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CHAPTER |
Spying by Telescope

"So Y OU boyswant to help me on another case?' Fenton Hardy, internationaly known detective, smiled
a histeen-age sons.

"Dad, you said you're working on avery mysterious case right now," Frank spoke up. "Isn't there some
angleof it that Joe and | could tackle?"

Mr. Hardy looked out the window of his second-floor study asif searching for the answer somewherein
the town of Bayport, where the Hardys lived. Findly he turned back and gazed steadfastly at his sons.

"All right. How would you like to look for some smugglers?’
Joe Hardy's eyes opened wide. "Y ou mean it, Dad?'

"Now just aminute.” The detective held up hishand. "1 didn't say capture them; | just said look for
them.”

"Even that'sabig assgnment. Thanksfor giving it to us" Frank replied.

Thelean, athletic detective waked to acorner of the study where along, narrow carrying case stood.
Tapping it, he said:

"Y ou boys have learned how to manipulate this telescope pretty well. How would you like to take it out
onto that high promontory above the ocean and train it seaward? The place | mean istwo miles north of
the end of the bay and eight milesfrom here."

"That would be great!" said seventeen-year-old, blond-haired Joe, his blue eyesflashing in anticipation.

Frank, who was a year older than his brother and lessimpetuous, asked in aserioustone of voice, "Dad,
have you any ideas about the identity of any of the smugglers?!

"Yes, | do," Mr. Hardy answered histall, dark-haired son. "I strongly suspect that a man named Felix
Snattman is operating in thisterritory. I'll give you the whole story.”

The detective went on to say that he had been engaged by an international pharmaceutical company to
trace stolen shipments of valuable drugs. Reports of thefts had come from various parts of the United
States. Local police had worked on the case, but so far had failed to apprehend any suspects.

"Headquarters of thefirmisin India" the detective told the boys. "It was through them that | wasfinaly
cdledin. I'm sure that the thefts are the result of smuggling, very cleverly done. That'sthe reason |

suspect Snattman. He's anoted crimina and has been mixed up in smuggling rackets before. He served a
long term in prison, and after being rel eased, dropped out of sght.”

"And you think he's working around Bayport?' Joe asked. He whigtled. "That doesn't make thistown a



very hedthy placetolivein!”
"But we're going to make it so!" Mr. Hardy declared, aring of severity in hisvoice.
"Just where is this spot were to use the telescope?’ Frank asked eagerly.

"It'son the Pallitt place. Y ou'll see the name at the entrance. An old man named Felix Pollitt lived there
alonefor many years. He was found dead in the house about a month ago, and the place has been vacant
ever ance.”

"It sounds asif we could get aterrific range up and down the shore from there and many miles acrossthe
water," Frank remarked.

Mr. Hardy glanced at hiswrist watch. "It's one-thirty now. Y ou ought to be able to go out there, stay a
fair amount of time, and till get hometo supper.”

"Oh, eadily," Joe answered. "Our motorcycles can really burn up the road!”

Hisfather smiled, but cautioned, " This telescope happensto be very vaduable. The lessjouncing it
recaives the better."

"| get the point,” Joe conceded, then asked, "Dad, do you want usto keep the information about the
smugglersto ourselves, or would it be dl right to take a couple of the fellows along?’

"Of course| don't want the news broadcast,” Mr. Hardy said, "but | know | can trust your special
friends. Cdl them up."

"How about Chet and Biff?" Joe consulted Frank. As his brother nodded, he said, "Y ou pack the
telescope on your motorcycle. I'll phone.”

Chet Morton was a stout, good-natured boy who loved to eat. Next to that, he enjoyed being with the
Hardys and sharing their exciting adventures, athough at times, when situations became dangerous, he
wished he were somewhere else. Chet dso loved to tinker with machinery and spent long hours on his
jaopy which he caled Queen. Hewastrying to "soup up" the motor, so that he could have ared "hot
rod."

In contrast to Chet, Biff Hooper wastal and lanky. To the amusement-and wonder-of the other boys, he
used hislegs amost as aspider does, covering tremendous distances on level ground or vaulting fences.

A few minutes later Joe joined his brother in the garage and told him that both Chet and Biff would go
along. Chet, he said, had apologized for not being able to offer the Queen for the trip but her engine was
"dl over thegarage." "Asusud," Frank said with agrin as the two boys climbed on their motorcyclesand
Set out.

Presently the Hardys stopped at Biff Hooper's home. He ran out the door to meet them and climbed
aboard behind Joe. Chet lived on afarm at the outskirts of Bayport, about a fifteen-minute run from the
Hooper home. The stout boy had strolled down the lane to the road and was waiting for hisfriends. He
hoisted himsalf onto Frank's motorcycle.

"I've never seen a powerful telescope in operation,” he remarked. "How far away can you see with this
thing?'

"It al depends on weether conditions,” Frank replied. "On aclear day you can make out human figures at
distances of twenty-four miles.”



"Wow!" Chet exclaimed. "We ought to be ableto find those smugglers easly.”

"I wouldn't say s0," Biff spoke up. "Smugglers have the same kind of boats as everybody else. How dose
do you haveto beto identify aperson?’

"Oh, about two and ahaf miles," Joe answered.

The motorcycles chugged along the shore road, with Frank watching his speedometer carefully. "We
ought to be coming to the Pallitt place soon," he said findly. "Keep your eyes open, fellows."

The boysrode on in silence, but suddenly they dl exclaimed together, "Thereit idl"

At the entrance to adriveway thickly lined with trees and bushes was a stone pillar, into which the name
"Pollitt" had been chisded. Frank and Joe turned into the driveway. The only part of the house they could
see was the top of theroof. Finally, beyond alawn overgrown with weeds, they came upon thetall,
rambling building. It stood like a beacon high above the water. Pounding surf could be heard far below.

"This place sure looks neglected,” Biff remarked.

Dank, tall grass grew benesth the towering trees. Weeds and bushes threatened to engulf the whole
building.

"Creepy, if you ask me," Chet spoke up. "I don't know why anybody would want to live here.”

The house itsdf wasin need of repair. Built of wood, it had several sagging shutters and the paint was
flaking bedly.

"Poor old Mr. Pollitt was probably too sick to take care of things," Frank commented, as he looked at
several weed-choked flower beds. To the Hardys disappointment, the sky had become overcast and
they realized that visibility had been cut down considerably. Nevertheless, Frank unstrapped the carrying
case and lugged it around to the front of the house.

He unfastened the locks and Joe helped his brother lift out the telescope and attached tripod, pulling up
the eye-end section firgt.

Biff and Chet exclamed in admiration.
"Boy, that'sredlly neat!" Chet remarked.

He and Biff watched in fascination as Frank and Joe began to set up the telescope. First they unfastened
the tape with which the tube and tripod legs were tied together. Joe turned the three legs down and
pulled out the extensions to the desired height. Then Frank secured the tripod legs with achain to keep
them from spreading.

"What'snext?' Biff asked.

"To get proper balance for the main telescope tube we dide it through this trunnion deeve toward the eye
end, likethis" After doing so, Frank tightened the wing nuts on the tripod lightly.

Joe picked up the balance weight from the carrying case and screwed it into the right side of the
tel escope tube about one third the distance from the eyepiece.

"Thisll keep the whole thing from being top heavy," he pointed out.

"And what'sthis little telescope aongside the big one for?* Chet queried.



"A finder," Frank explained. "Actualy, itsasmall guide telescope and helpsthe observer sight hisbig
telescope on the object more eadily.”

"It'sasclear asmud,” Chet remarked with agrin. He squinted through the ends of both the large and the
small telescopes. "l can't seeathing,” he complained. Joe laughed. "And you won't until | insert one of
the eyepiecesinto the adapter of the big telescope and put another eyepiece into the finder.”

In afew minutes the Hardys had the fascinating device working. By turning asmall knob, Frank dowly
swung the telescope from left to right, and each boy took aturn looking out across the water.

"Not aboat in sight!" said Chet, disappointed.

Frank had just taken his second turn squinting through the eyepiece when he called out excitedly, "1 see
something!™

He now began arunning account of the scene he had just picked up. "It'snot very clear . . . but | seea
boat . . . must be at least Six milesout.”

"What kind of boat?" Joe put in.
"Lookslikeacruiser ... or acutter. . . . It'snot moving. . . . Want to take alook, Joe?'

Frank's brother changed places with him. " Say, fellows, aman's going over the sdeon aladder . . . and,
hey! therésasmaller boat down below. . . . HEsclimbing into it."

"Can you see aname or numbers on the big boat?' Frank asked excitedly.

"No. Theboat'sturned at afunny angle, so you can't seethe lettering. Y ou couldn't even if the wegther
was clearer.”

"Which way isthe manin the small boat heading?' Biff asked.
"He seemsto be going toward Barmet Bay."

Joe gave up his position to Biff. " Suppose you keep your eye on him for awhile, and aso the big boat.
Maybeitll turn so you can catch the name or number on the box."

Chet had been slent for several moments. Now he said, "Do you suppose they're the smugglers?”
"Could be," Frank replied. "1 think we'd better leave and report thisto Dad from the first telephone we-"
Hewasinterrupted by the sudden, terrifying scream of aman!

"Wh-where did that come from?' Chet asked with afrightened look.

"Sounded asif it came frominsde," Frank answered.

The boys stared at the house on the cliff. A moment later they heard aloud cry for help. It wasfollowed
by another scream.

"Somebody'sin thereand isin troublel” Joe exclaimed. "Wed better find out what's going on!"
L eaving the telescope, the four boys ran to the front door and tried the knob. The door was locked.

"L et's scatter and seeif we can find another door,” Frank suggested.



Frank and Joe took one side of the house, Biff and Chet the other. They met at the rear of the old home
and together tried a door there. This, too, was locked.

"There's a broken window around the corner,” Biff announced. "Shdl we climb in?"
"I guesswed better," Frank answered.
Asthe boys reached the window, which seemed to open into alibrary, they heard the scream again.

"Help! Hurry! Help!" came an agonized cry.

CHAPTER 11
Thief at Work

JOE wasfirg to dide through the broken window. "Wait amoment, fellows,” he caled out, "until |
unlock this."

Quickly he turned the catch, raised the window, and the other three boys stepped insgde the library. No
one was there and they ran into the large center hall.

"Hello!" Frank shouted. "Where are you?'

There was no answer. "Maybe that person who was calling for help has passed out or is unconscious,”
Joe suggested. "L et'slook around.”

The boys dashed in various directions, and investigated the living room with its old-fashioned furnishings,
the dining room with its heavily carved English oak set, the kitchen, and what had evidently been amaid's
bedroom in days gone by. Now it was heaped high with empty boxes and crates. There wasno onein
any of the rooms and the Hardys and their two friends met again in the hdll.

"The man must be upstairs," Frank decided.

He started up the front stairway and the others followed. There were severa bedrooms. Suddenly Chet
hung back. He wanted to go with his pas but the eeriness of the house made him pause. Biff and the
Hardys sped from one to another of the many rooms. Findly they investigated the last of them.

"Nobody here! What do you make of it?" Biff asked, puzzled.
Chet, who had rejoined the group, said worriedly, "M-maybe the place is haunted!™

Joe's eyes were searching for an entrance to the third floor. Seeing none, he opened three doorsin the
hall, hoping to find a stairway. He saw none.

"Theremust bean atticin thishouse," he said. "1 wonder how you get toit.”
"Maybe there's an entrance from one of the bedrooms,”" Frank suggested. "L et's see.”

The boys separated to investigate. Suddenly Frank called out, "I've found it."



The othersran to where he had discovered a door behind a man's shabby robe hanging inside a closet.
Thisinturn reveded astairway and the group hurriedly climbed it, Chet bringing up therear.

The attic room was enormous. Old newspapers and magazines were strewn around among ol d-fashioned
trunks and suitcases, but there was no human being in sight.

"| guessthat cry for help didn't come from the house at dl," Biff suggested. "What'll we do now? Look
outdoors?'

"I guesswell haveto,”" Frank answered.

He started down the steep stairway. Reaching the foot, he turned the handle of the door which had
swung shut. To his concern he was not able to openit.

"What's the matter?' asked Chet from the top of the stairway.
"Looksasif werelocked in," Frank told him.

"Locked in?" Chet wailed. "Oh, no!"

Frank tried pulling and pushing the door. It did not budge.
"That'sfunny,” hesaid. "I didn't see any lock on the outside."

Suddenly the full import of the situation dawned on the four boys. Someone had deliberately locked them
in! The criesfor help had been ahoax to lure them into the house!

"Y ou think somebody was playing ajoke on us?' Biff asked.
"Pretty rotten kind of joke," Chet sputtered.

Frank and Joe wereinclined to think that there was moreto it than ajoke. Someone had seen a chance
to steal avaluable telescope and two late-model motorcycles!

"Weve got to get out of here!™ Joe said. "Frank, put your shoulder to the door and I'll help.”

Fortunately, the door was not particularly sturdy and gave way easily. Frank glanced back a moment as
he rushed through and saw two large hooks which he had not noticed before. They had evidently been
dipped into the eyes and had been ripped from the framework by the crash on the door.

The other boysfollowed, running pell-mdll through the halway and clattering down the Stairway. They
dashed out the front door, leaving it open behind them. To their relief, the telescope il stood at the edge
of the cliff, pointing seaward.

"Thank goodness!” said Joe. "I'd hate to have had to tell Dad the tel escope was gone!™

Frank rushed over to take aquick look through the instrument. It had occurred to him that maybe some
confederate of the smugglers had seen them spying. He might even have tricked them into the house
during the very time that a smuggling operation would be within range of the telescope!

When Frank reached the edge of the cliff and tried to look through the instrument, he gasped in dismay.
The eyepieces from both the finder and the tel escope tube had been removed!

Asheturned to tell the other boys of his discovery, he found that they were not behind him. But a
moment later Joe came running around the corner of the house calling out:



"The motorcycles are safel Nobody stole them!™
"Thank goodness for that,” said Frank.

Chet and Biff joined them and al flopped down on the grass to discuss the mysterious happenings and
work out aplan of action.

"If that thief ishiding insdethe house, I'm going to find him," Joe declared findly.

"I'mwith you," said Frank, jumping up. "How about you, Biff, guarding the motorcycles and Chet taking
charge of the telescope? That way, both the front and back doorswill be covered, too, in case that thief
comesout.”

"Okay," the Hardys friends agreed.

As Frank and Joe entered the front hall, Joe remarked, "Theres aback stairway. If we don't find the
person on thefirst floor, I'll take that to the second. Y ou take the front.”

Frank nodded and the search began. Not only the firgt, but the second and attic floors were thoroughly
investigated without results.

"Therésonly one placel&ft,” said Frank. "The cdlar.”

Thisareadso proved to have no one hiding init. "I guess our thief got away,” Frank stated.
"And probably on foot," Joe added. "I didn't hear any car, did you?'

"No. Maybe he went down the cliff and made agetaway in aboat,” Frank suggested.

In complete disgust the Hardys reported their failure to Biff and Chet. Then they packed up the telescope
and strapped it onto Frank's motorcycle.

"Wemay aswell go home," Joe said dolefully. "Well have apretty dim report for Dad.”
"Sim?' sad Biff. "I haven't had so much excitement in Sx months.”

The boys climbed aboard the motorcycles. Asthe Hardys were about to start the motors, al four of
them froze in the seats. From somewhere below the cliff came ademoniaca laugh. Involuntarily the boys
shuddered.

"L-let's get out of here!™ Chet urged.

Frank and Joe had hopped off the motorcycles, and were racing in the direction from which the eerie
laughter was coming.

"It may be another trap!” Chet yelled after them. " Come back!"

But the Hardys went on. Just before they reached the edge of the cliff they were thunderstruck to hear
the laughter coming from acompletely different area. It was actualy in back of them!

"What gives?' Joe asked.
"Search me," his brother answered. "The ghost must have a confederate.”

The brothers peered over the edge of the cliff but could see only jagged rocks that led to the booming
surf below. Frank and Joe returned to then, chums, disappointed that they had learned nothing and had



no explanation for the second laugh.

"I'm glad it stopped, anyhow," said Chet. "It gave me goose pimples and made chills run up and down
my spine.”

Biff looked at hiswrist watch. "l redly have to be getting home, fellows. Sorry to break up this man hunt.
Maybe you can take me to a bus and come back.”

The Hardys would not hear of thisand said they would leave a once.

They had gone scarcely amile when the motor on Frank's cycle sputtered and backfired, then died. "A
swell timefor abreakdown,” he said disgustedly as he honked for Joe to stop.

Joe turned around and drove back. "What's the matter?'

"Don't know." Frank dismounted. "It's not the gas. | have plenty of that."

"Tough luck!" Joe said sympatheticdly. "Wdll, let'stake alook a the motor. Better get out your tools.”
AsFrank opened the toolbox of his motorcycle, an expression of bewilderment came over hisface.
"My toold" he exclaimed. "They're gone!”

The others gathered around. The toolbox was indeed empty!

"Areyou sure you had them when you left Bayport?' Chet asked.

"Of coursel did. I never go anywhere without them."

Biff shook his head. "'l suppose the guy who took the eyepieces stole your toolstoo."

Joe dashed to the toolbox on his own motorcycle and gave acry of dismay.

"Mine are gone, too!"

CHAPTER 111
Landdidel

"THAT'Sashame, felows" Chet Morton said. "Thisis sure your day for bad luck. First the eyepieces
from your tel escope are taken and now the tools from your motorcycles.”

"And dl by the same person, I'm sure,”" Frank remarked grimly.
"Some dick operator, whoever heis," Joe added gloomily.

Chet put his handsinto histrouser pockets and with agrin pulled out apair of pliers, ascrew driver, and
awrench.

"I was working on the Queen thismorning,” he explained. "Good thing | happened to put thesein my
pocket."



"I'll say," Frank declared gratefully, taking the toolswhich Chet handed over.

He unfastened the housing of the motor and began checking every inch of the machinery. Finaly he
looked up and announced, "I guess I've found the trouble-aloose connection.”

Frank adjusted the wires and amoment later the vehicle's motor was roaring normally. The housing was
put back on, Chet's tools were returned with thanks, and the four boys set off once more.

"L et's hope nothing more happens before we get home,” Biff said with awry laugh.
"I'll second thet," Joe said emphatically.

For five minutes the cyclistisrode dong in silence, their thoughts partly on the passing scenery, but mostly
on the mystery in which they had become involved.

Joe's mind was racing with his throbbing motorcycle. In afew minutes he had far outdistanced his
brother. Frank did not dare go any faster because of the tel escope strapped onto his handle bars.

Presently Joe reached a pot in the road where it had been cut out of the hillside on theright. There was
asharp curve here. The motorcycletook it neatly, but he and Biff had scarcely reached the straightaway
beyond when they heard a thunderous sound back of them.

"What's that?" Joe cried out.
Biff turned to look over hisshoulder. "A landdide I" he shouted.

Rocks and dirt, loosened by recent heavy rainstorms, were tumbling down the steep hillsde at terrific
Speed.

"Frank!" Joe cried out in horror. He jammed on his brake and disengaged the engine. As he ran back to
warn his brother, Joe saw that he wastoo late. Biff had rushed up and both could only stare hel plesdly,
their heartssinking.

Frank and Chet came around the corner at good speed and ran full tilt into the landdide. Its rumbling
sound had been drowned out by the pounding surf and their own roaring motor.

The two boys, the motorcycle, and the telescope were bowled over by the faling rocks and earth. Asthe
rain of debrisfinaly stopped, Joe and Biff reached their Sdes.

"Frank! Chet!" they cried out in unison. "Areyou hurt?’

Frank, then Chet, sat up dowly. Aside from looking abit dazed, they seemed to be al right. "Rock just
missed my head,” Frank said finally.

"I got amean wallop on my shoulder,”" Chet panted gingerly, rubbing the sore spot.
"Y ou fdlowswerelucky," Biff spoke up, and Joe nodded hisintense relief.
"How about the telescope?’ Frank asked quickly. "Take alook at it, will you, Joe?'

The battered carrying case, pushed out of the straps which had held it in place on the motorcycle, lay in
the road, covered with stone and dirt. Joe opened the heavily lined box and carefully examined the
telescope.

"It looksdl right tome," he said in ardieved voice. "Of course we won't know for sure until wetry other



eyepiecesinit. But at least nothing looks broken.”

By thistime Frank and Chet were standing up and Biff remarked, "While you two are getting your
breath, Joe and | can take the biggest rocks out of the way. Some motorist may come speeding along
here and break his neck or wreck his car unlessthis place gets cleaned up.”

"Oh, I'm okay," Chet ingsted. "Therock that hit me felt just like Bender, that big end on the Milton High
team. He's hit me many atimethe sameway."

Frank, too, declared that hefelt noill effects. Together, the boys flung rock after rock into the field
between the road and the water and, in pairs, carried the heavier rocks out of the way.

"Guessweredl set now," Frank spoke up. "Biff, I'm afraid you're going to be late getting home." He
chuckled. "Who isshe?"

Biff reddened alittle. "How'd you guess? | have adate tonight with Sdly Sanderson. But she'sagood
gport. Shewon't mind waiting alittle longer.”

Again the four boys straddled the motorcycles and started off. A few minuteslater anoise out in the
ocean attracted Frank's attention and he peered across the rolling sweep of waters. A powerful
speedboat came into view around the base of asmal cliff about aquarter mile out. It wasfollowed a a
short distance by asimilar, but larger craft. Both boats were traveling a high speed.

"Lookslikearace!" Joe called out. "Let'swatchiit!"

The Hardysran their motorcycles behind aclump of trees and stopped, then walked down to the shore
line

The boats did not appear to be having afriendly speed contest, however. Thefirst boat was zigzagging in
apeculiar manner, and the pursuing craft wasrapidly overtaking it.

"Seel That second boat istrying to stop the other one!™ Frank exclaimed.

"It sureis. Wonder what's up,” said Joe tensdly. "I wish that telescope was working. Can any of you
fellows make out the names on the boats?"

"No," the others chorused.

The two men standing in the bow of the pursuing craft were waving their arms franticaly. Thefirst boat
turned asif about to head toward the shore. Then, apparently, the helmsman changed hismind, for at
once the nose of his boat was pointed out into the ocean again.

But the moment of hesitation had given the pursuers the chance they needed. Swiftly the gap between the
racing craft grew smdler and smaller until the boats were running side by side. They were so close
together that a collison seemed imminent.

"They'll dl bekilled if they aren't careful!” Frank muttered as he watched intently.

Thelone man in the foremost craft was bent over the whedl. In the boat behind, one of the two men
suddenly raised hisright arm high. A moment later he hurled an object through the air. It landed in back
of the engine housing in the center of the craft. At the sametime the larger boat sped off seaward.

"What wasthat?' Chet asked. "|-"

Suddenly asheet of flame legped high into the air from the smaller boat. There was astunning exploson



and adense cloud of smokerosein the air. Bits of wreckage were thrown high and in the midst of it the
boys saw the occupant hurled into the water.

Swiftly the whole boat caught fire. The flames raced from bow to stern.
"That man!" shouted Frank. "He'sdivel"

The boys could see him struggling in the surf, trying to swim ashore.
"Hell never makeit!" Joe gasped. "He'sdl in."

"We've got to save him!™ Frank cried out.

CHAPTER IV

The Rescue

THE Hardy boys knew that they had no timeto lose. It was evident that the man in the water had been
injured by the explosion and could not swim, much longer.

"Well never reach him!" Chet said, asthe four boys dashed across the rocks and grass to the shore.

Suddenly Frank cried out, "I see arowboat up on the beach." His sharp eyes had detected alarge
rowboat dmost completely hidden in asmall cove at the bottom of the cliff. "We'd make better timein
thet!"

A huge rock jutting out of the water cut the cove off from the open part of the beach.
"Wed haveto go up to that ridge and then down," Joe objected. "I'll swim out.”

"I will too," sad Biff.

The two plunged into the water and struck out for the stricken man.

Meanwhile, Frank and Chet sped up the dope, cut across a strip of grass, and began running down the
embankment toward the rowboat.

"That man's sill afloat,”" Frank shouted as he looked out over the water.

Joe and Biff were making good time but were along way from the man, who seemed now to be drifting
with the outgoing tide. The explosion victim, fortunately, had managed to seize a piece of wreckage and
was hanging ontoit.

Slipping and scrambling, Frank and Chet made their way down the dope. Rocks rolled and tumbled
ahead of them. But finally they reached the bottom safely and examined the boat. It was battered and
old, but evidently <till seaworthy. There were two sets of oars.

"Grab hold!" Frank directed Chet.
The boys pulled the boat across the pebbles and into the water. Swiftly they fixed the oarsin the locks



and took their places. Pulling hard, Frank and Chet rowed toward the distressed swimmer. Presently
they overtook Joe and Biff, who clambered aboard. The man had seen the boys and called feebly to
them to hurry.

"Fagter!" Joe urged. "Helooks asif hell go under any second!”

The motorboat in the background was till blazing fiercely, flames shooting high in the air. The craft was
plainly doomed.

The boys pulled harder and the rowboat |eaped across the water. When it was only afew yards away
from the man, he suddenly let go his hold on the bit of wreckage and dipped benegth the waves.

"He'sdrowning!" Chet shouted, as he bent to his oar again.

Joe made atremendousdly long, outward dive and disappeared into the water where the man had gone
down. Frank and Chet rowed the boat to the spot and |eaned over the side to peer down.

Just then, Joe and the stranger broke the surface of the water, with the boy holding an arm under the
man's shoulders. His head sagged.

"He's unconscious!” Biff whispered hoarsely, as he helped pull the victim into the boat. The man sprawled
helplesdy on the bottom, more dead than dive.

"Wed better revive him and get him to the hospital," said Frank.

He applied artificid respiration, forcing alittle water from the man's lungs, but the stranger did not regain
CONSCiOUSNESS.

"| think he collapsed from exhaustion,” Joe spoke up.
Frank and Chet took off their jackets and wrapped them around the wet figure.
"How about taking him to that farmhouse over there-aong the road?' Chet suggested.

The others agreed. As Frank and Chet rowed toward the farm, the boys discussed the mystery. Who
wasthe victim of the explosion and why had the men in the other motorboat tried to kill him?

The man they had rescued lay face downward in the bottom of the boat. He was adim, dark-haired man
with sharp, clean-cut features, and his clothes were chegp and worn. Biff looked in his pockets for
identification but found none.

"Wonder if hesalocd man," Joe said. "Never saw him around town."
The other boys declared they never had either.

By thistime the boat was close to shore. Joe and Biff leaped out and dragged it part way up on the
beach. Then the four boys carried the unconscious man up the rocky shore toward the farmhouse.

At their gpproach a plump woman came hurrying out of the house. From the orchard nearby aburly man
in overdls cameforward.

"My goodnessl What has happened?’ the woman asked, running toward them.

"Wejust pulled this man out of the water,” Frank explained. "We saw your house-"



"Bring himin," boomed thefarmer. "Bring himright in."

The woman ran ahead and held the door open. The boys carried the stranger into the house and laid him
on abed in the comfortably furnished first-floor bedroom. The farmer's wife hastened to the kitchen to
prepare ahot drink.

"Rub hisankles and wrists, and get those wet clothes off him," the farmer told the boys. "That will step up
hiscirculation. I'll get him some pgjamas.”

"How about cdling adoctor?' Frank asked.
"No need. He'll be okay," the farmer declared.
The victim was soon under the covers. Frank and Joe continued to massage hiswrists and ankles.

At last the Stranger stirred feebly. His eydids fluttered. Hislips moved, but no words came. Then hiseyes
opened and the man stared at those around him, as though in a daze.

"Wheream |?' he muttered faintly.

"You'resafe," Frank assured him. "Y ou're with friends.”
"Y ou saved me?'

"Yes"

"Pretty near-cashed in-didn't 1?7

"Y ou nearly drowned, but you're dl right now. When you fed liketalking, you cantdl usthewhole
sory," said Frank. "But, in the meantime, well cal the police or the Coast Guard and report those men
who tried to murder you."

Theman in the bed blinked and looked out the window. Finaly he said, "No, no. Don't do that."
The boys were shocked. "Why not?" Joe burst out.

The man was thoughtfully silent for amoment, then said, "Thanks, but 1'd rather let matters stand asthey
are. I'll take care of it assoon as| get my strength back." The rescued man turned to the farmer. " Okay
withyou if | stay here overnight? I'll pay you, of course.”

The farmer put out his hand. "The name's Kane and you're welcome to stay until you fedl strong. Nobody
can say | ever turned asick man away. And what's your name?”

The patient hesitated amoment. "Jones. Bill Jones" he said at last.

It was s0 evidently afal se name that the Hardys glanced knowingly at each other. Mr. Kane did not
seem to redlize that his guest was apparently trying to hide hisidentity.

Mrs. Kane appeared with hot broth and toast. She suggested that her husband and the boys I et the
patient rest for awhile. When she joined them in the living room she invited the boys to have a snack.
Chet readily accepted for al of them.

The snack consisted of sandwiches of home-cured ham with cheese, glasses of fresh milk, and rich lemon
pie, frothy with meringue. Chet beamed. "Mrs. Kane, you ought to open arestaurant. |I'd be a steady
customer. Y ou're the best pie maker I've ever met."



Frank, Joe, and Biff chuckled. How often they had heard their stout, food-loving chum make similar
remarks! But in this case they had to agree with him and told Mrs. Kane so.

Sheamiled. "It'stheleast | can do for you boys who just saved someoneslife.”

Her young guests said nothing of their early afternoon's adventure inside the Pollitt house, but Frank
casually asked the Kanesif they had known the deceased owner and if anyone were living there now.

"Sure| knew Fdlix Pallitt,” the farmer replied. "' Closemouthed old codger, but | did hear him once say
somethin' about havin' ano-good nephew. Pallitt said hewas hisonly livin' relative and he supposed hed
haveto leave the property to him."

"But who'd want the place?’ Mrs. Kane spoke up. "It'sfaling apart and would cost a mint of money to
fix up."

Joe grinned. " Sounds like a haunted house," he remarked pointedly.

"Funny you should say that." Mrs. Kane looked at Joe. "There was afamily stopped here the other day.
Wanted to buy some eggs. One of thelittle girls said they'd had aterrible scare. They'd stopped at the
old Pallitt place to have apicnic, and were scared out of their wits by moans and groans and queer
laughs from the house."

Mr. Kanesface broke into agrin. "Thekid'simagination sure was runnin' away with itsalf."
"I'm not so sure of that," hiswife disagreed. "I think some boyswerein there playing pranks.”

After Frank and Joe and their friends had |eft the farmhouse, they discussed the strange noises at the
Pallitt place from thisnew angle.

Biff frowned. "If those ghosts are from Bayport High, they'll sure have the laugh on us," he remarked.
"They surewill," Chet agreed. "I'd hate to face them on Monday."

Frank and Joe were not convinced. After they had dropped their chums at the Morton and Hooper
homes, they discussed the day's strange and varied adventures dl the way to the Hardy house.

"I'm sure that ghost business was meant to be something more than aprank,” Frank stated.

"Right," hisbrother agreed. "I just had an idea, Frank. Maybe nobody was in the house, but he could
have rigged up atape recorder to make those sounds and a remote control to start it.

What say we go back sometime and take alook?"
"I'mwith you."

By thistime the boys had turned into the long driveway of the Hardy home, a spacious, three-story
clapboard house on the corner of High and EIm streets. The large two-story garage at the rear of an
attractive garden had once been abarn.

Frank and Joe parked their motorcycles, unstrapped the telescope, and carried it to the back porch. As
they entered the kitchen, they found their mother, a pretty, sweet-faced woman, with sparkling blue eyes,

preparing supper.
"Hello, boys," she greeted them. "Did you have agood day? See any smugglers?



They kissed her and Frank said, "We have alot to tell you and Dad."

"He'sin the study upgtairs. I'll go up with you right away and we can talk while the chicken's roasting and
the potatoes baking."

The three hurried up to the room where Mr. Hardy was busy looking in alarge meta filein which he kept
important records. The detective stopped hiswork and listened with rapt attention as Frank and Joe
gave adetailed account of their adventures.

"We surefdl for that cry for help,”" Joe explained. "I'm sorry about the stolen eyepieces from the
telescope.”

"And | hopeit wasn't damaged when | had my spill," Frank added. He smiled wanly. "Y ou'll probably
want to dismiss us from your detective force."

"Nothing of thekind," hisfather said. "But now, let's discuss what you saw through the telescope. Y ou
said you spotted a man who climbed down the ladder of aboat and went off in asmaller one. Could he
have been this same fellow who cals himsdf Jones?!

"We couldn't identify him," Joereplied, "but he might be.”
Frank snapped hisfingers. "Y es, and he could be one of the smugglers.”

"But who threw that hand grenade a him?"' Joe asked. "Not one of his own gang, surdly. And those guys
in the other speedboat-they couldn't have been Coast Guard men, even in disguise. They wouldn't use
grenades.”

"Joe'sright on the second point,” Mr. Hardy agreed. "But Jones may till beasmuggler.”

"Y ou mean he might have done something to make his boss mad and the boss sent out a couple of men
to get him?' Joe asked.

The detective nodded. "If thistheory isright, and we can persuade Jonesto talk before he either rgoins
the gang or startstrying to take revenge, then we might get him to turn state's evidence."

The boys were excited. Both jumped from their chairs and Joe cried out eagerly, "Let'sgo talk to him
right away! By morning hell be gonel™

CHAPTER YV
Pretzel Pete

"Just aminute!" Mrs. Hardy said to her sons. "How about supper?’

"We can eat when we come back from our interview with Jones," Joe answered. "Mother, he may
decideto leave the farmhouse any time."

Despairingly Mrs. Hardy returned to her husband. "What do you think, Fenton?"

The detective gave hiswife an understanding smile, then turned to Frank and Joe. "Didn't you say Jones



was in pretty bad shape?’
"Yes, Dad," Frank replied.

"Then | doubt very much that hell try to leave the Kanes home before the time he set-tomorrow
morning. I'm surethat it'll be safe for usto eat Mother's good supper and still see our manintime.”

Joe subsided, and to make his mother fed better, said with asmile, "Guess| let this mystery go to my
brain for aminute. Asamatter of fact, | have an empty space inside of me big enough to eat two

supperd”

Mrs. Hardy tweaked an ear of her energetic son, just as she had frequently done ever since hewasa
small boy. He smiled at her affectionately, then asked what he could do to help with supper.

"W, suppose you fill the water glasses and get milk for you and Frank,” Mrs. Hardy said, as she and
Joe went downgtairs together.

At thetable, as often happened at mealsin the Hardy home, the conversation revolved around the
mystery. Frank asked hisfather if he had made any progress on his part in the case concerning the
smugglers.

"Vey little" the detective replied. " Snattman isa dippery individuad. He covershistrackswell. | did find
this out, though. The law firm which ishandling old Mr. Pallitt's affairs has had no luck in locating the
nephew to whom the property was left.”

"Mr. Kane said hed heard Mr. Pallitt call his nephew ano-good,” Frank put in.

"That'sjust the point,” Mr. Hardy said. "The lawyers|learned from the police that hesahoodlum and is
wanted for burglary.”

Frank whistled. "That puts the nephew in abad spot, doesn't it? If he shows up to claim the property,
hell be nabbed asacrimind.”

"Exactly,"” Mr. Hardy answered.
"What will become of the property?" Joe queried.

Hisfather said he thought the executors might let the house remain vacant or they might possibly rent it.
"They could do this on amonth-to-month basis. Thiswould give added income to the etate.”

"Which wouldn't do the nephew much good if hewereinjail,” Mrs. Hardy put in.

"That would depend on how long his sentence was," her husband said. "He may not be a dangerous
crimina. Hemay just have fallen into bad company and unwittingly become an accessory in some holdup
or burglary.”

"Inthat case," Frank remarked, "he may redizethat he wouldn't haveto stay in prison long. He may
appear to claim the property, take his punishment, and then lead anormal, law-abiding life out at his
uncleésplace.

"WEell, | sincerely hope so," Mr. Hardy replied. "The trouble is, so often when ayoung man joins agroup
of hoodlums or racketeers, he's blackmailed for the rest of hislife, even though hetriesto go straight.”
The detective smiled. "The best way to avoid such asituation isnever to get into it!"

At this moment the phone rang and Frank went to answer it. "It'sfor you, Dad!" he caled, coming back



to thetable!'

Mr. Hardy spent nearly fifteen minutesin conversation with the cdler. In the meantime, the boys and
Mrs. Hardy finished their supper. Then, while Mr. Hardy ate his dessert, hetold hisfamily alittle about
the information he had just received on the phone.

"More drugs have disappeared,” he said tersaly. "I'm positive now that Snattman isbehind al this”
"Were the drugs stolen around here?* Frank asked.

"Wedon't know," hisfather answered. "A pharmaceutical house in the Midwest was expecting a
shipment of rare drugs from India. When the package arrived, only haf the order wasthere. It was
evident that someone had cleverly opened the package, removed part of the shipment, and replaced the
wrapping S0 neatly that neither the customs officias nor the post office was aware that the package had
been tampered with."

"How were the drugs sent to this country?' Joe queried.
"They cameby ship.”

"Towhich port?"

"New Y ork. But the ship did stop at Bayport.”

"How long ago wasthis?'

"Nearly two months ago. It ssemsthat the pharmaceutical house wasn't ready to use the drugs until now,
so hadn't opened the package.”

"Then," said Joe, "the drugs could have been removed right on the premises, and have had nothing to do
with smugglers™

"You'reright," Mr. Hardy agreed. "Each time drugs are reported missing, theres anew angleto the case.
Although I'm convinced Snattman is back of it, how to provethisisredly astickler.”

Mr. Hardy went on to say that the tip he had received about 'Snattman being in the Bayport area had
been avery reiable one. Hesmiled. "I'll tell you dl alittle secret. | have avery good Mend down on the
waterfront. He picks up many kinds of information for me. Hisnameis Pretzdl Pete.”

"Pretze Petel" Frank and Joe cried out. "What aname!"

"That's his nickname along the waterfront,” Mr. Hardy told them. He laughed. "During the past few years
I've munched on so many of the pretzels he sells, | think I'm hisbest customer.”

By thistime the boys father had finished his dessert, and he suggested they |eave a once for the Kane
farmhouse. He brought his black sedan from the garage and the boys hopped in. It did not take long to
cover the Sx milesto the place where Jones was spending the night.

"Why, the houseisdark," Frank remarked, puzzled.
"Maybe everyone's adeep,” Joe suggested.
"Thisearly?' Frank protested.

Mr. Hardy continued on down the lane. There was no sign of anyone around the place. Frank remarked



that perhaps the farmer and hiswife had gone out for the evening. "But I'm surprised that they would
leave Jones donein his condition,” he added.

"I'm quite sure they wouldn't," hisfather averred. "If they're adeep, I'm afraid well have to wake them.'

He pulled up in front of the kitchen entrance. Frank was out of the car in an ingtant, the others followed.
He rapped on the door. There was no answer.

"Let'stry the front door," Joe suggested. "Maybe that has a knocker onit."

The boyswaked around to the ocean side of the house. Although they banged loudly with the brass
door knocker, there was till no response.

"The Kanes must have gone out,” said Joe.
"But what about Jones? Surely he's here.”
"And too weak to cometo the door," Frank surmised. "But he could call out. | can't understand it.”

The brothers returned to the back door and i reported to their father. Then, as Joe rapped several more
times without response, asinking fedling came over the brothers.

"I guess Jones recovered fast and has gone,”" Joe said dgjectedly. "We've goofed.”

"Try the knob. The door may not be locked,” Mr. Hardy ordered. From his tone the boys knew that he
shared their fears.

Frank turned the knob and the door swung open. Mr. Hardy felt around for alight switch on the wall.
"WEell goin," he murmured. "If Jonesisherewell tak to him."

By thistime the detective had found the switch. Asthe kitchen became flooded with light, the boys
gasped, thunderstruck. On their previous visit they had been impressed by the neatness of the room.
Now the place looked as though an earthquake had shaken it.

Pots and pans were scattered about the floor. The table was overturned. A chair lay upsidedownina
corner. Shattered bits of cups and saucers were strewn on the floor.

"What happened?’ Frank exclaimed in bewilderment.

"There's been afight-or astruggle of somekind,” said Mr. Hardy. "L et's see what the rest of the house
lookslike."

The boys opened the door to the adjoining living room. Frank snapped on thewal switch.
There ahorrifying Sght met the Hardys eyes.
The farmer and hiswife, bound and gagged, weretied to chairsin the middie of the room!

Swiftly Frank, Joe, and their father rushed over to Mr. and Mrs. Kane. They had been tied with strong
ropes and so well gagged that the couple had been unable to utter a sound. In aminute the Hardys had
loosened the bonds and removed the gags.

"Thank goodness" Mrs. Kane exclamed with asigh of relief, stretching her arms.

Her husband, spluttering with rage, rose from his chair and hurled the ropesto one side. "Those



scoundreld™ he cried out.
Frank hastily introduced his father, then asked, "What happened?*

For severa moments Mr. and Mrs. Kane were too upset to tell their story. But finally the farmer
staggered over to the window and pointed down the shore road.

"They went that way!" he roared. "Follow them!"
"Who?'

"Those thugswho tied us up! They took Jones!"

CHAPTER VI

The Strange M essage

"How long ago did those kidnapers leave?' Frank asked the Kanes quickly.

"About ten minutes,”" replied the farmer. "Maybe you can catch them if you hurry!”

"Comeon, Dad!" Frank cried. "Let's go after them!™

Mr. Hardy needed no further urging. He and his sonsran out of the house and jumped into the car.

"That's rough stuff,” Joe said to hisfather asthey turned onto the shore road, "barging into house, tying up
the owners, and kidnaping aguy!"

"Yes" Mr. Hardy agreed. "It looks as though ‘your friend Jonesis mixed up in somekind of racket.
Those men must have been pretty desperate to risk breaking into an occupied house.”

The boys father was able to follow the tracks of the car from the tread marksin the dusty road. But soon
there were signsthat another car had turned onto the shore road from a side lane and the trail became
confused.

The Hardys passed the lane that led into the Pollitt place and continued on until they cameto ahilltop.
Herethey could get aclear view of the road winding dong the coast for severd miles. Therewasno Sgn
of acar.

"Wevelost them, | guess,” said Frank in disappointment, as Mr. Hardy brought the sedan to a stop.

"They had too much of ahead start,” Joe remarked. "If only we'd gotten to the farm sooner. Well, we
may aswdll go back."

Mr. Hardy agreed, turned the car around, and once more the Hardys headed for the farm. On the way
they discussed the mysterious kidnaping, and speculated on the identity of those responsible.

"I'll bet those men in the other motorboat saw us rescue Jones, or e se they heard somehow that he'd
been taken to the farmhouse," Joe surmised.



"If they are the kidnapers, | wonder what will happen to Jones now,” Frank said gravely. "They tried to
kill him once"

"Maybethey'll just hold him prisoner,” Mr. Hardy stated thoughtfully. "They were probably afraid held
tell al he knew, and couldn't afford to leave him at the farmhouse.”

When they got back to the Kanes, they found the farmer and his wife somewhat recovered from their
harrowing experience. Mrs. Kane was busy straightening up the kitchen.

"We couldn't catch them," Frank reported sadly.

"W, those hoodlums had a high-powered car and they weren't wastin' any time. | could see 'em from
the window asthey went down thelane," the farmer remarked, frowning angrily at the recollection.

"Pleasetell us exactly what happened, Mr. Kane," Joe urged.

"Well, Mabd and | were herein the kitchen,” the man began. "Mabe was washin' the supper dishes
when thisfdlow cameto the door. He was atdl chap with along, thin face."

"He asked usif we were |ooking after the man that was amost drowned earlier,” the farmer'swife took
up the tae. "When we said we were, the fellow told usthat Mr. Jones was his brother and he had come
to take him away."

"l got suspicious,” Mr. Kane brokein. "He didn't look nothin' like Jones. | asked him where he lived.”
"Atthat," Mrs. Kane said, "he walked in the house with another fellow right at his hedls.

They grabbed my husband. Henry put up an awful good fight but he was outhumbered. When | tried to
help, athird man appeared from nowhere and held me back.”

"They dragged usinto thelivin' room, tied usto those chairs, and put the gagsin our mouths," the farmer
continued. "Then we heard 'em goin' into Joness room. Pretty soon they carried him out to acar where a
fourth fellow was ttin' a the whed."

"Did Jones put up afight when they took him away?" Frank asked.

"Hetried to. He hollered for help, but of course | couldn't do anythin' and he was too weak to struggle
much."

"Thiswhole affair isvery peculiar,” Mr. Hardy observed. "Perhgps Jonesismixed up in the smuggling
going on around here. But who were those four men, | wonder?'

Mrs. Kane shook her head. "All | know is, we're sure glad you and your sons came out tonight. There's
no telling how long we'd have been tied up before somebody found us!”

"We're glad, too, that we got here," Frank replied.
"Y ou folks say your namesHardy?' said the farmer. "Any relation to Fenton Hardy?"
"Right here." The detective smiled.

"Pleasureto know you!" exclaimed Kane heartily, putting out hishand. "If anyone can get to the bottom
of thisbusiness, you can.”

"I'll certainly try," the boys father promised.



The Hardys bade the farmer and hiswife good-by. They promised to cal again at the Kane farm as soon
asthey had any further information, and Mr. Kane, in turn, said he would notify them if he found any
trace of Jones or his kidnapers.

When they returned home the boysfollowed their father into his study.
"What do you make of dl this, Dad?" Joe asked.

Mr. Hardy sat down at his desk. He closed his eyes and leaned back in his chair afew moments without
spesking.

"I have only onetheory," he said at last. "The kidnapers probably are Snattman's friends. That meansyou
boys may have uncovered the fact that there isawhole gang of smugglersaround here.”

The brothers were pleased with their progress. "What do we do next, Dad?" Joe asked eagerly.

"I want to evauate this case from every angle," their father replied. "I'll think about it and talk to you
later." With this the boys had to be content for the rest of the week end.

When the brothers came downstairs Monday morning, Mrs. Hardy was putting their breakfast on the
table.

In answer to the boys inquiries, shereplied, "Y our father went out early thismorning in his car. He didn't
say when hewould return. But your dad didn't take a bag with him, so helll probably be back today.”
Mrs. Hardy was accustomed to her husband's comings and goings at odd hoursin connection with his
profession and she had learned not to ask questions.

Frank and Joe were disappointed. They had looked forward to resuming a discussion of the case with
their father.

"l guesswe're left on our own again to try finding out something about those smugglers,” Frank
remarked, and Joe agreed.

Later, when they reached Bayport High School, the brothers saw ola Morton standing on the front
steps. With pretty, dark-haired lolawas her best friend Callie Shaw. Cdlie, ablond, vivacious,
brown-eyed girl, was Frank's favorite among all the girlsin hisclass.

"How are the ghost huntersthis morning?' she asked with amischievous amile. "lolatold me about your
adventures on Saturday.”

"Chet wasredlly scared,” lolachimed in. "I think somebody played agood joke on dl of you."

"Wdll, whoever it was had better return the telescope eyepieces and our motorcycletools,” Joe sad
Oefiantly.

But asthe day wore on and none of their classmates teased them or brought up the subject, the Hardys
became convinced that the "ghost™ had been serious and not just playing pranks.

"It wasno joke," Joe said to Frank on the way home. "If any of the fellows at school had doneit, they'd
have been kidding us plenty by now."

"Right," Frank agreed. "Joe, do you think the smugglers had anything to do with what happened a the
Pollitt place?'

"That'sathought!" exclaimed Joe. "That house on the cliff would be agreat hide-out. If the smugglers



could make the house appear to be haunted, everyone would stay away."
"I wish Dad would get home, so we could take up thisideawith him,” Frank said thoughtfully.

But Mr. Hardy did not come homethat day. He had often been away for varying lengths of time without
sending word, but on this occasion, since he had not taken a bag, the boys felt uneasy.

"Let's not worry Mother about this" Frank said. "But if Dad's not back by Wednesday-at the latest-
think we should do someinquiring. Maybe Pretzel Pete will be ableto help us."

Joe agreed. Wednesday was the start of their summer vacation and they could give full timeto trying to
locate their father.

On Tuesday afternoon the mystery of Mr. Hardy's absence took a strange turn. Frank and Joe came
home from schooal to find then- mother

seeted in the living room, carefully examining anote that she evidently just had received.

"Come here, boys," Mrs. Hardy said in an gpprehensive tone. "L ook at thisand tell me what you think."
She handed the note to Frank.

"What isit?" he asked quickly. "Word from Dad?’

"It's supposed to be."

The boys read the note. It was typed on atorn sheet of paper and the signature looked like Fen-ton
Hardy's. It read:

| won't be home for several days. Don't worry. Fenton.

That was al. There was nothing to indicate where the detective was; nothing to show when the note had
been written.

"When did you get this, Mother?" asked Frank.

"It camein the afternoon mail. It was addressed to me, and the envel ope had a Bayport postmark."”
"Why are you worried?"' Joe asked. "At least we've heard from Dad.”

"But I'm not sure he sent the note.”

"What do you mean?"'

"Y our father and | have an agreement. Whenever he writes me, he puts a secret sign benesth his
sgnature. Fenton was always afraid that someone would forge his nameto aletter or note, and perhaps
get papers or information that he shouldn't have.”

Frank picked up the note again. "Theresno sign here. Just Dad's Sgnature.”
"It may be hissignature. If not, it'savery good forgery.” Mrs. Hardy was plainly worried.
"If Dad didn't writethisnote," Joe asked, "who did and why?'

"Y our father has many enemies-criminas whom he has been insrumenta in sending to prison. If there has
been foul play, the note might have been sent to keep usfrom being suspicious and delay any search.”



"Foul play!" exclamed Frank in darm. "Then you think something has happened to Dad?"

CHAPTER VII
TheHidden Trail

JOE put an arm around his mother. "Frank and | will start a search for Dad first thing tomorrow," her son
sad reassuringly.

Next morning, asthe boyswere dressing, Joe asked, "Where shdl we sart, Frank?"

"Down at the waterfront. Let'stry to find Pretzel Pete and ask him if Dad talked to him on Monday. He
may giveusalead.”

"Good idea."

The brothers reached the Bayport waterfront early. It was the scene of great activity. A tanker was
unloading barrels of ail, and longshoremen were trundling them to waiting trucks.

At another dock a passenger ship wastied up. Porters hurried about, carrying luggage and packagesto a
line of taxicabs.

Many sailors strolled dong the busy Street.
Some stepped into restaurants, othersinto amusement galleries.

" wonder where Pretzdl Peteis," Frank mused. He and Joe had walked four blocks without catching
sght of the man.

"Maybe he's not wearing his uniform,” Joe surmised. "Y ou know, the one Dad described.”
"Let'sturn and go back the other way beyond the tanker," Frank suggested.

The boysreversed their direction and made their way through the milling throng for six more blocks.
Suddenly Joe chuckled. "Here comes our man.”

Strolling toward them and hawking the product he had for sale came a comica-looking individua. He
wore awhite cotton suit with avery loose-fitting coat. Around his neck was avivid red sk handkerchief,
embroidered with anchors.

The vendor'strousers had been narrowed at the cuff with bicycle clipsto keep them from | trailing on the
ground, with the result that there | was a continuous series of wrinkles from the edge of his coat to his
ankles.

The man wore awhite hat which came down to his ears. On the wide brown band the name Pretzd Pete
was embroidered in white | etters.

"Boy, that's some gear!" Frank murmured.



Pretzel Pete's garb was bizarre, but he had an

open, honest face. He stopped calling "Pretzelsl Hot pretzels! Best intheland!™ and smiled at the
Hardys. He set down the large metal food warmer he carried. From the top of it rose three short aerials,
each ringed with adozen preizdls.

"Y ou like them hot, or do you prefer them cold?' he asked the brothers.

Joe grinned. "If they're good, | can eat them any way." Then he whispered, "We're Mr. Fen-ton Hardy's
sons. Weld liketo talk to you.”

At that moment agroup of sailors brushed past. Pretzel Pete did not reply until they were out of earshot,
then he said to the boys, "Come into thiswarehouse.”

The brothers followed him down the street a short distance and through a doorway into an enormous
room which a the moment was practicaly empty.

"Y ou've brought a message from your pop?' the vendor asked.

Quickly Frank explained to him that their father seemed to be missing. "We thought you might have heard
this"

"Yes, | did," Pretzel Pete answered. "But | didn't think nothing about it. | ways thought detectives
disappeared-sometimesin order to fool people they were after.”

"They sometimes do," Joe told him. "Buit thistime seemsto be different. Dad said he often came down
here to get information from you-because you aways give him good tips-and we wondered if you had
seen him latdy.”

"Ves"
"When?'

"Monday morning.”

"Dad has been gone ever since.”

"Hmm." The man frowned, picked up apretzel from one of the agrids, and began to munch oniit. "Help
yourselves, felows."

Frank and Joe each took one of the pretzels.

They had just bitten into the delicious sated rings when Pete continued, "Now you got me worried. Y our
pop'safine man and | wouldn't want to see anything happen to him. I'll tell you a place you might ook
for him."

Pretzel Pete said that he had picked up abit of information that led him to think an East Indian sailor
named Ali Singh might be engaged in some smuggling. The vendor did not know what ship he sailed on,
but he understood that the man had come ashore for a secret meeting of some gang.

"Thishere meeting," Pretzel Pete explained, "was being held out in the country somewhere off the shore
road. It wasto be in a deserted farmhouse on Hillcrest something or other. | don't remember whether it
was 'road’ or 'street’ or what."

"Wasthislast Monday?' Frank asked eagerly.



"Oh, no," the vendor answered. " Thiswas about three weeks ago, but when | told your pop he seemed
real interested and said he guessed held go out there and |ook around.”

Joe brokein, "Dad must have thought the rest of the gang might be living there. Maybe they're holding
him aprisoner!”

"Oh, I hope not," Pretzel Pete said worriedly. "But you fellows had better get right out there and take a
look."

"We certainly will," Frank told the man.

The brothers thanked Pretzel Pete for the information, then hurried home. Mrs. Hardy was not there, so
they did not have achanceto tell her about their plans.

"Well leave anote," Frank decided and quickly wrote one.

Their hopes high, the brothers set off on their motorcycles on the search for their father. By now they
were very familiar with the shore road but did not recall having seen any sign reading Hillcrest.

"Supposeit's not marked,” said Joe. "Well never find it."
Frank gripped his handle bars hard. "If Dad found it, we won't give up until we do."

The motorcycles chugged past side road after side road. The farther away from Bayport the boys went,
the farther apart these roads became.

After awhile they came to the Kanes farmhouse and were tempted to stop to seeif they might know
where Hillcrest was. But just then, a short distance ahead, Joe saw asmall car suddenly turn into the
shore road. It seemed to have comeright out of a clump of bushes and trees.

"Comeon, Frank! Let'sinvedtigate that place.”

The boys pushed ahead, hoping to speak to the driver of the car. But he shot down die road in the
opposite direction at terrific speed. When Frank and Joe reached the place from which he had just
emerged, they saw that it was aroad, though hardly noticeable to anyone passing by.

"I'll take alook and see whereit goes," Frank said, shutting off his motorcycle and walking up the grassy,
rutted lane. Suddenly he called back, "Werein luck, Joe. | see ahomemade sign on atree. It says
Hillcrest Road."

Frank returned to his brother and the boys trundled their machines up among the trees to hide them. Then
they set off afoot along the dmaost impassable woods road.

"Therearen't any tiretracks," Joeremarked. "l guessthat fellow who drove out of here must have left his
car down at the entrance.”

Frank nodded, and then in alow tone suggested that they approach the deserted farmhouse very quietly,
in case members of the gang were there.

"Infact, | think it might be better if we didn't stay on thisroad but went through the woods."

Joe agreed and slently the Hardys picked-their way a ong among the trees and through the undergrowth.
Five minutes later they cameto a clearing in which stood aramshackle farmhouse. It looked asif it had
been abandoned for many years.



The young deuths stood motionless, observing the run-down building intently. There was not a sound of
activity elither indde or outside the place. After the boys had waited severd minutes, Frank decided to
find out whether or not anyone was around. Picking up alarge stone, he heaved it with precison aim a
the front door. It struck with aresounding thud and dropped to the floor of the sagging porch.

Frank's action brought no response and finally he said to Joe, "1 guess nobody's home. Let'slook in.”
"Right," Joe agreed. "And if Dad's a prisoner there, welll rescue him!™

The boys waked across the clearing. There was no lock on the door, so they opened it and went inside.
The place consisted of only four first-floor rooms. All were empty. A tiny cellar and aloft with atrap
door reached by aladder also proved to have no onein them.

"I don't know whether to be glad or sorry Dad's not here," said Frank. "It could mean he escaped from
the gang if he was caught by them and is safely in hiding, but can't send any word to us.”

"Or it could mean he's fill a captive somewhere ese,” Joe said. "L et'slook around here for dues.”

The boys made a systematic search of the place. They found only one item which might proveto be
helpful. It was atorn piece of aturkish towel on which the word Polo appeared.

"This could have come from some country club where they play polo," Frank figured.
"Or some stable where polo ponies are kept," Joe suggested.

Puzzled, Frank put the scrap in his pocket and the brothers walked down Hillcrest Road. They brought
their motorcycles from behind the trees and climbed aboard.

"What do you think we should do next?" Joe asked.

"See Police Chief Colligin Bayport," Frank replied. "I think we should show him thistowe Maybe he
canidentify it."

Half an hour later they were seated in the chief's office. Thetall, burly man took agrest interest in the
Hardy boys and often worked with Fenton Hardy on his cases. Now Chief Collig gazed at the scrap of
toweling for afull minute, then dapped his desk.

"I haveit!" he exclamed. "That's apiece of towel from the Marco Polo!"
"What's that?"
"A passenger ship that tiesup here onceinawhile.”

Frank and Joe actudly jumped in their chairs. Their thoughts went racing to Ali Singh, smugglers, agang
at the deserted farmhouse |

At that moment Chief Callig's phone rang. The Hardys waited politely as he answered, hoping to discuss
these new developments with him. But suddenly he put down the instrument, jumped up, and said:

"Emergency, fellows. Haveto leaveright away!" With that he rushed out of his office.

Frank and Joe arose and disappointedly |eft headquarters. Returning home, they reported everything to
their mother, but upon seeing how forlorn shelooked, Frank said hopefully, "That note you received with
Dad'sname on it could have been ontheleve."



Mrs. Hardy shook her head. "Fenton wouldn't forget the secret sign. | just know he wouldn't”

Word quickly spread through Bayport that the famous Fenton Hardy had disappeared. Early the next
morning athick-set, broad-shouldered young man presented himsdlf at the front door of the Hardy home
and said he had something to tell them. Mrs. Hardy invited him to step insgde and he stood in the hall,
nervoudy twisting acap in hishands. As Frank and Joe appeared, the man introduced himself as Sam
Bates.

"I'm atruck driver," hetold them. "Thereason | came around to seeyou is because | heard you were
lookin' for Mr. Hardy. | might be able to help you."

CHAPTER VIII
A Cap on a Peg

"YOU'VE seen my father?' Frank asked the truck driver.

"Well, | did see him on Monday,” Sam said dowly, "but | don't know where heis now."
"Comeinand st down," Frank urged. "Tell us everything you know."

The four walked to the living room and Mr. Bates sat down uneasily in alarge chair.
"Where did you see Mr. Hardy?' Mrs. Hardy asked eagerly.

But Sam Bateswas not to be hurried. "I'm atruck driver, see?' he said. "Mostly | drivein Bayport but
sometimes | have arun to another town. That's how | come to be out there that mornin'."

"Out where?'

"Along the shore road. I'm sure it was Monday, because when | came home for supper my wife had
been doin' the washin' and she only doesthat on Monday."

"That wasthe day Dad lft!" Joe exclaimed.
"Well, please go on with the story,” Frank prodded Sam Bates. "Where did you see him?"

Thetruck driver explained that his employer had sent him to atown down the coast to deliver some
furniture. "I was about haf amile from the old Pollitt place when | saw aman wakin' dong the road. |
waved to him, like | lways do to people in the country, and then | seeit'sMr. Hardy."

"Y ou know my father?' Frank asked.

"Only from his pictures. But I'm sureit was him.”

"Dad left herein asedan,” Joe spoke up. "Did you see one around?”
"No, | didn't."

"What was this man wearing?' Mrs. Hardy asked.



"Well, let's see. Dark-brown trousers and a brown-and-black plaid sport jacket. He wasn't wearin' a
hat, but | think he had abrown cap in one hand.”

Mrs. Hardy's face went white. "Y es, that was my husband." After amoment she added, "Can you tdl us
anything more?"

"I'm afraid not, malam,” the trucker said. "Y ou see, | wasin kind of ahurry that mornin’, so | didn't notice
nothin' ese." He aroseto leave.

"We certainly thank you for coming to tell us, Mr. Bates," Mrs. Hardy said.
"Yes, you've given usavauablelead,” Frank added. "Now well know whereto look for Dad.”
"I sure hope he shows up,” the driver said, walking toward the door. "L et me know if | can help any.”

When the man had |eft, Joe turned to Frank, puzzled. "Do you suppose Dad hid his car and waswaking
to the Pallitt house? If so, why?"

"Maybe he picked up aclue at that deserted farmhouse on Hillcrest Road," Frank suggested, "and it led
to the old Pallitt place. If he left his car somewhere, he must have been planning to investigate the haunted
house without being seen.”

"Something must have happened to him!™ Joe cried out. "Frank, I'll bet he went to Pallitt's and that fake
ghost got him. Let'sgo look for Dad right away!"

But Mrs. Hardy broke in. Her expression wasfirm. "I don't want you boysto go to that house adone.
Maybe you'd just better notify the police and let them make asearch.”

The brotherslooked at each other. Finaly Frank, realizing how alarmed she was, said, "Mother, it's
possible Dad isthere spying on some activities offshore and he'sal right but can't leave to phone you.
The Pallitt line must have been disconnected. If Joe and | go out there and find him we can bring back a

report.”

Mrs. Hardy gave awan smile. "Y ou're very convincing, Frank, when you put it that way. All right. I'll
give my permission, but you musin't go alone.”

"Why not, Mother? We can look out for oursalves,” Joeinsisted.
"Get some of the boysto go with you. There's safety in numbers,” his mother said.

The boys agreed to this plan and got busy on the telephone rounding up their pals. Chet Morton and Biff
Hooper agreed to go, and they suggested asking Tony Prito and Phil Cohen, two more of the Hardys
friends at Bayport High. Phil owned amotorcycle. He and Tony said they could go dong.

Shortly after lunch the group set out. Chet rode with Frank, Biff with Joe, and Tony with Phil. Thethree
motorcycles went out of Bayport, past the Tower Mansion, and aong the shore road.

They passed the Kane farmhouse, Hillcrest Road, and at last camein sight of the steep cliff risng from
Barmet Bay and crowned by the rambling frame house where Felix Pollitt had lived. All thistime they had
watched carefully for asign of Mr. Hardy's car, but found none.

"Your dad hid it well," Chet remarked.

"It's possible someone stoleit,” Frank told him.



Asthe boys came closer to the Pollitt property, Phil said to Tony, "Lonely looking place, isn't it?"
"Sureis. Good haunt for aghost.”

When they were till some distance from the lane, Frank, in the lead, brought his motorcycleto a stop
and signaled the other two driversto do likewise.

"What's the matter?' Chet asked.

"Wed better sneak up on the place quietly. If we go any farther and the ghost isthere, helll hear the
motorcycles. | vote we leave them here under the trees and go the rest of the way on foot.”

The boys hid their machinesin aclump of bushes beside the road, and then the six searcherswent on
toward the lane.

"WEell separate here," Frank decided. "Three of ustake one side of the lane and the rest the other side.
Keep to the bushes as much as possible, and when we get near the house, lay low for awhile and watch
the place. When | whistle, you can come out of the bushes and go up to the house."

"That'sagood idea," Joe agreed. "Biff, Tony, and | will take the |eft sde of the road.”
"Okay."

The boys entered the weeds and undergrowth on either sde of the lane. In afew minutes they were lost
to view and only an occasiona snapping

and crackling of branchesindicated their presence. The six deuths crept forward, keeping well in from
the lane. After about ten minutes Frank raised his hand as awarning to Chet and Phil. He had caught a
glimpse of the house through the dense thicket.

They went on cautioudy until they reached the edge of the bushes. From behind the screen of leavesthey
looked toward the old building. An expression of surprise crossed Frank's face.

"Someone'sliving here!" he exclaimed in astonishment.

From where the boys stood they hardly recognized the old place. Weeds that had filled the flower beds
ontheir last visit had been completely cleared away. L eaves and twigs had been raked up and the grass
cut.

A smilar change had been wrought in the house. The hanging shutters had been put in place and the
broken library window glass replaced.

"What do you suppose has happened?' Chet whispered.
Frank was puzzled. "L et'swait aminute before we go any farther."

The boys remained at the edge of the bushes, watching the place. A short time later awoman came out
of the house carrying abasket of clothes. She walked over to a clothedine stretched between two trees
and began to hang up the laundry.

Shortly afterward aman came out, and strode across the yard to a shed where he started filling a basket
with logs.

The boys looked at one another in bewilderment. They had expected to find the same sinister and
deserted place they had visited previoudy. Instead, here was a scene of domestic tranquillity.



"Theres not much usein our hiding any longer," Frank whispered. "Let's go out and question these
people." He gave the prearranged whistle.

The other three boys appeared, and the entire group waked boldly up the lane and acrossthe yard. The
man in the woodshed saw them first and straightened up, staring at them with an expression of
annoyance. The woman at the clothedine heard their footsteps and turned to face them, her hands on her
hips. Her gaunt face wore an unpleasant scowl.

"What do you want?' demanded the man, emerging from the shed.

He was short and thin with close-cropped hair, and he needed a shave. His complexion was swarthy, his
eyes narrow under coarse, black brows.

At the same time another man came out of the kitchen and stood on the steps. He was stout and
red-haired with a scraggly mustache.

"Y eah, who are you?" he asked.

"Wedidn't know anyone wasliving here,” Frank explained, edging over to the kitchen door. He wanted
to get alook insde the house if possible.

"Wdl, werelivin' here now," said the redhaired man, "and we don't like snoopers.”

"We're not shooping,” Frank declared. "We are looking for a man who has disappeared from Bayport.”
"Humph!" grunted the woman.

"Why do you think he'saround here?' the thin | man put in.

"Hewas last seen in this neighborhood.”

"What does helook like?"

"Tal and dark. He was wearing a brown suit and sports jacket and cap.”

"There hasn't been anybody around here since we rented this place and moved in," the red-haired man
sad gruffly.

There seemed to be no prospect of gaining information from the unpleasant trio, so the boys sarted to
leave. But Frank had reached the kitchen door. As he glanced in he gave astart. Hanging on apeg was a

brown sports cap!

It looked exactly like the one his father owned, and which he had worn the morning that he had
disappeared.

CHAPTER I X
Plan of Attack

"I'M very thirgty," Frank said quickly to the occupants of the Pallitt house. "May | have adrink?"



The red-haired man and the woman looked &t each other. They obviously wished to get rid of their
vigitors as soon as possible. But they could not refuse such areasonable request.

"Comeinto thekitchen," said the man grudgingly.

Frank followed him through the door. As he passed the cap he took agood look at it. It was hisfather's,
and there were stains on it which looked like blood |

The redheaded man pointed to asink on the other side of the room. On it stood a plastic cup. "Help
yoursdf," hesad gruffly.

Frank went across the room and ran some water from the faucet. Ashe raised the cup to hislips, his
mind was racing. On hisway out he glanced again at the peg.

The cap was gone!

Frank gave no sign that he had noticed anything amiss. He walked out into the yard and joined the other
fiveboys.

"l guesswe may aswell begoing," he said nonchdantly.
"Y ou might aswell," snapped the woman. "There's no stranger around here, | tell you."

The boys started off down the lane. When they were out of sight of the house, Frank stopped and turned
to his companions.

"Do you know what | saw in that kitchen?' he asked tensdly.

"What?'

"Dad's cap hanging on apeg!”

"Then he has been there!” cried Joe. "They werelying!"

"Yes" Frank continued, "and-and there were bloodstains on the cap!™

"Bloodstaing" Joe exclaimed. "That means he must bein trouble. Frank, weve got to go back!"
"Wesuredo!" his brother agreed. "But | wanted to tell you all about it first."

"What do you think we should do?' Chet asked.

"I'll ask those people in the house about the cap and force ashowdown,” Frank declared tersaly. "Weve
got to find out where Dad ig"

Resolutely the boys started back to the Pollitt house. When they reached the yard they found the two
men and the woman standing by the shed talking earnestly. The woman caught sight of them and spoke
warningly to the red-haired man.

"What do you want now?" he demanded, advancing toward the boys.
"We want to know about that sports cap in the kitchen," said Frank firmly.
"What cap? Theré'sno cap in there.”

"Thereisn't now-but there was. It was hanging on apeg when | went in for adrink."



"I don't know anythin' about no cap,” persisted the man.
"Perhaps wed better ask the police to look around,” Joe suggested.

The redhead glanced meaningly at the woman. The other man stepped forward. "1 know the cap this boy
means,” hesaid. "It'smine. What about it?"

"Itisn't yoursand you know it," Frank declared. "That cap belongs to the man were looking for."

"l tll youitismy cap!" snapped the swarthy man, showing hisyellowed teeth in asnarl. "Don't tell me
I'mlyin’."

The red-haired man intervened. "Y ou're mistaken, Klein," he said. "I know the cap they mean now. It's
the one | found on the road afew days ago."

"Guessyou'reright, Red," Klein conceded hadtily.

"You found it?' asked Frank increduloudly.

"Sure, | found it. A brown cap with bloodstainsonit.”

"That'sthe one. But why did you hide it when | went into the kitchen?”

"Well, to tell the truth, them bloodstains made me nervous. | didn't know but what there might be some
trouble come of it, so | thought 1'd better keep that cap out of sight.”

"Where did you find it?" Joe asked.

"About amilefrom here.”

"On the shore road?'

"Yes. It waslyin' right in the middle of the road.”

"When wasthis?'

"A couple of days ago-just after we moved in here"

"Let'sseethe cap,” Chet Morton suggested. "We want to make sure of this."

As Red moved reluctantly toward the kitchen, the woman sniffed. "I don't see why you're makin' al this
fuss about an old cap,” she said. "Comin' around here disturbin’ honest folks."

"We're sorry if we're bothering you," said Joe, "but thisisavery serious matter.”
Red came out of the house holding the cap. Hetossed it to Frank.

The boy turned back the insde flgp and there he found what he was|ooking for-the initids F. H. printed
in gold on the lesther band.

"ItsDad'scap dl right.”
"I don't like the look of those bloodstains,” said Joein alow voice. "He must have been badly hurt.”

"Areyou sure you found this on the road?" Frank asked, still suspicious.



"You dont think I'd lie about it, do you?' Red answered belligerently.

"| can't contradict you, but I'm going to turn this over to the police,” Frank told him. "If you know
anything more about it, you'd better speak up now."

"He doesn't know anything about it," shrilled the woman angrily. "Go away and don't bother us. Didn't he
tell you he found the cap on the road? | told him to burn up the dirty thing. But he wanted to have it
cleaned and wear it."

The boysturned away, Frank gill holding the cap. "Come on, felows," he said. "L et's get out of here."

Asthe boys started down the lane they cast alast glance back at the yard. The woman and the two men
were standing just where the" young deuths had left them. The woman was motionless, her hands on her
hips. Red was standing with hisarmsfolded, and Klein, the swarthy man, was|eaning againg atree. All
three were gazing intently and slently after the departing boys.

"I'm sure that those people know more about Dad's cap than they'retelling,” Frank said grimly, asthe
boys mounted their motorcycles and rode back toward Bayport.

"What are you planning to do next?" Phil asked as he pulled his machine dongside Frank's.
"I'm going right to Chief Collig and tell him thewhole sory."
"Okay, werewith you!"

The boys rode directly to police headquarters and |eft their motorcyclesin the parking lot. Chief Callig
looked up ashissix visitors were ushered into his office.

"Well," he said heartily, "thisis quite adelegation! What can | do for you?'

As Frank and Joe took turns, with an occasiona graphic illustration from one of the other boys, they told
the full story and showed him the bloodstained cap.

Chief Collig looked grave. "I don't like the sound of thisat dl,” he said finaly. "We must find your father
at once! Thiscapisagood clue" Then hewent on, "Of course you redlize that the areawhere the Pollitt
house islocated is outside the limits of Bayport, So my men can't go there. But I'll get in touch with
Captain Ryder of the State Police at once, so he can assign men to the case.”

The boys thanked the chief for his help and |eft. Chet, Tony, Biff, and Phil went their separate wayswhile
Frank and Joe turned toward home. They decided not to upset their mother about the bloodstained cap,
but merely tell her that the State Police would take over the search for her husband.

" gtill think there's some connection between Dad's di sgppearance and the smuggling ouitfit and the house
on the dliff," Frank declared.

"What I've been wondering," said Joe, "is where those two motorboats came from that day Joneswas
attacked. We didn't see them out in the ocean earlier-at least not both of them.”

"That'sright. They could have comeright out from under the cliff.”
"Y ou mean, Frank, there might be a secret harbor in there?"

"Might be. Here'stheway it could work. Dad suspects smugglers are operating in thisterritory from a
base that he has been unableto find." Frank spread hisarms. "The base isthe old Pollitt place! What
more do you want?"



"But the houseison top of acliff.”
"There could be a secret passage from the house to a hidden harbor at the foot of the cliff.”
"Good night, Frank, it sure sounds reasonablel™

"And perhaps that explains why the kidnapers got away with Jones so quickly on Saturday. If they left
the Kane farmhouse just alittle while before we did, we should have been able to get within sight of their
car. But wedidn't."

"Y ou mean they turned in at the Pollitt place?"
"Why not? Probably Jones is hidden there right now."
"And maybe Dad too," Joe cried out excitedly.

"That'sright. I'm againgt just Sitting and waiting for the state troopersto find him. How about asking Tony
if hewill lend us his motorboat, so we can investigate the foot of that cliff?"

"l get you!" Joe agreed enthusiagticdly. "And if we pick up any information we can turn it over to the
State Police and they can raid the Pallitt place!”

CHAPTER X
A Watery Tunne

WHEN the brothers arrived home Frank and Joe assured their mother that the State Police would soon
find Mr. Hardy. Some of the anxiety |eft her face as shelistened to her sons reassuring words.

When she went to the kitchen to start preparations for supper, the boys went to phone Tony Prito. After
Frank explained their plan to him, he agreed at once to let them use the Napoali, provided they took him

adong.

"l wouldn't missit for anything," he said. "But | can't go until afternoon. Have to do some work for my
dad in the morning. I'll meet you at the boathouse at two o'clock.”

"Swdl, Tony. | have ajob of my owninthemorning.”
Chet called afew minuteslater. As Frank finished telling him about the plan, he whistled.

"Y ou fdlows have got your nerve dl right. But count mein, will you? | started thisthing with you and I'd
liketofinish it. We've got to find your father!"

After Chet had said good-by, Joe asked his brother, "What's on for the morning?"

"I want to go down to the waterfront and talk to Pretzel Pete again. He might have another clue. Also, |
want to find out when the Marco Polo is due back here.”

Joe nodded. "I get it. Y ou think something may be going on then?”



"Right. And if we can find Dad and |lead the Coast Guard to the smugglers before the boat docks-"
"Brother, that'sabig order.”

By nine o'clock the following morning Frank and Joe were down at the Bayport docks. Pretzel Pete was
not in evidence.

"Wed better be cagey about asking when the Marco Polo'scoming in,” Frank cautioned. "The smugglers
probably have spies around here and we'd sure be targets.”

Acting asif there were no problems on their minds, Frank and Joe strolled aong whistling. Once they
joined agroup of people who were watching asidewak merchant. The man was demondtrating little
jumping animals. Frank and Joe laughed as they bought a monkey and akangaroo. "lolaand Caliewill
get akick out of these," Joe predicted.

"Say, Frank, here comes Pretzel Pete now!" Joe whispered.

The Hardys went up the street, saying in aloud voice in case anyone was listening, that they were hungry
and glad to see Pete.

"Nobody can make pretzelslike yours," Joe exclaimed. "Give me adozen. Two for my mouth and ten for
my pockets."

As Pretzd Pete laughed and pulled out a cellophane bag to fill the order, Frank said in awhisper, "Heard
anything new?'

"Not athing, son." Pete could talk without moving hislips. "But | may know something tomorrow."
"How come?’

"The Marco Polo's docking red early-five A.M. | heard Ali Singhisone of the crew. I'll try to get aline
onhim.

"Great! Well be seeing you."

The boys moved off, and to avoid arousing any suspicion asto why they werein the area, headed for a
famousfish market.

"Mother will be surprised to see our morning's catch,” Joe said with agrin as he picked out alarge
bluefish.

The brothers did not discuss the exciting information Pretzdl Pete had given them until they werein the
safety of their own home. Then Joe burst out, "Frank, if the Marco Polo gets offshore during the night, it'll
haveto lay outsde until it'stimeto dock!"

"And that'll give those smugglersared break in picking up the stolen drugs!” Frank added. "Maybe we
should pass along our suspicionsto the Coast Guard.”

"Not yet," Joe objected. "All we haveto go on is Pretzel Pete's statements about Ali Singh. Maybe well
learn more this afternoon and then we can report it."

"l guessyou'reright,” Frank concluded. "If those smugglers are holding Dad, and find out that weve
tipped off the Coast Guard, they'll certainly harm him."

"You haveapoint.”



When Frank and Joe reached the Prito boat-house at two o'clock, Tony and Chet were aready there.
Tony was tuning up the motor, which purred evenly.

"No word from your dad yet?' Tony asked. The Hardys shook their heads as they stepped aboard.

The Napoli was arangy, powerful craft with graceful lines and was the pride of Tony'slife. The boat
moved dowly out into the waters of Barmet Bay and then gathered speed asit headed toward the
ocean.

"Rough water," Frank remarked as breaking swells hit the hull. SAt spray dashed over the bow of the
Napoli asit plunged on through the white-caps. Bayport soon became a speck nestled at the curve of the
horseshoe-shaped body of water. Reaching the ocean, Tony turned north. The boys could see the white
line of the shore road rising and falling ong the coast. Soon they passed the Kane farm. Two miles
farther on they came within sight of the cliff upon which the Pollitt house stood. It looked stark and
forbidding above the rocks, its roof and chimneys silhouetted againgt the sky.

"Pretty steep cliff,” Tony observed. "I can't see how anyone could make hisway up and down that dope
to get to the house.”

"That's probably why nobody has suspected the place of being asmuggling base," Frank replied. "But
perhaps when we look around well find an answer.”

Tony steered the boat closer toward the shore, so that it would not be visible from the Pallitt grounds.
Then he dackened speed in order that the sound of the engine would be less noticeable, and the craft
made itsway toward the bottom of the cliff.

There were currents here that demanded skilful navigation, but Tony brought the Napoli through them
eadly, and at last the boat was chugging along close to the face of the dliff.

The boys eagerly scanned the formidable wall of rock. It was scarred and seamed and the base had been
eaten away by the incessant battering of waves. There was no indication of apath.

Suddenly Tony turned the whed sharply. The Napoli swerved swiftly to one sde. He gave it power and
the craft legped forward with aroar.

"What's the matter?' Frank asked in darm.
Tony gazed straight ahead, tense and dert. Another shift of the wheel and the Napoli swerved again.

Then Chet and the Hardys saw the danger. There were rocks at the base of the cliff. One of them, black
and sharp, like an ugly tooth, jutted out of the water dmogt at the boat's sde. Only Tony's quick eye had
saved the Napoli from hitting it!

They had blundered into a veritable maze of reefswhich extended for severd yards ahead. Tony's
passengers held their breaths. 1t seemed impossible that they could run the gantlet of those rocks without
tearing out the bottom of the craft.

But luck was with them. The Napoli dodged the last dangerous rock, and shot forward into open water.

Tony sank back with asigh of relief. "Whew, that was close!™ he exclaimed. "I didn't see thoserocks
until we were right on top of them. If weld ever struck one of them we'd have been goners.”

Frank, Joe, and Chet nodded in solemn agreement. Then, suddenly, Frank cried out, "Turn back! | think
| saw an opening!”



Tony swung the boat around. The opening which Frank had spotted was along, narrow tunnel. It led
right through the diff!

"This might be the secret entrance!" Joe exclaimed.
"l think it'slarge enough for the boat to go through,” said Tony. "Want meto try it?'
Frank nodded tensely. "Go ahead.”

The Napoali dipped through the opening and in afew moments came out into a pond of considerable
extent. The boys|ooked about expectantly. Steep dopes covered with scraggly trees and bushes
reached to the water's edge. But there was no path or indication that any human being ever came down
to the pond.

Suddenly Frank gave agasp of surprise and said, "L ook to my right, fellows.”

Among the thickets at the base of the steepest dope stood aman. Hewas very tal, hisface was
wegather-beaten, and hislipsthin and crud. He stood quietly, looking at the boys without a shadow of
expresson on hissinigter face.

Upon redlizing he had been observed, the man shouted, " Get out of herel”
Tony throttled the engine and Frank cdled, "We aren't doing any harm.”
"| said 'Get out!' Thisis private property.”

The boys hesitated. Ingtantly the man, as though to back up his commands, reached significantly toward
the holster of arevolver.

"Turn that boat around and bet it!" he snapped. "And don't ever come back here! Not if you know
what's good for you."

The boys redized that nothing would be gained by argument. Tony dowly brought the boat around.
"Okay," Joe cdlled cheerfully.

The stranger did not reply. He stood gazing fixedly after them, hisleft hand pointing to the exit, hisright
tapping the gun holgter, as the motorboat made its way out through the tunnel.

"Looksasif hedidn't want usaround,” remarked Tony facetioudy, as soon as the Napoli wasin open
water again.

"Hesuredidn't!" Frank exclaimed. "I expected him to start popping that gun at any moment!"

"He must have an important reason. Who and what do you suppose heis?’ Tony asked in
bewilderment.

"Felows," Frank said thoughtfully, "I think that man might have been Snattman!™

CHAPTER XI



Cliff Watchers

"FRANK! Joe exclaimed. "I think you've hit it! That man had no reason to act the way he did unless
he's covering up something.”

"Something like smuggling, you mean,” said Chet. "He must be Snattman or one of hisgang.”

"And," Frank went on, "the fact that he wasin that cove must mean he has some connection with the
house on the dliff."

"Snattman, king of the smugglerd™ Tony whistled. "Y ou guysredly get in someinteresting Situations™
"I'll bet that he's one of the fellows who chased Jones that day in the motorboat,” Joe cried.
"Andtried to kill him," Frank continued the thought.

"Let's get away from herel” Chet urged.

"Why should we go now?" Frank demanded.

"Weve sumbled on something important. That hidden pond may be the smugglers base.”

"But if they use the house how do they get to it?* Tony asked. "Those dliffs up from the pond were
mighty steep.”

"There must be some other way that we couldn't see,” Joe said. "What say we hang around here for a
while and find out what we can”?'

Tony caught the Hardys enthusiasm and agreed to keep the motorboat in the vicinity of the cliff.

"That fellow may be keeping his eye on us and we don't want him to know that we're watching the
place" Frank observed. "Let's run back to the bay and cruise up and down awhile, then return.”

Chet sghed. "I'm glad none of you argued with that armed man.”

"Right," Joereplied. "Asit is, he must think we were smply out for a cruise and wandered into that tunnel
by mistake."

"Yes," hisbrother agreed. "If held known were hunting for Dad, he might have acted very differently.”

In the |ate afternoon Tony took the Napoli back to the suspected shore spot. Keeping well out from the
breaking waves, he cruised aong the cliff. The boys kept a sharp eye on the location of the tunnel. Asthe
boat passed it they were just able to distinguish the narrow opening in the rocks.

"I won't be ableto go in there after awhile,” Tony remarked. "Thetides coming in. At hightide I'll bet
that tunnel isfilled with water."

Suddenly Tony swung his craft so hard to the right that the other boyslost their balance.
"Sorry, fellows" he said. "Saw alog-oh!™

He shut off hisenginein aflash and leaned over the gunwale. His companions picked themsdaves up and
asked what had happened.

"Propeler started to foul up with somewire on that log.” Tony began to ped off hisclothes. "Get me
some pliers, will you?"



Frank opened alocker and found a pair. Taking them, Tony dived overboard. A minute later he
regppeared and climbed in. "I'm lucky," he said. " Just plain lucky. Two seconds more and al that wire
would have been wound around the prop and the log would have knocked it off."

"Good night!" Chet exclamed. "It would have been along swim home.”
Joe dapped Tony on the back. "Good work, boy. I'd hate to see the Napoli out of commission.”

Chet and Frank hauled the log aboard, so it would not damage any other craft. "Thisisafence post with
barbed wire!" Chet said. "Wowee! It's good you spotted that log, Tony."

Tony dressed, then started the engine. He cruised around for more than an hour, but the boys saw no
sgn of life about the base of the cliff. They could see the Pollitt house, but to their amazement no lights
gppeared in it astwilight came.

"How much longer do you think we should stay out here?* Chet asked. "I'm getting hungry.”
"l have afew pretzels and a candy bar, but that's not much for four of us," Joe remarked.

"Aha" crowed Tony. "I have asurprisefor you! | stowed away alittle food before we took off.” With
that he pulled a paper bag from the locker and passed each boy alarge sandwich, a piece of chocolate
cake, and a bottle of lemon soda.

"You deserve amedd," Chet remarked as he bit into alayer of ham and cheese.

"You suredo!" Frank agreed. "I think we should stay right here for awhile and watch. 1t's my guessthe
smugglerswill be on the job tonight. Don't forget that the Marco Polo is docking tomorrow morning.”

"l getit,” said Chet. "If shelays offshore or seamsin dowly, itll give AH Singh achanceto drop the
stolen drugs overboard to Snattman.”

"Correct,” said Frank.

Tony looked intently at the Hardys. "Isit your ideato keep Snattman from meeting Ali Singh? But what
about your father? | thought we came out hereto get aline on how to rescue him."

The brothers exchanged glances, then Joe said, " Of course that's our main purpose, but we hope that we
can do both."

Twilight deepened into darkness and lights could be seen here and there through the haze. The cliff was
only ablack smudge and the house above was till unlighted.

Suddenly the boys heard a muffled sound. Tony dowed the Ngpoli and they listened intently.
"Another motorboat,” Tony whispered.

The sound seemed to come from near the cliff. Straining their eyesin that direction, the four were at last
ableto disinguish afaint moving light.

"Can you head over that way, Tony?" Frank asked in alow voice. "And could you take achance on
turning off our lights?"

"Sure. Here goes. The wind's blowing from the land, so our engine won't be heard from the shore.”

The boys were tense with excitement as the Napoli moved dowly toward the light. Asthe boat crept



nearer the cliff, they could barely distinguish the outline of amotorboat. The craft seemed to be making its
way carefully out of the very face of the cliff.

"It must have come from that tunnd!" Joe whispered to Frank.
"Yes"

The Napoli went closer, in imminent danger of being discovered or of being washed ashore onto the
rocks. Finally the other boat dowed to a crawl. Then camethefaint clatter of oarsand low voices. The
motorboat had evidently met arow-boat.

The next moment, with an abrupt roar, the motorboat turned and raced out to seaat an ever-increasing

rate of speed.
"Where can it be going?' said Tony, in amazement. " Out to meet the Marco Polo?"

"Probably," Frank replied, "and we'd never catchit. | wonder where the rowboat's going.”

The four boyswaited in silence for severa minutes. Then the rattle of oars came again. Thistimethe
sound was closer. The rowboat was coming toward them!

"What'll we do now?' Tony asked.
"Turn off your engine," Frank whispered. Tony complied.

Through the gloom suddenly came snatches of conversation from the rowboat. "-a hundred pounds-"
they heard aman say harshly, and then the rest of the sentence waslost. There was alengthy murmur of
voices, then, "I don't know. It's risky-"

Thewind died down just then and two voices could be heard ditinctly. "Ali Singh's share-" one man was
saying.

"That'sright. We can't forget him," the gruff voice replied.

"l hopethey get away dl right."

"What are you worryin' about? Of course they'll get away."

"We've been spotted, you know."

"It'sdl your imagination. Nobody suspects.”

"Those boys at the house-"

"Just dumb kids. If they come nosin' around again, well knock ‘em on the head.”

"| don't like this rough stuff. It's dangerous.”

"Wevegot to doit or well end up in the pen. What's the matter with you tonight? 'Y ou're nervous.”
"I'mworried. I've got ahunch we'd better clear out of here."”

"Clear out!" replied the other contemptuoudy. "Areyou crazy? Why, this placeis as safe asachurch.”
The man laughed sardonically. "Haven't we got dl the squedlerslocked up? And tonight we make the big
cleanup and get away."



"Well, maybeyou'reright,” said thefirst man doubtfully. "But till-"
Hisvoice died away asthe boat entered the tunnel.

Joe grabbed Frank'sarm. "Did you hear that? All the squedlers locked up? I'll bet Dad's one of them and
he's a prisoner somewhere around here.”

"And thisisthe hide-out of Snattman and the other smugglers he was after,” Frank added.
"l don't likethis," Chet spoke up. "Let'sleave here and get the police.”

Frank shook his head. "1t would take so long we might goof the whole thing. Tell you what. Joeand | will
follow that rowboat through the tunnel!"

"How?'
"Onfoot or swim. | don't think it's deep aong the edges.”
"Y ou mean Chet and | will wait here?' Tony asked.

"No," Frank answered. "Y ou two begt it back to Bayport and notify the Coast Guard. Tell them we're
on the track of smugglers and ask them to send some men here.”

"And tell them our suspicions about AH Singh and the Marco Polo," Joe added. "They can radio the
captain to keep an eyeon him.”

"Okay," said Tony. "I'll do that. First I'll put you ashore.”

"Don't go too close or you'll hit those rocks and wreck the boat,” Frank warned. "Joe and | can swim to
shore. Then well work around into the tunnel and see what we can find. If we do discover anything, well
wait at the entrance and show the men from the Coast Guard where to go when they get here."

Tony edged the boat in as close to the dark shore as he dared without lights. Quickly Frank and Joe
took off their dacks, T shirts, sweaters, and sneakers. They rolled them up, and with twine which Tony
provided, tied the bundles on top of their heads. Then they dipped over the sSide into the water. The

Napoli sped off.
Frank and Joe were only afew yards from the rocks and after a short swim emerged on the mainland.

"Well, here goesl" Joe whispered, heading for the tunnel.

CHAPTER XIl1
The Secr et Passage

CAUTIOUSLY Frank and Joe made their way across the dippery rocks. Suddenly therewas aloud
gplash as Joe logt hisfooting.

"Areyou dl right?' Frank whispered, as he came up to where his brother was standing in the shalow
water at the edge of the cliff.



"Y es. For amoment | sure thought 1'd sprained my ankle," Joe replied tensdly, "but it sesemsto be okay

"Give meyour hand," Frank whispered and quickly pulled Joe back onto the rocks.

The Hardys had landed at a point some twenty-five yards from the tunnel opening, but the climb over the
treacherous rocks was so difficult that the distance seemed much longer. It was very dark in the shadow
of the steep cliff. The waves breaking against the rocks had alonely and foreboding sound.

"Good night!" Joe muttered. "Aren't we ever coming to that tunnd?'
"Takeit easy," Frank advised. "It can't be much farther.”
"I hope Tony and Chet will hurry back with help,” Joe said. "Thisisaticklishjob."

"If anybody's on guard here, well certainly be at adisadvantage,” Frank remarked in abarely audible
tone. "Watch out!"

By thistime they had reached the entrance to the tunnel. After afew cautious steps they discovered that
the narrow piece of land between the water and the base of the cliff was covered by athick growth of
bushes.

Frank turned to Joe. "If wetry to walk through all that stuff,” he whispered, "we're sure to be heard. That
is, if those men are in here some place.”

Joe grunted in agreement. "What shdl we do?' Tentatively, Frank put one foot into the water from the
rock on which he was standing.

"Itisn't deep,” he said. "'l guess we can wade through.”

The boys hugged the wal and started off. Fortunately, the water came only to their knees because there
was ashdf of rocksall the way along. The brothers hearts beat wildly. What would they find ahead of
them? The boys had not heard a sound since entering the tunnel. It appeared that the menin the
row-boat had gone on to some secret hiding place.

"I think I'll risk my flashlight,” Frank said in alow voice asthey reached the pond. "We can't find out
anything without it."

He pulled one he aways carried from its waterproof case and snapped it on. The yellow beam shone
over the pond. There was no sign of the rowboat.

"How do you think those men got out of here?' Joe asked. " Do you suppose there's another opening?'

Frank turned the flashlight onto the steep sides surrounding the water. "I don't see any. My guessisthat
those men hid the boat some place. L et's make a thorough search.”

Sowly the brothers began to walk around the edge of the pond, brushing aside the heavy growth and
peering among the bushes. They had about given up in despair as they reached the section by the far wall
of thetunnel. Then, as Frank beamed the flashlight over the thicket, he exclaimed hoarsdly, "L ook!"

"A door!" Joe whispered tensdly.

The door had been so cleverly concealed that it would not have been seenin full daylight except a close
quarters. The glare of the flashlight, however, brought the artificia screen of branches and leavesinto
sharp relief againg the dark dliffside.



"Thisexplainsit,” Joe said. "The men in the boat went through here. | wonder where it goes."

In order to avoid detection, Frank extinguished hislight before trying to open the door. He swung it open
inch by inch, haf expecting to find lights and people beyond. But there was only darkness. Luckily the
door had made no noise. Frank turned on hislight again.

Ahead was awatery passageway some ten feet wide and twenty-five feet long, with aledge running
along one side. At the end was atiny wharf with arowboat tied to a post.

"Thisisfantastic!" Joe whispered. "And it must have been here along time. Do you supposeit's
connected with the Pollitt place?’

"If itis, it could mean old Mr. Pallitt was mixed up with the smugglers!” Frank answered. "Hey, do you
Suppose Snattman is his nephew?”

Excited over this possible new angle to the case, Frank and Joe stepped onto the ledge. They dressed,
then quietly inched forward. Reaching the wharf, they looked about them as Frank beamed hisflashlight
onthewals.

"Hold it!" Joe whispered.

Directly ahead was acrude arch in the rock. Beyond it, the boys could see a steep flight of stone steps.
Their hearts pounded with excitement.

"Wevefound it!" Frank whispered. "This must be the secret passageway!"

"Yes," Joe agreed, "and from the distance we've come I'd figure that we're right underneath the house on
thediff." "Let'sgo up."

Thelight cast strange shadows in the passage through the rocks. Water dripped from the walls. The boys
tiptoed forward and stedlthily began the ascent.

Asthey crept up the stairs, Frank flashed the light ahead of them. Shortly they could see that the steps
ended at a heavy door. Itsframework was set into the wall of rock. Above them was only arocky

caling.
When Frank and Joe reached the door, they hesitated. Both were thinking, "'If we go through that door
and find the gang of smugglers, well never get out. But, on the other hand, we must find Dad!"

Frank stepped forward, pressed his ear against the door, and listened intently. There was not asound
beyond.

Heturned off hislight and looked carefully around the sides of the door to seeif he could catch aglimmer
of any illumination from the other side. There was only darkness.

"I guessthereésno oneinside," hesaid to Joe. "Let's seeif we can openit.”
Frank felt for the latch. The door did not move. "It must be locked," he whispered.
"Try it again. Maybeit'sjust stuck.”

Frank put his hand on the latch, thistime aso pushing the door with his shoulder. Suddenly, with anoise
which echoed from wall to wall, the latch snapped and the door swung open.

Joe stepped forward, but Frank put out arestraining hand. "Wait!" he cautioned. " That noise may bring



omeone.”

Tensdly, they stood dert for the dightest sound. But none came. Hopeful that there was no onein the
areabeyond, Frank switched on the flashlight.

The vivid beam cut the darkness and revealed a gloomy cave hewn out of the rock in the very center of
the cliff. The boyswondered if it had been anatura cave. It wasfilled with boxes, bales, and packages
distributed about the floor and piled againgt thewalls.

"Smuggled goods!” Frank and Joe thought.
Thefact that the mgjority of the boxes bore labels of forelgn countries seemed to verify their suspicions.

Convinced that the cave was unoccupied, the boys stepped through the doorway and |ooked about for
another door or opening. They saw none. Wasthisthe end of thetrail?

"But it couldn't be," the young deuths thought. " Those men went some place.”
Bolts of beautiful silk had been tossed on top

of some of the bales. Vauable tapestrieswere dso lying carelessly around. In one corner four boxes
were piled on top of one another. Frank accidentally knocked the flashlight against one of these and it
gave forth ahollow sound.

"It'sempty,” he whispered.

Anideastruck him that perhaps these boxes had been piled up to conceal some passage leading out of
the secret storeroom. He mentioned his suspicion to Joe.

"But how could the men pile the boxes up there after they went out?" his brother questioned.
"Thisgang issmart enough for anything. Let's move these boxes awvay and maybe well find out.”
Frank seized the topmost box. It was very light and he removed it from the pile without difficulty.

"| thought so!" Frank said with satisfaction. The flashlight had revealed the top of adoor which had been
hidden from view.

The boyslost no timein moving the other three boxes. Then Frank and Joe discovered how it was
possible for the boxes to be piled up in such apostion, in spite of the fact that the smugglers had left the
cave and closed the door behind them.

Attached to the bottom of the door was a thin wooden platform that projected out over the floor of the
cave and on this the boxes had been piled.

"Very clever," Joe remarked. "Whenever any one leaves the cave and closes the door, the boxes swing
inwith the platform and it looks as though they were piled up on the floor."

"Right. Wéll, let's see where the door leads,” Frank proposed.

He snapped off hislight and with utmost caution opened the door. It made no sound. Again there was
darkness ahead.

"What amaze!" Frank whispered as he turned on hisflash and beamed the light ahead.



Another stone-lined passage with aflight of stepsat the end!

Suddenly Frank stiffened and laid awarning hand on his brother'sarm. "Voices" he said in alow tone
and snapped off hislight.

The boyslistened intently. They could hear aman's voice in the distance. Neither could distinguish what
he was saying, for hewas till too far away, but gradually the tones grew louder. Then, to the brothers
alarm, they heard footsteps. Hagtily they retreated into the secret cave.

"Quick! Thedoor!" Frank urged.
They closed it quietly.

"Now the boxes. If those men come in here they'll notice that the boxes have been moved!" Heturned on
the light but shielded it with his hand.

Swiftly Joe piled the empty boxes back onto the platform that projected from the bottom of the door. He
worked as slently and quickly as possible, but could hear the footsteps drawing closer and closer.

Findly the topmost box wasin place.
"Out the other door!" Frank hissed into Joe's ear.

They sped across the floor of the cave toward the door opening onto the stairs they had recently
ascended. But hardly had they reached it before they heard arattle at the latch of the door on the
opposite sde of the cave.

"We haven't time," Frank whispered. "Hide!"

The beam of the flashlight revealed a number of boxes close to the door. On top of these someone had
thrown aheavy balt of silk, thefolds of which hung down to the floor. The brothers scrambled swiftly
behind the boxes, pressing themselves close against thewall. They had just enough timeto hide and
switch out Frank'slight before they heard the other door open.

"Theresabunch of drugsin that shipment that camein three weeks ago," they heard a husky voice say.
"Well take it upstairs. Burke says he can get rid of it for usright away. No use leaving it down here. Got
to make room for the new shipment.”

"Right," the Hardys heard someone dsereply. "Anything elseto go up?”

"No. I'll switch onthelight.”

There was aclick, and suddenly the cave was flooded with light. It had been wired for eectricity.

Frank and Joe crouched in their hiding place, holding their breathsin terror. Would they be discovered?

Footsteps dowly approached the boxes behind which they were conced ed!

CHAPTER XI11



A Startling Discovery

FRANK AND JOE tried to crowd themselvesinto the smallest space possible as the men came nearer
to their hiding place. The dectric light bulb hanging from the center of the celling cast such astrong
illumination over the cave that the boys felt certain they would be discovered.

The boxes were placed asmall distance apart, and only the fact that folds of silk hung down over the
open spaces between the boxes prevented the boys from being seen immediately. However, through a
crack in one of the crates, the Hardys could just make out two husky-looking figures.

"Here's some o' that Japanese silk,” the boys heard one of the men say. "I'd better take a bolt of that up
too. Burke said he could place some more of it."

Instantly the same thought ran through both the brothers minds. If the man picked up the sk, they would
surely befound!

"Don't be crazy!" the other man objected. ™Y ou know you won't get any credit for pushin' asae. Why
bresk your arm luggin' dl that stuff upstairs?!

"Well," thefirst man explained in awhining tone, "I thought maybe we could get rid of some more of this
swag and make ourselves alittle extradough.”

"Naw," hiscompanion snarled. "I can tell you ain't been with this gang long. Y ou never get any thanks
around herefor thinkin'. If Burke don't take the extra stuff, the bossll make you bring it al the way down

agan."
"Maybeyoureright.”

"SureI'mright! My ideafor therest of usin thisgangisto do just what Snattman tellsusto and no
more."

"Y ou got somethin’ there, Bud. Okay. Well just take up the package of drugs and leavetherest.”

To the boys relief the men turned away and went over to the other side of the room. Frank and Joe did
not dare peer out, but they could hear the sound of boxes being shifted.

Then camethewords, "All set. I've got the packages. Let'sgo!™

The switch was snapped and the cave was plunged into darkness. The Hardys began to breathe normally
again. The door to the corridor closed and faintly the boys could detect the men's footsteps as they
ascended the airs at the end of it.

When they had died away completely, Frank switched on the flashlight. "Wow!" he said, giving a
tremendous sigh of relief. "That wasaclose cdl! | sure thought they had us."

"Metoo," Joe agreed. "We wouldn't have had a chance with that pair. Looked like a couple of
wredtlers.”

"Do we dare follow them?"

"You bet. I'd say welve solved the smuggling mystery, but welve still got to find out if they're holding
Dad," Joesad grimly.

"WEIl haveto watch our step even more carefully. We don't want to walk right into the whole ring of



smugglers,” Frank reminded him.

"Right. | don't crave anything worse than what we've just gone through,” said Joe. "I thought I'd die of
suspensewhilethat pair wasin here

They crossed the room, opened the door, and started up the dark passageway. Presently they were
confronted by the flight of steps. Part way up there was alanding, then more steps with adoor at the
top.

"I'll gofirgt," Frank offered. "Stick close behind me. | think I'll keep the flash off."

"That'sright,” Joe agreed. " Snattman might have aguard at the top and there's no use advertising our
presence.”

Step by step, the boys crept upward in the inky blackness. Then they found themselves on a crude
landing of planks. Carefully they fdt their way dong the side of therock wall until they reached the next
flight of steps.

Here the brothers stopped again to listen. Silence.

"Sofar, so good,” Frank whispered. "But somehow | don't like thiswhole thing. | have afedling were
waking into atrgp.”

"We can't quit now," Joe answered. "But | admit I'm scared.”

Still groping in the dark, the boys climbed up and up until they were nearly winded.
"Where arewe?" Joe panted. "| fed asif I've been climbing stairs for an hour!"
"Metoo," Frank agreed. "The cliff doesn't ook this high from the outside.”

They rested aminute, then continued their journey. Groping around, they findly reached another door.
Frank hunted for the door handle. Finding it, he turned the knob ever so dightly to find out if the door
was locked.

"l can openit,” Frank said in Joe's ear, "but we'd better wait afew minutes.”
"Every second isvitd if Dad'saprisoner,” Joe objected.

Frank was about to accede to his brother's urging when both boys heard footsteps on the other side of
the door. A chill ran down their spines.

"Shdl werun?' Joe sad fearfully.

"It wouldn't do usany good. Listen!™

There came a queer shuffling sound and a sigh from somewhere beyond the door. That wasll.
"Someone'sin there," Frank breathed. Joe nodded in the darkness.

The boys did not know what to do. The gang might have posted a sentry. If there was only one, the
Hardys might be able to jump the man and disarm him. However, they probably could not do it without
making some noise and attracting the attention of the rest of the smugglers.

Frank and Joe gritted their teeth. They couldn't give up now!



Asthey weretrying to decide how to proceed, the situation took an unexpected turn. A door dammed in
the distance. Then came the murmur of voices and the sound of advancing footsteps.

"This nonsense has gone far enough,” aman said angrily. "Hell write that note a once, or I'll know the
resson why."

The boys started. The voice wasthat of the man who had ordered them to |leave the pond during the
afternoon.

"That'sright, chief!" another voice spoke up.
"Make him do asyou say and get the heat off us until we've got dl theloot moved.”
"If he doesn't writeit, helll never get out of heredive," the first man promised coldly.

Instantly Frank and Joe thought of the note their mother had recelved. Was the man these smugglers
were talking about their father? Or was he someone € se-maybe Jones, who was to be forced to obey
them or perhapslose hislife?

The speakers went ashort distance beyond the door behind which Frank and Joe were standing. Then
they heard the click of aswitch. A faint beam of yellow light shone benesth the door. The brothers
figured there was a corridor beyond and three or four men had entered aroom opening fromiit.

"Well, | seeyou're dill here" said the man who had been addressed as chief. "Y ou'll find thisan easier
placeto get into than out of "

A weary voice answered him. The tones were low, so the boys pressed closer to the door. But try as
they might, they could not distinguish the words.

"You'reaprisoner here and you'll stay here until you die unless you write that note.”

Again theweary voice spoke, but the tones were till so indistinct that the boys could not hear the
answer.

"Y ou won't writeit, en? Well see what we can do to persuade you."

"Let him go hungry for afew days. That'll persuade him!™ put in one of the other men. Thisbrought a
hoarse laugh from his companions.

"You'l be hungry enough if you don't write that |etter,” the chief agreed. "Are you going to writeit?'
"No," the boys barely heard the prisoner answer.

The chief said sourly, "Y ou've got too much on us. We can't afford to let you go now. But if you write
that letter, well leave you some food, so that you won't starve. Y ou'll break out eventudly, but not in
timeto do usany harm. Well, what do you say? Want some food?"

Therewas no reply from the prisoner.
"Givehisarm alittletwigt,” suggested one of the smugglers.

At thisthe Hardys blood boiled with rage. Their first impulse was to fling open the door and rush to the
ad of the person who was being tormented. But they redlized they were helpless against so many men.
Their only hopelay inthearrival of the Coast Guard men, but they might cometoo late!



"Chief, shdl | givethisguy theworks?' one of the smugglers asked.

"No," the leader answered quickly. "None of that rough stuff. Well do it the easy way-starvation. I'm
giving him one more chance. He can write that note now or well leave him here to starve when we make
our getaway."

Still therewas no reply.
To Frank's and Joe's ears came a scraping sound asif a chair was being moved forward.
"Youwon't talk, eh?' Theleader'svoice grew ugly.

There was a pause of afew seconds, then suddenly he shouted, "Write that note, Hardy, or you'll be
Sorry-as sure as my name's Snattman!*

CHAPTER X1V

Captured
JOE gaveadart. "It isDad!" he whispered hoarsely. "He found the smugglers hide-out!"
Frank nudged his brother warningly. "Not so loud.”

The boys worst fears were redlized-their” father was not only a prisoner of the smugglers, but aso hislife
was being threatened!

"Write that notel" Snattman demanded.

"I won't writeit," Fenton Hardy replied in aweak but clear voice.

The chief perssted. "Y ou heard what | said. Writeit or be left here to starve."”
"Il garve

"You'l change your mindin aday or two. Y ou think you're hungry now, but wait until we cut off your
food entirely. Then you'll see. Y ou'll be ready to sdll your soul for adrop of water or acrumb to eat.”

"I won't writeit."

"Look here, Hardy. We're not asking very much. All we want you to do iswrite to your wife that you're
safe and tell her to call off the police and those kids of yours. They'retoo nosy."

"Sooner or later someoneis going to trace me here," came Mr. Hardy's faint reply. "And when they do, |
can tell them enough to send you to prison for the rest of your life.”

There was a sudden commotion in the room and two or three of the smugglers began talking at once.

"You're crazy!" shouted Snattman, but there was a hint of uneasinessin hisvoice. "Y ou don't know
anything about mel”

"I know enough to have you sent up for attempted murder. And you're about to try it again.”



"Y ou'retoo smart, Hardy. That'sal the more reason why you're not going to get out of here until weve
gone. And if you don't co-operate you'll never makeit. Our next big shipment's coming through tonight,
and then were skipping the country. If you write that |etter, you'll live. If you dont, it's curtains for you!

Frank and Joe were shaken by the dire threats. But they must decide whether to go for help, or stay and
risk capture and try to rescue their father.

"Y ou can't scare me, Snattman,” the detective said. "'l have afedling your timeisup. Y ou're never going
to get that big shipment.”

The detective's voice seemed alittle stronger, the boys felt.

Snattman laughed. "1 thought you were smart, but you're playing alosing game, | warn you. And how
about your family? Are you doing them aservice by being so subborn?*

There was slence for awhile. Then Fenton Hardy answered dowly:

"My wife and boyswould rather know that | died doing my duty than have me come back tothem asa
protector of smugglersand criminas.”

"Y ou have avery high sense of duty,” sneered Snattman. "But you'll change your mind. Areyou thirsty?
Therewasno reply.

"Areyou hungry?'

Stll no answer.

"Y ou know you are. And it'll beworse. You'll die of thirst and starvation unless you write that note.”

"Il never writeit."

"All right. Come on, men. Well leave him to himsdlf for awhile and give him timeto think abouit it.”
Frank squeezed Jogsarm in relief and exhilaration. Therewas gtill a chance to save their father!

Footsteps echoed as Snattman and the others | eft the room and walked through the corridor. Finally the
sounds died away and adoor dammed.

Joe made amove toward the door, but Frank held him back. "Wed better wait aminute,” he cautioned.
"They may have left someone on guard.”

The boys stood till, listening intently. But there were no further sounds from beyond the door. At length,
satisfied that hisfather had indeed been |eft done, Frank felt for the knob.

Noiselessy he opened the door about an inch, then peered into the corridor which was dimly lighted
from one overhead bulb. There was no sign of aguard.

Three doors opened from the corridor-two on the opposite side from where the brothers were Standing
and another at the end.

The passage was floored with planks and had abeamed ceiling like acdllar. Frank and Joe quickly
figured where their father was and sped across the planks to the room. They pushed open the door of the
almost dark room and peered inside. There was a crude table and several chairs. In one corner stood a
smdl cot. Onit lay Fenton Hardy. He was bound hand and foot to the bed-and so tightly trussed that he



was unable to move more than afew inchesin any direction. He wasflat on his back, staring up at the
ceiling of hisprison. On achair beside the cot was a sheet of paper and a pencil, evidently the materiads
for the letter Snattman had demanded he write.

"Dad!" Frank and Joe cried softly.

The detective had not heard the door open, but now he looked at his sonsin amazement and relief.
"You're herel" he whispered. "Thank goodness!™

The boyswere shocked at the change in their father's appearance. Normally arugged-looking man,
Fenton Hardy now was thin and pale. His cheeks were sunken and hiseyeslistless.

"WEell have you out of herein aminute,” Frank whispered.
"Hurry!" the detective begged. "Those demons may be back any minutel

Frank pulled out his pocketknife and began to work at the ropes that bound his father. But the knife was
not very sharp and the bonds were thick.

Joe discovered that he did not have his knife with him. "It probably dipped out of my pocket when we
undressed on the Napoli,” he said.

"Minesgonetoo,” Mr. Hardy told them. " Snattman took everything | had in my pockets, including
concentrated emergency rations. Have you anything sweet with you?"

Joe pulled out the candy bar from his pocket and held it, so Mr. Hardy could take alarge bite of the
quick-energy food. Meanwhile, his eyes roamed over the room in search of something sharp which he
might use to help Frank with the ropes. He saw nothing.

Mr. Hardy finished the candy bar, bite by bite. Now Joe started to help Frank by trying to untie the
knots. But they weretight and he found it almost impossible to loosen them.,

Minutes passed. Frank hacked at the ropes, but the dull blade made little progress. Joe worked at the
obstinate knots. Fenton Hardy could give no assistance. All were silent. The only sound was the heavy
breathing of the boys and the scraping of the knife against the ropes.

At last Frank was able to saw through one of the bonds and the detective's feet were free. His son pulled
the ropes away and began to work on the ones that bound hisfather's arms. As he reached over with the
knife there came a sound that sent afeding of terror through the Hardys.

It was a heavy footstep beyond the corridor door. Someone was coming back!

Frank worked desperately with the knife, but the ropes till held stubbornly. The dull blade seemed to
make dmost no impression. But &t last afew strands parted. Findly, with Fenton Hardy making amighty
effort and Joe clawing at the rope with hisfingers, it snapped.

The detective was free!

But thefootfals of the approaching smuggler came closer.

"Quick!" Frank whispered, as he flung the ropes aside.

"I-1 can't hurry!" Mr. Hardy gasped. "I've been tied up so long my feet and legs are numb."

"But we've got to hurry, Dad!" Frank said excitedly. "Seeif you can stand up.”



"I'll-I'll do my best," hisfather replied, as the boys rubbed hislegs vigoroudy to restore full circulation.
"We must run before those crooks come!” Joe said tensdly.

Fenton Hardy got to hisfeet as hastily as he could. But when he stood up, the detective staggered and
would havefdlen if Frank had not taken hisarm. He was so weak from hunger that awave of dizziness
had come over him. He gave his head a quick shake and the fedling passed.

"All right. Let'sgo," he said, clinging to both boysfor support.

The three hastened out the door of the room and across the corridor to the cave. Asthey entered it, Mr.
Hardy's knees buckled. In desperation his sons picked him up.

"You goon," hewhispered. "Leave me here.”
"I'm sureal of uscan makeit," Joe said bravely.

They reached the far door, but the delay had been costly. Just as Frank opened it, clicking off his
flashlight, the corridor door was flung open and the celling light snapped on.

Frank and Joe had a confused glimpse of the dark man whom they had seen at the pond that afternoon.
Snattman! Two rough-looking companions crowded in behind him.

"What's going on here?" Snattman exclaimed, gpparently not recognizing the group for amoment.
"It'sthe Hardys 1" one of the other men cried ouit.

The fleeing trio started down the steps but got no farther than the landing when the smugglers appeared at
the stairway and rushed down after them.

"Stop!" cried Snattman, jumping down the last three steps and whipping an automatic from hiship
pocket. The place was flooded with light.

As Snattman drew closer, Frank crouched for aspring, then legped directly at the smuggler. He struck at
the man'swrist and the revolver flew out of hisgrasp. It skidded across the landing and clattered down
the steps. Frank closed in on the man. Snattman had been taken completely by surprise. Before he could
defend himsdf, Frank forced him againgt thewall.

Joe, in the meantime, with a swift uppercut had kayoed one of the other men. And Mr. Hardy, whose
strength had partidly returned, was battling the third as best he could.

But at this moment the boys saw their father's adversary dodge to the wall and press a button. In an
instant an darm bell sounded in the corridor. Within seconds a new group of Snattman's gang appeared.
As some held drawn revolvers, others overpowered the three Hardys.

In the face of the guns, father and sons were forced to surrender and return to the room where Mr.
Hardy had been held captive before.

Within five minutes Fenton Hardy was bound again to the cot, while Frank and Joe, trussed up and
unable to move, weretied to two chairs.



CHAPTER XV

Dire Threats

SNATTMAN, once he had recovered from hisfirst consternation and surprise at finding the Hardy boys
in the underground room, was in high good humor. He turned to his men.

"Jugtintime," he gloated, rubbing his hands together in satisfaction. "'If we hadn't come here when we did,
they'd have all escaped!”

The Hardy boyswere silent, sick with despair. They had been sure they were going to succeed in
rescuing their father and now the three of them were prisoners of the smuggling gang.

"What are we goin' to do with these guys?' asked one of the men.

The voice sounded familiar to the boys and they looked up. They were not surprised to see that the man
was the red-haired one they had met at the

Pallitt place when Frank had discovered hisfather's cap.

"Do with them?" Snattman mused. "That's a problem. Weve got three on our hands now instead of one.
Best thing isto leave them dl here and lock the door.”

"And put gagsin their traps,”" suggested aburly companion.

Red objected. "Aslong as the Hardys are around here, they're dangerous. They amost got away this
time"

"Well, what do you suggest?'

"We ought to do what | wanted to do with the old man in the first place,” Red declared doggedly.
"Y ou mean get rid of them?" Snattman asked thoughtfully.

"Sure. All of them!"

"Well-" Snattman gazed a Mr. Hardy with asinister [ook.

"I should think you have enough on your conscience aready, Snattman!™ the detective exclamed. "I don't
expect you to let me go," he added hitterly. "But release my boys. They haven't done anything but try to
rescue their father. Y ou'd do the same thing yoursdlf.”

"Ohyeah?' Snattman sneered. "Don't bother yourself about my conscience. Nobody-but nobody ever
gandsin my way.

"Asto letting these boys go, what kind of afool do you take mefor?' Snattman shouted. "If you three
are such buddies, you ought to enjoy starving together.”

The smuggler laughed uproarioudy a what he consdered avery funny remark.

Frank's and Joe's minds were racing with ideas. One thing stood out clearly. Snattman had said the
Hardys almost escaped. This meant that no one was guarding the secret entrance!

"If we can only hold out awhile," they thought, "the Coast Guard will arrive. Ther€ll be nobody to stop
them from coming up here"



Then, suddenly, ashocking possibility occurred to the boys. Suppose the Coast Guard could not find the
camouflaged door opening from the pond!

During the conversation four of the smugglers had been whispering among themsdvesin the corridor.
One of them now stepped into the room and faced Snattman.

"I'd like aword with you, chief,” he began.
"What isit now?" The smuggler'svoice was surly.

"It's about what's to be done with the Hardys, now that we've got 'em,” the man said hesitantly. "It's your
businesswhat you do to people who make it tough for you when you're on your own. But not in our
gang. We'rein thisfor our take

out of the smugglin', and we won't stand for too much rough stuff.”
"That'sright!" one of the other men spoke up.

"Isthat s0?" Snattman's upper lip curled. "Y ou guys are gettin' awful righteous al of asudden, aren't you?
Look out or I'll dump thelot of you!"

"Oh, no, youwont," replied the first man who had addressed him. "We're partnersin this dea and were
goin' to have our full share of what comesin. Weain't riskin' our livesfor love, you know."

"Weve got another idea about what to do with these three prisoners,” athird smuggler spoke up. "I think
it'sagood one."

"What isit?" Snattman asked impatiently.

"Weve been talkin' about Ali Singh."

Frank and Joe started and listened intently.

"What about him?" Snattman prodded his assstant.

"Turn the prisoners over to him. He's got a friend named Foster who's captain of aboat sailin' to the Far
East tonight. Put the Hardys on board that ship,” the first smuggler urged.

Snattman looked thoughtful. The idea seemed to catch hisfancy.

"Not bad,” he muttered. "1 hadn't thought of Ali Singh. Y es, heéd take care of them. They'd never get
back here" He amiled grimly.

"From what he told me about that friend of his, the captain'd probably dump the Hardys overboard
before they got very far out,” the man went on smugly. " Seems like he don't feed passengersif he can get
rid of 'em!”

"All the better. We wouldn't be responsible.”
"Leavethemto AH Singh." Red chuckled evilly. "Hell attend to them.”

Snattman walked over to the cot and looked down at Mr. Hardy. "It's too bad your boys had to come
barging in here" he said. "Now the three of you will haveto take alittle ocean voyage." He laughed.
"You'll never get to the Coast Guard to tell your story."



The detective was sllent. He knew further attempts at persuasion would be usaless.
"Well," said Snattman, "haven't you anything to say?"

"Nothing. Do as you wish with me. But |et the boys go.”

"Well stick with you, Dad," said Frank quickly.

"Of course!" Joe added.

"You surewill," Snattman declared. "'I'm not going to let one of you have the chance of getting back to
Bayport with your story."

Theringleader of the smugglers stood in the center of the room for awhile, contemplating his captives
with abitter smile. Then he turned suddenly on hished.

"Well, they're safe enough,” hetold Red. "We have that business with Burke to take care of. Come on,
men, load Burke'struck. If any policemen come along and find it in the lane well be donefor.”

"How about them?" asked Red, motioning to the Hardys. " Shouldn't they be guarded?!

"They'retied up tight." Snattman gave ashort laugh. "But | guesswe'd better leave one guard, anyway.
Madloy, you stay here and keep watch."

Malloy, asurly, truculent fellow in overalls and aragged sweater, nodded and sat down on abox near
the door. This arrangement seemed to satisfy Snattman. After warning Maloy not to fall adeep onthe
job and to seeto it that the prisoners did not escape, he left the room. He was followed by Red and the
other smugglers.

A heavy slencefdl over the room after the departure of the men. Maloy crouched gloomily on the box,
gazing blankly at the floor. The butt of arevolver projected from his hip pocket.

Frank strained againgt the ropes that bound him to the chair. But the smugglers had done their task well.
He could scarcely budge.

"Well never get out of this," hetold himsdf ruefully.

Joewas usudly optimigtic but thistime his spiritsfailed him. "Werein atough spot,” he thought. "It looks
asif well dl be on that ship by morning.”

To lighten their spirits the Hardys began to talk, hoping againgt hope to distract the guard and perhaps
overpower him.

"Shut up, you guys” Maloy growled. "Quit your talking or I'll makeit hot for you!" He tapped his
revolver suggestively.

After that, amelancholy silence fell among the prisoners. All were downhearted. It looked asif their fate
truly were sedled.

CHAPTER XVI



Quick Work

IN DESPAIR the boys glanced over at their father on the cot. To their surprise they saw that he was
amiling.

Frank was about to ask him what he had found amusing about their predicament when his father shook
his head in warning. He looked over at the guard.

Malloy was not watching the prisoners. He sat saring at the floor. Occasiondly his head would fal
forward, then he would jerk it back as he struggled to keep awake.

" Snattman sure made a poor selection when he chose Malloy as guard,” the boys thought.

Severd timesthe burly man straightened up, stretched his arms, and rubbed his eyes. But when he settled
down again, his head began to nod.

In the meantime, the boys noticed their father struggling with hisbonds. To their amazement he did not
seem to be so tightly bound as they had thought. Both of them tried moving but could not budge an inch.

The boys exchanged glances, both redlizing what had happened. "Dad resorted to an old trick!" Frank
told himsdlf, and Joe was slently fuming, "Why didn't we think of it?"

Mr. Hardy had profited by his previous experience. When the smugglers had seized the detective and
tied him to the cot for the second time, he had used a device frequently employed by magicians and
professiond "escape artists' who boast that they can rel ease themsel ves from tightly tied ropes and dtrait
jackets.

The detective had expanded his chest and flexed his muscles. He had aso kept hisarms asfar away from
his sides as he could without being noticed. In thisway, when he relaxed, the ropes did not bind him as
securely as his captors intended.

"Oh, why were Frank and | so dumb!" Joe again chided himsaif.

Frank bit hislip in utter disgust a not having remembered the trick. "But then"-he eased his
conscience-"Dad didn't think of it thefirst time, elther.”

Mr. Hardy had discovered that the rope binding his right wrist to the cot had adight dack init. He began
trying to work the rope loose. Thistook along time and the rough strands rubbed hiswrist raw. But at
last he managed to dide hisright hand free.

"Hurray!" Frank amost shouted. He glanced at the guard. Maloy appeared to be sound adeep. "Hope
hell stay that way until we can escape,” Frank wished fervently.

He and Joe watched their father in amazement, as they saw him grope for one of the knots. The detective
fumbled at it for awhile. It was dow work with only his one hand free. But the boys knew from his
satisfied expresson that the smugglersin their haste gpparently had not tied the knots asfirmly asthey
should have.

At thisinstant the guard suddenly lifted his head, and Mr. Hardy quickly laid hisfree hand back on the
cot. He closed hiseyes asif degping and his sonsfollowed his example. But opening their lidsadit, they
watched the smuggler carefully.

The guard grunted. "They're okay," he mumbled. Once more hetried to stay awake but found it
impossible. Little by little his head sagged until his chin rested on his chest. Deep, regular breathing told



the prisoners he was ad eep.

Mr. Hardy now began work again on the knot of the rope that kept hisleft arm bound to the cot. Ina
meatter of moments he succeeded in loosening it and the rope fell away from hisarm.

After making sure the guard was still adeep, the detective sat up on the cot and struggled to release his
feet. Thiswas an easier task. The smugglers had merely passed arope around the cot to hold the
prisoner'sfeet. A few minutes atention was all that was necessary for the boys father to work hisway
loose.

"Now hélll release us," Joe thought excitedly, "and we can escape from herel™

As Fenton Hardy tiptoed toward his sons, the board floor squeaked loudly. The guard muttered again, as
if dreaming, shook his head, then sat up.

"Oh, no!" Frank murmured, fearful of what would happen. He saw hisfather pick up awhiterag
someone had dropped.

A look of intense amazement crossed Malloy'sface. As he opened his mouth to yell for help, Fenton
Hardy leaped across the intervening space and flung himself on the smuggler.

"Keep quiet!" the detective ordered.

Madloy had time only to utter amuffled gasp before the detective clapped ahand over the guard's mouth,
jammed therag init, and toppled him to the floor. The two rolled over and over in adesperate, silent
struggle. The boys, helpless, looked on, their fears mounting. They knew their father had been weakened
by hisimprisonment and hunger, and the guard was strong and muscular. Nevertheless, the detective had
the advantage of a surprise attack. Maloy had had no time to collect hiswits.

Frank and Joe watched the battle in an agony of suspense. If only they could join thefight! Mr. Hardy
gtill had the advantage, for he could breathe better than his opponent. But suddenly Maloy managed to
raise himsdlf to hisknees. He reached for the revolver &t his hip.

"Look out, Dad!" Frank hissed. "He'sgot hisgun!™

Quick as aflash the detective landed a blow on the guard's jaw. Malloy blinked and raised both handsto
defend himsdf as hefdl to the ground. Mr. Hardy darted forward and pulled the revolver out of the
man's side pocket.

"No funny business!" the detective told himin alow voice.

Without being told, Mdloy raised hishandsin the air. He sat helplesdy on the floor, beaten.

"He'sgot aknifetoo, Dad," Joe said quietly. "Watch that."

"Thanks, Joe," hisfather replied. Then, motioning with the pistol, he said, "All right. Let's have the knifel™
Sullenly the guard removed the knife from its leather sheeth at his belt and handed it to Mr. Hardy.
Frank and Joe wanted to shout with joy, but merely grinned at their father.

Still watching Mdloy, the detective walked dowly backward until he reached Joe's side. Without taking
his eyes from the smuggler, he bent down and with the knife diced at the ropes that bound his son.
Fortunately, the knife was sharp and the ropes soon were cui.



"Boy, that feels good, Dad. Thanks," Joe whispered.
He sprang from the chair, took the knife, and while hisfather watched Malloy, he cut Frank's bonds.
"Madloy," Mr. Hardy ordered, "come over here!™

He motioned toward the bed and indicated by gestures that the smuggler wasto lie down on the cot.
Malloy shook his head vigoroudy, but was prodded over by Joe. The guard lay down on the cot.

The ropes which had held Mr. Hardy had not been cut. Quickly Frank and Joe trussed up Malloy just as
their father had been tied, making certain that the knots weretight. Asafind precaution they pushedin
the gag which was dipping and with a piece of rope made it secure.

The whole procedure had taken scarcely five minutes. The Hardys were freel

"What now?' Frank asked hisfather out of earshot of Maloy. "Hide some place until the Coast Guard
gets here?" Quickly hetold about Tony and Chet going to bring the officers to the smugglers hide-ot.

"But they should have been here by now," Joe whispered. "They probably haven't found the secret door.
Let'sgo down and show them.”

This plan was agreed upon, but the three Hardys got no farther than the top of the first stairway when
they heard rough, arguing voices below them.

"They can't be Coast Guard men," said Mr. Hardy. "WEell listen afew seconds, then wed better runin
the other direction. | know the way out to the grounds.”

From below came an ugly, ™Y ou double-crosser, you! Thisloot belongs to the whole gang and don't you
forgetit!”

"Ligten," said the second voice. "'l don't have to take orders from you. | thought we was pals. Now you
don't want to go through with the deal. Who'sto know if we got ten packages or five from that friend o
Ali Sngh's?'

"Okay. And the stuff'll be easier to get rid of than those drugs. They're too hot for me. Snattman can burn
for kidnapin' if he wantsto-1 don't."

The voices had now become so loud that the Hardys did not dare wait another moment. "Come on!” the
boys father urged.

Heled the way back to the corridor and along it to the door at the end. Suddenly Frank and Joe noticed
him fater and were afraid he was going to faint. Joe recalled that hisfather had had no food except the
candy bar. Ramming his handsinto his pockets, he brought out another bar and some pieces of pretzd.
Quickly hefilled both hisfather's hands with them. Mr. Hardy ate them hungrily as his sons supported
him under hisarms and assisted him to the door.

As Frank quietly opened it, and they saw a stairway beyond, the detective said, " These stepswill bring
us up into ashed near the Pallitt house. Theresatrap door. That's the way Snattman brought me down.
Got your lights? We haven't any timeto lose." Mr. Hardy seemed stronger already. "I'll take the lead.”

Asthey ascended, Frank and Joe wondered if they would come out in the shed where they had seen the
man named Klein picking up small logs.

When the detective reached the top of the tairs he ordered the lights out and pushed against the trap



door. He could not budge it.
"Youtry," he urged the boys. "And hurry! Those men we heard may discover Maloy."
"And then thingswill start popping!" Frank murmured.

The boys heaved their shoulders againgt the trap door. In amoment there came the rumble of rolling logs.
The door went up easly.

Frank peered out. No one seemed to be around.
He stepped up into the shed and the others followed.

The three stood in slence. The night was dark. The wind, blowing through the trees, made amoaning
sound. Before the Hardys rose the gloomy mass of the house on the cliff. No lights could be seen.

From the direction of the lane came dull, thudding sounds. The boys and their father assumed the
smugglers truck was being loaded with the goods which were to be disposed of by the man named
Burke.

Suddenly the Hardys heard voices from the corridor they had just left. Quickly Frank closed thetrap
door and Joe piled up thelogs. Then, silently, the Hardys stole out into the yard.

CHAPTER XVII
Hostages

LITHE asIndiansthe three Hardys hurried across the lawn and disappeared among the trees. They
headed for the road, agood distance away.

"I hope abus comesaong,” Frank said to himsdf. "Then we can get to a phone and report-"

Histhought was ruddly interrupted as the boys and their father heard a sound that struck terror to their
hearts-the clatter of thelogs tumbling off the trap door!

Aningant later came a hoarse shout. "Chief! Red! The Hardys got away! Watch out for them!”

"He must be one of the men we heard coming up from the shore," Joe decided. "They must have found
Malloy trussed up!"

Ingtantly the place became dive with smugglers flashing their lights. Some of the men ran from the truck
toward the road, shouting. Others began to comb the woods. Another man emerged from the trap door.
He and his companion dashed to the ocean side of the house.

Two burly smugglers flung open the kitchen door and ran out. One shouted, "They ain't in the house!™
"And they're not down at the shore!" the other yelled. "1 just talked to Klein on the phone down there."

"Y ou guys better not let those Hardys get away!" Snattman's voice cut through the night. "I1t'll be the pen
for dl of you!"



"Fenton Hardy's got agun! Hetook Mdloy'sl" came awarning voice from the far sde of the house. The
two men who had gone to the front now returned. "He never misses hismark!™

When the fracas had started, the detective had pulled his sonsto the ground, told them to lieflat, face
down, and not to move. Now they could hear the pounding steps of the smugglers asthey dashed among
the trees. The boys hearts pounded wildly. It did not seem possible they could be missed!

Y et man after man ran within afew yards of the three prone figures and dashed on toward the road.
Presently Mr. Hardy raised his head and looked toward the Pollitt mansion.

"Boys," hesaid tensdly, "well make arun for the kitchen door. The men won't expect usto go there"

Thethree arose. Swiftly and silently they crossed the dark lawn and dipped into the house. Apparently
no one had seen them.

"When Snattman doesn't find us outdoors,” Joe whispered, "won't he look here to make sure?”
"Yes" Mr. Hardy replied. "But by that time | hope the Coast Guard and State Police will arrive.”

"Joe and | found a hidden stairway to the attic," Frank spoke up. " Snattman won't think of looking iniit.
Let'shide up there.”

"Y ou forget the ghogt,” Joe reminded his brother. "He knows we found that stairway."

"Neverthdess, Frank's suggestion isagood one," Mr. Hardy said. "L et's go to the attic. Were any
clothes hanging in the closet that might be used to concedl the door?”

"Yes, aman's bathrobeon arod.”

The Hardys did not dare use alight and had to make their way aong by feding walls, and the Sair
banigter, with Frank in the lead and Mr. Hardy between the boys. Reaching the second floor, Frank
looked out the rear window of the hall.

"The smugglers are coming back!" heremarked in alow voice. "Thelights are heading thisway!"

The Hardys doubled their speed, but it was still dow going, for they banged into chairs and awardrobe
as Frank felt hisway along the hdl toward the bedroom where the hidden staircase was. Findly thetrio
reached it. Just as Frank was about to open the door to the attic, a door on the first floor swung open
with aresounding bang. " Scatter and search every room!™ Snattman'’s crisp voice rang out. "We're
trapped!” Joe groaned. "Maybe not," Frank said hopefully. "I have ahunch Klein wasthe ghogt. It's
possible that he's the only one who knows about this stairway and he's down at the shore.”

"WEell risk going up,” Mr. Hardy decided. "But not asound.” He did the bathrobe across the rod, so that
it would hide the door.

"The gtairs creak," Joe informed him. Mr. Hardy told his sonsto push down the treads dowly but firmly
with their hands and hold them there until they put one foot between them and then raised up to their full
weight.

"And lean forward, so you won't lose your balance," he warned.

Fearful that he could not accomplish this, Frank opened the door carefully and started up in the pitch
blackness. But the dread thought of capture made him use extreme caution and he reached the attic
without having made a sound.



After closing the door, Joe and hisfather quickly followed. The three moved noisalesdy to a spot out of
sght of the sairway behind alarge trunk.

They sat down and waited, not daring even to whisper. From downstairsthey could hear running
footsteps, banging doors, and loud talk.

"Not herdl"
"Not herel"
"Not herel"

The search seemed to come to an end, for the second-floor group had gathered right in the room where
the secret stairway was.

"Thisisit! Theend! They're going to search up herel” Frank thought woefully.

Hisfather reached over and grasped ahand of each of his sonsin areassuring grip. Someone yanked
open the closet door. The Hardys became tense. Would the robe over the entrance to the secret
darway fool him?

"Empty!" the man announced and shut the door. The smugglers went downgtairs.

There were fervent handshakes among the detective and his sons. Other than thisthey did not move a
muscle of their bodies, dthough they inwardly relaxed.

Now new worries assailed the Hardys. It was possible that Snattman and his gang, having been derted,
would move out and disappear before the police or Coast Guard could get to the house on the cliff.

Frank's heart gave ajump. He suddenly redlized that hisfather was hiding to protect his sons. Had he
been aone, the intrepid detective would have been downgtairs battling to get the better of Snattman and
bresk up the smuggling ring.

"What aswdll father heigl" Frank thought. Then another ideacameto him. "Maybe being hereisn't such
abad plan after dl. Dad might have been fatdly shot if he'd been anywhere ese on the property.”

A moment later the Hardys again became aware of voices on the second floor. They recognized one as
Snattman's, the other asKlein's.

"Y eah, thereés a secret dairway to theattic,” Klein announced. "'l found it when | was playin' ghost. And
them Hardy boys-they found it too. I'll bet my last take on those rare drugs we're gettin' tonight that the
dick and hissonsare up in that attic!"

The Hardys spirits sank. They were going to be captured again after all |

They heard the door at the foot of the stairway open. "Go up and look, Klein," ordered Snattman.
"Not me. Fenton Hardy has Madloy's gun.”

"l said goup!”

"You cant make me," Klein objected in awhining tone. "I'd be asure target ‘cause | couldn't see him.
He'd be hiding and let me have it so quick I'd never know what hit me."

Despite the grave situation, Frank's and Joe's faces were creased in smiles, but they faded as Snattman



sad, "Il go mysdlf. Give methet big light!"

Suddenly abrilliant beam was cast into the attic. It moved upward, accompanied by heavy footsteps.
"Hardy, if youwant to live, say sol" Snattman said, an evil ringin hisvoice.

No answer from the detective.

"Weve got you cornered thistime!"

Mr. Hardy did not reply.

"Listen, Hardy!" Snattman shouted. "I know you're up there because you moved that bathrobe. I'll give
you just one minute to come down out of that attic!”

Still no answer and anintervd of silence followed.
Then came Snattman'svoice again. "Thisisyour last chance, Hardy!"

Nearly aminute went by without asign from the two enemy camps. Then Snattman moved up the stairsa
few more steps.

"Hardy, | have a proposition to maketo you," he said presently. "1 know you don't want to die and you
want those boys of yoursto livetoo. Well, sodo | want to live. So let's call it quits.”

The detective maintained his sllence and Snattman continued up the steps. "Give you my word | won't
shoot. And | know you never firefirst unlessyou haveto.”

A moment later he appeared at the top of the stairs, empty-handed except for the light. In amoment he
spotted the Hardys with his high-powered flashlight.

"Heresthe proposition-your livesin exchange for mine and my gang's.”
"How do you mean?' Mr. Hardy asked coldly.

"I mean," the smuggler said, "that you are my hostages.”

"Hostages!" Frank and Joe exclaimed together.

"Yes. If my menand | can get our stuff moved away before the police or the Coast Guard might happen
in here, then you can leave alittle later."

"But if they do come?' Frank asked.

"Then I'll bargain with them," Snattman answered. "And | don't think they'll turn me down. They don't
know whereyou are, but I'll make them understand I mean business. If they take me, you three die!”

Frank and Joe gasped. The famous Fenton Hardy and his sonswere to be used as a shield to protect a
ruthlessgang of criminasl

The boyslooked at their father in congternation. To their amazement he looked cam, but his mouth was
drawninatightline.

"It won't do you any good to shoot me, Hardy," the smuggler said. "Malory said dl the chambers

inthat gat are empty but one. If the gang hears ashat, they'll be up herein aminuteto finish you dl off



properly.”

The Hardysredlized that if Snattman's remark about the gun were true, they were indeed at the mercy of
this cunning, scheming, conniving smuggler. He now started backing toward the Sairway.

"l think I'm a pretty fair guy," he said with the trace of asatisfied smile.

"And oneto be hated and feared!" Joe thought in arage. "Weve got to outwit this man somehow!" he
determined.

But at the moment the possibility of thislooked hopeless.

CHAPTER XVIII

Coast Guard Action

WHILE the Hardy boys had been investigating the smugglers hide-out and had been captured, together
with their father, Tony and Chet were trying their best to accomplish the errand which Frank and Joe had
giventhem.

During the early part of their trip back to Bayport to contact the Coast Guard, the Napoli had cut
through the darkness like a streak. Then suddenly Tony exclaimed, "Oh, oh! My starboard light just went

Chet turned to look at the portside. "Thislight'sdl right. Must be the bulb in the other one.”
"That'swhat | wasafraid of," said Tony. "I'll bet | haven't another bulb.”

"Y ou mean, somebody might not see the Napoli and ram us?' Chet asked fearfully.

"WEIl haveto be careful,” Tony replied.

"Chet, take the whed, will you? I'll seeif | can find an extrabulb.”

Chet changed placeswith Tony, throttled the motor, and gazed intently ahead. The moon had not yet
risen and it was difficult to see very far ahead.

"Find anything?' Chet called out, as Tony finished hisround of the lockers and was now rummaging in the
last one.

"Not yet." Tony pulled out acanvas bag, apair of sneakers, and somefishing tackle. Ashereached in
for thelast article in thelocker, he gave awhoop of joy. "Here's one bulb-just one-keep your fingers
crossed, pal. If thisisn't any good, werein amess.”

"And breaking the law besides," Chet added.

He hdld his breath as Tony went forward and crawled inside the prow of the Napoli. With aflashlight,
Tony found the protecting shield for the bulb and unfastened it. After removing the dead bulb, he
screwed in the new one. Asthelight flashed on, Tony breasthed asigh of relief and started to crawl out of
the prow.



"Good work!" Chet said. "It'slucky we-"

Chet never finished the sentence. At thisinstant he saw another speedboat loom up in front of him. Like
lightning he swung the whedl around, missing the oncoming craft by inches!

"Youfool!" the driver of the other boat shouted. "Why don't you look where you're going?"

Chet did not reply. He was quivering. Besides, he had stalled the motor, which had been throttled so low
it had not been able to take the terrific swerving. "Oh, now I've doneit!" the stout boy wailed.

There was no response from Tony for several seconds. He had been thrown violently againgt the side of
the boat and was dazed. But he quickly collected hiswits and crawled down beside Chet.

"What happened?’ he asked.

Chet told him, then said, "'Y ou'd better take over. I'm arotten pilot.”

Tony took the seat behind the whedl, started the motor, and sped off toward Barmet Bay .
"Weve surewasted alot of time," he remarked. "1 wonder how Frank and Joe are making out.”
"Hope they found Mr. Hardy," Chet added.

There was no more conversation until the boys turned into the bay. The Coast Guard station for the area
was ashort distance along the southern shore of the bay and Tony headed the Napoli directly for it. He
pulled up at the dock, where two patrol boats and a cutter were tied.

The two boys climbed out and hurried up to the white building. Asthey were about to enter it, Chet and
Tony were amazed to find Biff Hooper

and Phil Cohen coming out of it. Jerry Gilroy, another Bayport High friend, was with them.

"Wdll, for Pete's sake!" the three cried out, and Biff added, "Boy, are we glad to seeyou! Where are
Frank and Joe?'

"Still hunting for the smugglers,” Chet replied. "What brings you here?"

Biff explained that an hour ago Mrs. Hardy had telephoned him to seeif he had heard from Frank and
Joe. She confessed to being exceedingly worried about her sons. Mrs. Hardy knew they had goneto
look for their father and she wasin a panic that they had been captured by the same men who were
possibly holding her husband.

" told her I'd round up acouple of the fellows and go on ahunt,” Biff went on. "Jerry thought maybe
Frank and Joe had come back to town and were somewhere around. We looked, but we couldn't find
them anywhere, §(r) we borrowed Mr. Gilroy's car and came out hereto tell the Coast Guard. They're
going to send out boats. Y ou'd better comein and talk to Chief Warrant Officer Robinson yoursdlf.”

The boys hurried inside. Quickly Chet and Tony told of the Hardys suspicion that they had found the
entrance to the smugglers hide-ot.

"Can you send help out there right away?' Chet asked. "WEell show you where the secret tunndl is."
"Thisisastounding,” said Chief Robinson. "I'll order the Alice out. Y ou can start within five minutes.”

"I'll phone Mrs. Hardy right away," Jerry offered. "I'm afraid, though, that the newsisn't going to make



her fedl too good.”

While Jerry was gone, Chet told the chief warrant officer that the Hardys thought they knew the names of
two of the men who wereinvolved in the smuggling racket. Chet reveded the Hardy suspicions about
Snattman being one and Ali Singh the other.

"Wethink Ali isacrewman on the Marco Polo that's going to dock early tomorrow morning in Bayport,”
Chet continued. "Frank and Joe got atip that makes them think thisisthe dedl: While the ship is offshore,
Ali Singh pitches stolen drugs overboard and one of the smugglers picksthe packageupina

speedboat.”

Robinson raised his eyebrows. "Those Hardy boys certainly take after their father," he remarked. "They
have the makings of good detectives."

Biff told the Coast Guard officer of the boys adventure at the haunted house on their first vigt to the
Pallitt place. "Frank and Joe are sure there is some connection between the house and the smugglers.”

"And they are probably right,” the chief remarked. "I'll cdl the State Police at once and tell them the latest
developmentsin this case.”

The boys waited while he made the report. Jerry, who had just finished telephoning Mrs. Hardy, said that
she seemed even more worried than before but relieved that the Coast Guard was going to take a hand.

The chief warrant officer then told the boys he would get in touch with the captain of the Marco Polo at
once by ship-to-shore telephone. The connection was made and the boys listened with great interest to
the conversation. The captain had abooming voice which they could hear plainly.

"Yes, | have asalor named AH Singh," hereplied in answer to Chief Robinson's question. "He'sa
member of the kitchen crew."

After he had been told that Ali Singh was suspected of steding drug shipments and dropping them
overboard to a confederate, he said, "That would be pretty easy for him to do. Singh probably throws
them out when he dumps garbage into the water, even though he's not supposed to do it. The drugs
could bein an inflated waterproof bag."

"Captain, will you have someone keep an eye on this Ali Singh without his knowing he's being watched?!
Chief Robinson requested. "I'll send a patrol boat out from here to watch for any of his gang who may be
inasmal boat waiting to pick up something he dumps overboard. How far offshore are you?"

"About sixteen milesfrom your headquarters,” wasthe answer.

"Will you keep in touch with the patrol boat?' Robinson requested. "It's the Henley, in charge of Chief
Petty Officer Brown."

"Il dothat."
"Ali Singh can be arrested when your ship docks.”

Asthe conversation was concluded, auniformed coastguardman camein. He was introduced as Chief
Petty Officer Bertram in charge of the Alice, which would follow Tony and Chet to the smugglers
hide-out.

"I'mready, dr," hetold his chief, after ashort briefing. He turned to the boys. "All set?!



Chet and Tony nodded. Asthey turned to follow Bertram, Biff, Phil, and Jerry looked glum.

Noting the expressions on the three boys, Chief Robinson leaned across his desk and said, "1 guessyou
fellows were hoping to bein on thistoo. How would you like to go on the Henley with Chief Petty
Officer Brown and watch thefun?’

The eyes of the three boyslighted up and Phil said, "Y ou mean it?'
"Do you want aforma invitation?' Chief Robinson asked with alaugh.

Herang for Chief Petty Officer Brown, and after introducing the boys, he explained what the mission of
the Henley wasto be.

"l understand, sir," Brown replied. "WEéll leave a once.”

The three boys followed him down to the dock and went aboard. They met the other Coast Guard men
and thefast patrol boat set off. It seemed to the boys asif the sixteen mileswere covered in an incredibly
ghort time. Thelights of the Marco Polo loomed up in the distance.

"She'smoving very dowly, isn't she?' Biff asked their skipper.
"Y es, she's making only about four knots."
"So it would be easy for asmal boat to come alongside and take something from her?' Phil suggested.

"Yes, it would." Quickly the officer picked up atelescope and trained it on the large craft. "The galley
hatches are on the | eft and thetideiscoming in," he reported. " Anything thrown overboard will float
toward shore."

He ordered the wheel sman to go past the Marco Polo, come down the other side, and approach within
three hundred yards, then turn off the engine and lights.

When they reached the designated spot, Petty Officer Brown ordered everyone on board the Henley not
to talk or to move around. The Marco Polo's decks, aswell as the water some distance from the craft,
wasilluminated by light from some of the stateroom portholes. Biff, Phil, and Jerry crowded closeto the
chief ashetrained his powerful binoculars on the gdley hatches, so he could give them arunning account
of anything that might happen. The officer reported little activity aboard the Marco Polo and the boys
assumed that the passengers either were adeep or packing their luggage in anticipation of landing the next
morning.

Suddenly Petty Officer Brown saw one of the hatches open. A smal man, with aswarthy complexion
and rather longish coal-black hair, appeared in the circular opening. He looked out, then raised alarge
pail and dumped its contents into the water. Quickly he closed the hatch.

"Ali Singh!" the three boys thought as Brown reported what he had seen.
They watched excitedly to see what would happen now.

Suddenly Biff grabbed Phil'sarm and pointed. Vaguely they could see along pole with a scooping net
fastened to the end of it appear from outside the circle of light and fish among the debris. Petty Officer
Brown reported that apparently the person holding the pole had found what he wanted, for he scooped
something up and the pole vanished from sight.

The boys strained their ears for the sound of asmall boat. It did not come and they were puzzled. They



also wondered why Petty Officer Brown seemed to be doing nothing abouit trying to apprehend the
person.

The tense skipper suddenly handed the binoculars to Phil. Without aword the puzzled boy looked
through them at the spot where Brown had been gazing. To his amazement he could make out the dim
shape of aspeedboat with two figuresin it. Each held an oar and was rowing the small boat away from
the Marco Polo asfast aspossible.

"Weve got the smugglers dead to rights!" Petty Officer Brown whispered to the boys.
"Aren't you going to arrest them?" Phil asked.

"Not yet," the officer told him. "I'm afraid we can't do it without some shooting. | don't want to scare the
passengers on the Marco Polo. Well wait afew minutes.”

Suddenly the engine of the smugglers speedboat was started. Tersdly, Brown began issuing ordersto his
men. The motors roared into action.

The chase was on!

CHAPTER XIX
The Chase

IN A few minutes the Henley's brilliant searchlight was turned on. It picked up the speedboat which was
racing toward shore at full power. But gradually the Coast Guard boat |essened the distance between
them.

Chief Petty Officer Brown picked up amegaphone and shouted for the fleeing men to stop. They paid no
attention.

"WEell haveto show them we mean business,” the officer told Biff, Phil, and Jerry. "Well shoot across
their bow."

He ordered the boys out of the line of fire, in case the smugglers should attempt to retdiate. They
obeyed, and though from their shelter the three could not see the speedboat, they listened intently to what
was going on.

The Henley plowed ahead and presently the boys heard a shot whistle through the air.
"Stop your engine!" Brown commanded. A second later he added, "Drop those guns!”

The smugglers evidently did both, for Skipper Brown said to the boys, "Y ou fellows can come forward

The three scrambled to hisside. Biff wasjust in time to see one of the two captured men half turn and
dyly run hishand into the large pocket of his sportsjacket. Biff expected him to pull out agun and was
about to warn Brown when the smuggler withdrew his hand and dropped something into the water.

"Theraredrugd" Biff thought.



Instantly he began peding off his clothes, and when the others asked him what he was doing thisfor, he
merely said, "Got an underwater job to do.”

Biff was over the sdein aflash and swimming with strong, long strokes to the speedboat. He went
beyond it and around to the far side.

In the meantime, Petty Officer Brown had ordered the smugglersto put their hands over their heads. As
the Henley came dongside, two of the enlisted coastguardmen jumped across and dipped handcuffs on
them. Brown instructed one of the enlisted men to take their prisoners back to Coast Guard headquarters
inthe smugglers boat.

"Y ou got nothin" on us! Y ou ain't got no right to arrest ug!" one of the captured men cried out.

At that moment Biff Hooper's head appeared over the side of the speedboat and a moment later he
clambered aboard. He called out, "Y ou've got plenty on these men! Here'sthe evidence!”

He held up awaterproof bag, tightly sedled. It was transparent and the printing on the contents was easily
read. "'| happen to know that what'sin hereisarare drug,” Biff added. "1 heard our doctor mention it just
afew daysago."

This announcement took the bravado out of the smugglers. The two men inssted they were only engaged
to pilot the speedboat and deliver the drugs. But they would not give the name of the person who had
hired them, nor the spot to which they were supposed to go.

"We know both the answers dready," Petty Officer Brown told the smugglers. Then he said to his
whedlsman, "Head for the house on the cliff 1 They may need alittle more help over there.”

Biff was hauled aboard, and as he put his clothes back on, the Henley shot through the water. He
whispered to his pas, "WEell see some more excitement, maybe.”

Some time before this, Chet and Tony had reached the area where the secret tunnel was. The patrol boat
which had been following them turned on its great searchlight to pick out the exact spot.

"Look!" Chet cried out.
A speedboat with two men init had just entered the choppy, rocky watersin front of the tunndl.
"Halt!" Skipper Bertram of the Alice ordered.

The man at the whed obeyed the command and turned off his motor. But instead of surrendering, he
shouted to his companion, "Dive, Sneffen!”

Quick asaflash the two smugglers disappeared into the water on the far side of their boat. When they
did not reappear, Chet called:

"I'll bet they're swimming underwater to the tunnd. Aren't we going after them?”

"Wesureare," Petty Officer Bertram replied. "Tony, can you find the channd which leadsto that
tunnd?'

"| think so," Tony answered, eying the smugglers speedboat which now, unattended, had been thrown
violently by the waves onto some rocks.

"Then well come on board your boat,” the chief petty officer stated. He left two of his own men aboard
the Alice to guard it and to be ready for any other smugglers who might be arriving at the hide-ouit.



The rest of the crew, including Bertram himself, climbed aboard the Napoli, and Tony started through the
narrow passage between the rocks leading to the tunnel. One of the enlisted men in the prow of the boat
operated a portable searchlight. Everyone kept looking for the swvimmers, as they went through the
tunndl, but did not see them. When the Napoli reached the pond, the man swung hislight around the
circular shoreline,

"Therethey arel" Chet cried out.

Thetwo smugglers, dripping wet, had just opened the secret door into the cliff. They darted through and
the door closed behind them.

Tony pulled hisboat to the ledge in front of the door, turned off the engine, and jumped ashore with the
others. To ther surprise the door was not locked.

"I'll gofirdt," Bertram announced.
"But be careful!" Chet begged. "There may be a man with agun on the other sde!”

The officer ordered everyone to stand back as he pulled the door open. He beamed the searchlight
ingde. Noonewasinsight |

"Comeon, men!" the skipper said excitedly.

The group quickly went along the route the Hardys had discovered earlier. When they reached the
corridor and saw the three doors, Tony suggested that they look inside to seeif the Hardys were
prisoners. One by one each room was examined but found to be empty.

The searchers hurried on down the corridor and up the stairway which led to the woodshed of the Pallitt
place. They pushed the trap door but it did not open. Their light revealed no hidden springs or catches.

"The two smugglersthat got away from us may have sounded an darm,” Bertram said. "They probably
set something heavy on. top of thistrap door to delay us.”

"Thenwell heaveit off!" Chet declared.

He and Tony, with two of the enlisted men, put their shouldersto the trap door and heaved with dl their
might. At last it raised alittle, then fdll back into place.

"It isn't nailed shut from the other Sde at any rate," Bertram said. "Give it another shove”
The four beneath it tried once more. Now they al could hear something diding sdeways.
"All together now!" Chet said, puffing. "One, two, threg!™

The heave that followed did thetrick. A heavy object above toppled with a crash, and the trap door
opened. As before, Chief Petty Officer Bertram insisted upon being the first one out. Therewas not a
sound from the grounds nor the house and not alight in evidence. He told the others to come up but
cautioned:

"Thismay be an ambush. Watch your step and if anything starts to pop, you two boys go back down
through the trap door."

Suddenly there was asound of carsturning into the lane leading to the Pollitt place. The vehicles lights
were S0 bright that Bertram said, "1 believeit'sthe police!™



A few moments later the cars reached the rear of the old house and state troopers piled out. Chief

Petty Officer Bertram hurried forward to introduce himsdlf to Captain Ryder of the State Police. Thetwo
held awhispered conversation. From what the boys overheard, they figured that the troopers planned to
raid the house,

Just as the men seemed to have reached a decision, everyone was amazed to see a man appear at the
rear window of the second-floor hal. He held agun in hisright hand, but with hisleft he gestured for
attention.

"My name's Snattman,” he announced with a theetrical wave of hishand. "Before you storm thisplace, |
want to talk to you! 1 know you've been looking for me and my men along time. But I'm not going to let
you take me without some people on your side getting killed first!" He paused dramatically.

"Cometo the point, Snattman,” Captain Ryder called up to him. He, too, had agun poised for action
should this become necessary.

"I mean,”" the smuggler cried out, "that | got three hostages in this house-Fenton Hardy and histwo
sond”

Chet and Tony jumped. The boys had found their father, only to become captives themselves. And now
the three were to be used as hostages!

"What's the rest?" Captain Ryder asked acidly.

"This: If you'l let me and my men go, well clear out of here. Onewill stay behind long enough to tell you
where the Hardys are." Snattman now set hisjaw. "But if you comein and try to take us, it'll be curtains
for the Hardyd"

Chet'sand Tony's hearts sank. What was going to be the result of this nightmarish dilemma?

In the meantime Frank, Joe, and their father, for the past hour, had despaired of escaping before
Snattman might carry out hissinigter threet. After the smuggler left the attic, they had heard hammering
and suspected the smugglers were nailing bars across the door. The Hardys tiptoed to the foot of the
garway, only to find their fears confirmed.

"If those bars are made of wood," Frank whispered, "maybe we can cut through them with our knives
without too much noise.”

"Well try," hisfather agreed. "Joe, tekethat knife | got from Mdloy."

As Detective Hardy sat on the steps, leaning weakly againgt the wall, histwo sons got to work. They
managed to maneuver the knives through the crack near the knob. Finding the top of the heavy
crosshars, the boys began to cut and hack noisdesdy. Frank's knife was aready dull and it was not long
before Joe's became so. This greatly hampered their progress.

Half an hour later the boys armswere aching so badly that Frank and Joe wondered how they could
continue. But the thought that their liveswere at stake drove them on. They would rest for two or three
minutes, then continue their efforts. Finaly Joe finished cutting through one bar and started on the second
of the three they had found. Ten minutes later Frank managed to cut through his.

"Now we can take turns,”" hetold his brother.

Working thisway, with rest periods in between, the boys found the task less arduous.



"Were dmogt free!" Joefinaly said hopefully.

Just then, the Hardys heard cars coming into the driveway. They were sure that the police had arrived
because of theillumination flooding the place even to the crack under the attic door.

It was less than aminute |ater that they heard the cars come to a stop outside and then Snattman's voice
bargaining for hisown lifein exchange for his hostages

"Let's break this door down and take our chances," Frank whispered hoarsely.
"No!" hisfather said. " Snattman and his men would certainly shoot usl"

At thisingtant Frank gave alow cry of glee. Hisknife had just hacked through the last wooden bar.
Turning the knob, he opened the door and the three Hardys stole silently from their prison.

From the bedroom doorway they peered out to where Snattman was il trying to bargain with the
police. No one else was around. The boys and their father looked at one another, telegraphing a
common thought.

They would rush the king of the smugglers and overpower him!

CHAPTER XX
The Smuggler's Request

AS THE three Hardys crept forward, hoping to overpower Snattman before he saw them, they heard a
voice outsde the house say, "Y ou'll never get away with this, Snattman! Y ou may aswell give up without

any shooting!"
"Il never giveup!"
"The house is surrounded with troopers and Coast Guard men!™”

"What do | care?' Snattman shouted, waving his arms out the window. "I got three hostages here, and
I've got one of the Coast Guard.”

"He'sin the housetoo?"
Snattman laughed. "Trying to catch me; en? Well, I'm not going to answer that question.”

There was slence outside the house. This seemed to worry the man. He cried out, "It won't do you any
good to talk things over! | got you where | want you and-"

Like three stalking panthers Frank, Joe, and their father pounced upon the unwary smuggler. Mr. Hardy
knocked the man's gun from his hand. It flew out the window and thudded to the ground below. The
boys pinned hisarms back and buckled in his knees.

From below came awhoop of joy. "The Hardys have captured Snattman!” The voice was Chet
Morton's.



"My menwill never et you in herel" the victim screamed. He snarled, twisted, and turned in his captors
orip.

Mr. Hardy, fearful that Snattman would shout to order his men upstairs, clamped ahand over the
smuggler's mouth. By thistime there was terrific confuson ingde and outside the Pollitt place. State
troopers and the Coast Guard men had burst into both the front and rear doors.

Others guarded the sides of the house to prevent any escape from the windows. A few shots were fired,
but soon the smuggling gang gave up without fighting further. The capture of their leader and the sudden
attack had unnerved them.

The Hardys waited upstairs with their prisoner. In afew moments Chet and Tony appeared and behind
them, to the utter astonishment of Frank and Joe, were Biff, Phil, and Jerry.

Storieswere quickly exchanged and Mr. Hardy praised Frank's and Joe's chumsfor their efforts.
All thistime Snattman glowered mdicioudly.

In afew moments chief petty officers Bertram and Brown appeared in the second-floor hal with Captain
Ryder. Immediately the state trooper fastened handcuffs onto the prisoner. He was about to take him
away when Frank spoke up:

"There's someone dse involved in this smuggling who hasn't been captured yet.”

"Y ou mean the man who got away from herein the truck?' Officer Ryder asked. "Weve set up a
roadblock for him and expect to capture him any minute.”

Frank shook his head. "Ali Singh, the crewman on the Marco Polo, has afriend who ownsasmall cargo
ship. Right now, it'slying somewhere offshore. Snattman was thinking of putting my dad, Joe, and me on
it and arranging things so that we never got home again.”

The king of the smugglers, who had been silent for severa minutes, now cried out, 'Y ou're crazy! There's
not aword of truth init! Thereisn't any boat offshore!”

The othersignored the man. As soon as he stopped yelling, Joe took up the story. "I have ahunch you'll
find that your Coast Guard man is a prisoner on that cargo ship. The name of the captain is Foster.”

"Y ou mean our man Ayresison that ship?' Petty Officer Brown asked unbdievingly.

"We don't know anyone named Ayres," Frank began. He stopped short and looked at his brother. They
nodded significantly at each other, then Frank asked, "Does Ayres go under the name of Jones?”’

"He might, if hewere cornered. Y ou see, he's sort of a counterspy for the Coast Guard. He pretended to
join the smugglers and we haven't heard from him since Saturday.”

"I found out about him," Snattman bragged. "That name Jones didn't fool us. | saw him make a snesk trip
to your patrol boat."

Frank and Joe decided this was the scene they had seen through the telescope. They told about their
rescue of "Jones' after ahand grenade had nearly killed him. They aso gave an account of how his
kidnapers had come to the Kane farmhouse, bound up the farmer and hiswife, and taken "Jones.”

Skipper Brown said he would send apatrol boat out to investigate the watersin the areaand try to find
Captain Fogter's ship.



"WEell wait herefor you," Captain Ryder stated. "This case seemsto be one for both our branches of
service. Two kidnapings on land and a theft from the Marco Polo, aswell as an undeclared vessel
offshore”

While he was gone, the Hardys attempted to question Snattman. He refused to admit any guilt in
connection with smuggling operations or the shipment of stolen goods from one state to another. Frank
decided to tak to him dong different lines, hoping that the smuggler would inadvertently confess
something he did not intend to.

"I heard you inherited this house from your uncle, Mr. Pallitt,” Frank began.
"That'sright. What'sit to you?"

Frank was unruffled. "I was curious about the tunnel and the stairways and the cave," he said pleasantly.
"Did your uncle build them?"

Snattman dropped his sullen attitude. "No, he didn't,” the smuggler answered. "My uncle found them all
by accident. He started digging through his cellar wal to enlarge the place, and broke right through to that
corridor."

"l see," said Frank. "Have you any ideawho did build it?'

Snattman said that his uncle had come to the conclusion that the tunnel and pond had been discovered by
pirateslong, long ago. They apparently had decided it would be an ideal hide-out and had built the steps
all theway to the top of the ground.

"Of course the woodshed wasn't there then," Snattman explained. "At least not the one that's here now.
The trap door was, though, but there was atumble-down building over it."

"How about the corridor? Was it the same size when your uncle found it?"

"Yes," the smuggler answered. "My uncle figured that was living quartersfor the pirates when they
weren't on their ship.”

"Pretty fascinating story," Tony Prito spoke up.

Severa seconds of silence followed. Snattman's eyes darted from one boy to another. Findly they
fastened on Frank Hardy and he said:

"Now that I'm going to prison, the eyepieces to your telescope, and your motorcycle tools, won't do me
any good. Youl'l find them in adrawer in the kitchen."

"Thanksalot," said Frank.

There was another short silence. Then the smuggler went on, his head down and his eyes amost closed,
"Mr. Hardy, | envy you. And I-I never thought I'd be making thiskind of aconfesson. Y ou know amost
everything about what I've been doing. I'll tell the whole story later. Since they're going to find that Coast
Guard officer, Ayres, on Foster's ship thereés no use in my holding out any longer.

"l said | envy you, Mr. Hardy. It's because you brought up two such fine boys and they got swell friends.
Me-l wasn't so lucky. My father died when | waslittle. | was pretty headstrong and my mother couldn't
manage me. | began to make the wrong kind of friends and after that-you know how it is.

"My uncle, who owned this place, might have helped me, but he was mean and selfish and never gave us



any money. The most he would do was invite my mother and me here oncein awhilefor ashort visit. |
hated him because he made my mother work very hard around the house dl the time we were here. It
wasn't any vacation for her.

"One of thetimeswhen | was here my uncle showed methe pirates hide-out and | never forgot it. After |
got in with agang of hoods | kept thinking about this place, and what aswell hide-out it would be for
smugglers. | wasafraid to try it while my unclewas dive. But when | heard he was dead, | thought that
was my chance.

"You seg, | didn't dare go to claim the property asthe rightful heir. But now I'm planning to takeit over.
Of course it won't do me any good, because | know I'll have to do along stretch in the pen. But I'm
going to ask those executors to use my uncle's money to run this place as aboys home-1 mean aplace
where boyswithout proper home training can cometo live."

The group listening to Snattman, king of the smugglers, were too overwhelmed by his complete change of
heart to say anything for afew seconds. But when the man looked up, asif pleading for his hearersto
believe him, Mr. Hardy said, "That'savery finething for you to do, Snattman. I'm sure that the boys who
benefit from living here will dways be grateful to you."

The solemn scene was suddenly interrupted by the return of Chief Petty Officer Brown. He reported that
another patrol boat had picked up his message about Captain Foster's ship and within afew minutes had
reported sighting it. Then, within a quarter of an hour, word came that Captain Foster had been put under
arrest, and that the missing Coast Guard man had been found on the ship, aswell as a quarntity of
merchandise which the captain had expected Snattman to remove.

The prisoners were now taken away from the Pollitt home and the Hardys and their friends found
themselvesaone,

Chet asked suddenly, "How do we get home?”
Tony grinned. "l guessthe Napoli will hold al of us."

The group went to the woodshed, opened the trap door, and started down the secret passageway to the
pond below. They climbed into the Napoli and Tony dipped behind the whedl. The Coast Guard men
thoughtfully had |eft the portable searchlight on the prow and Tony was able to make the trip through the
tunnel and the narrow channe out to the ocean without accident.

Suddenly Frank spoke up, "Dad, what happened to your car?'

Mr. Hardy smiled. "It'sin Bayport in agarage. | was being followed, so | shook off the shadowers and
took the bus." He added ruefully, "But it didn't do me much good. Snattman's men attacked me and took
me prisoner on theroad.”

The famous detective now said, "While | have the chance, | want to thank each of you boysindividualy
for what you did. Without the seven of you, this case might never have been solved and | might not have
been found dive.”

Modestly Frank and Joe and their friends acknowledged the praise, secretly hoping another mystery
would cometheir way soon. One did and by learning The Secret of the Old Mill the Hardy boys
encountered acunning gang of counterfeiters.

Suddenly Joe remarked, " Compliments are flying around here pretty thick, but there's one person we
forgot to mention. Without him, Frank and | might never have found Dad.”



"Who'sthat?' Biff asked.
"Pretzel Petel" Joereplied.
"That'sright,” said Frank. "All together, fellows! A rousing cheer for Pretzel Petel™



