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CHAPTER |
Threat on Cabin |sland

"WHAT areward!" Joe Hardy exclaimed. "Y ou mean we can stay at Cabin Idand over the winter
vacation?'

"Right. Starting the day after Chrigmas," said Frank. "The whole placeis ours, and Mr Jefferson says
hell throw another mystery our way."

"About what?'
"Wouldn't say. Hell tell usat his home tomorrow when we get the key."

The Hardy boyswere elated over their good luck. The young detectives recently had broken acar theft
ring, and in gratitude for the return of his automobile, Elroy Jefferson, awedthy resident of Bayport, had
made the offer of his private retreat near the entrance to Barmet Bay.

Impulsive, blond-haired Joe snapped hisfingers. "Let's cal Chet and Biff and take our ice-yacht over to
theidand. I'd liketo giveit aquick preview."

"Okay. We can meset 'em at our dock.”

Dark-haired Frank, eighteen and a year older than Joe, wasjust as eager to set foot on Cabin Isand and
also to skim over theice, now glossy smooth after along cold spell.

Joe dashed to the hdl telephone and didled the number of the Morton farmhouse. In amoment he was
speaking to Chet Morton, a beefy team-mate on the Bayport High footbal | eleven.

"What's up?' the stout youth asked.

"Get your long johns on,” Joe told him. "We're going to whip out to Cabin Idand on the Seagull. That
wind on the bay'll redly start your blood circulating!™

Frank and Joe had designed and built the ice-yacht during the previous summer. They had saved their
money to buy materials and had worked dowly and carefully on the project. The craft was made so that
it could be taken apart and compactly stored in the boathouse where the brothers motorboat, the Sleuth,
also was housed.

"Sounds greet, but | don't know." Chet hesitated wigtfully. "Mom's just mixing a batch of maple fudge.”

"Saveit till we get back - think of the appetite you'll work up!™ Joe added with achuckle, "Think of your
waistline, too. Well meet you at the boathouse in twenty minutes.”

"Wl - okay - aslong as you don't go poking into any more mysteries.”

"No promises, pd!" Grinning, Joe dammed down the receiver before Chet could object.



Moon-faced Chet Morton, who was much fonder of eating and relaxing than he was of dangerous
adventures, was congtantly bemoaning the Hardys habit of becoming involved in crime cases. But the
stocky youth was aloyd pa and could always be depended on in atight spot.

After calling Biff Hooper, who agreed to the trip enthusiastically, Joe dressed warmly and hurried
outside. Frank was dready backing their convertible out of the garage.

The Hardys drove to the boathouse on Barmet Bay. Chet and Biff were waiting for them. Biff, a
muscular youth whose hobby was amateur boxing, was dancing about, attempting to persuade plump
Chet to spar with him.

Chet held up his handsto fend off the blows. He grinned as Frank and Joe walked towards them. "Glad
you're herel" heexclamed. "Thisguy istrying to use mefor apunching bag!"

"Do you good," Biff rgoined. "Get you in shape!™

Frank laughed. "If you keep this up, Cabin Idand won't be big enough for both of you - and us." He gave
them hearty daps on the back. "Let'sget going!™

Joe opened the doors of the boathouse and led the way inside. The Seagull was chocked on boards
which lay over the ice between the cat-walks. Suspended aboveit in asted cradle wasthe, Seuth.

From agear shelf the boys took iron-pointed studs and attached them to their boots, then donned crash
helmets and goggles. Asthey took theice-yacht outside the wind whipped hard at their backs. Joetilted
the brake on the outside of the hull, so that the point dug firmly into theice.

Ten minutes later the four had fastened the long runner plank crossways under the bow, raised the mast,
and set sail. Quickly they climbed into the stern's cockpit.

"Strap yoursalvesin tight," Frank warned as he took thetiller. "That wind's strong and the Gull'srarin' to
go.

He released the brake and the deek white craft glided swiftly out into the bay, now solidly frozen except
for the channel, which was kept open by the shipping lines and the Coast Guard.

Cold clear air stung the boys faces and they were showered with ice chips from the bow runner. They
waved to friends who were skating near the shore.

"Whereis Cabin Idand, anyway?" Biff cdled to the Hardys.

"Inacove off the bay," Frank shouted, as he guided the Seagull in aswvooping haf circle around ahole
that had been cut in theice by afisherman.

"Ever been there before?' Chet asked, straining to get hiswords out againgt the cold air that whipped
across hisface.

Joe shook hishead. "Weve never tried to take our motorboat into that cove. It's shallow and you'd rip
the hull unless you knew for sure where every rock is. But we shouldn't have any trouble now."

Presently theice-yacht raced up the inlet. "Well go around for alook-see," said Frank.

Silfully he circled the heavily wooded idand. The shoreline facing the bay dropped off inanicy diff, but
the side opposite the mainland road to Bayport doped gradualy. At the edge of the shore Frank spotted
atdl pine.



"Let'sland there" hesaid.

He put the speeding craft into awide semicircle opposite the tree. The sails dackened, the ice-yacht
dowed down, then drifted Straight to the pine, where Frank put on the brake and Joe lashed the craft to
thetree.

"Right on the nose," Bid said admiringly asthey clambered ashore.

The four started up the hill. Soon they glimpsed the cabin, perched in a clearing on the highest point of the
idand.

Joe stopped abruptly and pointed to a set of large bootprintsin the light snow. "How can anyone else be
here?' he asked. "There's no other ice-yacht here, and it'd be along, dippery walk from the mainland.”

Frank shrugged. "I doubt that the person is till here. It hasn't snowed for aweek, so those prints could
have been made several daysago.”

"But they only lead upward," Joe observed. "There are none going back down the hill."
"Maybe whoever he was went down another way," Frank suggested.

The boys resumed their ascent. Asthey approached the cabin, a broad-shouldered figureinaplaid
mackinaw coat appeared from behind aclump of brush and strode towards them.

Hewas a surly-looking man in his early thirties, who walked with his neck thrust forward. His
off-balance, lumbering gait amused Joe, but the man's words were not funny.

"Get off thisidand!" he shouted. The Hardys were taken by surprise, but only for seconds.
"Who says?"' Joe retorted.

"l say s0, and I'll show you!" came the reply as the man thrust hisright hand into the mackinaw's deep
pocket. He strode closer, glaring at the foursome.

"Don't threeten udl" Biff said angrily, cocking hisright figt.

"If it'safight you want,” Frank said coally, "the odds are oneto four. So don't be foolish. Besides, we
have permisson to beonthisidand.”

The hostile man hesitated, looking from face to face. "What makes you think | don't have permission,
t00?" he asked. Then the stranger made the mistake of advancing astep farther. Biff feinted with aquick
left hand and sent hisright fist into the man's midriff. With an "oof" the man sat heavily in the snow, then
scrambled to his feet, muttering thrests.

"Aw, knock it off," said Chet.

"Wewon't get anywhere arguing with him," Frank said quietly. "Come on!" The boysturned and retraced
their stepsto the Seagull. Frank and Joe kept glancing back, but the hogtile stranger did not follow.

Back in theice-yacht, Joe said, "I wonder if Mr Jefferson knows that man and gave him permission to
cometo Cabin Idand.”

"l doubt it," said Frank. " Say, maybe this has something to do with the mystery.”

"Some welcoming committee! " Chet grumbled.



Joe scowled. "He sure was eager to chase us away. | have a hunch he's up to no good.”
Soon Frank guided the Seagull out of the cove and sent her skimming along Barmet Bay.
Suddenly Chet gasped. "L ook at that ice-yacht! Must be a crazy man steering it!"

Heading towards them was alarge craft which weaved acrosstheice in adizzying path. Suddenly it
dipped over and one runner plank lifted off theiceinto the air.

"Wow! That'sasharp turn!" exclamed Frank.

"Hell capsizel” Biff cried out. Just then the pilot dropped the sheet and the runner came down hard,
Spattering ice.

Joe groaned. "Anybody who gives aboat that dambang treatment doesn't deserve to own one."
Aningtant later the other craft streaked straight for the Seagull.
Frank looked grim. "We'rein trouble," he said. "That's the Hawk!"

The Hawk was owned by two belligerent youths, Tad Carson and Ike Nash, who had been inthe
Hardys classes at school until they had dropped out early in the term. The two often returned to loiter
about the school grounds, bullying younger boys. They were known to be fast, reckless car drivers.

"Ikeis steering," Joe observed. "He's even more dangerous on the ice than heis on the road.”
"If he doesn't change his course, helll hit us” Chet said.

Frank set hisjaw. "If Ikewon't turn, | will." He bore down on thetiller and sivung out of the Hawk's
path.

A second later the bigger craft aso changed course. It was hurtling towards the Seagull, gaining
momentum every second!

"They mean to run us down!" Biff shouted.
"Or dsethey just want to scare us,”" Joe said, clenching hisfids.

Frank swerved once more. Again the other steersman mimicked him, and the Hawk still came at them.
By now it was lessthan fifty yards away. The boys could see mocking grinson Ikesand Tad'sfaces. In
another few seconds the Hawk would crash into the Seagull.

Suddenly Ike's grin changed to alook of terror. In aflash Frank realized what had happened. The
reckless youth had tried to swerve off the collison course. But the manoeuvre had caused the Hawk's
tiller to jam. Ike held up his hands to show that he had lost control of his craft.

In amoment the boats would collide!

CHAPTER I



An Angry Caller

FRANK leaned hard on thetiller, while Joe trimmed sail. The Seagull veered sharply. The other boys
held on so tightly to the gunhaes that their knuckles were white. The boat careened, and the ice seemed
to leap towards them.

The Hawk zoomed past in such aviolent rush of wind that Frank thought his craft would surely turn over.
But he kept afirm hold on thetiller and Joe eased the sheet. Slowly the craft pulled out of the sharp turn
and Frank was able to dow to astop.

For amoment no one spoke. The boys stared a one another, numb with relief. Then Joe glanced over
his shoulder and exclamed, "They've piled up!"

"Servesthemright,” Biff declared. "They might havekilled usdl."
"Still, we'd better go over and seeif they're badly injured,” Frank said.

The four got out of the Seagull and made their way across the ice to the troublemakers, who were
surveying the Hawk's broken mast.

Ike Nash limped towards the Seagull's crew, hiseyesblazing. "Y ou jerks are going to pay for this
damage!" he shouted. "Besides, I'll have to see adoctor about my ankle. It's probably broken. Y ou'll get
dl thehills, that'sfor sure!™

"It wasyour fault,” Joe declared. "And if your ankle were broken, Ike, you couldn't walk."
"Savethat Suff!" Tad snapped back. "If we wanted to hear alecture, we'd have stayed in school!"
Biff turned away in disgust. "We can't tell theseidiotsathing,” he muttered. "L et'sgo!"

"We may aswdll," Joe agreed. "Nobody's serioudy hurt, so they can make their own way to shore.”

The Hardys and their pals headed back for the Seagulll, ignoring the threats and angry remarksthe bullies
shouted after them.

"Let'sgo home," Chet said. "It'samost suppertime, and man, I'm starved!"

The four boarded the craft and sped on towards Bayport. Frank's face wore a thoughtful frown asthey
glided over theice.

"What's the matter?' Joe shouted above the wind. "Not worried about those two blowhards back there,
aeyou?'

Frank shook his head. "No, just thinking about that fellow in the mackinaw. I'd sure like to know who he
isand what he's doing on Cabin Idand.”

"Same here." Joe was about to suggest that the quarrel some stranger might have something to do with the
mystery promised by Elroy Jefferson. But, smothering agrin, Joe decided he had better not alarm Chet
unnecessarily!

The stout youth almost seemed to read Joe's mind. "1 just hope that tough guy isn't around to make
trouble if we're going to be spending Christmas vacation on theidand,” Chet muttered gloomily.

"Don't worry. If hetries anything, we can handle him," Biff said confidently.



Reaching Bayport harbor, they stowed the Seagull in the boathouse. Frank locked up and the boys
climbed into the Hardys convertible.

On the way to the farm where Chet lived on the outskirts of Bayport, Joe suggested, "Why not pack our
suppliesfor thetrip into the Seagull the night before we leave? Then well be ableto get aquick start.”

"But that's Christmas Day!" Biff objected. "Well want to be home."

"True. How about tomorrow?" Frank asked. "We could pack in the afternoon, in plenty of timefor
Chrismas Eve." This suggestion was agreed upon.

"What shdl we bring?' Chet inquired.
"Oh, deeping bags, extra blankets, snowshoes - that sort of thing," Joe replied.

"And flashlights!" Frank added. "Mr Jefferson did tell methe cabin is primitive - no éectricity, no running
water. Well beroughing it."

"I wasthinking of themedls," Chet persasted. "Who'sin charge of food?"
Frank grinned. "Y ou! But well dl bring some.”
"Soundsfineto me" said Biff, and the others nodded assent.

Asthey pulled up in front of the Mortons farmhouse, Chet asked, "Wheat time do we meet tomorrow to
pack the Seagull?"

"About four o'clock,” Joe suggested. "Frank and | ought to be back from our visit with Mr Jefferson by
then."

The Hardys next drove Biff to his house. Asthey headed for their own home, Joe said, "'l can't wait to
know the details of Mr Jefferson's mystery! Haven't you any ideawhat it's about?"

Frank shook his head. The brothers had become fascinated with detective work at an early age, because
their father, Fenton Hardy, was a private investigator whose skill had won him fame al over the country.

Mr Hardy frequently praised Frank and Joe for their ability to recognize sgnificant clues and to make
intelligent deductions.

The boyswent into the house and found Mr and Mrs Hardy in the living-room. After greeting their
parents, Frank said, "I'm afraid Joe and | have a confession. We've made some vacation plans without
conaulting you."

"l guesswe got excited and forgot,” Joe admitted. "But it al happened this afternoon.”

Tdl, muscular Fenton Hardy, his eyestwinkling, winked at his dender, atractive wife. "Laura, do you
have the same hunch | do?'

MrsHardy smiled ruefully. "Another mystery. Am | right, boys?"
"Y es. But we don't know what kind yet," Frank replied.

The brotherstook turnstelling of Mr Jefferson's offer. When they had finished, Mr Hardy said, "I think
thetrip isareward you deserve.”



"Thenit's okay, Dad - Mother?' Joe asked.

"All right. But | do hope there won't be any danger.”

"Well be careful," Frank assured her, "Don't worry about us.”

"Wdll," MrsHardy said, "I'll have to make atrip to the market for your food supplies.”

"You'll haveto take atruck to bring home dl that food!" exclaimed atart voice from the doorway. The
boys Aunt Gertrude entered the living-room and added, "I know what it isto feed Chet Morton." She
sniffed. "1 only hope al you boyswon't catch your degth of cold!”

Aunt Gertrude was Fenton Hardy's unmarried sigter, atal, angular woman who often made long visits
with the family. Sheliked to affect strictness, and it provoked her that she often found herself smiling
when das had intended to be stern with her nephews.

Underneath her peppery manner, Miss Hardy held a deep affection for the boys. She dso wasinterested
inthelr deuthing, dthough dways predicting dire results.

Joe could not resist teasing her. "Now, Aunty, how about you coming along as our cook?"'
"Humph," Miss Hardy mumbled, and hastened to the kitchen.

Soon after supper Frank and Joe excused themsalves and went upstairs to pack. "We may aswell stow
everything aboard the Seagull tomorrow except thefood,” Frank said. "That should give us an early start
on Saturday.”

The boys stuffed their clothes and gear into duffle bags. Next morning everything was placed in the boot
of the convertible.

Shortly after lunch Frank and Joe drove to the Jefferson home, alarge colonid dwelling on Shore Road.
A housekeeper answered their knock, took their coats, and asked the visitors to be seated in the
spaciousfront hall.

Mr Jeffersonisbusy,” the woman said. "He will with you shortly.”

After the housekeeper had left, Joe exclaimed in alow voice, "Mother and Aunt Gertrude would sure go
for thisplace! Look at that fancy carved table and gilded work. And those paintings on thewalls! The
whole house must be furnished in antiques.”

"I think itis," Frank told him. "I've heard that Mr Jefferson has alarge collection. In fact, he'sregarded as
an expert on antiques.”

Suddenly the boys stopped talking. Loud voices came from the living-room adjoining the hall. The
Hardys exchanged quizzica glances.

"Wonder what's going on?' Joe muttered.

"Trouble, from the sound of it," Frank replied.

The speakers seemed to be growing angrier with every sentence. Soon their words were clearly audible.
"I don't understand, Mr Jefferson, why you won't sdll. You'll regret thid”

"Cabin Idand isnot for sde, and that isfina, Mr Hanleigh. Now, please leave my home!"



Thefirst voice snapped back, "Y ou haven't heard the last from me!”

Startled, the Hardys stood up. At the same instant alarge man stomped into the hall. Frank and Joe were
nearly elbowed aside by the angry caller as he strode towards his coat, which was lying on achair.

The boys nudged each other in excitement. It was the belligerent young man who had chased them off
Cabin Idand!

As he shrugged violently into his coat, hiseyesfell nn Frank and Joe. ™Y ou two again!" he shouted,
glaring at the boys. "Keep out of my way!"

Then he flung open the door and was gone.

CHAPTER 111

Missing Grandson

"GOQOD afternoon, boys." An ederly man, tl and thin, with shining white hair, epped into the hall.
I'm sorry to keep you waiting, and aso to subject you to Mr Hanleigh's bad manners.”

"Oh, we don't mind," France said, shaking hands, and added, "I'd like to introduce my brother Joe."

"How do you do, Joe? Boys, | overheard what Mr Hanleigh said to you a moment ago. Whatever did he
mean?"'

"After you offered us your cabin,” Frank explained, "Joe and | were eager to look at Cabin Idand, so we
went over. Mr Hanleigh was there and ordered usto leave."

Mr Jefferson's smile disappeared and deeper wrinkles formed in hisface. He said somberly, "Comein
and st down in the livingroom. Well talk more about this.”

Frank and Joe followed their host into alarge room, richly furnished with antiques. Heavy, wine-red
curtains muted the afternoon sunlight, and aminiature crystal chanddier sparkled at either sdeof a
marblefireplace.

Mr Jefferson motioned the Hardys to be seated in vel ours-uphol stered chairs and went on, "If that
fellow Hanleigh shows up while you are staying on theidand, you're to chase him off at once!™
"Then you didn't know Mr Hanleigh was on your idand?' Frank asked.

"No, indeed," Mr Jefferson replied vehemently. "Mr Hanleigh lives some distance from Bayport. He has
come here repeatedly, ingsting that | sall Cabin Idand to him, but | have refused. Unfortunatdly, the man
ispersstent.”

"l imaginetheidand isfarly vauable," Frank commented.

"Itis" the ederly man admitted. "But it is not worth as much asthe price Hanleigh offers. Besides, the
place means more to me than money. My wife and | spent many happy vacationsin that cabin with our



orphaned grandson, Johnny-my son's boy. And now-" He sighed. "Mrs Jefferson has passed away."

"We're very sorry," said Joe, then added, "It'sredlly great of you to invite usto vacation on Cabin
Idand."

"Not at dl," the old man assured him. "'l can't thank you sufficiently for saving my automobile from those
thieves. Y ou boys have agreat deal of courage.”

The Hardys looked embarrassed, and Frank replied, "We enjoyed the case. Joe and | seem to thrive on
excitement.”

Mr Jefferson’s smile changed to an expression of disgpproval. "I'm surprised your parents permit you to
pursue criminals, however much you gppear to thrive on danger,” he declared. "1'd never dlow my
grandson to do such athing, dthough he, too, isfascinated by mysterious crimes.”

The ederly man's sudden criticism made the Hardys alittle uncomfortable. Frank changed the subject
and said quickly, "1'd like to hear more about Cabin Idand, Mr Jefferson. We weren't there long enough
to see much.”

Their host relaxed as he spoke of his property. "The cabin itsalf iswell built and cozy, aslong asthere are
logson thefire. You'l find agood supply of wood in the shed &t the back of the cabin. Use all you
need.”

"| suppose we cook with wood?' Joe inquired.

"Oh, yed" Mr Jefferson declared with gusto. " The kitchen iswarm as toast when the old cooking-stove
isstoked up! My wifeand | talked of modernizing, but we liked things the way they were, and decided
not to. Incidentaly, you'll find al the cooking utensils you'll need.”

"That'sgood,”" Frank said. He hesitated before adding, "Mr Jefferson, may we invite two of our friendsto
joinus?'

"All the better," the old man said with enthusiasm. "The placeislarge enough. It hastwo bedrooms, each
with apair of bunks. By theway, how did you fellows get to the idand?’

"We have an ice-yacht," Joe explained.

Mr Jefferson frowned. "lce-yachts are too risky for youngsters. My Johnny aways wanted one, but of
course | refused him. Prudenceiswhat young people lack. If my Johnny had learned prudence, things
wouldn't be asthey are now."

Frank and Joe exchanged quick glances, sensing that the mystery was about to be revealed.

The old man sighed and passed his hands over hiseyes. In alow voice he added, "My Johnny has
disappeared!”

The Hardys were both shocked and sympathetic. "That's terrible!™ Joe exclaimed, then asked, "How old
isJohnny 7'

"Fifteen, but he'sabig boy. Helooks abit older."
"How long has your grandson been missing?' Frank questioned.

"When | returned from Europe recently,” Mr Jefferson replied, "my housekeeper reported that Johnny
hed |eft school two weeks before.”



"Was heliving away from home?' Joe inquired.

"Yes. I've dways sent him to boarding schoal, thinking held be safe and in good company. At first |
expected that Johnny would return to school, but the headmaster has not heard aword from him."

"Have you, Mr Jefferson?' Frank asked.

"Yes, recently | recaived aletter from Johnny, saying that he was on a secret mission. The letter was
postmarked Dallas, Texas, but the detectives| retain found no cluesto him there.”

"Have you any ideawhat he meant by a secret misson?' Frank queried.
"Not thedightest."
"Have you reported Johnny's disappearance to the police?' Joe asked.

"Only the harbour police. My detectives advised meto give the matter aslittle publicity as possible. And
of course | am positive there has been no crimina act. That'swhy | felt this mystery would be feasible for
you boysto work on. There are no dangerousindividuasinvolved.”

"Mr Jefferson, you surely don't want usto delay the search for Johnny," Frank said. "Well postpone our
vacation on Cabin Idand.”

"No, | suggest that you go to Cabin Idand because | have astrong fedling it may take aboy tofind a
boy. Johnny loved the place, and knows every nook and cranny of it well."

Joe nodded. " Sounds like agood spot to start.”
Frank asked, "The detectives you mentioned - do they work for you al the time?”

"Yes, | have engaged these two private investigators for quite awhile, but for adifferent reason. They are
searching for a priceless collection of antique meda s which were stolen from my wall safe two years

ago."
"Athletic medas?' Joe asked.

"Oh, no. These were commemorative medals from many lands, made by the world's finest craftsmen.
They had been presented by kings and potentates to those who had served with greatnessin war and

pesce.
"An odd hobby," Frank commented.
"And expensve. That'swhy I'm still continuing the search privately. The police have dl but given up.”

Upon further questioning by Frank and Joe, Mr Jefferson revealed that his collection comprised twelve
medals, kept in a handsome rosawood box. "And when you open it, what adazzling sght!™ the man went
on. "Some are set with gems, which sparkle in the burnished metd. And apart from their great beauty,
what stories behind each of those medasl” He sighed deeply.

Joe asked, "Could they have been fenced somewhere - or perhaps sold to a disreputable coin dedler?!

"I think not,” camethereply. "My collection was so famous, any dedler would recognize the pieces.” He
added that dl the important dealers knew about the theft.

The Hardys were more fascinated than ever. "Did anything € se unusua happen at the time your medals



were taken, Mr Jefferson?' Frank asked.

"Amazing. How did you guess? As amatter of fact, something odd did occur then. One of my servants,
the houseman John Paul Sparewdl| - dropped out of sght and nothing has been heard of him since.

"Quiteacoincidence," Joe sad. "Y ou think Sparewd | may be the thief?'

"l don't like to sugpect anyone without proof,” Mr Jefferson replied. "But at this point, the detectives and
| fed that he probably is. Indeed, it'samost baffling crime. However, you boys aren't to concern
yoursaveswithit."

"But there may be some connection between the missing medas and your grandson's disappearance,”
Frank suggested.

"The only connection is Johnny's silly notions,” Mr Jefferson asserted. "I supposeit was because he heard
the detectives discussing the theft of the medal s so often at the house here. The boy began to think he
could solve the mystery, and started seeing clues everywhere. Ridiculous.”

"Then Johnny may be working on the case right now!" Joe exclaimed. "Perhgps that's his secret mission.”

"Y ou could beright." Mr Jefferson looked very despondent. "And who knows what harm may cometo
him! Johnny can be stubborn. When he sets his mind on something, he doesn't give up easily.”

The old man sighed wearily and the Hardys fdt that further questions might be unwise.
"We must get back now," Frank announced. "Thanks again for your invitation, Mr Jefferson.”

Their host smiled wanly, crossed the room, and opened the drawer of asmall, ornate table. From it he
took a key which he handed to Frank. "Have afine vacation, dl of you!"

"Well do our best to find Johnny," Joe added, "and let you know of our progress.”
They dl shook hands, then the boys retrieved their coats and said goodbye.

Asthe brothers drove away from the Jefferson home, Joe turned to Frank, his eyes gleaming with
excitement. "A big assgnment!” he declared.

"Just the kind we likel" Frank grinned. "Onething | have a hunch about Johnny isnot in Texas! At leadt,
not now. If he doesn't want to be found, held never let on where heredly is."

"Y ou're probably right," Joe conceded. "Wow! | wish it were the day after Christmas!"

Frank drove slently for afew minutes, ssemingly intent on threading hisway through the pre-holiday
traffic. But Joe guessed from his brother's expression that the mystery wasin Frank's thoughts.

"Giveyou apenny for 'em,” Joe said with agrin.

Frank smiled. "I've been thinking about Mr Jefferson'sideathat there are no dangerousindividuas
involved inthiscase. | don't agree.”

"Why not?" Joe looked puzzled and frowned.

"Joe, two years ago aman disappeared, probably because of those medals. Now aboy who was
interested in them is gone. Then Hanleigh turns up, trying to force Mr Jefferson to sdll theidand.”



"l seewhat you mean. Sounds likethe old caseis il plenty hot.”

Frank nodded. "And with a priceless treasure at stake, we'd better watch out for danger.”

CHAPTER IV
A Christmas Visitor

Asthe Hardys drove on towards the bay area, they continued to discuss the missing boy.

"Mr Jefferson appears to be very dtrict with his grandson,” Joe observed. "I'm not surprised that Johnny
wanted to go off and prove he's old enough to be on hisown."

Frank frowned. "Could be. But he'saso old enough to redlize fully the grief he's causing his grandfather.”

Upon reaching their boathouse, Frank parked behind a green car which the Hardys recognized as
bel onging to the Hoopers. Biff and Chet hopped out to greet their pals.

Joe and Biff unlocked both car boots, and they al looked over the gear each had brought. "It'll take
some engineering to stow al thison the Seagull,” Joe said with agroan.

"And don't forget, we have to leave some space for food,” Chet reminded him.
Biff scratched hishead. "It'sdl necessary, including my snowshoes. Chet has his, too.”

"You'relucky," Frank replied. "Ours gave out last winter and we haven't had the money to get new
ones.”

The four boys hauled their gear into the boathouse. The streamlined hull of the Seagull had been designed
with plenty of spacefor cargo. Nevertheless, they repacked it three times before they found places for
everything. When they had finished, there remained only afew nichesfor boxes of food.

"That took at least an hour!" Biff exclaimed. "Wed better get going.”

Joe locked the boathouse. The friends wished one another aMerry Christmas, and Frank called out,
"See you on Saturday!"

At dinner Frank and Joetold their family about Mr Jefferson's mysteries. Mr and Mrs Hardy and Aunt
Gertrude expressed concern about Johnny and hoped the missing boy would be found soon.

Frank and Joe went upstairs early in the evening to wrap their gifts before going to bed. In the morning
the brothers awakened soon after the sun was up.

"Merry Chrisimas!" Joe called.

"Sameto you!" Frank shouted as he legped out of bed. The boys dressed and ran downstairs.

"I can smell the turkey roasting dready!" Joe exclaimed as he reached the bottom step.

Aunt Gertrude bustled out of the kitchen and scolded cheerfully, "1 should hope you do! That gobbler



weighsthirty pounds! Now, I've made pancakes and sausage, and | want you both to eat properly
before the confusion begins. Oh, Merry Christmag!”

The boys ate the tasty breakfast with zest.

A MrsHardy looked at her sons. "Mr Jefferson was so kind to make your outing possible,” she mused,
"it'ssad to think of him being alone on Christmas. Why don't weinvite himto join usat dinner?’

Joe grinned and said, "Mother, that'sa great ideal”
"I'll phone him!" Frank hurried off to makethe call.

He returned shortly to announce that Mr Jefferson had accepted theinvitation. "'l said Joe and | would
pick him up on our way back from church.”

"Now for our presents” Joe urged impatiently.

The Hardys went into the living-room where the lights and ornaments shone brilliantly on the tall
Christmastree. The boyswerethrilled to discover that their mother had bought each of them apair of
snowshoes. Mr Hardy gave his sons a self-developing camera.

The brothers were overjoyed. "It'sterrific! But what's this?" Joe asked, holding up an object that
resembled a gunstock.

Hisfather explained that the attachment was a gun-type mounting to use in conjunction with the camera's
high-powered telescopic lens. Y ou should find it very useful for long-range shots," he added. "A number
of private investigators have purchased them.”

"Thanks" they chorused, and Frank added, "WEell takeit to Cabin Idand.”

From her sons Mrs Hardy received a colourful skirt and blouse set, Mr Hardy was the happy recipient of
handmade doeskin dippers, and Aunt Gertrude beamed over atan cardigan presented by her nephews.

Asfor Frank and Joe, they were amused to discover that each had given the other a handsome leather
watchband. "I thought you'd like it, because it gppeded to me," Joe explained with awide grin.

"Same here," Frank replied.

"Timefor you to open my presents,”" said Aunt Gertrude as she handed each nephew a brightly wrapped
package. "Now you won't catch your degth of cold on thisfoolish winter vacation!”

Joe opened hisbox first and drew out apair of full-length red ski underwear! "Well-uh-thanks!" he
managed to blurt out.

Frank's gift wasthe same. "Aunty, | can't wait to wear thisl" he said, grinning. He unbuttoned the bright
crimson suit and pulled it on over his clothes. Joe did the same, and the boys clowned until even Aunt
Gertrude was laughing hard.

When Frank and Joe drove up to the Jefferson home later, the elderly man greeted them with "Merry
Christmas, boys!" But there was an agitated ring in hisvoice.

"Has anything happened, Mr Jefferson?’ Frank asked quickly.

Thereply was gartling. "Thismorning | found a package on the doorstep. It's a present from Johnny."
The old man held up the gift card bearing his grandson's name. "Thisis Johnny's printing.”



The Hardys were astounded. "Is there any clue to where it came from?" Joe asked.

"There's no postmark, so the package wasn't mailed,” Mr Jefferson answered, "and none of my
neighbours lives close enough to have seen the person who left it, but thereisacluein the gift itself.”

From the hall table he took around box and opened it.
"A can of plum pudding!" exclaimed Joe.

"My favourite dessert,” said Mr Jefferson. "But thisisthe significant thing,” he added, pointing to acluster
of fir conestied clumsily onto the can with red ribbon. "These are blue spruce cones and Cabin Idand
has many trees of that variety. More than ever, | fed sure my boy is- or was - there."

"Perhaps your housekeeper could tell us when and haw the parcel was ddlivered,” Frank suggested.
"No," Mr Jefferson replied. "MrsMorley isaway on aweek's vacation.”

Mr Jefferson donned his coat and locked the house. Then the three got into the car and Frank started for
home. On theway hetried to reassure the distraught man. " Perhaps the gift isasign that Johnny plansto
come home soon. He probably wanted to get back into your good graces before returning.”

Mr Jefferson frowned. "That boy won't be back as long as he has the detective bug.”

Mr and Mrs Hardy and Aunt Gertrude welcomed their guest warmly, and he soon appeared to relax and
enjoy the holiday atmosphere.

By thetime Frank and Joe drove their visitor home that evening, he was smiling. As Frank brought the
convertibleto astop in front of the Jefferson house, Joe said, "Sir, | have astrong feding that Johnny isin
thisarea. Will you describe himin detail ?"

"I'll do better than that. Come into the house and I'll give you arecent snapshot.”

The Hardy boysfollowed Mr Jefferson up the path. He unlocked the door, stepped into the hall, turned
onthelight, then cried out in darm.

Frank and Joe gasped. Furniture had been overturned and drawers hung open, their contents scrambled
and strewn about the floor. The antique wall ornaments had been ruthlesdy torn down.

The three hurried into the living-room. It, too, was completely disordered. Thethick rug waslittered with
articlesthat had been in drawers or displayed on shelves. Therich red draperies hung at crazy angles,
and one of the crystal chandeliers had been shattered.

Mr Jefferson's face was white and his hands trembled. Frank suggested anxioudy, "Y ou'd better Sit
down, sir. Joe and | will seeif the person who did thisis still on the premises.”

"No, I'll bedl right. I have some vauable antiques | must check onimmediately. Y ou boyslook about.”

The Hardys soon discovered that entry had been made by jemmying the rear door. They made a
thorough tour of the house and circled the grounds. Although the moon shone brilliantly, the young deuths
could find no clue to the marauder.

"Thereisn't even afootprint.” Joe sighed as he and Frank entered the house again. "Whoever it was
evidently went right around the path to the back!"

Mr Jefferson reported that nothing . was missing, athough many valuable objects had been broken. He



handed Frank a snapshot of atal, well-built boy. "Hereisthe picture of Johnny."

Frank placed the photograph in hiswallet. Y ou had better report this damage to the police, Mr
Jefferson," he advised.

When the ederly man |eft the room to telephone, Joe murmured, "1 know it sounds crazy, but - do you
think that possbly Johnny ismixed up in this?*

"No," Frank replied promptly, "I can't believe he'sthat kind."

A short time later Lieutenant Daey of the Bayport Police Department arrived. He inspected the damage,
took fingerprints, and then questioned the Hardys and Mr Jefferson. The officer left, saying headquarters
would notify them if any cluesto the vanda turned up.

The brothers went to bed as soon asthey had told their father about the incident. "We'd better get to
deep pronto if were going to start early tomorrow,” Joe said.

The boys adarm clock rang just asthe sun wasrising. Frank and Joe dressed, ate a quick breakfast and
gathered their supplies, among which were the Christmas gifts they had received.

Chet and Biff were waiting outside the Hardys boathouse when the brothers drove up. "Hey!" Joe
exclaimed as he and Frank hopped out to meet them. "What's al that?' He pointed to a pile of packages
on the ground.

"Our Christmas presents!” Biff replied.

"I got super binoculars,”" Chet crowed. "And look! A portable ultraviolet light for identifying rocks and
minerds.”

"How about this?' Biff brokein, holding up alarge box. "Barbdlls! | have the weights, too. And-"
"Fellowd!" Frank interrupted. "Well never fit dl this stuff onto the Seagull!”
"l see you and Joe brought some of your Christmasloot,” Chet grumbled.

"Only what'sreally needed,” Frank inssted. " Snow shoes and acamera. Chet, your binoculars will be
great! Therest will haveto stay in Bayport.”

Biff and Chet gavein grudgingly. "My father drove us here," said Biff. "But you'll have to drive usback to
drop these things off."

"Sure. First let's put the food in the Seagull,” Frank said. The boys did so, then Joe locked the
boathouse. The four went off in the convertible and the extraitems were returned to the Morton and
Hooper homes.

As Frank once more reached the harbour parking area, astartled expression crossed hisface. "Didn't
you lock up before we left?" he asked Joe.

"Surel did!" Joe gulped. All four boys stared in disbelief at the area between the parked cars and the
Hardys boathouse.

Their supplieswhich had been in the Seagull were scattered in dl directions over the ground!



CHAPTER YV

Two Suspects

STUNNED, the boys could only stare at one another. Frank turned to Joe and declared, "Thisreminds
me of the damage at Mr Jefferson’s place last night!”

"It'stoo smilar to be just coincidence," Joe agreed. "And yet, | can't think of any logical connection
between the two break-ins. Who's our suspect, in either case?’

"What are you two talking about?' Chet asked impatiently.
Joe quickly told of theincident at Mr Jefferson's house.
"Goodness! That sounds alot worse than thismess," said Chet. "Who'd do such athing?"

"Search me." Joe frowned thoughtfully. "Maybe someone who wants revenge on Mr Jefferson ransacked
his house - then found out Frank and | are going to work on his mystery, so the same creep did thisto
iteus.”

"But who?' Chet perssted unessily.
"What about the wise guy we met on Cabin Idand?’ Biff put in. "The one who tried to get tough.”
Joe shrugged and threw aglance at his brother. "Any hunches, Frank™

Frank nodded. "I've been wondering about that big fellow myself. We found out his name, by the way -
itsHanleigh. HE's been trying to buy the idand from Mr Jefferson.”

Suddenly Joe gave agtart. "Say! We ought to check the boathouse! Maybe-" He stopped in
mid-sentence and sprinted off. The others followed, catching up to Joe as he unlocked the door and

stepped insde.

A chorus of groans came from the boys as they |ooked from the broken window to the ice-yacht. The
sal lay unfurled on the floor and had been dashed. It was completely usdess!

"I'd liketo get my hands on the skunk who did thig" Biff stormed angrily.
Joewasfurious. "Some nerve - smashing hisway in!"
Just then avoice spoke from the doorway. "Hi, fellows! What's going on?"

Thefour turned to seetheir friend Tony Prito. Tony, adender, dark-haired youth of Italian descent,
dtared at the damage with astonishment in hisblack eyes.

"Hi, Tony," Joe said deectedly. "We were gone for ashort time and just got back to find thismess!”
Tony shook his head. "Tough break! | heard about your trip and came down to see you off."

"Any chance you could join us?' Frank asked. "We'd be glad to sail back for you."

"No, but thanks," Tony replied. "1 promised Dad I'd help him out during Christmas vacation and drive



one of thetrucks." Mr Prito was a busy building contractor in Bayport.

Despite the unpleasant situation, Chet could not resist ajoke. "What's going on in congtruction thistime
of year? Y ou building anigloo?'

The others chuckled, and Tony said, "When | pulled up in Dad'struck, | noticed ke Nash and Tad
Carson running down the road from here.”

"Ikeand Tad again!" Joe exclaimed.

The Hardys mindsfilled with questions. Were Ike and Tad the maicious visitors? Did they seek revenge
for the damage to the Hawk by disabling the Hardys ice-yacht? Or was there amore sinister motive?

"They're not going to stop us," Joe said determinedly. "Come on! Well just haveto stow dl our gear
onto the Gull again.”

"And we need to make repairs,” Frank added. " Chet and Biff, will you take our car and pick up the
spare sal in our garage? In the meantime, Joe and | will repack.”

"Right," Chet agreed, taking the ignition key which Frank handed him.

"Ontheway," Joe put in, "why not buy usfour police whistles? We may need them for sgndling on the
idand."

"And wed better replace that windowpane,”" Frank said.

"Don't worry about the glass,” Tony said. "I have some sparein thetruck. I'll fix the window."
Frank and Joe resumed packing the Seagull, while Tony worked on the boathouse window.
As Frank arranged the supplies, he noticed that the seat belts had been cuit.

"That'stough," said Joe. "We have no spares.”

The boysworked in silence for awhile. Then Frank said, "Joe, this case troublesme. | can't help
wondering if there may be something more behind Johnny Jefferson's disappearance than his grandfather

suspects.”
Joe glanced at his brother keenly. "What do you mean? Do you have atheory?"

"No, not yet. But if Johnny ison Cabin Idand - or has been there - his disappearance may betiedin
somehow with Hanleigh's desire to buy the place.”

"Could be," Joe conceded. "Persondly, I'd liketo get aline on Ikeand Tad. | have afeding those guys
are up to something besides getting even with us - but don't ask me what."

When the Hardys had finished stowing everything aboard the Seagull, Tony was picking out the last bits
of jagged glass from the window frame. Joe helped him ingtal the new pane, and the Hardys reimbursed
their friend for the glass.

"I'd better go now," Tony said. "I'm due to meet Dad on ajob. Have aswdl time!™

"Y ou bet. Thanksfor pitching in," said Frank. Presently he turned to Joe. "I have ahunch that well find a
lot of answersto the mystery at Cabin Idand.”



"Yes, if weever get there!" Joe grumbled impatiently. "One more delay and thisll be aspring vacation!™
Frank grinned. "1 think were in business. Here come Chet and Biff with the spare sail!™

The boys took the Seagull outside, where they began replacing the torn sail. They worked dexteroudly,
though their hands grew red and numb from the cold.

"Thisisaroughjob," Biff said grimly.

"It wouldn't be so bad," Frank replied, "but some of the rigging's been dashed, too." Joe brought a coil of
rope from the boathouse and hel ped his brother repair the damage. Then they reinforced the ruined seat
belts with rope.

"Not only did those troublemakers delay us, they've made mewait overtime for my lunch!™ Chet
complained "Hey! Was any of the food stolen?”

Frank laughed. "Asfar aswe can tell, Chet, every morsd isintact! Evidently Ike and Tad aren't thieves
or gluttons.”

"That's the best you can say for them,” Biff said scornfully.
"Well, were set for some hard-water sailing!" Joe announced

The Hardys replaced their toolsin akit. They made sure that the convertible and the boathouse doors
were locked. Then the four put on goggles and helmets. Frank took his place at the tiller while Chet and
Biff climbed aboard. Joe shoved the Seagull before him with short, running steps until the sail caught the
wind.

"Wow! Someload!" he gasped, jumping in beside Frank.
"Full speed ahead for Cabin Idand!" Chet cried out. "I'm gtarving!"”

The Seagull swooped downwind near the shore of Barmet Bay. It was aclear, sharp day, and the
gparkling sun made theice gleam like glass.

Asthe boat passed through the narrow inlet and glided towards Cabin ISand, Chet chortled. "I'd like to
see Hanleigh try to throw us out thistime! We have the key!"

"Anyonewho causestrouble - let meat him!" Biff sang out gaily.

But Frank looked grave. He pointed to the pine tree where they had parked the Seagull on their first
vist.

Anice-yacht was outlined againgt the dark evergreens, "The Hawk!"
"It's been repaired,” Frank observed.
"And ready for moretrouble!" Joe groaned.

CHAPTER VI



TroublesomeTrio

FRANK eased thetiller over and made a deft 90-degree turn to port. Asthe Seagull passed the Hawk,
the boys noted that there was no onein the vicinity.

"Maybe Ike and Tad are hiding,” Chet suggested.

"Could be," said Frank. "I'll circle theidand and find amore secluded placeto tie up.”

Joe nodded. "Then we can try to find out what's going on without being seen.”

Chet and Biff were disgruntled. "What are that grubby pair doing on Cabin Idand, anyway?' Biff asked.
Frank frowned thoughtfully. "Maybe Ike and Tad have some connection with Hanleigh.”

Joe nodded. "Perhapsthey taxi him to theidand whenever he wantsto come.”

"That'sright," Biff agreed. "Last time we were here we wondered how Hanleigh made it without a boat.”

"Y es, and he might've been behind their trick on us at the boathouse,” Joe said. "I can't figure out, though,
how they knew we were heading for Cabin Idand today."

Biff grinned. "One more puzzle for usto work on. | have afeding that the mystery is getting hotter by the
minute!”

Presently Frank dowed the Seagull towards a spot on theidand's shore where athick growth of pines
and evergreen bushes would conced the ice-yacht. Then he braked and Joe dackened the sall.

The boys got out and trudged up adope towards the rear of the cabin. Their footsteps crunched crisply
in the snow, but the four Bayporters were careful to keep their voices down.

Suddenly Joe stopped and pointed towards a clearing on the right. "L ook! Footprints!™

A line of tracks could be seen al the way to the cabin. Whoever had made them had evidently come up
through the clearing from some point along the shore below. Trees farther down the dope, however,
blocked the boys view.

"Maybe ke or Tad," Chet suggested.
"Or Hanleigh himsdlf," Joe said quietly. "Whoever heis, he must have come here on the Hawk.”

"Probably,” Frank agreed. "L et's make sure, though, before we tackle him. We can backtrack on the
printsand find out if anyone camewith him."

"Good ideg," said Joe.

With Frank leading, the companions followed the footprints downwards to asmall, windowless
boathouse about a hundred yards from the Seagulll.

Nearing the building, Frank motioned for silence. V oices could be heard from inside.

The four boys crept closer and soon every word sounded clearly. The speakers were Tad Carson and
Ike Nash!

"Hanleighissure paying usalot,” Ikewas saying. "I'd like to find out what for."



"Who cares, aslong aswe get our money?' Tad responded lazily.
"Look - figureit out. All were doing isgiving him aboat ride now and then."
"So maybe Hanleigh likes our company.”

Ike was evidently becoming impatient with his partner'sindifference. "If helikes us so much, why does he
make us freeze in this boathouse while he'sinsde the cabin? 1'd like to sneak up there and see what
cooks."

"Y ou worry too much, pa," Tad drawled. "We bring him here, we get our money. It'ssmple.”

"Well, stop being ssmple and maybe well learn what's so vauable that Hanleigh's after!" Nash exploded.
"We can cash in even more on thisdedl if weplay it right!”

Now hisbuddy sounded annoyed. "To me, play it right meansfollow Hanleigh's orders. Trip up the
Hardys, Say in the boathouse, don't ask questions.”

"You'll dowhat | say," Ike threatened harshly, "-or else!™
"Okay, cool off," wasthe quick reply. "Haveit your way."

The Hardys and their pals were excited. So Tad Carson and ke Nash were working for Hanleigh. That
waswhy they had dashed the Seagull's sails

Frank beckoned the others away from the boathouse. When the four were out of earshot of the
troublemakers, he urged, "Well deal with those two later. Let's go up to the cabin and see what
Hanleigh'sdoing!"

"Right!" Biff declared fiercdly. "And if that guy givesustrouble, just et me handle him!”
"Easy, Biff," Frank cautioned. "WEell never learn anything if we tangle with him.”

Quietly the boys climbed the tree-covered dope. At the edge of the woods they stopped and peered at
the cabin. Stedlthily the quartet moved to awindow and looked into the long living-room &t the front of
the building.

Hanleigh stood with hisback to the boys, facing a huge stone fireplace. He held ameasuring tape and
was gpparently determining the dimensions of various sections of the sone chimney. Frequently he
paused to write in asmall notebook.

The big man began to pace back and forth, then stood till. By the motions of hisright forefinger, the
watchers could tell that he was counting the sonesin the height and width of the fireplace, mantel, and
chimney. Finally he got down on hands and knees and explored the interior of thefireplace.

Once Hanleigh shook hishead asif baffled. The boyswere so intrigued, they unconscioudy crowded
closer to the window until their faces were pressed againgt the pane.

Suddenly agust of wind blew open the door of the cabin, which Hanleigh evidently had left gjar. Startled,
the man legped to his feet and whirled around. He glanced towards the door, then gave a shout of
consternation, glimpsing the boys a second before they ducked out of view.

Hanleigh strode across the room and rushed outside.

"Hold your ground!" Frank advised his companions. "Don't let him bluff us. He shouldn't be here.”



Theintruder was red with wrath as he confronted the boys. " Can't you pests mind your own business?’
he snarled. "I told you to stay off thisidand!"

"Soyou did," Frank returned coolly.

"Then what are you doing here?' roared Hanleigh. "Y ou're abunch of meddlersl Now, get out! Andif |
catchyou again, I'll-"

"You'l do nothing, Mr Hanleigh,” Joe interrupted. ™Y ou have no right to be on thisidand, but we have.
"Provethat!" Hanleigh scoffed.

Joe took the key to the cabin from his pocket and said, "Mr Jefferson gave thisto us. Do you have a
key, too? Or did you break in?'

"Y oung punksl™ the man snarled.

Quickly Joe examined the front door and saw that it had not been forced. "My guessisthat Mr Hanleigh
has askeleton key," hesaid. "Thelock isasimple one."”

Theintruder flushed but said nothing.

"Suppose you tell uswhat's so interesting about Cabin Idand, Mr Hanleigh," Frank suggested. "And
what's specid about the fireplace?”

Hanleigh licked hislips nervoudy. " Jefferson collects antiques. Maybe | collect fireplaces, that'sdl. |
made him agood offer for this place. HEsafool to turn it down."

"Well, stay off this property!" Joe snapped. "Mr Jefferson instructed usto order you to leaveif we found
you here.”

Hanleigh clenched hisfistsand glared a the boys. "Think you're pretty smart! Well, you fellows are going
to be sorry! This gpooky placeisno picnic. You'l be glad to clear out!™

Before the boys could retort, the man turned on his heel and strode down the hill towards the boathouse.
The deuths watched from outside the cabin until they saw the Hawk glide out of the cove into the open
bay with the trio aboard.

"We made short work of that crew!" Biff said cheerfully.
The Hardys did not comment, but inwardly felt certain they had not seen the last of Hanleigh.

"Short work nothing!" Chet exclaimed. "It's starting to get dark, and we still haven't had lunch! Come on,
have aheart! | need supper.”

"Y ou won't be ableto cat until we get our supplies unloaded and organized,” Frank reminded him.
Joe grinned. "I'm starved, too. Let's get the Suff.”

Everyone set to work with awill and plodded back and forth between the Seagull and the cabin. Joe
noticed that Chet was lesstalkative than usual. "Thinking about your meal?' he asked.

Chet shivered. "Not now. I'm thinking about Hanleigh's warning. What did he mean about ‘this spooky
place?'



"Probably meant it's haunted,” Biff said sombrely. "Y ou wouldn't mind acouple of ghosts for company,
would you, Chet?"

"Cut it out!" Chet quavered, glancing around into the degpening shadows.

"If therésaghost here, | wish held show himsdlf," Frank put in, chuckling. "We could use an extra hand.
But this should bethelast load.” He let the main sheet go completdly, so the sail would befreeto swingin
thewind.

The four were hdfway to the cabin, their armsfilled with provisions, when suddenly Chet stopped short
and gave agtartled cry. The provisions he had been carrying fdll to the ground.

"What'swrong?' Joe asked.

For amoment Chet could only point. Then he declared in astrange, hollow voice, "There! In the woods!
A ghost!"

CHAPTER VII

Cry for help

CHET stood rooted to the spot. He kept staring straight ahead. The other boys looked but could see no
sggn of the ghost.

Findly Joe sad, "Y ou sure talked yoursdlf into that one, Chet."
"What do you mean?"'

"Mr Hanleigh planted the idea.in your mind and your old brain conjured up aghost for you,” Joe
explained.

Chet looked scornful. "Isthat so? Well, you're wrong, Joe Hardy. | saw aghost.”

Frank winked at his brother to stop his needling. To Chet he said, "Let's get to the cabin - and some
food."

The trudge was continued without any further evidence of aghost. When the boys reached the livingroom
of the cabin, Joe lighted alarge ail lamp that stood on the table, and amellow glow spread over the
room.

Chet declared hefelt better, but added, "Honest, fellows! | did see thiswhite thing - moving I-likea
ghost! "

Frank spoke up. "Okay. Biff and | will go out and take agood ook around while you and Joe put away
our things and start supper.”

"Fineideal" Joe agreed. "1 wasthinking that we ought to gppoint Chet cook, anyway. Then well never
missamed!"

Chet brightened at once. "Kitchen, here | come!" he said with enthusiasm.



Frank and Biff rummaged among the gear for flashlights before leaving the cabin.

"Thisll be agood chanceto go over theidand thoroughly,” Frank remarked to his brother. "I till havea
hunch that Johnny Jefferson may have come here.”

"Y ou could beright," Joe agreed. "If werre lucky, maybe you'l pick up aclue.
"Beonyour guard,” Chet cautioned as Frank and Biff started out the door.
"Don't worry, wéll keep our eyes open - especially for spooks!” Biff called back over his shoulder.

When the two boys had |eft, Joe went into the kitchen, opened the back door, and discovered the
woodshed Mr Jefferson had mentioned. It was an enclosed |ean-to and had a door that locked with an
outsde bolt.

Joe carried enough wood into the cabin to stoke both the living-room fireplace and the cooking-stove.
Soon the cabin began to warm up and Joe and Chet removed their heavy parkas.

Chet lighted the oil lamp which stood on the kitchen table and unpacked enough of the food for severa
medls. "I'll leavetherest in the boxes," he said, and set them on the bottom shelf in the cupboard.

Meanwhile, Frank and Biff had decided to separate in order to scout the w-hole areamore quickly. Each
was to search haf theidand, then meet the other boy at the boathouse.

"Watch out for white thingd" Biff warned jokingly.

"Y ou mean like snowbdls?' Frank returned with agrin. " Serioudy, Chet may not have imagined that
spook - so don't take any chances, Biff. If you spot anything suspicious, give ablast on that police
whigle"

"Wilco!"

The two boys sarted off in different directions. Frank trudged through the crusted snow, playing his
flashlight beam ahead of him among the pines and underbrush. Thewind had picked up, itsicy chill
gtinging hisfaceto araw numbness.

As Frank plodded on through the dusk, he stopped to listen as each new sound caught his ear. Once he
was sure he had heard someone cough and hurried in its direction. Nobody wasin sight. But just then, an
owl flew past, and Frank jumped back startled.

"I'm getting asjittery as Chet," Frank berated himsdlf. He squared his shoulders and went on, beaming his
light.

Half an hour later the two searchers met at the boathouse. "Any luck, Biff?'
"None, Frank. Cabin Idand evidently hasvisitors only in the daytime. How about you?'

"I didn't find aclue, but 1-" Frank stopped speaking as an object on the ground caught his attention. He
bent over to pick it up.

"Wow!" sad Biff. "A mode of anice-yacht."
"And expertly carved,” Frank remarked, examining the intricately made mode!.
"Do you think Tad or Ike or Hanleigh lost this?' Biff asked. "Or could it belong to Mr Jefferson?”



Frank examined the little boat, then declared, "It probably belongsto some very recent visitor to the
idand. The wood doesn't ook as though it has been exposed to the el ements very long. In fact, it seems
to be newly carved.”

"Anyway, itsabeauty,” Biff commented. "Why don't you take it dong and put it on the cabin mantel ?*

It wasfully dark by the time Frank and Biff reached the cabin and reported that they had found no one
on theidand.

"Widl, I'mwilling to forget the ghost, now that we're about to eat," Chet called from the kitchen.

"How long before chow's ready?' Frank asked. "The wind has started to blow pretty hard. I'd like to
take the Seagull around to the boathouse.”

"You havetime" Chet replied. "But hurry.”

Frank showed Joe and Chet the ice-yacht model, then set it on the mantel before stepping outside and
hurrying to the shore. Quickly he jumped into the ice-yacht and trimmed the sail. The ingtant the brake
was released, the craft glided off like a phantom and in a short time Frank reached the boathouse. 1t was
unlocked and empty. The boy stored the boat inside, then tramped back to the cabin.

There he found Joe and Biff staring at the massve stone chimney. "Were trying to figure out what
interested Hanleigh," Joe remarked.

"Beatsme," Biff added.

Chet interrupted from the kitchen. "Chow time!" he called, and ushered his friends to the table on which
stood bowls of steaming beef stew. There was plenty of creamy milk and a big basket of warm, crusty
bread.

"Ddicioud" exclamed Biff after tasting the stew. "I'll bet that ghost wasjust hungry and hoping for an
invitation!"

"It'san old family recipe," Chet boasted.
"Y ou mean an old family can opener?' Joergoined. "l saw dl those cansyou brought!™

"l had to add specid spices, though, and salt and pepper,” Chet said defensively. "That'swhat makes it
taste so good."

When the med was finished, Biff was elected dishwasher. " Scrub hard and you'll develop your boxing
biceps," Chet teased. Frank volunteered to help, and soon the kitchen was in order.

The wind was howling louder now, but the interior of the cabin was snug. The boys sat in front of the
briskly burning logsin the fireplace and listened to the creaking of low branches againgt the cabin.

"I wish we could learn what Hanleigh hopesto gain by coming to this place,” Joe mused, "or by
purchasingit.”

"Onething I'm convinced of," said Frank. "He wasn't studying the fireplace just for itsartistic look."
"He's certainly nervy with other people's property,” Biff remarked.

Frank nodded. "1 keep wondering if it was he who ransacked the Jefferson home.”



"Agan, the question iswhy?' Joe said.

"I'd think you guys would be more worried about that ghost | saw pussyfooting around here,” Chet
spoke up plaintively.

"What's more important,” said Frank, "isthat we don't forget the mystery we're supposed to solve, to
find Johnny Jefferson. Joeand | believe heshiding in thisarea.”

Joe added, "I've ahunch this mystery will be solved near Bayport. Johnny is bound to run out of money,
and if helooksfor ajob, somebody will become suspicious because he's so young.”

"Besdes," Frank said, "if we stick to our theory that Johnny is searching for the stolen medd's, we can be
pretty sure he hasn't given up. Not if he's as keen on deuthing as his grandfather saysheis. Asfar aswe
know, no one has located Mr Jefferson's collection or the servant suspected of stedling it.”

Biff looked puzzled. "I'm glad we're going to stay. But what's thistalk about stolen medalsand a
suspected servant? 'Y ou've been holding out on us."

"Yes, explan!" Chet gave the Hardys asidewayslook. "I have afeding that once again you two have
taken me along on a double-headed mystery!"”

The brothers related the story of the missing rosewood box and the priceless collection of honorary
medals. As Joetold of the suspect, and of Johnny Jefferson’s desire to be a detective, the storm suddenly
grew inviolence. Snow hissed againgt the windows and the sashes rattled ominoudy.

Then, in the distance, the boys heard amuffled crash.
"A big tree must have gone down!" Joe exclaimed.

Frank looked at thefire. "Let's each bring in an armload of logs before we go to bed. Thisisgoing to be
along, cold night.”

The four donned their parkas and took flashlights. Pushing hard, they managed to open the back door
and hurried to the woodshed. Abruptly the boys stopped and listened intently. Through the darkness and
the wind-driven deet and snow came afaint cry.

"Hedp!"

CHAPTER VIII

The Mysterious M essenger

STARTLED, the boys stood motionlessin the swirling snow, scarcely able to believe that someone was
crying for help on the dark, ice-locked idand.

Then thefaint sound came again above the tearing wind. "Help!"
"Wheresit coming from?' Biff asked anxioudy.

"Hard to tell," Frank replied. "L et's fan out and make a search. Hurry!"



Each boy started off in adifferent direction. When the pleading cry was repeated, Joe shouted as loudly
ashecould, "Fellows! Thisway! Down by the shore!"

He kept following the call for help, trudging through the blowing snow which stung hisface. The
flashlight's beam did not penetrate the dense whiteness, and Joe could barely see a step ahead.
Frequently he tripped over roots and nearly went sprawling.

Joe was becoming uncertain of hisdirection. Perhaps his ears had played tricks on him!
The young deuth stood till until he heard the desperate voice again. "Help!™

"Thisway!" shouted Joe, moving forward, certain that the cries were coming from somewhere near the
boathouse.

Who could the person be? What was he doing on Cabin Idand? How could anyone have crossed theice
in the violent storm? Joe beamed hislight about in hopes that the other boyswould find him.

All a once heredlized that the surface had become level and dippery beneath hisfeet. "I must have
stepped onto theice," Joe thought, and made his way back to land. Where was the stricken person? He
must be close by!

A groan came suddenly from Joe'sleft. Moving theflashlight inadow arc, he called Gut, "Hello? Where
areyou?'

There was another moan, which tailed off weakly. Asthe youth moved towards the sound, hisfoot
struck something soft. Joe dropped to his knees and flashed the light downwards. The beam reveded a
stranger, barely conscious, hislegs pinned benesth the limb of afallen pinetree.

The man had gone face downwards and hisright cheek was crunched into the snow. Joe scrutinized him,
but could not place the man from what he could see of hisfeatures.

"Frank! Biff! Chet!" Joe called out again. "Here, by the boathouse!™

Meanwhile, Joe attempted to free the victim, but al his strength could not budge the heavy branch. To lift
it, the whole tree would have to be levered.

"I'll just have to wait for the others," Joe redized, panting. He crouched aongside the man, trying to
shied him from the biting wind and the snow.

At last Joe saw the dim glow of flashlights moving down the dope. "Over here!" he caled. "Hurry!"
"Joe!" came Frank's voice above thewind. "I can see your beam now! Were coming!™

Biff and Chet were close behind Frank, and the three soon reached Joe and the stranger.
"Whoishe?' Chet puffed excitedly.

"I never saw him before," Joereplied. "Seeif you fellows can hoist thisbranch abit so | can pull hisleg
free"

While Joe continued to shelter the man, the others laborioudy managed to raise the tree limb.
"Okay - that'll do it!" Joe said, easing the victim free. "Now let's get him to the cabin pronto.”

Asgently as possible, the Hardy boys lifted the stranger and started up the dope-Joe supporting the



man's head and shoulders, while Frank carried hislegs. Chet and Biff went on ahead to light the way and
forgeatrail through the drifting, degpening snow.

Inside the cabin, Frank and Joe placed the limp form on the sofa. " The poor fellow may be in shock from
exposure and pain,” Frank declared. " Chet, bring some blankets. No - don't prop him up, Biff! Keep his
head low."

"Shall wetry to take off hisjacket?" Joe asked.
"No," sad Frank. "We don't want to move him too much. I'll just loosen the jacket.”

Frank did so and dso pulled off the man's boots and cap. The stranger's hair was bristly and
carrot-coloured. His round face was blanched, but its rough, weatherbeaten " features, thickly peppered
with freckles, gave him the look of an outdoorsman.

The boys covered their patient with blankets and rubbed his hands and feet to stimulate the circulation.

"He'smighty pael” Chet whispered fearfully. "What do you suppose he's doing out here on anight like
this?" Biff asked.

"Well haveto wait until hesableto tell us" Joereplied, and added, "I wish we knew if there are any
bones broken."

"We can't get him to Bayport until thisstorm letsup,” Frank said ruefully.

Presently the man began to stir and attempted to mumble something. "Takeit easy. You'redl right,” Joe
sad soathingly.

The victim began to make week, convulsive motions, and his mouth twitched. Finaly he gasped,
"Message - Hardyd!"

Frank and Joe exchanged glances of astonishment. Why had the man spoken their name?

The stranger, with apainful effort, articulated, "Must bring message - to - Hardy boysl" Utterly
exhausted, he lapsed into unconsciousness.

"A message!" gulped Chet. "From whom?"
Frank shook his head. "I've never seen this man before.”
"Wed better learn about the message," Joe declared. "It must be urgent!”

The Hardys gently explored the victim's pockets, but found nothing. "Well have to wait until he can tell
us," Frank finaly conceded.

"Trying to speak may have been too much for him," Joe said with concern. The man's breathing had
becomeirregular, and his pallor had increased.

"Hishandsfed so cold!" Chet murmured.
"It's probably from shock and exposure,” Frank
told him. "Well just have to keep him quiet and warm until we can get him to adoctor.”

The stranger soon began to mumble again, but what he said was unintdlligible. The boys kept an anxious



vigil for an hour. At last the man gave a sigh and began to breathe more deeply and regularly. A little
colour returned to hisface.

"I think he's degping normaly now," Frank said. "He'sworn out.”
"Soam I!" Chet exclaimed with ayawn. "What aday! Let'sgo to bed.”
"We can't leave thisman alone," Joe objected. "WEell have to take turnswatching him."

"Youreright," Frank agreed. "Besides, someone should keep an eye on the fire. We can't let it go out
tonight! I'll stand first watch.”

Everyone agreed, and Frank sat by the fire while the others prepared their degping bags. Chet and Biff
shared the north bedroom. The Hardys were to occupy the one across fromit.

The patient continued to deep soundly, and after two hours, Frank placed alargelog on thefireand
went to rouse hisbrother. ™Y our turn!" hetold Joe. "All'swdl!"

Joe put on a bathrobe and took his place near the fire. The snow had stopped, but the wind was till
tearing vicioudy at thetreesand cabin.

Astime passed, questions again filled Joe's mind. Where was Johnny? What was Hanleigh'sinterest in
Cabin Idand? Did the two have any connection? Who was the injured man and what did his cryptic
utterance mean? Who had sent the message?

"Lotsof questions but no answers" Joe thought with afeding of frustration. He scowled intently into the
fireburning seadily inthe grate.

Gradudly the warmth radiating from the fireplace, together with the comforting hiss and crackle of the
logs, had a soothing effect. The mystery continued to nag at Joe's brain, but he found it harder and harder
to focus histhoughts.

"Boy, Chet can sure saw wood!" he said to himsdf with agrin asafaint sound of snoring drifted from the
north bedroom. At last Joe's own eyelids began to droop.

Suddenly the young deuth gave astart and legped to hisfeet. Somewhere in the cabin an eerie noise was
gdhrilling. "Owo00000!"

Joe did not move, but tensely looked around the room. The weird sound began again with aplaintive
qudity that was dmost human. What could it be?

The boy gternly told himsdlf, "I'm imagining things! It must be one of the fellows. Biff's playing apractica
joke on poor old Chet!"

"Owo00000!" came the wail once more.

Joe walked softly into the bedroom, resolved to surprise the prankster. To his astonishment, he found
both Chet and Biff wide awake in their bunks, worried looks on their faces. The two youths were sitting
upright and listening to the sound which moaned and then rose to a howl.

"W-what did | t-t-tell you?" Chet quavered. "Th-the ghost - it'sright here in the cabin!™ He burrowed into
his deeping bag like arabbit diving for its hole. The noise came again just as Frank strode in to join them
from the Hardys bedroom acrossthe hall.

"Sureisunnerving!" Biff admitted, glancing about uneesily.



"We're going to find out what's happening,” Frank declared. "If thisis somebody'sideaof ajoke, | want
to get my handson him."

"You sadit!" Biff'smomentary apprehenson vanished. "WEell rout out that phony spook and redly give
him something to joke about!"

Asthelanky youth hopped out of bed, Chet spoke up fearfully, "Be careful, you guys! Y ou may be
asking for dl kinds of trouble!"

Frank and Biff donned bathrobes. Then with Joe they took up flashlights and searched the cabin for the
source of the sound.

In the kitchen Joe cagt hislight on the celling beams. "1 think it's coming from somewhere up in the
rafterd” he sad.

The snigter shriek seemed to grow louder with every gust of wind.
"Youreright!" Biff agreed.

The boys moved their flashlights dowly over the calling. Suddenly Frank exclaimed, "Yes, look!" He
pointed out thin lines forming arectangle across the boards.

"It must be atrap door!" Joe said excitedly.
"Totheattic, | suppose,”" Frank reasoned.
He grabbed achair, stood on it, and pushed the trap door open. "I'll need aboost," he said.

Biff gave him alift. Frank scrambled into the dark opening, then disappeared. His footsteps made the
boards creak ominoudy above Joe and Biff. The wailing noise came again with akind of taunting quaity.
"Ow000000-00!"

"Hey, what'sgoing on?' Joe called out.

There was no response.

CHAPTER IX

Warning by Code

JOE broke out in gooseflesh as the wailing abruptly ceased. The attic floor creaked again and Frank
looked down through the opening into the kitchen. "I've captured the ghost!"

"No kidding. Show me," Biff said.
"Here!" Frank replied. He handed down an empty lemonade bottle.

"What do you mean?' Joe asked as Frank swung himself through the open trap door and dropped to the
floor.



"Ligten," Frank said.

He held the neck of the bottle to hislips and blew hard. The others heard alow, thin version of the
doleful sound that hed terrified Chet.

"Where did you find this?" Biff asked.

"The bottle was being used to plug aholein theroof," Frank explained. "When the wind blew acrossitin
acertainway - it hooted!"

Joelaughed. "1 wonder if Hanleigh heard that sound and that's why he said the place has spooks!”

Frank took a piece of wood from the box beside the stove. "Thisll do to plug the opening,” he said. With
aboost from Joe, he went into the attic again. After plugging the hole, he lowered himself onto Joe's
shoulders and closed the trap door before jumping down.

The three returned to the north bedroom. Biff pulled Chet from his cocoon of blankets. "Here's your
wailing ghogt," he said, handing the lemonade bottle to hisfriend. Then he explained how the wind had
produced the noise.

Chet placed the bottle on the floor and gave the others ascornful look. "Maybethisis what we heard,”
he said, "but it's not what | saw running through the woods in awhite sheet!"

"Now that you're awake, Chet, why don't you take your turn standing guard?' Joe suggested.

"Oh, dl right!" Chet grumbled, crawling from bed. When he reached theliving room, he called out, "Hey,
everybody! Come here! Our patient iswaking up!"

The three rushed to the sofa. "W-where am |?" the stranger asked, blinking his eyesand staring in
bewilderment at the boys faces hovering above him.

Joe took amatch and lighted the paraffin lamps, then sat on the floor beside the sofa.
"Easy," hecautioned. "You had aclosecal!”
"The sudden storm!"" the man muttered. "The wind and the snow - | couldn't see- "

"Weknow," Joe said soothingly. "But you're safe now, and the sormisover." The boysredized for the
firgt time that thewind had tilled.

"How do you fed?" Frank asked.
"I'mdl right," the man inssted, ashe sarted torise.

"Be careful!" Chet warned, but the stranger chuckled and sat upright. They noticed that the man's eyes
were bright blue, and had amerry twinkle,

"You may beinjured," Frank said. "Please lie down. We can take you to see a doctor."

"I don't need any doctor!" the red-haired man declared cheerfully. "I fed alittle soreand | must have
bumped my head, but that'll do no damage!” He moved hisarms and legs. "See? I'm okay."

"Who areyou?' Frank inquired again.

"My nameisMack Maone. Cal meMack."



The boysintroduced themselves and the man'sface crinkled into abig grin. " So you're the Hardys ™ he
said to Frank and Joe. "I came out to give you amessage."

"Who sent you?' Joe asked excitedly.

"Your father,” Mack replied. "Y ou see, | often do errands for the Bayport police. Fenton Hardy asked
meto bring his sonsamessage. | drove my car to the mainland road across the cove from here and
walked over ontheice”

"Didn't you redlize the danger?' Joe asked.

"The storm hit suddenly. For awhile| nearly gave up. But then | thought I'd finally reached Cabin Idand.
The ground was so dippery | couldn't get out of the way of that faling tree.”

"Lucky we found you," said Joe. "What was the message-?"

Mack Maone chuckled. "It's afunny one-doesn't seem worth the trouble we've al been through! Well,
hereitis Thedley cat isafter the mice, but feed him well!™

"Very strange!™ Joe commented.
"I'll say!" Frank agreed.

"Boy! It'sariddieto me!" Chet declared, then added, "1t's amost daylight, and you Hardys will probably
puzzle your brains over that message anyway. How about some breskfast?"

"Good ideal" Biff agreed.

The boys dressed and a short time later Mack Maone joined them for ahearty medl of fried eggs,
bacon, and toast. When they had finished, the man stood up and said, "Well, fellows, the sunisrising. I'd
better be on my way."

"Wed be happy to take you to Bayport for a checkup,” Frank reminded him.

"No, thanks. I'm fit as afiddle, except for afew bruises," the redhaired man assured him. "I'll stroll over
to my car and behomein no time!”

"Watch your step crossing theice," Joe cautioned.

"Y ou bet your boots | will!" Maone gave awry laugh and added, " One accident is enough - and besides,
I'd sure hate to spend New Y ear's Day on crutches!”

"Thank you for bringing the message," Frank said astheir visitor |eft the cabin. Maone responded with a
parting wave.

When he was out of sight, Biff turned to the Hardys. "What about that double-talk?" he questioned. "Do
you redly believe your father would send aman to tell you some nonsense about cats and mice?"

"Somebody's pulling your leg!" Chet put in.

"No, it'sonthelevel," Frank assured them. "Joe and | were pretending we didn't understand while Mack
was here. Dad sent the message in code because he wanted it to be kept secret for his own reasons.”

"Then what does it mean?' Chet asked impatiently.



"That someoneisout to get Frank and me - were the 'mice," Joe explained. "We'reto play adong with
the person - he'sthe “cat'and trap him. In other words, 'feed’ him and avoid being ‘eaten’ by him!*™

"Fine!" declared Biff. "But who isthis cat? How will you find out?"
"We dready know," Frank said.
"You do!" Chet exclamed.

"Dad frequently uses the phrase about the cat in secret communicationsto us," Joe explained. "Theclueis
inthe adjective. Here, it's 'dley cat'-the second syllable, 'ley,’ could stand for the 'leigh’ in Hanleigh!™

"Wow!" Chet was wide-eyed. "So Hanleigh is out to get you!™
"How does your dad know?"' Biff asked.
Joe shrugged. "He must suspect the fellow is after something in the cabin or on theidand.”

"Hanleigh'sarough customer,” Frank said grimly. "That's probably why Dad used code. He was afraid
Hanleigh might intercept Mack and force the message from him.”

Chet groaned. "Maybe we ought to pack up and go home while we can!"

"Wecan't leave," Frank inssted. "'If Hanleigh istrying to sted something from Mr Jefferson, we must stop
him."

"But aren't you supposed to keep looking for Johnny?" Biff asked. "And he doesn't seem to be on Cabin
Idand. So what do you do next?"

"Firgt, I'd like. to search more thoroughly,” Frank replied, "to make sure Johnny hasn't come here since
yesterday.”

The boys donned their outdoor clothes and spread out over the whole idand. Each examined a separate
area, searching among bushes, trees, and rocks. Then they combed the entire shordline. When they findly
rejoined each other, none had any cluesto report.

After they returned to the cabin, Chet asked, "Now what?'
"We could investigate the mainland near here, and inquireif anyone has seen Johnny," Frank proposed.

"But I'm wary of leaving the place unguarded, especidly after getting Dad's message,” Joe said with a
look of concern.

"We can use my binoculars from the mainland,” Chet reminded him, "to keep an eye on theidand while
were away."

"Good ideal" Joe exclaimed. "And I'll bring the camera Dad gave us. Maybe well get some good photos
with the telescopic lens.”

Frank remarked, "Our going away might lure Hanleigh here, and that may be what Dad wants."

"L et's have lunch before going off on thiswildgoose chase," Chet urged. "I'll make some sandwiches."
"Good and thick, please," Biff begged. "All that tramping around hasredlly given me an appstitel”
"Same here," said Joe.



The boys ate quickly, then set off in the Seagull. The strong wind of the previous evening had blown most
of the snow to the land, so the ice-yacht tacked across the surface at afast clip.

Looking back at theidand, Chet remarked, "It's sure a pretty place.”

Tdl pineslooked like white pyramids, and bare branches were coated with ice which glittered in rainbow
colours.

Onthe mainland directly opposite, the four boys spotted a shack built of sun-bleached boards. Smoke
was drifting upward from itsrickety stove-pipe chimney.

Frank dackened sail and let the Seagull drift to acomplete stop.
"Let'stalk to the person who lives here," he suggested, putting down the brake.
A bearded man came out and called, "What can | do for you?'

"We'relooking for aboy who ismissng from hishomein Bayport,” Joereplied. "His nameis Johnny
Jefferson. He's fifteen, and big for hisage.”

The shack owner shook hishead. "I haven't seen asoul aslong as|'ve been here thiswinter. Say, have
you asked Pete Hagen? Helivesin afishing hut just about amile down shore.”

Frank thanked the man and sailed the Seagull in that direction. The boys found Hagan fishing through the
icejust beyond his home. He had seen no boy of Johnny's description.

Asthe four companions glided away, Joe said, "Thisis discouraging. Only thing we can do iscruise up
and down the coast.”

Frank worked skilfully to keep the vessel closeto shore while Biff scanned the woods with his
binoculars. "No one'sin there," he reported.

"Let'shike up that hill," Joe findly suggested, pointing to a section where pine trees grew down to the
shordine of theinlet. "From the top we can see Cabin Idand and keep an eye on it.”

Frank brought the Seagull in and braked it. The boys strapped on snowshoes and made their way up the
densely wooded dope. At the top, they found themsalvesin the back yard of aweathered log cabin
which perched on the edge of the precipice.

"Wonder who lives here" Biff said.
"No one, from the looks of it," Frank replied. "But let'sgo see.”

The four gpproached the cabin. It was smal and cruddly built, with large chinks between thelogs. The
place had a desol ate appearance.

The boys knocked severd tunes at the door, then Joe went to ook through awindow. "I think the place
has been abandoned,” he reported. "There's not much furniture, and everything is covered with dust.”

"Let'sgoin!" Chet urged. "My feet hurt and I'm freezing!"
"l supposeif nobody'sliving here, it'sal right,” said Frank. He tried the door, which opened creekily.

The boystook off their snowshoes and went inside. At once Chet plopped into a sagging easy chair. A
cloud of dust spewed up from the faded cushions. He coughed and the others laughed.



"What aview!" exclamed Biff, looking out the front window. Below, the curve of Barmet Bay lay likean
ice-blue jewe, with Cabin Idand awhite pearl in the distance. Biff focused the binoculars on the spot.
Suddenly, he cried out, "Hey, fellows! Anice-yacht ispullinguptotheidand! It'sthe Hawk!"

CHAPTER X
Puzzling Theft

BIFF S report on theice-yacht sent athrill of excitement through the Bayporters.
"Who's aboard?' Frank asked eagerly.

"Hanleigh and histwo stooges,” Biff replied. "He's climbing out now, but ke and Tad are staying in the

Biff handed the binocularsto Frank. Clamping them to his eyes, he saw Hanleigh moving aone up the
dope towards the cabin. A sudden inspiration struck Frank.

"Let's get the goods on him, Joe. How about using your selfdeveloping camera? Y ou can photograph
Hanleigh from here with the telescopic lens.™

"Great ideal" Joe exclamed. "Hed probably deny he was on thisidand. If we have proof he wasthere,
we may be ableto bluff himinto telling uswhat he's after.”

Joe, 100, took a hasty ook through the binoculars before passing them on to Chet, then removed the
camerafrom its case, focused it, and clicked the shutter. "I'll leave the print in the camera until we get
back. Let'sgo!™

"Wait asecond!" exclaimed Frank, who had taken over the glasses again.
"What's Hanleigh doing now?" Biff asked as Frank shifted the binoculars dightly.
"He'scircling the cabin - hey! He's stopping at the chimney! Looks asif he'sexamining it.”

Hanleigh had a stick with which he tapped and poked at the stonework. Presently he stopped and
disappeared among the trees.

"Bet he'sleaving,” said Frank. "Comeon, fdlows!"

The boys hurried from the cabin, donned their snowshoes again, and made their way down the dope.
Soon they reached the Seagull. All climbed aboard except Biff who pushed the iceyacht to arunning
dart.

Asthe Gull siwooped across the cove to Cabin Idand, Joe pointed toward the entrance to the bay.
"Hanleigh'sleaving. There goesthe Hawk!"

Biff turned the binoculars on the speeding craft and shook his head. "Hanleigh isn't aboard. Ikeand Tad
aedone”

"Hanleigh mugt till be ontheidand!" Joe cried out. "Hurry, Frank!"



"Right!" Hisbrother skilfully manoeuvred the Seegulll, taking full advantage of every gust of wind. "No
doubt Ike and Tad will come back for Hanleigh later," Frank added as he steered for the boathouse.

"Later?It'snearly evening dready!" Chet observed. "I'll bet that guy plansto stay dl night!"
Biff hooted. "Where would he deep? Under arock?'

Joe looked thoughtful . "Maybe you have something, Chet. Hanleigh may know of a secret shelter on the
idand - perhaps a cave somewhere aong the shore.”

Frank brought the Seagull to the boathouse, and as he put it inside, the boys discussed the strange action
of Ikeand Tad.

"I wonder why they took off" Joe said. "We heard them agreeing to spy on Hanleigh, but now for some
reason they seem to have changed their minds."

"Maybe those two have deliberately stranded Hanleigh!™ Frank exclaimed.

"You mean,” said hisbrother, "lke and Tad tried to cash in on Hanleigh's dedl, and he told them to get
log."

"Right," said Frank. "So now they're getting even by leaving him marooned here.”

Carrying their snowshoes, the four strode through the deep snowdrifts towards the cabin. Darkness was
coming on rapidly; and they moved like stedthy Indians, keeping awary lookout for the intruder.
However, they saw no sign of their enemy either on the way or near the cabin.

Cautioudly Frank opened the door, entered, and lit the lamp. The place looked untouched. Everyone
crowded in.

"Brr-r!" Chet shivered. "It'sicy in here. Let's get afire going.”
Soon a cheerful blaze was crackling in the fireplace, and awoodstove fire added its warmth.

"Boy, that heat sure fedsgood,” Chet said gratefully, rubbing his hands together over the potbellied
stove. "Now for some chow!"

"Hold it!" Frank said. "We till haven't located Hanleigh. If he's not here in the cabin - *
"We don't know that for certain,” Joe cut in. "There's one place we still haven't looked.”
"Where?' Biff asked.

"Theattic."

Frank snapped hisfingers. "You'reright - | forgot that. We'd better check.”

"Give meaboog," Joe said, "and I'll soon find out.”

Frank and Biff each took one of Joe's legs and hoisted him towards the ceiling. Pushing open the trap
door, Joe clambered up into the attic and shone hisflashlight al around through the chilly, musty
darkness.

"How about it?" Frank caled impatiently from below.

"Nosgnof him."



The otherswere uneasily silent as Joe lowered himself through the celling opening again and dropped to
the floor, letting the trgp door fal shut behind him.

Then Biff voiced what each boy was thinking. "Hanleigh's got to be somewhere on thisidand - unlesshe
hiked back to the mainland.”

"Well, theré's only one way to make sure,” said Joe.

Chet gave agroan. "Good grief! Don't tell me we have to go out and besat the bushesagain. I'm
starved!"

"Guessweadl are" Frank said with awry grin. "But | agree with Joe. If Hanleigh's Skulking around the
idand anywhere, wed better find him - and the sooner the better.”

"Check! We sure don't want that creep coming back in the middle of the night to play any dirty trickson
us," Biff pointed out.

Chet's plump, ruddy cheeksturned a shade paler at the prospect of another night of ghostly episodes.
"Okay, okay," hesaid hadtily. "Let's get it over with."

Pulling on their heavy jackets again, the boys went outdoors to make athorough search. Flashlight beams
probed behind trees and into clumps of bushes. An hour later they met ingde the cabin, tired arid cold.
They had not found their quarry, nor any hiding place where he might take shelter overnight.

Frowning, Joe flung off his outdoor clothes and sat down crossegged on therug in front of the hearth.
"Hanleigh must have sneaked acrosstheice," he concluded, poking thefire.
Frank thrust hisfigtsinto his pockets. "1'm going to find out what that guy was doing here!" he declared.

"Well, I've had enough mystery for awhile," Chet spoke up. "'I'm starting dinner!™ The plump boy headed
for the kitchen. A moment later he came running back to the living-room. "It'sgone!” he wailed.

"What's gone?" Frank asked.

"Thefood! Therésnot abit left!"

"Hanleigh, I'll bet!" Biff declared angrily.

"Chet," Joe queried, "are you sure thefood is not there ?*

"Yesl Last night | put the boxes of grub we didn't usein the cupboards. Y ou fellows saw me!”

For amoment the four hungry boys stared at one another in dismay. Then Frank said, "'l can't believe
Hanleigh came here to steal our food. Probably he hid the suppliesjust to inconvenience us so we'd
leave. Let's check to seeif they're stashed somewhere in the cabin.”

The food could not be found. "WEell have to go to town for more groceries," Chet urged.
"It'stoo dark to take the Seagull out,” Frank reminded him.
"We could aways go home for supplies,” said Chet.

"Not mel" exclamed Joe. "No srree " He grinned wryly. "I can hear Aunt Gertrude saying, 'l told you
0.



"Weld look like great detectives,” his brother agreed, "when somebody can stedl the food right out from
under our Noses."

"That'sright,” said Biff. "Besdes, it'salong cold wak to the car.”

"Oh, no!" Chet moaned as he sank down on the sofa, his hands on hisample ssomach. "I'll starve!”
"Not for amonth or two." Biff assured him.

"Hanleigh's mighty eager to have us give up thisvacation,” Joe said thoughtfully. "1 wish we knew why."

"Of course we don't know for sure he did steal the food," Frank stated. "Maybe somebody else was
here and took it."

"Wadll, at least we have proof Hanleigh was on theidand while we were away,” Joe reminded the others.
"I'll get that photo!”

He opened the camera and removed the snap-shot. The young detective studied the picture, then gavea
low whigtle of surprise.

"What isit?' Frank asked as he, Chet, and Biff hurried over.
"Hanleigh's not done!™ Joe exclaimed.

The photograph showed him standing by the chimney, holding the stout stick with which he had been
tapping and poking. Some distance behind him, partidly hidden among the trees, was another figure. The
sranger was dark and dim and was dressed in along, flowing white robe. A turban covered his head!

CHAPTER XI
A Cryptic Notation

"THE ghost that Chet saw!" Frank exclaimed as he stared at the snapshot of the white-robed man.
"Y-you think s0?' Chet asked increduloudly.

"It could be!" Joe declared. "I wonder who this person is, how he got here, and where heis now."
"Perhaps he came with Hanleigh," Biff suggested.

"I doubt it," Frank replied. "L ook at the way the fellow's standing back in the shadow of the trees, dmost
asif hewas spying on Hanleigh.”

Frank paused, then added, "First thing tomorrow Joe and | will go to the mainland and phone ke and
Tad. If they're sore at Hanleigh, maybe they'll give usalead on what hisgameis.”

"Yes, and well ask if they're running ataxi servicefor aghost!" Joe grinned.

"Maybe this turbaned-fellow stole our food,” Chet remarked. " Say, what are we going to do about
thet?'



Frank laughed. "Tomorrow Joe and | will buy supplies. But you and Biff will have to stay and guard the
idand."

"I'll admit I'm hungry as a bear, too," Joe said.
"Likewise!" Biff putin.
"Well, felows," Chet began sheepishly, "I-er-forgot about this until now, but-er-we can have asnack.”

The others stared at the rotund youth, who reddened as he explained. "When | made sandwiches for
lunch, | put some away - in case of emergency!”

"Where arethey?" asked Joe. "We searched al over thisplace!™

Chet went into the bedroom he and Biff shared and returned with five thick sandwichesin alarge plastic
bag.

"Come on! Whered you hide them?" Biff asked.

"In the bottom of my deeping bag.”

"Y ou weren't thinking of an emergency!" Joe scoffed. "Thiswasto be your midnight snack!™
"Aren't you glad!" Chet countered.

"Youwin," Frank said, and they devoured the sandwiches.

Early the next morning Frank and Joe felt ing stent fingers tapping them awake. "Get up!" Chet implored.
"Y ou haveto go after groceries.”

The Hardys dressed hurriedly. Frank told Biff and Chet, "While were away, you might search theidand
for our stolen grub. Chances arethat Hanleigh hid it dl in one place not far from the cabin.”

Frank and Joe st off in theice-yacht, steered out of the cove, and soon were tying up a anearby
coastal summer resort named Surfside. The boys walked to the deserted main street. "Placeisredly
hopping, isnt it?" Frank chuckled, surveying the tiny, weatherworn houses, many of them boarded up.

"Anyway, herésaphone.” Joe pointed to an outsde

booth. He stood by and listened while his brother dialled Ike Nash's number.

"No answer," Frank reported. "I'll try Tad."

The Carson boy was home, but his responses to Frank's queries were rude and unco-operétive.

"I don't know anything,” Tad inssted. "Hanleigh told us to scram and not to snoop around. So we left.”
"How about aman wearing awhite robe? Did you taxi him to Cabin Idand too?"

"White robe? Y ou're nutsl" Tad gufawed and hung up abruptly.

"That didn't accomplish much,” Frank said wryly as he and Joe walked away from the booth. "Let's seeif
we can find aplace to buy food."

Presently the boys stopped a a small wooden building. A sign above the door proclaimed:



GENERAL STORE, AMOS GRICE, PROP.

Asthe boys entered, a short, elderly man with abald crown and skinny, wattled neck eyed them intently
from hischair beside a black potbellied stove.

"And what might you lads be after?" he chirped.

"Hello," said Frank. "We're here for some groceries. Are you Mr Grice?'

"Y ep. Odd to see strange faces around these parts here thistime o' year,” the storekeeper remarked.
"Wereroughing it near here," Joetold the man.

Amos Grice clucked. "Most folks prefer gttin' by afire when winter comes on. Well, you're out early this
mornin!"

"Necessity," Joereplied. " Somebody stole our supplies.”

"] declarel" The old man looked startled. "Don't tdl methere's more folkstrekkin' about in dl thiscold
and snow!"

"Seems that way." Joe grinned as he and Frank began to pick out canned goods and other food items.

"Whereld you boys say you're stayin'?" the storekeeper asked when the Hardys brought their purchases
to the counter.

"On Cabin Idand," Joe replied.
"Cabin Idand!" Mr Grice repested in surprise. "Has Elroy Jefferson sold the place?”
"No," Frank told him. "Mr Jefferson isletting us use his cabin during our Christmas vacation.”

Frank paid the storekeeper, who then commented, "Elroy Jefferson'safine sort. Haven't seenhimina
while. What'she doin?"

"He seemsto keep busy travelling and collecting antiques,”" Joe replied.

Mr Grice propped his elbows on the counter and said thoughtfully, "Elroy Jefferson used to comein here
every Tueday for supplies, and thelittle fellow with him. He loved Johnny like his own son. And where's
the youngster nowadays?"

"We don't know, Mr Grice," Frank answered, not wishing to revea anything about their caseto the
friendly but gossipy proprietor.

"Mr Jefferson was always crazy about antiques,” the storekeeper went on. "I recall how upset he was
when hismedal collection disappeared.”

"Have you any ideawhat happened to it?" Joe asked.

"Nope. All I know isthe medals disappeared and so did John Sparewell, by some mighty big
coincidence." "Do people believe he stole the medals?' Frank asked.

"Not that I've heard. But it was odd he vanished at the sametime."

The Hardys exchanged glances but did not comment, and Grice went on:



"Y ou know, boys, just about aweek ago afelow wasin here askin' about Jefferson's medals. | hadn't
thought of 'em in years, before thisfellow came by. Somehow | didn't fed right totel himathing, ol
didn't."

"Who was this man?' Frank asked.

"Don't know. Never seen him before. He was ascary sort - dressed up like Halloween. He had
somethin’ wrapped around his head."

The Hardys thoughts flew to the "ghost." Joe asked, " Do you remember anything €l se about the person?
Did hetdl you why hewasinterested in the medas?’

Amos Grice wrinkled hisbrow. "I got rid of that spooky fellow soon's | could.”

After afew more minutes of conversation, the boys said goodbye and left. They walked quickly towards
the Seagulll.

"What do you think of Mr Grice's'scary' visitor?' Joe asked his brother.

Frank replied, "I'm sure it was the man in the turban and the white robe. And he's apparently interested in
the meddls, too."

"Say!" Joe exclamed. "Maybe heisin league with Hanleigh. I'll bet they're both after the collection and
think therés some clueto it on theidand.”

The boys climbed into the Seagull with their bags of groceries. "I'll concentrate on your hunch while you
takeaturn at thetiller,” Frank told Joe.

"Swel with mel" Joe grinned.
Out on the bay, the Seagull swerved and dipped like alive thing. "Thewind's picked up!" Joe called out.
"I'll say!™

Joe deftly guided the ice-yacht towards the narrow inlet, the wind pushing them faster every moment. But
suddenly it changed direction sharply. A wild gust whacked the Seagull's sail. The craft tipped crazily and
streaked straight for the rocky shore!

"Lean!" Joe shouted. The boys shifted their weight, and Joe threw dl his strength againgt thetiller while
Frank trimmed the sail. The boat began to turn, but the jagged rocks loomed close.

"Weregoing to hit!" yelled Joe, bracing himsdlf for the splintering crash.
But the vessdl skimmed past-safe by no more than two inches.
"Whew!" Frank said with abig Sgh of rdlief.

Joe looked grim. "We're not out of trouble yet. Thiswind istricky!"

Strong gusts continued to buffet the craft, but the boys were able to contral it. At last thewind
moderated and Joe steered their craft through the narrow inlet to the idand.

When the Seagull was safe indde the boathouse, Chet and Biff came bounding through the snow to meet
the Hardys.



"That was greet sailing!" Biff exclamed. "We were watching you."

"It wasrough,” Joe admitted, handing the groceries to Chet, who reached out eagerly for the bags. "I'm
afraid the eggs are scrambled! ™

"If they aren't now, they will be!" the cook replied, and headed straight for the kitchen. A short time later
the four sat down to a ddlicious breskfast.

After the Hardys had reported on the trip to Surfside, Biff and Chet told of their failureto locate the
stolen supplies.

"Let'slook once more," Frank suggested, and explained that Tad and his pa knew nothing of Hanleigh's
departure from the idand.

"And he certainly didn't carry those heavy boxes acrosstheice!” Joe stated. All footprints had been
obliterated by the wind-drifted snow, so their task was more difficult.

"Chances are they're hidden nearby,” Frank said. "Well go without snowshoes thistime so we can kick
up the drifts.”

As soon as breakfast was over, they set out. Firgt they searched in the snow which had piled against the
cabin, but found nothing.

"Hanleigh probably carried the boxes out the back,” said Frank, leading the way to the kitchen door.
"Whereisthe nearest big drift?’

The boys|ooked around. Joe pointed to amound of snow banked high against alarge spruce at the edge
of the clearing.

Thefour hurried over and began kicking into the drift. Suddenly Biff cried, "Ouch!"
"What'swrong?' asked Joe.

"Stubbed my toe on the treel” Biff answered.

"Hey - no! It'sacan of fruit!" He looked startled.

Chet dug eagerly into the snow and gave awhoop of joy. "Herésthe chow!"

The boys carried the containers of food to the kitchen. "Thistime we unpack everything,” Chet declared.
"Then it won't be so easy for someoneto cart off!"

As Frank helped to remove the contents, his hand came upon asmall brown notebook lying askew
between two cans of beans. He plucked it out.

"Look at thigl"

"Whoseisit?'

Frank thumbed through the damp pages, most of which were torn loose.
"Could this be the notebook we saw Hanleigh using?' asked Joe.

Frank examined afew more pages and gave alow whistle of surprise. "I doubt it. See here. The name on
the inside cover is John Paul Sparewd|!”



"Sparewdl!" Joe exclamed.

Biff shook his head, bewildered. "What was Sparewell doing here? Did he take our stuff? How many
people are wandering around thisidand, anyway?"

Frank placed the notebook on the table where they al could examine it and began turning more pages.
"Wow! Seethid" Biff exclamed.

One of the loose pages contained a cruddly drawn map. "That's Cabin Idand!" the boys cried out in
unison.

Another entry concerned renta of a boat.

"Whether or not Sparewell has been here recently, it looks as though he was coming to Cabin Idand
regularly a onetime," Joe remarked. "Just like Hanleigh isnow!"

On apage near the back of the notebook, the boys found alist of receiptsfor small sums. " Sparewdll
evidently had very little money," Frank commented.

"He had problems, though," Joe observed. "Read the next item.”

The scrawled script said, "Appointment with Dr Bordan on Sat. My condition worse. Would apped to J
but am afraid.”

"I wonder if Jisfor Jefferson,” Frank mused. "It sounds as though Sparewell was very ill. Perhaps he
didn't live long after making these notes."

"| don't believe Sparewell was the one who dropped this notebook," Joe reasoned. "He'd have frozen to
death over here." The boy, frowned in perplexity as he turned to the last page. All four stared at it in
agtonishment.

"What kind of lingo isthat?' Biff gulped.

The letters a the bottom of the page were

HJOSW SHRIJWN HLSEWPA RPAO A, EWO WSWP APPO LSUL
"A coded message!” Frank exclaimed.

CHAPTER XI1
An Ice-yacht Clue

"IT'sacoded message, dl right!" Joe declared as the four boys continued to stare at the mysterious
|ettersin the tattered notebook.

"How will we ever figureit out?' Chet asked.

"There are several methods of deciphering,” Frank replied. "Dad hastold Joe and me something about it,



and we've read afew of his books on cryptography.”
"Can you make anything out of this message?' Biff asked.
"Not right off,” Frank replied. "It's some kind of subgtitution system, at any rate."

"Thefirg thing to look for istrangposition,” Joe explained. "All theletters of the actua text - what'sredlly
meant - may be present, but reversed or scambled.”

"There must be countless possibilities,” remarked Biff, "once you start putting one letter in place of
another.”

"Y es, which makes deciphering very difficult,” Frank agreed. "But | remember severd of the standard
patterns. I'll use some of the blank pages in the notebook and try them.”

Frank worked for more than haf an hour, while the otherslooked on and made various combinations of
the letters he jotted down.

"I'm stymied,” Frank admitted findly.
Biff frowned. "How did Hanleigh get hold of this notebook? Does he know Sparewd | ?"
"Hanleigh might have swiped it,” Joe said.

The Hardys pondered their next move. Joe suggested they take the ice-yacht model and the photo of the
turbaned prowler to Mr Jefferson for possible identification.

"And on the way show Amos Grice the picture, too," Frank added.

A stop at the Hardy home also was included in the day's plans, in case the boys father had any more
information on the"dley" cat.

Chet heaved ahuge ssgh. "Which means Biff and | stand guard here.”
Joe grinned. "How'd you guess?"

After aquick lunch the Hardys put on their parkas and boots. "'I'm taking the cameradong,” Joe said. "It
may comein handy again.”

The Hardys climbed into the Seagull and headed for Surfside. At the dock, Joe tied up while Frank
braked and dackened sail. Then they strode off to the general store.

Amos Grice, seated by the stove, dapped his knee when Frank and Joe walked in. "Glad to seeyou
two. Thief ged your food agan?’

"No, gr," Frank said. "We cameto show you this." He handed the snapshot to Mr Grice. The
storekeeper stared at it, then handed the picture back without comment.

"Mr Grice," Joeinquired, "isthis the man who asked you about Mr Jefferson's meda s?"
Amoaos Gricedrew hislipsinto athin, firmline.
"Yep. It'shim. But there's some spooky business goin' on, and | don't want any part of it."

"Did this man say something to frighten you?' Joe persisted. "Did he threaten you?"'



Mr Grice looked grim. "No. But I'm not mixin' in with any scary masqueraders.”

The Hardys could see that the storekeeper would say no more on the subject. They thanked him and
returned to the Seagull. A brisk wind sped them towards Bayport. They tied up outsde their boathouse
and drove home.

MrsHardy greeted her red-cheeked sonswith big hugs, while Aunt Gertrude looked on apprehensively,
asif trying to find something wrong with her nephews. Noting their excellent hedth, sheturned her
worriesto their companions.

""Has something terrible happened to Chet or Biff?!

"No. Why, Aunty?" Joe asked.

"That sudden snowstorm. | was scared siff for you boys. Some trees blew down over here.”
Frank grinned. "We wesathered it - howling banshee and dll."

"A what?' MrsHardy asked, and her sonstold of the whistling bottle.

"Wadl, I'm relieved to know that's dl the trouble you ran into,” MrsHardy said.

"Oh, there was more,” Joe said. "By the way, where's Dad?'

"Out of town. But he left amessage. It'sin asedled envelope on hisdesk.”

Frank and Joe hastened to their father's study, found the envel ope addressed to them, and tore it open.
Inside was aterse note telling them that fingerprints found by the police in Mr Jefferson's ransacked
house were those of Hanleigh. They had been identified by the FBI in Washington, where the federa
agency had arecord of interdate frauds involving Hanleigh severa years before. Theloca police were
looking for him.

"Ahal A con man. We might have known," mumbled Joe.

The message went on to warn the boys again to be cautious and ended, "Just asin fishing through theice,
you haveto be patient. I'm confident that you'll land thisbig one.”

Frank and Joe were more excited about the case than ever. With aquick "goodbye" to their mother and
Aunt Gertrude, they hastened into their car and drove directly to Mr Jefferson's place.

"Frank and Joe!" the elderly gentleman exclaimed when he answered the doorbell. "Niceto seeyou! Let
me take your jackets - my housekeeper is till away. Comeright in. | hope you are enjoying your trip.”

"We're having afine vacation,” said Frank asthey took seats. "We wanted to ask you about afew
things." Frank handed over the sngpshot. "Have you ever seen thisfellow?

Mr Jefferson stared at it in perplexity. "What in theworld!" he exclamed. "I've never seen any such
individua! Did you take this photograph on Cabin Idand?!

"Yes, gr," Joereplied, and explained about the camera with the telescopic lens. The Hardys also told
how they had observed Hanleigh examining the fireplace, and of overhearing Ike and Tad's conversation
in the boathouse.

"The policeinformed meit was he who broke into my house," Mr Jefferson said indignantly. "The rascal!
He should be punished.”



The boys promised to do their utmost to gpprehend him, and Frank told Mr Jefferson of finding the
carved ice-yacht.

Their hogt's voice trembled with excitement. " Johnny used to make ice-yacht modesl" he exclaimed.
"Oh, oh!" Joe said sheepishly. "Frank, | forgot to bring the modd. It's still on the mantd.”

"l must seeit,” Mr Jefferson said.

"Can you cometo theidand with us?" Frank asked.

"By dl meand"

The three set off in the convertible for the boathouse. When he saw the Seagull, Mr Jefferson |ooked
apprehengve. "I've never been in one of these contraptions. | understand they move rather swiftly."

"Well put arope seat belt on you and welll be careful," Joe assured him. He gave the elderly gentleman a
spare helmet and goggles from the boathouse, then helped him aboard.

After afew moments of uneasiness at the speed of the Seagull and the nearness of theice which flew
beneath them, Mr Jefferson appeared to relax and enjoy hisride. By the time they swept up to Cabin
Idand hewas amost enthusiagtic. "1 never made better time in amotorboat!" He laughed.

When the three entered the cabin, Frank introduced Chet and Biff. Mr Jefferson took along, Sow look
around the room, then spotted the carved vessel on the mantel. At once he hurried over to seeit.

"Johnny madethid" he said with certainty, lifting the boat and running hisfingers over its polished surface.
"I'm convinced hedid this carving recently. It'sby far hisfinest."

"Did Johnny teach himsalf woodworking?' Chet asked in admiration.

"Yes," Mr Jefferson replied proudly. "The boy became intrigued with ice-yachts when he was very small.
He used to spend hours watching them on the bay, and frequently went to the local boat shop to see how
the crafts were made. Johnny would come home and carve until late a night.”

Next, the Hardys showed Mr Jefferson the notebook contai ning the mysterious code and explained how
they had found it. The man studied the book, shaking his head in amazement. "Thisisthefirst I've heard
of Sparewell intwo years!" he declared. "The cipher isacomplete puzzle to me, but the book is exactly
like him - methodical to thelast detail.”

"Why would Sparewel | make amap of Cabin Idand?’ Frank queried.

"I can't imagine what interest he might have had in theidand." With asigh the old man pushed the book
away. "I'mweary," hesad. "I'd better return.”

Once more the Hardys and Mr Jefferson set off in the Seagull towards Bayport.

Suddenly Joe shouted, "L ook out!" Frank glanced about and saw another craft skimming straight for
them. Itstwo occupants wore woollen face masks, giving them a grotesque appearance.

With swift teamwork the Hardys swung the Seagull out of the collision path.

"It'sthe Hawk!" Joe gasped.



Mr Jefferson gave ahoarse cry. "Here they come again!™

Asthe other vessel swooped adongside, one of the men lifted a short stout log from hislap and hurled it at
the speeding Seagulll.

Thud! It was asguare hit on the how. With asickening swerve, the Seagull capsized. The temporary seat
belts gave way. The Hardys and their passenger were flung acrossthe icel

CHAPTER XIII
The Fleeing Ghost

THE trio skidded across the glassy surface, with arms and legsflailing, until they cameto ahat severa
yards from the overturned Seagull.

The Hardys had the breath knocked out of them but had suffered no injuries. Mr Jefferson, however, lay
motionless. Greatly concerned, the boysjumped up and hurried to the elderly man's side.

"He'sunconscioud!” Frank said, and pointed to aswelling lump on Mr Jefferson'stemple.

Joe ran to the Seagull and returned with ablanket, in which they quickly wrapped the man. Frank chafed
hiswrists until Mr Jefferson began to stir and moan. "Were going to crash!™ he whispered.

"No, Mr Jefferson,” Frank said in areassuring tone. "The ice-yacht turned over, but were adl safe.”

Their passenger raised his head and looked around. "Will you help me up, boys?' he asked. "I'm sure |
haven't broken anything.”

Carefully the brothers asssted him to stand. "Take it easy,” Joe cautioned. "Y ou had a bad spill."
"I'mdl right. Just abit shaky."

"Well get you back to the cabin whereit'swarm just asfast aswe can,” Frank promised. "Y ou'rein no
shapefor arun to Bayport." He and Joe righted the Seagull and saw with relief that the mast was not
damaged.

"The runner plank'salittle out of dignment,” Frank noted.
"That won't delay us," Joe said. "The bow's scraped too, but there's nothing we can't fix."

Frank eyed the improvised seat belts which had torn loose. "They couldn't take the strain,” he remarked.
The boys retied the ropes.

"That'll haveto do for now," Joe said. "We were lucky this accident wasn't worse," he added as the boys
helped Mr Jefferson into the cockpit.

"I'd like to report those ruffians,” the elderly man fumed, "but we couldn't see their faces.”

Frank said grimly, "We know the owners of the boat. They covered up the name, but I'd recognize the
Hawk anywhere."



"That's no help, though,” Joe added glumly. "We gtill can't prove Ike and Tad were the oneswho
attacked us."

In afew moments the Seagull was skimming towards Cabin Idand. Asthey gpproached the boathouse,
Joe suddenly pointed. "Frank!" he cried out. "Do you seewhat | see?!

"Yed Theghodt!"

The mysterious white-robed figure was hafway up to the cabin. It was proceeding stedthily through the
bushes and pinesthat grew thickly on theincline. As Mr Jefferson stared ahead startled, Joe grasped the
camerato which the telescopic lenswas il attached.

"I'm going to sake another shot of that fellow.”

His brother restrained him. "Wait! Y ou'll only get hisback. Let's sneak up closeto him and seeif we can
get afaceview."

"Good idea," Mr Jefferson said gpprovingly. "Y ou boys go ahead. I'll wait in the boat.”

A moment later the Hardys braked the craft and tied it to atree dongside the boathouse. Silently they
hurried up the wooded dope until they were a snort distance behind the ghostlike figure.

A sudden idea struck Frank. He took out his police whistle and showed it to his brother. "Maybe thisl|
help us nab him," he whispered.

Joe nodded. "Got you." Cautioudly the two advanced towards the prowler, who had now stopped and
was peering out at the cabin from behind atree. When the boys were a couple of yards away they
paused dso. Frank gave asignd, and as Joe raised the camera, blew ashrill blast on the whistle.

The"ghost" whirled about, and Joe snapped the picture. Frank blew severa more blastsin rapid
succession, and the robed figure bolted across the dope. At the same instant, Chet and Biff burst from
the cabin and looked around wildly.

"Catch him!" Frank cried as he and Joe broke into arun.

All four boys bounded after the ghostly form, who darted nimbly in and out of the treeslike afrightened
deer. Dusk was beginning to fall and it was not long before the boyslost sight of the white robe against
the snow.

They paused for breath, straining their eyesto pierce the gathering gloom. Then Frank barely made out
the fleeing figure at the bottom of the hill. The pursuers plunged downwards, but by the time they reached
the spat, the "ghost™ had vanished. Therewas not asign of him on theice.

Doggedly the boys continued to search dong the shoreling, but had no luck. At last Joe said glumly, "No
use going any farther. It'stoo dark to see.”

Frank agreed. "We'd better get back and pick up Mr Jefferson.”

On the way to the boathouse, the Hardys told Biff and Chet of the accident to the Seagull, ddliberately
caused by the Hawk.

Biff knotted hisfistsangrily. "I'd sureliketo give those two guys agood siff walop.”

"Of course we don't know for sure that they were Ike and Tad,” Joe pointed out.



"Who 7' Chet groaned. "Some relaxing vacation thisigl"

The young deuths reached the Seagull and found Mr Jefferson waiting anxioudy for news. "Afraid the
'ghost’ escaped again, Sir," Frank said regretfully, helping the old gentleman from the boat.

Asthe group waked dowly up the hill, Mr Jefferson shook his heed, plainly disturbed. " Something very
gnigter is happening here. | certainly want to find out who is responsible, and what hismotiveis, but | do
not want you boys getting into danger on my account.”

"WEell keep on our guard,” Joe assured him. "But were dl determined to see this mystery through.”
"Y ou can bet on that!" Biff declared stoutly.

Inside the cabin, Chet added logs to the fire as Joe eagerly took the picture from the self-developing
camera. "Now well get alook at our ghost," he said.

The others crowded around and Joe held up the photograph of ayoung, dark-skinned man with startled
eyes.

"Seemsto be the same asthe one in thefirst picture | took," Joe observed.

"At least wélll recognize hisfesturesif we spot him again,” Frank said.

Mr Jefferson sank down on the sofaand sighed wearily. "I give up. This mystery istoo much for me.”
Frank urged him to rest for awhile. The ederly man, smiling wanly, stretched out.

"Y ou'd better plan to stay overnight, Mr Jefferson,” Joe advised.

"I'd liketo. | haven't spent anight on Cabin Idand in years.”

Meanwhile, Chet had gone into the kitchen and in a short time announced that supper was ready.
Everyone did full justice to the hearty meal of fried chicken and hot biscuits. Afterward Frank offered
their host the use of his deeping bag.

"Thanksalat, but | don't liketo put you out."

"l ingst, Mr Jefferson,” Frank said. "Wefdlows will take turns standing guard tonight, anyhow, so only
three of uswill bedeeping a atime.”

A nervouslook crossed Chet'sface. "And | can guesswhy! Y ou're expecting another visit from that
ghost!"

Biff could not resst needling his chunky pdl. "Just think, Chet. Y ou might even have the honour of
nebbing him."

"Oh swel! | can hardly wait!" Chet rolled his eyes dramaticaly and the others laughed.

"Or," Joe remarked, growing serious, "Hanleigh may return for the notebook, if he's the person who lost
it

When Mr Jefferson had retired, Frank said, "Let'stry to decipher the message!”

The boys sat down with pencils and paper. The Hardystold their friends more about solving substitution
ciphers, and they al worked diligently for nearly two hours.



Finaly Joe declared, "This code is atough one. I've tried anumber of combinations, but so far no luck.”
Biff stretched and yawned. "My brain won't work any more. Let's get some deep.”
Joe offered to take the first watch, and Frank the second.

"I'll put in for last!" Chet requested wearily. Everyone laughed, and the plump boy protested. "Wdll, I've
been doing all the hard work in the kitchen!"

Biff grinned. "Okay. I'm third."
"Wed better be ready for action,” Frank advised. "Don't get undressed.”

But hours later when Biff finished hiswatch, the place was ill quiet. He awakened Chet, who wandered
drowsly into the living-room. Y awning, he stared into the steadily burning fire.

"l haveto keep dert!" hetold himsalf with determination.

Chet began to pace around the room, trying to shake off his degpiness. At last, when night was beginning
to lift in the east, he sat down in abig soft chair near thefireplace.

The cabin's illness and the warmth from the crackling logs was lulling. Chet'slids grew heavy, hishead
dropped, and he dozed.

Suddenly aloud bang jolted him awake. For amoment he was speechless, then aydll of fright burst from
hislips. Before hischair hulked adark figure!

CHAPTER X1V
Chimney-top Discovery

As Chet shouted, theintruder streaked across the cabin and out the door, which was swinging wide
open.

"Help! Fellowd" Chet bounced out of his chair, heart thumping with excitement, and dashed wildly in
pursuit. But by the time he reached the doorway, the figure was aready disappearing into the woods.

"What's up?" cried Frank as he burst into the room. Joe and Biff were close at hishedls.

"Somebody wasin here!” Chet said, shivering as the wind whipped into the cabin. "I drowsed off, and
when | woke up, the guy was standing right in front of me! He ran down the hill!"

"It may be aruseto get usout of the house," Frank said. He and Joe hastily pulled on their parkas and
boots. "Chet, you and Biff stay on guard - he may try to circle back!"

Rushing outside, the Hardys quickly spotted the intruder's tracks - clear bootprintsin the thin layer of
fresh snow that had fallen during the night. They followed the trail down the wooded dope.

"He headed acrosstheicel™ Joe exclaimed asthey reached the shore. Pressing forward, the Hardy boys
drained their eyesto peer through the grey dawn migt, but it was not light enough for them to seethe



fugitive. "Histracks lead towards the mainland,” Frank observed. "Come on!™

Asthe young deuths crossed the frozen cove, they found that the snowy prints were more widdly
Spaced.

"Oh, oh," said Joe. "He gtarted running here."

When the brothers reached the mainland, bresthing heavily, they exchanged looks of disappointment. The
trail ended at a place where tyre prints showed a car had been parked.

"That fellow didn't waste any time!" Frank exclaimed in chagrin. "He must have had abig lead on us, or
we'd have heard the motor.”

"l guesswe may aswell go back," Joe said.

The two trudged acrossthe ice. The sun wasrising asthey hiked up the dopeto the cabin. Inside, afire
was blazing and Chet, Biff, and Mr Jefferson sat in front of it drinking hot cocoa.

"No luck," Joe said, and reported what they had found.

"Felows, I'm sorry | et you down,” Chet said sheepishly. "I dozed off and never knew the guy wasin
here until the door banged againgt the wall. He must have left it unlatched and the wind blew it open.”

"That's okay, Chet," said Frank. "What did helook like?"

"| wastoo scared to notice, except that he was big. Besides, he was facing the fireplace. | don't think it
was the ghogt, though,” Chet added, "because he didn't have on white."

"Could have been Hanleigh," Frank remarked.

"It must have been," Chet admitted.

"Hedill isinterested in thefireplace," Frank observed.

"But why?" Mr Jefferson asked. "1 built this place. Nothing'sin the fireplace.”

Frank hesitated, unwilling to raise the old gentleman's hopes. "That remainsto be seen. Isthere achisel
here?"

"Yes," Chet replied, "in the toolbox in the kitchen." He hastened out and returned at once with the tool.

Despite the heat, Frank stepped close to the fireplace with the chisel and pried at the stones, hoping to
find one that moved. Meanwhile, Joe brought aladder from the kitchen and climbed up to test the
chimney rocks which Frank could not reach.

"Nouse" Joefinaly admitted. "They're cemented in tight."
Frank agreed. "If thereis aloose stone, it might be outside. Let'stake alook!"

Chet cooked breakfast while the other boys were gone. The wind was blowing hard asthetrio carried
the ladder around the end of the cabin to the chimney.

"Let's check the bottom first," Frank said. Thistime Joe used the chisel asthey poked and pushed at
each of thelarge stones.

Biff shook hishead. "No luck there."



"I'll go up on the roof and examine the chimney," Joe said.

Biff and Frank lifted the ladder and placed it beside the chimney. The legs sank into the snow and did on
theice beneath, so that the boys had to brace the ladder with their feet to keep it from faling.

"Y ou two'll have to be my anchor men," Joe said.

He put the chisdl into his pocket, and as Biff and Frank leaned their weight againgt the ladder, he climbed
to the roof. Joe crawled onto the edge and stood up gingerly. The heat from the fire below had melted
the surrounding snow and the wet shingles were dippery. made hisway around the chimney, testing each
stone patiently with his chisdl, but none wasloose,

As he rested amoment Joe noticed afragment of yellow materia caught between two stonesjust insgde
chimney top.

Squinting againgt the smoke, Joe reached in and worked the materid loose. With watering eyes, he
suffed it into his pocket and turned hisface away. After afew moments hisvision cleared and he could
see the entire idand bel ow-blanketed in white,

Suddenly his glance was caught by adark patch ringed by tall rocks on the brow of the cliff. As he stared
hard at it, the wind suddenly cut sharp across his face and showered him with snow from the roof.
Half-blinded, hefdt hisway around the chimney to the ladder.

"Be careful!" Frank cdled, but the wind whipped the words away. The next moment Joe dipped and he
with acry. Ingtinctively he grabbed for arung and caught it. The ladder skidded at the jolt and the boys
below struggled to hold it steady. Shakily Joe climbed down.

"Thanks," he gasped, reaching the ground.

Buffeted by the wind, the three boys made their way into the cabin.

"Any luck?' Mr Jefferson asked asthey took off their parkas.

"I found thisingde the chimney," said Joe, and took the piece of yellow materid from his pocket.
"It'sapiece of atape measure!” Frank exclaimed. "See, it's marked oneinch.”

"It was stuck tight," Joe said. " Someone must have torn the tape trying to pull it loose."

"But why measure the ingde of the chimney?' Chet asked.

"Maybe the person thinks the loose soneisin the chimney lining,” Mr Jefferson suggested.

"Y ou mean there are two layers?" Biff asked, surprised.

"Y es. My stone mason ingsted on alined chimney as a safety measure.” Then he added, "What makes
you S0 sure there is something hidden in the chimney?"

"We're not certain,” Frank confessed. "We suspect it because of Hanleigh'sinterest in the fireplace. But
for al we know, he may be on the wrong track."

"We musgt crack the code," Joe declared. "That will probably give usthe answer."

"Not before breskfagt,” Chet said firmly. "I'm about to make the pancakes." He hurried to the kitchen
and ashort time later served stacks of golden-brown cakes, with apitcher of hot maple syrup and a



platter of spicy sausages.

"Chet, you've redeemed yoursdlf!" Joe exclaimed, between mouthfuls. "This hits the spot after our early
morning exercise!™

Mr Jefferson was quiet during most of the med. Findly he said, "Do you know? It has just occurred to
me that Sparewdl | mentioned ardative named Hanleigh.”

Frank asked eagerly, "What did he say about him?" "It was so long ago - | can't remember,” Mr
Jefferson replied.

"That may be an important clue!" Joe exclaimed. " Perhaps Johnny stumbled onto the connection
somehow and decided to start trailing Hanleigh.”

"Yes," Frank went on, "if Johnny was determined to solve the puzzle of your missng medas, he may
have dug up information about Sparewell's past and learned the names of relatives. Then, when Hanleigh
showed up a your home, Johnny had his chance to follow him."

"It'sal suppostion,” Mr Jefferson said with asigh. "What we need are facts."
"Well, speaking of facts," said Joe, "are there hot springs on thisidand, Mr Jefferson?”

The man looked a him in amazement. "Hot springs! Certainly not! My goodness, Joe, whatever made
you ask that?"

"Oh," Joe mumbled vaguely, "nothing just an idea." But his eyes met Frank's and the older boy bit back a
orin.

"Nothing, my foot!" he said to himsdf. " Joesfound aclue™

CHAPTER XV
The Shah'sPrize

"WHAT can Joe'slead be?' Frank wondered. He knew his brother was not ready to talk about it in
front of the others.

Frank turned to Mr Jefferson, who seemed sunk in despair. "Don't give up hope," the boy said kindly.
"WEéll keep trying to find Johnny and your medals, too."

"If anyone can locate 'em, the Hardys can,” Chet put in.

"I know that. You'real finelads, and will do your best,” Mr Jefferson said, brightening somewhat. "
think I'd better return home now."

"Areyou sure you fed strong enough, Sr?" Biff asked anxioudy.

"Yes, indeed,” the man assured him. "I'm warm now, too. And if you don't mind, I'll teke along this
carved modd. It will give me reassurance that Johnny will come home.”



"Certainly, Mr Jefferson,” Frank said, taking the yacht from the mantle.
"And Sparewd I's notebook," Mr Jefferson added suddenly. "1t may contain cluesfor my detectives.”

Frank spoke up. "Wed like to keep the notebook alittle longer. Joe and | want to study it carefully and
crack that code.”

Mr Jefferson nodded. "Of course. Y ou've certainly earned the right to examineit first. But please be
careful, boys. Possession of the notebook may be dangerous, if someone €lse wantsit badly enough.”

Joe offered to stand guard on the idand while the others accompanied Mr Jefferson to the mainland.

A short timelater the Seagull went whizzing out of the cove, with Frank at thetiller. They made aquick
trip to the Hardys boathouse, then drove to the Jefferson home.

As Frank parked the convertible, Chet suddenly gave agasp of dishdlief. He pointed aquivering finger at
the wide front porch and cried out, "It's-it'sthe ghost! "

Frank legped from the car, with Chet and Biff close behind him and Mr Jefferson following dowly.

The white-robed, turbaned figure darted away from the door as the boys dashed up the front path. He
jumped off the far end of the porch and disappeared around the side of the house. The three youths
sprinted in pursuit, but soon stopped short, scanning the landscape. Their eyes roved over the
snowcovered waks and flower beds, the birdbaths capped with ice, and the bare bushes and trees. The
"ghost" could not be seen.

"That white robeis grest camouflage againgt the snow," Biff commented glumly.

"Let's plit up and search!” Frank directed quickly.

The boys hunted while Mr Jefferson stood and watched in tense silence. Suddenly Frank noticed a
blur of whiteness moving behind a hedge of low junipers.

The young deuth stepped backwards, took a running start, and vaulted the shrubs. A loud cry split theair
as helanded on top of acrouching figure. The two rolled over, struggling.

"Hold 'im, Frank!" yelled Biff. He and Chet sprinted up and yanked the dender, white-robed man to his
feet. The boys gasped asthey got a clear |ook at the prisoner's dark-skinned, frightened face. No doubt
about it, he was the man in the photol!

"Okay, Migter Ghost - what's your story?" Biff blurted angrily. ™Y ou have alot of explaining to do.”
"Takeit easy," Frank told hisfriend. "Let'sget him ingdefirs.”
Panting, the captive was led into the house.

"Now then," said Mr Jefferson when they had dl gathered in the living room, "who are you? And why
have you been prowling on my property?'

The swarthy man replied in asoft, dightly accented voice, "I apologize for my seeming intrusons. | ran
because | was startled, and a so these young men have pursued me previoudy. The last time one of them
was carrying afirearm.”

The Hardys grinned and Frank said, "My brother Joe was holding a camerawith atelescopic lens. From



adistanceit doesresemble arifle.”
"Ah," saidtheman, "1 see" He amiled faintly. "I am seeking Mr Elroy Jefferson.”
"l am he" said Mr Jefferson. "Just what isit you want?"

The stranger now stood up and took an officia-looking red-and-gold diplomatic passport from ingde his
robe. With adight bow, he showed it to Mr Jefferson.

"l am Y ussef ben Karim. | represent the ruler of my country-our great Shah Ali. | understand that among
your vauable medalsis one that was given many years ago to the Shah's grandfather. Thismeda ismost
prized by my master and he has authorized me to pay whatever sumisrequired to obtain it."

Mr Jefferson shook his head. "I'm sorry to say that | don't have your medd. | once owned it, but
unfortunately my collection was stolen. I'm il searching for it."

Y ussef looked bewildered. "But | was given to understand that Mr Hanleigh would have the medd for
me"

The boys and Mr Jefferson exchanged startled looks. "What do you mean?' Mr Jefferson asked.

"Mr Hanleigh sent word to the Shah last summer saying that you had gppointed him to act as your agent,
and | wasingructed to meet him here, which | did. Y ou, Sir, were not at home. Mr Hanleigh first told me
that he had the medal, but later he declared it was not in his hands - that he would have it soon. | beg
you, what isthetruth?'

"That'swhat weretrying to find out,” Frank interjected. ™Y ussef, that man Hanleigh waslying to you. For
onething, I'm quite sure he had no right to pose as Mr Jefferson's agent - *

"He most certainly did not," the elderly man stated emphatically as Frank turned to him for confirmation.
"Hanleigh isthelast man in the world whom | would entrust with such ametter, evenif | ill had the
medals and wished to sdll them.”

"What'smore," Frank added, "Hanleigh probably doesn't have the medals, either, and never did have
them.”

Y ussef's face registered concern. "l was afraid of that. The Shah will be grievoudy angered.”

Frank told Y ussef that the boys were working on the mystery, and added, "My theory isthat Hanleigh's
scheme in contacting the Shah was to set up channd s through which he could sdll the medds - if he found
them - without being prosecuted. We suspect Hanleigh had been searching for the collection on Cabin
Idand.”

"Tdl me, Yuss," Biff put in, "what were you doing on theidand?"

The man said apologetically, "1 am sorry. | did not intend to trespass. | had begun to suspect Mr
Hanleigh's story about the medal, and followed him there on two occasions. Likeyou, | could not escape
the impression that he was seeking something hidden and wondered if it might be the Shah's medd..”

"And you looked for it yourself?' Frank asked.
"That is correct. But | had no success, and findly | deemed it wiseto come directly to Mr Jefferson.”
"How did you get to Cabin Idand?' Chet asked.



"But of course, | walked," Y ussef replied with asmile. "I overheard Mr Hanleigh talking with the two
young men whom | have seen trangporting him to theidand in an ice-going craft.”

"Now you understand the whole situation, Y ussef," said Mr Jefferson. "I agree with my young detective
friendsthat Mr Hanleigh evidently hopesto locate the medasfor hisown gain - including the one desired
by your ruler.”

"It isagreat misfortuneto havelost so fineatreasure," Y ussef declared sympatheticaly, "and to be
persecuted by an unscrupul ous person such as Mr Hanleigh.”

"At least wewon't be off chasing ghostsl" Chet added alittle sheepishly. "When | first saw you, | thought
you were a spook! "

The foreign visitor laughed aong with the others, then Frank said, "Wed better get back to theidand and
see how Joe's making out.”

Y ussef's expression became sombre. Gravely he said to Frank, "If your brother is aone there, you must
hurry to him. | have afedling heisin danger. Mr Hanleigh can be violent.”

"Weknow it," said Frank. "WEell leaveright avay."

Meanwhile, Joe had |eft the cabin with the binoculars and was trudging towards the cliff, eager to test the
theory that had been forming in hismind.

As he stepped from the shelter of the woods, the sunlight was dazzling on the snowy ground which led to
the cliff edge. Beyond lay the frozen bay.

Joe's eyes sought the circle of tall stones he had seen from the roof. They stood near the edge of the cliff
about fifty yardsto hisright. With asurge of excitement, he strode towards them. "Now-" he said to
himsdf, "well seel”

Suddenly Joe stopped. Below, an ice-yacht was skimming across the inlet. He swung hisbinoculars up
and trained them on the craft. Joe tiffened.

"The Hawk!" he muttered. "Ike, Tad, and Hanleigh !"

Quickly Joe made hisway downhill and hid in aclump of bushes near the dock. He watched as the craft
was guided ashore and tied up. The three paused close enough for Joe to hear Hanleigh say:

"Y ou punks keep an eye out for the Hardys and their pals. Give ashout if you see anyone coming.” Then
the man started towards the cabin.

Joe waited until 1ke and Tad had walked off down the shore, then returned noisalessy up the dope.
Cautioudly he peered into the living-room of the cabin - no one was there. Joe hurried to the rear and
crouched among some bushes below the window of the Hardys bedroom. Heraised his head and

peeredin.

Hanleigh was rummaging through the brothers belongings! "Bet he'slooking for the notebook,” Joe
thought. "Good thing Frank hasit with him."

Suddenly Hanleigh spun round and Joe ducked. He heard the man's outraged bellow. " Spying again, are
you!"



CHAPTER XVI

Thelntruder's Revenge

"How did Hanleigh spot me?' Joe thought desperately, crouched low amidst the bushes. Moments later,
the kitchen door opened and footsteps scrunched towards him on the snow.

To Joe's surprised relief, the big man strode past his hiding place and disappeared around the side of the
cabin. Before Joe could move, Hanleigh's angry voice rang out.

"Couldn't resst snooping, could you?' he snarled. "I haven't paid you two just for the taxi services- I've
been paying you to mind your own business.”

Ike Nash and Tad Carson!
Joe smiled wryly. "They must have been |ooking through that little end window in my bedroom.”
Ike'swhining voice cameto hisears. "We were freezing! Therésafierce wind off theice."

"That'sared shame!" Hanleigh retorted. "Y ou fellows come with me. I'll show you a place to keep
wam!"

The three rounded the corner and Joe held his bregth as they plodded past him. He poked his head from
the bushesin time to see Hanleigh open the woodshed. "Wait in there!™ he ordered.

Unsuspecting, the two roughnecks stepped inside. Hanleigh pushed the door shut and bolted it. "I'll take
good care of the Hawk for you!" he sang out tauntingly.

From within the shed came angry yells as Ike and Tad pounded violently on the door. Chortling, Hanleigh
turned towards the kitchen.

"Let usout of herel” ke screamed.
"Y ou don't know how to run theyacht!" Tad cried franticaly.

"Oh, stop your chatter!" Hanleigh shouted. "I won't wreck it! Do you think I'd take a chance with my
ownskin?'

Again the two prisoners pounded and kicked at the door. "Y ou got no right to hold us!™ ke yelled.
Hanleigh paid no attention.

Joe cameto asudden decision. "1 must hold Hanleigh here until the others get back!”
Theyoung deuth stood up resolutely and called out, " So you're trespassing again, Mr Hanleigh!”

The man gave agtart. Upon seeing Joe, hisface contorted in rage. ™Y ou meddling spy!" he shouted. "I'm
not trespassing. | came after my own property! Get out of my way!"

Joe walked up to Hanleigh and asked camly, "Did you lose a notebook? One that has John Sparewdl's
nameingde?'

Agan Hanleigh started guiltily. "1 don't know anything about a notebook,” he replied sullenly. "I came for



my wallet. | logt it last time| was here. Y ou probably found it, and you'd better turn it over or I'll havethe
law onyou!"

"Did the message in code tell you to come looking for something vauable on Cabin Idand?’ Joe
persisted.

Hanleigh swung hisfigt. Joe ducked and butted the man hard in the chest. With agrunt Hanleigh
staggered back against the cabin.

"Y ou're ascrapper, en?' he panted.

"Anything you gtart, I'll finish," Joe said. He watched the man warily, but Hanleigh only gave an ugly
gmile. "I'll fix you later," he said softly. "No use hanging around now.”

He turned and plunged down the hill. Joe followed, keeping an eye on him. At the dock Hanleigh untied
the Hawk and sped for theinlet.

"Too bad | couldn't hold him here," Joe thought. Then he remembered Ike and Tad in the woodshed, and
grinned. "But | Hill have hisbuddied™

He headed quickly up the hill towardsthe cliff. At the top Joe looked down, but could see no sign of the
Hawk. "Hanleigh made good time," he said to himsdlf, then the young detective's thoughts returned to the
cluster of stones he wanted to investigate.

When Joe reached the spot, he quickly circled the tall rocks and spotted a narrow opening between two
of them. He stepped through and found himsdlf on asmdl patch of rocky ground, damp with melted
snow. He knelt and felt the stones. They were warm! From several crevices arose wisps of smoke.

"Somebody has built afire below,” he murmured. "Clever! Nobody'd ever notice the smoke."
Thethin streams drifting to the top disappeared in the wind.

The next moment Joe heard a noise and a soft laugh behind him. For an instant he froze. Hanleigh! Too
late the boy flung himsalf sdeways. A hard blow landed on the back of his head. He sank into darkness!

When Joe regained consciousness, he was first aware of theintense cold and of athrobbing sensationin
the back of hishead. His aching eyes saw alow roof of snow above him. Then herealized hiswristsand
ankleswere tightly bound.

"Hanlegh!" Joethought. "Whereishe?'

The big man was nowhere in Sght. Joe struggled to free himself, but every movements tightened the stout
cords.

"Boy, what amess!" Joe muttered in disgust. "I'll just have to wait until Frank and the others come back."
He noticed that hisfeet and hands were growing numb, but managed to wiggle histoes and fingers. "Il
have aswell case of frogtbiteif they don't show up soon.”

At that moment Frank, Chet, and Biff were streaking towards the inlet in the Seagull. Suddenly Chet
pointed. "Look!"

Out of the narrow channel sped an ice-yacht with alone occupant at thetiller.

"Hanleigh!" Frank exclaimed. "1 wonder what happened to ke and Tad!" A chill went through him. "And
what about Joe?"



"Let'sgo after Hanleigh!" Biff cried out.

Frank shook his head. "We should get to the idand pronto. Something's fishy about this whole business.
Joe may bein danger."

Inashort time their craft wastied up, and the three boys hurried straight up the dope to the cabin.
Frank threw open the door. "Joe!" he caled anxioudy. "Hey, Joe!"

There was no answer.

"Ligten!" Chet exclaimed. Loud bangings and scufflings could be heard.

"Joe might belocked in the atic!" Biff said. They al rushed into the kitchen, then paused in confusion.
"Not the attic,” Frank said. " Those sounds are coming from the woodshed! "

The others followed as he dashed outside and unbolted the door of the lean-to. "Joe-" he began, then
stopped abruptly as Ike and Tad haf ssumbled into the open.

"What are you two doing here?" Biff demanded in amazement.

"Where's Joe?' Chet asked.

"Joe?' Tad snapped. "Where's Hanleigh? And the Hawk?'

"Yeah!" Ike put in. "That guy's adirty doublecrosser. Hetricked usinto thisicebox and locked us up.

"Right now Hanleigh'staking off in your boat," Frank told them, then added sternly, "Never mind about
him. What happened to my brother?"

"Don't look at us - we never saw him!" Tad replied. "We thought you were dl away from theidand.”

"After Hanleigh trapped usin that shed, we don't know what he did," Ike added, whining. "Wejust kept
banging and yelling."

"Maybe you'll be more careful what kind of people you take up with after this" Chet said. "And think
twice about causing boat accidents, too."

"Aw, cut thelecture, fatso," Ike sneered.

Frank turned to Biff and Chet. "I'm going to find Joe. Something's happened to him. Y ou take those two
ingde, and don't let them go. | want to question them later.”

"You think Joeisin danger?' Chet asked fearfully.

Frank looked worried. "I'm afraid so. It'sabigidand,” he added grimly. "I hope we're not too late.”

CHAPTER XVII

The Dangerous Climb



"JOE!" Frank caled repeatedly as he dowly circled theidand searching for his brother. The young deuth
had nearly reached the cliff when his shouts were answered by afaint cry.

"Herel Over herel” Then dslence.

Frank thought the sounds had come from aclump of tangled underbrush and hastened to it. Pulling aside
the snowy branches, he saw Joe. The blond boy was so numb that he could barely move hislips. Quickly
Frank untied the cords on his brother's ankles and wrists.

"Think you canwak?'
"Il try," camethefant reply.

Joe leaned heavily on his brother and the pair made their way haltingly towards the cabin. When they
drew near, Frank shouted, "Biff! Hurry!"

The muscular youth came sprinting outside and together he and Frank carried Joe into the living-room
and placed him on the sofa. Chet, heaving asigh of rdlief, rushed to get ablanket.

After afew minutes, Joefelt stronger. Presently he drank acup of hot cocoa, then said, "I'm okay."

Just then he noticed Ike and Tad, stlanding glumly next to the fireplace. Joe grinned. "Did you have anice
warm wait in the woodshed, fellows?* Asthey scowled, Joetold his story without mentioning why he had
goneto the dliff or what he had found there.

When Joe had finished, Biff strode over angrily to Ike and Tad. "What's Hanleigh after on Cabin
|dand?"

"That's what we wanted to find out,” Ike answered. " Say, won't you guys give us alift to Bayport so we
can find the Hawk?'

"Areyou kidding?' Chet retorted scornfully. "Y ou expect aridein the Hardys ice-bus after you tried
twiceto wreck it?'

"How did Hanleigh find out we were going to stay on Cabin Idand?" Joe queried.

"We were picking him up down the road when he spotted you packing the Seagull," Tad explained.
"Hanleigh eavesdropped on you near the boathouse and heard your plans.”

"Wevejust been doing hisdirty work," Ike said sourly.

"Y ou could have injured someone serioudy throwing that log at the Seagull,” Frank said. "Mr Jefferson
was knocked out."

"Don't blame me. | wasn't there!” 1ke whined.
"It'strue,” Tad admitted. "Hanleigh and | wore masks. It was hisideato disable your boat."
"But how could you be sure we would be coming out in the Seagull at that time?' Joe asked.

"We were on our way to theidand when we saw you," Tad replied. "Hanleigh changed his mind about
the trip and decided to ram you. He made me take him ashore to pick up alog. Then welay in wait near
theinlet. We didn't redlize you had the old man until too late."

Despite further intensive questioning, ke and Tad stuck to their statement that they knew nothing of



Hanleigh's quest on Cabin Idand, nor had they seen aboy answering Johnny Jefferson's description.
Finally the troublemakers departed, grumbling, to walk home.

As soon asthe door had closed behind them, Joe siwung off the couch. "Fdlows" hesad, "I've
something to tdll you."

"And about time!" exclaimed Frank. "1've been burning with curiosity. Why did you ask Mr Jefferson
about the hot springs?”’

"And what were you doing on the diff?' Chet put in.

Joeinterrupted. "Takeit easy. Let meexplain. | think | know where Johnny Jeffersonis.”
"Where?' chorused the others.

"Inacaveinthediff."

"How do you figure that?" Biff asked.

Joe told about spotting the patch of dark ground from the cabin roof. "At first | figured there was a hot
spring melting the snow. Later it occurred to me that, instead, there might be a cave under the spot. If
someone built afireinit and there were crevicesin the roof leading to the surface, the smoke would
come up and the heat would melt the snow."

Frank's eyes flashed with excitement. "Great deduction, Joe!"

"I got only asfar asthecircle of stones," Joe went on. " Smoke was coming up, So I'm sure somebody
was in the cave-probably Johnny. But Hanleigh knocked me out even before | could ook for the
entrance.”

"Then he dragged you to a place where you could freeze waiting to be rescued,” Biff put in grimly.

"The mouth of the caveis probably in the cliff facel" Frank declared. He jumped up and started pulling
on hisparka. "Come on! Well surprise Johnny and bring him back here!™

"Wait!" exclamed Chet. "First lunch!”

After aquick snack, the boys headed for the cliff. On the way, Frank told his brother about the meeting
with Y ussHf.

Joewhigtled. "Hanleigh's a sharp operator, dl right. | wish | could've made him admit he was after the
medals. He was plenty upset when he found out we had the book and the coded message. I'm sure he
hasn't solved the cipher yet," Joe added.

When the boys reached open ground at the top of the cliff, they were met by anicy blast from the bay.
Frank glanced anxioudy &t the leaden sky.

"Storm coming,” he muttered.
Joe showed them the sheltered spot in the circle of stones. No smoke wasrising.
"Thefire must have gone out,” Frank commented.

"Sincethe caveisright under here," said Chet, "the way down may be nearby."



"Let'slook for footprintsleading to the edge of the cliff,” Biff suggested.
"It won't be much use," Frank said, shaking his head. "Thiswind will have svept them away."

The boys waked to the rim and |ooked down at the jumble of ice-coated crags which jutted out, hiding
the sheer wall below. Biff shivered. "One dip and goodbye, Charlie!"

"Maybe we'd better forget about it,"” Chet said hopefully.

"No," Frank answered. "If Johnny Jefferson can get down there, so can we. But we need our climbing
boots and flashlights."

"I'll go back and get them,” Chet volunteered quickly, and started towards the cabin.
"Hurry!" Frank caled after him. "It'll be dark soon."

"It'sdark in here dready,” Chet muttered as he entered the woods. He ploughed aong the trail the boys
had made earlier, wishing he had not come aone. The white woods was eerie and the pines moaned and
tossed in the wind, showering him with snow.

Once Chet put up an arm to protect hisface and ssumbled off thetrail into aclump of brush. He fought
clear, found the path again, and went on.

Suddenly the wind stopped. Startled by the silence, Chet paused.
Why did he fed hewas not aone?

As he stood, breathing heavily, he heard alow moan behind him. It roseinto aweird cry and trailed of f
into Slence.

Chet's lips opened and closed, but he made no sound. With effort he forced himself to look back. Was
there something tal and white standing against a snowy bush? As he strained to see, the thing vanished
among the trees. With ahoarse cry Chet plunged down thetrail and did not stop until hewasin the
cabin. Gasping, he locked the door and leaned againgt it.

"Can't be surel saw anything," he had to admit, alittle ashamed. "But | heard that weird cry, | know."

The thought of his companionswaiting on the cold cliff top forced Chet to gather up the boots and
flashlights and go out again. By the time he came to the end of the woods, he was red-faced from
running.

"Over herel" Frank caled, and Chet hastened aong the cliff top to where his friends were waiting.
"Fellows," he burst out, "there's another ghost herel! | saw it in the woods!™”

Joe grinned and took the equipment from his plump friend. "Grest joke, Chet, but we've heard it
before.”

"I'm not kidding! It gave aterrible-"

"Wevenotimetowaste" Frank brokein, hanging aflashlight on hisbelt. "Get your gear on." Grumbling,
Chet obeyed.

"Wethink thisisthe best place to start down," Frank told him.



Hewalked to acrevice in the cliff edge about six feet deep, and lowered himself to the bottom. From
there he stepped on to aflat icy ledge, digging in hard. Beyond it stood another jutting stone. Frank
moved ahead, and, one by one, the others followed him on rough foothol ds across the cliff:

Occasiondly they stopped and examined the rocky wall for an opening, but saw none. Once Chet
glanced towardsthe inlet and froze at the sight of the drop.

"Don't look down!" Joe shouted.

Frank, making hisway along aledge, stopped to look back at his companions. Just behind him wasa
narrow opening between the cliff and adab of rock which angled out from it. About twenty feet above,
Frank could seethe circle of stones.

"Thismay bethe cavel" he thought, and signalled to the others.

Asthey stood in aline on the ledge, he indicated the opening and gestured for sllence. Then Frank led the
way into a dark passage which opened into arock chamber, dimly lit by apile of glowing embers.

"Nobody herel" exclaimed Joe, his voice sounding hollow.

Againgt onewall was astack of cans, food boxes; and pots. Nearby lay adeeping bag, abox of tumbled
clothes, and an unlit paraffin lamp.

"Thisisthe hideout, al right,” Frank said. "Well settle down and wait for Johnny."

"It might take along time," Biff remarked.

"| doubt it," said Frank. "With a storm coming up he's probably heading for hereright now."
For awhile the boys sat in silence, then suddenly they tensed. A footstep in the passage!

Asthey scrambled to their feet, Biff sumbled over the lantern. It turned over and clattered acrossthe
stone floor. Instantly the footsteps in the passage stopped, then hurried away.

"After him!" Frank cried out. "Johnny!" he called. "Come back! We're friends!™

Asthe boys emerged from the passage they were met by roaring wind and swirling snow. Frank shouted
again, but the words were lost. Daylight was nearly gone. The boys peered back acrossthe cliff, but
therewas no sign of anyone.

Anxioudy the Hardys looked upwards. Had the boy tried to climb to the crags above the cave mouth?
"No onethere!l" said Joe.

"Don't see him here or anywherel" shouted Biff.

With sinking hearts the four looked around the cliff, each with the same unspoken fear.

Chet suggested, "Maybe he's hiding behind arock.”

"Let'shope s0," Frank thought grimly, then said doud, "No one could survive astorm on this cliff. If
Johnny's hurt or hiding, we mugt find him."

It was decided that Joe and Biff would examine the cliff from above. Frank and Chet clambered down
towards the ledge. Now and then they stopped and shouted, and looked for afigure among the crags.



But Johnny was not in sight nor did hereply.

When they reached the jutting rocks at the ledge, the boyslay down and peered over the edge. With a
gasp Frank pointed. Something white lay among the jagged rocks at the base of the cliff.

"A wreck!" Chet sad. "Anice-yacht!"”

"And theré's somebody init!" exclaimed Frank.

CHAPTER XVIII

The Crash

"SOMEBODY s hurt!" said Frank. "Come on! Let's get Joe and Biff."

He and Chet climbed to the top of the cliff, where their companions were waiting.
"Any sgn of Johnny?" Joe asked anxioudy.

Frank shook his head and breathlesdy told about the wrecked ice-yacht.

"WEell find the nearest spot we can to climb down,” said Joe.

Frank took the lead. The foursome, their flashlights turned on, plodded through the degpening dusk and
wind-whipped snow. Finally Frank stopped at the far end of the cliff, where the terrain doped more
gently. "1 think we can makeit here.”

The descent seemed interminable, since the boys had to wind their way round boulders, high drifts, and in
and out of thickly growing pines. At last they reached the shore and stepped onto theice. Facing into the
screaming wind, they headed towards the wrecked boat.

Asthe boys drew near the scene, Joe shone his beam on thetilted hull and yelled, "I1t'sthe Hawk!"
"Who'sthe man?' Biff caled asthe others rushed up.
"Hanleigh!" Frank exclamed with surprise.

Asthe Hardys and their friends carefully freed the man, he regained consciousness. Groaning loudly, he
clutched hisright leg. It did not appear broken, so the Hardys helped him to hisfeet. Hanleigh took afew
geps, then indsted hewasin too much pain to walk.

"I think it'sjust awrenched muscle," Frank muttered to Joe. "But give me ahand and well carry him.”

Making achair of their hands, Frank and Joe transported their heavy burden to the cabin, where they
settled him on the sofa. Hanleigh grimaced with pain as Biff pulled off hisboot. "l know my leg is
broken," he complained bitterly. "And | nearly frozeto desth out therel”

"Y ou had no qualms about leaving Joe to freeze in the snow this afternoon,” Frank said.

Hanleigh's only response was a prolonged groan.



"Why'd you take the Hawk out in this ssorm?" Joe asked. "Y ou must have been desperate to pay us
another visit! And in agtolen boet at that."

"I only borrowed that old boat," Hanleigh growled.
"Weknow that isn't true," Frank retorted.

Hanleigh raised hishead to glare a the boys. "Cut it out!" he snarled. "Can't you see I'min terrible pain?
Y ou'd better get me to adoctor fast!”

"That's out of the question,” Frank said, "until the orm letsup.”

The boys exchanged uneasy glances. They redlized that the violence of the sorm aso made it impossible
to search for Johnny Jefferson.

"Hanleigh,” Joe said sharply, "it'shigh time you levelled with us. Have you seen Johnny Jefferson on this
idand?'

"I don't know what you're talking about."

Frank described the boy. "Now what about it? Have you seen him?'

"No," barked Hanleigh. "I've seen nobody, but-" He broke off and looked uneasy.
"But ghosts?" Joe asked with agrin.

"You think it'sfunny?Y oull find out!"

"Weve dready caught the spook in the attic,” said Biff. "It was the wind blowing over alemonade
bottle.

At thelook of astonishment on Hanleigh'sface, the boys laughed. "Let medone!" he burst out. "I don't
want to talk."

Hewould say no more, but ate greedily of the hearty supper which Chet prepared. He maintained a
stubborn silence, refusing to answer further questions put to him by the young deuths.

The Hardyslearned nothing from him about hisinterest in the firgplace or his meetingswith Y ussef. The
boys noticed, however, that his eyestravelled frequently to the chimney.

Findly theinjured man fell into adeep deep. "At least he can't escape,” Joe remarked. "Too bad we
can't get someinformation out of him."

"There's one thing we can do," Frank said in alow tone. "Break that code.”

The boys hurried into the kitchen, and Joe closed the door. They settled down at the table with pencil
and paper, the notebook turned open to the page bearing the cryptic letters. Soon dl four became
obliviousto the sorm'sincreasing fury asthey concentrated on the task.

Suddenly Frank exclaimed, "I think the first and second words are 'Cabin Idand'!"
"How canyou tell?' Chet asked.
"The number of |etters are the same,” Frank pointed to the HIOSW and SHRIWN of the code.

"Look. Thewords cabin and idand both contain A, |, and N. So, the letter Jstands for A, Sfor |, and



WisN."
"Terrific!" Joeexclamed. "Then, HisC, OisB, RequalsL, and N sandsfor D."
"Let'stry tofind thekey," said Frank. "I'll set up the dphabet.” The others watched intently as he wrote:

ABCDEFGHIIKLMNOPQRSTUVWXY Z
JOHN S RW H

"John Sparewd|!" Joe burst out. "But what does H stand for?"

"Houseman, maybe," Frank replied. "Try that. Thereé'sacommain the cipher,” he added. "It may stand
for R"

"John Paul Sparewell, Houseman," Joe read. "That's the key. Now subgtitute those |etters for the onesin
the code.”

Frank printed rapidly and held up the result:

HIOSW SHRIVW HLSEWPA RPAO
CABI N | SLAND CH MNEY LEFT

A, EWO WBWP APPO LSUL
FRONT NI NE FEET H GH

"Wevegot it!" Joe shouted exultantly.

"But," sad Biff, "weve gone over dl the chimney stones.”

"Remember, therésan inner lining," Frank pointed out. "As soon asthefire dies down, well check.”
"Y ou think Hanleigh deciphered the code?' Chet asked.

"No," Frank replied. "Otherwise he wouldn't have been so eager to recover the notebook.”

"I'd ill liketo know how he got hishandson it,” said Biff. "Did he stedl it from John Sparewel |?"

"I don't know," Joereplied, "but | vote we zero in on the meda's pronto.”

The boys discussion was broken off by asigna for silence from Frank, who pointed to the door.

From the other side came the sound of creaking of floorboards. Swiftly the Hardys scooped up the
notebook and the papers and hid them in a cupboard. Then Frank and Joe went over and pushed open
the door a crack.

They peered out and saw Hanleigh limping to the fireplace. He pulled aside the guard from the fire, now
burning low, took apoker and thrust it up ingde the chimney.

"Bet he was eavesdropping,” Joe muttered.

"Well, the code directions won't do him much good without tools,” said Frank, and stepped into the living
room.

"Looking for something, Mr Hanleigh? Glad to see your leg is better.”

The big blond man wheeled, hisface purple with rage. "I'm sick of being hounded by you pests. I'll fix
you-"



Hanleigh lunged forward, brandishing the poker, but tripped on arug and went sprawling. The poker
flew from hishands. Quickly Frank retrieved it.

"I wouldn't try that again,” Joe said in warning tones as Chet and Biff rushed in.

Scowling, Hanleigh dragged himself over to the sofaand sank down heavily. "All right, al right. | wasjust
going to stir up thefire," he mumbled. "It's cold asan iceberg in here.”

The boys had to agree, because the wind had risen to great velocity and gusts shook the cabin. Icy
draughts seeped benegath the outside door and the windows were haf covered by driving snow.

"Maybe I'd better stoke thefire," Chet said.
Joe nudged him. "L ater. We have something to do first."
Chet grinned. "That'sright. Well, I can turn out asnack, anyway. That'll warm us."

The stout boy headed for the kitchen, but the next instant stopped in histracks as a shrieking blast of
wind struck the front window full force.

With aloud crash the entire pane shattered inwards. The freezing wind roared insde, knocking over dl
the ail lamps. Fireflared dong the spilled fud and Joe legped forward, flailing at the flames with his
parka.

Hanleigh rolled off the couch as histerror-stricken voice shrilled through the darkness. " Get me out of
herel Thewhole placeisgoing to collapse. I'll bekilled!"

CHAPTER XIX

A Frightened T hief

"QUICK! Into the kitchen!" Frank ordered. "Grab the parkas!" Hanleigh limped out hastily and the
othersfollowed. Having smothered the flames, Joe entered last and locked the door.

Their prisoner sprawled onto achair and listened apprehensively to the roaring wind. "I never heard
anything so bad before. What're we going to do?"

"Stick it out," Frank replied coolly. He eyed the rattling window over the sink. "We'd better board that
up,” he said, "and the onesin the bedrooms, too. Come on! We can rip up some of thisflooring.”

Chet brought two hammers, some nails, and a crowbar from the toolbox. For half an hour the sound of
ripping boards and hammering could be heard through the noise of the storm.

Asthefour boysworked, they saw that the snow had drifted dmost to the tops of the windows. Their
thoughts went again to Johnny Jefferson.

Frank visudized the boy lying injured behind acrag on theicy cliff. "Joe," he said quietly, "as soon asthe
wind lets up we must go looking for him again.”

His brother nodded. "1 know."



When everyone gathered in the kitchen once more, Chet said, "'l think we'd better fill the wood box and
bring in some extralogs. If the drifts get any higher, we won't be able to open the back door.”

He put on his parka, took aflashlight, and plunged outside.

Suddenly there was loud pounding on the door. Joe looked surprised. "What's he doing back so soon?”
Biff opened the door and Chet fairly fel insde.

"The ghost!" he gasped. "'In thewoodshed!" The boys stared at their trembling chum in amazement.

"l guess he'snot kidding," said Frank. "There's something out there. Come on, Joe!™

The Hardys stepped out and trudged through Chet's tracks to the woodshed.

Frank pulled the door open and flashed hislight insde. Cowering in the corner was awhite turbaned
figurel

"Yuss=f!1" Joe exclamed.

But amoment later he saw that he was mistaken, as Frank pulled the white-robed figure of ayoung boy
to hisfeet. Johnny Jefferson!

The Hardys knew him ingtantly from the photograph Mr Jefferson had given them. But he was more
sturdy and better looking than they had imagined.

"Good grief!" Joe exclaimed. "What are you doing here?!
"Quick, into the cabin!" Frank commanded.

Wordlesdy, the boy stumbled ahead of them towards the kitchen. Biff, Chet, and Hanleigh looked up in
astonishment asthetrio entered.

"Here'syour ghost, Chet,” said Joe. "Johnny Jefferson. That'sright, isn't it?" Johnny nodded, a frightened
look on hisface.

Chet found hisvoice. "Y ou must be frozen, Johnny. Get some soup.”

"Thanks." The boy removed the turban and the white robe. Underneath he wore a heavy jacket, ski
pants, and climbing boots.

"Who areyou?" he asked the boys, then nodded toward Hanleigh, "Friends of his?'

"Certainly not," said Frank. He introduced everyone and explained why they were on theidand.
Johnny looked at them anxioudy for amoment, then said, "Okay. I'll buy that.”

"Good. Mr Jefferson sure will be relieved to hear you're okay," Frank said.

Then Johnny turned to Hanleigh. "Y ou lied to me," he burst out. ™Y ou promised to teach meto bea
detective, s0 | could find my grandfather's medals. But | know now you wanted them for yoursdlf.”

Hanleigh pretended he was not listening.

"Sit down and egt, Johnny," said Chet, serving asteaming bowl of soup. " Cheese sandwiches coming
up."



Thelad broke into asmile. "Gee, thanks." He began esting hungrily. "1 thought you fellows were working
with Hanleigh," he said, between bites. "So | decided to play ghost and scare you off. | got the ideafrom
somebody elsein awhite robe and turban who was prowling around here and scared Chet." He glanced
at Chet. "I'm sorry. That howl in the woods redlly shook you!™

As Chet grinned, Johnny could not repress a chuckle. "Thetrick worked so well that | decided to scare
Hanleigh, but | couldn't find him. When | got back to my cave | heard anoiseingde, so | ran away."

"Wheredid you hide?' Frank asked.

"Inacrevice | knew about in the rocks above the passage. Later | saw you hunting for me, but | kept out
of aght.”

"Suppose you sart from the beginning,” Frank said. "How did you get mixed up with Hanleigh?"*

"Wadll, one day last summer when Gramp was in Europe, Hanleigh came to the house to see him about
buying Cabin Idand. Our housekeeper sent Hanleigh away, but some loose pagesfdll out of a notebook
hewas carrying.”

"And you found them?" Frank asked.

"That's right. There was amap of thisidand and a plan of the cabin. Next time he came to the house |
gave him the papers he had logt. | questioned him, too.”

Hanleigh looked up. "I thought he knew something about the value of the medas so | kidded him aong.
Turned out he didn't know anything.”

After afew more bites Johnny continued:

"At first | believed Mr Hanleigh was a detective and when | got back to school | wrote to him severa
times, but he didn't answer. | began to suspect that he wastrying to find the meda s for himsalf. About
two weeks before Christmas | ran away from school and came to Cabin Idand to seeif Hanleigh was
here. | hoped | could find Gramp's medals mysdif.”

"He'sworried about you," Frank said. ™Y ou should have seen hisface when we gave him that model you
carved. We found it by the boathouse.”

Johnny looked concerned. "I didn't mean to worry Gramp. I'm glad he liked the carving. | carved it to
passtimein the cave. | wondered wherel'd lost it."

"You've been living in thet cave dl thistime?' Chet asked.

"No. At firgt | lived herein the cabin, but when Hanleigh started coming around, | moved out fast. | had a
key and came back for acouple of blankets." Asto the cave, Johnny said he had played init for years,
but had kept its location a secret.

"What about the letter from Texas you wrote your grandfather?' Joe asked.

Johnny smiled. "I read about that trick in a detective Sory. | sent theletter to afriend of minein Texas
and asked him to mail it - and not to tell anyone. | was afraid Gramp might suspect | was here at Cabin
Idand and would send his detectives after me."

As Johnny finished, the wind suddenly shrieked and a strong draught made the oil lamp flicker. Hanleigh
turned pale.



"If thiskeegps up,” Frank said, "well haveto dig our way out. It'sgoing to be rough.”

"But | can't do that!" Hanleigh exclaimed. "I'm hurt! And I'll dieif you leave me here done!™
Joe looked disgusted. "We'd send somebody back for you, of course.”

Hanleigh's eyesfilled with suspicion. "No you won't. Why should you? What'sin it for you?"'

As Biff was about to retort, Frank winked at him and shook hisheed. "I'll tell youwhat'sinit for us,
Hanleigh,” he said, assuming ahard tone. "Information! Y ou tell usyour whole story and | promise youll
be rescued.”

The man looked up in rdlief. "Now you're talking my language. It'saded. Herel" With trembling fingers
he pulled along envelope from his pocket and shoved it across the table. "Read this."

Frank reached into the envelope and took out a document and aletter. He scanned the document first.

"Good grief! ThisisJohn Sparewel'slast will and testament!” Frank exclaimed. "Hanleigh is his nephew
and soleherr.”

"Sparewd | dead!" Johnny said sadly. "When did that happen?
"Last soring,” Hanleigh volunteered. "Now read the letter from my uncl€s lawyer."

Frank did so. "Thisletter,” hetold his companions, "which isdated last April, explainsthat Sparewdll
stole the medd collection when he was pressed for funds. Then he redlized that no dedler would touch
it

Hanleigh interrupted. "Uncle John never tried to find a private outlet for the medas, theway | did.”
"On his deathbed," Frank went on, "he requested that his nephew return the collection to Mr Jefferson.”
"Why didn't hedo it himsdlf, earlier?' Chet asked Hanleigh.

"Because he was chicken, that's why. Uncle John was afraid old man Jefferson would try to bring him to
justice. He wanted the medalsto bein an absolutely secret place, so he thought of this cabin. On one of
Jefferson'strips my uncle spent aweekend hiding the collection out herein the chimney lining. But & the
time he didn't tell mewhere," Hanleigh complained. "The next | heard about the collection was when he
died and | came into possession of the notebook with a clue to thisidand and the secret code.”

"Wasit part of your tape measure we found in the chimney?' Frank asked.
Hanleigh nodded. "I guessed the medaswere in there or the fireplace, but | couldn't crack the code.”

"We know it was you who ransacked Mr Jefferson's house a Christmas,” Joe said. "Y ou're wanted by
the Bayport police.”

"l wasafool!" Hanleigh confessed. "I thought maybe the old man had found the medas and was keeping
them in the house"

"After you stole our food,” Biff said, "where did you go? We scoured theidand for you."

"I walked back to the mainland road and hitched alift to Bayport. Those two young punkswith the
ice-yacht ran out on me."



"l guessit was you who camein here the other night,” Chet spoke up. "Y ou knew we were here. Why
didyouriskit?'

"I had afedling you were getting close to where the treasure was hidden,” Hanleigh replied. "'l wanted to
find out if you were searching the chimney, and aso to retrieve the notebook. It's rightfully mine. | figured
you'd al be adeep.”

Johnny sighed. Joeflung aquizzical look at the boy. "What's the matter?”

"We dtill haven't solved the main part of the mystery. Nobody knows for sure where the medadsare.”
Johnny added wistfully, "And | did so want to find them for Gramp.™

Joe grinned. "I've got newsfor you, Johnny - we've cracked the code.”
Asthe boy exclamed in ddight, Hanleigh groaned and put his head on the table.
"As soon asthe sorm dies down, well start hunting,” Frank said. "I the collection is here, well find it."

They remained in the kitchen for warmth and managed to snatch a couple of hours deep. Therest of the
night passd fitfully.

Shortly after daybresk, Frank awoke and stretched his aching muscles. Noticing that the wind had
abated, he opened the door to the big room. Things were topsy-turvy and under ablanket of snow. "The
fireplace of the chimney first," he thought. Returning to the kitchen, he awakened the others. "Rise and
shine, fellows! We have some treasure hunting to do, remember 7'

After aquick breskfast, Frank said, "Joe - Biff, how about giving me aboost up the fireplace chimney?*
Frank turned on hisflashlight and started to crawl

into thefireplace.

At that moment the front door burst open. Two men stepped in.

"Holdit!" said asharp voice. "Y ou're under arrest! All of you!™

CHAPTER XX
The Hazardous Sear ch

WHIRLING in astonishment, the boys saw two sternfaced harbour policemen striding towards them
through the debrisin theliving-room.

The Hardys recognized them as Lieutenant Daey and Officer Thorne.
"We'retaking you dl into custody!" barked Daey. "Where's the stolen ice-yacht?!

At that moment Hanleigh appeared at the kitchen door. "What's going on?" he asked, then gasped at the
sight of the policemen. Despite hisinjured leg, he bolted for the back door.



Frank and Joe dashed forward and seized him. "Here'syour thief, Lieutenant Daley,” Joe said asthey
hustled the big man into the living-room.

The officer stared, astonished, upon recognizing the brothers. "The Hardyd" Ddey exclamed. "Didn't
know you &t firgt. You al look alittle beat up.”

Joe introduced the others. "Weve been roughing it and trying to solve a couple of mysteries.”
"They solved them, too,” Chet put in proudly.

Johnny Jefferson stepped forward. "That'strue,” he said. "Frank and Joe and their pals have been
working on acase for my grandfather, Elroy Jefferson.”

"Then you must be Johnny Jefferson!” Lieutenant Daley exclaimed.
"Y es, the Hardys found me.”
"Well, I'll be afrozen rookie!" Officer Thorne burst out. "Weve been on the lookout for you!™

"Leaveit totheHardys," said Daey, tilting back his hat and scratching his head. "A couple of chips off
the old block. How's your dad?"

"Fine" Frank replied, then told their story which included the wrecking of the Hawk. Handcuffs were
snapped on Hanleigh.

"You can't takemetojail," heargued. "I'm asick man.”
"Youll betaken care of," Daley sad firmly.
"By theway," Joe spoke up, "who accused us of gedling theice-yacht?'

Lieutenant Daey explained that an anonymous phone cdl to headquarters had reported the theft, and
revealed that the culprits were hiding on Cabin Idand.

"Ike or Tad madethat call, no doubt," Frank said.
Biff grinned. "Those two would be burned up if they knew they'd done us afavour tipping off the police.”
Chet gave awry chuckle. "Those guyswill have ared surprise when they seethe Hawk."

Daey added, "We didn't want to bother Mr Jefferson until we found out what was going on here, so we
camedraight over."

Hanleigh declared he was unable to walk. The police were unsympathetic. "Y ou seemed to manage okay
when you weretrying to get away," Ddey said. " So you certainly can hike across the cove to where our
squad car is parked.”

The lieutenant smiled at Johnny. "WEell tell your grandfather you're safe and in good hands."

Johnny pleaded that he himsdlf wished to surprise his grandfather. "Besides, | want to take him his
medals. | know the Hardys can find them."

"Well giveit agood try," Frank promised.

The two policemen agreed to keep the secret, and | eft with their prisoner, who complained bitterly ashe
was escorted from the cabin.



Without further delay the boys gathered round the hearth. "Now for the rosewood box!" exclaimed Joe,
and went for ametal tape measure he had seen in the toolbox.

"What do you look for first?" Biff asked.

"A loose stone, nine feet up the front," Frank replied. He ducked into the soot-blackened fireplace and
stood up. "Lucky it'sawide chimney," he remarked, picking up hisflashlight. "Well, here goes. Givemea
boost, somebody."

Biff crouched down in the fireplace and Frank sat astride his broad shoulders. Slowly Biff stood up,
grasping hisfriend'slegs. Frank unwound the tape, and with the aid of hisflashlight, found the nine-foot
level. He marked this off with chak and handed the tape to Biff.

Then Frank began testing the stonesin order from right to left. All felt tightly in place, but suddenly Frank
touched ajoint of cement which crumbled benesth hisfingers.

"Thislooks much lighter in colour,” he observed, "asif too much sand was used in the mix."
"Any luck?' cam Joe's eager voice from below.

"Not yet. But I've come across something | want to investigate.”

"Need help?'

"Y ou can hold thislight."

Joe squirmed in beside Biff and took the flashlight from his brother. Frank drew out his penknife and
inserted the blade tip into the cement, which surrounded alarge oblong stone. The substance fdll off
readily. Frank then grasped the rock and pulled hard. It gave alittle.

"Hey!" exclamed Joe. "What's cooking?'

"I'm not sure," Frank replied, "but I've just dug out some cement | think was mixed by an amateur.”
"Sparewd|?'

"Y es. He must have cemented the back of thisrock, though. | need alever."

"Hold on. I'll get something.”

Joe hurried to bring the chisdl. Frank placed it beneath the rock and worked the tool up and down.
Findly the big stone moved. Now Frank used the chisel on both sides, prying the rock loose till more.
Again he pulled hard on it. Thistime the stone came out in his hands. Quickly he gave it to Joe, who
beamed the light upwards into the space. Frank saw that his guess had been correct! Working carefully,
he succeeded in extracting along, flat box.

"I'vefound it!" he gasped.

Frank scrambled down from Biff's shoulders and the trio emerged from the fireplace with sooty grins of
triumph. Breathless, Frank flipped open the catch and raised the lid. Set in velvet was an array of
handsome, gleaming medad

For amoment all the boys stared at the treasure, then Chet exclaimed, "Wow! They're real beauties!"

Biff pounded the Hardys on the back while Johnny burst out, "Frank and Joe, you're the world's greatest



detectived™

Hisface shining with joy, he urged that they return to Bayport immediately. "I can't wait to give the
medalsto Gramp."

"We ought to clean up some of this damage beforewe go," Frank said.

"Chet and | will take care of that,” Biff volunteered. "WEell board up the broken window and sweep out
the snow and debris.”

Frank grinned. "Okay, then. As soon as Joe and | wash this chimney dirt off and change clothes, well hit
theroad.”

"1 wish we could whiz homein your ice-yacht," Johnny said, "but it'simpossible with al that snow.”
"WEelIl come back for the Seagull whentheiceisclear,” said Joe. "You canrideinit then."

In ashort time the Hardys were trudging across the cove with Johnny between them, clutching the
rosewood box.

On the main road they hitched aride to the Hardy boathouse. The trio were just about to climb into the
convertible when Joe spotted afamiliar car pulling into the parking area.

"It'sDad!" he exclaimed. The boys hurried to meet Mr Hardy.

Theinvestigator smiled broadly upon being introduced to Johnny Jefferson and learning of the successful
outcome of the Cabin Idand mystery. "Great work!" he praised his sons, and added, "I'll confess|'ve
been uneasy ever since | sent that message and | eft you the note at home. So when | returned today |
decided to go to theidand, even if | had to hike!"

"Y ou wereright, Dad, about Hanleigh. He was out to get us," Frank declared. "Where did you learn
about him?"

"| asked Chief Collig to brief me on the Christmas night bresk-in at Mr Jefferson's” Mr Hardy explained.
"Shortly after you boys had left on your camping trip, the fingerprint report came back. So | hurried to
the dock here, hoping one of your friendswould give me alift.

"Just then | saw an ice-yacht put in by our boathouse. | recognized the Nash and Carson boys aboard
and soon redlized the big blond man with them was Hanleigh. They were talking loudly about you and
made some pretty nasty threats. They were gone before | could nab Hanleigh mysdlf.”

"So you sent Mack Maoneto warn us” Joe said.

"Right," hisfather replied. He had alerted Chief Collig and the Bayport squad had been on the lookout
for Hanleigh. "He was a crafty customer with that ice-yacht,” Mr Hardy said, "and gave everybody the
dip until you fdlowsnailed him."

The famous detective aso told the boys that before leaving home he had received directly from Chief
Colligword of Hanleigh's arrest. The prisoner had made aforma confession-to taking the Hawk,
breaking into Mr Jefferson’s house, and scheming to steal the medals. "He aso admitted the attack on
Joe," Mr Hardy Concluded.

"What about ke and Tad?' Frank asked solemnly. "They won't be charged as accomplices, since they
did not know what Hanleigh was up to," Mr Hardy replied.



"But twice those two tried to wreck our boat,” Joe said hotly. "And they accused us of stealing the
Hawk!"

"I know," said Mr Hardy. "But both say they were only joking. Don't worry," the detective added with a
grin, "Chief Collig gavethem a gtiff lecture. They won't dare get out of linefor along time.”

Frank smiled. "Anyway, they'll be too busy repairing their ice-yacht to make any moretrouble.’
A short time | ater the Hardys and Johnny stood at the front door of the Jefferson home.
AsFrank reached towards the doorbell, Johnny cried out, "Wait! I-I can't goin! Gramp will be angry!"

"No, helll be happy to seeyou,” Frank reassured the younger boy. "Besides, you have a surprise for him,
remember?’

Johnny gazed a the rosewood box he held tightly and smiled. "Y oureright.”

Frank rang the bell. When Mr Jefferson answered, he stared at his grandson increduloudly. "Johnny!" The
old man'svoicerang with joy.

The Hardys stood by beaming as they witnessed the happy reunion. It was not until they were seated that
Mr Jefferson became aware of the box Johnny carried.

Mr Jefferson was so overcome with emotion that it was severa moments before he could speak. He
turned to Frank and Joe.

"How hasdl this happened?' he asked, taking the box and opening thelid.

Asthe young deuths and Johnny rapidly recited the amazing events, Mr Jefferson sat back in the crimson
velvet chair, stroking the medas and looking affectionately at Johnny. "Wait until my detectives hear of
your success, Frank and Joe. They'll be thunderstruck!”

Johnny said admiringly, "I'd sure like to learn from the Hardys how to solve mysteried”
Mr Jefferson eyed his grandson proudly. "I underestimated you, son. Y ou can take care of yoursdf."

Johnny beamed, then said worriedly, "Y ou should see the cabin, Gramp. The storm did alot of
damage.”

"No matter," replied the old man. "WEell sart repairs and improvements this spring.” He turned to the
Hardys. "l want you both to fed freeto stay on theidand any time you wish to. Johnny and | are going
there as soon as possible together - that is, if helll take me along when he gets his new ice-yacht.”

"Gramp! Do you mean it?"
"Indeed | do! Since my ride in the Seagulll, I've been looking forward to another spin ontheice.”

Frank and Joe exchanged amiles. Mr Jefferson was not so oldfashioned after al! Their deuthing had
done something to change his attitude. The young detectives did not know that events were aready
occurring which would soon involve them in another chalenging case, The Mark on the Door.

Mr Jefferson added, "I intend to present the Shah's medd to Y ussef. But firg-" Helifted two handsome
pieces from the box and said to the Hardys, "'l wish to give you each aremembrance, in gratitude.”

"Thank you, Sir, but we can't accept,” Frank protested. "They're too vauable.”



"Besides, we've had our reward returning Johnny and the medalsto you," Joe added.

Mr Jefferson smilingly insisted, "These are rightfully yours. Remember, their purposeisto reward
exceptiona merit and courage. No one ever earned them more than you Hardy boys!"



