his new microscope. He
begged to try out the instrument on both warning notes and the Hardys smilingly agreed, dthough they
had an up-to-date moddl of their own.

By the time they had said good-by to Callie a her house, and Chet had driven the Queen into the
Hardys driveway, the storm had ended. The sun shone brightly again.

Immediately the three boys went to the [aboratory over the garage. Here Frank carefully dusted the
arrow and the second warning note for prints. He blew the powder away, and Joe and Chet looked over
his shoulder as he peered through the magnifying glass.

"Nothing. Same asthe warning to Dad. The person no doubt wore gloves."
"Now to compare this paper to thefirst note," Joe said.

"Right," his brother agreed, "Y ou have the combination to the cabinet in Dad's sudy. Chet and | will rig
up his microscope while you get the note from thefile.”



Frank and Chet focused and adjusted the microscope, making sure it waslevel on the table. They
plugged in theilluminator and checked to seethat it did not provide too dazzling a reflection. When Joe
returned, Chet took the two pieces of paper and fitted them side by side under the clips on the base.

"Okay. Want to take alook, fellows?"
Frank, then Joe, studied both papers. "The qudity and texture are definitely the same,” Frank observed.

Next, he lifted the second note from under the clips and dowly moved the paper back and forth under
thelenses.

"A watermark!" he exclaimed, stepping back so the others could look at the small, faint imprint.

"Sureid!" said Joe. "A five-pointed star. This could be avauable clue! We can try to track down exactly
where this paper came from."

"And dsothearrow,” said Chet. "I'll make the rounds of sport storesin town."
"Swell, Chet. Thanks," Frank said.
After their friend had | eft, the Hardys consulted the classified directory for paper manufacturers.

They made severd calswithout any luck. Finally they learned that the Quality Paper Company in
Bridgeport manufactured paper bearing the five-pointed star watermark. The brotherswanted to go at
onceto get moreinformation, but realized this errand would have to wait.

"Dad will be home soon,” Frank reminded his brother. "We don't want to miss our surprise!”
"Right, And I'd liketo tell him about the warning on the arrow."

When Chet returned from around of the sports shops, hewas glum. "I wasn't much help," hesaid. "The
arrow isn't new, and al the stores | checked told me it was a standard model that could be purchased at
any sports shop in the country.”

"Never mind, Chet," said Frank. "At least giving your microscope atria run helped usto spot the
watermark on the second warning note. We've located a company that manufactures paper with the star
watermark.”

Chet'sface brightened. "L et me know if you find out anything e se," he said, packing up his microscope.
"I guess!'ll take off-and do some nature study for a change.”

After he had driven off, Frank and Joe walked to the house. Their minds once more turned to the
surprise Mr. Hardy had for them.

"Wouldn' it beterrific if-" Joe said to Frank excitedly. "Do you think it is?"
"I'mjust hoping." Frank grinned.

Just then anewsboy ddivered the evening newspaper. The brothers entered the house and went into the
living room. Frank scanned the front page and pointed out an item about new troublein an Indiana
electronicsplant.

"That's where an explosion took place a couple of months ago,” Joe remarked. " Sabotage, the
investigators decided.”



"And beforethat,” Frank added, "the same thing happened at arocket research lab in Cdifornia. Another
unsolved case.”

"Seems admost like achan reaction," Frank remarked.

Any mystery appedled to the boys, but they did not have much chance to discussthis one. The telephone
rang. Aunt Gertrude, after taking the cal, burst into the living room. From the look on her face Frank and
Joe could tell shewasindignant, and at the sametime, frightened.

"What's the matter, Aunty?"' Joe asked.

"Morethreats-that'sdl!" she cried out. "Thistime by telephone. A man's voice-he sounded
sniger-horrible!”

Mrs. Hardy cameinto the living room at that moment. "What did he say, Gertrude?" she asked.

Aunt Gertrude took a deep breath in an effort to calm down. " 'Hardy and his sons are playing with fire,"
theman said. They'll get burned if they don't lay off thiscase™ Miss Hardy sniffed. "I don't know what
case he meant. What kind of danger are you boys mixed up in now?"

Frank and Joe smiled wryly. "Aunt Gertrude,” Frank replied, "weredly don't know. But please try not to
worry," he begged her and his mother. "Y ou know that Dad and the two of uswill be careful.”

When Mr. Hardy came home alittlelater, hisfamily told him about the threatening telephone cal. The
boys, however, did not mention the arrow warning in the presence of their mother and Aunt Gertrude.
They knew it would only add to their concern.

Mr. Hardy was as puzzled as hissons. "It'safunny thing," he said. "At this point it'simpossbleto tell
which 'case the personisreferring to. If | knew, it might shed light on either one.”

The detective grinned and changed the subject. "Right now, | want you al to comefor adrive and havea
look at the boys surprise.”

"Swdl!" Frank and Joe exclaimed in unison.

While Aunt Gertrude and Mrs. Hardy were getting ready, Frank and Joe went out to the car with their
father. Quickly the boys related their afternoon's experience, concluding with the arrow incident.

The detective looked grim. "Whoever isresponsible for these warningsis certainly keeping closetabson
LBIll

Mr. Hardy and his sons speculated for afew minutes on the fact that the pedal found in front of the house
apparently had belonged to Ken's bike.

"I think Joe and | should go back tonight to the place where we had the picnic,” Frank told hisfather. "In
the darknesswell have a better chance to deuth without being seen. And there might be some clue we
missed this afternoon.”

"| supposeyou'reright,” agreed hisfather. "But be cautious.”

As Aunt Gertrude and Mrs. Hardy came out of the house, conversation about the mystery ceased.
Everyone climbed into the sedan and Mr. Hardy drove off. Frank and Joe, seated dongside him, werein
adtate of risng suspense. Was the surprise the one thing they wanted most of all?



CHAPTER VIII
The Strange Mill Wheel

A FEW minutes later Mr. Hardy was driving aong the Bayport waterfront.
"Isthe surprise here, Dad?" Joe asked excitedly.
"That'sright.”

Mr. Hardy drove to a boathouse at the far end of the dock area and parked. He then invited the others
to follow him. He walked to the door of a boathouse and unfastened the padlock.

Frank and Joe held their breaths as Mr. Hardy swung back the door. For amoment they stared inside,
speechlesswith delight. Finally Joe burst out, "Exactly what we had hoped for, Dad!" and put an arm
affectionatdly around hisfather.

"What abeauty!" Frank exclaimed and wrung Mr. Hardy's hand.

Rocking between the pileslay adeek, completely equipped motorboat. It nudged gently against clean
white fenders as the waves from the bay worked their way under the boathouse door.

The boys mother exclaimed in ddlight, and even Aunt Gertrude was duly impressed by the handsome
craft.

"Thisisthe same mode we saw at the boat show," Joe said admiringly. "1 never thought we'd own one."
"She even has the name we picked out,” Frank observed excitedly. "The Seuth!”

Shiny brass | etters were fitted on the bow of the boat, with the port of registry, Bayport, underneath
them.

Mr. Hardy and hiswife beamed as their sonswalked up and down, praising every detail of the graceful
new craft. It could seat Six people comfortably. The polished fore and aft decks carried gleaming anchor
fittings, and the rubbing strakes were painted white. The Sleuth seemed to be waiting to be taken for a
run!

"May wetry her out now, Dad?" Joe asked.
"Of course. She'sfudled up.”

Aunt Gertrude shook her head. "The Sleuth's an attractive boat, dl right. But don't you two start doing
any crazy stuntsinit," she cautioned her nephews. "And be back for supper.”

When the adults had left, Frank and Joe climbed aboard and soon had the Seuth gliding into the bay.
The boys had no difficulty operating the motorboat. They had gained experience running their friend Tony
Prito's boat, the Napoli, which had similar controls.

Taking turns at the whedl, the brothers ran the boat up and down the bay. "Terrific!" Joe shouted.



Frank grinned. "Am | glad we stuck to our agreement with Dad, and saved up to help buy this"

For some time the boys had been putting money toward aboat of their own into a specia bank account.
Mr. Hardy had promised that when the account reached a certain sum, he would make up the necessary
balance.

Now, asthe Sleuth knifed through the water, Frank and Joe admired the way the stern sat down in the
water when the boat gathered speed. Joe was impressed with the turning circle and the fact that no
matter how sharp the twist, none of the spume sprayed into the cockpit.

"Wait until Tony and Chet seethid" Joe exclaimed, when they were pulling back toward the boathouse.

"Speaking of Tony-thereheis" Frank said. Their dark-haired classmate was standing on the dock,
shouting and waving to them.

Joe, who was at the whed, brought the Seuth neatly dongsde. He turned off the engine as Tony rushed
up.

"Dont tel methis dreamboat isyours?' he demanded in amazement.
"Nothing but," Joe said proudly.

Tony and the brothersingpected the boat carefully, comparing her various features with the Napoli, They
lifted the battens from the Sleuth's cowling and admired the powerful motor underneath.

"She'snest dl right,” said Tony. "But I'll till promise you a stiff race in the Ngpoli!”
"WEell take you up on it after the Seuth'sbrokenin," Joe returned, laughing.

Tony became serious. " Say, fellows, something happened today in connection with my dad's business
that | want to tell you about. Y our mother said you were down here," he explained.

"What's up?' Frank asked.

Tony'sfather was abuilding contractor and aso had a construction supply yard where Tony worked
during the summer. "Today | went to the bank, just beforeit closed, to deposit the cash and checkswe
took in thisweek," he said. "Theteller discovered that one of the billswas a counterfeit!"

"A twenty-dollar bill?" Frank guessed.
"Yes. How'd you know?'

The Hardysrelated Chet's experience. Tony's dark brows drew together. "I'd like to get my hands on the
guy making the tuff!" he said angrily.

"So would we!" Joe stated.

The Hardys learned that the head teller had told Tony he would make areport to the Bayport police and
turn the bill over to the Secret Service, "Did he explain how he could tell that the bill was afake?' Frank
asked.

"Yes," replied Tony, and from his description, the Hardys were sure that the bill had come from the same
batch as the one passed to Chet.

"Think back, Tony," Frank urged. "Have you any ideawho gaveit to you-or your father?'



Tony looked doubtful. "Three days trade- pretty hard to remember. Of course, we know most of the
customers. | did ask Mike, our yardman, who helpswith sales. He mentioned one purchaser he didn't
know."

Frank, eager for any possible lead, carefully questioned Tony. The Hardys learned that three days
before, just at closing time, afaded green panel truck had driven into the Prito supply yard. "Mike
remembers there were no markings on the truck-as if the name might have been painted out.”

"Whowasin it?" Joe prompted.

"A young boy-about fourteen-was with the driver, Mike says they bought about fifty dollars worth of old
bricks and lumber. The boy paid him in assorted bills. One was atwenty. Our other cash customers had
givensmdler bills"

"Wheat did the driver ook like?' Frank probed.

"Mike said he didn't notice-the fellow stayed behind the whed . There was alast-minute rush a the yard,
so the boy and Mike piled the stuff into the back of the truck. Then the driver gave the boy money to pay
thehill."

Frank and Joe wondered the same thing: Had the man driving the truck passed the bogus bill
ddiberately? If S0, was he the one who had fooled Chet? "1t seems funny he'd go to so much trouble to
dump one phony twenty-dollar bill," Joe said.

Frank agreed and added, "Besides, what would a person in league with counterfeiters want with a pile of
old bricks and lumber?’

Heturned to Tony. "Did Mike notice anything in particular about the boy?*
"Hewastal and thin. Mike thinks he was wearing a striped shirt.”

Frank and Joe exchanged glances. "Could be Ken Blake!" Joe declared. Briefly, the Hardys explained
their first encounter with the boy.

"He might have been helping pick up the load for Elekton,” Frank reasoned. "But why would amodern
plant want secondhand building materid? And why wouldn't they have the purchase billed to them?”

"What'smore," hisbrother put in, "why didn't the driver get out and help with the loading? Unless,
perhaps, he wanted to stay out of sight as much as possible.”

"Too bad Mike didn't notice the truck’s license number,” Tony said. "Naturdly he had no reason to at the
time"

"Was there anything unusua about the truck besidesthe fact it wasn't marked?' Frank asked his chum.

Tony thought for amoment. "Mike did say there was abike in the back. He had to move it out of the
way."

"Kenridesong" Joeremarked.

"Well, Dad will be glad if you two pick up any cluesto these counterfeiters,” Tony said. "He's hopping
mad at being cheated, and Mike fedls sore about it."

"Well keep our eyes open for that green truck," Frank assured him. "The whole business sounds
suspicious-though the bill could have been passed accidentdly.”



"Let's question Ken Blake," Joe proposed.

He and his brother housed the Sleuth, and the three boys started homeward. On the way they continued
to speculate on the counterfeiting racket.

"Let meknow if | can help you detectives," Tony said as he turned into his street.
"Will do."

That evening, when it grew dark, Frank and Joe told their mother and aunt that they were going out to do
some investigating. Before they |€eft, the boys had a chance to speek to their father in private about Tony's
report of the counterfet bill and green truck and their own hunches.

Mr. Hardy agreed that the purchase of lumber and bricks seemed odd, but he felt that until more positive
evidence could be obtained, it was best not to approach Elekton officias on the matter.

"l guessyou'reright, Dad," said Frank. "We might be way off base.”

The detective wished them luck on their deuthing mission. The boys decided to makethetripinthe
Seuth. They rode their motorcycles down to the boathouse, parked them, then climbed aboard the new
boat. Joe took the wheel and soon the deek craft was cutting across the bay toward the mouth of Willow
River.

When they entered it, Joe throttled down and carefully navigated the stream. Meanwhile, Frank shone his
flashlight on the wooded banks.

"Theresthe cave-ahead!" he whispered.

Joe ran the boat astern afew yards and Frank dropped anchor. The brothers waded ashore, carrying
their shoes and socks.

When they reached the mouth of the cave, Joe said, "L et'sinvestigate this placefirst.”

They went into the cave and moved forward to the tunnel. One glance told them that the tunnel had
become impassable-it was filled with water.

"Must have been the cloudburg," said Frank, asthey emerged from the cave. "Well have to wait until the
ground dries out. At least we can take alook through the woods and the area around the mill for cluesto
the bowman.”

Shidding the lenses of their flashlights, so that the light beamswould not be easily detected by anyone
lurking in the vicinity, the boys began a thorough search of the wooded section. Asthey worked their
way noiselesdy uphill among the trees, the only sound was the eerie ratitling the wind made in the leaves
and branches.

Frank and Joe shone their lights beneath shrubs and rocks, and even crawled under some falen trees.
They found nothing suspicious. They were approaching the edge of the woods and could see the outline
of the mill beyond. The old whed creaked and rumbled.

Suddenly Frank whispered hoarsely, "L ook! Here's something!™
Joe joined his brother, and together they examined the leather object Frank had picked up.

"An archer'sfinger guard,” hesaid.



"It may be avauable clueto the arrow warning,” Joe said, as Frank pocketed the guard. "Let'sgo up to
themill," he proposed. "Maybe the men there have seen something suspicious.”

Asthe boys crossed the clearing toward the gatehouse, they saw that it was in darkness.
"Probably everyone has gone to bed," Frank remarked.

For amoment the brothers stood wondering what to do next. "Something'smissing,” Joesaidina
puzzled voice. "I haveit! Themill whed has stopped turning.”

"Maybeit was switched off for the night,” Frank observed.
The boys were eager to question the occupants, but decided not to awaken them.
"Let'swalk around the mill," said Frank, "and look through the woods on the other side.”

The boys had just passed the north corner of the building when, with a creaking groan, the whed started
toturn agan.

"There must be something wrong with the mechanism,” Frank deduced. "The whed hasn't been used for
S0 many years that adapting it to work the generator may have put agtrain oniit.”

"Wed better let the men know it's acting up,” Joe said.
The boys retraced their stepsto the mill door. Asthey reached it, the whedl stopped turning.

Frank and Joe stood staring off to their left where the mass of the motionless whed was outlined against
the night sky.

"Spooky, isn't it?" Joe commented.

Frank nodded, and knocked on the door. There was no response. After ashort wait, he knocked
again-louder thistime. The sound echoed in the deep silence of the night. Still no one answered.

The Hardys waited awhile longer. Findly they turned away. "Must be sound deepers,” Joe commented.
"Well, maybe they'll discover what's wrong tomorrow."

Frank and Joe were about to resume their search for clueswhen they heard aloud crashing noise from
the woods which bordered Willow River.

The boys dashed ahead to investigate. Entering the woods, they made their way stedthily forward,
flashlights turned off. Silently they drew near theriver.

After afew minutes they stopped, and listened intently. The sound was not repested.
"Must have been an animd,” Joe whispered.

Just then they heard arustling sound behind them and turned to look. The next instant each received a
terrific blow on the back of the head. Both boys blacked out.

CHAPTER IX



Tracing a Slugger

WHEN Frank regained consciousness, hisfirst thought was of his brother. He turned his throbbing head
and saw that Joe was lying next to him.

"Joel" he exclamed anxioudy.
To hisrdlief, Joe stirred and mumbled, "W-what happened?’
"'Someone conked us on the head-"

Frank broke off as he became aware of a gentle rocking motion. He sat up. Was he till dizzy or were
they moving? When hismind and vison cleared, he knew they were certainly moving.

"Hey!" hesaid. "Weére on the Seuth!”

Astonished, Joe raised himsalf and looked around. They were indeed aboard their boat- lying on the
foredeck and dowly drifting down Willow River toward the bay. The anchor lay beside them.

"A fog'srollingin,” Frank said uneasily, observing white swirls of mist ahead. "Let's sart ‘er up before
vishility gelsworse"

The boyswriggled into the cockpit and Joe pressed the starter. It would not catch. While Joe stayed at
the controls, Frank climbed to the foredeck and lifted the cowling from the engine. He quickly checked
to seeif the digtributor wireswerein place. They were. There did not seem to be anything visbly wrong
with the engine, but when helifted the top off the carburetor, he found it empty.

A quick check of the gastank revealed the cause of the trouble. The tank had been drained.
"Finemesswerein,” he mumbled. "What was the idea?'

"“The man who hit us on the head can answer that one,”" Joe said bitterly. "He sure did acomplete
job-even took both the oars!"

"Well haveto tow her," Frank said tersely, "to make more speed and guide her,"
While Joe stripped to his shorts, Frank quickly led a painter through one of the foredeck fair-leads.

"Takethis painter,” Frank said, handing Joe the rope. "Make it fast around your shoulder and swim
graight ahead. I'll unhinge one of the battens and use it as a paddle and try to keep her straight. In afew
minutesI'll change placeswith you.”

The Hardys knew that keeping a dead weight like the Seuth moving in agtraight line would be atough
job. However, with Joe swimming ahead and Frank wielding the batten, they managed to makefairly

steady progress.

It was dow, backbreaking work, and before they reached the bay, the boys had changed placesthree
times. Their heads were pounding more than ever from the physical strain. Also, the fog had grown so
densethat it was impossible to see very far ahead.

Frank, who was taking histurn in the water, did not know how much longer he could go on.

Suddenly Joe shouted from the boat, "Theresalight! Help! Help! Ahoy! Over herel™ he directed at the
top of hislungs.



Gradudly the light approached them. Frank clambered back into the Sleuth as a Harbor Police boet,
making its scheduled rounds, pulled dongside.

"You'rejust intime!" Frank gasped to the sergeant in charge. "We're exhausted.”
"I can seethat. Y ou run out of gas?' the police officer asked.

"Worse than that. Foul play," Frank replied.

"Tough luck," the sergeant said. "Y ou can tdll your story when we get to town."

The officer gave ordersto his crew, and atow-line was put on the Sleuth. The boys were given blankets
to throw around themsdlves.

When the two crafts reached the Harbor Police pier, the boys went insde and gave afull account of
what had happened to them and asked that the report be relayed to Chief Collig.

"WEell give you somegas,” said the sergeant who had rescued the boys. " Then do you think you can
make it home aone?"

"Y es, thank you."

A half hour later the boys, tired and disappointed, cycled home. Their mother and aunt gasped with
dismay at the sight of the weary boysin the water-sodden clothing. Joe and Frank, however, made light
of the evening's experience.

"Weran out of gas," Joe explained, "and had to swim back with the Seuth”

Aunt Gertrude sniffed skepticdly. "Humph! 1t must have been some long rideto use up dl that fud!" She
hustled off to make hot chocolate.

Mrs. Hardy told the boys that their father had | eft the house an hour before and would be away overnight
working on his case. Again Frank and Joe wondered about it. And did the attack tonight have any
connection with either case?

After ahot bath and a good night's deep, Frank and Joe were eager to continue their search for cluesto
the bowman, the counterfeiters, and the writer of the first warning noteto Mr. Hardy.

Breakfast over, Frank and Joe went to the lab and dusted the archer's finger guard. To the brothers
delight they lifted one clear print.

"Well takethisto Chief Collig on our way to the paper company in Bridgeport,” Frank decided.

Just before they |eft, Chet telephoned. "Guess what!" he said to Frank, who answered. "'l have an
appointment at Elekton to see about ajob!”

"How'd you do it?" Frank asked, amazed. "Y ou surework fast."

Chet laughed. "I decided to telephone on my own," he explained. "The man in the personnd office told
me there might be something available on a part-time bas's. How about that?"

"Swdl," Frank said. "The vacancy must have come up since yesterday."

"Funny thing," Chet added, "The personnel manager asked meif 1'd applied before. | said No, though the
guard had phoned about me yesterday. The manager said he didn't remember this, but that somebody



eseinthe office might have taken the call.”

Chet became more and more excited as he talked about the prospect of getting ajob in the Elekton
laboratory. "I'm going to make alot of money and-"

"Don't get your hopes up too high," Frank cautioned hisfriend. "Elekton is such atop-secret outfit they
might not hire anyone on a part-time basisfor lab work. But you might get something else.”

"Well see)" Chet replied optimitically.

"Joe and | have something specid to show you," Frank told him. "After you have your interview, meet us
at the north end of the Bayport waterfront.”

Chet begged to know why, but Frank kept the news about the Seuth a secret, "Y ou'll see soon enough,”
hesad.

"Okay, then. Solong!"

The Hardys hopped on their motorcycles and rode to police headquarters. They talked to Chief Calligin
detail about the attack on them, and |eft the bowman's fingerprint for him to trace.

"Good work, boys," hesaid. "I'll let you know whét | find out.”

Frank and Joe had decided not to mention to him the green truck and its possible connection with the
counterfeiters until they had more proof.

The boys mounted their motorcycles and rode to Bridgeport. They easily located the Quality Paper
Company, and inquired there for Mr. Evans, the sales manager, with whom they had talked the day
before.

When Frank and Joe entered his office and identified themsalves, Mr. Evanslooked at the brothers
curioudy. But he was most cooperative in answering their questions.

"No," Mr. Evanssaid, "we don't sell our star watermark paper to retail storesin thisvicinity. All our
purchasers are large industrial companies. Hereisalist." He handed a printed sheet across the desk to
Frank.

The boys were disappointed not to have obtained any individua's name. Nevertheless, Frank and Joe
read thelist carefully. Severd names, including Elekton Controls Limited, were familiar to them. The
warning note could have come from any one of thousands of employees of any of thefirms.

"| guessthere's no clue here to the man we want to locate,” Frank said to Mr. Evans.
The boys thanked him. Asthey started to leave, he called them back.

"Areyou boys, by any chance, related to Mr. Fenton Hardy?" he asked.

Joe, puzzled, nodded. "He's our father. Why?!

"Quiteacoincidence," Mr, Evanssaid. "Mr. Hardy was here alittle while ago.”

"Hewad" Frank exclaimed in surprise. The brothers exchanged glances, wondering what mission their
father had been on.

"Maybe | shouldn't have mentioned Mr. Hardy'svisit,” Mr. Evanssaid.



"That'sal right,” Joe assured him. "If Dad had wanted the visit kept secret, he would have told you.”

When the boys were outside again, Frank said, "I hope Dad will be home. I'd like to find out what
brought him here."

Frank and Joe rode directly home and were glad to see Mr. Hardy's sedan in the driveway. The boys
rushed into the house.

They found the detective in his study, talking on the telephone. The boys paused next to the partly open
door.

". .. the same eight-and-one pattern, | believe," their father wassaying. . . . "YesI'll bethere. . ..
Good-by."

Frank knocked and the boys entered the room. Mr. Hardy greeted them warmly. He was Startled when
Joetold him, "We know where you've been this morning, Dad."

"Were you two shadowing me?' the detective joked.
"Not exactly." Frank grinned, and explained why they had visited the Quality Paper Company.
"Good idea," said the detective. "Did you learn anything?'

"No," Joereplied glumly, then asked suddenly, "Dad, did you go to Quality Paper in connection with the
warning note on the arrow?"

Mr. Hardy admitted that he had gone there to investigate the watermark. "1 believe| did find aclueto
confirm asuspicion of mine. But I'm not sure yet whereit will lead.”

The boys sensed that their father's trip had been linked to his secret case. "If it wasto help uson the
counterfeiting mystery, held say so," Frank thought. " And he hasn't mentioned Elekton, so | guess he
doesn't suspect any of that company's employees.”

Mr. Hardy changed the subject. He looked at his sons quizzically. "What's this| hear from Aunt Gertrude
about you boys coming home last night half dead?!

The boys explained, omitting none of the details. "We didn't want to darm Mother and Aunt Gertrude,"
Frank said, "so we didn't tell them about the attack.”

Mr. Hardy looked grim and warned his sons gravely to be extra cautious.
"There's one bright spot,” he added. "The print you found on that finger guard. It could be abig break.”

During lunch the detective was unusualy preoccupied. The boystried to draw him out by questionsand
deductions about the counterfeiting case. Hewould say very little, however, and seemed to be
concentrating on aknotty problem.

A little later the boys rode their motorcycles straight to the boathouse and parked at the street end of the
jetty. "Chet ought to show up soon,” Joe remarked.

Asthe brothers wal ked toward the boathouse Frank commented on his father's preoccupation during
luncheon.

"I have ahunch Dad's assgnment is even tougher than usud,” he confided. "1 wish we could help him on
it



Frank seemed to be only haf listening and nodded absently.

"What's the matter with you?' Joe laughed. "I'm talking to mysdlf!"

Suddenly Frank stopped. He grasped his brother'sarm firmly.

"Joel" he said. "We may have found aclue in Bridgeport this morning, and didn't redizeit!"

CHAPTER X

The Sign of the Arrow

"WHAT clue do you mean, Frank?"' Joe demanded eagerly.
"Elekton's name was on that list Mr. Evans showed usthismorning.”
"Yes, | know. But Dad didn't seem excited over that."

"Wadl, I am," Frank said. "Put two and two together. Every time we've been near the Elekton area,
something has happened. Firgt, the warning on the arrow, then the attack last night.”

"Of coursel” Joe said. "'l get you! Someone who has access to the company's paper supply could have
sent the warnings, and knocked us out. But who? An employee of Elekton?"

"That'sthe mystery," said Frank. "Isthe person trying to get at Dad through us? And which of the cases
isthis mysterious person connected with '-the counterfeit case or Dad's secret one?”

"Then theresthe bike," Joe recaled. " Someone from the company easily could have taken it from the
storage area under the mill at night when the guard and mai ntenance man were inside the gatehouse.”

"Joe," sald Frank dowly, "we're theorizing on the case having a connection with Elekton. Do you think
Dad is, too, even though he didn't tell us? The Elekton name may have been the clue he found at Qudity

Paper!”

Joe snapped hisfingers. "My guessisthat Dad is doing some detective work for Elekton! That would
explain why he can't say anything. Elekton is doing top-secret space misslework."

"It'spossible,” Frank speculated, "that Elekton retained Dad because of the chain of sabotage actsin
plants handling smilar jobs for the government.”

"Soundslogicd," Joe agreed. "l guess Dad's main assignment would be to ward off sabotage at Elekton.
No wonder heis so anxiousto find out who sent the warnings.”

Just then Chet arrived in the Queen and leaped out.

"l have ajob!" he announced to Frank and Joe. Then he looked a bit sheepish. "It's-er-in the cafeteria,
serving behind the food counter. The cafeteriais run on a concession basis, and the people working there
aren't as carefully screened asthe plant employees.”

Joe grinned. "It's not very scientific, but think of thefood! Y ou'll be able to eat anything you want."



Chet sighed, and did not respond with one of hisusua humorous comebacks. A worried expression
spread over hisface. He shifted from one foot to the other.

"What's on your mind?" Joe prodded. "Not nervous about the job, are you?"

Chet shook his head. He dug into his pocket and pulled out a piece of white paper. "1 am nervous about
this-another warning note! 1t was on the seat of my car when | came out after the job interview.” He
handed the note to Frank.

Unfolding it, Frank read doud, " 'Y ou and your paswatch out!" " There was no Sgnature on the boldly
printed note, but at the bottom was the crude drawing of an arrow.

Chet gulped. "Must be that arrow shooter. He's keeping tabs on al of usl" he said.
Frank and Joe studied the note intently for aminute, then Frank asked Chet, "Where did you park?’

"Near the front entrance. The guard at the mill told meto go in that way to reach the personnd office."
Chet smiled faintly. "Boy, was he surprised when | told him | had an appointment.”

The Hardys were more convinced than ever that their unknown enemy must somehow be linked with the
Elekton company. "Well compare this note with the others,” Frank said. "Buit first, Chet, well show you
something to cheer you up.”

The brothersled their friend into the boat-house. " Feast your eyes!” Joe grinned. "Thisisour surprise.”
Chet gasped when he saw the Sleuth. "Wow! She'sredly yours?'
"Y ou bet! How about aride?'

Eagerly Chet accepted. Asthe Hardys refueled from the boathouse tank, they told Chet about the
adventure they had had the previous night.

"Y ou suspect there's a connection between somebody at Elekton and the counterfeiting?' Chet guessed.
"That'sright,” Frank replied.

He then told Chet about the Pritos having received a counterfait bill, "Wethink," said Joe, "the boy inthe
pand truck who gave Mike the counterfeit twenty might have been Ken Blake,"

"Ken Blakeagain," Chet commented. "Funny how he keegpsturning up.”

The Hardys agreed. As Frank steered the Seuth into the bay, Joe suggested, "L et'srun up Willow River
to themill. That'll give you agood chance to see how the boat rides, Chet, and also we can stop to
guestion the guard and maintenance man, and Ken Blake. They might have seen some suspicious people
inthearea"

"I should've known thiswould turn into adeuthing trip." Chet sghed. "Oh, wdll, I'm with you if we can
learn anything about the counterfeiters.”

When Frank had the Seuth well away from shore and out of the path of other craft on the bay, he
pushed the throttle for more speed and steered the boat toward the mouth of the river.

The Seuth responded like athoroughbred. The stern sat back in the water and in a second it was planing
wide open across the bay.



"How do you like this?' Frank called from the cockpit.
"Terrific!" Chet ydled back enthusagticaly.

Frank now swung the wheedl back and forth to show hisfriend how stable the boat was. Then he said,
" Joe, take the whed and show Chet your stuff!”

The brothers changed places and Joe made awide circle to port, with the Seeuth hedling beautifully. Then
he headed for the river's narrow mouith.

"Better dow down!" Frank warned him.

Obediently Joe began to ease the throttle. The Sleuth did not respond! And there was no lessening of the
roar of theengine.

Quickly Joe turned the throttle al the way back. Still there was no decrease in speed.

"Something'swrong!" he shouted. "I can't dow her down!™

CHAPTER XI

Sinister Tactics
"WHAT do you mean you can't dow down?' Chet yelled. "Turn off the engine!"
"Joe cant,” Frank said grimly. "He hasthe throttle to off position and were till traveling at full speed.”

There was no choice for Joe but to swing the Sleuth into another wide, sweeping turn. It would have
been foolhardy to enter the river at such speed, and Joe knew that under the circumstances he needed
lots of room to maneuver. The motorboat zoomed back into the middle of the bay. It seemed to the boys
that suddenly there was tar more traffic on the bay than there had been before.

"Look out!" Chet yelled. Joe just missed a high-speed runaboui.

Heturned and twisted to avoid the small pleasure boats. The young pilot was more worried about
endangering these people than he was about colliding with the larger vessels, which were commercia
craft.

"Keep her as straight asyou can!™ Frank shouted to Joe. "I'll take alook at the engine and seewhat | can
dowithit."

Frank stood up and leaned forward to open the cowling in front of the dashboard, as the boat leaped
acrossthe wavesin the bay.

"Watch out!" Chet yelled, as Frank dmost lost his balance.

Joe had made a sharp turn to avoid cutting in front of arowboat containing aman and severa children.
Joe redlized that the wash of the speeding Seuth might upset it.

"If those people are thrown overboard,” he thought, "well have to rescue them. But how?' Fortunately,



the boat did not overturn.

Frank quickly lifted the cowling from the engine and stepped into the pit. He knew he could open the fuel
intake and sphon off the gasinto the bay, but thiswould take too long.

"I'll have to stop the boat-right now!" he decided.

Frank reached down beside the roaring engine and pulled three wires away from the distributor. Instantly
the engine died, and Frank stood up just as Joe made another sharp turn to miss hitting a smal outboard
motorboat that had wandered acrosstheir path.

"Good night!" Chet cried out. "That was aclose one!"

Even with the Sleuth's reduction in speed, the other boat rocked violently back and forth asit was caught
in the wash. Frank grasped the gunwale, ready to leap over the side and rescue the man if his boat
overturned.

But the smaller craft had been pulled around to face the wash. Though it bounced amost out of the
water, the boat quickly resumed an even kedl.

Thelone maninit kept coming toward the Seuth. As he drew adongside, he began to wave hisarms and
shout at the boys.

"What's the matter with you young fools?' he ydled. "Y ou shouldn't be allowed to operate a boat until
you learn how to run one.”

"We couldn't-" Joe started to say when the man interrupted.
"Y ou should have more respect for other peopl€e's safety!™

Frank finally managed to explain. "It was an accident. The throttle was jammed open. | had to pull the
wires out of the distributor to stop her."

By thistime the outboard was close enough for its pilot to look over the Seuth's Side and into the engine
housing where Frank was pointing at the distributor.

The man quickly calmed down. "Sorry, boys," he said. "There are o many fools running around in
high-powered boats these days, without knowing anything about the rules of navigation, | just got good
and mad at your performance.”

"I don't blame you, Sir," said Joe. Then he asked, "Do you think you could tow usinto the municipa dock
S0 that we can have repairs made?"

"Glad to," said the man.

At the dock, the Hardys and Chet watched while the serviceman checked the Seuth to find out the cause
of thetrouble. Presently he looked up at the boys with an odd expression.

"What's the trouble?' Frank asked. " Serious?"

The mechanic'sreply sartled them. "Thisisanew motorboat and no doubt wasin tiptop shape. But
somebody tampered with the throttle!

"What!" Joe demanded. "L et's see!”



The serviceman pointed out where a cotter pin had been removed from the throttle group. And the
tension spring which opened and closed the valve had been replaced with a bar to hold the throttle wide
open, onceit was pushed there.

The Hardys and Chet exchanged glances which meant: " The unknown enemy again?'

The boys, however, did not mention their suspicionsto the mechanic. Frank merely requested him to
make the necessary repairs on the Seuth. Then the trio walked back to the Hardys boat-house.

Severd fishermen were standing at anearby wharf. Frank and Joe asked them if they had seen anyone
near the boathouse.

"No," each onesaid.

The three boys inspected the boathouse. Frank scrutinized the hasp on the door. " The Sleuth must have
been tampered with while it wasinsgde. Unlessit was done last night while we were unconscious.”

Therewas no sign of the lock having been forced open, but near the edge of the loose hasp there were
faint scratches.

"Look!" Joe pointed. "Somebody tore the whole hasp off the door and then carefully put it back on.”

Frank looked grim. "I'm sure this was done by the same person who attacked uslast night, and sent us
thewarnings.

"You'reright," said Joe. "Thisiswhat Dad would call sinister tactics.”

Again both brothers wondered with which case their enemy was connected. There seemed to be no
answer to thistantalizing question which kept coming up again and again.

Chet drove the Queen back to the Hardys, and the brothers rode their motorcycles. When they reached
the house they went at once to the lab with the note Chet had found in his car.

They dusted it for fingerprints but were disgppointed again. There was not one trace of a print. The boys
found, however, that the paper was the same as that used for the previous warnings.

"Well," said Joe, " vote we go on out to the mill."

The boys went in the Queen. Chet had just brought his car to a stop on the dirt road when Joe called out,
"There's Ken Blake trimming the grass over by the millrace. Now's our chanceto talk to him."

The three jumped out. Ken looked up, stared for a second, then threw his clippersto the ground. To the
boys surprise, he turned and ran away from them, along the stream.

"Wait!" Frank yelled.

Ken looked over his shoulder, but kept on running. Suddenly he tripped and stumbled. For amoment the
boy teetered on the bank of the rushing stream. The next instant he lost his balance and fell headlong into
the water!

At once the Hardys and Chet dashed to the water's edge. Horrified, they saw that the force of the water
was carrying the boy, obvioudy apoor swimmer, straight toward the plunging falls!



CHAPTER XI|I

An Interrupted Chase

FRANK, quick aslightning, dashed to the mill-stream and plunged in after Ken Blake. The boy was
being pulled relentlesdy toward the waterfal. In another moment he would be swept over the brink of the
dam!

With strong strokes, Frank swam toward the struggling boy. Reaching out desperately, he managed to
grasp Ken's shirt.

Joejumped in to assist Frank. The two boys were buffeted by the rushing water but between them they
managed to drag Ken back from thefdls.

"Easy," Frank cautioned the frightened youth, "Rdax. Well haveyou out in ajiffy."

Despite the weight of their clothes, the Hardys, both proficient at lifesaving techniques, soon worked Ken
dose to the bank. Chet leaned over and helped haul him out of the water. Then Frank and Joe climbed
Out.

Totheir relief, Ken, though white-faced and panting from exhaustion, seemed to be dl right. The Hardys
flopped to the ground to catch their bregath.

"That was awhale of arescuel" Chet praised them.
"You bet!" Ken gasped weskly, 'Thanks, fellows! Y ou've saved my lifel”

"Inaway it wasour fault,” Joe replied ruefully. ™Y ou wouldn't have falenin if we hadn't come here. But
why did you run away when you saw us?'

Ken hesitated before answering. "Mr. Marke -the guard at the gatehouse-said you wanted to talk to me.
He warned me about talking to outsiders, because of the Strict security at Elekton.”

Joe nodded. "We understand, Ken. But," he added, "we have something important to ask you, and |
don't think you will be going against company rulesif you answer. Did anybody use your bike the night
before last to deliver amessage to our house?"

"Y our house?' Ken sounded surprised. "No. At least, not that | know of."
Joe went on, "Did you buy apedd in Bridgeport to replace the one missing from your bike?'

Ken again looked surprised. "Y es. It was gone yesterday morning when | cameto work. | suspected
someone must have used my bike and lost the pedd. When | couldn't find it around here, Mr. Markel
sent me to Bridgeport to buy anew one.”

It was on thetip of Frank's tongue to ask the boy i£ he had seen any person in the area of the mill
carrying abow and arrow. But suddenly Mr. Markd and the maintenance man came dashing from the
mill.

"What's going on here?' the guard demanded, staring at the Hardys and Ken, who were still dripping
Wwet.



Briefly, Frank told the men what had happened. They thanked the brotherswarmly for the rescue, and
the maintenance man hustled Ken into the mill for dry clothes. He did not invite the Hardysinside.

Frank and Joe turned to Mr. Markel, intending to question him. But before they could, a horn sounded
and a shabby green pand truck approached the plant gate.

The guard hurried over to admit the truck and it entered without stopping. Suddenly Joe grabbed Frank's
arm. "Hey! That truck's unmarked-it looks like the one Tony described.”

The brothers peered after the vehicle, but by thistime it was far into the grounds, and had turned out of
sght behind one of the buildings.

"I wonder," Joe said excitedly, "if the driver isthe man who gave the Pritos the counterfeit bill!"
The boys had noticed only that the driver wore acap pulled low and sat douched over the whed!.
"If thistruck's the same one, it may be connected with Elekton,” Frank said tersdly.

Both Hardys, though uncomfortably wet, decided to stay and see what they could find out. They hailed
Mr, Markd as he walked back from the Elekton gate.

"Doesthat truck belong to Elekton?" Frank asked him.
"No, it doesn't,” the guard answered.
"Do you know who does own it?" asked Joe.

Mr. Markel shook his head regretfully, " Sorry, boys. I'm afraid I'm not alowed to give out such
information. Excuse me, | have work to do." He turned and went back into the gatehouse.

"Comeon, fellows," Chet urged. "Y ou'd better not hang around in those wet clothes.”
The Hardys, however, were determined to stay long enough to question Ken Blake further, if possible.

"Hell probably be coming outside soon,” said Joe. "Frank and | can dry out on the beach by the cave. It
won't takelong in thishot sun.”

Chet sighed, "Okay. And | know what I'm supposed to do-wait here and watch for Ken."
Frank chuckled. "You'reamind reader.”
Chet took his post at the edge of the woods, and the Hardys hurried down to the river's edge.

They spread their dacks and shirts on the sun-warmed rocks. In a short while the clothing was dry
enough to put on.

"Say, maybe well have timeto investigate that tunnel before Chet callsus," Joe suggested eegerly.

He and Frank started for the cave, but a second later Chet came running through the woods toward
them.

"Ken came out, but he's gone on an errand,” he reported, and explained that the boy had rushed from the
mill dressed in oversize dungarees and ared shirt. "He wasriding off on his bike when | caught up to him.
| told Ken you wanted to see him, but he said he had to make afast trip downtown and deliver an
envelopeto the Parker Building.”



"WEell catch him there" Frank decided.

The three boys ran up the wooded 5 ope and jumped into the Queen. They kept on the main road to
Bayport, hoping to overtake Ken, but they did not passhim.

"He must have taken another route," Joe said.

At the Parker Building there were no parking spaces available, so Chet stopped hisjalopy long enough
to drop off Frank and Joe.

"I'll keep circling the block until you come out,” Chet called as he drove away.

Therewas no sign of Ken's bicycle outside the building. The Hardys rushed into the lobby and
immediately were met by afive-o'clock crowd of office workers streaming from the eevators. Frank and
Joe made their way through the throng, but saw no sign of Ken.

Joe had an idea. "Maybe he was making the ddlivery to Mr. Peters, the name | saw on the Manila
envelope picked up the other day. Let'sseeif Ken's il in hisoffice.”

The boys ran their eyes down the building directory, but Mr. Peterswas not listed. The brothers
guestioned the elevator starter, who replied that so far as he knew, no one by the name of Petershad an
officein the building.

Joe asked the Sarter, "Did you notice aboy wearing dungarees and a bright-red shirt in the lobby afew
minutes ago?"

"Sure," was the prompt reply. "Just before the five-o'clock rush started. | saw the boy comein and give
an envelope to aman waiting in the corner over there. The man took the envelope and they both Ieft right

away."
"l guess he must be Mr. Peters,” Frank said.
"Could be" the starter agreed. "1 didn't recognize him."

Asthe Hardys hurried outside, Joe said, "Well, we got crossed up on that one. Let's get back to the mill.
Kenwill haveto drop off the bike."

The brothers waited at the curb for Chet. In afew minutes the Queen pulled up. "All aboard!" Chet sang
out. "Any luck?'

"NO,"

When Frank told Chet they were returning to the mill, their good-natured friend nodded. "It's fortunate |
bought these sandwiches," he said, indicating a paper bag on the seat beside him. "'l had afedling we'd be
late to supper.”

Joe snapped hisfingers. "That reminds me. I'll stop and phone our families so they won't wait supper for
us"

After Joe had made the calls and they were on their way again, he told Frank and Chet that Mr. Hardy
had |eft amessage saying he would not be home until after ten o'clock.

Asthe Queen went down the sSide road past the Elekton buildings, Frank thought, "'If Dad isworking for
Elekton, he might be somewherein the plant right thisminute.”



The same possibility was running through Joe's mind. "Wonder if Dad is expecting abreak in his secret
case."

As Chet neared the turn into the mill road, a green truck zoomed out directly in front of the Queen. Chet
jammed on his brake, narrowly avoiding acollison. The truck siwung around the jaopy at full speed and
roared off toward the highway.

"The green truck we saw before!" Joe exclaimed. "Thistime| got the license number, but couldn't seethe
driver'sface.

"Let'sfollow him!" Frank urged.

Chet started back in pursuit. "That guy ought to be arrested for reckless driving!™ he declared
indignantly.

The Hardys peered ahead asthey turned right onto the main road, trying to keep the truck in sight.
Suddenly the boys heard a tremendous bo-0-om and felt the car shake.

"An exploson!" Joe cried out, turning his head. "L ook!"

Againg the sky abrilliant flash and billows of smoke came from the direction of Elekton. Another
explosion followed.

"The plant's blowing up!" Joe gasped.

CHAPTER XIII
Sudden Suspicion

THE roar of the explosion and the sight of smoke and flames stunned the three boys for amoment. Chet
stepped on the brake so fast that his passengers hit the dashboard.

"Takeit easy!" urged Frank, athough he was as excited as Chet.
All thoughts of chasing the mysterious green truck were erased from the Hardys minds.

"Let'sget asclose aspossible” Frank said tersely, as Chet headed the car back toward the plant. "I'd
liketo know what-"

Frank broke off as a series of explosions occurred. The brothers sat forward tensely.

Asthe Queen drew near the main entrance, the boys could see that the flames and smoke were pouring
from asingle building at the northeast corner.

"It'sone of thelabs, | think," said Frank.

Quickly Chet pulled over and parked, and the boys hopped out of the jalopy. The series of explosive
sounds had died away, but the damage appeared to be extensive. Most of the windowsin the
stedd-and-concrete building had been blown out by the force of the blast.



Smoke and flames were pouring out of the blackened spaces where the windows had been. Asthe boys
ran toward the front, the roof of the west wing caved in. The rush of oxygen provided fud for anew
surge of flamesthat reached toward the sky.

"Lucky this happened after closing time," Chet murmured, staring wide-eyed at thefire. "There might
have been alot of injuries.”

"l hope no onewasinside." Joe exchanged worried glances with his brother. Both shared the same
concern. It wasfor their father.

"I wish we could find out whether or not Dad's at Elekton,” Frank whispered to Joe.

At this point, the boys heard the scream of sirens. Soon fire trucks and police cars from Bayport pulled
up at the front gate. The Hardys saw Chief Colligin thefirst police car. They rushed up to him and he
asked how they happened to be there.

"Seuthing," Frank answered smply. Without going into detail, he added, "Joe and | aren't sure, but we
have a hunch Dad may have been-or gtill is-here at Elekton. All right if we go into the grounds and look
around?' he asked eagerly. "And take Chet?'

The officer agreed.

By thistime the guard had opened the wide gate, and the fire apparatus rushed in. Some of the police
officersfollowed, while others took positions along the road and directed traffic so it would not block the
path of emergency vehicles.

Asthe boysrodeinside with the chief, Joe asked him, "Any ideawhat caused the exploson?”’
"Not yet. Hard to tell until the firemen can get ingdethe building.”

When they reached the burning structure, Chief Collig began directing police operations, and checking
with the firemen. As soon as they seemed to have the flames under control, the firemen entered the
laboratory building to look for any possible victims of the explosions.

The Hardys and Chet, meanwhile, had searched the outdoors areafor Mr. Hardy, but did not see the
detective.

"Maybe we were wrong about Dad's coming here," Joe said to his brother, more hopeful than before.
"Dad probably wouldn't have been in thelab."

The brothers went back to Chief Callig, who told them he had not seen Fenton Hardy. Just then thefire
chief came up to the group.

"I'll bet thisfirewas no accident,” he reported grimly to Collig. "The same thing happened in Indiana
about two months ago-and that was sabotage!"

Frank and Joe stared at each other. " Sabotage!" Joe whispered.

A dartling thought flashed into Frank’s mind, and, drawing his brother aside, he exclaimed, "Remember
what we overheard Dad say on the phone? 'The same eight-and-one pattern. I'll be there.™

"And two months equa about eight weeks," Joe added excitedly. "That might have been the saboteurs
time schedule Dad was referring to! So maybe the explosion at Elekton was set for today!™

Frank's apprehension about hisfather returned full force. "Joe," he said tensdly, "Dad might have been



ingdethe lab building trying to stop the saboteurs!”

Deeply disturbed, the Hardys pleaded with Chief Collig for permission to enter the building and search
for thar father.

"l cantell youreworried, boys," the officer said sympatheticaly. "But it's till too risky for meto let you
go insde. It'l be sometime before we're sure there's no danger of further explosions.”

"I know," Frank agreed. "But what if Dad isin there and badly hurt?"

The police chief did his best to reassure the brothers. ™Y our father would never forgive meif | let you risk
your lives" he added. "I suggest that you go on home and cheer up your mother in case she hasthe same
fearsyou do. | promiseif | seeyour dad I'll call you, or ask himto.”

The boys redlized that their old friend was right, and dowly walked away. Frank and Joe looked back
once at the blackened building, outlined againgt the twilight sky. Wisps of smoke il curled from the
torn-out windows. It was agloomy, silent trio that drove to the Hardy homein the Queen.

Frank and Joe decided not to tell their mother or aunt of their fear, or to give any hint of their suspicions.
When the boys entered the living room, both women gave sighs of relief. They had heard the explosions
and the subsequent news flashes about it.

Aunt Gertrude looked at the boys sharply. "By the way, where have you three been dl thistime?| was
afraid that you might have been near Elekton's.”

Frank, Joe, and Chet admitted that they had been. ™Y ou know we couldn't miss a chance to find out
what the excitement was about,” Joe said teasingly, then added with an assurance he was far from fedling,
"Don't worry. Thefire was pretty much under control when weleft.”

To change the subject, Frank said cheerfully, "I sure am hungry. Let'sdig into those sandwiches you
bought, Chet!"

"Good ided" Joe agreed.
"Areyou sure you don't want meto fix you something hot to eat?' Mrs. Hardy asked.
"Thanks, Mother, but well have enough.” Frank smiled.

Chet cdlled hisfamily to let them know where he was, then the three boys sat down in the kitchen and
ha fheartedly munched the sandwiches. Aunt Gertrude bustled in and served them generous portions of

deep-dish apple pie.
"Thisismore super than usua,” Chet declared, trying hard to be cheerful.

The boysfinished their pie, but without appetite. When they refused second helpings, however, Aunt
Gertrude demanded suspicioudy, "Areyouill-or what?'

"Oh, no, Aunty," Joereplied hastily. " Just- er-too much detecting.”
"| can believethat!" MissHardy said tartly.

The evening dragged on, tenson mounting every minute. The boystried to read or talk, but their concern
for the detective's safety made it impossible to concentrate on anything else.

Eleven o'clock! Where was their father? Frank and Joe wondered.



"Aren't you boys going to bed soon?' Mrs. Hardy asked, as she and Aunt Gertrude started upstairs.
"Pretty soon,” Frank answered.
The three boys sat glumly around the living room for afew minutes until the women were out of earshot.

"Fellows," said Chet, "I caught on that you're sure your dad isworking on an important case for Elekton,
and it'satop-secret one-that's why you couldn't say anything about it."

"Youreright,” Frank told him.

Chet went on to mention that his father had heard of various problems at Elekton-production stoppages
caused by power breaks, and, before the buildings were compl eted, there were reports of tools and

equipment being missing.
"Thistiesin with our hunch about the secrecy of Dad's case," Frank said. "The company must have
suspected that mgjor sabotage was being planned, and retained Dad to try and stop it."

Taking over their speculations helped to relieve some of the tension the boys felt and made the time pass
alittlefaster asthey waited for news of Fenton Hardly.

"I wonder how the saboteurs got into the plant?' Joe said, thinking aoud. "Both the gates are locked and
well guarded. It seems amost impossible for anyone to have sneaked in the necessary amount of
explosives-without ingde hep.”

A sudden thought flashed into Frank's mind. He legped to hisfeet. "The green truck!" he exclamed. "It
was unmarked, remember? It could have been carrying dynamite-camouflaged under ordinary supplies”

"That could be, Frank!" Joe jumped up. "If 0, no wonder it wasin such arush! I'll phonethe chief right
now and give him the truck's license number."

Frank went with Joe to the hall telephone. Asthey approached the phone, it rang. The bell, shattering the
tense atmosphere, seemed louder than usud.

"It must be Dad!" exclaimed the brothers together, and Chet hurried into the hall.

Frank eagerly lifted the receiver. "Hello!" he said expectantly.

The next moment Frank |ooked deected. He replaced the receiver and said glumly, "Wrong number.”
The Hardys exchanged bleak looks. What had happened to their father?

CHAPTER X1V

Prisoners!

THE HARDY S disappointment in discovering that the telephone call was not from their father was
intense. Nevertheless, Joe picked up the receiver and diaed police headquartersto report the truck's
license number.



"Lindsbusy,” hesaid.

Joetried severa more times without success. Suddenly he burst out, "I can't stand it another minute to
think of Dad perhaps lying out there hurt. Let's go back to Elekton and see if we can learn something.”

"All right," Frank agreed, also eager for action, and the three rushed to the front door.
Just asthey opened it, the boys saw the headlights of a car turning into the driveway.
"It'sDad!" Joe barely refrained from shouting so as not to awaken Mrs. Hardy and Aunt Gertrude.

The detective's sedan headed for the garage at the back of the house. Heaving sighs of thankful rdlief, the
boys quietly hurried through the house into the kitchen to meet him.

"Arewe glad to seeyou, Dad!" Frank exclaimed as he cameinto the house.

Hisfather looked pae and disheveled. There was alarge purple bruise on hisleft temple. He dumped
weerily into achair.

"I guessI'm lucky to be here." Mr. Hardy managed arueful smile. "Wdll, | owe you boys an explanation,
and now isthetime,”

"Dad," Joe spoke up, "you are working on the sabotage case for Elekton, aren't you?"
"And you werein thelab building during the explosons?' Frank put in.

"You'reboth right," the detective replied. "Of course | know | can depend on al of you to keep the
matter gtrictly confidentid. The caseisfar from solved.”

Mr. Hardy was relieved that Frank and Joe had kept their fearsfor his safety from hiswife and sster. He
now revealed to the boysthat for the past severa hours he had been closeted with Elekton's officials.
Suspecting that the saboteurs had inside help, the detective had screened the records of al employees.
He and the officids had found nothing suspicious.

"I'll submit afull report to the FBI tomorrow morning, and continue asearch on my own."

When Joe asked if the elght-and-one pattern referred to the saboteurs schedule, hisfather nodded. "In
the other plants, the sabotage took place eight weeks plus one day apart.

"In each of those plants,” the detective went on, "the damage occurred right after closing time. Figuring
the schedule would be exactly right for an attempt on Elekton in acouple of days, | sarted a systematic
check of the various buildings. | planned to check daily, until the saboteurs had been caught here or
elsawhere. At my request, one company security guard was assigned to assist me. | fdlt that the fewer
people who knew what | was doing, the better. That's how | ruined the saboteurs plan in Detroit.

"Nothing suspicious occurred here until today when | took up apost in the section of the building where
the experimenta work is being conducted. After al the employees had |eft, and the dim night-lights were
on, | went toward the east |ab wing to investigate.”

Mr. Hardy paused, took adeep breath, and continued, "Just as | reached the lab, | happened to glance
back into the hall. Things started to happen-fast.”

"What did you see, Dad?" asked Joe, and al the boys leaned forward expectantly.

The detective went on, "Hurrying down the hal from the west 1ab were two men in work clothes, one



carrying aleather bag. | knew there weren't supposed to be any workmen in the building. | stepped out
to question them, but the pair broke into arun and dashed past me down the sairs.”

"Did you see what either of them looked like?"' Frank asked.

"| did catch aglimpse of one before they broke away. He had heavy features and thick eyebrows. But
just as | was about to take off after them, | smelled something burning in the east |ab and went to
investigate. The firgt thing | saw was along fuse sputtering toward abox of dynamite, set againgt the
wall.

"I didn't know if it wasthe kind of fuse that would burn interndly or not, so | took my penknife and cut it
closeto the dynamite. Professiond saboteurs don't usualy rely on just one explosive, so | started for the
west wing to check thelab there.”

Mr. Hardy leaned back in his chair and rubbed the bruise on histemple. In alow voice he said, "Buit |
didn't makeit. | was running toward the hall when there was aroar and aburst of flame. The explosion
lifted me off my feet and threw me against thewall. Though | was stunned, | managed to get back to the
east wing. | reached for the phone, then blacked out.

"I must have been unconscious for some time because when the firemen found me and helped me out of
the building, the fire had been put out.”

"You'reall right now?" asked Frank. "Yes. It was atemporary blackout from shock. What bothersmeis
that | had the saboteurs pattern figured out-only they must have become panicky, and moved up their
nefarious scheme two days."

Joe looked grim. "'l wish we'd been there to help you capture those rats!”

Chet asked Mr. Hardy if he would like afruit drink. "I'll make some lemonade,” he offered. " Sounds
good." Mr. Hardy smiled. Asthey spped the lemonade, Frank and Joe questioned their father about his
theories.

"I'm il convinced,” said Mr. Hardy, "that one of those men worksin the plant. How else would he have
known when the watchman makes his rounds and how to disconnect the eectronic dlarms? But | can't
figure how the outside accomplice got in-those gates are carefully guarded.” At this point, Frank told his
father about the green truck. "We suspected at firgt it might be connected with the counterfeiters. Now
we have a hunch the saboteurs may have used it."

Fenton Hardy seemed greatly encouraged by this possible lead. Joe gave him the license number, which
Mr. Hardy said he would report to Chief Callig at once.

When Mr. Hardy returned from the telephone, he told the boys the chief would check the license number
with the Motor Vehicle Bureau in the morning and by then he aso would have some information about
the print on the archer'sfinger guard.

The next morning after breakfast Frank said he wanted to take another look at the warning notes.
"Why?' Joe asked curioudy asthey went to thefile.

Frank held up the"arrow" warning, and the one received by Chet. "I've been thinking about the printing
on these two-seemsfamiliar. | haveit!" he burst out.

"Have what?' Joe asked.



"This printing”-Frank pointed to the papers -"is the same as the printing on Ken's envelope addressed to
Victor Peters. I'm positive.”

Excitedly the brothers speculated on the possible meaning of thisclue. "I'd sure liketo find out,” said Joe,
"who addresses the envel opes Ken delivers, and if they're dways sent to Mr. Petersin the Parker
Building. And why-if he doesn't have an office there. And whois Victor Peters?!

"If the person who addresses the envel opes and the sender of the warnings are the same," Frank
declared, "it looks as though he's sending something to a confederate, under pretense of having work
donefor Elekton. | wonder what that something could be?!

"At any rate," Joe added, "this could be alink either to the counterfeiters or to the saboteurs. Which
one?'

The boys decided to go out to the mill again, in hopes of quizzing Ken Blake. Just then their father came
downdtairs. Frank and Joe were glad to see that he looked rested and cheerful.

Mr. Hardy phoned Chief Collig. When the detective hung up, hetold his sons that the license number
belonged to stolen plates and the fingerprint to a confidence man nicknamed The Arrow.

"He's called this because for savera years he worked at exclusive summer resorts, teaching archery to
wedlthy vacationers, then fleecing as many of them as he could. After each swindle, The Arrow
disgppeared. Unfortunately, there's no picture of him on file. All the police haveisagenera description of
him."

Frank and Joe learned that the swindler had a pleasant speaking voice, was of medium height, with dark
hair and brown eyes.

"Not much to go on," Joe remarked glumly.
"No, but if heisworking for Elekton, he must be pretty shrewd to have passed their screening.”

Mr. Hardy agreed, and phoned Elekton, requesting the personnel department to check if anybody
answering The Arrow's description was employed there.

The brothers then informed their father about the similar lettering on the warnings and Ken's Manila
envelope.

"A vauableclue" heremarked. "l wish | could go with you to question Ken." The detective explained
that right now he had to make his report of the explosion to the nearby FBI office.

When he had |€ft, Frank and Joe rode off to the mill on their motorcycles.

At the gatehouse the guard had unexpected news. "Ken Blake isn't working here any more," Mr. Markel
sad. "We had to discharge him."

"Why?" asked Joein surprise.

The guard replied that most of the necessary jobs had been done around the mill grounds. "Mr.
Docker-my coworker-and | felt we could handle everything from now on," he explained.

"l see" sad Frank. "Can you tdl uswhere Kenis staying?'

Markd said he was not sure, but he thought Ken might have been boarding in an old farmhouse about a
mile up the highway.



When the brothers reached the highway, they stopped. "Which way do we go? Mr. Markel didn't tell
us" Joesaidin chagrin.

"Instead of going back to find out, let's ask at that gas Station acrossthe way," Frank suggested.
"Someone there may know."

"An old farmhouse?" the attendant repeated in answer to Frank's query. "There's one about a mile from
here going toward Bayport. That might be the place your friend is staying. What does he look like?"

Frank described Ken carefully. The attendant nodded. "Y ep. I've seen him ride by here on hisbike. A
couple of timeswhen | was going past thefarm | noticed himturninthe dirt road toit.” "Thanksalot!"
The Hardys cycled off quickly. Soon they were heading up the narrow, dusty lane, which ledto a
ramshackle, weather-beaten house. The brothers parked their motorcycles among the high weeds in front
of it and dismounted.

"This place seems deserted!" Joe muttered. Frank agreed and |ooked around, perplexed. "Odd that Ken
would be boarding in such arundown house."

Frank and Joe walked onto the creaky porch and knocked at the sagging door. There was no answer.
They knocked again and called. Still no response.

"Some peculiar boardinghouse!" Joe said. "1 wouldn't want aroom herel™

Frank frowned. "This must be the wrong place. Look-it'sdl locked up and there's hardly any furniture.”
"I'll bet nobody livesin thishouse!" Joe burst out.

"But the attendant said he has seen Kenriding in here," Frank declared. "Why?"

"Let'shave alook," Joe urged.

Mystified, Frank and Joe circled the house. Since they were now certain it had been abandoned, they
glanced in various windows. When Joe came to the kitchen he grabbed Frank's arm excitedly.

"Somebody is staying here! Could it be Ken?"

Through the dusty glass the boys could see on arickety table severa open cans of food, a carton of milk,
and abowl.

"Must beatramp,” Frank guessed. "I'm sure Ken wouldn't live here.”

In turning away, the young detectives noticed asmall stone structure about ten yards behind the house. It
was the size of aone-car garage. Instead of windows, it had ditshighin thewalls.

"It probably was used to store farm equipment,” Frank said. "We might aswell check."

They unbolted the old-fashioned, stout, wooden double doors. These swung outward, and the boys were
surprised that the doors opened so slently. "Asif they'd been oiled,” Frank said.

"No wonder!" Joe cried out. "Look!"

Inside was a shabby green pand truck! "The same one we saw yesterday!" Joe exclaimed. "What'sit
doing here?'

The boys noticed immediately that the vehicle had no license plates. "They probably were taken off,"



Frank surmised, "and disposed of."

Frank checked the glove compartment while Joe looked on the seat and under the cushion for any clue
to the driver or owner of the vehicle. Suddenly he called out, "Hey! What's going on?"

Joe jumped from the truck and saw with astonishment that the garage doors were swinging shut.
Together, the boys rushed forward but not in time. They heard the outside bolt being rammed into place.

"We're prisoners” Frank exclaimed.

Again and again the Hardys threw their weight againgt the doors. This proved futile. Panting, Frank and
Joe looked for ameans of escape.

"Thoseditsin thewall are too high and too narrow, anyway," Frank said, chiding himsdlf for not having
been on guard.

Findly he reached into the glove compartment and drew out an empty cigarette package he had noticed
before. He pulled off thefoil. Joe understood immediately what his brother had in mind. Frank lifted the
truck's hood and jammed the foil between the starting wires near the fuse box. "Worth atry,” he said.
"Ignition key'sgone. If we can start the engine-well smash our way out!"

Joe took his place at the whed and Frank climbed in beside him. To their ddight, Joe gunned the engine
intolife.

"Heregoed" he muttered grimly. "Brace yoursdf!"

“Reecy!"

Joe eased the truck as far back as he could, then accelerated swiftly forward. The truck's wheels spun on
the dirt floor and then with aroar it headed for the heavy doors.

CHAPTER XV

Lead to a Counterfeiter

C-R-A-S-H! The green truck smashed through the heavy garage doors. The Hardys felt aterrific jolt
and heard the wood splinter and rip asthey shot forward into the farmyard.

"Wow!" Joe gasped as he braked to a hdt. "We're free-but not saying in what shape!"
Frank gave awry laugh. "Probably better than the front of thistruck!™

The boys hopped to the ground and looked around the overgrown yard. No onewas in sight. The whole
area seemed just as deserted asit had been when they arrived.

"Let's check the house," Joe urged. " Someone could be hiding in there."

The brothersran to the run-down dwelling. They found al the doors and windows locked. Again they
peered through the dirty panes, but did not see anyone.



"| figure that whoever locked usin the garage would decide that getting away from herein ahurry washis
safest bet."

"He must have gone on foot," Joe remarked. "I didn't hear an engine start up.”
The Hardys decided to separate, each searching the highway for amilein opposite directions.

"Well meet back at the service station we stopped at,” Frank called as the boys kicked their motorsinto
life and took off toward the highway.

Fifteen minutes later they parked near the station. Neither boy had spotted any suspicious pedestrians,

"Did you see anybody come down thisroad in ahurry during the past twenty minutes?' Joe asked the
attendant

"l didn't notice, fellows," came the answer. "'I've been busy working under acar. Find your friend?"
"No. That farmhouseis apparently deserted except for sgnsof atramp living there," Joetold him.

The Hardys quickly asked the attendant if he knew of any boardinghouse nearby. After amoment's
thought, he replied:

"I believe aMrs. Smith, who lives alittle ways beyond the old place, takes boarders.”
"WEell try there. Thanks again,”" Frank said as he and Joe went back to their motorcycles.

Before Frank threw hisweight back on the Sarter, he said, "Well, let's hope Ken Blake can giveusa
leed."

"If we ever find him," Joe responded.

They located Mrs. Smith's boardinghouse with no trouble. She was a pleasant, middle-aged woman and
quickly confirmed that Ken was staying there for the summer. Shewas an old friend of his parents. Mrs.
Smith invited the Hardys to St down in the living room.

"Ken'supstairsnow,” shesad. "I'll cal him."

When Ken came down, the Hardys noticed that he looked dejected. Frank felt certain it was because of
losing hisjob and asked him what had happened.

"I don't know," Ken replied. "Mr. Markel just told me | wouldn't be needed any longer. | hopeI'll be
ableto find another job this summer," he added. "My folks sent me here for avacation. But | was going
to surprisethem-" Hisvoicetrailed off sadly.

"Ken," Frank said kindly, "you may be able to help usin avery important way. Now that you're not
working at the Elekton gatehouse, we hope you can answer some questions-to help solve amystery.”

Frank explained that he and Joe often worked on mysteries and assisted their detective father.
Ken'sface brightened. "I'll do my best, fellows," he assured them eagerly.

"Last week," Joe began, "a shabby green pand truck went to Pritos Supply Yard and picked up old
bricks and lumber. Our friend Tony Prito said there was a boy in the truck who helped the yardman with
the loading. Were you the boy?"



"Yes" Kenreplied readily.
"Who wasthedriver?' Frank asked him.

"Mr. Docker, the maintenance man at the mill. He said held hurt his arm and asked meto help load the
suff." Kenlooked puzzled. "Isthat part of the mystery?'

"Wethink it could be," Frank said. "Now, Ken -we've learned since then that one of the bills you gave
the yardman isa counterfeit twenty.”

Ken's eyes opened wide in astonishment. "A- a counterfeit!" he echoed, "Honest, | didn't know it was,
Frank and Joe!"

"Oh, werre sure you didn't," Joe assured him. "Have you any ideawho gave Docker the cash?!
Ken told the Hardys he did not know. Then Frank asked:
"What were the old bricks and lumber used for, Ken?"

"Mr. Docker told me they were for repair work around the plant. After we got back to the mill, Mr.
Markel and | stored the load in the basement.”

"Isit il there?" asked Frank.
"l guess s0," Ken answered. "Up to thetime | |eft, it hadn't been taken out.”

The Hardys determined to question Markel and Docker at the first opportunity. Then Frank changed the
subject and asked about the day of the picnic when Joe thought he had seen Ken at the window.

"I remember," the younger boy said. "1 did seeyou dl outside. | never knew you were looking for me."
"When wetold Mr. Docker," Frank went on, "he said Joe must have been mistaken."

Ken remarked dowly, "He probably was worrying about the plant's security policy. He and Mr. Marke
were dways reminding me not to talk to anybody."

"During the time you were working at the Elekton gatehouse, did you see any strange or suspicious
person near ether the plant or the mill grounds?’ Frank asked.

"No," said Kenin surprise. Curiosity overcoming him, he burst out, ™Y ou mean there's some crook loose
around here?"

Frank and Joe nodded vigoroudy. "We're afraid so," Frank told him. "But who, or what he'sup to, is
what were trying to find out. When we do, well explain everything.”

Joe then asked Ken if he had seen anyone in the area of the mill with abow and arrow.
"A bow and arrow?' Ken repeated. "No, | never did. | sure would've remembered that!"

Frank nodded and switched to another line of questioning. "When you delivered envelopes, Ken, did you
awaystake them to Mr. Victor Peters?'

"Yes" Ken answered.

The Hardys learned further that Ken's ddlivery trips dways had been to Bayport-sometimesto the
Parker Building, and sometimesto other office buildingsin the business section.



"Did Mr. Peters meet you in the lobby every time?' Frank queried.
"That'sright.”

"What wasin the envelopes?’ was Joe's next question.

"Mr. Markd said they were bulletins and formsto be printed for Elekton.”
"Were the envel opes dways marked confidential ?' Joe asked.

"es"

"Probably everything isthat Elekton sends out,” Frank said.

"Sounds like acomplicated delivery arrangement to me," Joe declared.

Ken admitted that he had not thought much about it at the time, except that he had assumed Mr. Peters
relayed the materid to the printing company.

Frank and Joe glanced at each other. Both remembered Frank's surmise that the bulky Manila envelopes
had not contained bona fide Elekton. papersat al!

"What does Mr. Peterslook like?' asked Joe, anote of intense excitement in hisvoice.
"Average height and stocky, with asharp nose. Sometimes held be wearing sunglasses.”

"Stocky and asharp nose," Frank repeated. " Sunglasses." Meaningfully he asked Joe, "Whom does that
decription fit?"

Joe jumped to hisfeet. "The man who gave Chet the counterfeit twenty at the railroad station!™

The Hardys had no doubt now that the mysterious Victor Peters must be a passer for the counterfeit
ring!

CHAPTER XVI
A Might Assignment

GREATLY excited at this valuable clue to the counterfeiters, Frank asked, "Ken, who gave Mr. Markel
the envelopesfor Victor Peters?’

"I'm sorry, fellows, | don't know."
The Hardys speculated on where Peterswas living. Was it somewhere near Bayport?

Joe's eyes narrowed. "Ken," he said, "this morning we found out that sometimes you'd ride up that dirt
road to the deserted farmhouse. Wasit for any particular reason?”’

"Yes" Kenreplied. "Mr. Marke told me a poor old man was staying in the house, and a couple of times
aweek | was sent there to leave a box of food on the front porch.”



"Did you ever seethe 'poor old man'?' Frank asked. "Or the green pandl truck?"

The Hardys were not surprised when the answer to both questions was No. They suspected the " poor
old man" was Peters hiding out there and that he had made sure the truck was out of sight whenever Ken
was expected.

The brothers were sllent, each puzzling over the sgnificance of what they had just learned. If the truck
was used by the counterfeiters, how did thistiein with its being used for the sabotage at Elekton?

"Was The Arrow in league with the saboteurs? Did he dso have something to do with the envel opes sent
to Victor Peters?' Joe asked himsaif.

Frank wondered, "Is The Arrow-or a confederate of hisworking at Elekton-the person responsible for
the warnings, the attack on us, and the tampering with the Sleuth?’

"Ken," Frank said doud, "I think you'd better come and stay with usfor awhile, until we bresk this case.
Maybe you can help us."

Hedid not want to mention it to Ken, but the possibility had occurred to him that the boy might bein
danger if the counterfeiters suspected that he had given the Hardys any information about Victor Peters.

Ken was delighted with the idea, and Mrs. Smith, who knew of Fenton Hardy and his sons, gave
permission for her young chargeto go.

Asaprecaution, Frank requested the kindly woman to tell any stranger asking for Ken Blake that he was
"vigting friends"

"I'll do that," she agreed.

Ken rode the back seat of Joe's motorcycle on the trip to High Street. He was warmly welcomed by
Mrs. Hardy and Aunt Gertrude.

"l hope you enjoy your stay here," said Mrs. Hardy, who knew that Frank and Joe had a good reason
for inviting Ken. But neither woman asked questionsin his presence.

"Y our father probably will beout dl day,” Mrs. Hardy told her sons. "Hell phone later.”

While lunch was being prepared, Frank caled police headquartersto give Chief Collig areport on what
had happened at the deserted farmhouse.

"I'll notify the FBI," the chief said. "I'm sure they'll want to send men out there to examine that truck and
take fingerprints. Elekton,” the chief added, "had no record of any employee answering The Arrow's
description.”

"We're working on acouple of theories," Frank confided. "But nothing definite so far.”

After lunch the Hardys decided their next move wasto try to find out more about the contents of the
envelopes Ken had delivered to Peters.

"We could ask Elekton officials straight out,” Joe suggested.

Hisbrother did not agree. "Without tangible evidence to back us up, we'd have to give too many reasons
for wanting to know."

Findly Frank hit on an idea. He telephoned Elekton, asked for the accounting department, and inquired



where the company had its printing done. The accounting clerk apparently thought he was a salesman,
and gave him theinformation.

Frank hung up. "What did they say?' Joe asked impatiently.
"All Elekton's printing is done on the premises!”

"That provesit!" Joe burst out. "The setup with Ken ddlivering envelopesto Petersisn't alegitimate one,
and has nothing to do with Elekton business.”

Meanwhile Ken, greatly mystified, had been listening intently. Now he spoke up. " Jeepers, Frank and
Joe, have | been doing something wrong?”'

In their excitement the Hardys had almost forgotten their guest. Frank turned to him gpologeticdly. "Not
you, Ken, Weretrying to figure out who has."

Just then the Hardys heard the familiar chug of the Queen pulling up outside. The brothers went out to the
porch with Ken. Chet legped from hisjaopy and bounded up to them. His chubby face was split with a
widegrin.

"Get aload of thig" He showed them a badge with hispicture on it. "I'll haveto wear it when | Sart
work. Everybody hasto wear one before he can get into the plant,” he added. "Even the president of
Elekton!™

Suddenly Chet became aware of Ken Blake, "Hello!" the plump boy greeted him in surprise. Ken smiled,
and the Hardystold their friend of the morning's adventure.

"Boy!" Chet exclaimed. "Things are starting to pop! So you found that green truck!"

At these words a strange ook crossed Frank's face.

"Chet," he said excitedly, "did you say everybody must show identification to enter Elekton's grounds?!
"Y es-everybody,” Chet answered positively.

"What are you getting at, Frank?" his brother asked quickly.

"Before yesterday's explosion, when we saw the gate guard admit the green truck, the driver didn't
stop-didn't show any identification at al!"

"That'strue!" Joe exclamed. "'Mr. Markd doesn't seem to be the cardess type, though.”

"I know," Frank went on. "If the green truck was sneaking in explosives-what better way than to let the
driver zip right through.”

Joe stared at his brother. ™Y ou mean Markd ddiberately let the truck go by? That he'sin league with the
saboteurs, or the counterfeiters, or both?"

Asthe otherslistened in astonishment, Frank replied, "I have more than a hunch heis-and Docker, too. It
would explainalot.”

Joe nodded in growing comprehension. "1t sure would!™

"How?' demanded Chet.



Joe took up the line of deduction. "Marke himsdlf told Ken the envelopes were for the printer. Why did
Docker say Ken wasn't at the mill the day | saw him? And what was the real reason for hisbeing
discharged?'

"I'm getting it," Chet interjected. "Those men were trying to keep you from questioning Ken. Why?"

"Perhaps because of what Ken could tell us, if we happened to ask him about the envelopes he
ddivered,” Joe replied. Then he asked Ken if Markel and Docker knew that Joe had picked up the
envelope the day of the near accident.

"l didn't say anything about that," Ken replied. The boy's face wore a perplexed, worried look. "Y ou
mean Mr. Docker and Mr. Markel might be-crooks! They didn't act that way."

"l agree,” Frank said. "And we still have no proof. Well seeif we can find some-one way or another.”

The Hardys reflected on the other mysterious happenings. "The green truck,” Frank said, "could belong
to the gatehouse men, since it seemsto be used for whatever their schemeis, and they are hiding it at the
deserted farmhouse.”

"Also," Joeput in, "if Victor Petersisthe 'old man," he's probably an accomplice.”

"And," Frank continued, "don't forget that the bike Ken used was available to both Docker and Markel
to deliver the warning note. The arrow shooting occurred near the mill; the attack on usin the woods that
night was near the mill. The warning note found in Chet's car was put there after Marke told him to go to
the front gate. The guard probably lied to Chet the first day we went to the mill-he never did phonethe
personnel department.”

"Another thing," Joe pointed out. "Both men are more free to come and go than someone working in the
plant."

There was slence while the Hardys concentrated on what their next move should be.

"No doubt about it," Frank said finaly. "Everything seemsto point toward the mill asthe placeto find the
answers.”

"And the only way to be sure," Joe added, "isto go and find out ourselves. How about tonight?' Frank
and Chet agreed, and the boys decided to wait until it wasfairly dark. "I'll call Tony and seeif hecango
withus," Frank said. "Well need hishelp.”

Tony was eager to accompany thetrio. "Sounds asif you'e hitting pay dirt in the mystery,” he remarked
when Frank had brought him up to date.

"We hope s0."

Later, Joe outlined a plan whereby they might ascertain if Peters was an accomplice of Docker and
Markel, and a the same time make it possible for them to get into the mill.

"Swdl idea," Frank said approvingly. "Better brush up on your voice-disguising technique!”
Joe grinned. "llI practice."

Just before supper Mr. Hardy phoned to say he would not be home until later that night.
"Making progress, Dad?' asked Frank, who had taken the call.



"Could be, son," the detective replied. "That'swhy I'll be delayed. Tell your mother and Gertrude not to
worry."

"Okay. And, Dad-Joe and | will be doing some deuthing tonight to try out afew new ideas we have."
"Fine. But watch your step!”
About eight-thirty that evening Chet and Tony pulled up to the Hardy home in the Queen.

Ken Blake went with the brothers to the door. " See you later, Ken," Frank said, and Joe added, "I know
you'd like to come aong, but we don't want you taking any unnecessary risks.”

The younger boy looked wistful. "I wish | could do something to help you fellows.”
"Thereisaway you can hdp," Frank told him.

At that moment Mrs. Hardy and Aunt Gertrude cameinto the hall. Quickly Frank drew Ken aside and
whispered something to him.

CHAPTER XVII
Secret Signal

WITH rising excitement, Frank, Joe, Chet, and Tony drove off through the dusk toward the old mill.

Chet came to a stop about one hundred yards from the beginning of the dirt road leading to the
gatehouse. He and Tony jumped out. They waved to the Hardys, then disappeared into the woods.

Joe took the whed of thejaopy. "Now, part two of our plan. | hope it works."

The brothers quickly rode to the service station where they had been that morning. Joe parked and
hurried to the outdoor telephone booth nearby. From his pocket he took adip of paper on which Ken
had jotted down the night telephone number of the Elekton gatehouse.

Joe diaed the number, then covered the mouthpiece with his handkerchief to muffle hisvoice. A familiar
voice answered, "Gatehouse. Markel spesking.”

Joe sad tersely, " Peters speaking. Something has gone wrong. Both of you meet me outside the Parker
Building. Make it snappy!" Then he hung up.

When Joe returned to the Queen, Frank had turned it around and they were ready to go. They sped
back toward the mill and in about ten minutes had the jalopy parked out of sight in the shadows of the
trees where the dirt road joined the paved one.

The brothers, kegping out of Sight among the trees, ran to join Chet and Tony who were waiting behind a
large oak near the edge of the gatehouse grounds.

"It worked!" Tony reported excitedly. "' About fifteen minutes ago the lightsin the mill went out, and
Markel and Docker left inahurry.”



"Onfoot?' Joe asked.
"YS"
"Good. If they haveto take abus or cab to town, it'll give usmoretime,” Frank said.

Tony and Chet were given ingtructions about keeping watch outside while the Hardys ingpected the mill.
The brothers explained where the Queen was parked, in case trouble should arise and their friends had
to gofor help.

Frank and Joe approached the mill cautioudly. It was dark now, but they did not use flashlights. Though
confident that the gatehouse was deserted, they did not wish to take any chances. Asthey neared the
building the Hardys could see that the shutters were tightly closed. Over the sound of the wind in the
trees came the rumble of the turning mill whed!.

The Hardys headed for the door. They had just mounted the steps when the rumbling sound of the whedl
ceased.

In the silence both boys looked around, perplexed. *'l thought it had been fixed," Joe whispered.
"Seemed okay the other day."

"Yes. But last time we were here a night the whedl stopped when we were about this distance avay
fromit," Frank observed.

Thoughtfully the boys stepped back from the mill entrance to a point where they could see the whed.
They stood peering at it through the darkness. Suddenly, with adull rumble, it started to turn again!

Mydtified, the Hardys advanced toward the gatehouse and stopped at the entrance. In ashort while the
whedl stopped.

"Hm!" Joe murmured. "Just like one of those dectric-eye doors.”

"Exactly! Frank exclaimed, snapping hisfingers. "I'll bet the whedl's not broken-it'sbeen rigged up asa
warning sgnd to be used at night!

When someone approaches the mill, the path of the invisible beam is broken and the whed stops. The
lack of noiseisenough for anyone insde to notice, and aso, the lights would go out because the
generator is powered by the whedl."

The Hardys went on aquick search for the origin of the light beam. Frank wasfirst to discover that it was
camouflaged in the flour-barrel ivy planter. Beneath athin covering of earth, and barely conceded, were
the heavy batteries, wired in parallel, which produced the current necessary to operate the light source
for the electric eye.

The stopping and starting of the whed was further explained when Frank found, screened by abushy
shrub, asmal post with atiny glassmirror fastened onitsside.

"That's the complete secret of the signd!" he exclaimed. "Thisis one of the mirrors a photo-electric cell
system would use. With severd of these hidden mirrors, they've made alight-ring around the mill so an
intruder from any side would break the beam. The barrdl that contains the battery power aso contains
the eye that completes the circuit.”

"I'll bet Markel and Docker rigged thisup,” Joe said excitedly. "Which means there must be something in
the mill they want very badly to keep secret! We must find away insdel”



TheHardys did not pull the wires off the battery connection, since they might have need of the warning
system. Quietly and quickly the brothers made a circuit of the mill, trying doors and first-floor windows,
in hopes of finding one unlocked. But nonewas.

"We can't break in," Joe muttered. Both boys were aware that time was precious- the men might return
shortly. The young deuths made another circle of the mill. Thistimethey paused to Sare at the huge
whed, which was turning once more.

"Look!" Joe whispered tensely, pointing to an open window-shaped space above the whed!.
"It'sour only chanceto get insde," Frank stated. "Well try climbing up.”

The Hardysredized it would not be easy to reach the opening. Had there been awa kway on top of the
whed, asthere wasin many mills, climbing it would have been rdaively smple. The brotherscameto a
quick decision: to maneuver one of the paddles on the whed until it was directly below the ledge of the
open space, then stop the motion. During the short interval which took place between the stop and Start
of thewhed, they hoped to climb by way of the paddiesto the top and gain entrance to the mill.

Joe ran back through the beam, breaking it, while Frank clambered over a pile of rocks across the water
to thewhed. It rumbled to astop, one paddle aligned with the open space above. By the time Joe
returned, Frank had started to climb up, pulling himself from paddie to paddie by means of the metd side
gruts. Joe followed close behind.

The boys knew they were taking a chance in their ascent up the wet, dippery, mossy whedl. They were
sure there must be atiming-delay switch somewherein the eectric-eye circuit. Could they best it, or
would they be tossed off into the dark rushing water?

"I believe | can get to the top paddie and reach the opening before the timer starts the whed turning
again. But can Joe?' Frank thought. "Hurry!" he cried out to his brother.

Doggedly the two continued upward. Suddenly Joe's hand dipped on adimy patch of moss. He dmost
lost his grip, but managed to cling desperately to the edge of the paddie above his head, both feet

dangling in mid-air.
"Frank!" he hissed through clenched teeth.

His brother threw hisweight to the right. Holding tight with hisleft hand to a strut, he reached down and
grasped Joe'swrist. With an aeridist's grip, Joe locked hisfingers on Frank'swrist, and let go with his
other hand.

Frank swung him out away from the whed. As Joe swung himsdlf back, he managed to regain hisfooting
and get afirm hold on the paddle supports.

"Whew!" said Joe. "Thankd"

The boys resumed the climb, spurred by the thought that the duice gate would reopen any second and
dart thewhed revolving.

Frank finaly reached the top paddle. Stretching his arms upward, he barely reached the sill of the
opening. The old wood was rough and splintering, but felt strong enough to hold hisweight.

"Here goes" he thought, and sprang away from the paddle.

At the same moment, with a creaking rumble, the whed started to move!



CHAPTER XVIII
The Hidden Room

WHILE Frank clung grimly to the sill, Joe, below him, knew he must act fast to avoid missing the chance
to get off, and perhaps being crushed benegath the turning whedl. He legped upward with al his might.

Joe'sfingers barely grasped the ledge, but he managed to hang onto the rough surface beside his brother.
Then together they pulled themselves up and over the sill through the open space.

In another moment they were standing inside the second floor of the building. Rickety boards cresked
under their weight. Still not wishing to risk the use of flashlights, the Hardys peered around in the
darkness.

"| think werein the origina grinding room," Frank whispered as he discerned the outlines of two huge
gtone cylindersin the middle of the room.

"Youreright," said Joe. "Theresthe old grain hopper.” He pointed to a chute leading down to the
grinding stones.

Though many years had passed since the mill had been used to produce flour, the harsh, dry odor of
gran ill lingered inthe air. In two of the corners were cots and a set of crude shelvesfor clothes.
Suddenly the boys* heartsjumped. A loud clattering noise came from directly below. Then, through a
wide crack in the floor, shone aydlow shaft of light!

""'Someone ese must be here!™ Joe whispered.

The Hardys stood motionless, hardly daring to breathe, waiting for another sound. Who wasin the
suddenly lighted room?

The suspense was unbearable. Finally the brothers tiptoed over and peered through the wide crack.
Straightening up, Frank observed, "Can't see anyone. Wed better go investigate.”

Fearful of sumbling in theinky darkness, the boys now turned on their flashlights, but shielded them with
their hands. Cautioudy they found their way to adoor. It opened into a short passageway which led
down anarrow flight of steps.

Soon Frank and Joe werein another small hall. Ahead was apartidly opened door, with light Streaming
fromit.

Every nervetaut, the young deuths advanced. Frank edged up to the door and looked in.
"Well?' Joe hissed. To his utter astonishment Frank gave alow chuckle, and motioned him forward.
"For Pete's sakel" Joe grinned.

Inside, perched on achipped grindstone, was ahuge, white cat. Itstail twitched indignantly. An
overturned lamp lay on atable.



The Hardys laughed in relief. "Our noisemaker and lamplighter!” Frank said asthe boys entered the
room. "The cat must have knocked over the lamp and clicked the switch.”

Although the room contained the gear mechanism and the shaft connected to the mill whed, it wasbeing
used asaliving area by the present tenants. There were two overstuffed chairs, atable, and a chest of
drawers. On thefloor, asif dropped in haste, lay a scattered newspaper.

"Let's search the rest of the mill before Markel and Docker get back," Joe suggested. "Nothing
suspicious here.”

The Hardys started with the top story of the old building. There they found what was oncethe grain
storage room. Now it wasfilled with odds and ends of discarded furniture.

"I'm sure nothing's hidden here," Frank said.

The other floors yielded no cluesto what Docker and Markel's secret might be.
Frank wasinclined to be discouraged. "Maybe our big hunchisal wet," he muttered.
Joerefused to give up. "Let'sinvestigate the cellar. Come on!™

The brothers went into the kitchen toward the basement stairway. Suddenly Joe gave astifled yell.
Something had brushed across histrouser legs. Frank swung hislight around. The beam caught two
round golden eyes staring up a them.

"Thewhite ca!" Joe ssid sheepishly.

Chuckling, the Hardys continued down into the damp, cool cellar. It waslong and narrow, with only two
smadl windows.

Three wdlswere of naturd stone and mortar. The fourth wall was lined with wooden shelves. Frank and
Joe played their flashlightsinto every corner.

"Hm." Therewas anote of disappointment in Joe's voice. "Whedbarrow, shovels, picks-just ordinary
equipment.”

Frank nodded. "Seems to be all, but where are the old bricks and lumber that Ken said were stored
here?'

"I'm sure the stuff was never intended for Elekton,” Joe declared. "Morelikely the mill. But where?Ina
floor? We haven't seen any sgns.”

Thoughtfully the boys walked over to inspect the shelves, which held an assortment of implements. Frank
reached out to pick up ahammer.

To hisamazement, he could not liftit. A further quick examination revedled that al the toolswere glued
to the shelves.

"Jod" he exclamed. "Therés agpecia reason for this-and | think it's camouflage!™
"Y ou mean these shelves are movable, and the tools are fastened so they won't fal of f?"
"Yes. Also, | have afeding thiswhole section is made of the old lumber from Pritos yard.”

"And the bricks?" Joe asked, puzzled.



His brother's answer was terse. "Remember, this mill was used by settlers. In those days many places
had hidden roomsin case of Indian attacks-"

"I get you!" Joe brokein. "Those bricks arein asecret room! The best placeto build onein thismill
would have been the cdlar.”

"Right," agreed Frank. "And the only thing unusual hereisthis shelf setup. I'll bet it's actualy the entrance
to the secret room.”

"All we have to do isfind the opening mechanism," Joe declared.

Using their flashlights, the boys went over every inch of the shelves. These were nailed to abacking of
boards. The Hardys pulled and pushed, but nothing happened. Finaly, on the bottom shelf near thewall,
Frank discovered aknot in the wood. In desperation, he pressed his thumb hard against the knot.

There was the hum of amotor, and, as smoothly as though it were moving on greased rails, the middle
section of shelves swung inward.

"The door to the secret room!" Frank exulted.

Quickly the boys dipped insde the room and shone their flashlights around. The first thing they noticed
was the flooring-recently laid bricks. Frank snapped on alight switch beside the entrance.

The boys blinked in the sudden glare of two high-watt bulbs suspended from the low ceiling. The next
instant both spotted asmal, handprinting press.

"The counterfeiters workshop!" they cried out

On awooden table at the rear of the room were a camera, etching tools, zinc plates, and alarge pan with
little compartments containing various colors of ink. At the edge of the table was a portable typewriter.

Frank picked up a piece of paper, rolled it into the machine, and typed afew lines. Pulling it out, he
showed the paper to Joe.

"The machine used to type the warning note Dad got!" Joe exclaimed excitedly. "The counterfeiters must
have thought hewason their trail."

"And look herel" exclamed Frank, hisvoicetense. A smal pile of twenty-dollar billslay among the
equipment. "They'refakes," he added, scrutinizing the bills. "They're the same as Chet'sand Tony's.”

Joe made another startling discovery. In one corner stood abow, with the string loosened and carefully
wound around the handgrip. A quiver of three hunting arrows leaned againgt the wall nearby.

Excitedly Joe pulled one out. "The same type that wasfired a the girls" he observed. "This must belong
to The Arrow!"

"Docker matches his description,” Frank pointed out. "He easily could have colored hishair gray.”

The Hardys werethrilled at the irrefutable evidence dl around them, "Now we know why Markel and
Docker rigged the mill whed-to give awarning sgna when they're working in thisroom!"

"Also, we have agood ideawhat was being sent to Petersin the envelopes-phony twenty-dollar bills!™
"Let'sget Dad and Chief Collig here!™ Joe urged, stuffing severd of the counterfeitsinto a pocket.



Asthe boysturned to leave, the lights in the secret room went out. Frank and Joe froze. They realized
the mill whed had stopped turning.

"Thesgnd!" Joesaid grimly. "Someoneiscoming!"

CHAPTER XIX

Underground Chase

THE HARDY Sknew thiswasthe signa for them to get out of the secret room-and fasti Asthey hurried
into the cellar, the lights came on again. With hearts begting faster, they started for the sairway. But
before the boys reached it, they heard the mill door being unlocked, then heavy footsteps pounded
overhead.

"Docker!" aman'svoicecdled. "Markd! Where are you!"

The Hardys listened tensely, hoping for a chance to escape unseen. When they heard the man crossthe
ground floor and go upstairs, Joe whispered, "L et's make a bregk for it!"

The boys dashed to the steps. They could see a crack of light beneath the closed door to the kitchen.
Suddenly thelight vanished, and the rumble of the mill whed ceased.

The Hardys stopped in their tracks. " Somebody elseis coming!" Frank muttered. "Probably Docker and
Markel. We're trapped!”

Again the brothers heard the mill door open. Two men were talking loudly and angrily. Then camethe
sound of footsteps clattering down the stairsto the first floor.

"Peterd" The boys recognized Docker's voice. "Where in blazes were you?"
Frank and Joe nudged each other. Victor Peters was in league with the gatehouse men!
"What do you mean?1 told you I'd meet you here a eleven,” snarled Peters.

"You must be nutsl” retorted Markel. ™Y ou called here an hour ago and said there was trouble and to
meet you at the Parker Building.”

Peters tone grew menacing. "Something'sfishy. | didn't phone. Y ou know I'd use the two-way radio.
Whét's the matter with you guys, anyway?"

"Listen!" Markel snapped. "Somebody caled here and said he was you. The voice did sound sort of
fuzzy, but | didn't have a chance to ask questions-he hung up on me. | thought maybe your radio had
conked out."

The Hardys, crouched on the cdllar Sairs, could fed the increasing tension in the room above. Docker
growled, " Something funny is going on. Whoever phoned must be on to us, or suspect enough to want to
get in here and snoop around.”

"The Feddl WEIl haveto scram!" said Marke, with more than atrace of fear in hisvoice. "Comeon!
Let'sget moving!™



"Not so fast, Markel!" Docker barked. "We're not ditching the stuff we've made. Well have alook
around firg-garting with the cdllar.”

The men strode into the kitchen. Below, Frank grabbed Joe. "No choice now. Into the secret room!™

Quickly the brothers ran back into the workshop. Frank pulled the door behind him and did the heavy
bolt into place.

Tensdly the brothers pressed against the door as the three men came downstairs into the basement.
Frank and Joe could hear them moving around, searching for sgns of an intruder.

"I'd better check the rest of the mill," Docker said brusgquely. ™Y ou two get the plates and the
greenbacks. Go out through the tunnel, and I'll meet you at the other end. Well wait there for Blum to pay
us off, then vamoose.”

"Werein afix, dl right," Joe said under his breath. "What tunnel are they talking about?'
"And who's Blum?' Frank wondered.

The boys heard the hum of the motor that opened the secret door. But the bolt held it shut.
"The mechanism won't work!" Markel rasped.

"Maybeit'sjust stuck,” said Peters.

The men began pounding on the wood.

"What's going on?' Docker demanded as he returned.

"We can't budge thistricky door you dreamed up,” Peters complained.

"Ther€'s nothing wrong with the door, you blockheads!" Docker shouted. " Somebody's in the room!
Bresk down the door!"

In haf aminute his order was followed by severa sharp blows.
"Oh, great!" Joe groaned. "They're using axes!"
"Wewont havelong to figure away out,” Frank said wryly.

"Way out!" Joe scoffed. "Thereisn't any!" Frank's mind raced. "Hey! They said something about leaving
through atunnd! It must bein here."

Frantically the Hardys searched for another exit from the secret room. They crawled on thefloor, and
pried up one brick after another looking for aring that might open atrap door. "Nothing!" Joe said
desperately. All thewhilethe menin the cdllar kept battering away at the door. " Good thing that old
lumber is such hard wood," Frank thought. "But they'll break through any minute.” "Look!" Joe pointed.
"Under the bench!™ Frank noticed a shovel lying beneath the work-table. The boys pushed it aside, and
saw that thewall behind the table was partialy covered with loose dirt. On ahunch Frank grabbed the
shoved and dug into the dirt.

"Thisdirt might have been put here to hide the entrance to the tunnel!" he gasped.
"It better bel" His brother clawed frantically at the dirt.



At the same moment there was aloud splintering noise. The Hardys looked around. A large crack had
appeared in the bolted door.

One of the men outside ydlled, "A couple more blows and well bein.”

Frank dug furioudy. Suddenly his shovel opened up asmal holein the crumbly dirt. Joe scooped away
with his hands. Findly there was a space big enough for the boys to squeeze through. Without hesitation,
Frank wriggled in, then Joe.

From behind them came atremendous crash and the sound of ripping wood. Marke's voice shouted,
"Into thetunnd! After 'em!”

The Hardys heard no more as they pushed ahead on hands and kneesinto the damp darkness of an
earthen passageway.

Joe was about to call out to his brother when he became aware that someone was crawling behind him.
"No room here for aknockdown fight," he thought, wondering if the pursuer were armed.

The young detective scrambled on asfast as he could in the narrow, twisting tunnel. He managed to caich
up to Frank, and with a push warned him to go at top speed.

"Somebody's after ud" Joe hissed. "'If only we can outdistance him!™

The underground route was atortuous, harrowing one. The Hardys frequently scraped knees and
shoulders againgt sharp stonesin the tunnel floor and walls. They had held onto their flashlights, but did
not dare turn them on.

"This passageway isendless” Frank thought. The close, clammy amaosphere made it increasingly difficult
for him and his brother to breathe.

Joe thought uneasily, "What if we hit ablind dley and are stuck in here?"

The boys longed to stop and catch their breath, but they could hear the sounds of pursuit growing nearer,
and forced themselves onward faster than ever.

Frank wondered if Chet and Tony had seen the men enter the mill and had gone for help.
"Well needit," hethought grimly.

Suddenly the brothers came to another turn and the ground began to dope sharply upward.
"Maybe we're getting closeto theend,” Frank conjectured hopefully.

Spurred by possible freedom, he put on aburst of speed. Joe did the same. A moment later Frank
stopped unexpectedly and Joe bumped into him.

"What's the matter?' he barely whispered.
"Dead end," reported his brother.

Squeezing up beside Frank, Joe reached out and touched a pile of stones blocking their path. The boys
now could hear the heavy breathing of their pursuer.

"Let'smove these stones,” Frank urged.



Both Hardys worked with desperate haste to pull the barrier down. They heaved thankful sghswhen a
draft of fresh air struck their faces.

"Theexit!" Joewhispered inrelief.

The brothers wriggled through the opening they had made and found themsalvesin arock-walled space.
"It'sthe cave by theriver, Joe!" Frank cried out. " Someone put back the rocks we removed!"

The boys clicked on their flashlights and started toward the entrance of the cave.

"Webesat 'emtoit!" Joe exclaimed.

"That'swhat you think!" came a harsh voice from the entrance.

The glare from two flashlights almost blinded the Hardys. Docker and Markel, with drawn revolvers, had
stepped into the cave.

CHAPTER XX

Solid Evidence

FOR asecond the two armed men stared in disbdlief at Frank and Joe. "The Hardy boys!" Docker
snarled. " So you're the snoopers we've trapped!”

Therewas ascuffling in the tunnel behind the boys. A stocky man, huffing and puffing, emerged from the
tunnel. The Hardys recognized him ingtantly: the counterfeit passer, Victor Peters.

The newcomer gaped at the Hardys. "What are they doing here?!

"A good question!" Markel snapped at his accomplice. "Y ou told us on the two-way radio you'd locked
‘em up with thetruck.”

Peterswhined, "I did. They must've broken out."

"Obvioudy." Docker gave him awithering look.

Frank and Joe redlized that Peters had not returned to the old farmhouse.
Docker whirled on them. "How did you escape?’

The boyslooked at him coldly. "That'sfor you to find out," Joe retorted.

"It'sagood thing Markel and | decided to head 'em off at the cave," Docker added angrily. " Otherwise,
they would have escaped again.”

The Hardys could see that the men were nervous and edgy. "'I'm not the only one who made amistake,”
Peters growled. "1 told you a couple of days ago to get rid of that kid Ken when these pests started
asking about him, and then found the tunnel. We could have thrown ‘em off the scent!”

While the men argued, the Hardys kept on the alert for a chance to bresk away. Markd's eye caught the



movement, and heleveled hisrevolver. "Don't be smart!" he ordered. "Y ou're covered.”

Peters continued the tirade againgt his confederates. "Docker, you should've finished these Hardys of f
when you put ‘em in the boat that night! And you"-Peters turned on Marke- "you could have planted a
dynamite chargein their boat instead of just monkeying with the throttle.”

The Hardys, meanwhile, were thankful for the precious minutes gained by the men's dissension.
"Tony and Chet might come back intimewith help,” Joe thought.

Simultaneoudy, Frank hoped that Ken Blake had carried out his whispered ingtructions.
Docker glanced nervoudy at hiswatch. "Blum ought to be here," he fumed.

"Who's Blum?' Frank asked suddenly. " One of your counterfeiting pas?'

Docker, Markel, and Peterslaughed scornfully. "No," said Markd. "Were the only onesin our exclusve
society. Paul Blum doesn't know anything about our-er-mill operation, but it was through him we got the
jobs at the gatehouse. The whole dedl redly paid off double.”

Docker interrupted him with awarning. "Don't blab so much!™

Marke sneered. "Why not? What | say won't do these smart alecks any good.”
Joelooked at the guard camly. "Who paid you to let the green panel truck into Elekton?”
All three men gtarted visibly. "How'd you know that?' Markel demanded.

"Just had ahunch,” Joe replied.

The former guard regained his composure. "WEeIl get our money for that little job tonight.”

Frank and Joe felt eated. Paul Blum, whom these men expected, must be the sabotage ringleader! "So
that'swhat Markel meant by the deal paying off double," Frank thought. "He and Docker working the
counterfeit racket on their own-and being in cahoots with the saboteurs.”

Frank addressed Markel inanicy tone. "You cal blowing up abuilding a'little job™?!

The counterfeiters reactions astonished the Hardys. "What!" bellowed Markel, as Docker and Peters
went ashen.

Joe snorted. "Y ou expect usto believe you didn't know explosives werein that truck?'

Victor Peters was beside himsdlf with rage. "Fools!" he dhrilled at Docker and Markd. Y ou let
yourselves be used by saboteurs? Thiswhole state will be crawling with police and federa agents.”

The gatehouse men, though shaken, kept their revolverstrained on the Hardys. "Never mind," Docker
muttered. " Soon as Blum shows up welll get out of hereand lielow for awhile.”

Frank and Joe learned also that Docker and Markel actualy were brothers, but the two refused to give
their real names.

"Y ou, Docker, are known as The Arrow, aren't you?' Frank accused him.

"Y eah. Next time I'll use you boysfor targets" the man retorted threateningly.



The Hardys kept egging the men on to further admissions. Docker and Markel had been approached
severa months before by Blum who tipped them off to good-paying jobs at the Elekton gatehouse.
Docker had cleverly forged references and identification for Markel and himsdif.

As soon as he and Markel had obtained the jobs, Blum had instructed them to buy the truck secondhand
in another state, and told them only that Markel wasto lend Blum the truck on a certain day when
notified, let him through the gate, then out again soon after closing time. The guard would be handsomely
paid to do this.

When Marke and Docker had become settled in the mill, the two had discovered the secret room and
tunnel, which once had been asettlers escape route. The men had wasted no time in setting it up for thelr
counterfeiting racket, and often used the nondescript green truck to snesk in the required equipment.

"Who rigged up the eectric-eye signa?' Frank queried.
"My work," Docker replied proudly.

Asthe boys had surmised, Peters, an old acquaintance of theirs, was "the old man" at the deserted
farmhouse. When the boys had left the mill that morning Docker had radioed Peters, telling him if the
Hardys showed up at the farm, he was to trap them.

"No doubt you planned to finish us off when you came back,” Joe said.

Peters nodded.

Frank said to Docker, "I must admit, those twenties are pretty good forgeries. The police think so, too."
The counterfeiter smiled in contempt. "Y our fat friend sure wasfooled.”

He explained that his kill a engraving, which he had learned years ago, had enabled him to make the
plates from which the billswere printed.

"Which one of you rode Ken's bike and | eft the typed warning for our father?' Frank asked.

"I did," Marke replied promptly.

"Why? He waan't involved with the counterfeiting case.”

We thought he was when we overheard a company bigwig say Fenton Hardy was 'taking the case.™
"Yeah," Docker said. "'l wasn't kidding when | sent the warnings-on paper and by phone.”

He had acquired some sheets of bond paper from Elekton on a pretext; aso the Manila envel opes used
to deliver the bogus money to Peters. Docker admitted he had "unloaded” the counterfeit twenty at
Pritos yard by mistake.

Peters broke in abruptly. "We'd better get rid of these kids right now!"

The three men held awhispered conference, but Docker and Markel did not take their eyesfrom the
Hardys. Suddenly the boys keen ears detected the put-put of an approaching motor-boat.

One thought flashed across their minds-Chet and Tony were bringing help. But in afew minutestheir
hopes were dashed! A heavy-set, dark-haired man peered into the mouth of the cave.

"Blum!" Market said.



"Who arethese kids?' Blum asked, squinting a Frank and Joe.
"Their nameisHardy-" Docker began, but Blum cut him short.

"Hardy!" he said sharply. "Listen-I just gave Fenton Hardy the dip at the Bayport dock. Hewason a
policelaunch.”

"Weve got to movefast!" Markd urged. "Docker and | caught these sons of his snooping. Pay uswhat
you promised and well scram.”

Blum looked disgusted. " Stupid amateurs! Y ou let kids make it so hot you have to get out of town?' The
heavy-set man pulled out hiswallet. "Hereésyour cut for etting meinto the plant,” he continued scornfully.
"I'm glad to get rid of such bunglers.”

"It'snot just these kids that made it hot for us!" Docker stormed. "If we'd known you were going to blow
up that 1ab, we never would've gotten mixed up with you."

The Hardys noticed that Paul Blum appeared startled at Docker's words.

Frank spoke up boldly. "Sure. We all know you're back of the sabotage. Who pays you for doing it?
And who'syour insgde man at Elekton?"

Blum glared, then in asinister tone replied, ™Y ou'll never liveto sing to the cops, so I'll tell you. Severa
countriesthat want to sop United States progressin missles are paying me. My friend inthe plantisa
fellow named Jordan.”

The saboteur reveded that his accomplice had first carried out smaller acts of sabotage, the oneswhich
Chet had heard about from hisfather. It had been Blum himsalf who had driven the truck into the grounds
and placed the dynamite in the laboratory. "Jordan and | gave your father the dip, then, too!"

"Y ou guys can stand here and talk!" snapped Peters. "1'm going. Y ou'd better take care of these
Hardys." He backed out of the cave and raced off.

The counterfeiters discussed heatedly whether "to get rid" of Frank and Joe immediately, or take "these
kids' and dispose of them later.

"That'syour worry!" Blum said. "I'm taking off!"
"Oh, no, youre not. You can't leave usin the lurch.” Markel waved his gun meaningfully.
At that ingtant there was a crashing noise outside the cave. The three men swung around.

Thiswas dl the Hardys needed. They hurled themselves at their captors, forcing them backward onto the
rocky beach. From the woods they heard Chet ydll, "Here we come, fellows!"

Frank had tackled Blum, and Joe was wrestling with Docker on the beach.

Tony Prito yelled, "Got you!" ashetook aflying legp at Markel and brought him to the ground. The older
men, though strong, were no match for the agile Hardys and the furious ondaught of Chet and Tony.
Finally the struggle ended. The saboteur and counterfeiters were disarmed and lined up before the cave,
their arms pinioned behind them by Joe, Chet, and Tony. Frank took charge of the revolvers. "Good
work, you two!" he said to hisfriends. Chet, out of breath, grinned proudly. "I'm glad Tony and | stuck
around when we saw these guys high-tailing it through the woods."

Now Frank turned to the prisoners. "Okay. March!" he ordered.



But before anyone could move, footsteps were heard approaching through the woods. A moment later
Chief Collig and another officer appeared. With them, in handcuffs, was Victor Peters.

"Chief! Arewe glad to seeyou!" Joe exclaimed.

The chief stared in amazement at the boys and their captives. "l got your message from Ken Blake," he
told Frank. "Looks asif you have your handsfull!"

"Oh, we havel" Joe grinned, then, puzzled, he asked his brother, "What message?’ "Just before | 1€ft the
house| told Kento cdll

Chief Callig if weweren't back by eleven, and tel him where we had gone.”

While Blum and the counterfeiters stood in sullen silence, the four boys learned that Ken had called the
chief just minutes after Fenton Hardy had |eft in the police launch in pursuit of Paul Blum.

"When we reached the mill we met this crook running out of the woods." Chief Collig gestured toward
the handcuffed Peters. "I recognized him from Chet's description. When we found phony money on him,
he told me where you were, hoping to get off with alighter sentence.”

"Yourat!" Docker'sface contorted with rage.

At that moment the group became aware of a police launch churning toward them, the beam from its
searchlight siwveeping the water. In the excitement, no one had heard the sound of itsengine.

"Dad!" cried the Hardys, spotting the detective's erect figure standing in the bow. Soon the launch was
beached, and Mr. Hardy, with severd officers, legped ashore.

"Wel," Mr. Hardy said sternly when he saw Blum, "you won't be escaping again.”

The captured lawbreakers were handcuffed and put aboard the launch. Mr. Hardy looked at his sons
and their friends proudly. "Y ou've done a yeoman's job-on both cases, yours and mine," he said.

After the police cruiser had departed, Frank and Joe led their father and the othersinto the mill cellar and
showed them the secret room.

"Thisisal the evidence you need againgt the counterfeiters, Chief,” said Mr. Hardy. "l can seethere are
plenty of fingerprints on this equipment. We know some will match the one on the finger guard. Besides
your evidence, boys, Ken'stestimony should be more than enough to convict them.”

"What about Jordan, Blum's confederate at Elekton?' Frank asked.

Mr. Hardy smiled. "Hewas my big prize and I'm glad to say heisinjail!" The detective explained that
further deuthing had led to Jordan -and through him, Paul Blum. Mr. Hardy's first bresk had come when
he learned that one Elekton employee had seen Jordan going toward the laboratory building at closing
time on the day of the explosion.

A police guard was assigned to watch the counterfeiters workshop and its contents. Then the four boys,
Mr. Hardy, and the chief |eft the mill. Outside, they paused and looked back at the turning whedl.

Frank laughed. "Itssignaing daysare over.”
"Sure hope s0," Chet declared firmly. *No more mysteriesfor awhile, please!™

Tony chuckled. "With Frank and Joe around, | wouldn't count on it."



Hiswords proved to be true. Sooner than even the Hardy boys expected, they were called upon to solve
the mystery of THE MISSING CHUMS.

Now Joe turned to their plump friend. "Good thing you bought that microscope, Chet. We started to
look for nature specimens and dug up the old mill's secret!™



