
        
            
                
            
        

    Hardy Boys Casefiles - 65
 
No Mercy
 
By
Franklin W. Dixon
 
No. 2 in the Operation Phoenix Trilogy.
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Chapter 1
 
"I cant believe that Dad is dead," said Joe Hardy. His handsome face was set in grim concentration as a salty breeze from the nearby docks ruffled his blond hair. "I thought he could do anything, get out of any situation. And now - now he's gone."
 
"I know," said his dark-haired brother, Frank, his voice tight and carefully controlled. "I keep hoping I'll wake up and this will all turn out to be some kind of nightmare, only a bad dream. But it hasn't happened."
 
The two muscular teenagers were standing to one side of the blackened ruins of what had once been Phoenix Enterprises' warehouse in Mombasa, Kenya. Although it had supposedly been a clearinghouse for a legitimate import-export operation, the Hardys had discovered that it was actually a front for the Kenyan arm of a worldwide animal-smuggling operation.
 
As Joe stared at the ruins he felt only deep bitterness. Twenty-four hours earlier he and his brother watched as their father, private investigator Fenton Hardy, had entered the building as part of their combined investigation of the smuggling operation. There had been an explosion, and then the warehouse had erupted into a flaming inferno. There was no way that Joe or his brother could have saved their father from the flames.
 
Now, after a sleepless night, Joe and Frank had returned to watch the government authorities comb through the twisted remains of the building in search of survivors. There was no sign of Fenton Hardy, and with each hour it became less likely that he would be found alive.
 
Finally Joe turned away from the ruins. "It's too late to save Dad's life," he said, "so there's only one thing left to do." He turned to face his brother, his eyes meeting Frank's. 
 
"Right," said Frank, returning his brother's gaze. "We have to find the people who were responsible for Dad's death - and make them pay."
 
The headquarters of the Mombasa Police Department was only three blocks from the ruins of the warehouse. The Hardys walked the distance quickly, without speaking, and entered the building. Inside, they spoke briefly with the hulking sergeant at the front desk, who directed them down a hallway.
 
At the end of the hall was an unmarked door with a smoked glass window. Joe knocked twice and waited for a response. A short, middle-aged man with a chestnut complexion and a bald spot on the top of his head opened the door.
 
"Good to see you boys," said Ranger Pope Rawji, patting Frank on the back. Rawji had been working with the brothers to stop the animal smuggling. "We've been expecting you. The interrogation's already under way, but we're not making a lot of progress. Come on in."
 
Frank and Joe stepped inside as Ranger Pope eased the door shut behind them. The room was dimly lit and filled with tobacco smoke. In the center of the room was a table. On one side sat a heavyset man wearing a gray business suit and puffing on a large cigarette. Joe recognized him immediately as Rashid bin Said, who until the day before had been manager of the Phoenix warehouse. Joe felt his anger surge at the sight of Said. He worked for the people responsible for killing his father! Opposite Said sat a heavyset, dark-skinned district police official dressed in a crisply starched uniform. He stared at Said through narrowed eyes.
 
"You realize," the official said to Said, "that even though you refuse to speak, the ranger here and the two young men who just entered the room are working with us. Thanks to them we have sufficient evidence to prove that Phoenix Enterprises has been smuggling exotic animals out of our country in defiance of Kenyan and international law."
 
Said grinned smugly, waving his cigarette in the air. "So what? The punishment for smuggling animals is no more than a fine and a year in prison, assuming that you can prove these charges. I am not frightened by that. Why should I cooperate with you?"
 
The police official started to reply, but suddenly Frank Hardy stepped forward. He placed his hands on the table and leaned toward Said. Joe was startled to see the expression on his brother's face. His eyes were entirely lacking in warmth, and his manner was cold and even menacing. When he spoke his voice was harsh. This was unlike the Frank he had known all his life, thought Joe.
 
"I'll tell you why you should cooperate, Said," Frank said. "Because Phoenix isn't just involved with smuggling. It's involved with murder. The attempted murder of Ranger Rawji here, also that of Oyamo, Keesha, and Dr. Bodine at the Animal Research Compound, and my brother and myself. To say nothing of the actual murder of agent Chris Lincoln from U.S. Customs, who was sent here to investigate your operation, and," - Frank paused for a moment, as though gathering the strength to pronounce the last name - "and Fenton Hardy, my father."
 
Ranger Rawji stepped to Frank's side. "We also have evidence that Phoenix Enterprises is involved in poaching in the Kenyan bush," he added. "As I'm sure you are aware, Kenyan authorities don't take poaching lightly. My rangers have the right to shoot to kill anyone involved in poaching. No questions asked."
 
All at once the blood drained from Rashid bin Said's face. He turned to the police official as though expecting him to contradict what Frank and Ranger Rawji had just said. But the official only leaned back in his chair and smiled faintly through tight lips.
 
"I - I see," Said stammered, the arrogance completely gone from his voice. "I had not realized that things were so serious. Perhaps I can be a little more cooperative."
 
"That would be good," said the police official. "If you cooperate, perhaps we can see to it that you receive a light sentence. Perhaps, but I make no promises."
 
"I understand," Said replied. "What is it that you wish to know?"
 
"One thing," said the official. "Who in Phoenix Enterprises is behind the smuggling and poaching operations?"
 
Desperation crossed Said's face. "Please, ask me anything but that! That is the one question I cannot answer!"
 
"It's the one question you must answer, Mr. Said," the official said, "if you wish to save yourself." 
 
"Why can't you tell us?" asked Joe. "Are you afraid that Phoenix will retaliate if you do?"
 
"No, it is not that," responded Said. "I cannot answer because I do not know. All of my instructions concerning these operations have been by telephone or mail. I have never met or even heard the names of those responsible."
 
"You must have some idea where these instructions are sent from," the official said.
 
Said leaned back in his chair and raised his eyes to the ceiling. "Yes," he said. "I do know where they come from."
 
"Where is that?" asked the official.
 
"From Stockholm," replied Said. "Stockholm, Sweden."
 
"He's telling the truth," Frank said. "Agent Jellicoe said something about going to Stockholm. He mentioned meeting a boss there."
 
At the mention of Jellicoe's name, Joe's body tensed. Martin Jellicoe of U.S. Customs had turned out to be secretly working for the poachers, and his betrayal had led to the explosion that had killed the Hardys' father.
 
Joe leaned close to Frank and whispered in a voice that only his brother could hear. "I guess I know where we'll be going next."
 
***
 
In the hallway outside the interrogation room Frank and Joe paused for a moment with Ranger Rawji as the police led Rashid bin Said to a Cell.
 
"If only I'd been able to decode more of the information in Lincoln's notebook before the police took it away," Frank said bitterly. Frank was talking about Agent Chris Lincoln, who had been killed by Jellicoe and the poachers. Luckily, Frank had found the secret coded notebook that told what Lincoln had learned of the smuggling and poaching.
 
"There was something in it about 'other merchandise,' and there might have been more information about Stockholm, too."
 
"Well," said Joe, "there's no telling what other illegal operations Phoenix might be involved with."
 
"Right," said Frank. "Look at all the weapons and falsified papers they've made available to the operation here in Kenya. Somebody's pumping a lot of money into this smuggling operation, and I have a feeling that the operation doesn't end with animal smuggling."
 
"That's not for you boys to worry about," Ranger Rawji said. "You came here to Kenya to help break up an animal-smuggling ring - and it looks as if you've done what you set out to do. I don't think Phoenix is going to be doing any more smuggling or poaching in this country."
 
"I hope not," said Joe. "But my brother and I aren't finished. Phoenix may not be smuggling any more animals out of Kenya, but someone in the Phoenix operation was responsible for the death of our father."
 
"Now it's personal," Frank added.
 
Ranger Rawji studied the brothers, concerned. He started to reply, but at that moment the door to another interrogation room opened and a pair of police officials stepped out. Joe turned toward the men and immediately recognized the man between them as Martin Jellicoe, in his early forties and of a stocky build.
 
Jellicoe turned to the Hardys, a smirk on his sunburned face. "Hello, boys. I hope you learned more from our friend Said than these guys did from me. I didn't tell them a thing."
 
At the sight of Jellicoe's smug expression something snapped inside Joe. He leapt forward to grab Jellicoe by the throat. The customs agent's smirk changed to a look of horror as the younger Hardy pushed him away from the police officials and slammed him against the wall.
 
"Why, you - " Joe sputtered, his face almost purple with anger. "It's garbage like you, Jellicoe, who killed my father and my girlfriend Iola! I ought to wipe you right off the face of this planet!"
 
"Hey!" gasped Jellicoe, making a feeble attempt to push Joe away. "Get this guy off me! He's gone crazy!"
 
The two officers with Jellicoe grabbed Joe and pulled him off the terrified customs agent. Ranger Rawji gripped Joe by the arm as the police took the trembling Jellicoe back into custody and led him down the hallway.
 
"You must remain calm, Joe," said Rawji. "I know how you feel, but there's nothing you can do. The matter is in the hands of the authorities now."
 
"Maybe," said Joe, not feeling any calmer, "but there's only so much that the authorities can do."
 
***
 
A half hour later Rawji dropped the brothers off at a hotel in downtown Mombasa. After they climbed out of the backseat of the ranger's jeep, the boys waved goodbye and entered the lobby of the hotel.
 
After registering, they were led to their room on the third floor by a bellhop. As Frank gave the bellhop a tip, Joe took in their quarters. The room was small, with two beds, a chest of drawers, and a phone.
 
Joe sat at the end of one of the beds, and Frank took a seat on the other. For a moment they stared at each other in sullen silence. Frank finally spoke. "We can't put it off any longer," he said, his voice heavy.
 
"I know," said Joe. "We've got to call Mom."
 
"I'll make the call," Frank offered.
 
Frank dialed the phone, silently calculating the time difference between Kenya and Bayport. He heard a click on the other end, and the familiar voice of his mother answered, "Hello?"
 
Fighting to keep his voice from breaking, he explained to his mother as quickly and clearly as possible what had happened. After decades of risking his life in the fight against crime, her husband had finally paid the ultimate price - he had died fighting for what he believed in. When Frank finished speaking, there was nothing but silence from the other end of the line. When his mother finally did speak, she sounded calm and self-possessed.
 
"I'll come to Kenya right away," she said. "I'll take care Of all the details when I arrive."
 
"No, Mom," said Frank. "There's nothing for you to do here. Joe and I are leaving tomorrow."
 
"You're coming home?" Mrs. Hardy asked.
 
"No," said Frank. "We have business."
 
"Let me talk to her," said Joe, motioning for Frank to pass the phone to him. He took the receiver and spoke to his mother in urgent tones. "Mom, Frank and I know what we're doing. Dad left some unfinished business when he died, and we're going to take care of it for him."
 
"You're all that I have now," said Mrs. Hardy, a distraught note beginning to enter her voice. "I can't let you go running off and risking your lives. After what's happened to your father, I don't think I could take it if something happened to you and Frank."
 
"We know how to take care of ourselves, Mom," said Joe. "You have to trust us. There are things we need to do."
 
There was more silence from the other end of the line. Before his mother could reply, Joe said, "We'll talk to you later, Mom. Goodbye." He hung up the phone and returned it to its place on the night table next to the bed.
 
For a long moment neither brother spoke. Joe raised a questioning eyebrow at Frank.
 
"You know, big brother," he said, "you did something earlier that surprised me."
 
"What was that?" Frank asked.
 
"When I flew off the handle back at the police station and tried to clobber Jellicoe," Joe said, "you didn't try to stop me, as you usually do. You didn't tell me that I had to play by the rules."
 
"Rules?" said Frank, his eyes taking on an intensity Joe had never seen before, an intensity that sent chills down Joe's spine. "What rules? These guys killed our father. This time there are no rules."
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Chapter 2
 
Frank Hardy stared out of the airplane window at the city below. Bright redbrick buildings glistened in the sunlight. Between them twisted a series of rivers and canals that meandered right through the middle of the city. To one side Frank could see dark ocean speckled with green islands.
 
"So that's Stockholm," Joe said, craning his neck to see over Frank's shoulder. "I thought there'd be more - more - "
 
"Ice and snow?" asked Frank.
 
"Well, yeah," said Joe. "When you think of Scandinavia, what do you think of? Snow, right?"
 
"It's summer," Frank pointed out. "Even Sweden thaws in the summer."
 
"Oh," Joe said dully. "I hadn't thought of that."
 
Frank was surprised at his brother's refusal to continue their conversation, but he shouldn't have been. Joe was filled with nothing but fury at his father's death. He was unable to concentrate for more than a few minutes at a time.
 
The airplane bumped once as it contacted the landing strip at Arlanda Airport, then taxied to a halt at the international terminal. Frank and Joe grabbed their duffel bags from the overhead rack. Joe slung a backpack over his shoulder and hurried to the forward exit, Frank just behind him.
 
The international terminal was clean and old- fashioned, and oddly reassuring. Once inside, a uniformed official directed the brothers toward customs, where a bored-looking official glanced at their passports. His face lit up when he noticed their names.
 
"Ah, you are the Hardy brothers from America!" he said. "We have been waiting for you!"
 
Frank's back stiffened. Was there going to be some kind of trouble?
 
"Don't tell me you've heard of us in Sweden," he said.
 
"We have been asked to keep an eye out for you," the officer said. "The man over there would like a word with you."
 
He gestured toward a balding middle-aged man in a gray suit who was seated in a molded plastic chair, reading a newspaper in English. Overhearing the conversation, the man folded his paper and placed it on the chair next to him. He rose and walked toward the Hardys.
 
"Hello, Frank, Joe," the man said, holding out his hand for Frank to shake. "I'm agent Jack Fairchild of U.S. Customs. I was told you might be on your way to Stockholm. I understand you helped out with our problem in Kenya. 
 
"I'm sorry about your troubles with Jellicoe," Fairchild continued. "I have to admit that I was shocked." A sad expression crossed his face. "I'm also very sorry about what happened to your father. By the way, why did you take off so suddenly from Kenya? You're not thinking of trying to track down your father's killer, are you?"
 
Joe gave the customs agent a look of wide- eyed innocence. "No. We just felt we needed a vacation - somewhere far from Kenya."
 
"And Stockholm is about as far away as we could get," Frank added.
 
"I'd be insulted if I thought you really expected me to believe that," Fairchild said. "I guess it's your business what you're doing here, but you shouldn't have left Kenya. You're material witnesses in the murder and smuggling case against Phoenix Enterprises. You'd better be back in Kenya in time for the trial.
 
"The authorities didn't try to stop us when we left," Joe commented.
 
"The Kenyans think you're American agents," Fairchild told him, "so they treated you with kid gloves. But the American authorities want you back in Kenya as soon as possible. Understand?" 
 
Frank nodded. Although Fairchild probably had the authority to bounce the brothers out of Stockholm, he was relieved that the agent wasn't doing so. Not yet, anyway.
 
"We understand," Frank said. "We'll be back in Kenya as soon as we're finished with our, uh, vacation here in Stockholm."
 
"Glad to hear it," Fairchild said, though Frank noticed that the agent raised his eyebrow slightly to indicate that he still wasn't buying the Hardys' story. "Now, can I give you boys a ride somewhere? Stockholm's a big city, and you don't want to get lost."
 
"Uh, that's okay," Joe said. "We thought we'd just take a cab and do some sightseeing. We don't have any real plans yet."
 
"Lots of luck," Fairchild said. "In my experience, Swedish cabs are the most expensive in Europe. I hope you brought lots of money."
 
"We came prepared," Frank said.
 
The customs agent nodded and started to walk away. "If you need to talk to me," he said, turning back, "you can contact me at the U.S. Embassy. Don't hesitate to call."
 
"We won't," Frank told him.
 
"Speaking of money," Joe said after Fairchild left the terminal, "I guess we'd better pick up some local cash."
 
"Right," Frank agreed. He had noticed a small booth near the walkway to the main terminal. He and Joe pooled their money and handed the large wad to a man behind the counter, who handed them back an even larger wad of Swedish kronor. Frank and Joe split the pile of bills between them.
 
The international terminal was connected to the main terminal by a long covered walkway. There was a cab stand outside the front door of the main terminal. A smiling taxi driver waved the brothers toward his vehicle. Frank and Joe tossed their backpacks and duffel bags into the backseat, then climbed in after them.
 
As the cab pulled away from the airport Frank checked over his shoulder and saw a plain black car start after them. He nudged Joe and pointed it out to him.
 
"You think that's Fairchild?" asked Joe.
 
"Yeah," Frank said. "He's not going to let us out of his sight for a single minute."
 
Joe tapped the driver's shoulder. "See that car behind us? Think you can lose him?"
 
The driver, a baby-faced young Swede, laughed at Joe's request. "You Americans! You watch too many spy movies!"
 
He stomped on the accelerator, and the brothers were instantly thrown against the backseat of the cab. Frank turned around to watch the black car. It was rapidly falling behind them.
 
The driver pulled the cab out onto the main highway that ran by the airport, then almost immediately turned onto a small road that led into a thick stand of trees. After driving about a mile down the tree-lined road he made a hairpin turn onto another road that led straight back to the main highway.
 
As they turned back onto the highway Frank looked around. The black car was nowhere in sight.
 
"I think you lost him," Frank said. "Good work!"
 
"No problem," said the driver, winking at Frank in the rear-view mirror. The wink, Frank suspected, meant that the driver expected a big tip when they arrived in Stockholm.
 
It was a long drive into the city. As the brothers discussed what they were going to do Frank pulled a sheet of paper from his shirt pocket. A name and address were printed on it.
 
"I got this from international directory assistance back in Kenya," he said, handing the sheet to his brother. "Recognize the name?"
 
"Mike Ryan?" said his brother, reading the name. "It sounds familiar."
 
"It ought to," Frank said. "He's an old friend of Dad's. A newspaper correspondent for one of the American wire services. I thought I remembered that he was based in Stockholm - and it turned out I was right."
 
"Of course!" cried Joe, snapping his fingers. "How could I forget?"
 
"I figured if anybody could give us help finding our way around Stockholm, Mike Ryan could," Frank said.
 
As they entered the city, Frank gave Mike Ryan's address to the cab-driver. The driver steered the car through the midday Stockholm traffic. Frank leaned back in his seat and watched the scenery go past. Most of the buildings in downtown Stockholm were imposing redbrick structures that looked as though they must have been built in the middle of the eighteenth century. Every now and then, however, he caught a glimpse of a modern glass-and-steel skyscraper, a sharp reminder that the brothers hadn't taken a sudden trip back through time.
 
The cab finally pulled up to the curb in front of a long row of apartment buildings. Frank almost gasped when the driver quoted him a fee for the trip from the airport, but he silently handed him a small pile of kronor, which included a generous tip for the driver's help in shaking agent Fairchild's tail.
 
Mike Ryan's apartment was on the top floor of the middle building in the block. Frank hoped he was at home and buzzed him from the front door. He announced their names through a speaker set into the wall. There was a brief pause, then he heard only a beeping noise, no human voice, as the front door was electronically unlocked. They pushed their way inside and climbed several flights of stairs to Ryan's apartment door.
 
"Frank and Joe Hardy!" Mike Ryan exclaimed as he opened the door. Mike was a big, good-looking man in his late forties, with reddish brown hair and twinkling blue eyes. "It's been years! Why, I haven't seen you two since you were - what, ten years old? Come on in!"
 
Ryan waved the brothers inside with his left hand, in which was clasped an unlit pipe. Frank looked around as he stepped through the door. The living room was spacious, with a high ceiling. Books and stacks of old papers were piled about everywhere. Near the windows sat a large wooden desk with a word processor on top. The blinking cursor and glowing green text told Frank that Ryan had been working when they arrived. Frank glanced at the screen long enough to see that Ryan was writing a story about black market arms smuggling.
 
"What brings the two of you to Stockholm?" Ryan asked as he motioned the boys toward a sofa with thick cushions. "You didn't bring your father with you, did you? What is old Fenton doing these days?"
 
"That is the reason we're here in Stockholm, Mike," said Frank quietly. He explained briefly what had happened to their father.
 
Mike Ryan looked as though someone had punched him in the stomach. He staggered backward as though in a daze and sat heavily in a chair. "I can't tell you how sorry I am to hear this," he said in a gravelly voice. "Fenton was one of the finest men I've ever known."
 
"Thanks, Mike," Joe said. "We hoped maybe you'd be willing to help us catch the people responsible for his death."
 
A steely look entered Ryan's eyes. "I'll do anything I can," he said. "What do you need done?"
 
"The organization Dad was investigating in Kenya is called Phoenix Enterprises," Frank explained. "They seem to be based here in Stockholm."
 
"Yes, I'm familiar with them," Ryan said. "In fact, I just read about the poacher bust in Kenya on the wire service. Of course I had no idea you and your father were involved."
 
"Yes, we were, and someone in Phoenix is behind Dad's killing."
 
"We'd like to find out who," Joe added.
 
Frank and Joe quickly filled Ryan in on the details of their Kenyan adventure. Finally Frank mentioned Chris Lincoln's notebook.
 
"I managed to decode a few paragraphs of it before the police took it away," Frank said. "Many of the words were scrambled. I remember one word in particular, though. Actually, it was only part of a word. It may have had something to do with Stockholm: orsenb. Do you have any idea what it might mean?" 
 
"Orsenb," Mike repeated. "No, I don't. But I'll keep it in mind." 
 
"So," said Joe, "do you think you can help us get in touch with some of the European heads of Phoenix Enterprises?"
 
"I think I can manage that," Mike said. "Just give me a couple of hours to make some phone calls. Do you guys have a place to stay here in town?"
 
"No," Frank said. "We were hoping you could recommend a hotel."
 
"Someplace cheap," Joe added. "I think all our money's going into cab fares."
 
Ryan laughed. "I know just the place. It's in the middle of Stockholm's old town district, Gamla Stan. The area is straight out of the Middle Ages. You'll love it."
 
"Just as long as our room isn't straight out of the Middle Ages," Frank said.
 
The newspaperman wrote down the name and address of a hotel on a scrap of paper and handed it to Frank. After promising to get back to them as soon as possible, he led them to the door.
 
Back on the street Frank waved at a passing cab. As the taxi pulled up to the curb, Frank turned to his brother to motion him inside.
 
Frank blinked. Something was wrong. In the middle of Joe's chest was a bright, glowing red dot.
 
Frank blinked again, and the dot didn't go away. What in the world? He was sure that he'd seen a dot like that somewhere before. In fact - 
 
"Joe!" he screamed. "Look out!"
 
Suddenly there was the crack of a gun in the distance. Joe lurched forward and fell to the ground - where he lay deathly still!
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Chapter 3
 
Frank dived to the ground next to the waiting cab. When there was no repetition of the gunfire he crawled up next to his brother.
 
Joe lay motionless on the sidewalk, his eyes closed. Frank reached out and touched his shoulder.
 
One of Joe's eyes fluttered open. "Is it safe to get up yet?" he whispered.
 
"Whew!" gasped Frank. "I thought you'd bought it that time."
 
"No way," said Joe, "but I think my backpack may be down for the count."
 
Frank glanced at the green khaki backpack that Joe wore slung over his shoulder. Sure enough, there was a gaping hole in one side of it, revealing one of Joe's old shirts inside.
 
"Let's get out of here," said Frank. He and his brother leapt to their feet, yanked open the door to the cab, and climbed inside. Frank said something to the driver about his clumsy brother taking a fall, hoping that the driver hadn't connected the sound of the distant gunshot with Joe's behavior. Then he gave him the address of the hotel in Gamla Stan. The driver pulled away from the curb, and Frank and Joe settled back with relief.
 
"Looks like our visit to Stockholm is starting off with a bang," Joe said.
 
Fifteen minutes later they arrived in Gamla Stan, which turned out to be a quaint little area of Stockholm situated on a small island in the middle of the city. The island was connected by bridges to the rest of the city, but once on the island Joe really did get the feeling that they had traveled back in time. The streets were so narrow and twisty that only a few were open to cars - the rest were for pedestrians only.
 
"I'm afraid you must get out here," the driver said in a thick Swedish accent. "I can get no closer to your hotel."
 
"Okay," Frank said, climbing out of the cab. "We'll walk the rest of the way."
 
Asking directions, Frank and Joe traveled up a narrow, winding street lined with boutiques and antiques shops and jammed with tourists. The hotel that Mike had told them about was a narrow building between a café and an antique shop. It appeared to be about two hundred years old. Inside, however, Joe was surprised at how clean and spacious it was. Frank checked in at the front desk, passing another wad of kronor to the desk clerk, then he and Joe were taken to a small room on the eighth floor.
 
Joe looked around at the accommodations. The room was paneled in dark wood, with two brass beds on opposite sides of an old oak table. An ornately carved mirror almost covered one wall of the room.
 
"Let's take a look at that backpack," Frank suggested, "before your old socks start falling out of it."
 
Joe stripped off the backpack and dumped it onto one of the beds. The bullet had entered through one side and exited the other. Several items of clothing had been shredded in the process.
 
"Somebody must have been expecting us here in Stockholm," Joe said. "Somebody besides U.S. Customs, I mean."
 
"Whoever it is must know what he's doing," Frank said. "That red light on your chest was the beam from a laser scope. Not the kind of thing an ordinary mugger carries around with him."
 
"But definitely the kind of thing a sophisticated sniper would have," Joe added. "And just maybe that sophisticated sniper works for Phoenix Enterprises."
 
"We'll know more when we talk to Mike Ryan again," Frank said. "All we can do now is wait for him to call."
 
The Hardys unpacked their belongings and then showered in the small bathroom at the end of the hallway. When they had changed into fresh clothes their phone rang.
 
"Mike," Frank said after he had answered the phone.
 
"I have some good news for you guys," Mike told him. "I managed to get you and your brother invitations to a lawn party tonight at the home of one of Phoenix's owners, Eleonora Grunewald. She's a rich society lady. I wrote a story about her a couple of years back, and she liked it, though I don't know why. Now I get invited to all her parties. This time I asked if I could bring along a couple of guests."
 
"Thanks, Mike," Frank said. "So how do we get there?"
 
"I'll pick you up at six at the end of your street," Mike told him. "By the way, this is a black tie affair, so you have to rent tuxes. There's a shop two doors down from your hotel where they'll set you up with some fancy duds but won't charge you an arm and a leg."
 
Taking Mike's advice, the Hardys visited the small shop that Mike had told them about and rented a pair of tuxedos. At six sharp Joe and Frank were standing at the curb in freshly pressed evening clothes. Joe stared down at his own clothing in amazement.
 
"I can't believe I'm wearing this outfit," he told his brother. "Back in Bayport, getting ready for a party means putting on jeans and a T-shirt."
 
"Yeah," Frank said, "but back in Bayport we don't usually go to parties thrown by millionaire society hostesses."
 
Mike Ryan pulled up minutes later in a small red car, and the Hardys climbed in. He headed north, crossing a bridge that separated Gamla Stan from the other fourteen islands that made up Stockholm and kept driving toward the edge of town.
 
"Eleonora Grunewald lives in Sigtuna, which is the oldest city in Sweden," Mike explained. "If you think Gamla Stan is quaint, wait till you see this place. Some of the buildings in Sigtuna go back to the eleventh century."
 
"This whole country's starting to seem like a museum," Joe said.
 
"It's not quite that bad," Mike Ryan said, laughing, "but there is a lot of history. Keep your eye out for some of the old abbeys and monasteries in Sigtuna. They can be quite spectacular. Back in the old days people competed to see who could build the biggest church. Some of these places are huge."
 
The ride to Sigtuna took about half an hour.
 
Eleonora Grunewald's mansion was located on top of an isolated hill, surrounded by extensive gardens and a large wooded area. As Mike and the Hardys approached the front gate, however, they were greeted by an unexpected sight: Approximately two dozen demonstrators were standing in the middle of the road holding picket signs reading: PHOENIX CRUEL TO ANIMALS and PHOENIX RISES FROM THE ASHES OF INNOCENT CREATURES. Mike flashed his invitation to a guard, who cleared a path through the demonstrators and allowed the car to pass through the gates. Several of the demonstrators hooted loudly at Mike and the Hardys as their car passed them.
 
"Animal rights activists," explained Mike. "They're pretty angry about that poaching affair in Kenya and Phoenix's alleged role in the illegal importation of animals."
 
"I don't blame them," Frank said. "If we weren't here to meet the bigwigs at Phoenix, I'd get out and join them."
 
Mike drove to the top of the hill and parked in an area already half filled with cars. The group climbed out of the car into the almost daylight- bright Scandinavian summer evening. It would stay light most of the night. A tall, elegantly dressed woman talking with a group at the top of the hill noticed Mike and the Hardys approaching.
 
"Mike!" she cried with delight, leaving her friends and walking toward the newcomers. "It's good to see you!"
 
"Good to see you, too, Eleonora," Mike said as she kissed him on the cheek. "I've got some friends I want you to meet. They're the sons of one of my oldest pals."
 
Frank studied Eleonora Grunewald carefully. She was an attractive but sharp-featured woman who appeared to be in her midforties, with blond hair swept into a towering crown atop her head. Diamond jewelry glittered at her throat, on her fingers, and around one wrist.
 
"I'm glad to meet you, Ms. Grunewald," Frank said, taking her hand briefly in his.
 
"Please, call me Eleonora," she said with a smile. "Any friend of Mike's is certainly a friend of mine. I must introduce you and your brother to Ilsa Marie Khoo. I'm sure you'll get along famously."
 
Frank and his brother were dubious as Eleonora led them and Mike toward a small party of people standing off to one side near the parking lot. All doubts vanished, however, when Eleonora called a young woman to her side and introduced Joe and Frank to Ilsa Khoo.
 
Joe stared openly at Ilsa, astonished. She was the most beautiful person he had ever seen! Ilsa Marie Khoo was in her late teens, with the high cheekbones of a fashion model. Long, straight black hair framed her jade green, almond-shaped eyes and clear olive skin. She was tall with the athletic body of a Nordic skier. She smiled at Frank when they were introduced but gave a bigger smile to Joe.
 
Joe smiled back, unable to take his eyes off her.
 
Uh-oh, thought Frank. My brother has charmed yet another helpless young woman.
 
Then he noticed the dazed look on Joe's face as he took Ilsa's hand. Maybe, Frank thought, I've got this one backward. Maybe Joe's the helpless one here!
 
"I'm very glad to meet both of you," Ilsa said in a soft, cultured Swedish accent. "Will you be staying in Stockholm long?"
 
"Huh?" said Joe. "Oh, we'll be here for a while, I guess. We're not sure yet."
 
"We just thought we'd stay for a few days and get to know the city," Frank said.
 
"That's wonderful," Ilsa said. "Then you must let me show you around."
 
"Perhaps you should introduce me to your friends, Ilsa," said a voice from behind the Hardys.
 
Frank turned to see a short, muscular man of about fifty standing between him and Joe. His graying hair was cropped short in a military cut above an intense pair of eyes that were strikingly like Ilsa's.
 
"This is my father," Ilsa said. "Jumsai Lee Khoo. Father, these are the Hardy brothers - Frank and Joe."
 
Khoo stared intently at the Hardys, as though sizing them up as potential companions for his daughter.
 
"I'm glad to meet you, Mr. Khoo," Joe said. "Your daughter was just offering to show us around Stockholm."
 
"Then you must come to visit the Phoenix warehouse while you're seeing the sights," Khoo said. "I'm sure that Ilsa would be happy to give you a tour."
 
Khoo has something to do with Phoenix? Frank thought. He immediately wanted to know more, so he began to talk with Ilsa's father. He was delighted to learn that Khoo was one of the owners of Phoenix Enterprises. He had been born in Thailand, where he had founded a small import-export firm. But two decades earlier he had moved his firm to Sweden and married a Swedish woman named Ula.
 
"Ilsa is our only child," Khoo told Frank. "I'm immensely proud of her. She's grown into a lovely and intelligent young woman."
 
While Frank talked with Khoo he noticed that his brother was deep in conversation with Ilsa.
 
Frank found himself becoming angry at Joe. Only a few days before their father had been killed. Now Joe was already back to his flirtatious ways!
 
"I'm afraid there is other business I need to attend to here," Khoo said, perhaps noticing Frank's momentary distraction. "I hope to see you again tomorrow."
 
"I hope so, too," Frank told him as Khoo walked off into the crowd.
 
At that moment Mike Ryan reappeared with a young Swedish man in tow. "I'd like to introduce you to Rutger Linska," he told Frank. "Rutger's an electronics expert and the owner of Diamond Systems. I thought you two might like to get to know each other."
 
Linska was a small, slender man with the pale complexion and awkward manner of someone who spent most of his time working indoors at a computer keyboard. As Frank introduced himself, Linska's head bobbed up and down nervously and his large eyes blinked rapidly. He stuttered nervously when he spoke.
 
"I - I'm glad to meet you, Frank," he said. "Mike tells me that you - you might be interested in the work that I do."
 
"Um, exactly what kind of work is that?" Frank asked.
 
"I'm - I'm in electronics research and development," Linska said nervously. "I develop aerial guidance systems for jets and missiles."
 
"Really?" Frank said, wondering if this was why Mike had introduced him to this awkward young man. He had told Mike about Joe's near miss with the laser gun earlier.
 
"Well, I guess Mike was right," Frank said. "That does sound fascinating."
 
Linska relaxed some when Frank showed interest in his work. "Yes, it is," he replied. "I'm particularly interested in the use of artificial intelligence in guidance systems."
 
Frank remembered reading something about this topic in a science magazine a few months earlier. "I've heard about that," he told Linska. 'The missile has a computerized 'brain' that holds a map of the terrain in its memory. It compares this map with its actual surroundings so that it doesn't get lost."
 
Linska seemed impressed that Frank actually knew something about the topic. "Why, yes! That's exactly the sort of work I'm involved in! We really must talk about this at greater length," Linska said. "Perhaps you and your brother can visit my laboratory."
 
"We'd like that," Frank said.
 
Linska handed Frank a card. "Here's my address. Stop by before you leave Stockholm."
 
Frank thanked Linska for the card and promised him that he would visit his laboratory. He interrupted Joe to tell him that he was going to wander around and check out the rest of the party.
 
Frank scanned the grounds. There were several clusters of people on the lawn engaged in animated conversation. A uniformed waiter was strolling around with a tray full of drinks. Frank took a glass of soda from the tray and continued to wander, moving from one conversational group to another, trying to overhear as much as possible.
 
He didn't hear much. Most of the conversations were in Swedish. What little was in English had nothing to do with Phoenix Enterprises and revolved around the weather, politics, and sports.
 
At one end of the lawn was the entrance to some kind of garden, bordered by thick shrubs too high to see over. Standing next to the entrance was a wiry man in an ill-fitting tuxedo. He was about thirty, with a dark complexion and piercing black eyes.
 
"Excuse me," he said as Frank started past him. He spoke in English with a slight Middle Eastern accent. Frank didn't consider it odd that he addressed him in English, since so many people spoke flawless English in Sweden. "I wonder if you could give me a hand. My companion wandered into this hedge maze and seems to have gotten lost. I just got a phone call that we're needed back in Stockholm. I was wondering if you could help me find her."
 
"Well, sure," Frank said. It was an odd request, but it made a certain sense. Two people could probably locate a missing person in a maze faster than one, assuming that neither of them got lost.
 
"Did you see which way she went when she entered the maze?" Frank asked. "Maybe you should go that way, and I'll go the other."
 
"Good idea," the man said, pointing through the maze entrance toward the left passage. "I'll go to the left. Just look for a red-haired woman in a blue dress."
 
Before Frank had gone more than a few feet he realized that the man who had entered the maze with him was now directly behind him.
 
Frank started to turn to ask him why he wasn't going to the left when suddenly something was slipped around his neck. Frank tried to pull away but was yanked back.
 
A piece of piano wire was gripped in the man's hands, and he was tightening it around Frank's neck.
 
The man, Frank realized, was trying to strangle him to death!
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Chapter 4
 
The man jerked the garrotte even more firmly around Frank's throat. Frank struggled to get his fingers under it, but the wire was already cutting deeply into his flesh. The man continued to twist it.
 
Frank had only seconds to get rid of his attacker before he lapsed into unconsciousness! He kicked backward with all his strength, but the man easily evaded the blow and squeezed the garrotte still tighter.
 
From the other side of the hedge maze Frank could hear the voices of other party goers. But when he tried to cry out, no sound escaped from his throat.
 
Desperate, Frank twisted his entire body around to face his attacker in a single sharp movement. The move caught his attacker off guard, and he stumbled for a second, loosening his grip on the wire.
 
That was all the opening Frank needed. He brought up his left knee and caught the strangler in the stomach. With a sharp exclamation of pain his attacker staggered backward and dropped the garrotte. Frank fell to his knees, still weak from the attack. As he did so the black-eyed stranger pulled a gun from inside his dinner jacket.
 
"I should have used this in the first place," he announced.
 
With a sudden burst of strength Frank sprang from his crouched position and drove the top of his head directly into the man's stomach before he could fire a shot. The gun popped out of the man's hands and flipped into one of the thick hedges.
 
Frank staggered backward, his head throbbing from the impact. He looked up in time to see his attacker start to run for the entrance. Frank shook his head to clear it, then ran in pursuit.
 
As Frank exited the hedge maze he saw the man dashing across the lawn between knots of party goers.
 
"Stop that man!" gasped Frank, the words coming out of his throat in a hoarse croak. "He tried to kill me!"
 
It was too late. The man had already reached the parking lot and was in a large black car.
 
The engine roared to life, and the car lurched forward - straight onto the lawn!
 
Frank assumed that the would-be assassin was steering onto the grass to avoid the parked cars in the lot, but his path across the lawn was taking him straight toward the closest gathering of party goers, which included Joe, Ilsa, Mike Ryan, and Rutger Linska. In fact, Frank realized, the car was aimed straight at Rutger Linska!
 
The Swedish engineer stared at the oncoming car, horrified and apparently frozen in fear. Frank dived straight at Linska, knocking him away as the black car sped over the spot where the engineer had been standing a split second before. Making a wild fishtail turn, the car spun around and headed back toward the road that led to the main gate, tearing up chunks of grass from the lush green lawn. By the time Frank had regained his footing his attacker was already halfway down the hill.
 
"What was that all about?" cried Joe, rushing to his brother's side. Frank helped Linska, his eyes still wide with shock, back to his feet.
 
"The guy in that car just tried to strangle me," Frank said.
 
"Wh - what?" stuttered Linska. "He tried to kill you, too? That's terrible! Why would somebody try to do that?"
 
"I don't know," Frank said. "I never got a chance to ask him."
 
Eleonora Grunewald came rushing down the hill from the house with a beefy security guard at her side. "I'm so very, very sorry," she said, sounding genuinely apologetic. "That should never have been allowed to happen."
 
The security guard briefly questioned Frank in English about the attack-and asked if he wanted the police called in. Frank shook his head.
 
"No, that's okay," Frank told him. "I don't think we need the police. That guy's not coming back."
 
"It was probably one of those animal-rights protesters," the guard said. "There's no telling what those people will do."
 
Eleonora Grunewald's eyes flared angrily. "I want you to get rid of those animal-rights people immediately!" she told the guard. "How dare they disrupt my party in this manner? Imagine, one of my guests being attacked in the privacy of my garden!"
 
"It wasn't that bad," said Frank, purposely downplaying the incident. "He was probably just in a bad mood. Maybe it was something I said."
 
"Nonetheless," Eleonora said, "I just can't apologize enough. If there's anything I can do to make this up to you, just let me know."
 
"That's okay, Ms. Grunewald," Frank said. "It wasn't your fault."
 
"Well, please try to enjoy the rest of the party," Eleonora said.
 
With that she turned and rejoined the rest of her guests. Rutger Linska wandered off seconds later.
 
Joe and Ilsa were standing a few feet from Frank. As soon as the others were gone Joe turned to his brother and spoke in a low voice so Ilsa could not hear. "Do you really think it was an animal-rights activist?" Joe asked.
 
"No way," Frank said. "How many animal rights activists are trained in assassination techniques?"
 
Joe whistled. "This guy really meant business, huh?"
 
"Yeah," Frank said. "First he tried to strangle me with a garrotte, then he tried to shoot me with a gun." Frank paused. "Which reminds me, I'd better go see what became of that gun."
 
"Need help?" Joe asked.
 
"No," Frank said. "You spend a little more time with your new friend." He nodded toward Ilsa. "I don't think anybody else is going to dare attack us before the party's over."
 
Frank walked back to the maze as Joe resumed his conversation with Ilsa. As he entered the maze, he glanced around to see if anyone else was inside. He saw no one.
 
Now, what happened to that gun? Frank wondered. He remembered catching a glimpse of it flying out of the assassin's hands, toward the hedges.
 
He returned to the spot where their scuffle had taken place and groped around inside the hedge there. His fingers touched cold metal. He grasped the object and pulled it out. The gun!
 
Frank made sure that the safety was on and shoved the gun into his pocket. He wasn't sure what he was going to do with it, but he knew that he couldn't leave it. It might also provide a valuable clue to the identity of his assailant.
 
He headed back to the exit but paused when he heard voices on the other side of the hedge. Two people were standing right outside the entrance having a whispered conversation in English, obviously not wishing to be overheard by just anyone passing by. Something in the tone of their voices caused Frank to stop to listen. After a few seconds he realized that he was overhearing a conversation between Rutger Linska, the Swedish engineer, and Eleonora Grunewald.
 
"Don't worry," Grunewald said. "The shipment will go through. My people will see to that."
 
"H - how can you be so sure?" Linska replied, sounding unconvinced.
 
"I'm always sure," Grunewald told him. "You know that."
 
"Yes," Linska said, "but you've been out of the country. You've been out of touch with things here in Stockholm.
 
"Remember," he added, "it was only yesterday that you got back from Mombasa!"
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Chapter 5
 
Eleonora Grunewald had just returned from Mombasa? Frank's pulse raced. If she had been in Mombasa at the time of their father's death, then she could be one of the people responsible! At the very least she might know something about what had happened to Fenton Hardy.
 
Grunewald and Linska began walking away from the hedge, and their whispers soon became inaudible.
 
After a few moments Frank poked his head out of the entrance, making sure that the coast was clear. Grunewald and Linska were nowhere in sight, so Frank headed quickly back to his brother and Ilsa.
 
"Hey, Frank!" Joe said. "Ilsa wants us to meet her tomorrow morning. She's going to give us that free tour of Stockholm."
 
"Great," Frank said, grabbing his brother by the arm. "Er, Ilsa, do you mind if I talk to Joe alone for a moment?"
 
"Certainly not," she replied. "I'm afraid I've been monopolizing Joe all evening. Besides, I'll be seeing you both tomorrow."
 
"I don't mind, Ilsa," Joe said. "You can monopolize me all you want."
 
"Later," Frank said, tugging his brother toward a nearby stand of trees. "We've got to talk."
 
When they reached the trees, Joe looked at his brother with concern. "Okay, so what's up? Did somebody else try to kill you?"
 
"Not yet," Frank said, "but I just learned something interesting." He told Joe about the conversation he had overheard between Rutger Linska and Eleonora Grunewald.
 
"Wow!" Joe said. "Eleonora Grunewald sure doesn't look like the type of person who would be behind the Mombasa operation."
 
"No," Frank agreed. "But looks can be deceiving. Don't forget, she's one of the owners of Phoenix."
 
"So what do we do now?" Joe asked.
 
"I think we should check out Grunewald's mansion," Frank said. "Maybe we can find some sort of evidence there that will tie her in to Dad's death."
 
"You mean break into her house?" Joe asked in astonishment. "Don't you think that's a little risky? I mean, the place is crawling with security guards. They'd be all over us in a minute."
 
Frank stared at his brother. "I can't believe what I'm hearing, Joe. Usually you're the one who wants to jump into action, and I'm the one who's trying to stop you. Well, now I'm not trying to stop you. So what's holding you back? Or are you so infatuated with Ilsa Khoo that you don't care about finding out what happened to Dad?"
 
Frank regretted the words the moment he said them, but he was too filled with anger to take them back. His brother's mouth dropped silently open for a moment.
 
"You've got a lot of nerve saying that!" Joe snapped. "How I feel about Ilsa is my own business! You know I care every bit as much as you do about finding Dad's killers!"
 
Frank sighed. "I'm sorry. I shouldn't have said that. We're both pretty upset right now. Maybe breaking into the mansion is the wrong thing to do. But I do plan to keep my eyes on Eleonora Grunewald."
 
At that moment Mike Ryan appeared from the direction of the mansion. "Hi, guys," he said. "I'm afraid the party's over. Eleonora has decided to call it a night. I guess the excitement over that guy who attacked Frank was a little too much for her."
 
Frank gave Joe a sidelong glance and whispered, "Maybe she was just disappointed that the guy didn't succeed."
 
Mike led them back to his car. Ten minutes later they were on the highway heading back to Stockholm. 
 
"So," Joe asked Mike, "did you learn anything interesting about Phoenix while you were at the party?"
 
"As a matter of fact," Mike said, "I did. The latest rumor is that Ms. Grunewald is having money problems. It seems she made some bad investments and is now having what is called a cash-flow crisis."
 
"You mean she's broke?" Frank asked.
 
"Not far from it," Ryan said. "It's impossible to tell how bad her financial situation really is. I mean, I couldn't go right up to her and ask. I wouldn't get invited to any more parties."
 
"Maybe she's trying to make up for the money she lost by getting involved with animal smuggling in Kenya," Joe said.
 
"Yeah," Frank said. "I don't trust this Grunewald woman. I think we should find out a little more about her."
 
"And maybe we should learn a little more about those animal-rights activists, too," suggested Joe. "I know it doesn't seem very likely that they were responsible for that guy who attacked you at the party, but it wouldn't hurt to investigate a little further."
 
"True, and while we're at it," Frank said, we might as well investigate Rutger Linska, too."
 
Frank stuck a hand into one of his jacket pockets and was startled when it touched the metal of the gun. Better not mention the gun to Mike, he thought. Then suddenly he remembered the story he had seen on Ryan's word processor that afternoon.
 
"What do you know about arms smuggling?" Frank asked Mike. "I noticed that you were writing something about it back at your apartment."
 
"Kinda nosy, aren't you?" Mike said with a smile. "Yeah, I'm doing a little investigative journalism for the wire service. I'm hoping to put together a five-part series on black market arms dealing. There's an unusually large supply of weapons on the street right now, and nobody knows why. And there are rumors flying that a big underground arms sale is about to go down, maybe somewhere in Stockholm."
 
"Interesting," Joe said.
 
Ryan dropped the boys off near their hotel and as Frank and Joe headed back to their room, Joe reminded his brother that they had to get an early start the next day.
 
"Ilsa expects us to meet her at nine o'clock sharp," Joe said.
 
"Right," Frank said. "I assume you're planning to pump her for information about Phoenix and its involvement in smuggling operations, right?"
 
Joe looked hurt. "Well, of course. What else do you think I'm meeting her for?"
 
"I don't know," Frank said, a sly smile on his face. "But I got the impression that maybe you want to see her because you like her."
 
"We've got a job to do," Joe said, a defensive tone in his voice. "I figure I can learn a lot from Ilsa, that's all. That's why I was talking with her so much at the party."
 
"Of course," Frank said with a laugh. "That's what I figured!"
 
***
 
The next morning the Hardys stepped off the bus at a small dock north of Gamla Stan, on the southern edge of the largest of the islands Stockholm was built on, Norrmalm. Ilsa had promised to meet them there.
 
Joe felt a rush as he saw her step out of a small red sports car and walk toward them dressed in a pair of white nautical-looking shorts and a white shirt. Her hair was swept back into a low ponytail, and a large pair of sunglasses was pushed up on top of her head. Her eyes lit up at the sight of Joe.
 
"Joe!" she said. "Frank! It's good to see you! I've been looking forward to showing you around the town."
 
"We've been looking forward to it, too," Joe said. "Haven't we, Frank?"
 
"Oh, right," Frank said. "And I'd like to check out the offices of Phoenix Enterprises, too."
 
"The warehouse isn't far from here," Ilsa said. "I asked you to meet me here by the docks so I could point out some of the sights to you. You do want to look around, don't you?"
 
"Point away," Joe told her.
 
"That's the river Riddarfjarden," she said, indicating the water that flowed past the docks. "It flows right through the middle of Stockholm."
 
"I hope nobody expects us to pronounce that name!" Joe said with a laugh.
 
"There sure are a lot of rivers in Stockholm," Frank commented. "The whole city seems to be built on water."
 
"It is," Ilsa said. "In fact, Stockholm is made up of fourteen islands."
 
"Wow," Joe said. "I knew that Gamla Stan was an island."
 
"Norrmalm, where we are right now, is an island, too," Ilsa told them. "And if you look over that way" - she pointed to the west - "you'll see the island of Kungsholmen, which means King's Island."
 
Joe turned in the direction where Ilsa was pointing. A large building sat on the other side of a thin channel of water, with a red tower on top of it that dominated the skyline.
 
"What's that building?" he asked.
 
"That's the Stockholm City Hall," Ilsa said. "It's one of our most famous tourist attractions. You can see it from practically anywhere in the city. See those three golden crowns on top of the tower? That's the official symbol of Stockholm."
 
"Oh, yeah," Frank said. "I saw pictures of it at the airport and in the lobby of our hotel."
 
Ilsa led them along the docks and pointed out several tourist attractions visible above the surrounding buildings. She also indicated a small antiques shop that she told them belonged to one of Phoenix's clients, a man named Karl Bremer.
 
Suddenly Frank poked Joe in the ribs. Without speaking he nodded over his shoulder behind them. Joe pretended to tie his shoe so he could turn to see a familiar figure following about a block behind them - Agent Fairchild.
 
Ilsa led the Hardys up a hilly narrow street toward the center of the Norrmalm district. After they'd gone about a block, Ilsa spotted somebody she knew and paused for a moment to chat with her.
 
Joe turned to Frank. "Think we can ditch Fairchild?"
 
"It won't be easy with Ilsa along," Frank said. "But we don't want him to know that we're investigating Phoenix - even though he's probably guessed already."
 
Joe checked to see if the customs agent was following them, but Fairchild wasn't in view yet.
 
Suddenly there was the sound of an engine being gunned. Joe glanced around to see if he could locate the source.
 
A car pulled out of a parking space halfway down the hill accelerating rapidly, and it veered onto the sidewalk.
 
Astonished, Joe realized that it was heading straight for him and Frank!
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Chapter 6
 
"Watch it!" Joe shouted to his brother. Frank and Joe both dived into the street. The car sped directly beside them, squealing as the driver tried to swerve in time to hit one of the Hardys. He didn't succeed.
 
The car continued past the brothers, and the few other pedestrians ran screaming to avoid being hit. The driver bumped off the sidewalk, turned down a side street, and vanished as quickly as he had arrived.
 
"Joe!" Ilsa shouted. "Frank! Are you all right?"
 
Joe stumbled back to his feet, wiping grime from his clothing. "Yes, I think so," he said. "You okay, Frank?"
 
"For the moment," Frank said, walking to his brother's side. "But it looks like somebody doesn't want me to stay that way."
 
"I can't believe that car actually tried to hit you!" Ilsa said. "Stay here and I'll see if somebody got the license number."
 
Ilsa ran over to the closest pedestrians and spoke to them in Swedish.
 
"I got a look at the driver when that car went past," Frank told him. "It was the same guy who tried to kill me in the maze last night."
 
"Oh, great," Joe said. "Obviously, somebody's serious about knocking us off. But why?"
 
"I don't know," Frank said. "It may mean we're getting close to something. That's a good sign. You know, I'm starting to wonder about your friend Ilsa."
 
"Huh?" Joe said. "What do you mean?"
 
"I was watching her when she was talking to her friend. She was facing down the hill - in the direction the car came from."
 
"So?" Joe said.
 
"So why didn't she warn us?" Frank asked. "She could at least have let us know we were about to get run down."
 
Joe's face turned pale. "That's a good question. I'm sure she must have an explanation, though."
 
"I'm afraid no one got the number," Ilsa said when she had finished talking with the other pedestrians. "The car vanished too quickly and everyone was busy getting out of its way."
 
"That's not your fault," Frank said. "But I was wondering why you didn't help us out back there. You know, yell out when you saw the car heading toward us or something."
 
Ilsa blushed and appeared embarrassed. "I'm sorry," she said. "I was too frightened. I tried to open my mouth to warn you, but I couldn't speak. I guess I was just - just stunned! Believe me, I could never have forgiven myself if something had happened to you."
 
Frank studied Ilsa's face carefully. There was no indication that she was lying, but it was impossible to be sure. Joe seemed convinced that she was telling the truth.
 
"I told you she'd have an explanation," he said with apparent relief.
 
The group walked for another few blocks until they came to another small warehouse district on yet another river. The Phoenix warehouse, Frank observed, was in an old redbrick building. Ilsa led them to a large loading platform that opened out onto the docks and into a large room bustling with workers carting boxes around.
 
Frank saw Ilsa's father, Jumsai Lee Khoo, emerge from behind a large stack of crates with a clipboard in his hand. He nodded his head in greeting at the Hardys and Ilsa.
 
"Good to see you boys," he said. "Ilsa told me that you'd be here this morning. I've wanted to see you, Frank. I heard about how you overcame the man who attacked you in Eleonora's garden yesterday. It would appear that you have some karate skills."
 
"A few," Frank acknowledged. "Joe and I both studied martial arts back home."
 
"I am a student of martial arts myself," Khoo told him. "Ever since I was a child in Thailand, I have worked to improve my skills. I would be much pleased if you would visit my dojo before you leave Stockholm. It is at my home, not far from where Eleonora lives."
 
"And perhaps Joe and Frank can share dinner with us as well," Ilsa suggested.
 
"Agreed," Khoo said. "Just let us know when you have a free evening. I would be honored by your presence. Now, if you have any questions about Phoenix Enterprises, please feel free to ask."
 
"Well," Frank said, "what exactly does Phoenix do?"
 
"We're an import-export firm," Khoo explained. "We have a number of regular clients whose materials we ship to and from various destinations in Europe and Asia." He waved at the large piles of boxes in the warehouse. "You can see many of those materials here now."
 
"Are these some of the materials that Phoenix is importing?" Frank asked, pointing to the large pile of crates that Khoo had been inspecting when they arrived.
 
"Yes," Khoo said, though he made no attempt to tell Frank what the boxes contained. "It's a special shipment. Now, if we could just move on, I'll show you some of the other shipments that we'll be moving out of the warehouse today."
 
Khoo walked away, expecting the brothers to follow, but Frank took a moment to scan the boxes. Most bore a diamond-shaped logo with the name Diamond Systems emblazoned across it. A couple had the names of U.S. military bases.
 
"Isn't that Rutger Linska's firm?" Frank asked Ilsa.
 
"Oh, yes," Ilsa said. "We do a lot of work with Mr. Linska. He's a close friend of Ms. Grunewald's, after all. Of course, we work with a number of other inventors and corporations in Stockholm, even with some of the local military bases."
 
Khoo gave his daughter a surprisingly sharp look. "Now, now, Ilsa," he said with an edge to his voice. "I'm sure that your friends are not interested in all our business connections. We don't want to bore them with such details, do we?"
 
Go ahead and bore us, Frank thought, wondering why Khoo was so anxious to change the subject.
 
"I'm sorry," she told her father. "You're absolutely right."
 
"Does Phoenix import animals?" Joe asked. "I'm just curious because of all those animal rights people we saw outside Ms. Grunewald's estate last night."
 
"Yes, we do," Khoo said. "But I wouldn't believe everything that you hear from those animal-rights activists. We are quite conscientious in our animal-related activities. We never ship any animal without proper legal authorization. And we absolutely refuse to ship exotic birds or any animals that aren't properly and comfortably secured. Now, if you'll excuse me, I'm afraid I have further business to attend to."
 
"Well, where to now?" Frank asked Ilsa once Mr. Khoo had left.
 
"Surely you've seen enough of this warehouse," Ilsa said. "It really isn't very interesting."
 
Frank started to object, but it was clear that neither Ilsa nor her father wanted the Hardys to stay any longer.
 
"Okay," Frank said finally. "I'm looking forward to touring the city. How about you, Joe?"
 
"You bet," Joe said. Frank suspected, from the way his brother was smiling at Ilsa, that he was looking forward to a few more hours in her company - and probably wouldn't notice any sights but her.
 
As it turned out, Ilsa was equally preoccupied with Joe. She took the brothers to the National Art Museum, where Frank was particularly impressed by a series of Rembrandt self-portraits.
 
"These are great," Frank said. "I remember seeing some Rembrandts when I was a kid and wishing I could draw like he did."
 
"Well, I know I don't have any artistic talent," Joe said.
 
"Oh, Joe," Ilsa said. "I'm sure you have a lot of hidden artistic talent."
 
"You think so?" Joe said.
 
"Hey, what about me?" Frank said, teasing them.
 
"Hmm?" Ilsa said, as though just noticing that Frank was still there. "Oh, I'm sure you have talent, too." She then refocused on Joe.
 
Frank began to feel like a fifth wheel as Ilsa's conversation was increasingly directed toward his brother. Finally he excused himself and left Ilsa and Joe to continue alone, telling them he had to go back to the hotel. Neither of them seemed to mind that he was leaving.
 
Joe barely noticed that his brother was gone. When they left the National Art Museum, at about one in the afternoon, Ilsa suggested that they head south across the bridge into Skeppsholmen, an island just to the east of Gamla Stan. It was a beautiful, sunny afternoon, and there were a large number of people crossing the bridge with them, oblivious to the cars racing past.
 
The island of Skeppsholmen was even smaller than Gamla Stan. Water was visible from just about any point on the island. Ilsa led Joe to one of the many docks surrounding Skeppsholmen. Joe was startled to see that there was a genuine three-masted schooner moored at the dock.
 
"That's some boat!" Joe said. "Are we allowed to go on board that thing?"
 
"Of course," Ilsa said. "That's why I brought you here. This is the AF Chapman, one of Stockholm's most famous attractions." 
 
Ilsa led Joe up the plank and onto the wooden deck of the ship. Joe was surprised to see that the ship was filled with young people about the same age as Ilsa and himself.
 
"So what is this place?" asked Joe. "Some kind of museum?"
 
"No!" Ilsa laughed. "It's a hotel. A youth hostel, actually. Young people come from all over to stay here for a week or two while visiting Stockholm."
 
"Wow," Joe said. "If Frank and I had known about this place, we would have stayed here instead of in Gamla Stan."
 
"You might not have been able to get a room," Ilsa told him. "The AF Chapman is often booked for months in advance, especially during the tourist season, though it's sometimes possible to get a bed at the last minute if someone cancels. There are no individual rooms, just dormitories, separate ones for men and women." 
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Joe looked around at the wooden cabins and the many doors and windows that led into them. "This place is big for a sailing ship," he said. "I bet you could get lost on it."
 
"I bet you're right," Ilsa said. She smiled at Joe, a twinkle in her eye. Suddenly she darted toward the doorway.
 
"Ilsa," Joe began, "I'm not really sure - "
 
It was too late. She had already vanished. Joe ran toward the room where he thought Ilsa had gone.
 
Once his eyes adjusted to the shadows, he realized that he was peering into a room crammed with beds. A young man glanced up at him and said, "Can I help you?"
 
"I was just looking for a young woman," he said. "I think she went in here."
 
"This is a men's dormitory," the man said. "You'll have to look for your lady friend in the women's dormitory."
 
Joe stepped back out onto the deck and looked around. Where could she be? he thought to himself. He wandered to the rear of the ship, but there was no one there, least of all Ilsa. He leaned over the stern railing and craned his head to see if he could catch a glimpse of her back on the dock.
 
Suddenly there were footsteps behind him. Before Joe could turn he felt a heavy object crack the top of his head. Pain radiated through his skull like bolts of lightning. Joe was stunned by the sudden attack. His entire body folded beneath him, and he collapsed against the railing.
 
Strong hands grasped him from behind. Joe muttered a weak protest, but his attacker lifted him above the railing and tossed his limp body off the ship's stern into the water below!
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Chapter 7
 
Though only half conscious, Joe was aware that he was falling toward the water forty feet below the AF Chapman's stern. He struck the water so hard that for a moment he was almost knocked fully unconscious. For about thirty seconds he sank like a stone toward the bottom of the river. 
 
Snap out of it! whispered a desperate voice in Joe's head. If you don't do something, you're going to drown!
 
Sluggish and still only half awake, Joe began to paddle back up toward the surface of the river. Just as his lungs were aching to take in another breath he burst into the air, gasping desperately. From the dock he could hear voices crying out in Swedish.
 
There were several splashing noises as people jumped into the river to rescue Joe. Moments later he felt someone grab him by the shoulders and pull him toward the dock. Then several helping hands reached down and pulled Joe back onto dry land. By the time he lay gasping on the dock Joe was fully awake. He thanked his rescuer, a teenager with a stubbly blond beard and a deep tan.
 
"Joe!" cried Ilsa, racing across the dock from the direction of the AF Chapman. "What happened? Are you all right?" 
 
Joe saw Ilsa staring down at him, concerned. He stood up and shook the water from his clothes.
 
"Yeah," he told her. "I guess I just got clumsy. I slipped and fell off the rear of the ship."
 
He knew it wasn't true, of course, but he watched Ilsa's face carefully as he said it, to see if she gave any indication that she knew he was lying. For a moment he thought he saw her brow wrinkle with doubt, but then she smiled.
 
"Let's get you back to your hotel," she said. "I think a cab is in order, even though it's costly."
 
It was hard for Joe to argue with that logic. His feet squished as he followed Ilsa to find a cab.
 
***
 
Frank, meanwhile, was searching for Agent Fairchild. Remembering what the agent had told them at the airport, Frank caught the bus to the U.S. Embassy and asked for Fairchild at the front desk. He was directed to a small office, where Fairchild was seated behind a cluttered desk.
 
"Well, look who's here," Fairchild said sarcastically. "I've been looking for you kids all over Stockholm, and all I had to do was wait here for you to show up."
 
"We're all on the same side," Frank said. "I just wanted to find out how the investigation into the Kenya incident is going."
 
"And why should I tell you anything about it?" asked Fairchild.
 
"Because Joe and I are involved," Frank said. "Our father was killed in Mombasa. We'd just like to know how the investigation into his death is proceeding."
 
"We'll let you know as soon as we have some solid facts," Fairchild said, without offering any further information.
 
"Well," Frank said, "if you don't want to talk about it, why don't you call Ethan Daly in New York? Joe and I were working for him in Kenya and he might be willing to share some information with us." 
 
Daly was assistant commissioner of U.S. Customs. It was Daly who had sent the Hardys to Kenya in the first place, though he had done so only at the urging of Congressman Kevin Alladyce, a client of their father's.
 
"It's only eight-thirty in the morning back in New York," Fairchild said. "Daly might not even be at his desk yet."
 
"Why not give him a call?" Frank said. "Let me talk to him. We'll see if he's willing to share any information with me."
 
Reluctantly Fairchild picked up the phone on his desk and called New York. Minutes later he passed the receiver to Frank. Commissioner Daly was on the other end.
 
"Mr. Daly?" Frank said. "This is Frank Hardy. I'm in Stockholm."
 
"So I hear," Daly said. "I don't approve of you boys leaving Mombasa. I assume Agent Fairchild has told you that."
 
"Yes, he has," said Frank. "I just hoped that you'd be able to tell me how things are going in Kenya."
 
"As well as can be expected," Daly told him.
 
"What does that mean?" Frank asked.
 
"It means that that's all I'm going to tell you," Daly said. "You know that your mother is expected in Nairobi soon, don't you?"
 
"Your agents will look after her there, won't they?" Frank said.
 
"Someone will have to," Daly said pointedly. "You and your brother won't be there to help."
 
Frank quickly changed the subject. "Listen, I thought I should tell you that I was attacked last night, at a party in Sigtuna."
 
"What?" Daly exclaimed. "Why didn't you report this immediately?"
 
"I didn't have a chance," Frank said. "The man who attacked me was carrying a rather expensive and sophisticated-looking automatic pistol. It didn't look like the sort of thing an ordinary mugger would be using." Neither did the laser scope that had nearly ended Joe's life the day before, though Frank didn't mention that incident.
 
"That's very interesting," Daly said. Fairchild, too, seemed engrossed in what Frank had to say. In fact, Frank noticed that the agent glanced quickly down at a report sitting on his desk.
 
"If anything else like this happens, I want you to get in touch with Agent Fairchild immediately," Daly said. "Furthermore, I want you and your brother to back off from the investigation of Phoenix Enterprises. This is official business. Is that understood?"
 
"Yes, sir," Frank said. "That's understood."
 
He handed the phone back to agent Fairchild, who spoke briefly with Daly before hanging up. The customs agent turned and was about to ask Frank to leave when a staff assistant from the embassy walked through the door with a tray of coffee. As Fairchild rose to take a cup Frank jostled his elbow.
 
"Whoops!" Frank exclaimed as coffee sloshed onto the floor. "That was clumsy of me!"
 
"It certainly was," Fairchild said. "I'll get some towels from the restroom. That stuff will stain the floor even worse than it is already."
 
As Fairchild and the staff assistant disappeared into the hallway, Frank leaned over the agent's desk and glanced at the report that was sitting there. There was nothing about Phoenix Enterprises on the first page of the report, but there was something about an "antiterrorist strike force," Clipped to the first page was a photo of a noted terrorist.
 
It was the same man who had attacked Frank at the party and had tried to run Frank and Joe down a few hours before!
 
"Are you still here?" Fairchild reappeared in the door of his office. Frank stood up quickly, pretending to examine an ornate ashtray on the edge of the desk.
 
Fairchild unrolled a strip of paper towels and crouched in the middle of the floor to sop up the spilled coffee. "If I were you, I'd go back to your hotel and make plans to head back to Kenya as soon as possible. Got it?"
 
"Got it," Frank said, heading for the door of the office. "I hope my brother and I don't have to bother you again."
 
Once outside, Frank hailed a cab and headed back to the hotel in Gamla Stan. On the way he thought long and hard about the picture that he'd seen on Fairchild's desk. There was no question that the man whose picture had been clipped to the report was the same man who had twice tried to kill him and his brother. Could this man work for Phoenix Enterprises?
 
If so, there was only one possible conclusion: Phoenix Enterprises was also involved with terrorists!
 
What was the connection, though? Perhaps Joe could help figure it out. He'd have to go back to the hotel and wait for his brother to get back from his "tour" with Ilsa Khoo.
 
Frank was surprised that Joe was already waiting in the hotel room. He was lying in the middle of his brass bed, pensively gazing at the ceiling.
 
"So what happened to Ilsa?" Frank asked. "I thought you two would be wandering around Stockholm for a couple more hours."
 
"We would have been," Joe said unhappily, "except that I ended up taking an unexpected swim in the river."
 
Joe told him the story. "I came back here so I could change my clothes," he concluded. "Ilsa wanted us to continue, but I sent her off from the lobby. I needed time to think."
 
"So do you believe Ilsa was responsible for getting you dunked in the river?" Frank asked.
 
"No," Joe said. "I mean, I don't know. That's what I've got to think about. I don't believe she'd do something like that, do you?"
 
"Well, I believe she'd do something like that!" snapped Frank. "And I think you're getting too close to Ilsa to realize it!" 
 
"What?" snapped Joe in return. "Are you suggesting I'm letting my feelings for Ilsa stand in the way of finding Dad's killers?"
 
"That's exactly what I'm suggesting!" Frank said. "Ilsa's the daughter of one of the people who owns Phoenix. Don't forget that!"
 
"Just because Ilsa's father runs Phoenix doesn't mean she's part of the smuggling operation," Joe said.
 
"No," Frank said, "but it puts her in a pretty good position. Don't forget that!"
 
Joe shook his head. "I'm sorry. This is really getting to me. A girl I like may be trying to kill me. I need time to think this out."
 
Frank calmed down. "All right, I guess I understand. But there are a few more things you ought to know before you do any more thinking." He told Joe about the report on terrorism that he'd seen on Fairchild's desk and the picture of the man who'd tried to kill them.
 
"Who can we talk to who might know something about terrorists?" Joe asked.
 
"Mike Ryan," Frank said. "He's writing a series on arms smuggling, remember? I bet he's learned a thing or two about terrorist operations."
 
"Good idea," Joe said. "Let's give him a call."
 
The brothers called Mike, and he agreed to tell them what he knew about terrorists. He was busy for the next couple of hours, but he arranged to meet them early that evening at his apartment.
 
To kill time while waiting to see Mike, Frank and Joe left the hotel and walked south through Gamla Stan. They ended up in a large public square with benches where people were sitting and talking and feeding birds.
 
Joe spotted a plaque with the name, 'Stortorget Square' written on it in Swedish. To one side of the square was a large structure with a sign identifying it as the Borsen Building.
 
"I've heard of that," Frank said. "It's where the Swedish Academy meets. They oversee the Nobel Prize for literature."
 
After wandering around the square for another hour, the brothers caught a bus to Mike Ryan's apartment. He was standing in front of the building when they arrived. As soon as they stepped off the bus, he led them toward a small side street where his car was parked.
 
"We'll grab dinner in Norrmalm," Mike said as they walked. "I've got a lot to catch you guys up on. But I'm only telling you all of this because you're already involved in this Phoenix affair. Some of this information could be dangerous to you if anybody finds out you know it."
 
"I think we can handle it," Frank said.
 
"First of all," Mike said, "Phoenix is in deep trouble with the World Society for Animal Protection. That's the animal-rights group that was picketing Eleonora Grunewald's place last night.
 
It seems that despite Phoenix's claim to the contrary, the society has proof that Phoenix has been shipping animals under cruel conditions. They plan to take Phoenix to court over it if possible. The society may also have been responsible for hijacking' some of Phoenix's shipments, but nobody really knows for sure.
 
"I also know the big arms deal I mentioned last night is going down sometime in the next two or three days," Mike continued. "I don't know exactly when or where, but there are a lot of big-time terrorists involved. I've also heard rumors that there's some kind of connection with the U.S. military, but I don't know exactly what. I'll be investigating that rumor this evening, after I finish talking to you guys."
 
"The U.S. military?" Joe said. 'This is getting more and more mysterious."
 
They were at Mike's car, and he reached out to grab the door handle on the driver's side. Abruptly he jerked his hand back.
 
"Ow!" he exclaimed. He held his hand up and opened the palm. There was a red slash across the middle of it, with blood running down toward his wrist.
 
"What happened?" Joe said. "You're bleeding!"
 
"I don't ... " Mike started to say, then he began swaying. "Something's wrong. ..."
 
Suddenly his knees buckled, and he collapsed in the street. Frank and Joe grabbed him by the shoulders and tried to help him back to the sidewalk.
 
Mike peered up at Frank. "Hidden ... prize. ... " he gasped. Then his eyes rolled up in his head, and he fell into unconsciousness.
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Chapter 8
 
"Mike!" Joe said urgently. Frank held his hand in front of Mike's nose - he was still breathing. A car honked at the brothers to get out of the street. Struggling against Mike's bulk, they managed to haul him onto the sidewalk.
 
"We need to call an ambulance!" Joe said.
 
Frank ran to a nearby phone booth and called the emergency number printed on a label at the top of the telephone casing. Although the operator at the other end spoke little English, Frank managed to get her to understand that they needed an ambulance in a hurry.
 
While they waited for the ambulance to arrive Joe checked the door of Mike's car. A small razor blade was hidden underneath the handle.
 
That's a standard assassin's technique," Frank said when Joe told him about it. "Put poison on the blade and leave it where somebody will get cut on it. Which is more evidence that we're up against trained terrorists."
 
Joe stared down at Mike Ryan's limp body. "What was it that Mike said right before he passed out?"
 
"Something about a 'hidden prize,'" said Frank. "I have no idea what it means."
 
The ambulance arrived within five minutes and took Mike and the Hardys to a hospital in Norrmalm. At the emergency room a white- coated doctor with a neatly trimmed brown beard asked the Hardys to sit in the waiting room until he could check on Mike's condition. An hour later the doctor reappeared, quite concerned.
 
"How's Mike?" Frank asked. "Is he going to be okay?"
 
"That's difficult to say," the doctor told him. "We've identified the poison that was used on him, and there's no effective antidote for it. We can only offer him symptomatic treatment and hope that his body will be able to fight back."
 
"You mean that he could die?" Joe asked.
 
"I'd say there's a very good chance of it," the doctor said reluctantly. "In fact, I don't think there's more than a ten percent chance that he'll recover. I wish I could offer you better news than that, but I can't.
 
"When will we know for sure?" Frank asked.
 
"Perhaps within the next forty-eight hours or so," the doctor said. "If he holds on that long, I'd give him a fighting chance."
 
"Well, we know that Mike's a fighter," Frank said.
 
"Yeah, like our father!" snapped Joe miserably.
 
"I'm afraid that you're going to have to speak with the authorities," the doctor said, nodding toward a police officer at the door. "They're going to want to know exactly what happened to your friend."
 
The doctor waved the officer into the room, then left. The officer began to ask tough questions about Mike's "accident," but the Hardys pretended to know nothing about how it happened.
 
"We were going out to dinner," Frank said. "Mike was in the middle of telling a joke when he reached out to open his car door."
 
"The last thing he said was 'ouch,' " Joe reported, "and then he collapsed."
 
"Are you sure you know nothing else?" the officer asked. "I find it hard to believe that you have no suspicions at all about what happened to your friend."
 
"Take my word for it," said a familiar voice. "They don't know anything about it."
 
The brothers turned to see Agent Fairchild holding up his identification for the police officer to look at.
 
"I'm from the U.S. Embassy," Fairchild told the police officer. "I'll take over from here."
 
"As you wish," the officer said, tipping his hat to the customs agent.
 
"How did you find us?" Joe asked.
 
"The American authorities have friends in the Stockholm police," he said. "They let us know whenever an American is in trouble."
 
"And you came to help us out," Frank said sarcastically. "That's really nice of you."
 
"I thought I asked you kids to get out of Stockholm and head back to Kenya," Fairchild said, ignoring Frank's comments. "Next thing I know, I get a report that you're involved with a mysterious murder attempt. Can't you kids stay out of trouble for half a day?"
 
"I guess we're just having a run of bad luck," Joe said.
 
"Yeah, sure," Fairchild said. "It was my bad luck to get assigned to baby-sit you kids in the first place. I want you to go straight back to your hotel room, do you hear me? And I don't want you to leave it except to go to the airport and leave this country."
 
"We're on our way," Frank said as he and his brother headed toward the emergency room exit. "But we're not leaving until we hear whether Mike Ryan is okay."
 
"Or until we find out who murdered our father," whispered Joe, in a voice too low for Fairchild to hear.
 
***
 
In the lobby of their hotel the young desk clerk called out to the Hardys as they walked past.
 
"There were two telephone calls for you," he said, handing them a pair of message slips. One of the messages was from Ilsa; the other was from the Hardys' mother, who had left a return number in Nairobi.
 
Back in their room Joe called Ilsa. She wanted to see Joe the next afternoon. Joe told her he'd see her if he had a chance.
 
Joe then studied the message slip from his mother. He turned and looked at Frank.
 
"What should we tell her?" he asked.
 
"Nothing," Frank said. "There's nothing we can tell her. But I guess we'd better call her back. I just wish I knew what to say."
 
Joe wandered to the window of the hotel room, lost in thought. He knew that his mother was probably more devastated by the loss of their father than he and Frank were, and he wished that they could be by her side. But he also felt a driving need to find his father's killers, and his mother was not likely to understand that.
 
He stared out into the Stockholm evening, still almost light as day. Shoppers were walking up and down the sidewalk looking for antique stores that were still open.
 
He also saw two large men in leather jackets staring up at their hotel window. Their faces were grim and unsmiling.
 
"Frank?" Joe said. "Come take a look at this."
 
As Frank made it to the window the men stepped off the curb and walked rapidly toward the hotel.
 
"What is it?" Frank asked.
 
"There were a couple of guys across the street watching our room," Joe said. "I think they're on their way over here now."
 
"Do we want to be here when they arrive?" Frank asked.
 
"I don't think so," Joe said. "They appeared to be large and unfriendly."
 
"Then let's get out of here," Frank said. He opened the door to the hall and peered outside.
 
The sound of heavy footsteps rang out from the nearby stairwell. "Uh-oh," Frank said. "I think they're on their way up already."
 
He stepped back into the room, closing and locking the door. "Maybe if we wait in here quietly, they'll go away."
 
"I'm not so sure about that," Joe said, "but I guess we don't have much choice."
 
Joe listened as the door at the top of the stairwell opened and the footsteps proceeded into the hallway. The footsteps grew louder until they came to an abrupt halt - directly outside the Hardys' room!
 
There was a brief silence followed by a clicking sound. Joe recognized it immediately as the sound of a gun bolt being cocked.
 
Frank turned to Joe urgently. He mouthed the words "We'd better hide."
 
Where? Joe shrugged broadly, indicating that there was no place in the small room where they could conceal themselves. Surely the strangers would think to check under the beds and inside the closet.
 
Suddenly Frank had an idea. He pointed toward the window, which was half open. Directly outside the window was a ledge that extended along the entire front of the building.
 
A squeaking sound came from the doorway as someone tested the door handle. Frank pushed the window gently upward, then crawled out onto the ledge. Joe followed.
 
The ledge was about fifteen inches wide. As Joe crawled through the window and crouched on the narrow stone surface he glanced cautiously down at the street below.
 
The Hardys' room was at least seventy feet above the street. Joe swallowed hard, then forced himself not to look down. He hesitated for a moment before pulling himself all the way through the window, but a sudden banging sound on the door of the hotel room gave him all the motivation he needed to go the rest of the way.
 
Frank was already standing on the ledge, his back flattened against the side of the building. Joe climbed to his feet and shuffled his way to his brother's side.
 
"This way." Frank led Joe toward the corner of the building, where an ornate Roman column stood.
 
"I don't see any way down, but I think we can make it up to the roof." Frank pointed to an elaborate filigreed design in the stonework where the column met the roof. Frank reached up to the stonework and gripped an overhanging portion of the filigree and pulled himself up. A few seconds later he was on the roof. Joe grabbed the stonework and pulled himself up after his brother.
 
Just then from the open window of their hotel room came a loud shattering noise, as though someone had just battered open their door. Joe peered over the edge of the roof to see a shadowy figure lean out of the window they had just exited.
 
"We'd better get out of here before they figure out where we've gone," Joe told his brother.
 
Frank pointed toward a door that opened onto the flat rooftop and apparently led to a flight of stairs. "That looks like the exit - " Suddenly they heard the sound of footsteps echoing up the stairs, heading for the roof.
 
"Too late!" Joe cried. "They're already on the way up!"
 
"Where do we go now?" Frank said. "That's the only way off the roof!"
 
Joe looked desperately toward the roof of the next building. There was no time to measure how far away it was from the roof on which they were standing, but it could have been anywhere from five to fifteen feet.
 
Frank and Joe exchanged glances. Could they make it to the other roof in a single jump? The sound of pounding footsteps from the stairwell behind them told them that they had no choice. Moving as one, they raced toward the edge of the roof - and leapt into space!
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Chapter 9
 
If we don't make this jump, we'll be dead! Frank thought to himself as he and Joe flew across the gap between the two buildings.
 
He hit the roof with a loud thwack! as his brother landed at almost the same instant. He collided with the hard shingled surface of the roof, and the crack of bullets- sounded from the roof behind him. Frank heard the whistle of a bullet pass inches above his head! 
 
Unfortunately, the roof on which Frank and Joe had landed was not flat. Rather, it was slanted, and Frank immediately found himself sliding down it. Two more bullets struck the shingles just above his hands, sending fragments of roof spraying across his face. Before his adversary could fire again Frank tightened his grip on the shingles and pulled himself up and over the gabled roof of the building with Joe following.
 
Huddled on the other side of the roof, the brothers were safe - for the moment. But even as Frank was catching his breath he heard a loud thump on the other side of the roof, followed by a second thump.
 
"Those guys are here already," he said to Joe.
 
"Let's go!" Joe cried.
 
The angled roof on which they were sitting led down to an ornately carved gutter about ten feet below. The brothers slid down the shingled surface until their feet caught on the gutter, then they made the short jump across to the next roof. Frank turned and saw two dark figures clambering their way over the peaked roof on which they had just been. At the sight of the Hardys the two figures scrambled down to the gutter in pursuit.
 
The roof of the next building was flat and slate covered, but there was no staircase leading into the building below. The Hardys raced across that roof and paused on the other side, searching for a way down.
 
A narrow drainpipe plunged from the edge of the roof to the ground far below.
 
"Think we can climb down it?" Frank asked.
 
Joe studied the next roof, which was at least twenty feet away. Definitely too far to jump.
 
Then he glanced back at the pursuing figures, who had just jumped onto the roof on which they were standing.
 
"Either that or we'd better figure out a way to make ourselves bulletproof," Joe said. "Start climbing!"
 
Frank grabbed the drainpipe and shimmied his way down it as fast as he could. It wasn't easy to keep a grip on the pipe, but the sides were rough enough so that he could keep himself from falling off if he moved fast and used his feet to slow his descent on the brick sides of the building. Joe started down after him just as the sounds of more gunshots rang out from above.
 
Frank raised his eyes for a moment and saw that the two thugs were sliding down the drainpipe, too. Good thing they need both hands to hold on, Frank thought to himself.
 
Frank jumped the last five feet to the pavement. Seconds later Joe was standing next to him. They were in a wide but deserted alley lined with trash cans and piles of old newspapers. One end of the alley was blocked by a fence. At the other end they could see the river that ran to the east of Gamla Stan.
 
"We're blocked by the river!" Frank shouted as Joe raced down the alley behind him.
 
"I hope these guys can't swim," Joe replied, gasping for breath.
 
"I hope we don't have to swim," Frank said, pointing to a small pier at the end of the alley.
 
Joe scouted the pier and saw a single outboard-motorboat moored to it. "Let's go for it!" Joe shouted.
 
The Hardys jumped on board the tiny boat. Joe untied the line that secured the boat to the pier, and Frank yanked the starter. The motor roared to life, and the boat leapt away from the pier, almost colliding with a small buoy floating a few feet offshore.
 
Frank checked back over his shoulder to see the two men who had been pursuing them race onto the pier. They fired at the Hardys, but the bullets disappeared harmlessly into the water.
 
"They'll never catch us now!" Joe shouted.
 
"Don't push your luck," Frank said. "We haven't gotten away yet."
 
"Hey, what can they do?" Joe asked. "We've got a boat, and they don't. They'll never catch us."
 
At that moment another motorboat zoomed past the Hardys and headed toward the pier. As it slowed down and approached a mooring post one of the gunmen jumped on board, slugged the driver, and tossed him into the water. The other gunman jumped in after him. Within seconds the gunmen were once again racing in pursuit of the Hardys.
 
"Maybe I did speak too soon," Joe said. "Can this thing go any faster?"
 
Frank cranked a handle on the motor. "We'll find out," he said.
 
At Frank's urging the tiny motorboat lurched forward, but the motorboat being piloted by the gunmen had no trouble keeping up with them. In fact, Frank noted, it was gaining on them slightly.
 
"Go around that way!" Joe shouted, waving his hands to indicate that Frank should head north around the tip of the island off Skeppsholmen.
 
"That's where I'm headed," Frank said. "I just hope I can stay in front of those guys long enough to make it around the next bend!"
 
Frank looked back at the other boat. One of the gunmen was steering while the other tried to draw a bead on the Hardys, but the vibrations from the motor caused his hand to shake so badly he wasn't able to get off a shot.
 
Finally Frank whipped the boat around the eastern side of Skeppsholmen. For a moment the gunmen in the other boat disappeared, their view blocked by the island itself.
 
Joe waved at a network of wooden docks. "Go over there, fast, before they come around the bend!"
 
Frank steered the boat in among several large yachts and cut the motor. Then he and Joe flattened themselves against the bottom of the boat.
 
The gunmen sped past the docks without noticing the Hardys. Finally Joe peered over the edge of the boat.
 
"It's safe," he said. "Let's get out of here before they figure out what happened and come back."
 
"I hope the guy who owns this boat can find it over here," he said. He pulled a bill out of his pocket and tucked it under one of the seats.
 
"What's that for?" Joe asked.
 
"Gas money," Frank said. "I don't want anybody to say we don't pay our bills."
 
"How do you suppose those guys knew about our hotel room?" Frank asked as the brothers walked shakily back to dry land. "Mike was the only person who knew where we were staying, and I know he wouldn't have told anyone."
 
Frank stopped walking. "Wait a minute!" he said. "Ilsa also knew where we were staying."
 
"What's that supposed to mean?" Joe asked angrily. "Are you implying that Ilsa set us up?"
 
"That's exactly what I'm implying," Frank said. "Who else could it have been? You'll notice we weren't attacked at the hotel until after Ilsa took you back to your room."
 
"Maybe somebody followed us," Joe snapped. "And Mike's not the only one who knows where we're staying. Agent Fairchild knows, too."
 
"Oh, I suppose you think those two thugs were sent to get us by U.S. Customs?" Frank said. "Get real, Joe!"
 
"Maybe Fairchild was working with Jellicoe," Joe said. "Did you think of that?"
 
Frank sagged with exhaustion. "I don't know what I think," he said. "I'm too tired to think."
 
"Yeah," Joe said. "I think I'm too tired to get back to our hotel room." He nodded toward the AF Chapman, which was only a block from where they were standing. "But I think I know a closer place where we can sleep." 
 
The two brothers boarded the AF Chapman a few minutes later and asked if any beds were available. The bearded man outside the men's dormitory told him that there were not, but when Frank produced a few kronor from his pocket the man suggested that he might be able to find space for the Hardys. They wound up sleeping on a pair of small cots in the back of a room filled with young male travelers from all over Europe. By this time, however, the brothers were too exhausted to notice the cramped accommodations or to carry on a conversation with any of their new companions. Within minutes both Frank and Joe had fallen into a sound and dreamless sleep. 
 
***
 
The reception that they received the next morning at their own hotel was far less friendly than the reception at the AF Chapman. As Joe pushed open the front door and walked into the lobby the desk clerk emerged from behind the counter and blocked his path. 
 
"You!" shouted the young red-faced man. "It's about time you showed up! That must have been quite a party you held in your room last night!"
 
"Party?" Joe asked. "What party?"
 
"Don't pretend to be innocent," the clerk snapped. "We found your room in a mess this morning. The door was open, the lock broken, and your belongings tossed all over!"
 
Frank groaned. "I think I see what happened. Listen, we're very sorry, and we'll pay for the damage. It won't happen again."
 
"I should think not," said the clerk, though he seemed somewhat more satisfied when Frank handed him a stack of kronor. "We run a respectable establishment here."
 
His anger diminished, the desk clerk pulled a message slip from behind the counter and handed it to Joe. "You had another phone call while you were gone," he said.
 
Joe studied the slip. "It's from Congressman Alladyce, back in the States," he said. "He wants to thank us for finding out what happened to his friend Chris Lincoln in Kenya."
 
"Well, it's nice to know he hasn't forgotten us," Frank said. "I guess Daly must have told him where we are staying."
 
The boys wondered again if they should have returned to their hotel, but they decided no one would think they'd return there, so they'd be safe. They hoped they had figured it right.
 
Inside their room Joe glanced around at the mess. Their bags had been opened, and their clothes and other belongings were strewn about. Nothing seemed to be missing, however.
 
"Guess those two guys came back for another look around," Frank said. "I don't think they found anything, though."
 
"Maybe they just wanted to make a mess," Joe suggested. "Get revenge after we made fools of them."
 
Joe shrugged and went down the hall to take a shower. While he was gone Frank reached under the chest of drawers and pulled out a small object he had taped to its underside. It was the gun he had found in the maze. It was practically the only solid clue they had to the identity of their father's murderers, and he was glad the two thugs hadn't found it. Fortunately the gunmen hadn't felt on the bottom board under the chest when they'd ransacked the room. Pulling a piece of rope from his suitcase, Frank strapped the gun to his ankle, then pulled his pants leg down over it. He was reluctant to show the gun to Joe, perhaps because his brother would think he was crazy to lug it around with him.
 
After resting a couple of hours the brothers decided to pay a visit to the hospital where they had left Mike Ryan the night before. They headed back to the main avenue that ran through the middle of Gamla Stan. Seeing an automobile rental agency, they decided to rent a small car instead of hailing a cab. Given the cost of cabs in Stockholm, it turned out to be only slightly more expensive.
 
The brothers then drove to the hospital. The nurse at the reception desk told them that Mike was still in his room on the fifth floor but had not yet regained consciousness and was not allowed visitors.
 
"Well," said Joe as they walked away from the desk, "should we just leave without seeing Mike?"
 
"No," Frank said, veering toward a staircase. "I think we should go upstairs on our own. I'm sure no one would mind."
 
On the fifth floor they headed for the room where Mike was staying. At the far end of the corridor they could see an orderly pushing a lunch cart into Mike's room.
 
"Wait a minute," Joe said. "If Mike's unconscious, why are they bringing him lunch?"
 
As though he had heard them coming, the orderly turned toward the Hardys. Frank recognized him immediately. It was the man who had tried to kill him in the maze!
 
"That's no orderly!" cried Frank. "That's our friendly neighborhood terrorist!"
 
Frank and Joe sprinted down the hallway. The terrorist shoved the lunch cart in their direction and bolted through the door into Mike's room.
 
Nearly colliding with a nurse coming out of another room, Frank shoved the lunch cart aside and shouldered Mike's door open.
 
Even as he burst inside Frank saw that the killer had the window next to Mike's bed open and was starting to push Mike's limp body over the sill!
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Chapter 10
 
"Hey, you!" shouted Frank, sprinting across the room toward the assassin.
 
The killer turned to him briefly, then continued pushing Mike's upper body through the window. Frank realized that he intended to drop the reporter to his death five stories below!
 
Frank grabbed Mike's ankles and pulled him back inside. The killer started shoving Mike's shoulders back out the window, so Frank was relieved when Joe helped him with Mike's legs. The killer realized he was overmatched and fled for the door of the room. Joe blocked his way, which unfortunately left only Frank to support the dangling Mike and keep him from tumbling out the window. Gravity and momentum worked against Frank, and Mike began sliding toward the street below. Only his feet remained anchored in the window.
 
The killer's fist lashed out at Joe's chin, but Joe neatly sidestepped the blow and grabbed the man by the collar. Before Joe could wrestle his opponent into submission, however, the killer brought his knee up and caught Joe in the stomach, giving him a chance to make another rush for the door.
 
"Oof!" grunted Joe, staggering backward from the blow as the assassin raced out the door and down the hallway.
 
"Hurry, give me a hand!" cried Frank, straining to keep Mike from falling all the way to the ground.
 
Wincing with pain, Joe staggered to the window and took one of Mike's legs from Frank. Together the brothers pulled him back into the room.
 
"What are you doing?" cried a nurse from the door of the room.
 
"I think your patient's taking a turn for the worse," Joe said as he helped Frank pull Mike back onto the bed. "You'd better get a doctor in here fast!"
 
***
 
Joe was relieved to hear the doctor say that Mike's condition was unchanged, despite his near plunge from the window. Before the Hardys left the hospital room Joe looked up and saw Agent Fairchild in the doorway - with the Stockholm police right behind him. This time Fairchild didn't chase the police away but allowed them to question the brothers in a conference room on the ground floor.
 
"I find it difficult to believe that you know nothing about why these people want to kill Mike Ryan," the police officer said to Frank. It was the same officer who had questioned them in the emergency room the day before. "Surely he must have told you something that would indicate why his life is in danger."
 
"Why would he tell us?" Frank asked. "Mike's just an old friend of the family, that's all. He isn't going to let us in on any secrets."
 
"Besides," Joe said, "if he knows something that's all that dangerous, why would he want us to know it, too? Then our lives would be in danger."
 
The Stockholm police officer seemed to be half convinced by this explanation, but Agent Fairchild was dubious.
 
"Somehow I get the feeling you kids aren't leveling with us," he said. "I'd guess you know more than you're telling - a lot more."
 
"Okay," Joe said, pulling Fairchild aside so the police officer couldn't hear. "Mike said he was working on a story about arms smuggling. Maybe the people who are trying to kill him have something to do with illegal arms sales. Satisfied?"
 
"That's better," Agent Fairchild said. "But how does this connect with Phoenix Enterprises? I know you kids have been snooping around the Phoenix offices. I saw you walking around with Jumsai Khoo's daughter yesterday."
 
"Who says the arms sale has anything to do with Phoenix?" Frank said. "You can't expect us to tie all your loose ends together. Mike was working on this story before we arrived."
 
Fairchild sighed. He asked the brothers a few more questions and then let them go back to Mike's room. He never mentioned their leaving Stockholm again. He must have known his threats were futile.
 
"Fairchild's right," Joe said once they were alone in the room with the unconscious reporter. "There must be a connection between Phoenix and this arms deal that Mike is writing about. Why else would the same guy who tried to kill us try to kill Mike?"
 
Frank sagged against the wall of the hospital room. "I don't know," he said mournfully. "I wish I knew what to think."
 
"Let's get going," Joe said. "We're not doing Mike - or Dad - any good by just standing around."
 
When they arrived back at their rental car Frank said, "I think we should pay a visit to Rutger Linska. I definitely consider him a suspect in this case. Especially after that conversation I overheard between him and Eleonora Grunewald."
 
They drove to the address that Linska had given Frank, which turned out to be a low brown building on the edge of town. A woman at the front desk rang Linska's number, then directed the Hardys down a hallway to a room in the back. There were uniformed guards at both ends of the hallway, and they regarded the Hardys with suspicion.
 
Linska's laboratory was narrow and cluttered, with desks covered with blueprints and at least five computer terminals, two of which were displaying color animations of missiles in flight. Linska looked up from one of the screens and smiled at his visitors.
 
"Frank!" he said, extending his hand in greeting. "It's good to see you! I had hoped you would take me up on my offer for a tour of my lab."
 
"Well, we had some free time, so we thought we'd stop by," Frank told him. He introduced Linska to Joe, who had been so absorbed in his conversation with Ilsa on the night of the party that he had never been introduced to the engineer.
 
"So," said Joe, "Frank told me you work with missiles. Do you keep the prototypes around here?"
 
"I'm afraid not," Linska said with a shrug. "Those are manufactured elsewhere. Here we do mostly brain work. I use these computers to design the systems, then pass on the blueprints to the factory."
 
Frank pointed at the computer where Linska had just been sitting. The video display showed a full three-dimensional animation of a missile zeroing in on a large building.
 
"That looks almost like a video game," Frank said. "Is that really an accurate representation of a missile?"
 
"Oh, yes," Linska explained. "These are extremely accurate simulations. I told you the other night that I work on guidance systems based on artificial intelligence algorithms. All my work can be done on the computer. Then the software can be recorded on a disk and moved to the actual missile."
 
Frank watched Linska as he talked. Although he had seemed nervous and ill at ease at Eleonora Grunewald's party, the engineer seemed perfectly, confident and at home surrounded by his computers and blueprints. He was almost a different man.
 
"It's amazing what we can do with computers," Linska was saying. "I can sit at my desk and fight an entire war just inside my machine. By the time I've finished testing my software on this computer I know how it will behave in any situation. I almost don't need to build the missile itself."
 
"But don't you feel a little funny about designing weapons of war?" Joe asked. "Do we really need better weapons, better missile guidance systems?"
 
An odd expression crossed Linska's face. "There will always be war," he said. "And the wars of the future will be nothing like the wars of the past. They will be quick, decisive, over almost as quickly as," - he gestured toward the animation that was still proceeding on the screen of the computer - "as a video game."
 
Frank shuddered. This Rutger Linska really was different from the one he had met at the party! On the outside he was still the quiet little nerd, but he talked like a villain from a futuristic spy thriller. Frank almost regretted having to" change the subject.
 
"Er, I was wondering what your connection is with Phoenix, Rutger," Frank asked. "I know that you and Eleonora Grunewald are good friends. Does Phoenix import the hardware that you need, or are you actually doing some sort of contract work for them?"
 
Linska's reaction to Frank was sharp, as though he was irritated at having his train of thought broken. "My connection with Phoenix is nothing important," he said dismissively. "Ms. Grunewald has done a few favors for me, and I for her. That's all."
 
Joe walked over to some boxes lined up against the wall. "I noticed these boxes have the Phoenix label on them," he said, pointing out the circle with a large birdlike creature pictured inside it. "And this one here," - he stepped closer to one of the boxes - "has the address of a U.S. military base in Iceland."
 
Linska descended angrily on Joe. "Please step away from those boxes," he said quickly. "They contain delicate equipment. You could damage them merely by standing too close to them!"
 
He guided Joe back to the middle of the room, then turned to Frank. "I'm afraid you've picked a rather bad time to visit," he said. "I'm in the middle of some very important work. Perhaps we could meet again later."
 
"Uh, right, Rutger," Frank said, grabbing his brother by the arm. "Come on, Joe, I think it's time to grab some lunch."
 
Outside the laboratory Joe looked back at the building and scowled. "Boy, he changed moods in a hurry, didn't he?"
 
"He sure did," agreed Frank. "He didn't like to talk about Phoenix at all. Or about those boxes. What do you suppose was bothering him?"
 
"I don't know," Joe said. "But I'd like to find out."
 
They left Linska's office and climbed into their rented car.
 
"I think I'll give Ilsa a call," Joe said as he drove back into town.
 
"I can't believe you, Joe!" Frank exclaimed.
 
"What's the matter?" Joe asked. "Do you still think Ilsa's involved with the bad guys?"
 
"I think maybe you're a little too interested in chasing after girls and not interested enough in finding the person who killed our father!" snapped Frank in return.
 
Joe's face flushed a bright red. "You don't have any right to say that! What I feel about Ilsa isn't any of your business!"
 
Frank pulled the car over to the side of the road and parked. He glared at Joe angrily. "I think I have a right to comment on how you're handling this case. And I think your involvement with Ilsa is starting to get in the way!"
 
"Well, if you think that," shouted Joe, "why don't you just go looking for Dad's killer on your own? See how you do without my help!"
 
"Maybe I'll do just that," yelled Frank, popping open the door to the car and storming out. They were parked near a wide stone bridge with carved statues at the entrance. Frank slammed the door and stormed down a small hill leading to the river below.
 
He had made it halfway there when he heard a sound overhead like the whine of a small jet or missile. Frank raised his head to identify the source of the noise but saw nothing.
 
Thinking it must have been his imagination, he started to turn away. Just then there was a shattering explosion, and Frank saw the rented car in which his brother had been sitting explode in a bright ball of orange flame!
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Chapter 11
 
"Joe!" Frank yelled, rushing back up the hill to the burning car. He tried to get close enough to the car to open the door, but the heat of the flames drove him away.
 
"No!" he screamed angrily, furious at himself for leaving Joe in the car alone. First his father had died while he watched, and now the same thing had happened to his brother!
 
Suddenly he became aware of someone at his side. He turned to find Joe observing the smoldering ruins of the car.
 
"Where'd you come from?" Frank asked in astonishment. "I thought you were in the car!"
 
"Huh - uh," said Joe, his voice tempered by shock. "I got out of the car to go after you and got knocked to the ground when it exploded. A couple of seconds earlier and I would have been in the car." 
 
"Are you okay?" Frank asked.
 
"Yeah," Joe said. "I'm just a little - a little dazed."
 
"Let's get out of here," Frank said. "I saw a small park at the bottom of the hill, in the shadow of the bridge."
 
Frank took his stunned brother by the shoulder and helped him down the hill. When they reached the park Joe sat on a bench and stared at Frank numbly.
 
"I'm sorry, Frank," Joe said. "About what happened back in the car. I shouldn't have gotten angry with you."
 
"No," Frank said, sitting next to Joe. "I'm the one who should apologize. These last few days have been incredibly tough for both of us. First Dad, then Mike. It's been too much for us."
 
"I'm just so confused," Joe said. "I like Ilsa, but you're right, I don't know whose side she's on in all of this. She might even be one of the people who killed Dad."
 
Frank leaned back against the bench. "This has got to be the toughest case we've ever tackled. I'm not sure yet where it's all leading. In the beginning it seemed pretty simple. Somebody was smuggling animals. But now there seem to be terrorists and who knows what else involved as well."
 
"So," Joe said, slinging an arm across his brother's shoulder. "Where do we go next?"
 
Frank cracked an unexpected smile. "I've got an idea." He reached into his pocket and pulled out a small golden-colored key. "I took this from Mike's pocket last night before the ambulance arrived. It's the key to his apartment. We can check out his word processor to see what he's been writing about."
 
"Good work, big brother!" Joe said. "Now, if we can only figure what we're going to tell the rental agency about their car ..."
 
***
 
An hour later the Hardys climbed out of a cab in front of Mike Ryan's building. Once inside his apartment Frank turned on the computer and sat down at Mike's desk.
 
He tapped a few keys and read the words that appeared on the display. "Mike uses the same word processing program that we do. This ought to make things easier."
 
Frank typed a command and waited for the word processor to finish booting up. Then he called up a list of files. Bright green letters appeared on the computer screen, listing all the word processing files that Mike had stored on his hard drive. There were several dozens of them. Frank ran his fingers down the list, checking for one that might have anything to do with arms smuggling.
 
"Here's one called ARMNOTES.TXT," he told his brother. "Think that's it?"
 
"Can't hurt to take a peek," Joe said.
 
Frank loaded the file. After reading the first paragraph he knew that he had called up the correct file.
 
"This is the one," he said. "There's a lot of stuff here about black market weapons." He began reading the contents of the file to Joe. It took about half an hour to read, and by the time they were done the brothers had received a short lesson in the illegal arms trade.
 
"It seems," Frank said as he skimmed the files, "that weapons have been vanishing - from warehouses of private arms dealers and U.S. military bases around the world. Sometimes these weapons get lost as the result of documented thefts, sometimes they just vanish."
 
"Vanish?" asked Joe.
 
"Into thin air," Frank said. "It seems as if Mike made contact with some people involved in the illegal arms trade, and they talked with him on the condition that their names not be used in any article that he wrote. He only refers to them by cryptic initials."
 
"What did these people tell him?" Joe asked.
 
"They told him that someone out there is buying a lot of arms," Frank said. "In some cases they arranged for those arms to be stolen from military bases and other storehouses. In other cases they bribed officials to route arms shipments to them and erased the records from all computers. Some of these stolen arms have already shown up on black market auction blocks. Others haven't surfaced yet."
 
"What kind of arms are we talking about?" Joe asked. "Pistols? Machine guns? Missiles?"
 
Frank scanned forward through the file. "Apparently all types, from guns like the one that guy tried to kill me with the other night to missiles like the ones that Rutger Linska is designing."
 
"Or like whatever hit our car this afternoon?" Joe suggested.
 
Frank thought about it for a second. "Yeah, like that," he said. "There's something here about hand-held antipersonnel launchers. That sounds like what somebody probably used to take out our car."
 
"Whew!" said Joe. "It sounds like a lot of nasty artillery may be falling into the wrong hands!"
 
"It sure does," Frank said. "Hey, here's a list of the places that the arms have been stolen from." He scanned down the list, then turned to Joe. "You'd better take a look at this!"
 
Joe looked over Frank's shoulder. "Hey, those are the names of the U.S. military bases that we saw written on the boxes in Rutger Linska's lab and at the Phoenix warehouse!" Joe exclaimed.
 
"Do you think we've found a connection between Phoenix and the terrorists?" Joe asked.
 
"Those stolen and missing weapons could have ended up in Rutger's lab and in Phoenix's warehouse," Frank concluded.
 
"And don't forget what Mike said about the big arms deal that was about to go down in the next day or two," Joe said.
 
"Which means that a lot of black market arms may be going on sale to the highest bidder within the next twenty-four hours, if nobody does anything about it," Frank said.
 
"And with Mike out of commission," Joe said, "we may be the only ones who can do anything about stopping it."
 
Joe sat down on Mike's sofa. "I think," he said, "that it may be time for us to ask somebody for help. This is too big for the two of us."
 
"Agreed," Frank said, "but who can we turn to? Is there anybody we can really trust?"
 
"What about Fairchild?" asked Joe.
 
"I'm not sure about him," Frank said. "We trusted U.S. Customs once before, and look where it got us. Jellicoe betrayed us, and Dad ended up getting killed."
 
"True," Joe said. "Maybe we should tough this out on our own a little longer. But what do we know about this arms operation? Does Mike say anything in that file about where this sale is going to take place?"
 
"No," Frank said. "He never mentions the arms deal in his notes. Maybe that's something that he considered too hot to put into the computer."
 
"Well, then, what do we know about Phoenix?" Joe asked. "Maybe some of the people we've met over the last couple of days are involved with the arms deal."
 
"How about Eleonora Grunewald?" Frank suggested. "She just got back from Mombasa, which makes her a prime candidate in my book."
 
"And she's a friend of Rutger Linska's," Joe said. "Remember what you overheard him telling Ms. Grunewald about a shipment? That could refer to the arms deal itself."
 
"True," Frank said. "Maybe Linska is her expert on armaments. Eleonora Grunewald could be using Phoenix as a cover for smuggling operations - both arms smuggling and animal smuggling."
 
"I don't know who to trust anymore," Joe said.
 
Frank thought about it for a minute. "Maybe there is somebody we can trust," he said.
 
"Who?" Joe asked.
 
"That animal-rights organization that Mike mentioned," Frank said. "The World Society for Animal Protection."
 
Joe didn't understand. "We don't know anything about them. How do we know we can trust them?"
 
"We know they don't like Phoenix," Frank said, "which makes them okay in my book."
 
"Maybe you're right," Joe said. "All right, let's go talk to these animal-rights people."
 
***
 
The Stockholm offices of the World Society for Animal Protection were located in the center of Norrmalm, only about two miles from the Phoenix warehouse. Joe knocked on the door, which was opened by a slender woman in her late twenties wearing faded jeans and a T-shirt with a silhouette of a blue whale on the front.
 
"We'd like to talk with you about Phoenix Enterprises," Joe said.
 
"Are you from Phoenix?" she asked. "Or are you interested in helping us fight them?"
 
"Neither," Frank said. "Actually, we were hoping you could help us get some information on Phoenix."
 
The woman furrowed her brow. "I'm not quite sure I understand."
 
The Hardys explained how they had been involved in breaking up the animal-smuggling operation in Mombasa. As they told their story the woman's expression changed from disbelief to admiration.
 
"That's wonderful!" she said. "We've heard all about Mombasa here, but we hadn't any details. I'm sorry to hear about your father, though."
 
"Yeah," Joe said. "We think Phoenix was involved in his death, and that's why we came here to investigate them."
 
"We'll help you in any way possible," the woman said sincerely. She led them into a small, cluttered office lined with file cabinets. After browsing through one of the cabinets, she handed Frank a folder labeled Phoenix Photos.
 
"This may help," she said. "These are photos that we believe support our claims against Phoenix. Take a look and see if there's anything there you need."
 
Frank and Joe leafed through the stack of photos inside the folder. After a few minutes Joe cried out victoriously.
 
"Here!" he said. "This is the guy who tried to kill us and Mike! Recognize him?"
 
He passed the photo to Frank. "Uh - huh," Frank said. "Do you recognize the location?"
 
Joe studied the photo again. The familiar figure of the assassin was surrounded by uniformed workers carting boxes around a warehouse.
 
"The Phoenix warehouse!" Joe said.
 
"Bingo!" Frank agreed. "Here's another!"
 
Frank pulled a second photograph from the stack, this time showing the assassin standing in the middle of a public square surrounded by park benches.
 
"Stortorget Square," Joe said. "That's the Swedish Academy building in the background."
 
After a few more minutes they had two more pictures of the assassin, one that showed him standing on the docks near the warehouse and another that showed him on a street in Norrmalm.
 
"That street looks familiar," Joe said. "I think it's one of the places Ilsa took us the other day."
 
"Right," Frank said. "You see that antiques shop in the background? Ilsa said it belonged to one of Phoenix's clients."
 
"Oh, yeah," Joe said. "What was his name? Brunner? Brenner?"
 
"Bremer," Frank said.. "Karl Bremer. The name stuck in my mind for some reason."
 
"Do you suppose we should investigate him, too?" Joe asked.
 
"Maybe," Frank said. "If we have time."
 
The Hardys thanked the woman and handed back the folder full of photos. They exited the society offices and stood for a moment on a street corner.
 
"What do we do now?" asked Frank. "We've got a few leads. Which do we follow first?"
 
"We're not far from the Phoenix warehouse. I think we should check that out first. The special shipment that Linska was talking about at the party may be there."
 
Joe agreed. The boys decided to get something to eat first, then head for the warehouse. They ate at a small restaurant in Norrmalm, then walked the two miles to the Phoenix warehouse.
 
It was evening by the time they arrived, and all the workers should have been home. But the door to the loading dock was open. A large green truck covered with a khaki-colored canopy that gave it a military look was pulled up to the dock, and workers were moving crates into the back of it.
 
Standing on the dock directing these operations was an individual whom Frank recognized. "Eleonora Grunewald," he whispered to Joe as they stood in the shadow of a neighboring building.
 
"Well, she does work for Phoenix," Joe said, "so I'm not surprised to find her here."
 
"What do you suppose they're loading into that truck?" Frank asked. "Stolen weapons?"
 
"Could be," Joe said. "Maybe we should move in for a closer look."
 
It was too late. One of the workers pushed the back door of the truck closed, and the driver revved the engine. As the truck pulled away Eleonora Grunewald climbed down from the loading dock and slid into a small car. Frank heard her say something to one of the workers about going home, then she drove away after the truck. Another worker closed the door to the loading dock.
 
"So much for getting a closer look," Frank said. "Now what?"
 
"Let's follow Eleonora Grunewald and that track," Joe said. "I bet they lead us straight to the big arms deal."
 
Frank had started to move out of the shadows to hail a cab when a pair of hands shot out from behind him and clamped around his mouth and shoulders. He tried to fight back, but whoever had grabbed him was too strong. There was a muffled cry from Joe, and then Frank found himself being carried helplessly into the alley next to the Phoenix warehouse!
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Chapter 12
 
As quickly as the hands had grasped him, Frank felt them let go. He spun around to face his attackers and found himself face-to-face with a pair of hulking Stockholm police officers. Behind them stood an angry Agent Fairchild. Next to him were a couple of men in suits who Frank suspected were special agents from U.S. Customs.
 
"You two kids don't give up, do you?" Fairchild said. "We've had the Phoenix warehouse staked out all day, hoping to nail them on animal smuggling charges, and you boys almost messed everything up for us. We've already got agents tailing that phony military truck. We don't need a couple of loose cannons rolling around on the deck, too. Especially a pair of amateur loose cannons." He pronounced the word amateur as though it left a bad taste in his mouth. 
 
Frank and Joe exchanged curious looks. Fairchild hadn't said anything about terrorists or the arms deal. Frank wondered if he was covering up or simply refusing to take them into his confidence. Or was it possible that he actually knew nothing about the arms deal?
 
"Then I guess you don't need us around," Joe said. "So we'll just go back to our hotel."
 
"Not so fast," Fairchild said. "I've had enough of you kids. I'm going to see to it that you're shipped back to Kenya on the next flight out so you can't cause any more trouble."
 
"Thanks," Frank said, "but no thanks. I think we can book our own flight back to Kenya."
 
"I bet you can," Fairchild said. "And I bet you won't." He turned to the police officers. "Lock them in the back of the surveillance van."
 
The officers escorted the Hardys to the far end of the alley where a large police van was parked. One of the officers opened the rear door, motioned the Hardys inside, and closed the door behind them.
 
Frank and Joe listened as the lock on the door clicked shut. They looked around the interior of the van.
 
It was dimly lit by a small light bulb behind a wire frame on the ceiling. In the middle of the van sat a laptop computer console atop a small table. At the opposite end from the door was a bank of communications equipment, beyond which was a metal gate blocking off the rear portion of the van from the driver's compartment. The gate was held shut by a large padlock.
 
Joe examined both ends of the van and sighed. "No way out," he said. "Looks like Fairchild is serious this time."
 
"I'm not so sure about that," Frank said, sitting on a small hassock someone had placed next to the communications equipment. "I'd feel better if he were really playing serious."
 
"What do you mean?" Joe asked.
 
"I mean there's no way to be sure that he's serious about tracking down the smugglers inside Phoenix," Frank said. "And even if he is, how do we know he's chasing after the right person? He's trailing Eleonora Grunewald now, but what if Grunewald isn't the one behind the arms deal?"
 
"Well," Joe said, "that conversation between her and Linska sounded pretty suspicious."
 
"True," Frank said, "but she still doesn't strike me as the sort of person who would be responsible for this kind of operation."
 
"So Fairchild's off on a wild-goose chase?" Joe asked.
 
"Could be," Frank said. "And while he's off chasing Grunewald, you and I are locked in the back of this van doing nothing."
 
Joe smiled. 'Then I guess we'd better get out of this van. Do you have your lock-picking tools with you?"
 
"I never leave home without 'em," Frank said. He pulled what looked to be a fat fountain pen out of his pants pocket. Unscrewing one end of it, he removed several slender metal tools. Then he slipped around to one side of the bank of communications equipment and started working on the padlock that held the metal gate closed.
 
After about two minutes of work the padlock was open. Frank pulled it away from the latch and slid the gate open.
 
"You want to drive, or shall I?" Frank asked his brother.
 
"I'll do it," Joe said, sliding past his brother and into the driver's seat of the van. "You fool around with that computer and see if you can turn up anything interesting."
 
Frank settled down in front of the laptop and turned it on. Meanwhile his brother found a set of keys under the floor mat, stuck one in the ignition, and revved the engine. There was the sound of shouting from the rear of the van, but before anyone had a chance to catch up with them Joe had steered the van out of the alley and into the streets of Stockholm.
 
"Where should I go?" shouted Joe.
 
"I don't know," Frank said. "Just drive Around a little while I check to see what's in this computer. Maybe I'll be able to find a destination for us."
 
"Better hurry up," Joe said. "Within a few minutes every cop in the city will be out looking for this van!"
 
"Oh, I don't think we're that important," Frank replied. "It'll probably only be every other cop."
 
The computer's internal disk drive was filled with data files about the Phoenix case. Frank called up a file entitled GRUNEWALD.DAT and scanned it. As he suspected from the file name, it was all about Eleonora Grunewald. According to the file, she was the mastermind behind Phoenix's smuggling operations. The evidence against her included a number of phony documents relating to the smuggled merchandise - documents that bore her signature. And she had recently returned from Mombasa in the company of a suspected terrorist named Abdul Deharr.
 
Frank wasn't surprised that the description of Deharr sounded exactly like that of the man who had repeatedly tried to kill them.
 
So, thought Frank, did this mean that he was wrong about Eleonora Grunewald? Could she be the mastermind behind the Phoenix smuggling operation after all?
 
Somehow it didn't fit. Frank's instincts told him that the police were on a wild-goose chase. If so, it was up to him and Joe to put them back on the right path.
 
But what was the right path? Frank hoped that the answer lay somewhere in the police computer sitting in front of him.
 
He called up a second file called CLIENTS.DAT. It was a list of Phoenix clients, some of them Swedish. He called out a few of the names to Joe, but none of them gave the Hardys any new information.
 
"You know what I've been thinking about?" Joe said as he steered the van around a block full of large buildings. "That picture we saw at the World Society for Animal Protection offices of that Abdul in front of the Swedish Academy building. What was he doing there? And what was the name of that building again?" Joe asked. "The one where the Swedish Academy meets?"
 
"Huh?" said Frank, who was staring at a list of Swedish names on the computer screen. "It was Borsen, I think."
 
"Oh, yeah," Joe said. "That's right."
 
Frank felt a sudden rush of excitement. "Borsen!" he exclaimed. "That's it!"
 
"That's what?" asked Joe.
 
"Remember that word I saw in Chris Lincoln's notebook?" Frank asked. "Orsenb? I thought it was probably some Swahili word. After all, Lincoln was an American agent working in Kenya. It never occurred to me that it might be a Swedish word! It's just a slightly scrambled version of Borsen!"
 
"Okay," Joe said. "So where does that get us?"
 
"I don't know," Frank said, "but it must get us somewhere."
 
"Wait a minute," Joe said. "What was that thing that Mike said just before he became unconscious?"
 
"Something about a 'hidden prize,'" Frank said. "I still haven't figured out what that means."
 
"I don't think he meant that to be a complete sentence," Joe suggested. "Maybe he was trying to say that something was hidden, like the missing weapons. Prize might mean a Nobel prize. Something might be hidden at a Nobel prize building." 
 
Frank turned to his brother, astonished. "That's just crazy enough to be true," Frank said. "I hope you've got this van headed toward Gamla Stan, because I think it's time we checked out the Borsen Building."
 
"I'm on my way," Joe told him.
 
***
 
Ten minutes later Joe parked the van on a secluded side street next to Stortorget Square in the middle of Gamla Stan. He and Frank climbed out, walked to the square, and peered up at the Borsen Building.
 
Joe scanned the area. "I don't see any sign of that truck we saw at the warehouse," he said. "If this is where they're putting the stolen weapons, I doubt that they've had time to get here and unpack them already."
 
"Maybe they haven't arrived yet," Frank suggested.
 
"Then they must have taken a really long route," Joe said. "Or gotten a flat tire."
 
The area around the building was deserted. Frank and Joe moved closer until they were in a shadowed area next to the entrance.
 
"So how do we get inside?" Joe asked. "Just walk through the front door?"
 
Frank pointed at a small window just above ground level. Through the window he could see a basement room.
 
"We can hope that this is unlocked," Frank said. "I'd hate to have to break the glass to get in."
 
"Yeah," Joe said. "I'm running out of kronor to pay for all the damage we leave behind."
 
Frank slipped his fingers around the edge of the window pane. Slowly he pulled it open.
 
"Looks like a tight squeeze," he said, "but I think I can get inside."
 
Frank slid his feet through the window first. Seconds later he landed on the stone floor of a small, dusty room. Joe slid in after him.
 
The room was deserted. An old bed against one wall looked as if it hadn't been slept in for some time.
 
"Looks like an old janitor's quarters," Frank said. "Probably nobody uses it anymore."
 
Joe opened the door to the next room. A dimly lit hall led past several doors. At the far end was a stairway and another hall heading off at an angle from the first.
 
"Come on," Joe said. "Let's take a look down there."
 
He led the way down the hall. The floor was dusty, but where the second hall joined the stairway they saw footprints in the dust.
 
"Looks like somebody's been down here recently," Joe said.
 
"It's not time to give out the prize yet," Frank said, "so maybe our friends from Phoenix were here."
 
"Maybe," Joe said. "Let's see where they went."
 
The Hardys followed the footprints down the adjoining hall. They continued past several doors and came to an abrupt halt at the far end of the hall - at a blank wall!
 
Frank peered at the wall curiously. Why would footprints lead up to a wall and just stop?
 
"There ought to be a door here," he said.
 
"Maybe there is," Joe said. He reached out and pushed against the wall - 
 
The wall swung backward as though it were On a hinge. Joe looked at Frank with wide eyes.
 
"A secret door!" Joe said.
 
"We haven't seen one of these in, oh, several months," Frank said.
 
Joe stepped through the door, followed by Frank. The room inside was pitch black, no windows. Joe reached around in the darkness until his fingers touched a string dangling from the ceiling. He pulled on it, and a light switched on.
 
Frank and Joe gasped simultaneously. The room was only moderately large, but it was filled with equipment.
 
And not just any equipment: weapons. All kinds of weapons. Pistols, rifles, machine guns, even hand-held missile launchers.
 
Enough weapons to fight a small war!
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Chapter 13
 
"I think we've hit the jackpot," Frank said.
 
"Are there any small countries you'd like to take over?" Joe asked.
 
Many of the weapons were still inside crates. Joe began looking at the crates one by one. Some were marked with the Phoenix emblem, others with the names of foreign military bases. Rutger Linska's diamond-shaped logo was on several of the boxes, as were the symbols of other companies that were affiliated with Phoenix Enterprises.
 
"Be careful," Frank said, pointing to the pile of crates that Joe was examining. It was stacked almost to the ceiling and was starting to lean precariously toward the center of the room.
 
"That pile looks pretty heavy. You don't want it falling on top of you."
 
"I'll be careful," Joe said. "I don't want to damage any of this merchandise before the authorities get a look at it."
 
A sound from the hall caused Joe to turn around. Footsteps were pounding rapidly down the stairway. "Somebody's on the way!" Joe cried. "Hide behind those boxes!"
 
"Right," Frank said. He looked around and found a small opening behind two large crates and crouched in it. Meanwhile Joe pushed the secret door closed, then turned off the small ceiling lamp. Blindly he stumbled after Frank and crouched behind the crates.
 
Moments later the secret door opened and the light flashed on again. Joe listened as heavy footsteps crossed the floor only a few feet from where he was hiding. It sounded to Joe as though there were two men in the room with them, though whether they were in the room to deliver more weapons or carry away some of the old ones, he couldn't tell.
 
"I'll be glad to have this thing over with," one of the voices said in heavily accented English. If the boys had to speak only one language, English was the best.
 
"Agreed," said a second voice with a slightly different accent. "In a few more hours the sale will be over. That will be a relief. Maybe we can find some time to relax."
 
"What about Sigtuna?" the first voice asked. "Who's taking care of that?"
 
"Our two friends are up there," the second man said. "They know what to do. There'll be no more trouble from Sigtuna after tonight."
 
Joe leaned forward, trying to hear more. Suddenly the box behind which he was hiding was pulled away, and he found himself staring into the face of a large man with a scar and a dark mustache.
 
"Where'd you come from?" the man snarled. "Get out of there!"
 
He grabbed Joe and pulled him into the center of the room. The other man, who was taller than the first and had long, stringy blond hair, spotted Frank and grabbed him, too.
 
"Spying on us, eh?" said the blond man. "How did you two kids get in here?"
 
"You've been eavesdropping on us, haven't you?" the second man asked. "What did you hear?"
 
"Eavesdropping?" Frank said. "I don't know what you're talking about."
 
"Yeah," Joe said. "We were just looking around the building here and stumbled into this room. We hid behind those boxes because we thought we'd get in trouble."
 
"Well, you are in trouble," the blond man said. "A lot of trouble."
 
"So what are we going to do with these kids?" the man with the mustache asked his companion. "We can't let them go. They've heard too much."
 
"We'll have to dispose of them," the blond man said, "the same way we always do. Feed them to the fish at the bottom of the Saltsjon River."
 
The man with the mustache grabbed Joe and started to pull him toward the door of the small room. At the same time Frank reached out and shoved the precariously piled boxes that Joe had been examining moments before.
 
The stack of boxes instantly started falling toward the center of the room! Frank hopped nimbly aside, and Joe dived out of the way of a falling crate, but the two men could only raise their eyes in horror as the boxes plummeted toward them.
 
"What the - " screamed the blond-haired man, his words cut short as a heavy box struck him in the face. His companion flailed backward as he tried unsuccessfully to catch a heavy crate. Within seconds both men had nearly vanished under the rain of boxes.
 
Joe vaulted over the pile of equipment. "Good work!" he shouted. "That should hold them for a while!"
 
"It only has to hold them for a few minutes," Frank said, racing back into the hall. "Let's get out of here!"
 
He and Joe headed back to the small room where they had entered and crawled back through the window. Then they hurried across Stortorget Square to the street where they had left the police van.
 
They climbed into the rear of the van. Frank threw a switch on the bank of communications gear and turned a dial on one of the radios.
 
"We can probably use this to radio the authorities," he said as staticky voices came out of the speakers.
 
"I'll drive while you take care of that," Joe said, crawling back into the driver's seat. "Where should we go?"
 
"Sigtuna. That's where Eleonora Grunewald lives," Frank said. "You heard what those guys said about their friends 'taking care of business' in Sigtuna. That sounded pretty sinister to me. I have a feeling that something funny may be going on there. And I've been wanting to get a look inside that mansion of hers since we were at the party the other night."
 
Joe started the van and headed north. Frank turned on the small transmitter in the back of the van, grabbed a microphone, and began broadcasting.
 
"Attention!" he announced. "This is Frank Hardy. My brother, Joe, and I are driving a borrowed police van to Sigtuna, to visit the estate of Eleonora Grunewald. If you want your van back, I'd suggest you meet us there."
 
He then added some information about the secret room in the basement of the Borsen Building and hung the microphone back in its rack. If that didn't get them help from the police, nothing would!
 
A half hour later Joe pulled the van up to the gates of the Grunewald estate. The guards who had been standing watch the night of the party were gone, and the gates stood open. Pausing for only a second, Joe gunned the engine and continued up the hill to the small parking lot next to the mansion.
 
He parked the van, and the Hardys climbed out. The mansion seemed deserted.
 
"Guess Ms. Grunewald isn't throwing any parties tonight," Joe said. "Should we see if anybody's home?"
 
"Yes," Frank said, "but let's not knock on the front door. If somebody is home, I'm not sure it's a good idea to let them know we're here."
 
Frank led Joe to a large window on the side of the house. Looking in, they saw a startling sight.
 
Eleonora Grunewald was struggling against two hulking male attackers - the same two men who had chased the Hardys in the motorboat! One of the men was holding a hypodermic needle and was about to plunge it into the helpless woman's arm!
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Chapter 14
 
"Looks like we got here just in time!" Joe said. He grabbed a large flagstone from the walkway that ran beneath the window and hurled it with all his strength through the glass.
 
The man with the hypodermic looked up, startled. The other man released his grip on Eleonora Grunewald and turned toward the window.
 
"Who is there?" he shouted.
 
Eleonora Grunewald took advantage of the distraction and yanked the arm of the man holding the needle. The hypodermic flew out of his hand and shattered against the wall behind her.
 
Frank Hardy jumped onto the windowsill and knocked the rest of the glass out of the window with his foot. Then he leapt into the room.
 
"Sorry to ruin your fun, guys," he announced. "But it didn't look like you were playing fair."
 
"Yeah," Joe said, leaping into the room after his brother. "Two big guys against One woman. We figured we'd help even the odds."
 
"You two!" snarled the man who had been holding the hypodermic. He was a tall bald man dressed in military fatigues.
 
"How convenient that you came to us," said the other man, who had curly red hair and a protruding jaw. "This will certainly save us a lot of trouble! We were going to look for you after dispatching Ms. Grunewald."
 
The bald-headed man advanced on Frank, a mocking grin on his face. "You gave us the slip the other night in the river," he said, "but now we'll see how you do in hand-to-hand combat!"
 
Frank desperately wondered if he and Joe hadn't been a little hasty about rushing into the room. As the man advanced on him, however, he crouched into a karate pose and lashed out at his attacker with one foot. The man stumbled backward, startled.
 
Suddenly there was a thudding noise, and the man's eyes rolled up in his head. He fell forward and sprawled on the floor. Behind him stood Eleonora Grunewald, a heavy vase in her hands.
 
The red-haired man spun around toward Ms. Grunewald. Before he could act, however, Joe leapt forward and tackled him around the waist, knocking him across the room and through an open door leading into an adjoining corridor.
 
"Gotcha!" cried Joe as the man's head thumped sharply against the wooden floor. With a groan the red-haired man's head slumped to one side, unconscious.
 
"Good thinking," Frank said to Eleonora Grunewald. "Those guys were just a little bigger than Joe and me. We needed the help."
 
Eleonora Grunewald slumped into a high- backed antique chair and began trembling. "I was so afraid," she said in a quavery voice. "If you two hadn't arrived, I'm not sure what I'd have done."
 
Frank and Joe found some rope and tightly bound the two unconscious men. Then they turned back to Eleonora Grunewald.
 
"What exactly was happening when we broke in?" Frank asked, stepping to her side. "It looked like that guy was going to give you a little unplanned medication, and I had a feeling he wasn't your doctor."
 
"No," Ms. Grunewald told him. "They were going to kill me, but they wanted to make it look like a suicide. They forced me to write a note saying that I had decided to take my own life, then they took a bottle of medicine that my doctor had left for me. They were going to inject it into me all at once."
 
"But why?" Joe asked. "What did you do to get them angry?"
 
"Let me guess," Frank said. "They wanted to make it look like you were behind Phoenix's smuggling operations, right?"
 
Eleonora Grunewald nodded her head in agreement. "Yes, yes. But it's all a lie." Tears welled up in her eyes. "I've been signing papers at the request of my partners, but I didn't realize the papers involved anything illegal. But I had begun to suspect that something was wrong. After a while I discovered that my partners were involved in the illegal smuggling of arms and animals, but I was too frightened to do anything about it."
 
"Which partners?" asked Frank.
 
"Jumsai Khoo and Lyle Banner," she told them. When Frank showed no recognition of the second name, she explained: "Banner is in charge of the American office. He's based in New York. He's always traveling, engaging in deals, and Khoo was in charge of operations at the warehouse. But I was the one who brought most of the military and scientific clients to Phoenix. Jumsai was involved with Middle Eastern and Asian clientele, Banner with U.S. clients. Khoo was so busy that he even had his daughter handling a share of his work. Paperwork, mostly. But I was the one who carried the main load."
 
"What about Rutger Linska?" Joe asked. "What did he have to do with all of this?"
 
"Rutger?" Ms. Grunewald said. "Poor dear Rutger! He had nothing at all to do with it. He and his computers. He has no time to worry about such petty human pursuits as smuggling. He's too caught up with his machines."
 
"What were you doing in Mombasa?" Frank asked. "Joe and I just came from there, where we were involved with breaking up Phoenix's poaching operations. When we heard you'd been there we assumed you must have been involved in illegal activities there."
 
"No, no," Ms. Grunewald said. "My trip to Mombasa was supposed to be a vacation. It had nothing to do with smuggling or poaching. But then Ilsa called me and said that her father wanted me to meet with a man named Abdul Deharr, who he said was a potential client for the firm."
 
Frank glanced at Joe. "I warned you that Ilsa was involved in this," he said.
 
"I don't believe it," Joe said defensively. "I want to ask her about this myself the next time I see her."
 
"The next time you see her," Frank said, "she may be in jail."
 
Joe stared at Frank angrily but didn't respond. Then he said, "Where are the security guards around here, anyway? This place was crawling with them the other night."
 
"Why, I don't know," Ms. Grunewald said. "They should have been here by now. Those two men must have done something to them. There's a guard booth not far from the main gate. You can call down there from one of the phones and check."
 
"Where's a phone?" Joe asked. "I don't see one in here."
 
"There's one down the hall," she told him. "Second room on the right."
 
"I'll be right back," Joe told Frank. "I'm going to call the guards."
 
Joe left the room and walked down the hall to the phone. The number of the guard booth was printed next to the dial. He called it, but there was no answer. Then he made a second call - to Ilsa.
 
Her phone rang twice before Ilsa answered. Joe's heart jumped at the sound of her voice.
 
"Ilsa?" Joe said. "Boy, it's good to hear your voice. I'm in Sigtuna. I've got to talk with you.. It's really important. But not at your home."
 
"There's a church up the road from Eleonora's mansion. It's really an old abbey. You can't miss it."
 
Joe hung up the phone and raced out of the house to the police van. I have no time to explain to Frank, he thought, his heart pounding. I must see Ilsa!
 
Joe gunned the van through the main gate. A groggy guard stood up and waved his arms for Joe to stop.
 
"This is an emergency!" Joe shouted. "Tell my brother I've gone to the abbey up the road."
 
***
 
Meanwhile Eleonora Grunewald dabbed at her eyes with a handkerchief. "I want to thank you again for saving my life," she told Frank. "You really didn't need my help, you know. Those were impressive karate moves that you were making. I'd be willing to bet you could have taken care of that man all by yourself."
 
"Thanks," Frank said. "But I don't mind getting a little help."
 
"You know, Jumsai Khoo is into karate," she told him. "Under other circumstances you and Jumsai might have gotten along rather well."
 
"Yes, he complimented me on my karate skills, too," Frank said. Something clicked into place in Frank's head even as he spoke the words. How in the world had Khoo even known about Frank's karate skills? There had been no witnesses to the fight in the garden - except for the killer himself. How, then, did Khoo know that Frank had used karate against his attacker?
 
Unless it was Khoo who had sent the killer after him in the first place!
 
Frank rushed out of the room and into the hallway. "Joe!" he cried. He ran to the second room on the right and looked for his brother inside. There was no sign of him.
 
What had happened to Joe?
 
Frank raced to the front door and out to the parking lot. He looked for the van, but it was gone. Apparently his brother had vanished with it!
 
Angry, Frank raced down the hill to the guard booth that Eleonora Grunewald had mentioned. On the way he found two groggy guards heading up to the mansion.
 
"What happened?" Frank asked. The guard explained that they had been attacked by the same men who had assaulted Ms. Grunewald.
 
"Let's go back to the house," Frank told them. "Did you see my brother out here?"
 
"Uh, I believe so," said one of the guards groggily. "At least the fellow looked a lot like you. He said he was going to the abbey up the road."
 
Frank asked the guard for more details about the abbey, then led them both to the house, where he asked them to watch over the two killers that he and Joe had left tied up on Eleonora Grunewald's rug.
 
Finally Frank spoke briefly with Ms. Grunewald and asked if he could borrow her car.
 
Moments later Frank was speeding off down the driveway of the Grunewald estate - in Eleonora Grunewald's shiny new Jaguar.
 
***
 
Joe pulled up in front of the abbey where Ilsa had suggested they meet and parked the van on a level plot of grass. The abbey, a large stone structure, appeared to be several centuries old. Its walls were dark gray. High atop the abbey rose a bell tower.
 
The front door of the abbey was open. Joe stepped inside and looked around for Ilsa. He found himself in a small chapel with large stained-glass windows. Sitting in one of the pews beneath a window was Ilsa, who appeared to be absorbed in thought. She raised her head abruptly at the sound of Joe's footsteps.
 
"Joe!" she said. Joe was thrilled that she was happy to see him but also a little concerned by the fear that he heard in her voice.
 
"I need to talk with you, Ilsa," he said. "It's about your father."
 
"My father?" she said. "I - I don't understand."
 
"Frank and I have reason to suspect that something has gone very wrong inside Phoenix," he told her. "And we think your father is involved."
 
"My father?" she said, appearing to be perplexed. "But why do you suspect him?"
 
"Frank and I have been attacked several times in the last few days," Joe said, "but never when you're close enough to us to get hurt. The guys who have attacked us have always waited until you weren't around. Like when that car almost ran us down. The guy who was driving it didn't try to hit us until you went off to talk with your friend. And whoever dunked me in the Saltsjon the other day waited until you were off playing hide-and-seek."
 
Ilsa shook her head. "What does that have to do with my father?"
 
"Don't you get it?" Joe said. "He wants Frank and me out of the way, but he doesn't want you hurt. So whenever we're with you, we're safe - temporarily."
 
"Very clever, Joe," said a voice from the shadows. Joe watched as Jumsai Khoo stepped toward him from the ornate altar at the front of the chapel. "You and your brother have been giving me no end of trouble."
 
Joe froze at the sound of Khoo's voice.
 
"I've been looking for you and Frank all evening. I'm glad that I've finally found one of you. The word is out that someone reported my little cache of weapons in the Borsen Building to the authorities - and that those same authorities are now coming after me. I'm afraid that some of my men will probably tell the authorities what they want to know, which will present a problem. You and Frank were responsible. Am I right in that assumption?"
 
"Father, what are you talking about?" Ilsa asked.
 
"Quiet, Ilsa," Khoo said. "I need to speak with Joe for a minute. I'll have a word with you later."
 
"You told me Joe wouldn't get hurt," Ilsa said.
 
"I won't hurt him," Khoo said. He was holding a coil of rope. "I'm only going to tie him up so that I'll have a chance to escape before the authorities arrive."
 
Khoo pulled a gun from his pocket and pointed it at Joe. Ilsa gasped as Khoo motioned Joe to follow him to the front of the chapel.
 
"I want to show you something, Joe," he said. "Have you ever been in the bell tower of one of these old abbeys? The view is absolutely magnificent."
 
"Um, I don't think I'm interested in seeing that, Mr. Khoo," Joe said. "I think I've had enough sightseeing for this visit."
 
"Oh, I wasn't suggesting that you take a look at the bell tower, Joe," Khoo told him. "I was ordering you to do so. And the one with the gun always gets to do the ordering."
 
"Makes sense," said Joe as Khoo prodded him toward a small staircase next to the altar.
 
"Up the stairs," Khoo told him. "Now!"
 
Joe entered the narrow doorway to the staircase. The stairs were old and winding and completely unlit. Joe stumbled forward into the darkness, making his way gradually up the shaft of the bell tower.
 
"If all you want to do is tie me up," Joe said, "why do you want me to go up to the top of the bell tower? So I'll have something to look at while I wait for the cops?"
 
"I just want you in an out-of-the-way place, Joe," Khoo said. "That's all."
 
Joe reached the top of the stairs and looked around. He was standing in a small room with large window-size openings on all four sides. In the middle of the room hung a gigantic iron bell.
 
Khoo stepped into the room behind Joe. "Please move over a little closer to the wall," Khoo ordered.
 
"Since you just plan to tie me up, I think I'll be comfortable there." Joe pointed toward the middle of the room.
 
"Sorry. I've changed my plans," Khoo said. "Please move over toward that opening."
 
Joe looked out and shuddered. They were at least a hundred feet above the ground.
 
Suddenly Khoo lunged at Joe, shoving him toward the window. Joe grabbed at Khoo's gun, but before he could get a grip on it, Khoo brought up a knee and caught Joe in the groin. Joe staggered backward.
 
"I apologize for the crudity of my methods," Khoo said, "but this is the end for you, Joe."
 
Khoo lunged at him again, but this time Joe kicked out and caught Khoo's gun arm with the toe of his shoe. With a grunt of pain Khoo let go of the gun, which flew out into space.
 
Unfortunately, the maneuver caused Joe to stagger toward the opening. Unable to get his balance, Joe found himself falling over the edge of the windowsill toward the ground a hundred feet below!
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Chapter 15
 
Joe would be killed by his fall, he knew for certain! Unless he could do something to stop it.
 
Before he was completely out of the window Joe saw a large stone projecting outward just a foot below the opening. He threw his arms out desperately and was just able to wrap them around it before the momentum of his fall propelled him past it.
 
For all the good it would do him . . .
 
Joe was now dangling in space, his feet flailing helplessly in the air. Only the strength of his arms was preventing him from slipping the rest of the way to the ground - and his strength was quickly diminishing!
 
Joe looked up at Jumsai Khoo, who stood at the window above him, determination on his face.
 
"I'm afraid that won't help you," Khoo said as he stared down at Joe. "You can't dangle there forever."
 
Khoo began to lean out of the window. Then, from far below, Joe heard the sound of a car driving up to the abbey. Concern crossed Khoo's face, and he stepped back from the window.
 
"I'm afraid I must be going," Joe heard Khoo say. "I trust you won't be able to hang on for long."
 
Joe groaned. Khoo was right. There was no way he could pull himself back up to the bell tower without help, and his arms were starting to ache from the strain.
 
It was a long way to the ground below!
 
***
 
At the wheel of Eleonora Grunewald's Jaguar, Frank raced up the road to the abbey. On the way up the winding road, however, he was nearly run off it by a car coming the other way. Frank was unable to see who was in the vehicle and considered turning around and following it. But he decided he'd better check out the abbey first.
 
The place seemed to be deserted. There was no one in the small chapel, but Frank thought that he could hear a noise from the bell tower above.
 
He strained to listen. It was his brother's voice! Calling out for help!
 
Frank raced up the dark stairs to the bell tower to find his brother.
 
"Get the rope!" Joe called up.
 
Frank spotted the coil of rope on the floor. He picked it up, knotted one end of it, and tossed the knot to Joe.
 
Letting go with one hand, Joe grabbed the knot, then wrapped his second hand around it.
 
Frank pulled with all his strength, and slowly Joe made his way back into the tower.
 
"What happened?" Frank asked.
 
"It was Khoo," Joe explained. "He's the one who's been trying to kill us. When he heard you driving up he got scared and took off. He must have driven off with Ilsa just before you got here."
 
"So that's who was in that car," Frank said. "Yeah, I also figured that it must be Khoo trying to kill us. Since he's involved with arms smuggling, he's probably responsible for trying to kill Mike, too."
 
"Come on," Joe said. "Maybe we can still catch them!"
 
The Hardys raced back down the stairs and jumped into the Jaguar. With Frank at the wheel they sped back down the road in search of Khoo and his daughter.
 
When they reached the main road they could see taillights vanishing rapidly to the south. Frank floored the accelerator to follow the speeding car but was unable to close the gap between them. Finally they lost sight of Khoo's car.
 
"Where now?" Frank asked. "Do you think they went to the Phoenix warehouse?"
 
"Too obvious," Joe said. "That place will be crawling with cops."
 
"Where else could they have gone?" Frank asked. "Home? No, they wouldn't risk that."
 
"I don't know," Joe said. "What about that antiques shop? The one that showed up in the photos we saw at the animal protection place?"
 
"Karl Bremer's place," Frank said. "You think they might have gone there?"
 
"You got a better idea?" Joe asked.
 
"Nope," Frank said. "Let's head for Bremer's."
 
They pulled up outside the antiques shop a few minutes later. The shop was located in a four-story building. The upper floors appeared to be a private residence. An alley ran next to the building. Although the antiques shop itself was closed, light shone through a window on the side of the building facing the alley, and dark figures could be seen moving around inside. Joe crept closer and recognized Jumsai Khoo and Ilsa.
 
He signaled Frank to peek through the window. Standing on a wooden box that was shoved against the side of the building, Joe peered into what appeared to be a large office. Sitting behind a massive antique desk was a man Joe assumed was Karl Bremer. He was seated directly across from the window, so Joe could see his face. He was about forty years old, with close-cropped blond hair and a heavily muscled body. His jaw was strong, and arrogance radiated from him.
 
Joe strained to listen to the conversation, but it was all in Swedish, so he couldn't tell what was being said. Standing across the desk from Bremer was Jumsai Khoo, who seemed to be arguing with Bremer. He kept pointing to his daughter, who sat quietly in a corner of the room, her forehead furrowed. She was obviously worried.
 
Why wasn't she speaking? wondered Joe. Was she involved in her father's schemes?
 
Bremer pressed a button, and a panel opened in the wall behind his desk. He extracted some papers that looked like a computer printout and briefly reviewed them. Then he picked up a telephone and made a call. Joe understood only two words: Jumsai Khoo. 
 
Joe leaned forward to try to see more clearly. Suddenly there was a sound behind him, and he felt cold metal press against his neck.
 
It was the barrel of a gun. Inches away from his ear he heard a clicking sound. He knew that the next sound he heard might be his last!
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Chapter 16
 
Joe and Frank whirled around to face the two men who had confronted them earlier in the basement of the Borsen Building. Both men were battered and bruised - not to mention quite angry at having had a pile of boxes dropped on top of them.
 
"Isn't this a coincidence?" said the blond. "I thought you were just two innocent kids who happened to stumble into our secret room."
 
"Hi, guys," Joe said with a weak smile. "I hope you don't have any hard feelings about that little incident."
 
"Hard feelings?" asked the other man. "No, we have no hard feelings. Which is why we're going to take you inside and introduce you to Mr. Bremer. Of course, Mr. Bremer may be less than enthusiastic when he learns that you've been peeping through his windows. Nobody likes a Peeping Tom."
 
"Hey, you must have us confused with somebody else," Frank said. "Neither of us is named Tom!"
 
"Very funny," said the man with the mustache. "Mr. Bremer will no doubt be highly amused by the two of you. Now get moving!"
 
"That's exactly what we plan to do," Joe said. "Get - moving!" 
 
With a shout Joe dived off the box on which he was standing and grabbed the blond man by the throat. Startled by Joe's sudden movement, he fell backward, but as he fell he pulled the trigger of his gun. The bullet discharged into the air, whistling past Joe's ear. Joe slugged the blond man in the jaw, and he slumped to the ground.
 
Frank took advantage of the confusion and punched the other man in the stomach. The man staggered backward, and Frank punched him again, this time in the jaw. He collapsed across the inert body of his companion.
 
Joe stared down at the two unconscious men. "I hope this time they decide to take up another line of work. I'm getting sick of seeing these guys."
 
"Come on," Frank said. "Let's duck inside the antiques shop before that gunshot warns Khoo and Bremer away!"
 
The front door of the antiques shop was locked, but Frank forced it open with a strong kick. Inside they heard a babble of voices and the echoing of footsteps as Khoo, Ilsa, and Bremer raced toward the opposite end of the building. Frank and Joe ran through the antiques shop and opened a door in the rear just in time to see Bremer and his companions running down the alleyway in back. Khoo was headed in one direction, while Bremer and Ilsa were headed in another.
 
Joe followed Bremer and Ilsa. But before he could catch up with them Bremer raced onto a small dock and jumped into a speedboat. Ilsa jumped in after him, and the boat sped off. Joe looked around desperately for a boat that he could use to pursue them, but he could find none.
 
Frank, meanwhile, ran after Khoo. For a moment the older man ran as quickly as Frank, but then he turned down a blind alley. Blocked by a wall of trash cans and boxes, he had to face his pursuer.
 
"So," Khoo said, dropping into a karate pose, "you think you are good enough to do battle with me?"
 
Frank hesitated. Just then he remembered the gun that he had strapped to his ankle. He reached down and unstrapped it, the gun feeling odd in his hand. He had used guns rarely, but his father's death had changed the rules a bit.
 
Khoo was one of the people responsible for his father's death, and Frank felt no sympathy for him, no desire to offer him mercy. Frank started to point the gun at Khoo.
 
"I am disappointed in you, Frank," Khoo said. "That is not the way that honorable men do battle."
 
"Really?" Frank said. "Joe tells me that you pulled a gun on him back in the bell tower."
 
A shadow passed over Khoo's face. "That is true. Perhaps I am not always honorable myself, but I thought that you were."
 
Frank looked down at the gun. After a moment of deep thought he dropped it on the ground halfway between himself and Khoo.
 
"You're right," he said. "Guns aren't my style. Since they seem to be yours, I'll give you the chance to use this one. But you'll have to fight me for it."
 
Khoo bowed formally toward Frank. "I see that you are indeed an honorable man. I hope that you also prove to be a worthy opponent."
 
He stood perfectly still for a moment, as though gathering his inner resources. Then he dived forward with the litheness of a much younger man. Just before his hands closed on the gun Frank's foot lashed out and caught him on the shoulder. Khoo stumbled backward but did not lose his balance.
 
"Ah, you are fast!" he said. "That is good! Perhaps you are a worthy opponent. I wish that you had been able to accept my invitation to visit my dojo."
 
Khoo smiled at Frank and became perfectly still again. This time Frank made the first move, lunging at Khoo and bringing his knees toward Khoo's stomach. But Khoo was ready for him. He grabbed Frank by the knee and flipped him over backward. Frank came down hard on his back, expelling his breath in a sharp gasp.
 
Khoo dived for the gun again, but Frank rolled into his path. Khoo stumbled over Frank but quickly regained his balance. But by this time Frank was back on his feet again.
 
The gun still lay between them.
 
"Very good!" said Khoo. "Very, very good! I would have defeated a lesser opponent by now. But you still cannot win. I will get the gun. You know that I will."
 
"I don't know any such thing," Frank said, fighting to catch his breath. "If you were that good, Khoo, you wouldn't need guns in the first place. You'd have kicked that gun away by now and demolished me with your bare hands. But you can't do it, and you know you can't do it."
 
Khoo's face fell. Frank knew that he had struck Khoo in the place where it hurt most, his pride. Khoo was proud of his prowess in the martial arts, but now he displayed a flash of anger at Frank.
 
Khoo dived for the gun one more time, but his anger affected his timing. Frank caught him on the jaw with his foot. Khoo staggered backward, then fell to the cobblestoned pavement.
 
He gazed up at Frank and gasped, "It is good - to fight with a worthy opponent."
 
Then he lapsed into unconsciousness.
 
***
 
"I called the police," Joe said when Frank found him in Karl Bremer's office. Frank had tied Khoo up and left him in the back of the antiques shop before going in search of his brother. "I hate to tell you this, but Ilsa and Bremer got away. I take it you took care of Ilsa's father?"
 
"Yeah," Frank told him. "He'll keep until the police get here. Meanwhile, let's take a look around this office, starting with that secret panel behind Bremer's desk."
 
Joe pushed the button that he had seen Bremer push earlier. The panel popped open, revealing stacks of computer paper inside.
 
Joe grabbed one of them and began reading. It appeared to be a list of antiques shops and clients who bought their products. Exactly the kind of thing that one would expect to find in the office of a high-powered antiques dealer.
 
Except - The names on the list seemed to come from all over the globe, including Africa. Joe's eye automatically stopped at the listing of a client from Kenya who was supposedly visiting Stockholm and interested in antiques.
 
The client's name was Ezra Collig.
 
"Ezra Collig?" cried Frank. "That's Police Chief Collig's name, from back in Bayport. What would he be doing buying antiques in Stockholm?"
 
"Not a thing," Joe said. "I'm sure that Chief Collig is back in Bayport. Our police chief may be a lot of things, but a world traveler he isn't. And I've never heard him express the slightest interest in antiques."
 
"It's such an unusual name, though," Frank said. "Who else would use the name Ezra Collig?"
 
Joe's jaw dropped open, and he allowed the computer printout to fall back to the table. For a moment the whole room seemed to swim in front of his eyes, then he spoke the single word that had sprung into his head in answer to Frank's question:
 
"Dad!" he said.
 
"That's right!" Frank said. "Which would mean - "
 
"That Dad's still alive!" Joe exclaimed.
 
"Wait a minute," Frank said. "What's the date of the transaction listed on that printout?"
 
Joe scanned the list again and found the name Ezra Collig. The transaction had taken place one day after the explosion that had supposedly taken their father's life.
 
"I don't believe this," Joe said. "I don't know how Dad could have survived that warehouse fire, but I can't come up with any other way that the name Ezra Collig could have found its way onto this list."
 
"Which means - " Frank started to say.
 
There was a pounding on the front door of the antiques shop. Frank left the office and opened the door. The police, Agent Fairchild, and a group of what appeared to be U.S. Intelligence officers walked into the store.
 
Frank led them to the room where he had left Jumsai Khoo. The man was beginning to stir, but when the intelligence agents began to question him, he refused to give them any information. Finally Fairchild motioned Frank and Joe back into Bremer's office.
 
"I don't know whether to lock you kids up or give you a medal," he said, scowling at the Hardys. "You did a good job catching Jumsai Khoo. That's definitely ten points for your team. But you chased away Karl Bremer - and who knows where he'll turn up again?"
 
"What's Bremer's involvement in all this anyway?" Frank asked.
 
"U.S. Intelligence has suspected for a long time that Bremer is involved with trafficking illegal aliens into the United States," Fairchild said. "But they haven't been able to pin anything on him. And of course, the fact that he's one of Phoenix's clients has always been more than a little suspicious, but we didn't know if he was involved with their smuggling operations. Until now."
 
One of the intelligence agents appeared at the office door. "We're taking Khoo in for further questioning," he told Fairchild. "Want to come along?"
 
"You bet," Fairchild said. "Come on, boys. I'll give you a ride back to your hotel."
 
"We've got a car outside," Joe said.
 
"Which we have to return to Eleonora Grunewald," Frank added.
 
"I hope you've still got that police van you, ah, borrowed," Fairchild said. "The Stockholm cops are a little ticked off about the way you ran off with their equipment. And by the way, your friend Mike Ryan is going to be okay. The doctors tell me that he's really on the road to recovery." 
 
"That's about the best news we've had all day," Joe said.
 
Fairchild and the Hardys exited through the front door of the antiques shop. Outside two of the intelligence agents were leading Jumsai Khoo toward a long black car.
 
Suddenly there was the sound of a gunshot in the air. Frank checked for the source, then saw Khoo clutch his chest and crumple to the street.
 
"Khoo's been shot," Fairchild said, looking around at the agents. "Where did that come from?"
 
Two of the agents raced down the street after a fleeing silhouette. They returned a few minutes later, dragging a familiar-looking swarthy figure between them.
 
Frank instantly recognized the man as Abdul Deharr, the same man who had been trying repeatedly to kill them over the last few days.
 
Fairchild was crouching over the still form of Jumsai Khoo. He felt the man's pulse for a moment, then let his hand drop back to the street.
 
"He's dead," Fairchild said. He turned to Deharr. "Who sent you to kill Khoo? I thought you worked for Khoo!"
 
Deharr was silent. Fairchild looked at him in disgust, asking him more pointed questions, but it quickly became clear that the terrorist had no intention of answering. Finally two of the intelligence agents led him into the dark vehicle that had been Jumsai Khoo's destination.
 
Joe stared down at Khoo's body. Frank put a hand on his brother's shoulder and realized that his hand was trembling.
 
Joe turned to his brother. "I don't believe this," he said. "Khoo is dead, Ilsa's missing, and Dad's out there somewhere in the middle of all of this."
 
"I wonder if even Dad hasn't bit off more than he can chew this time," Frank said. "Our father has never met a case he couldn't solve, but this may be the first time he's found himself in a maze of assassins as thick as this one." 
 
"There's only one thing we can do," Joe said in a harsh voice. "We have to find Dad - before it's too late!"
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Continued in the next volume.
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Concluding Operation Phoenix:
The Hardys have come thousands of miles in search of their father's killers and will go to the ends of the earth to complete the job. From Stockholm to Copenhagen to Berlin, the trail is getting hotter by the minute - and their mission ever more critical. They've uncovered a shocking new piece of evidence: Fenton Hardy may be alive after all!
But the boys are working without a net, with no one to trust: not the beautiful Ilsa Khoo, not Interpol, not even the U.S. government. Someone inside the operation has betrayed the investigation, leaving Frank and Joe out in the cold. They'll have to go it alone and infiltrate Phoenix Enterprises no matter what the risks are. The time has come to face the truth and face the enemy ... in The Phoenix Equation, Case #66 in The Hardy Boys Casefiles®.
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