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 Chapter 1

"GOT you!" FRANK HARDY smiled grimly. Once again, the older of the two Hardy boys had made a
capture. In this case, the capture was a fish.

Rushing water came up to the top of his hip high boots as he braced himself against the current of the
Allagash River. Above the tall pines on both banks of the river, the early fall sky was a dazzling blue.
Frank felt a million miles away from the world of crime fighting and danger in which he and his
brother, Joe, lived-and had nearly died. The fanatic followers of the Rajah and his Cult of Crime had
done their best to fit Frank and Joe for matching coffins.

The Hardys had survived, however, and decided that a vacation was definitely in order. They'd packed
their fishing and camping gear into Joe's latest pride and joy, a 1958 station wagon complete with
wood paneling, which he'd lovingly reconditioned.- Next stop, the Maine north woods, for two weeks
of peace, quiet, and fishing.

"Whoa, big fella," Frank muttered as his fishing rod began to bend. He let out some line as the fish
fought to escape. From the feel of the line, the fish was a big one. Then he saw it leap into the air - a
trout!

Just the right kind of adventure, he thought. Trout give you a challenge, put up a fight, and don't carry
guns.

He fought the fish on his hook, letting out the line, then reeling it in, bringing the fish ever closer to
his net. Already, he could picture it grilling over the campfire.

This is just what we need, he thought. Two weeks without having to look over our shoulders. Two
weeks without racing against time to head off some disaster. Two weeks without mayhem, mystery, or
murder. He grinned to himself. But will Joe be able to last two weeks without girls to chase?

His smile faded as he thought about Joe, back in town buying supplies. Frank had always kidded his
brother about belonging to the "Girl-of the-Week Club." But he knew that Joe had really and truly
loved only one girl-Iola Morton. Then terrorists had bombed the Hardys' car, and Iola had disappeared
in a fireball. It looked as if Joe was never going to get serious about another girl again. Would he ever
get over it, Frank wondered, or would he be haunted by Iola's memory forever? Crashing noises from
the nearby forest brought Frank whirling away from the riverbank. He turned just in time to see Joe
Hardy tearing through the underbrush.

Frank shook his head. "You made me lose a fish," he complained. Then he saw his brother's face.
"What's wrong? You look like you saw a ghost. "

"I did," Joe said, still gasping for breath. "Iola."



 
"That's impossible," Frank said patiently. "Your mind is playing tricks. Iola's gone, Joe." Frank began
to get worried. Had too much hard ball with the bad guys scrambled Joe's brains?

"I know what I saw," Joe said, stubbornly shaking his head. "I left the car and was heading back here
through the woods. And suddenly she stepped out from behind a tree less than ten yards from me. I
saw her face as clear as day. She was wearing a sweater and jeans, just like the ones she was wearing
before ... before ... " Joe's voice trailed off.

"You've got to face what happened," Frank said, putting his hand on Joe's shoulder. "Nothing was left
of the car but a few hunks of molten metal after that bomb went off. There's no chance that Iola could
have survived."

"But remember: They didn't find a trace of Iola's body," said Joe.

Frank saw the gleam of hope in Joe's eye. A crazy gleam, Frank thought, for a crazy hope.

"The police said the heat was so intense that it left no traces of her," Frank reminded him gently.
"Except in your memory, Joe."

Joe's face tightened. "That wasn't a memory I just saw. It was her, as real as you or me."

"But did she say anything or do anything to make contact with you?" Frank asked. "The real Iola
would have."

"She was about to say something," Joe said. "She saw me and opened her mouth to speak. Then all of a
sudden she looked confused, like she didn't know where she was or what she was doing. Her eyes went
blank, and she turned and ran. Before I could move, she'd disappeared in the forest."

"Vanished-just like that," said Frank skeptically.

"I don't care if you believe me or not. That's what happened," said Joe, now openly angry. "When I
couldn't find her, I came back here to get you to help track her. She needs help, Frank. And if you
won't help her, I'll have to do it alone."

He turned away from his brother and strode back into the forest.

"Joe! Wait!" said Frank, hurrying after him.

"Stranger things than this have happened and turned out to be real. I'll come along if you want me to."

Joe flashed a smile at his brother. "I figured you wouldn't be able to resist a mystery. Come on,
Sherlock. Together, we'll be able to pick up her trail."

"How will you find the spot where you first saw her?" Frank asked as they made their way through the
forest. Sunlight filtering through the branches dappled the ground. The only sounds were the
crunching of pine needles under the Hardys' feet, the buzzing of insects, and the occasional call of a
bird.

"I dropped my pack with the supplies when I saw her, so it should still be lying there," said Joe. He



 
squinted through the trees. "There it is now." They stood beside the discarded pack.

"So where did this girl ... Iola ... come from?" Frank asked-and then he heard it. Just a small sound. A
twig snapping, maybe, or pine needles crunching.

But it was a sound that somehow didn't belong, that made him want to dive for cover. Frank got a hold
on himself, smiling at how on edge his nerves were. They were safe in the woods.

But Joe didn't think so. He grabbed Frank's arm and dived to the ground, dragging Frank with him.

"Joe - " Frank began, but a much louder sound drowned out his words.

Rifle shots exploded.

Bullets whizzed inches over their heads. "It's a trap," Joe rasped. "And we're sitting ducks!"



 Chapter 2

"GOT TO FIND cover," Frank whispered into his brother's ear as they lay side by side, facedown,
hugging the ground. There-were more rifle shots, more bullets whizzing above them.

"Good thinking," said Joe, already starting to roll himself along the ground toward the nearest large
pine.

Frank followed him. They reached the side of the tree away from where the shooting was coming, and
cautiously raised themselves to their hands and knees.

More shots. A bullet thumped into the tree, and another ricocheted off it, showering splinters of bark.

The Hardy boys hit the ground again. Wiggling on their stomachs, using their elbows to propel them,
they retreated farther away from whoever was using them for target practice.

The rifle shots ended. As Frank strained to cover ground, he kept his ears wide open for sounds of
pursuit. But he heard none. Just the sound of Joe and him going over the blanket of pine needles, and
the sound of their increasingly heavy breathing as their lungs began to burn.

Finally, it seemed safe to stop. Concealed behind thick undergrowth, they again raised themselves to
their hands and knees. With the back of his hand Frank wiped away the sweat coating his forehead.

"Whew, close call," he whispered.

"Hey, remember what you told me about this trip?" Joe whispered back.

"No. What?" said Frank. " 'No bad guys, just good times,' " said Joe.

Frank shrugged. "Okay, so I was wrong." He edged his face toward a gap in the undergrowth to peer
into the forest. "Looks like they're not coming after us."

"Then it's time for us to go after them," said Joe. His eyes were flashing like warning lights. People
taking potshots at him triggered his temper.

Frank didn't have Joe's hot temper. Instead he had cool-headed logic. But he did share his brother's
dislike of running from a fight-and Joe's determination to come out on top no matter what the odds.
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"From the number of shots, it's a good bet there's more than one guy," Frank said. "We can't go
straight at them, because it won't do any good to go charging into the barrels of their guns."



 
"We'll make a circle and approach them from behind," said Joe. .

"Just what I was thinking," replied Frank.

"And it would be even better if we split up. It'll double our chances of spotting them. If one of us does,
he can give a signal. How about this?" Frank pursed his lips and whistled a whippoorwill call. Joe
replied with one of his own.

"It'll do," said Frank, nodding. We'll gamble that our pals out there won't know that whippoorwills do
their calling at night."

"We won't even give them the time to think about it," said Joe. "We'll make sure they never know
what hit them."

"We'll have surprise on our side," Frank agreed. "They'll never figure that we're coming after them."
Frank checked the compass on his watch, and Joe did the same. "Okay. You go five hundred paces to
the southwest. I go the same distance southeast. Then we trade directions, so we meet in another five
hundred paces-unless one of us makes a sighting first."

"Catch you later," said Joe. He moved off, quiet as a cat, his expression alert and intent, like a tiger on
the prowl.

Frank was just as alert. As he moved silently through the forest, he did a mental check on himself, as
his karate teacher, Kim Sung, had told him to do in the moments before possible combat. He made
sure his breathing was smooth and deep, his muscles relaxed and supple, his heartbeat slow and
steady. That done, he went into the final stage of readiness, wiping all thoughts from his mind, so that
his senses of sight, hearing, and smell would be clear and he could instantly react to danger. .

Then he saw it-the glint of sunlight striking metal. He knew what that metal was. It was the metal of a
rifle. Frank pursed his mouth to whistle, but it was too late.

A man stepped out from behind a tree. He was big, bald, and black bearded, over six feet tall and a
good two hundred pounds. He looked like he had been outfitted from head to toe by L. L. Bean,
complete with red-and-black-checked flannel shirt and hunting cap. But Frank barely noticed what the
man looked like. All he was interested in was the rifle in the man's hands, pointed straight at him.
Frank had only a split second to make his move and he made it. He stepped toward the man, raising
his hands in surrender.

Then, without a break in movement, his leg shot upward, the tip of his boot catching the man square
on the chin. The instant Frank felt his boot make solid contact, he twirled to one side, away from the
rifle. His flow was perfect. Kim Sung would have been pleased.

The rifle dropped from the bearded man's hands as the man went down as if pole-axed, right into a
thick patch of wild blueberries.

Direct hit, thought Frank-and that was his mistake.

Too late he remembered another of Kim Sung's teachings. Never let success distract you. Never
congratulate yourself on doing well, because when you do that, you relax your guard.



 Too late Frank realized someone had come up behind him. He only had time to half-turn before he saw
the face of an angry man, his hands high above his head, and then the blurred shape of something - a
rifle barrel, perhaps-coming down. Then there was a sharp pain, and blackness.

Joe, moving silently through the forest, heard a crashing noise.

It might have been an animal running through the undergrowth.

On the other hand, it might have been a body falling to the ground.

Joe headed in the direction of the sound. He watched every step he took and kept close to every tree he
went by.

After a moment, he heard voices and headed toward them. The voices became more and more distinct,
but he couldn't understand a word.

A foreign language, he thought as he pressed against a thick tree, then peered around it.

He saw two men - a big, bald, bearded one, with hands bleeding from some kind of scratches, and a
wiry, redheaded one-standing over a body on the ground.

Joe recognized the body at the same time that he recognized the language the men were speaking. It
was Frank who was lying on the ground. And it was French the men were speaking.

Were the men survivors of the French gang that the Hardy boys had broken up in their case Evil, Inc.?
Were they out for revenge?

Joe let out his breath in relief when he saw Frank's head make a slight movement, his body give a tiny
twitch. At least Frank was still alive.

The bearded man grinned. While the other man kept his rifle trained on Frank, the bearded man
unhooked a canteen from his belt and poured water from it onto Frank's face.

Frank shook his head as he opened his eyes. Then the bearded man leaned down, grabbed Frank by the
arm, and lifted him to his feet like a limp doll. When he let go, Frank stood there, weaving groggily,
like a battered fighter set up for a knock-out punch.

As Joe grimaced in horror, he saw the wiry man get set to deliver it.
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The man parted his lips in a snarl, lifted his rifle, and pressed the tip of the barrel against Frank's head,
just behind his ear.

Joe could wait no longer. He moved out from behind the tree and charged.

He had never moved faster in his life-not on the football field going for a touchdown, not on the
baseball diamond stretching a single into a double, not on a track heading for the tape in his specialty,



 
the hundred-yard dash.

But even as his knees pumped and his feet flew faster and faster, he knew he couldn't reach Frank in
time. At the first crunch of Joe's feet on the pine needles, the wiry man wheeled around and leveled his
gun at Joe. This was one race Joe couldn't win. He couldn't move faster than a bullet. All Joe could do
was brace himself to die.



 Chapter 3

JOE DID NOT hear the rifle shot he was expecting. He did not feel a bullet slam into him. Instead he
heard the wiry man with the rifle gasp, "Aghhh!" as Frank karate-chopped him on one forearm, then
the other, in a blur of motion.

The rifle dropped from the man's paralyzed hands, and the man dropped on top of it, after Frank
chopped at the back of his neck.

The bearded man reached for the hunting knife on his belt, but he never made it. Joe hit him in a
flying tackle, smashing him back against a tree, then let him go and backed off a step. When the
bearded man reached for his knife again, Joe lashed a right hook to the jaw. The man went down like a
sack of flour. "Good work," said Frank as he removed the 14

wiry man's belt and set about tying his hands behind his back with it.

"Good work yourself," said Joe, doing the same thing to the bearded man. "I thought I was a goner. I
thought you went, too. You woke up in the nick of time."

"Actually, I came to a couple of minutes before, but I didn't see any sense in letting those guys know
it," said Frank, squatting as he made sure the wiry man was securely tied. Then he stood up.

"Playing possum, huh?" said Joe, giving his man a final check and standing up, too.

"Right," said Frank. "I figured it might be interesting to hear what they had to say to each other when
they thought I was unconscious. And of course, it would be a lot easier to make my move when their
guard was down." "Did they say anything?" asked Joe. "Yeah, but I didn't understand what," said
Frank.

"They were speaking French, I think," said Joe. "You must have understood something, unless that A
you got in French class last year was a joke.”

"I just caught a stray word here and there," said Frank, shaking his head. "They were speaking with
some kind of weird accent. Plus they were talking real fast, and my head was still ringing, so it all
sounded like Greek to me."

Joe laughed, then became serious. "We'll just have to wait until they come to before we find out what
they're up to."

"We can speed up the process," said Frank, unhooking his canteen from his belt. "I'll do to them what
they did to me-give them a water cure."

A minute later, the men were standing on their feet, shaking their heads.



 
"Sacre bleu, qu' est-ce qui s' est passe?" mumbled one. "Ma pauvre tete," groaned the other. "Either of
you speak English?" asked Frank. "Yes, of course," the bearded man said with a heavy accent.

"Certainly," replied the other one, with a similar accent. "We come from Quebec. We French
Canadians must speak both French and English."

"Then you can start talking," said Joe, in a hard voice. "Why were you taking target practice on us?"
said Frank. "On you?" said the bearded man. "Why should we shoot at you?"

"Think hard," said Joe, raising his fist-menacingly. "You should be able to remember. It was just about
fifteen minutes ago...”

"Mais non, that was you?" said the wiry man.

He turned to his companion. "I told you that you were mistaken when you said you saw deer. You are
always so quick on the trigger."

"When you hunt, you must react instantly," said the bearded man defensively. "Otherwise, the deer,
they get away. I saw the motion, I was sure it was the deer. Needless to say, I apologize. "

"I must apologize, too, for hitting you over the head," the wiry man said to Frank. "But when I saw you
attacking my friend Henri here, I had no choice. Who knew what kind of criminal or madman you
might have been?"

"Jacques had to do it," Henri agreed. "After all, you attacked me without any reason."

"That gun you pointed at me seemed like reason enough," said Frank.

"'I heard you coming through the undergrowth, and naturally I thought you were a - "

"Don't tell me-a deer," said Frank. "Listen, before I untie you, promise you won't make any more little
mistakes. The woods aren't safe with trigger-happy hunters like you around-especially before the
season officially starts." Smiling grimly, he took the bullets out of the rifle he was holding, picked up
the other rifle and emptied it, then frisked the men, removing all the bullets from their pockets.
Meanwhile, Joe searched their backpacks, which were lying nearby, and removed the rest of the
ammunition from them.

"I suggest the two of you try fishing this time of year. It's safer for everyone concerned," said Frank as
he and Joe untied the belts from Henri's and Jacques's wrists.

You cannot do this," said Henri indignantly as he rubbed circulation back into his hands.

"It is outrageous” agreed Jacques.

But they took a look at Frank's hands spreading flat in readiness for another karate chop, and Joe's
hands balling into fists, and limited further protest to Henri's saying, "You have not heard the last of
this." "We will notify the authorities," said Jacques. "You do that," said Joe.

"Yeah, please," said Frank. "Once they hear our side of the story, you guys can forget about hunting



 
again, unless you want to do it without a license."

"Okay, okay," said Jacques. "Maybe we do lose our tempers a little. And maybe we were a little too
quick on the trigger-especially Henri. I have to admit, it is not the first mistake he makes today. Less
than an hour ago, he almost shoot at another person"

"I tell you, she look just like a deer," muttered Henri.

“She?" Joe asked instantly. "You saw a girl, near here, a little while ago?"

"She is wandering around like a lost one," said Jacques. "I have no idea what she is doing here in the
middle of the woods. Certainly she is not dressed for it. She is wearing new jeans and a pretty sweater,
like she is at a school picnic."

"Jeans and a sweater," said Joe, trying to keep his voice calm. "Tell me, what did she look like?"

"A pretty girl, on the petite side, with a face like, how you say, a pixie, and dark hair," said Jacques.

"Yes, dark hair, like an elk," said Henri. "But you didn't shoot at her?" said Joe. "No, of course not,"
said Henri.

"I grab his rifle just in time," said Jacques. "Then I call out to the girl. I think maybe she needs help.
But when she hear me, she turn and run” "Which direction?" asked Joe urgently. "That way," said
Jacques, pointing.

"Come on," Joe said to Frank. Without waiting for a response, Joe jogged off in the direction that
Jacques had indicated, toward an opening in the trees and thick foliage. "So long," Frank said over his
shoulder to the two men as he followed his brother.

"Looks like we're on some kind of abandoned trail or road," said Joe as he jogged along at Frank's
side.

"A road to nowhere," commented Frank. "It hasn't been used in years."

"Yes, it has-by that girl," said Joe, keeping up a fast pace until he halted abruptly. He picked a scrap of
torn blue woolen material from the branch of a sapling where it had snagged. "I'd know this blue
anywhere. It's the same color as the sweater Iola was wearing when I saw her before-and the last time
I saw her, when. . ." Joe trailed off, wincing at the memory. Then his voice grew urgent. "Let's speed it
up! We're on her trail."

"But we're coming to a dead end," said Frank, peering ahead.

A hundred yards down the overgrown road was a tall wire fence topped by barbed wire. On a gate in
the fence was a large sign. The Hardy boys were too far away to read the lettering, but they could
make out the picture on it. A skull. The universal symbol of death.

When they reached the fence, Frank read: "Warning. Electrified fence. Property patrolled by armed
guards and attack dogs. Trespassers will be shot on sight."



 
Joe refused to let that stop him. "Iola must have gotten through this fence-or been taken through it-
somehow. The only other place to go is deeper in the woods and I don't see why she'd do that. We've
got to get in there." He reached for the gate latch.

Frank grabbed his arm. "Careful. The electric current might be on. And even if it isn't, you can bet it's
locked."

"We have to get through it," said Joe, peering through the wire mesh. On the other side was what had
once been a handsome lawn and garden, but had become a jungle of high green grass, tall weeds, and a
rainbow of flowers gone wild.

"Well," said Frank reluctantly, "I see three options for getting in. We could get a ladder and go over it,
but getting past the barbed wire on top would be tricky, and we would be sitting ducks if any guard
spotted us. We could cut through the fence, but that would be hard with the current on, and any
disturbance in it might set off alarms. That leaves one other way."

"Going under it," said Joe. "We could get a couple of shovels and tunnel through and have good cover
at the same time."

"Tonight. When we have the cover of darkness," said Frank firmly. "But this is ridiculous, Joe."

"I hate to wait that long. Something might happen to Iola by then," said Joe.

"See any other choice?" asked Frank.

"You and your logic," replied Joe, shaking his head. "Once, just once, I'd like to see you go with gut
feeling and not brains."

"I'd rather use my head and save our necks," said Frank. "Anyway, there aren't many other places in
this forest to go. If someone went in side, they're still there. Come on." Frank sighed.

"Let's get to the general store in the village and buy a couple of shovels. Big ones. We'll have to do
some heavy digging tonight. And while we're at the store, we can do some digging there. We can find
out if anyone knows anything about this property."

Two hours later, after a jog back to the station wagon and a drive to the village, the Hardy boys had
gotten both the shovels and some information.

The storekeeper was a tall, lanky, gray-haired man, who was as close-mouthed as most of the citizens
of Maine that the Hardy boys had met. But the sight of the money that Frank and Joe laid out for a pair
of high-priced shovels' warmed him enough to loosen his tongue when they asked him about the fence
in the forest.

"Figure that must be the old Lazarus place," he said, counting the money twice, then ringing it up on
his antique cash register.

"The Lazarus place?” Frank repeated. "Fact is, they called it the Lazarus Clinic," said the storekeeper.
"Folks around here, though, got a different name for it. Lazarus Loony Bin. Some fancy New York
doctor opened it and had a lot of rich patients for a while until the folks paying the bills got tired of



 
seeing no results, and the place went out of business." "What's it being used for now?" asked Frank.
"Ain't being used. Hasn't been for two, three years," said the storekeeper disdainfully." "Crazy place
for a crazy house, in the middle of nowhere. Lost a bundle, that doctor did."

"Thanks for the information," said Joe. Then he said to Frank, "Time to move."

"Hey, mister, you're forgetting your shovel," said the storekeeper as Joe dashed for the door. " "I don't
think I'll need it," said Joe.

"Well, mister, our policy is no refunds," said the storekeeper.

"Don't listen to my brother. We'll take them both," said Frank, picking up the two shovels and
following Joe, who was already halfway out the door.

As soon as they were in the station wagon, Joe said, "If that place isn't operating, the electric current
won't be turned on in the fence. There won't be armed guards or dogs. We can go right in with a pair of
wire cutters, if the gate is even locked. No wonder Iola disappeared so fast. She must have gotten in
easily."

"I'm not so sure," said Frank. "That fence seemed to be in awfully good repair, and that warning sign
looked freshly painted."

"We'll see when we get there," replied Joe, pressing down on the accelerator.

Night had fallen and the stars were out in a moonless sky when the Hardy boys arrived at the fence
again.

"Now we'll check this thing out," said Joe.

Before Frank could argue, Joe splashed some water from his canteen onto the fence.

"See? No current," Joe said triumphantly.

"We could have been inside hours ago and have caught up with Iola by now, if you weren't so cautious.
Frank, you have to learn that sometimes you just have to go for it."

With that, Joe turned the handle on the gate and gave a shove. The gate swung open.

"Easy as pie," he said. "Let's find Iola now."

"Hey, slow down," said Frank. "Joe, if there's anybody inside at all, it may be some girl, but don't you
know that it can't be Iola? Not after what happened. She's gone. You're just setting yourself up for ... "
Frank trailed off.

Joe wasn't listening to him. He was already moving through the overgrown garden, toward the dark
shape of a massive building. Frank, shaking his head, had no choice but to catch up with his brother
and try to keep alert to possible' danger for both of them.

"She's in there, I feel it," said Joe. He shined his flashlight on the massive oak door of what seemed to



 
be a Victorian mansion.

"The storekeeper was right-this is a crazy place," said Frank.

"When we were kids, we would have called an old heap like this a haunted house," said Joe. "Except
it's not a ghost we're looking for." He reached for the doorknob. "Now we - " Suddenly Joe gasped.
"Wh - "

He and Frank were caught in blazing light that seemed to come from every direction. It blinded them,
but they could hear a voice near them quite well. "Freeze - or you will be the dead ones!"



 Chapter 4

BliNKING, THE HARDY boys turned toward the sound of the voice. But the glare of a spotlight
prevented them from seeing whoever was talking.

"You seem to be interested in entering the Lazarus Clinic," the voice said. It was remarkable in just
one respect: There was nothing remarkable about it. It was without an accent of any kind. "Allow us to
give you a guided tour. But first, raise your hands."

Two men dressed in black slacks, black sweat shirts, and black athletic shoes stepped forward.

They carried military assault rifles poised and ready. Frank and Joe raised their hands.

"I am glad to see you are being cooperative," said the voice. "Hugo and Fritz have nervous trigger
fingers. Now we must have a quick examination of your persons. Hugo, frisk them."

While Fritz trained his rifle on the Hardy boys, Hugo took their hunting knives from their sheaths,
then gave them a swift but professionally thorough going-over, from their ankles to their shoulders.

"Good, you are clean," said the voice. "Take them inside.” Hugo swung open the door, and prodded by
Fritz's assault rifle, the Hardy boys went inside. From behind them the voice said, "Please do not turn
around to look at me, unless you want a rifle barrel smashed into your face. Instead take a look around
you. This building is unique. It was originally built ninety years ago by an eccentric millionaire, who
later went bankrupt. It was converted into a mental clinic sixty years later by an even more eccentric
psychologist, who went bankrupt in turn. It is now perfect for my organization to use. Not only did we
buy it dirt cheap, but we are assured of privacy here. Our work demands a great deal of privacy."

"Pretty sloppy of you to leave your front gate unlocked then," said Frank. He got the answer he half-
expected.

"It was no accident that the gate was unlocked-for you," said the voice. "Rest assured, it is locked
now."

"So we walked into a trap," said Frank. "And Iola was the bait."

"I was told you were an intelligent young man," the voice said.

"So it was Iola!" Joe exclaimed. "She is here! Tell me where she - " Forgetting himself, he wheeled
around to question his captor.

He didn't get to finish his question-or see who was doing the talking. All he saw was Fritz's rifle barrel
slashing toward his face, while in "the background, a figure darted out of sight behind a high-backed
chair.



 
At the same time, the lightning reflexes that made Joe an ace athlete went 'into action. Before the rifle
barrel could touch his face, he grabbed it and pulled it, letting Fritz set himself off balance by his own
forward momentum. Then he viciously shoved it away, sending Fritz sprawling" backward into Hugo's
rifle.

"Run for it!" Joe shouted to Frank while he himself dashed through a nearby doorway and down a
corridor. Behind him he heard shouts and running footsteps.

At the end of the corridor was a winding stair way. Joe went up it three steps at a time. On the second
floor; he raced down another corridor, rounded a sharp turn, and found himself facing a closed door.
The door was metal, in sharp contrast to the old wood of the house and the faded floral carpeting on
the floor.

Joe heard the-footsteps of his pursuers. He hesitated for just a moment before grabbing the door knob
and giving it a turn.

The door opened easily. Joe stepped inside and felt his knees go weak. Stunned, he could only gasp,
"Iola."

She was sitting in a chair facing him, looking exactly the way she did when Joe had last seen her-her
face, her hair, even the clothes she was wearing. But now there were electrodes fastened to both sides
of her head. Leather straps bound her wrists to the arms of the chair. And her eyes stared blankly at
Joe.

Iola wasn't alone. Four men were in the room. There were a distinguished-looking elderly man with a
thick white crew cut and a livid scar across his pale forehead; a short, stout, middle-aged Oriental; a
tall, thin youth in his twenties with a freckled face and horn-rimmed glasses; and a massively built
man with a shaved skull. All wore white lab coats and the same startled expression as Joe barged in.

Joe, though, had eyes only for Iola. "What are you doing to her?" he cried. He clenched his hands into
fists and moved forward menacingly. "Take those electrodes off her head! Get those straps off her
wrists!" He didn't know what he was going to do if they refused-and he never got to find out. Too late
he heard a sound behind him. Before he could turn, an arm snaked around his neck.

Then he felt a jabbing pain in his arm.

A needle was all he managed to think before the room and Iola's face blurred as Joe slid down the
chute to oblivion.

Oblivion, Joe decided, was like a sleep without dreams. There was no way of telling how long he was
out. It might have been a minute or a day later that he opened his eyes and saw Frank's face looking
down at him with concern.

"I was hoping you had gotten away," said Frank. "No luck, huh?"

"I was hoping you'd made it, too," said Joe, putting his hand to his forehead, which was aching from
the aftereffect of whatever drug had knocked him out. Then he said, "Ouch!" It wasn't his forehead
that had pained him, though. It was his thumb. Only then did he notice' that his thumb was wrapped in



 
a thick bandage.

The next thing he noticed was that Frank's thumb was bandaged in the same way.

"Our thumbs," Joe said. "What happened to them?"

"I've been wondering the same thing ever since I came to after they drugged me," said Frank. "All I
know is how much it hurts-too much to risk taking the bandage off."

"Cautious as usual, but I guess you're right," said Joe. "Anyway, we've got more important questions
to answer. Like where are we, and how do we get out of here? I can't even tell what time of day it is.
They took my watch away, along with clothes. The sweatshirt and pants they put on me are two sizes
too big. You're lucky. At least they left you with your clothes."

"They left me with my watch, too," said Frank, glancing at it. "It's ten P. M. We were knocked out for
a whole day."

"Unless they fooled around with your watch to confuse us," said Joe. "In this room, there's no telling."
His eyes traveled around the blank white walls of the windowless room. The only opening was a
viewing window of unbreakable plastic in the metal door.

"Good thinking. We have to watch out for dirty tricks," said Frank, nodding. He looked around the
room. "I can't see any way out of here. This must have been a high security cell for disturbed patients
when this place was an asylum." "We'll have to wait until they take us out of here, and then make a
break for it," said Joe. "One of us has to make it. It isn't only for our sakes. Iola is here. I saw her, right
before they caught up with me."

Frank leaned forward, his eyes gleaming with excitement. "That can only mean one thing. The
Assassins are involved in this. They're the only ones who could have gotten their hands on Iola right
before the car blew up."

"So you're finally convinced she's alive?" asked Joe.

"I can't deny the evidence," said Frank. "They must have yanked her away from the car door a split
second after she opened it and a split second before that device triggered the bomb."

"It's like I told you-I never actually saw Iola get in the car," Joe said eagerly. Then he paused. "But
why would the Assassins want to kidnap her?"

"Who knows what plans they have?" asked Frank. "The only thing we can be sure of is that they're still
operating all over the world. Exposing one of their plots and nailing a few of their killers was like
chopping one tentacle off an octopus." He set his face in determination. "We have to get out of here.
We have to alert the Network."

"But first we have to rescue Iola," said Joe, a touch of anger in his voice. It was just like Frank to think
of the Network first and Iola second. Frank had his dogged sense of duty to the Network-even though
that top secret government agency and its contact agent, the Gray Man, had made it clear that they'd
rather do without' the Hardys, if only the Hardys hadn't proved so valuable.



 
Joe was slightly mollified when Frank said reassuringly, "Of course we'll get Iola out of here. I'm not
some kind of monster. But we have to make contact with the Network fast. We have to warn them
about what's going on out here in the middle of nowhere."

"I guess you're right," said Joe reluctantly. "As long as Iola gets number-one priority." "Of course I'm
right," replied Frank, and saw Joe's reaction to his smug tone, he again added, "And of course Iola
comes first. But we can't just go with our emotions. We have to make plans to cover all possibilities.
Like what if just One of us makes it out of here? What does he do then?"

"He has to waste a lot of time getting back to Bayport," said Joe. "That's the only place we can contact
the Network from."

"We may not have that much time, if we don't want the Assassins to skip out of this crazy house," said
Frank. "We have to figure out a way to-contact the Network from here."

"Look, you were the one who insisted we take a total break from crime fighting," said Joe. You
decided to leave our connection with the Network at home. Without that modem the Network gave us,
we're totally cut off from them."

"It was dumb of me, I admit," said Frank. "But look, give me a rundown of how you'll make contact
with them. Not that I don't trust you. But I want to make sure you'll do it exactly right if I'm not
around. The Network won't tolerate the smallest error. They're really strict about total security."

Joe nodded. That made sense. Frank was the one who handled the computer hook-up that connected
them to the Network's central Washington office. But Frank had taught him how it worked in case of
emergencies like this one. Joe went over the procedure in his mind, opened his mouth, and then closed
it.

"What's the matter? Your mind go blank?" Frank said. "Take a couple of minutes. See if you can
remember it without my helping you."

"It's not that. I can remember it perfectly," said Joe. "But there's a good chance this place is bugged.
That drug must have messed up your head. You're usually the one who thinks of things like that."

"Of course I did. I checked the place out," said Frank impatiently. "What do you think I am? An idiot?
Let's not waste any more time. They might be coming for us at any minute. Just tell me the procedure
so I can feel secure."

Joe looked at his brother more closely. Frank actually looked angry. The drug must still have been
affecting him, or else his nerves were shot Joe felt funny, being the cool, levelheaded one, instead of
Frank. But if Frank wouldn't admit that there was no way to detect really sophisticated eavesdropping
equipment, then Joe would have to be the one on guard.

"No dice," he said. "The Gray Man told us never to risk revealing the contact code. You know that as
well as I do."

To Joe's amazement, Frank's eyes glowed with fury. Then he relaxed, and shrugged. "Okay, if that's
the way you want it. Conversation over."



 
"Glad you've come to your - " Joe began. Suddenly the door swung open. Fritz and Hugo were there
with their guns.

"Let's go," said Fritz.

Joe kept a sharp eye out for any chance to jump them, but they were too alert and professional. As they
marched the Hardys down the corridor, they kept a perfect distance from Joe and Frank-too far away
to be attacked, but not far enough away for the boys to escape.

"I wonder what's waiting for us" Joe said to Frank as they walked along.

"I have a strong hunch that they have a big surprise in store," replied Frank.

There was an odd mocking tone in Frank's voice, but Joe didn't have time to wonder about it.

"In there," said Hugo from behind them as they came to an empty door. As they entered, Frank said in
the same strange tone, "Hi, Joe."

"Hi, Frank," answered the young man waiting inside.

Joe looked into the face of that young man and suddenly wondered if he had really come out of his
drugged trance, or if maybe he was as crazy as the inmates at the Lazarus Clinic used to be. The young
man he was staring at was himself!



 Chapter 5

FOR A SECOND, all Joe could see was his own face staring into his, as if he were looking into some
kind of crazy mirror. Then he saw more.

He saw that the double facing him was wearing Joe's own clothes-which must have been why Joe was
wearing the gray sweatshirt and pants.

He saw that his brother Frank, the real Frank, was not standing beside him, but was strapped in a chair
in the center of the room. Frank was wearing gray sweat clothes, too, while his own clothes were on
whomever it was who was posing as Frank. Joe didn't try to figure out what it all meant. Instead he
shot out a right cross aimed at the chin of the double facing him.

But the double reacted just as fast, blocking the punch with his left arm and lashing out with a right
hook.

Joe knew it was coming. He slipped it by pulling his head back sharply and dived at his opponent. He
missed and hit the floor with a jarring crash.

His double leapt on him but did not make contact. Joe rolled out of the way in the nick of time.

The two of them lay sprawled' side by side on the floor. Then, at the same time, they jumped to their
feet and stood facing off, panting and looking futilely for an opening in each other's defenses.

"That's enough," said a voice over a hidden speaker system. It was the voice of the unseen man who
had directed the Hardy boys' capture.

A voice without accent or inflection. A voice that could have been produced by a computer or by
somebody who wanted to give no clue to his identity.

"The experiment is over," the voice continued. "You two could keep fighting for an hour without
either of you gaining an advantage. Joe Hardy! Number two is a success, a perfect replica of Joe Hardy
number one, right down to the last reflex. Okay, men, take care of Joe One, before he exhausts himself
trying to knock himself out."

Fritz and Hugo, who had been watching the fight with big grins, stepped forward and grabbed Joe by
both arms. They shoved him into a chair next to Frank I. Frank II, grinning as well, used the straps on
the chair arms and legs to tie Joe in.

Careful not to let his movements show, Joe flexed his muscles to test the straps. They held tight-no
chance of a breakout. At the same time, he glanced around the room, and caught sight of the lenses of
TV cameras in openings in all four walls, near the ceiling. Doubtless the cameras showed everything
that was happening in the room to whoever was in command.



 
The voice came over the speaker again. Frank and Joe, listening closely, could detect a note of very
human triumph in the mechanical tone.

"Now that you are both comfortably settled in, allow me to introduce the team responsible for our
successful effort. I'm sure that if your hands were free, you would want to applaud them. Gentlemen,
you may come in;"

The men who entered were the four Joe had seen in the room with Iola.

The voice first introduced the distinguished looking elderly man with the crew cut.

"Meet Dr. Helmut von Heissen, one of the most brilliant plastic surgeons in the world. Unfortunately,
the world does not know of the remarkable advances he has made in skin grafting techniques, since he
was unable to publish the results of the splendid scientific experiments he performed while a young
doctor at a Nazi camp.

"Our organization, however, fully appreciates his genius. We have given him a free hand and
unlimited resources to pursue his efforts ever since we discovered him living in forced obscurity. His
results you see before you Frank Hardy Two and Joe Hardy Two are your perfect doubles, all the way
down to your thumbprints."

Involuntarily, Joe and Frank looked at their bandaged thumbs.

Seeing this, Dr. von Heissen smiled. "Do not worry, young men," he said, in English that was blurred
only slightly by a German accent. "Your skin will grow back to normal in a couple of weeks,
providing, of course, you live that long. On the other hand if I may use that phrase: your prints' will be
fully operational on Joe Two and Frank Two in a day."

"You've got to be kidding," said Joe. "I've heard of mad scientists, but ... ” Joe shook his head.

The doctor's face hardened for a moment into a chillingly ruthless mask of hate. Then it relaxed into a
superior smile again. "I assure you, my methods have been perfected. I only wish I could publish the
results of my years of trial and error. But the world is not yet ready to accept the necessity of using
human beings as guinea pigs to speed the pace of progress."

"You must be patient, Doctor," the voice on the speaker said soothingly. "The time will come when the
Lazarus Clinic will be revered around the world as a shrine to your magnificent achievements.”

Then the voice went on with its introductions. "Of course, molding the body means nothing unless the
mind is molded, and we have experts on that, as well," it said. "Meet our colleague, Colonel Chin
Huan, formerly chief of the indoctrination section of the Red Army. It was he who engineered the
remarkably successful brainwashing program used on American prisoners in the Korean War.

"If he had not chosen to side with the wrong political faction in the power struggle after the death of
the Chinese leader Mao Zedong, he would doubtless still occupy a high position in his native land. But
as it is, we have been able to let him utilize and further expand his expertise in controlling and
programming the human mind. By this time, it may be safely said that a person's mind is putty in his
skilled hands."



 
Chin bowed in the direction of the speaker. "Thank you for your praise, but it was impossible to
achieve without the technical help of my comrade Peter Clark." He bowed again, in the direction of
the tail, thin, freckle-faced young man with horn-rimmed glasses who stood behind him.

Peter Clark stepped forward to join Chin, and the speaker introduced him. "Mr. Clark was formerly
employed by a pioneering electronics firm on the West Coast, until it was bought by a larger
corporation and its pure research budget was slashed.” "They took away my laboratory, just when I
was getting into some really interesting stuff ," Peter Clark complained in a high-pitched Whining
voice. He sounded very much like a five-year-old tattling on somebody who had stolen his toys.

"Fortunately, we are able to supply Peter with all the equipment he wants. In return he has supplied us
with the most advanced techniques for computerizing and electronically implanting information into
the human brain," the voice said. "Really neat stuff," added Peter, with a pleased expression.

"Now you see what the staff of the Lazarus Clinic can do," said the voice.

"You mean you created two guys who look like us, and then programmed them to think like us?" asked
Frank.

"Not created-recruited," replied the voice. "We found two young men with the right body types. Then,
using our excellent file on your personal lives, we programmed that information into your doubles.
We've also recorded your voices and videotaped your activities, and then programmed your speech
patterns and motor abilities into Frank Two and Joe Two. But there is a difference between them and
you. A big difference, they think what we want them to think. And do what we want them to do."

"You jokers have gone to a lot of trouble but why?" asked Joe.

"That is for us to know and for you not to live long enough to find out," answered the voice.

"But you must want us for something. Other wise you wouldn't have bothered to let us live this long,"
said Frank.

"You're right. But since you obliged us by walking right into our hands, we have decided to use your
presence as an opportunity to pump every bit of information out of what is left of your lives. "

"Pump away-you're not getting a thing. Let Chin try his brainwashing stuff and see how far he gets,"
said Joe defiantly.

"Joe's right," Frank said, and added with calm logic, "You blew whatever chance you had of making
use of us when you told us you're going to kill us anyway. Bad move."

The voice, however, did not sound disturbed by the Hardy boys' resistance.

In fact, it seemed to be enjoying its cat and mouse game.

"Let me assure you, Frank, there are far more painful things than death-things that can make death
seem sweet. And let me inform you, Joe, that there are far swifter and more effective means than
brainwashing to get what we want out of you."



 
The voice paused a moment to let its words sink in. Then it continued, "But I still haven't introduced
the "fourth member of our team. How rude of me. Let me do it now. Gentlemen, meet Ivan
Boshevsky."

With that, the big bear like man who had been standing behind the others stepped forward. His shaved
skull gleamed in the light. His smile gleamed even brighter. His grinning lips parted to display a set of
bizarre false teeth, a mingling of gold, silver, and stainless steel.

"Comrade Boshevsky was employed by the Soviet KGB during the regime of Joseph Stalin," the voice
went on. "Unfortunately, after Stalin's death, certain of his methods of interrogating prisoners were
called into question, and he was not only discharged, but forced to spend several years in the same
labor camps where he used to send others.

"Needless to say, as soon as he was released, he sought other employment for his extraordinary skills,
and we were only too happy to hire him. His work for us has more than justified our confidence. He
has been invaluable in extracting the most jealously guarded bits of personal information from the
most reluctant subjects. As I have indicated, he is a true master of making any human being in his
hands beg for death."

Boshevsky stood in front of the Hardy boys. He gave them another hideous smile. Then he extended
his hands in front of him. They were huge. He put them together and flexed them to limber them up.
The sound of his knuckles cracking was like pistol shots. .

In a voice eager with anticipation, he said, "I am ready to begin."
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