
        
            
        
    
The wild automobile swerved onto the sidewalk!
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[bookmark: _Toc37401111]CHAPTER I - A Graveyard Flight
“Wow! What a perfect evening,” exclaimed Joe, slowly walking down the sidewalk. Both his brothers and their dates joined him.  “You said it,” announced Peter, “This was a great idea, Callie.”
Callie Shaw, Frank’s guest for the evening who had suggested they walk and enjoy the pleasant weather, smiled at the compliment.  The group was returning from the Bayport Cinema on an unseasonably warm October night.
Dark haired Frank, 18 and the elder of the group was joined by his brothers: Peter and Joe.  Brown haired, with a full goatee, 18 year-old Peter was walking with his favorite date, Sarah Hooper. Blond haired, 17 year-old Joe was walking beside Iola Morton.
Iola’s portly brother, and the Hardy’s best friend, Chet Morton had tagged along with the group and was walking in the rear.  “This Indian Summer weather can’t last much longer. Pretty soon it’ll be time for sleet and snow.” Chet said in hushed tones.  “Leave it up to you to find fault with anything,” chuckled Joe, “what are you whispering for, anyway? The movie’s over.” The group of teenagers was passing through a thinly developed area of Bayport on their way back to the Hardy home. An imposing stone wall flanked one side of the sidewalk.  Chet nervously explained, “Didn’t you know?
That’s the graveyard just over that wall.” Everyone suppressed a laugh. They were all familiar wit h Chet’s dislike for the spooky old cemetery grounds, especially at night.  “Well, Chet, why don’t we jus. . .” Frank ended his comment in mid sentence. Peter had stopped walking and stood with his head cocked to the side, as if earnestly listening for something. Everyone turned to look at him.  “What is it, Peter? What are you doing?” “I thought I heard voices, or something, coming from inside the cemetery.”
Everyone waited for a moment, straining his or her ears in the direction of the graveyard.  After a moment they were getting ready to give up when the unmistakable sounds of men’s voices drifted over the wall. Intermingled with the voices was what sounded suspiciously like digging. Chet seemed to have gone pale.  Callie was tightly grip ping Frank’s arm as she asked, “What is that? What’s going on in there?” Frank shook his head, not knowing himself, and motioned for everyone to be quiet.  Joe whispered, “I can’t make out what they’re saying. Where’s the entrance gat e located?” “It’s just a block ahead, but it’ll be locked this time of night.” Frank replied. Quietly he decided, “Peter, Joe, lets go take a look and see just exactly what’s happening in there. Chet, you and the girls stay here and keep an eye out while we’re gone. We should be back in just a few minutes.”
Chet looked like he was getting ready to argue but Joe silenced him with a grin, explaining, “Hey, don’t worry. It’s probably nothing at all, but we’ve got to check it out just to make sure.  Anyway, you shouldn’t be worried, you get to stay out here.”
A moment later the trio had hoisted themselves up to the top of the stone wall.  “Be careful!” Chet whispered to them as they quietly slipped over the other side and out of view.
There was a thick screen of pine trees lining the other side of the wall. The Hardys quietly made their way to the outer edge, hidden from view within the reaching branches of a particularly large tree. What they saw as they looked out across the graveyard shocked all three of the boys. Just ahead, the dull orange glow from a flickering lamp silhouetted two surly men who seemed to be shoveling dirt back into an open grave!
The three boys exchanged wide-eyed glances with each other as Joe hissed, “Graverobbers!” The two men were rhythmically throwing dirt back into the grave, and seemed very near to completing their gristly task.
Joe, leaning forward on a branch, was straining to hear what they were saying.  The light wind that was blowing slowly changed direction and the thieves’ voices floated softly to the boys on the cool evening breeze.
The shorter of the duo seemed to mutter something to which the other man replied, “Yeah, we sure turned up a brick this time!” Both men seemed to find this quite amusing and stopped shoveling for a moment while they laughed.
Suddenly, the thin branch Joe had been leaning against gave way with a loud snap, and he fell forward out of the sheltering pines and into the open.
The robbers both stopped laughing and instantly spun around in shock. There was a moment’s pause as everyone was surprised by the sudden event. The two men were the first to recover from the shock and, seeing only one person on the ground, they boldly advanced, brandishing their shovels.
“Well, lookie’ here, Sammy, we got us a snoop!” the taller of the duo muttered through a menacing grin.
Joe scrambled to his feet and Peter and Frank moved forward from their hiding place to stand at his side.
The men were apparently unready to deal with the new odds of three-to-one and stopped their bold advance. Frank opened his mouth to begin questioning them but before he could even say anything the shorter man threw his shovel straight at the boys’ heads!
The Hardys swiftly ducked the shovel in unison as it whistled dangerously close overhead. When they had regained their feet the two thieves were sprinting in the opposite direction.
Without even thinking, the boys took of like marathon runners and began chasing them through the vast cemetery.
Joe was the swiftest of the three and he pulled into the lead. As the wild chase continued the boys seemed to be gaining on the two men.
Weaving in and out of gravest ones and crypts, the fleet-footed thieves tried to put as many obstacles between themselves and their pursuers as possible. Headstones and statuettes flew by them in a blur as they worked their way deep into the graveyard.
Joe was nearing the taller of the men and tried to hurtle over a vertical headstone to close the gap, but his foot caught on the top of the massive stone and he was catapulted to the ground with a loud “Oomph!”
Frank slowed in order to help his brother up, and Peter kept up the chase, rounding the headstone instead of jumping it.  The two men had used the unfortunate event to their advantage and widened the gap between themselves and Peter. Suddenly, they changed direction as if on cue and made for a particularly old and weatherworn crypt. Peter was able to angle towards the stone crypt and began to close in on the thieves. He saw the two men pound around the corner of the structure and disappear from view. With each breath starting to burn in his tired lungs he was desperate to catch one of the men. Recklessly he poured on his last reserves of speed and rounded the structure at a breakneck pace.
Suddenly, a shovel was swung from one of the robbers who was lying in wait around the side of the structure. It was aimed straight at Peter’s head!

[bookmark: _Toc37401112]CHAPTER II - Unexpected Danger
Peter Hardy instantly dropped his legs out from under him, trying to fall beneath the arc of the well-aimed spade. He was only partially successful.
Instead of smashing into his face, as it was intended, the shovel dealt a glancing blow to his forehead. The force of the spade, combined with Peter’s speed, made even the indirect hit a jolting one. Pain exploded in Peter’s skull, everything went black, and he crashed to the ground! His momentum rolled his limp form several yards away from the crypt.  When he finally started to come to a moment later he saw two blurry shapes kneeling over him. Fearing that it was the grave-robbers getting ready to finish him off, Peter weakly thrashed about, trying in vain to escape.
Joe’s voice came to him through the ringing in his ears, “Hey! Hey! Calm down. It’s me and Frank.”
The other two Hardy boys were kneeling over their brother, trying to comfort him. When his head had finally cleared enough to stand, Frank helped him to his feet.
“Man, what a headache!” Peter hissed through clenched teeth.
“You sure took a wallop that time!” Joe announced, grinning now that he saw his brother was going to be all right.
“Yeah, be sure and report that collision to the insurance company” Frank jested, lightly patting his brother on the back. Despite the throbbing pain in his forehead, even Peter managed to join in laughing.
Holding a handkerchief as a bandage to his forehead, he finally managed to ask, “What happened to the gruesome duo, did they get away?”
“Oh, yeah.” frank announced, still chuckling, “They circled back over the stone wall just after clobbering you.” He quickly turned sober as he looked back in the direction of the defiled grave.
“I wonder why anyone would do such a horrible thing? What could be so valuable that they would dig up a grave to get at it?” The boys had no answer to Frank’s query and slowly walked their way back to the disturbed grave to look for clues. Peter sat on a flat gravestone massaging his head as Frank and Joe expertly conducted their search. Soon Frank rose to his feet with a shout, holding a torn scrap of paper in his hands. “Looks like one of those guys dropped something.”
Joe and Peter moved to his side and examined the clue. Much to their disappointment, the paper was just the top corner of what seemed to be a very old newspaper. The only words on it were RT TIMES.
“Looks like an old piece of trash to me,” said Joe. Peter nodded in silent agreement. After his initial excitement had worn off Frank agreed that they were probably right. He still decided to keep the scrap anyway and folded it into his back pocket.
Peter announced that he was feeling much better now that he had a chance to sit for a few minutes. His brothers agreed that he looked normal again, although a large lump had since risen on his forehead.
“Let’s head back to Chet and the girls. We’re already supposed to be home by now.” Frank announced.
“Wait’ll Sarah gets a look at your new goose egg, Pete!”
The trio made their way back over the wall and rejoined their friends. After all the recent events had been recounted to the others, and everyone had gotten a good look at Peter’s bruise they continued their walk home.
Frank thought that the two men might have jumped the wall near where Chet and the girls were standing and he queried them about it.  Their friends said that they hadn’t seen anybody do so.
“Although, “Callie started, “two men did walk by a few minutes ago. If they had jumped the wall further down, we wouldn’t have seen them do it in the dark.”
Since the Hardy’s hadn’t gotten a good look at the surly men, nobody could be sure it had been them.
After they returned to the Hardy’s two-story house everyone said their good-byes and piled into Chet’s old jalopy, which he had lovingly named the Queen. Chet backed the dilapidated car out of the driveway and drove away with a loud bang causing the boys to flinch.  “Of all the things to surprise us tonight, “Joe quipped, “Chet’s car backfiring should have been the last!”
When they entered the house their parents were already coming down the stairs to greet them.
Their Mother, Laura, was a thin, attractive woman. Although she worried about the dangers her three boys often faced, she had great confidence in their ability. She let out a gasp as she saw the welt on Peter’s head. As she went into the kitchen to get some ice for the wound, the boys sat in the living room with their father and told their frightening tale.
Their father was no stranger to mysteries, having served with distinction as a detective on the New York Police force. Fenton Hardy had sense retired from the force and now worked as a private detective.
When the boys had finished recounting their evenings adventures Fenton let out a low whistle. “Sounds like the walk home was more exciting than the movie! I tend to lean towards Frank’s theory; it was probably just someone having a prank. Remember, Halloween is just a few days away.”
He did agree, though, that it could have been something more than that.
“I’ve never read any reports of any graverobbery around here, but there’s always a first time. You boys should go and search the area during the day tomorrow, you might be able to discover more about what actually occurred.” “Anyway,’ he began, rising from his chair, “as Peter seems to be recovering well, Laura and I need to go and finish packing for our vacation tomorrow. Well be getting some sleep soon before our trip and I suggest you boys do the same. You’ve had an eventful night, and you’ll be having a busy day tomorrow.”
Laura stood up with him and too headed towards the stairs. She suddenly stopped and turned to remind the boys, “Don’t forget to pick up Gertrude at the train station after school tomorrow.”
Their father nodded in agreement, adding with a wink,” Remember, she’s in charge of the house while your mother and I are away. You boys do as she says!”
When their parents had ascended the stairs to the second floor Joe let out a suppressed groan.  Frank acted like he was reassuring him as Peter whispered, “Somehow, that didn’t make my headache any better.”
The next morning started early for the three brothers as they drove their parents to the train station. Once all the baggage had been loaded they waved goodbye and drove their convertible on to school.
The warm weather was still holding strong making Joe announce, “I bet Chet’ll be disappointed, neither sleet nor snow in sight!” That reminded the trio that Chet was celebrating his birthday that evening and they were to help throw a surprise party for him at his house.
“Wow, I almost forgot all about that,” Peter admitted, “We’ll have to put off searching the graveyard until after the part y.” “There should still be plenty of daylight for both.” Frank replied. “Besides, this way we’ll get the chance to invite Chet to come search the cemetery wit h us!”
The three brothers were still laughing heartily when they pulled into school.
Classes passed by quickly that day, as the boys’ minds were really focused on the frightening events of the night before. Once school had let out the three returned to their car and drove off to the train station.  On the way Peter pulled one of the Hardy’s disguise kits from the glove compartment and began searching through it. Joe gave him a perplexed glanced and asked, “What’s that for?” In reply Peter pointed to his forehead where the swelling of the night before had gone down, leaving a reddish bruise. He gingerly began to apply some flesh colored makeup from the kit to the irritated skin explaining, “If we don’t want Aunt Gertrude to put us under house arrest, I’d better hide this particular red badge of courage!” Fenton’s unmarried sister often visited the Hardy home for extended periods of time. She was a peppery old lady who often chastised the boys for the trouble their investigations led to.  Although she could wield a sharp tongue she was secretly proud of her nephew’s achievements and the boys, in return, were secretly fond of her.
Apparently, once learning of their parent’s vacation, she wouldn’t hear of the boys being left home alone, and was visiting in order to oversee their behavior.
They arrived at the train station and waited for about ten minutes before spotting their Aunt emerging from a passenger car. The boys welcomed her wit h hugs and climbed into the car. After chastising Frank for several of his driving habits, they dropped her off at their home and carried her bags up to the guest bedroom. Gertrude immediately rooted herself in the kitchen, but was disappointed to hear that the boys would be eating at the Morton’s Farm that evening.
“I knew that if left to your own devices you boys would try to live on cake and sweets.” She announced.
The Hardy brothers were finally able to convince her that it would be a shame to miss the event as they had already promised to attend. With a deep look of scorn their strict overseer finally relented and allowed the boys to leave.
When they were back on the road Joe leaned over and lightly elbowed his brother in the side saying, “Well, Frank, I always thought you were an excellent driver.”
Peter joined in Frank’s cajoling, adding from the back seat, “Yeah, but Aunt Gertrude really opened my eyes. You’re actually a very dangerous person behind the wheel!” Frank grimly stared straight ahead, purposely ignoring his brothers’ jests.
The boys had soon passed out of the Bayport city limits and were driving through the rolling countryside near Chet’s house. Frank passed the driveway to the Morton farm and parked off to the side of a nearby dirt road.  From there their car was screened from sight by a group of trees and wouldn’t alert Chet to his surprise party.
The trio walked to the M ort on farm where they were greeted by several of their friends from school. They were soon hard at work hanging brightly colored streamers from the ceiling and preparing the house for its guest of honor to arrive.
Chet’s mother had cleverly sent him into town to run several errands for her and when he returned he was genuinely surprised as the group jumped up from their hiding places yelling, “Happy birthday!” in unison.
The party was a great success, complete with cake, punch, dancing, and a number of games.  The brothers had all pitched in and managed to purchase a new telescope for their chum, who had recently become enthralled with astronomy.  After the party was finally over, and everyone had helped clean up, the Hardys bade them all goodbye and strolled back to the convertible. The sun was still shining brightly , although it was now hanging much lower in the sky.
“We’ve got plenty of daylight left to perform a thorough search of the cemetery,” Peter announced as they climbed into the car.  Frank again got behind the wheel and drove down the dirt road, turning left onto another back road that would take them into Bayport much nearer the cemetery than the main thoroughfare.
As the car crested the top of a particularly steep hill a deer suddenly bounded out of the dense woods flanking the road further down.
Although there was no danger of hitting it, Frank decided to slow the car to a crawl, in case any more of the skittish animals decided to cross at the same spot.
Much to his surprise, the brake pedal went to the floorboard with a dull thump and the car rapidly started to gather speed, careening down the steep hill. Frank expertly worked the steering wheel, but the loose gravel was too much for the speeding car and it began to go into a dangerous slide!
One of the front tires suddenly caught on a large rock, and the steering wheel was wrenched from Frank’s hands. The car bounded off the side of the road at a terrific speed, straight at a huge Oak!
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Peter and Joe held on for their lives, sure that they were about to be involved in a terrible wreck. Frank, desperately fighting with the wheel, managed to glance the car off of a large rock that was protruding from the ground in front of the massive oak. Spraying dead leaves up in a cloud, the collision changed the direction of the skidding vehicle enough to miss the tree.  They swerved around and bounced back onto the road but, as they were only halfway down the steep hill, the danger wasn’t over yet. Their car again began to gather speed!
This time, though, Frank was prepared and he maneuvered the left wheels into the rocky ditch on that side of the road. The convertible suffered some tremendous jolts before it finally shuddered and came to a halt, blanketed in a huge cloud of dust.
The boys just sat there for a moment wit h hearts racing and sweat pouring off themselves.  Frank was the first to exhale and had to force his hands to open their white-knuckle grip from the steering wheel.
“That was some amazing driving, Frank!” Peter congratulated.
Joe silently agreed, his eyes still bulging from the wild ride.
The boys unbuckled themselves and got out of the car to inspect the damage. There was a large dent in the side of the front bumper where they had bounced off the rock. Both left tires in the ditch had been blown out.
Peter got down on the ground under the car as Frank and Joe chocked the wheels with large stones. When he emerged a moment later, Peter’s face was even grimmer than before. He held up a hand covered with an oily fluid and announced, “The brake line was cut, someone deliberately tried to make us crash!” Joe and Frank exchanged glances; bot h were wondering the same thing.
Frank and Peter decided they would walk back to the Morton farm for help while Joe stayed wit h the car in case any helpful motorist came by. As the Hardys kept a small splicing kit in the trunk of the car, Joe would also try to make temporary repairs to the sabotaged line.  On their long walk to Chet’s home both boys discussed the possibility that it could have been the men from the graveyard who had slashed the vital line. But by the time they reached the farmhouse the sun had set and they still hadn’t come to a reasonable explanation as to how the two thieves could have discovered their identities.
“Oh boy, that must have been something to see!” Chet exclaimed when he saw the skid marks where the Hardy’s car had careened down the hill illuminated through his headlights.  “It was a ride, alright,” Frank answered flatly.  The jalopy slowed to a stop besides the battered convertible and Chet rolled the spare tire from his trunk over for the boys to use.  While they changed tires, Peter asked if Chet knew of anyway that the graverobbers could have discovered about them. Surprisingly, Chet pointed out something they had all overlooked.
“Well,” he started, “if those fellows who walked by me and the girls last night were the thieves, they could have easily overheard us talking about you three. We were worried about you, and didn’t really pay too much attention to them.”
Frank slapped his forehead, realizing how easy it would have been for the thieves to find their house from that information.  “With your reputation around town, you guys aren’t exactly a state secret.” Chet added grimly.
“We sure weren’t looking for anybody following us this afternoon.” Said Joe angrily.  “They could have easily tailed us out here!” “And parking our car out of sight behind those trees must have given them the perfect opportunity!” Peter exclaimed, glancing in Chet’s direction. “Looks like we gave away more than one gift this evening.” “From here on out we have to be very careful.  If those graverobbers were ruthless enough to try this, then it points to something-larger going on. Simple pranksters wouldn’t have gone to this length.” Frank warned, slapping his fist into his palm.
“Well, you guys can be more careful, as for me, my part in this mystery is over. No more graveyards for old Chet, that you can bank on!” Joe grinned at his friend’s look of worry. He jested him by adding, “Hey, don’t worry about it pal. I’m sure all we’ll be needing from you on this case is the loan of one very bald tire.” The trio thanked their friend for his aid and started their car. Joe had made sufficient repairs to get them back into Bayport with brakes.  Still, Frank drove the car at a leisurely pace.  The back road emptied them into town near the cemetery and Frank slowly pulled the car into a parking space near the entrance to the graveyard.
“I just thought we might as well check the place over. Those thieves might have come back and we may be luckier this time,” he answered to Joe and Peter’s puzzled looks.
The three exited the car and quietly crossed the disserted street. They silently crept along the wall listening closely for any sounds from within. Only a few cars passed by as the boys neared the spot where they had heard the sounds of digging the previous night. Halting under the wall they quietly discussed whether or not to jump it again.
The youths were just get ting ready to climb over when Peter heard the sound of a racing mot or coming from up the street. They all dropped back to the ground, not wanting to be seen sneaking into the graveyard, and waited for the car to pass.
Soon a sports car came roaring up the street, moving much too fast for the narrow road. The Hardys walked forward to get a better look as the car neared.
Suddenly, as they moved into the light of a street lamp, the wild automobile swerved in the direction of the sidewalk! The boys stared on in horror, bathed in the blinding glare of the reckless vehicle as it tore straight at them!
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Frank yelled, “Jump!” as he flung himself out of the way. Peter too leapt for his life, landing hard on his stomach. Joe stood, outlined in the glare of the stark headlights for just an inst ant before turning and scrambling up the stone wall.  The car came to a screeching stop, its bumper mere inches from the wall. Smoke from the tires blanketed the area for a moment, creating a choking cloud. The ill cared for sports car threw itself into reverse and pulled back out into the street.
“That guy must be crazy!” Joe spat as he dropped back onto the sidewalk.
Frank and Peter would have heartily agreed, but were too busy coughing from all the smoke as they regained their feet. The side window of the car slowly cranked down and rancorous laughter poured out from within.
Fury rising within all three of them, the Hardy’s stood together on the sidewalk with fists clenched.
From the dark window a young, freckled face came into view, still twisted into hysterics.  “Tad Carson!” Peter growled out from between clenched teeth. Joe’s jaw too was set as he glared at the boy in the car that had nearly run them down.
Another boy leaned over from the driver’s seat, intentionally bringing himself into the light.  The Hardys were not surprised to recognize Ike Nash. The two unkempt youths were notorious at Bayport High for their cruelty to other students. Even though they had recently dropped out of school, the two usually hung around nearby, bullying anyone smaller than themselves.
“Just what do you two fools think you’re doing?” Frank yelled into the car. He was almost shaking wit h fury.
“Oh man, you should have seen your faces, Hardys! It was priceless!”
Tad had screwed his face into the cruel imitation of a terrified scream in order to drive his point home.
This was simply too much for Joe. He ran forward, obviously intending to drag Ike and Tad bodily from the car.
Unfortunately, the two bullies were too quick and the car took off with a scream from its tires, leaving another cloud of smoke almost as large as the first.
The boys were again set to coughing and it was a moment before the foul cloud cleared.  “I’d give anything to have those guys within an arms reach of me! Anything!” Joe shouted.  Frank, who had calmed down a little reassured him. “Don’t worry, driving that stupidly and they’ll crack up sooner or later. I just hope we’re around to see it!” “I second that motion.” Peter added, glaring down the street where the brake lights of the car were rapidly disappearing from view.  The boys knew that anyone within the cemetery would have heard the commotion and fled, but they decided to check just in case.
Although the boys walked over much of the cemetery grounds, their minds just weren’t into the search and they were ready to give up.  Suddenly Joe spotted another grave that seemed disturbed. The boys pulled out pocket flashlights and searched the area.  “Looks like they got scared off just after starting on this one.” Peter announced while examining the freshly turned earth.  After a few minutes spent futilely searching for clues, the boys came up empty again.  “Well, we’ve lost the thieves twice, and all we have to show for it is that worthless scrap of paper we found last night!”
“And one lump.” Peter added, pointing to his forehead.
“And one lump.” Frank quietly agreed.
“Definitely not our most promising start.”
Dejected, the boys left for home.  The next day was a Saturday and all three boys awoke earlier than usual, awakened by the scent of a breakfast feast their Aunt had prepared for them downstairs.
“Last nights excitement must have worked more of an appetite than I thought!” Joe’s opinion seemed to speak for them all as they quickly dressed and ran downstairs.
Gertrude had obviously been making up for the boys missing her meal the previous evening as there were scrambled eggs, sausage, flapjacks, waffles, toast, jam, and almost every other conceivable treat prepared for them.  Much to the boys’ surprise, Chet was already seated behind the table!
“I thought you guys would never wake up,” he pleaded. “Hurry and sit so we can get started!”
When pressed for information, their Aunt explained that she had called and invited him over. Chet never missed a chance to eat some of Gertrude’s succulent cooking and, although she often scolded the boy for his weight, she obviously appreciated his zeal for her food.  Once they had all finished, and helped clear the table, Frank decided that they should take the car into the shop.
Peter hastily explained, seeing Aunt Gertrude’s disapproving glare fall upon them, “Uh, it’s overdue for a good tune-up.”
They loaded into the car and Chet followed them in his jalopy, just in case there were any more problems. But the ride to the mechanics was uneventful. As the repairs were going to take a couple of hours, all the boys got into Chet’s automobile and urged him to drive them to Bayport Cemetery.
Surprisingly, he bravely agreed, explaining, “Sure. I’m not scared of that place during the day. Everybody knows that it’s not until night that the spooks come out!”
Since he was doing them a favor, the Hardy’s suppressed their laughter at Chet’s ghostly logic.  A few minutes later they were all strolling through the open gates of the cemetery.  Frank was first to spot the small house tucked away in the back of the graveyard. There was a small open garage attached to the side of the main structure, and a couple of men were in it servicing lawn mowers and other equipment for the coming winter.
“Let’s go talk to them, maybe they can give us some information.”
St rolling down to where the house was, they nearly ran into a tall, stringy man sporting a thin mustache who came flying out of the front door.  He suspiciously eyed the group of boys and asked hotly, “Who are you, what do you boys want here?”
Frank started to introduce himself, but only got as far as, “Hardy” before the man exploded with rage!
“I know what you young punks are doing here!” He announced suddenly, shaking his fist in anger at them. “You’re scouting this place out for some of your Halloween pranks! Well, I won’t stand for it. Get out!”
With that outburst he charged at the boys, still yelling for them to get out. Not wanting a confrontation with the man, Frank shrugged his shoulders and they all turned and walked back to the main gate.
When Peter happened to look back he saw the belligerent man talking to three other persons who had apparently emerged from the garage.  He was obviously yelling at the men and kept gesturing wildly in the direction of the boys.  Chet summed up all their feelings when they had reached his battered old car, “What a sourpuss. Who needs to be afraid of spirits with that ghoul lurking around the graveyard!” “Did you all notice those guys in the garage?” queried Joe, looking to his brothers.
“Yeah,” answered Peter, “they sure fit the build of our coffin excavating friends! I wonder who the tall guy was.”
Chet seemed in a thoughtful mood and he finally answered, “I bet that was the new groundskeeper! The old keeper,  Granger, is retired and lives just up the road from my house.  He’s good friends with my dad and stops by the farm sometimes to talk wit h him.” The Hardys were elated at this news.  “We have to go and talk to him! He might be able to answer some of our questions.” Chet agreed to drive them out to Sirus Granger’s house.
“By the time we get back from there, you’re car should be ready.” he explained.  A little while later Chet turned from the paved road and up a short dirt drive about a mile past his own home. He parked and they all walked up to the porch of the cozy, well-tended farmhouse that stood at the end of the driveway.  A thin elderly man sat on a rocking chair in front of the house, relaxing his feet up on the porch rail. He was clearly enjoying the weather and expertly peeled an apple wit h his pocketknife as the boys approached.
The man greeted Chet in a friendly manner and shook hands with the Hardys as they were introduced. When everyone had taken a seat the old gentleman insisted that they all have an apple from the basket he kept beside his chair.  Chet was already noisily crunching into his as Frank started telling the man about some of the events they had recently experienced in the cemetery.
 Granger seemed quite shocked by the news, “Well, boys, that’s a really amazing tale.  Nope, never had any trouble like that during my tenure. I wouldn’t have stood for it, but that new feller, well, I wouldn’t put anything past him.”
Frank had leaned forward in interest and asked, “So you know the new groundskeeper?” He described the gangly man who had driven them out of the graveyard earlier that day.  “Oh yeah. That’s the skunk alright.” Sirus explained, nodding his head as if in disbelief.
“His name is Derick Janus. He’s a no-account if I ever saw one. I told the town council members it would be a big mistake to hire that lout. I guess that nobody else applied for the job, either that or the opinions of an old man don’t matter anymore.”
He could plainly see that the Hardys, who were holding onto his every word, were very interested in his opinion. So he drew himself up, leaned forward and boldly announced, “You know, there’s a fortune in gold buried somewhere in Bayport Cemetery!”
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The boys were completely taken aback by this news and openly gaped at the elderly man in shock. M r. Granger seemed to glean satisfaction at the boy’s reactions. He reached down for another apple and slowly began to peel it too.
After building the suspense for a moment, he sniffed, and continued his tale, “Yes-siree, a fortune in gold. Bet you boys never heard ‘bout that?” He looked at them with his eyebrows raised. Even Chet had stopped eating his apple and was now staring intently at the man.  “Nope. That was all before I took over as head groundsman. Seems to me this old fella up and died around 1900, some wealthy eccentric type. Richer than anyone else in these parts at that time I suppose, and greedy, to boot!”  Granger added, imparting some of his wisdom to the boys, “Don’t seem anyone could have hoarded up that much money without bein’ greedy, I believe. An’ before he died he traded all his cash in for gold bullion. Bricks of the stuff.  He didn’t have any family to speak of, and as he didn’t want anyone else to get their hands on his gold, he bought two plots in the old cemetery.  One for him and one for all that treasure.  Records weren’t so good back then and he could put his plots anywhere he wanted ‘em. So, one night he goes in and buries all his gold in a secret grave. He also had a small headstone made, as though for a loved child, and he placed that on the shallow grave to make it all look convincing.” “But, wouldn’t someone notice the new grave?” Chet interjected.
 Granger gave a disapproving glance in his direction for interrupting him and explained, “Not back then. The cemetery land was huge, an’ there weren’t too many folks buried in it. He could have hidden that small a grave way off from the rest. Anyone who noticed it then would just have assumed they had missed it before. After a time, I guess the other graves finally came up to the false one, and it just looked natural.”
Sirus started to slowly eat his apple, as though his story was finished.
Frank finally broke the silence and asked, “Do you remember what this man’s name was?” The old gentlemen seemed to think for quite some time before answering.
“Phillips. Phillips. Something, G. Phillips.  Sorry boys, but that’s all I can remember about him.”
Frank pressed the man for more information, “Do you know why there were never any attempts to dig up the gold?”
The old man seemed to find this a troubling subject, but he told them, “Well, since nobody knew what grave it was I guess they would have just started diggin’ up them all. That wouldn’t be impossible, since there weren’t many of ‘em back then. I dunno,” he said, rubbing his chin in thought, “I guess people just didn’t used to think that way around here.”
The boys rose and got ready to leave, thanking the gentlemen for all his valuable information. As they were walking down the porch, Peter turned and asked, “How did you find out about all this information,  Granger?”
“Oh, it was all the talk of the Bayport for quite some time.” He seemed to remember something else important and added, “You know, I kept clippings from all that in my files at graveyard.”
Seeing the boy’s perplexed faces he explained further, “When I became groundskeeper, I started a whole filling system that gave the exact location of all the graves we knew of, and all the new ones that were made. Thataway, if any headstones got moved or lost, why, we would know exactly where the grave was. I also started files on everyone who was buried there and collected clip pings and such. I had recently taken up genealogy as a hobby, and thought it would be nice to collect information on the people buried there, in case any of their family was interested in them later.” Frank seemed impressed at  Granger’s obvious foresight as groundskeeper and asked, “Are those files still in the keeper’s house in the cemetery?”
“Oh, yes, they sure should be. Several years ago the Council made them official public records. You should be able to stop by and see them at anytime.” The elderly man then bade them farewell and stood to go into his house.  All the boys waved goodbye as Chet backed down the driveway.
“Wow, that guy was a wealth of information!” Joe exclaimed. “Now we finally have some idea of what may be happening in there.”
“Unfortunately, we have no proof. The fact that those records are in the groundskeeper’s cabin gives us the perfect opportunity to go back and confront  Janus, though. And an opportunity to look around the keeper’s house while we’re there.”
As Chet didn’t really want to confront the wiry groundskeeper, and needed to get home soon, he dropped the brothers off at the service station where their car was ready. They drove the speed limit all the way back to the cemetery.  Walking up to the groundskeeper house for the second time that day they were nonplused when Derick Janus again came bursting out of the house.
“You heard me the first time I told you, GET OUT!” He screamed at them as he slammed the door behind him. “If you don’t leave this instant, I’m going to call the police.” Frank rebuked him with an icy tone, “when you do, be sure and ask for Chief Collig, he’s a good friend of ours” The statement had it’s desired effect as Derick took a sudden step back, his obvious shock revealing that they had called his bluff.  Frank continued, “Listen,  Janus, we’re not vandals and all we want to do is to look through the cemetery records. They are public records, you know.” Frank added when it looked like the man was going to start yelling at them again.
After thinking the situation over a moment, he finally relented and allowed the boys to come into the house.
“Don’t you kids touch anything. The records are kept in the basement, over here.” He led the boys into the front room, which had been turned into a sparsely furnished office.  Another open door revealed the living room of the home, but Derick guided them over to a small, sturdy looking door set off to the side.
He pushed it open with some trouble, as it was constructed of massive oak boards. As they descended the short , rickety staircase the groundskeeper pulled on a string suspended from above and a dirty light bulb flickered on overhead.
The basement was a small, dank room beneath the house. The floor was made of packed dirt and the walls, which only came up to head height on the boys, consisted of flat stones. The room was about a foot taller than the stone wall and was made of the slats of the outside skirt of the house. Thin rays of light shone through the boards in several places, cutting through the dark basement.  “Not a very good place to store records!” Frank remarked, “This place is practically open to the weather.”
The groundskeeper shot him a dark glance, obviously filled with contempt for the boys. He explained with a smirk, “I’m just storing the filing cabinets down here temporarily, as I remodel the rest of the upstairs. My predecessor lived like a pig and there’s a lot of repairs to make.”
The boys didn’t argue with him, although they had seen the tidy way  Granger kept his home and knew the man was just being cruel.
He pointed off into a dim corner where three large metal filing cabinets had been placed among several shovels and other digging tools. The boys walked over, excitement rising in their stomachs. Janus remained in the basement with them, eyeing their every move wit h disdain.  Frank pulled on one of the drawers and it popped open wit h a metallic shriek. Each other boy took a filing cabinet and set to work scanning for the file they needed. Although the records had once been in a logical order, they had recently been reshuffled into a haphazard arrangement, making it difficult to locate the file they were interested in.
After a few minutes Janus impatiently barked, “Are you three almost done wasting my time here? I have a lot of work to do today, and I need to get started on it!”
The boys ignored him and continued with their systematic search. After a moment Peter let out an exuberant, “Ah-ha!” and pulled an old manila folder from the cabinet he was searching.  Frank, Joe and Janus all crowded around him as he moved into the dim light with it.
Printed in careful block lettering on the tag of the file was the name: Paul G. Phillips, 1826 - 1918. Peter carefully opened the folder, thrilled at what they might discover within, only to find that it was empty!
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The boys all let out a groan of disappointment at the empty file.  The groundskeeper seemed triumphant as he scolded them, “What a waste! I can’t believe you boys spent all this time looking for an empty folder. What a lot of foolishness!” Joe spun on the insolent man and retorted hotly, “There were newspaper clippings in here!  Where are they? What did you do wit h them?” Derick moved forward and prodded his finger into Joe’s chest proclaiming, “You can’t come into my home and call me a thief! I’ve never seen that folder before, let alone taken anything from it. If you boys are finished squandering my time, then I suggest you LEAVE!”
Joe’s face turned a deep shade of red, but Frank put a restraining hand on his shoulder, keeping him from doing anything rash. Peter roughly shoved the folder into the groundskeeper’s chest and the three stomped up the stairs, back into the office.  Janus didn’t follow them, apparently staying downstairs to replace the file.  Once outside Frank stopped Joe and tried to calm him down by explaining, “Listen, now that we know the year of Phillips’ death we can go and search the archives at the Bayport Times.  They keep all their old issues on file and we can get any information there that we would have found out here. This is just a minor setback.” Although they all agreed that this was true it didn’t make them feel any less defeated by recent events. The boys walked sullenly back to their car in the waning light.
The trio returned to their house and worked on their weekend’s homework assignments. By the time they had completed them it was time for bed. When Gertrude finally trod upstairs to check on the boys they were already fast asleep.  The Hardy boys awoke early the next morning to the sound of strong winds whipping around outside.
“Looks like the weather has finally started to turn.” announced Frank while yawning.  “Let’s hurry to the Times, they should have opened the offices already.”
After showers and breakfast the trio donned jackets and windbreakers to insulate them from the brisk weather that was blowing into town.  Peter took the wheel of the convertible and slowly backed out of the driveway. As he was just about to pull out onto the street Frank noticed their mailbox was open.
“That’s odd, there’s no mail delivery today.” he stated while opening the car door.  Frank walked over to close the mailbox when the others saw him pull a note from it. He stood there a moment reading it, the morning wind whipping his dark hair around his head, before returning to the car with a frown.  “What is it? What was in the mailbox?” Frank unfolded the plain sheet of paper and they all read what had been typewritten on it:
Hardys, stay out of the cemetery, unless you want to become permanent residents!  Frank carefully folded the paper up and placed it in the glove compartment.
“We’ll check that for fingerprints later on this evening.” He explained, “If Janus thinks that’s enough to stop our investigation, then he’ll have a surprise coming.”
“Yup, five of them.” Joe growled menacingly, massaging his knuckles.  Peter maneuvered the car through the quiet streets and parked opposite the low stone building that housed the Bayport Times newspaper offices and archives. Once traffic had cleared the boys bounded across the road and in through the front door.
A large man was just leaving and roughly bumped into Joe’s shoulder. “Sorry,” He muttered, pulling his hat low over his face, apparently to protect it from the rising wind.  Being a Sunday, there were just a few people in the offices that morning and the trio worried that the archives would be closed. To their relief, one of the reporters was manning the archive desk and looked up questioningly as they approached.
“Finally, we get a break.” Joe muttered.  When Frank told the man what articles they were looking for his bushy eyebrows shot up and he muttered, “Now that’s a coincidence.”
The boys were staring intently at him, a dull sensation growing in the pit of their stomachs as Frank asked, “Why a coincidence?” “Well, there was a man just here to see some of these very same papers!”
With that, Peter and Joe took off like a shot towards the door.
Frank stayed at the counter, grimly intent on seeing the papers they had requested.  As Joe burst out of the door he explained, “That guy who bumped me, I think he was one of the men in the garage at the cemetery yesterday!”
Quickly scanning the sidewalk to the left and right Peter spotted the man, about a block up the street from them. Both boys took off at a full run.
The man obviously heard their pounding footsteps and broke into a sprint without even looking back.
Joe quickly pulled ahead of Peter and was nearing the man who had stopped his flight beside a parked truck and swiftly unlocked the passenger door. Joe was going to reach the man before he would have a chance to climb in, but he suddenly jerked the door open, intentionally smashing it into the boy!
The sudden impact knocked Joe flat on his back, but the force of the collision slammed the door closed on the man’s hand with a loud crunch!
Cursing in pain, the ruffian again took off up the street, gingerly holding his crushed hand.  As Peter ran by the truck, Joe was already regaining his feet and waved his brother on.  Throwing on speed he followed the dangerous suspect as he left the sidewalk and started weaving dangerously through the busy traffic.  The man’s desperate maneuverings almost caused two cars to collide, as they swerved to miss him. Fortunately, Traffic had halted for a stoplight by the time Peter blew through the intersection. By that time the thief had turned a corner almost a full block ahead.  Peter started to slow up, disgusted at the prospect of loosing yet another chase.  Suddenly, the man shot back around the corner!  Quickly sidestepping out of sight into a store’s doorway, Peter Hardy waited as the man continued to run back down the block.
Peter could hear shouts of, “Halt! Halt!” coming from further up the block but didn’t have time to consider what they meant before making his move. Timing his leap perfectly, he slammed into the side of the fleeing man, completely bowling him off of his feet. The ruffian was airborne for an instant before smashing into the concrete sidewalk. His momentum rolled him off to the side and he cracked his head on a parking meter before coming to a gasping, groaning stop.  Grabbing the thief’s hat, which had fallen off in the struggle, Peter jumped up to stand over the collapsed heap of a man as Joe pulled up to a stop beside them in their convertible.  “Great work!” He exclaimed, stepping out of the car. “I thought I could catch up to him better in the car, considering our luck on foot until now.”
An inst ant later a disheveled police officer ran up beside the boys and began to cuff the man.  “This guy came flying around the corner back there and ran full-force into me!” He exclaimed.  Turning his attention to the boys he asked, “Now, just what exactly is going on here?”
Quickly explaining their situation to the officer, Joe and Peter found themselves on thin ice, as they had no proof that the man had done anything wrong. Fortunately, Frank showed up at that moment with the reporter who had been manning the archive desk. They were both almost completely out of breath and Frank gasped out that the man had stolen several pages from the Time’s archives. With the reporter backing up the accusation the tables turned and the defeated scoundrel was soon ushered into a waiting police car. The boys were told to follow them to the police station, where they would have to help fill out a report on the incident.  When they had all piled into the convertible, and dropped the reporter back off at the Times building, Frank explained that he had gone into the archives only to find several papers left out on the viewing tables. Three of them had articles ripped from their pages.  Peter sat, thoughtfully twirling the thieves cap in his hand as they drove along listening to the tale. Suddenly, the three stolen articles flew from their hiding place inside the cap’s grimy sweatband!
Picking them up off the floorboards he announced with a wry grin, “Look what my thorough search of this hat discovered!” Frank pocked the papers as they pulled into the police station. Inside they were led into Chief Collig’s office. There they explained everything that had led up to the harrowing street chase. The Chief thanked the boys and assured them that the man would be charged with the bold theft.
He surprised them all by then asking, “Would you boys mind riding with me over to the Bayport Cemetery? I’d like to talk to this Janus fellow, and I need you to show me the disturbed graves you’ve spotted so far.”
Shortly the boys found themselves back in the graveyard, facing the imposing Derick Janus.  Collig started out his conversation on a kind note, but was soon pressing the evasive man for information.
Janus stuck to his explanation that any disturbed graves were simply pranks that he had assumed occur around every Halloween, and what the boys had witnessed must have been more of the same.
Once he had finished grilling the groundskeeper, Collig and the boys walked the entire graveyard and they looked over every single grave. The Chief’s keen eye was able to spot two more disturbed plots that the boys had missed in their earlier searches.  Frank had brought along a small notepad and he carefully copied information from the headstone of each affected grave.  Upon their completion, Collig returned and warned Janus to report any more trouble to the police department. He then drove the boys back to their car and returned to his office to complete some paperwork.
The boys, tired from the morning’s events returned home to complete several chores their mother and father had left for them around the house.
That evening found them working in their lab located above the garage. In it Frank was dusting the threatening not e from that morning for fingerprints. Although it unfortunately came up blank, they still had the three news clip pings the thief had tried to take from the archives that morning to examine. Frank opened them, hoping they would provide the break they needed. The other boys gathered around the table to get a better look at the clues.
“Eccentric Millionaire Buries Treasure!”
Frank exclaimed, reading the yellowed heading.  Scanning through the short article they were disappointed that it didn’t really contain any more information than what Sirus Granger had discussed with them.
The short article explained that a M r. Paul G.  Phillips had apparently converted his entire fortune into gold. Rumors were flying around Bayport that when he died he planned on taking the entire fortune with him to the grave, forever hoarding it to himself. When the groundskeeper at the time was asked to comment about the bizarre affair, he refused any statement.  “Well, one down. Two to go.” Peter said wistfully .
Joe woefully suggested that the groundskeeper’s files might have contained the false name that the gold was buried under.
“No, I think that we can surmise that it didn’t.” Frank answered. “If the new groundskeeper is involved as deeply in this business as I believe him to be, then they wouldn’t be digging around randomly. They’d go straight to the loot!”
“Remember, though, we have absolutely no evidence to support the theory that they are even after this gold.”
Joe shook his head in agreement.
Frank, however went on to the second article, optimistically suggesting, “I know, but I feel like were close to an answer to that. Let’s read on and see what these other two are about.” The headline from the next article seemed strangely unrelated to the case at hand. Frank read, “Killer Hurricane Causes Severe Damage” Reading further down the article he was astounded to learn that, just a few days after Phillips had died, a massive hurricane had swept through the area, slamming into the town of Bayport!
His heart was racing as he read out loud, “The Mosey Creek, located on the Western edge of town quickly swelled in the torrential rains.
Overflowing its banks, it flooded the entire cemetery, and several surrounding blocks with its swift-rising waters. The swollen creek damaged several stores and office buildings and even managed to displace many of the smaller headstones within the sunken graveyard. Worst of all, the small structure that housed the groundskeeper for Bayport Cemetery was, too, swallowed by the treacherous waters. As of yet there has been no word of the local groundsman or his wife, and authorities fear for the worst.” Peter’s mind was racing at the news and he exclaimed, “That’s why nobody ever found the hidden gold, it must have been in one of the graves which lost its headstone!” The detailed article went on for some time explaining about the massive cleanup required to clear the affected area of debris from the storm.  It also mentioned that a new, more permanent groundskeeper’s house would be built in a higher portion of the cemetery.
Frank put the second article aside as Joe picked up the third. He stared at it for a moment then said, “Well boys, this must be our lucky day!” He re-read what had excited him to the others.
“Stolen Fortune Traced to Local Eccentric!” Joe read on through the article, which told a surprising tale of a fortune in embezzled funds stolen from a locally based railroad company.
Apparently, once the money was discovered missing and had been tracked down, the suspected thief was already dead.  “And guess who the suspected thief was?”
“Phillips!” they all finished in unison.
“Well, well, what do you know about that.  The greedy, old eccentric was apparently a greedy, thieving, old eccentric!” Peter stated with a grin.
“And since the hidden grave had been lost in the storm, there was no way for anyone to ever find it!” Joe finished.
“Well,” started Peter with a frown, “it shines a good deal of light on our mystery, but solid proof it’s not. Unfortunately, Janus’s story of a bunch of Halloween vandals is still a plausible one. There has to be a way to punch some holes into it!”
Frank suddenly jumped up from his seat. He quickly pulled out his pocket notebook and turned to the information he had written down from the headstones earlier that morning. He let out a yelp of triumph after scanning the pages for just a moment.
“I think his story has already started to spring a few leaks,” he announced, showing the notes to his two puzzled brothers. “Look at the death dates on all the disturbed graves so far.” After reading the dates listed in the notebook Peter and Joe both looked at each other, the discovery dawning on bot h their faces.  “All these defiled graves contained people who had died in the year 1918, the same year as when Paul Phillips died!”
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After school let out the next day the three boys again gathered in their loft to plan a course of action.
“Now we have some proof to back our theory up, but we still need something that concretely points to Janus as the man responsible for these crimes.”
Joe immediately suggested they stakeout the cemetery that night.
“We could camp in the woods on the back side of the cemetery. That’s all public property back through there.”
After some further discussion all three had decided upon this as their best course of action.  Frank complicated the plan by suggesting that they bring Chet along to help them.
“Good luck with that!” Peter exclaimed. “It’s going to be hard enough to get this plan past Aunt Gertrude, let alone talk Chet into camping in the cemetery, at night , and on Halloween!” “I think I may know how to present this in such a way as to solve bot h problems at once,” Frank declared, winking at his brothers. They eagerly followed him into the house to see if he could make good on his boast.
Frank waited until after they had cleared the table after dinner. While Peter was washing the dishes Joe prepared their Aunt a cup of her favorite tea.
Choosing that moment to try his luck Frank told her, “Joe, Peter and I were talking with Chief Collig yesterday when he mentioned that he was worried about pranksters causing trouble at the cemetery tonight. We thought it might be helpful if we went out there and kept an eye on things, to make sure nothing happens.” Breathless in anticipation the three boys waited to see what her reaction might be.
Surprisingly, she began talking very positively about the Chief, and all the work he had done for the city. She was obviously skeptical of the boy’s story but Frank insisted that they wouldn’t be there to confront anyone by themselves, as they were only there to notify the police if anything happened.
Gertrude finally relented, announcing that, “A little community service might do you youngsters some good.”
Frank explained further that they wouldn’t be there all night, “Only until we see that nothing is going to occur.”
Their Aunt finally said yes to the request.  The boys hurriedly packed some warm clothes and rain jackets into small overnight bags. Each included a flashlight in with their clothing.  Gertrude had cooked three delicious smelling pumpkin pies. Hearing that Chet would be joining her nephews on their outing she insisted on wrapping all three for them to take with them.
Once they had taken them up to their room and carefully placed he pies wit h their bags Frank announced, “Now we have the bait to lure Chet along!”
Joe was given the unenviable task of convincing their friend to come along on the outing. He called the Morton farm from an upstairs phone as Peter and Frank carried the bags to the car. When they had returned upstairs Joe was just lightly hanging up the phone.
“Well, it’s a go!” He announced. “I can’t believe it, but Aunt Gertrude’s pies did the trick.  We’ll need to pick him up at his house and fast, to keep him from thinking this thing through too much. Otherwise he’ll probably back out.” “I don’t know,” Peter chuckled while patting his stomach, “maybe our friend is made of firmer stuff than we thought!”
The boys parked for a moment outside the Morton farmhouse, the engine idling in the chilly evening air. After just a moment, the screen door opened and their chum jogged his way over to the passenger door.
“Come on,” he pleaded on the drive to the cemetery, “Just a little taste? The smell is driving me crazy!”
The boys flatly refused to eat any of the food during the ride, insisting he wait until later that night. By the time the car was parked to the side of the road across from the cemetery woods Chet was still pleading his case.
“You’d think you were starving the way you carried on.” Joe said, exasperated. “Next time, somebody else has to ride in back with this eating machine!”
The boys stayed at the car as Frank slipped into the thinning foliage to look for a good camping spot. He returned a few minutes later and they loaded up the bags and followed him back through the trees. As they walked they could hear a nearby creek murmuring lazily as it meandered its way towards Barmet Bay. Soon they turned to where the trees thinned off to their left and left the sound of the waters behind.  Eventually they climbed a small grassy knoll located near the very edge of the tree line. A small gasp escaped from Chet as he saw the cemetery suddenly spread out before them. The knoll provided a perfect viewing spot as one could see graveyard almost in its entirety.  Gently setting down the bags the boys began unpacking in the falling light.  Large, angry clouds had started bunching up overhead making Frank remark, “Well, this might not have been the best night to try this! With this heavy cloud cover we can’t count on too much natural light to see by.”
The look on Chet’s face said that he too thought it was a bad idea, although for entirely different reasons than Frank.
Frank pitched a lean-to with a dull brown tarpaulin at the backside of the small clearing to protect them from any showers that might come during the night. Once they had all bunched up small, flat piles of leaves, they laid their sleeping bags upon them creating soft beds for the night.  Standing back, Joe surveyed the work. “Well, that’s a pretty good job. You can hardly see our shelter from just ten feet away.” Peter nodded his head in approval while they all donned jackets, as the temperatures had begun to fall with sunset. Finally, everything was ready for their midnight vigil.  “Now we can start our stake-out on a full stomach,” Frank announced, pulling the pies from the safety of his bag.
Chet’s eyes lit up wit h excitement at the sight of the food, but he still managed to plead, “Hey, let’s not use the word “stake” anymore tonight.  It reminds me too much of vampires!” “Sure thing buddy,” Peter started, his eyes twinkling, “we’ll call it ‘the deathwatch’ from now on!”
Chet looked like he wanted to retort, but as he couldn’t with his mouth full of the pumpkin pie he just gave Peter a disapproving glare.  Night fell swiftly and the ominous clouds continued to pile overhead. The boys watched over the graveyard from atop the knoll, sheltered from view by a dead pine tree lay across the clearing. They managed to finish off two of the pies, agreeing to save the last for later that night.  “That was Aunt Gertrude’s cooking at its finest!” Declared Peter, pulling his hat on tight against the strong wind that had just risen.  Chet was stalwart in his belief in the folly of that Halloween night vigil and repeatedly voiced his opinion to the brothers. “This place is just so spooky at night,” He declared.  His point was underscored dramatically as dark thunder began to roll overhead.  “Looks like we could be in for a little more than a light shower tonight.” Joe remarked, his eyes scanning the impenetrable darkness above.  Soon, lightning began to flash as the enormous clouds angrily ground together.
The added excitement seemed too much for poor Chet and he excused himself from the group and went to lie down in the shelter for awhile. The Hardys continued to watch in fascination as the graveyard was revealed in sudden, glaring contrasts from the bright flashes overhead.
Joe wondered while squinting his eyes from a particularly intense series of flashes, “Are we in any danger of getting struck up here?” Frank, his eyes never leaving the graveyard, shook his head and replied, “It’s just a bunch of cloud-to-cloud lightning right now. I don’t think any bolts are hitting the ground. If it does start cloud-to-ground lightning then we’d better pack this party in for the night.”
The others silently agreed and continued watching for any signs of trouble within the brooding graveyard.
An hour into the vigil Frank noticed a dim lamp coming from the direction of the groundskeeper’s home moving across the length of the cemetery. The boys watched it intently; fascinated by the hypnotic motions it made as its unseen owner strolled along. The sight was certainly a bizarre one, the lamp seeming to float like a specter until a fresh burst of lightning would frame a tall figure holding it aloft. It was impossible to tell who the person was as the lightning crisscrossed the lamp’s owner with a myriad of frantic shadows from nearby trees and tombstones wit h each flash.
The boys were able to spy on the individual, but he was apparently heading to the far side of the graveyard and would soon be moving out of sight. Quickly the Hardy boys got to their feet and headed off into the woods to follow.  Joe hissed towards their shelter as they headed out, “Chet, stay here and watch for anyone else! We’ll be right back.” The boys didn’t wait for a reply as they plunged into the dark woods. They each put a finger through the belt loop of their brother in front of them so as not to be separated in the pitch black forest. Slowly they moved forward, always keeping the dim lamp visible through the trees to their left.
Often they would stumble and trip, and sometimes even had to wait for a lightning burst to illuminate their surroundings before continuing on through the treacherous maze of roots and bushes. While they tried to tread as quiet as they could, it was impossible to keep from stepping on twigs and piles of crunchy leaves. Fortunately, the sound of the strong wind which was spraying leaves about underfoot and knocking branches together overhead covered their own rustlings.  Finally, the lamp came to a stop and the boys crept on all fours towards a break in the trees to get a better look.
They sat there, breathless, waiting for the next burst of lightning to allow them to see what was happening just ahead.
They didn’t have to wait long.
Suddenly the darkness was split by a tremendous display of lightning. Several twisting, branching bolts danced along the bottom of the clouds directly overhead, spreading out like a massive glowing hand over the entire cemetery. Highlighted in the glare of the frightening display was Derick Janus, his lamp held aloft before him. He was standing over a freshly dug grave mere feet from where the boys were crouching. Facing the woods, he was looking towards the boys in the blinding light!
The lightning died away as quickly as it had begun and the entire gristly scene was plunged into pitch darkness as their eyes struggled to readjust from the glare.
“Did he see us?” Joe started to ask, turning to Frank, who never got the chance to reply.  Several men ambushed the trio from behind and each boy began a blind struggle for survival.  Frank received a tremendous blow on the back of his head and had crumpled to the ground before he could even turn around.  Peter was hit immediately in the stomach, doubling him up with a whooshing gasp. He flung himself to the side and avoided a brutal kick that whistled through the air his head had just occupied. Putting all his effort into one punch he lashed out with a powerful left, which connected with the bark of a tree trunk!  Cradling his throbbing hand in pain he was defenseless against the thick arm which wrapped itself around his throat. Within a few seconds he too lay unconscious on the forest floor.  Joe managed to put up a valiant, desperate battle. Hearing the struggles around him he quickly tried to plunge deeper within the forest, away from the ambush. He bumped directly into his attacker and immediately thrust his knee into the man’s gut.
His shocked enemy let out a painful “Oof,” but managed to hang on to Joe’s shoulders as he fell forward, dragging the boy down with him.  Joe’s boxing ability was hampered as he rolled around grappling with the man, but his wrestling experience served him well as he managed to get leverage over the unseen attacker.  Sitting atop of his enemy he rained down punches into what he believed to be the man’s head. The yelps of pain and vain attempts to deflect his punches told him that they were effective. The man ceased struggling after Joe dealt him a lucky blow to his chin. Rolling off of the man the lone Hardy again tried to renew his flight.
Unfortunately, Frank’s adversary had joined the fray and saw him getting ready to run in a fresh burst of lightning. The man hit him with a bullish tackle and Joe was thrown hard into a thick tree trunk!
He hit badly, cracking his head on a thick root. Dazed, he managed to look up and see Janus grinning down at him, his sallow face aglow in the ghastly light of the lamp.  Joe passed out.

[bookmark: _Toc37401118]CHAPTER VIII - Entombed
The last to succumb to his attackers, Joe was the first to come to from the spinning darkness.  Water was gently drip ping down on his face as he shook his throbbing head and tried to move his hands and feet, but found that they had been stoutly bound with twine.
Next he tried to feel around his immediate surroundings and discovered he was sitting on a stone floor, leaning against a hard wall. The sound of a heavy rainfall could be plainly heard pattering on the roof somewhere overhead. His eyes fought to adjust to the new environment, but the darkness was unyielding. Soon, he could hear Frank groaning, as he too was aroused from unconsciousness.
Joe leaned himself forward and allowed the leaking water to drip down onto the twine that was binding his hands. After it was amply wet, he began to rub in up and down on the wall.  The water allowed the thin rope to stretch, and by rubbing it on the wall it soon loosened enough for him to slip his hands free. He felt in his pockets and discovered that they hadn’t been searched before being imprisoned.  Joe took his penknife out with a hiss of triumph and began carefully cutting the unseen twine that bound his feet. By the time he had finished his work Frank had aroused fully, and Peter could be heard awakening a little further away.
Joe moved over to Frank’s side and began to remove his bonds.
“Great work, Joe!” Frank thanked him, pulling his hands free. He began to rub his wrists and ankles to speed the returning circulation through them.
When Peter was finally free the three slowly stood and began blindly feeling out their prison with their hands.
“Seems like solid stone over here,” Joe announced.
Peter’s search had come across a low, solid stone slab in the back of the room. It led him to disclose his disturbing conclusion in a hushed voice, “We’ve been locked in a crypt!” The other boys were silent for a moment, stunned by the horror of this discovery before grimly continuing their search for a way out.  “There’s got to be a doo. . .”
“I’ve found it!” declared Frank.
His two brothers quickly joined him and they felt all along the square depression in the wall.  It was bare.
“It must have a lock on the outside!” Joe moved his brothers’ aside and kicked the door as hard as he could. It didn’t even budge.  Peter had one last hope for escape. “If this is that crypt that I got clobbered rounding, then I remember the outside of it being in terrible condition. There has to be a weak place somewhere along the wall.”
Again they felt all around the small structure, this time searching for any place that was stressed or crumbling. Loose stones crunched underfoot as they walked around, but nothing else helpful was discovered during the search.  They were all quiet for a moment, each reflecting on their situation and desperately trying to think of a way out of it.
In the silence Peter heard the rain quietly pattering down inside the room! A final search revealed an enormous leak located over the stone slab, which contained the coffin. Although he felt odd standing on the sarcophagus, Joe searched the stone roof overhead and found a gaping hole near the crown. He managed to squeeze himself through into the dark night and the driving rain. His two brothers soon joined him on the roof of the crumbling stone crypt.  The wind and lightning had moved on and the storm now threw down a cold rain in sheets. So glad were all three boys to be out of the claustrophobic crypt that they didn’t even mind that they were instantly soaked to the bone.  The cold rain did have one positive effect as it quickly cleared them of any residual grogginess from being unconscious earlier.
Carefully they slid down and dropped off onto the wet ground.
Through the driving rain the Hardy could just barely make out the keeper’s house. Lights were plainly visible shining from the windows.  Frank finally broke the silence, feeling his hands starting to go numb in the chilly rain.
“The temperature has really dropped with this storm. We have to get back to camp and change into fresh clothes and rain gear. Plus we need to make sure Chet is alright!” With a final glance towards the groundskeeper’s house they swiftly made their way back to the woods, entering the forest near their camp. They spent a moment searching the immediate area to make sure no one was spying on their shelter. The area was disserted.  As they entered the clearing their worst fears were realized.
“Chet’s gone!”
The three glumly changed into dry clothing that had been protected from the violent storm by Frank’s lean-to. Cinching up their dark rain slickers the boys sat a moment to plan their next course of action.
Frank presented the most logical plan, “We should go back to that open grave and see if we can find anything there. If that’s clear, then we’ll go and investigate the house.”
In order to move more quickly the trio worked their way to just out side the tree line and followed the path they had seen Janus and his lamp take earlier. When they had come into view of the defiled grave all three split up and approached it from different directions, taking no chances of being ambushed a second time.  Again, the area was clear; all their enemies were apparently within the keeper’s home.  Nearing the grave, the boys were shocked to hear a series of animal-like groans come from within! Although they didn’t believe in ghosts, the sounds stirred up a primal fear in each one of the boys and they jumped back for a moment before again approaching the yawning pit.  Leaning over the edge, Peter saw that the bottom of the shaft was lost in darkness. He quietly called, “Chet! Is that you?” into the void.
A series of muffled gasps quickly affirmed his suspicions and Joe lowered Peter into the grave. He dropped down and landed with a splash in the few inches of dark water that had flooded the bottom. The smell of wet earth was almost overwhelming. Working his way to his terrified friend, Peter constantly talked to Chet so he wouldn’t startle him.
After a few deft slices of his penknife Chet was free. Gripping the soggy boy, Peter helped to  hoist him up within Joe’s grasp. After pulling
Peter up from the dank pit they stood with their friend, calming him. Frank had brought the boy’s rain slicker and he quickly wrapped it around his shivering pal. Looking pale and sick, Chet had obviously undergone a terrible ordeal.  “That’s it,” He muttered, sniffing. “No more of this particular mystery for me! I really wanted to help you catch those graverobbers, but I never intended to end up in a grave myself!”
They all reassured their chum, telling him that he had already gone above and beyond the call of duty that night. Although they were curious to hear how and when he had been captured, time was of the essence.
Frank said, handing their car keys to him, “Chet, it’s A-OK with me if you leave now, in fact, it’s perfect. We need you to get the police out here. Do you think you feel up to it? I hate to ask after you’ve already been through so much.”
Chet seemed to gain strength from this vital task and stood a little straighter. Looking his good friends in the eyes he replied, “You know you can count on me. And, thanks for getting me out of that grave,” he added, sheepishly. “If I had to spend another hour in there. . .” “I know, pal.” Peter answered, “I think any of us would have gone crazy down there.” They again gave him good-natured backslaps before he turned to the woods and started in the direction of their car.
After Chet had left the three brothers again trained their gaze on the distant house.  “You know, I’m getting pretty sick of this cemetery too.” Joe announced coldly. “Let’s get up there and wrap this one up already.” The boys cautiously approached the house, again from separate directions, meeting in back of the structure where there were no windows, to discuss what they had discovered.  “Nothing.”
“Me neither.”
Frank explained that he had seen the shadow of a man move across a large picture window located on the far side of the house. The wind had started to pick up some of its former strength again as they cautiously rounded the corner. Bending low to avoid being seen through any of the windows they passed beneath, the trio moved into position under the large pane of glass. Peter slowly moved his head into view of the window until he could see what was going on inside.
The room he was peering into was apparently the living room of the home. Inside he spied three surly men in overalls relaxing on a couch. Janus was standing over a pot bellied stove off to in the corner, pouring a cup of steaming coffee from a black kettle. Although he could tell that the four men were involved in a heated conversation, Peter couldn’t make out what they were saying.
A sudden gust of wind suddenly hit the boys from behind, forcing Peter’s hat against the window with an audible thump! He saw the men start to turn in his direction when Joe jerked him down out of view.
With no time to run, the Hardys pressed themselves flat up against the wall. An inst ant later the window was pulled up with a shriek from the wood. The boys waited silently, not even daring to breathe during the next few tense moments.
The wind continued to howl for a moment, then slackened off as suddenly as it had begun.
They were all relieved to hear Janus exclaim, “Dang wind!” The window slammed shut as he cursed the storm.
Waiting a moment to make sure they wouldn’t be seen, the trio moved around to the front of the house and finally relaxed. Peter explained what he had seen and Frank congratulated Joe on his swift action.  Surmising that the room was located just off of the entry office Frank suggested, “If we can get into the office, then we could hear what they’re saying. We might learn some important information.”
His brothers nodded in agreement and they waited as Frank crept up and tried the front door. It opened without a sound and he peered into the office beyond. Although the door to the basement was open, the other one, which led into the living room, was shut. Frank held the door for his brothers and motioned them inside.
Joe was last to enter and he pulled the front door to, leaving it open just a crack, in case they had to beat a hasty retreat. Turning, he joined Frank and Peter who were waiting at the inner door. Again Frank slowly pulled it open just a little and the audible voices of the men within could be plainly overheard.
“. . .sure that there wasn’t anything at the window?” One of the gruff men asked.  “NO!” Janus yelled, “I done told you, Drake.  It was just the wind whipping stuff around out there.”
“Oh boy, what a night!” someone groaned. “You sure said that right,” another voice started, “I can’t believe we chose this night to dig up that grave, what with the storm and those kids and all.”
Drake answered him, “Yeah, but this storm ought to clear out of here soon, and them kids ain’t a problem no more. Those three snoops are locked up tight in the William’s Crypt. I bet the fat one is still shakin’ in his boots down’n that hole!”
“Yes, but that just brings us back around to the problem still at hand,” Janus explained.  “We’ve got to figure out what to do with those kids. Now, if you would just hear me out. . .”
“I just don’t know,” interjected a low, grumbling voice, “I didn’t mind knocking their heads around a bit, they disserve that for getting Sam arrested, but buryin’ them in that open grave seems a bit much for me!”
The Hardys looked at each other, the horror of the fate they had narrowly avoided was clearly writ ten on their faces.  As they turned back to listen to the conversation a mighty gust of wind blew the outer door open. It thudded into a desk with a deafening CRACK, rebounded, and slammed closed!
The men in the room shouted in anger and surprise, rushing towards the door the Hardys were eavesdropping at!

[bookmark: _Toc37401119]CHAPTER IX - Cornered
Realizing that they had been discovered, and with no time to open the front door, Frank slammed the living room door closed and he and Peter ran for the basement.
Joe stepped back from the doorway and waited, his jaw set.
The sound of running feet came up to the door and it was wildly thrown open. Joe picked that moment to act.
Jumping forward he dealt a viscous kick that landed squarely in the middle of Janus’s chest!  Derick let out a squeal of pain and fell back on his cronies, bowling them all to the floor.  After slamming the living room door closed again, Joe ran to join his brothers in the basement.
Leaping through the doorframe, Joe cleared the short steps and deftly landed in a crouch.  Peter and Frank had been waiting for him and they slammed the sturdy old door shut with another loud BANG!
Frank had a sturdy board in hand and he used it to wedge the door firmly shut. Peter had taken a pickaxe from the corner of the room and too used its handle as a wedge. The men could be heard relentlessly attacking the door but, when it failed to yield, they soon gave up.  Janus yelled through the barrier, “It don’t matter to us, you’re still trapped! Buried in the basement, or buried in a grave, we’ve got you either way!”
Frank silently motioned to his brothers and they immediately began to search the subterranean room for a way out.
Janus raged for a minute more at the boys before several footsteps could be heard stomping back into the living room area. Dust drifted down from the rafters above as the men moved about upstairs.
“I’m afraid they might be right, fellows” Peter muttered after their quick search had turned up empty.
Joe was furious at himself, lamenting, “I can’t believe I left the front door open like that. What a mistake! Now here we are again. We might as well still be trapped in the crypt!” “Not at all,” Frank disagreed, “It was a good idea to give us a quick way out of the house. It’s not your fault that the wind gusted like it did.  Anyway, it was worth it to see that kick you dealt Janus! I bet he feels that one for a month.” Peter sided with Frank adding, “Yeah, and we did get Chet out. I’m surprised he hasn’t turned up with the police yet. I hope nothing else happened to him!”
Joe agreed, fearing what might have happened to their friend. Frank meanwhile had moved over to the far wall and was examining the slats that comprised the top foot of it. There was about an inch gap between the boards and the stones and he could plainly see the ground outside through it.
Peter stood gripping a shovel nearby and asked, disgustedly, “Well, why don’t we just dig our way out?”
Frank, who had moved on to examining the stones that made up the wall whirled on his brothers, light shining from his eyes, and whispered, “That’s it! That’s exactly what we’ll do!”
He pulled on one of the top stones and its old mortar crumbled away easily. Within seconds he had pulled it from the wall revealing the wet earth behind.
Swiftly the boys set to the task at hand. As quietly as they possibly could they began to pull stones from the wall one by one and just as silently stack them off in a corner of the damp room. After several minutes had passed they had cleared one whole wall from floor to boards for about four feet wide.
Taking the shovel, Joe began to gently dig into the wall. The damp earth yielded easily to the spade and before long they were making excellent progress.
Starting about two feet from the floor Joe was slowly digging a channel which angled back into the dirt, just deep enough for them to wriggle up under the slats. They were making promising headway and exchanged relieved smiles until the shovel suddenly struck something solid.
The sound was heard by the men upstairs, one of whom had apparently been eavesdropping at the basement door. The men began to shout and batter the door with renewed vigor. The board with which Frank had used as a brace started to groan under the beating. Peter ran to help prop something else against the entrance.
Pointing to the corner Frank exclaimed, “The cabinets! We can use them!” He ran to help Peter move one of the bulky metal boxes into position.
Joe, meanwhile started a frenzy of digging, exposing the buried wooden boards that made the obstruction. Furiously he beat the blade of the shovel against them until finally they cracked, then caved inward wit h a rot ten crunch.  Peter and Frank had begun to move the heavy cabinet towards the door when the wooden brace gave way.
The basement door shot open, knocking the pick aside, and their adversaries poured into the basement!
Joe spun from his digging and immediately flung the shovel in the direction of their captors.
The men all ducked in unison except Janus, who was in the back of the enraged group, and hadn’t seen Joe’s action. The shovel smote him squarely in the face and he again fell backwards wit h a cry!
Frank saw his chance and rushed the nearest man who had ducked. While the man was still in a crouching position, Frank brought his knee up hard under Drake’s chin. His mouth was forced closed wit h a snap and the force of the blow sent the thief sprawling backwards, unconscious.
Peter too ran forward and landed a double-fisted blow on the back of the man crouching nearest him. The ruffian was forced all the way to his knees, emitting a painful grunt as he did so.
The last thief sprung into a flying tackle, catching Frank in the midriff. Both of them fell to the floor and rolled about in a tangle of swinging arms and kicking legs.
Joe rushed to Frank’s aid while Peter finished off his kneeling foe wit h a well-placed kick to his head.
Within just a few moments Joe had pulled the last wiry thief off of Frank and pinned him to the ground. All three boys were still panting from the desperate battle when the door to the house was suddenly forced open upstairs.
Several Bayport Police officers came running inside the house. Peter called to them from the basement and they stormed down the stairs, quickly sizing the situation up and handcuffing the thieves.
A moment later, Police Chief Collig entered the cellar wit h a beaming Chet following closely behind!

[bookmark: _Toc37401120]CHAPTER X - A Golden Conclusion
The boys sat in the couch of the first floor living room wrapped in blankets and sipping hot chocolate. Chet seemed so excited to finally see the Hardys that he completely forgot about his cold.
Taking the Chief aside Frank was able to identify the thief who had not wanted to be involved in the boys planned burial. The man agreed to tell them everything, hoping for lenience for his part in the crimes. The other graverobbers angrily yelled at the traitor before being led to waiting police cars outside. Janus had to be guided to the waiting cruiser by two officers, as he was still groggy from the tremendous blow the shovel had dealt him.  The boys, the cooperative thief and Chief Collig remained in the room to discuss the mystery.
“Well, where should we start?” Peter wondered.
“At the beginning, as usual.” Collig explained, a smile flickering across his tired features.  The boys recounted their experiences starting with the walk home from the cinema and ending with the frightening battle that had occurred in the room just beneath them.
At the mention of the man the boys had apprehended out side the Times building Collig interjected, “Ah, yes. That was Samuel Olen.  We’ve had him in our jail a couple of times for various petty crimes. You’re familiar with Sammy aren’t you?” Collig asked the remaining thief.
Defeated, the bruised man shook his head in agreement. He explained that it was himself and Sam who had been first discovered by the boys filling in the grave.
“Sam was plenty sore too! We all knew Janus from some time we had spent together up in County lock-up. He called us telling us about the cushy job he’d managed to land here as head groundskeeper, and about the articles he’d uncovered in the files. He was a promisin’ us all kinds of riches, but never came through. He didn’t have any better idea of where that gold was buried than you or me. I think he just wanted us all up here so he could boss around his old gang again.”
Frank learned that the two men had overheard Chet and the girls discussing the Hardys while they waited for them to come back over the wall.
“Sam is, uh, was a pretty good pickpocket and he was mad because he didn’t get anything off of you guys to track you down. Turned out he didn’t need it. Hardy is a pretty well known name around here, and it was no problem to tail you from your house to that farm. We couldn’t believe it when you just left the car hidden around the corner like that, I thought it was some kind of trap! Janus was the one I was drivin’ around and he went ahead and cut the brake line. He also put the warning in your mailbox the other night.”
Frank questioned the man further, “How did you all know that we were going to go to search the Bayport Times archives?”
“Janus overheard you all planning it on the porch. He stayed downstairs to re-file a folder and heard you through the openings in the basement wall.” The man explained, glancing in the direction of the basement door.  Chet quickly filled in his missing parts of the adventure. Explaining that he had lain down and dozed off for a few moments before Joe told him to stay put.
“I started to drift off again when someone came and choked me out from behind. I woke up in the bottom of that grave and thought I was already dead! It was just too much! After you got me out I went to get the car, but the tires had been slashed. I guess those fellows followed us from the moment we got there.”
Their guest was able to fill them in on how that had been accomplished. “Drake had grown up not too far from here and he knew those woods like the back of his hand. I was driving everyone back from a pub when we spotted your car parked off to the side. It was pretty clear what you were up to then, and Derick came up with the plan to capture you. He was to act as a diversion while the rest of us followed Drake up to the knoll and tracked you from there.”
Shaking his head in disbelief Chet continued,
“Anyway, I went ahead and walked all the way to the police station from there. Not a short hike at all!” He added with a flourish.  The Hardys were grateful to him for arriving just in the nick of time and voiced their thanks to both Chet and the Chief.
Once they had finished recounting the tale, Frank promised to drop off all the clues and evidence they had collected to the police station the next day. The chief offered them a ride home and they were all just getting ready to leave when a young officer poked his head up from the basement.
“Hey, Chief! Boys!” He called, “You’d better get down here and see this one for yourselves!”
They quickly filed down the short stairs and back into the cellar. Several officers had been working to document the crime scene. They were now grouped excitedly around the channel Joe had been digging in the wall. One man stood aside and motioned for the Hardys and their pal to come closer. The policeman shone the beam of his powerful flashlight into the hole Joe had broken through the wood obstruction he had earlier encountered.
Inside the hole, the light was reflecting off of several stacked bars of gold!”
“It’s the treasure!” Chet exclaimed.  “That must have been the shallow coffin old man Phillips buried before he died!” Frank deduced. “We found the gold, and we weren’t even looking for it!”
Everyone had a hearty laugh at the fact that the thieves were much closer to the treasure than they had ever known.
Peter marveled at how closely the lost grave had come to being discovered when the groundskeeper’s house had been constructed.  “They just missed it by a little over a foot when they dug this basement!”
Joe summed up all their feelings by announcing, “I knew that our luck on this case would turn around sooner or later. It had to, it couldn’t get any worse!”
Turning to leave the house they couldn’t believe that the mystery was over. Each time they had solved one they were hit with the suspicion that it would be the last to come their way.
“Well, it’s a long time until this winter will be over. Anything could happen in the meantime.”
Chet told them optimistically . “Now, about that last remaining pumpkin pie . . .”
THE END
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