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The Air Mystery of Isle La Motte



I
THE STEP-BROTHERS

“lI say now, why are you fellows landing here?” The Canadian Mounted
Policeman reined in his horse as close to the cock-pit as he could get, and eyed
the two occupants in the plane, which had just landed in the southern part of the
Province of Quebec.

“You want the truth, the whole truth, and nothing but the truth?” the blue-eyed
youth in the passenger’s seat drawled in an accent that could belong to only one
part of the world, Texas.

“If you’re telling it today,” the mounty replied. “If not, we’ll get it later.”

“Very true, but you shall have it pronto. From an elevation of three thousand
feet we observed you, so we came down to find out if you are riding a real horse,
or merely an imitation—"

“It isn’t a bad plug,” interrupted the pilot, whose eyes were blue and they
rested with approval on the animal that had aroused their curiosity. “But, if you
ever visit Cap Bock, we’ll fork you on something superior—we have a pinto that
can—"

“Now, look here, I’'m not fooling. You hop out of that and give an account of
yourselves,” the mounty ordered firmly.

“Yes, sir.” The two obeyed willingly enough and the man dismounted. When
they took off their helmets he saw they were boys, both had tow heads, and they
didn’t look at all formidable or like a pair he might have to escort to
headquarters. However, duty was duty and he wasn’t making any snap
judgments or taking needless risks. There was too much smuggling, to say
nothing of illegal immigration across the border, and orders were strict. It was
not at all outside possibility that a couple of perfectly innocent looking youths
might be the tools or employees of some powerful gang. The fact that they
dropped out of the skies in an airplane was in itself suspicious.

“I’m Jim Austin, age sixteen years and two months. This is my step-brother,
Bob Caldwell, fifteen years and eleven months,” the grey-eyed boy announced
gravely.

“Proud to meet you, sir,” Bob bowed, then added. “I’m almost as old as he is.”

“Well, go ahead, get along with the story,” the mounty put in more pleasantly.
His horse had walked close to the boy and was nosing about the pockets of his



aviation coat. Soberly Bob drew forth an apple, broke it in half and fed the big
fellow.

“We were both born with a complete pair of parents on ranches, adjoining
ones, along Cap Rock in Texas, but circumstances, over which we had no control
removed my mother and Bob’s father,” Jim explained. “When I was twelve 1
discovered that my father was spending a lot of time on the Caldwell ranch and I
lay awake nights wondering why a Texas gentleman couldn’t shoot a lady.”

“And I planned to set a trap for Mr. Austin and fill him full of lead,” Bob
offered. “Give me your apple, Jim.” Jim handed it over without hesitation and it
was fed to the horse.

“Then, one day, I happened along by the water-hole and found some Greasers
knocking the stuffing out of Bob. We beat them off, and after that, I went to the
Caldwell’s. It was a nice, clean house and Mrs. Caldwell gave me a square meal,
woman cooked.”

“My mother is the best cook in Texas,” Bob offered softly.

“Yes. That night I started to follow my father and I ran into Bob. We rode
about and talked it over. Bob’s mother wanted him to go to school.”

“And Bob didn’t want to,” the officer suggested solemnly.

“Oh yes I did,” Bob replied quickly.

“But a mother, ranch, a string of horses and a pair of blue cranes, is a
responsibility,” Jim offered, “Then, we rode to the house—"

“And found his father eating a piece of chocolate cake that I didn’t know
anything about,” said Bob.

“And he’d eaten the last crumbs,” Jim added. “Then, we told them they were a
pair of boobs. A week later the knots were tied that united the ranches and made
us step-brothers. We were all at our place—"

“And Bob was to be sent to school?”

“Sure, but his mother said I had to go too,” Jim grinned.

“Not so good.”

“It was not so bad because his father said that when we finished the course, it
was four years, we could have an airplane, he’d see that we were properly
instructed in its chauffeuring. We were both hipped about flying,” Bob answered.

“So we went to the school, did the work in two years and a half, learned
piloting on the side, then went home and made the old man keep his word. Meet
Her Highness,” he waved his hand toward the plane which was a beauty.

“I’m glad to,” the officer grinned broadly. “Now, tell me what you are doing
here.”

“You haven’t told us anything about yourself,” Bob reminded him.

“Later.”



“Bob’s mother has a sister, Mrs. Norman Fenton, and she lives on a farm on
North Hero Island. In the summer time she takes tourists and calls the house,
Stumble Inn. We came to see a bit of the world and to pay her a visit. Arrived
yesterday and this morning took a hop over British soil. We like it even if it isn’t
Texas.”

“That’s generous of you. I’'m Sergeant Bradshaw on border patrol duty, the
horse is Patrick. He was imported from one of the western states, don’t know
which one, but he was a bloody beast when he was wished on me—"

“Somebody had mistreated him,” Bob announced. “He’s got a scar on his leg.
Looks like a short-hitch hobble that cut him.” The boy stooped over, took the
hoof in his hand and Pat submitted amiably to the inspection.

“Reckon it was done with raw-hide,” Jim declared. His fingers gently
manipulated the old wound and Pat turned his nose about to sniff at the
youngster.

“Pat doesn’t usually make friends with strangers. You must have a way with
horses,” Sergeant Bradshaw told them.

“We came out of the sky to meet him,” Bob reminded the man.

“Dad told us before we started north to make our trip as profitable as possible
by learning all we can. It’s against our principles to ask impudent questions, but
we should like to know what you have to do,” Jim announced and Bradshaw
laughed heartily.

“I have to patrol this territory, watch the roads carefully, and every place
where smugglers of any kind might try to break across the border. There has
been no end of bootlegging—"

“Thought Canada was all wet,” Bob grinned.

“The provinces have local option and Quebec went dry, so we have to enforce
it, but the rum runners are the least of our troubles, although they are bad
enough. There’s a lot of objectionable people sneaking in to both this country
and yours, besides drugs and jewelry. This is a pretty wild section and it keeps
Pat and me on our toes.”

“Noticed from the air it isn’t much settled. Didn’t know there is so much open
space outside of Texas,” Bob said.

“I should think you’d have a plane and you could see what’s going on a lot
better. With the glasses we knew all about what you looked like before we came
down,” Jim remarked.

“There are some planes on the job, but men and horses are necessary—mighty
necessary,” the sergeant answered. “The airmen can tell us if anything is moving
that is suspicious, but we have to be down here to get it, unless the outlaws are
taking the air.”



“Anything special afoot now,” Jim inquired.

“You bet there is.” Both boys looked at him eagerly. “Our men and yours have
been working for months trying to get something on a gang that has put it over
every time. If we don’t make a killing soon, I can see where there will be a
general shaking up in both forces and a lot of us will be sent to hoe hay.” The
officer spoke seriously and the boys listened with keen interest.

“Tell you what, we didn’t think we’d find anything very exciting so far north,
but I reckon we’ll ooze around here and see what we can pick up. Maybe we can
help you. You’ll recognize Her Highness if you see her sailing through again,
and if we want to communicate with you, we’ll circle around and drop you a
message if we can’t land. How will you let us know if you receive it O.K.?”

“That’s fine of you, Jim, but this is a man-sized job. I appreciate your offer no
end, old top, but your Aunt and Uncle, to say nothing of your mother and father
would come down on me hard if I agreed to let you risk your necks—”

“The parents are sensible people, we picked them out for that very reason.
They both told us to have a good time, and helping you looks to me like a good
time—"

“Besides, what would we risk? All we could do is report to you if we see
anything, and like as not what we see won’t be much help because we’re so
green. But, if we did see anything real—because we are such a pair of nuts we
might put something over for you. We elect ourselves, you’re in the minority, so,
if you hear Her Highness, listen, stop, watch. Come on, Buddy, your aunt was
making cherry pies when we left and if we don’t get a move on, some
cadaverous tourist is likely to come along and eat every snitch of it. They are a
greedy lot.”

“Isn’t your aunt the woman who raises such a flock of turkeys?” the sergeant
asked.

“Sure, she used to. She has them on Isle La Motte, but last year they didn’t do
so well, and she said last night that she isn’t having much luck this spring. It’s
tough because there is money in turkeys if you can ever make them grow up,”
Bob replied.

“I drove down there once and got a couple for my family. They were grand
birds. Come on, Pat.”

“You haven’t told us yet how we will know that you get our message,” Jim
reminded him.

“I’ll wave my hat, and if I want you to come down, I’'ll keep it off my head,
but you fellows watch your step and don’t go doing anything that will get us all
into the cooler,” he warned.

“We’ll look out.” They both rubbed Pat’s nose, then climbed into the cock-pit



of Her Highness, this time Bob took the pilot’s seat.

“Need any help?”

“Not a bit, thanks.” Bob opened her up, the engine bellowed, the propeller
spun and Her Highness raced forward, lifted her nose as if sniffing the air, then
climbed into it. Jim waved at the man, who wondered if he had not better
telephone the Fentons and tell them to keep the boys out of any trouble. On
second thought, he decided against it. After all, their own air men were watching
from above, and as they were every one of them experts at the game, they would
report things long before the boys could possibly have their suspicions aroused.
It would be too bad to spoil their fun, and if they would enjoy keeping an eye on
the world, let them do it. They appeared to be a pretty decent pair of kids.

“You almost flew off with them, Old Top,” he remarked, giving the horse an
affectionate pat, “and only yesterday you bared your teeth and scared the wits,
what little he has, out of that Canuck. You are a discriminating old cuss.” He
leaped into the saddle, but he waited to make a note of the meeting of the boys
and their account of themselves. “Even at that they may be stringing me,” he
remarked a bit uneasily as he glanced toward the fast disappearing speck in the
sky, but he dismissed the thought immediately for he felt confident the step-
brothers were entirely trustworthy.

In the meantime Her Highness climbed in swift spirals for three thousand feet,
then Bob leveled her off, set his course and started toward North Hero, which is
one of many delightful bits of land in Lake Champlain. Presently the boys could
see a tiny shack with the British Flag floating on one side, the Stars and Stripes
on the other.

“They look like good pals,” Jim said into the speaking tube, and Bob glanced
over the side.

“Great pair,” he responded. “Not like the border at Texas.” He took a good
look at the huge lake that stretched out restlessly between New York State and
Vermont. “We could use that down our way.”

“Let’s send some of it to Dad. Remember how long it is?”

“One hundred and twenty-eight miles.”

“Bigger than the two ranches together.” They flew on until they were flying
over the water, and Jim took the glasses to get a better view of the historic lake.
He picked out Rouse’s Point, then on to the picturesque sections of land whose
rocky coasts had defied the pounding waves. There was Isle La Motte, with it’s
farms at one end and long wooded stretch at the other where the Fenton’s kept
their turkeys. Beyond, united by a long bridge was North Hero Island, cut up
into small homesteads. There were acres of uncultivated land which was now
blue and yellow with flowers, groves of cedar, elm and ash, to say nothing of



delicate green spots that the boys knew were gardens or meadows. Further on
was Grand Isle, also connected by a bridge, but they were not going that far.

“Let’s hop down on the turkey end of La Motte,” Jim suggested, and Bob
nodded. He shut the engine off, let Her Highness glide, and circled for a landing
place. “Get on the water.” Young Caldwell kicked forward a lever which shifted
landing wheels to water floats, selected a smooth cove, and in a moment they
lighted, splashed and stopped.

“Hey you, get the heck out of here. Get out!” The voice came from back of a
fallen tree, and in a moment a huge man whose face was ugly with anger, walked
along the dead bole and shook his fist at them. “Get out. You ain’t no business
around here.”

“We just dropped in to have a look at the turkeys,” Bob told him. “We’re—"
But Jim stepped on his foot.

“What’s the matter?” He broke in quickly. “We’re not going to hurt anything.
We’ve never seen a turkey farm and we heard that you have a fine one here.”

“You’re right you’re not going to hurt anything, and you’re not going to see
this turkey farm. Hear! Now, get out! You’re on private property and I’ll have
the law on you! Don’t you see them signs, ‘No Trespassing’, right there!” He
pointed to a large sign hung between two trees and it plainly warned off
inquisitive, or interested spectators. “Go on, now, get out.”

Bob glanced questioningly at his step-brother. He had started to tell the
caretaker who they were, feeling sure that the information would naturally assure
them a very different reception, but for some reason or other, the older boy
wanted to withhold the fact. Just then the man broke off a dry branch, raised it
over his head, and prepared to throw it.

“Move out of his range,” Jim said tensely. “He might land that in our propeller
or tail.” Bob sent Her Highness scurrying over the water and the stick fell
harmlessly behind the plane.

“The ornery old cuss,” Bob growled at the indignity. He whirled the plane
about, held her nose low, and set the propeller racing. Instantly it kicked up a
spray of water that shot out on all sides, and before the man could move, he was
drenched to the skin.

“Confound your hides,” he bellowed, but Her Highness was circling away,
then she lifted, climbed swiftly and started homeward. Bob taxied her low across
the two miles of water, and brought her down close to the boat pier, where she
“rode at anchor.”

“Boys, dinner’s ready.” Mrs. Fenton, a typical, tall, slender Vermont woman,
came out onto the back veranda of the old house.

“So are we,” Bob shouted. The plane made secure, they raced around the



curve, across the wide, sloping lawn, up the high stairs, and into the living-room.

“There’s basins outside to wash up,” Mrs. Fenton told them, and soon they
were splashing the cold water over their faces, and lathering their hands with the
cake of home-made soap.

“Well, you lads get a good look at Vermont?” Mr. Fenton joined them at his
own basin. He too was tall and slender, with kindly grey eyes, and a broad smile.
Although they had never seen him before until their arrival twenty-four hours
earlier, they both liked him enormously.

“Corking. She’s some state, Uncle Norman!” Bob answered from behind the
roller towel.

“She’s got a lot of her under water,” Jim added.

“Expect you’d like some of that in Texas.”

“Surely could use it. Cracky, some of those hot spots would seep it up like a
sponge.”

“We could spare a good deal of it,” Mr. Fenton told them. “Especially when
it’s high.”

“Does it get much higher than it is now?” Jim asked.

“It has swelled up fifteen feet more, then it does some flooding, but that
doesn’t happen often, not so far north, but we get plenty. Well, come on in. Hope
you didn’t leave your appetites in the sky.”

“We did not.”

“I will take the milk now, sir.” The boys turned quickly at the voice, which
was deep and musical, and saw a tall, powerfully built man, whose skin and eyes
were dark. He wore the usual overalls, a tan shirt open at the throat, and carried
himself more like a person of importance than a working man or a farmer.

“All right, Corso. Here it is waiting for you.” Mr. Fenton handed down a
covered pail.

“I thank you, sir,” Corso replied with dignity.

“Your nephew is doing an interesting job on that mud hole. The boy is a good
worker.”

“He is learning. We thank you.” The man accepted the pail of milk and
walked away swiftly. The boys noted that he was amazingly light on his feet for
a man of his size.

“Is he a Vermonter, Uncle Norman?” Bob asked as they made they way to the
dining room where the table would have groaned if it had not been accustomed
to such a bounteous load.

“No, he isn’t. I really don’t know where he comes from, Bob, and my guess is
Spain, although I’m probably miles off on that. He and his young nephew, a boy
about thirteen, or perhaps a little older, rented a shack a mile or so up the shore;



they paid several months in advance. Seem to spend their time walking, or on the
lake, and I believe I’'m about the only person, on North Hero Island Corso talks
with, and he doesn’t say very much to me. I’ve seen the boy, of course, but I
don’t know if he can speak English or not, I’ve never heard him.”

“He’s a nice looking boy,” Mrs. Fenton put in.

“Ever since they came your aunt has longed to get her motherly hands on
him,” Mr. Fenton laughed.

“He needs a woman to look after him, see that he gets proper food and plenty
of it. He’s as thin as a stick, and I know he was sick this spring. I did make Corso
take some puddings and jellies to him,” she announced.

“They sound like an interesting pair,” Jim remarked.

“Well, they are, but they mind their own business, and we Vermonters mind
ours. How about it, light meat or dark, Jim?”

“Dark, please.”

“What is the boy doing with the mud hole?” Bob wanted to know, for a mud
hole didn’t sound very promising.

“I don’t know what it will be like when he gets finished but I’'m keen to see.
It’s a strip about two and a half acres wide, and five long, that has always been a
dead loss for cultivation. It comes between my alfalfa meadow and the garden;
dips down low and toward the middle is quite a hole. The place catches all the
rain and hangs on to it all through the hottest months. I had an expert here to
drain it several years ago, he sunk some pipes, and although he did get the water
off, more came back inside of a few weeks, and it was full after the first rain
storm. The land is very fertile, and if I could use it, I would raise bumper crops.”

“Shame you can’t.”

“Yes, it is. Corso came to me early this spring, some weeks ago, and asked if I
would rent it to him, and permit him to dig and do anything he wanted to with it.
He assured me he would do it no harm, nor the surrounding patches. I told him it
wasn’t good for anything, but he seemed to want it, so I let him have it. He and
the boy spend a great deal of time there, and they have hauled a lot of rocks from
the shore. You probably noticed the edge of the lake, except around the cliffs, is
all small flat stones, not very brittle, but not so soft as soap-stone.”

“Sure, we were looking at them last night. Some have pink and white streaks,
like marble, and are pretty. I’d like to send a box to Mom for the garden walks.
She’d be pleased to pieces to have them.”

“They have taken several loads of them and some very large stones. After
dinner you might walk over and see what you make out of the work so far. I
can’t make head or tail of it. A few days ago they planted corn, right in the mud,
and in each hole they put a minnow they scooped out of the lake.”



“Why put fish in, do they expect to raise sardines?” Jim laughed.

“Can’t say,” Mr. Fenton answered.

“It’s some heathen notion I know.” Mrs. Fenton announced positively. “Are
you getting enough to eat, Bob?”



II

THE THREE MYSTERIES

“I say, Uncle Norman, you surely have a crab of a man to look after your
turkeys,” Bob remarked when the noonday meal was nearly finished, and the
boy suddenly recalled their very unwelcome reception on Isle La Motte.

“A crab?”

“I’ll tell the herd he is the prize long horn for meanness,” Jim added
emphatically.

“My goodness, boys, what on earth did he do?” Mrs. Fenton asked soberly, as
if she could hardly believe her ears.

“He wouldn’t let us near the place,” Bob explained, then went on with an
account of their effort to see the turkey farm.

“Hezzy’s all right, boys. You didn’t tell him who you were.”

“No, we didn’t, but great snakes, about everybody on the three islands seemed
to know we were coming. Didn’t seem reasonable that this fellow did not have
an idea who we were,” Jim declared.

“Of course, airplane visitors are not common and the news of your arriving
from Texas did spread, but it’s possible Hezzy didn’t hear of it,” Mrs. Fenton
told them.

“You see, boys, he’s been having quite a peck of trouble. Last year they
hatched a big flock of birds, but before they were half grown, a lot of them were
stolen. We know they didn’t die—only a few of them—and there is no way for
them to have wandered off. Their wings are clipped as soon as they are big
enough to get any height, and turkeys do not fly very high or far, anyway. Some
one, or some band of thieves must have made away with them. Hezzy is hired to
raise them, I haven’t time to and look after the farm, and he takes real pride in
having a big flock. Some of the young ones have disappeared already and I
expect he’s keeping a mighty close watch to save as many as he can. They bring
a good price and last year was the first season we didn’t realize a profit on
them.”



“Any idea where they go?”

“No, we haven’t, but it must be outsiders. Probably some tourists discovered
the old farm tucked away there in the woods, and let it be known, or came back
themselves. We have three watchmen, and now one of them sits up all night, but
it hasn’t done much good,” Mr. Fenton answered.

“Sure Hezzy isn’t putting his own brand on them?” Jim suggested.

“My goodness sakes alive, child, don’t say anything like that. I wouldn’t have
anyone hear you for the world,” Aunt Belle said anxiously.

“Hezzy is too honest for his own good, really. He wouldn’t take a bent pin that
didn’t belong to him. I’ve known him since I was a boy. He’s a fine poultry man
and absolutely reliable. Keeps his records as accurate as can be. There isn’t a
cent’s worth he doesn’t give a detailed account of every week,” Mr. Fenton
supplemented.

“I didn’t mean to cast reflections on his honesty, but he was such a bear, it just
occurred to me he might be feathering his own nest with your turkeys,” Jim said.

“Oh, dear me, don’t say it again. Why, I should be so distressed to have it get
out—"

“We won’t breath it, Aunt Belle,” Bob promised.

“I’ll take you over sometime and you can see the place. I ordered a pair of
good watchdogs to help guard it. They should be here in a day or so,” Mr.
Fenton said, then added. “Well, if you want to go out and inspect what’s being
done on the mud hole, come along.”

“Perhaps they could eat another piece of pie, Norman.”

“No, we couldn’t, not a sliver,” Bob insisted.

“Much to our regret,” Jim grinned.

“Very well,” Aunt Belle agreed.

The two boys followed Mr. Fenton out of the front door, down the flower
lined path under a grove of huge maples, across the road onto the farm proper,
past the barns, around the vegetable garden and then he stopped and made a
gesture.

“Here it is.” They saw the land, much as he had described it, the alfalfa
meadow rising gently on the further side, and between them was a long pond of
still water which was very dirty.

“Some hole,” Jim nodded. They walked on, picking their way until they saw a
boy at work, and they stood quietly watching him. He did not realize they were
there and went on with his task quite as if he was alone on the island.

“What the heck is he doing?” Bob whispered. The boy had some odd sort of
implement, the handles of which he grasped in both hands, stood it upright, then
jumped, his feet landing in the middle; driving the queer tool deep into the



ground. Then he stepped off, bent the handles as far as they would go, and raised
the earth.

“I think it is some sort of shovel, or plow,” Mr. Fenton told them, “but I never
saw anything like it. Listen and you’ll hear him sing, it’s a kind of a chant.” The
step-brothers listened and in a moment they could hear, but the words and
melody were unfamiliar. As the youngster straightened up, they could see that he
was lithe, his skin was dark like his uncle’s, and his heavy hair, which was quite
long for a boy’s, waved in the breeze.

“Gosh, he looks a little like an Indian, a good one,” Jim remarked.

“Will he mind if we go closer?”

“No, but I wouldn’t pay too much attention to him,” Mr. Fenton advised. “I’ll
go about my job and you amuse yourselves.” He left them, and the boys
proceeded to where the young farmer, or whatever he was, was engaged. They
marveled at the speed with which he turned over the earth and before they were
very close they saw that he was making some kind of trench. At the nearest end
the work seemed to be finished, and then they could tell that he was making a
terrace along the edge of the alfalfa plot. About half way down he had taken
some very large rocks, fitted them with great nicety, filled in the crevices with
smaller stones, filled in the space toward the hill with earth, and above the dark
soil poked two rows of tiny green shoots of young corn.

“Gosh, he’s planting as he gets the land ready. Great job, isn’t it?” Bob
whispered and his step-brother nodded. Presently they came up to the boy. When
their shadows fell across his plow, he glanced up quickly and sprang back. They
grinned cheerfully to let him know they were friendly, and Jim pointed to the
new terrace.

“Fine,” he declared.

The boy smiled, his eyes lost some of the terror which had leaped into them,
and his body relaxed. He eyed them for a moment, then motioning with one
hand, he led them back to the other side where he showed them a narrow trench.
With one scoop of his shovel he removed the earth that still held the water as a
dam, and it started to tumble through and race off toward the road, where it
would be carried away into the lake. For several minutes they watched, and then
they glanced at the useless bog.

“Cracky,” Bob shouted with admiration. “Some irrigator. Look, it’s draining
off.”

Sure enough, the long strip was getting dry around the edges, and promised to
be emptied inside of an hour.

“If it stays dry, Uncle Norman will be tickled pink. Say, Jim, what do you
suppose he is?”



“Search me,” Jim responded.

“Seems as if I’ve got a kind of hazy idea of reading something about some old
race or other using plows like that,” Bob remarked.

“Me too. Maybe it was the Egyptians.”

“Maybe, but holy hoofs, what’s this kid doing it for?”

“As I said before, my esteemed step-brother, you are at liberty to search me
thoroughly, but if you find anything, you have to let me in on it,” Jim laughed.
The boy watched them a few minutes longer, then picking up his tool, he hurried
back to his work.

“You know, Jim, we thought this neck of the woods was going to be dull as
ditch-water, but I've got a hunch that if we stick around we may be able to
crowd some real excitement into our visit. I'm dying to know who this kid is and
where he came from, mystery number one; I’d like to do some flying about Isle
La Motte and perhaps we can see something that will solve mystery number two
—what’s happening to Uncle Norman’s turkeys—"

“I’d like to do some observing and see if we can’t get a line on that gang that
is giving friend Bradshaw such deep furrows between his handsome eyes,” Jim
laughed.

“Me too, but gosh all hemlock, wouldn’t Dad kid the life out of us if he knew
we are out to help the little old world!”

“Not only Dad, but the whole shooting match on the ranch. Tell you what,
Aunt Belle and Uncle Fent said we could stay as long as we like, and they meant
it, even if we are boys. Let’s organize a secret—s-e-c-r-e-t—mind you, detecting
bureau, or what ever it is, and stay until we solve the three mysteries!” Bob
proposed.

“I’m on. This end of the world doesn’t look so bad to me. We’ll let the folks
know we’re taking root for a while, the three of us, that includes Her Highness.
We’ll keep on the job until we win, or we have to admit we’re licked.” Bob held
out his hand and the agreement was made, without further discussion.

“We’ll have to explain to Her Highness,” the younger boy declared.

“Sure thing. She’ll be disappointed unless there’s a lot of air work to it, and I
have a hunch there will be.”

“Oh, boys—”

“Yes Aunt Belle,” Bob shouted.

“Do you know where your uncle is working?” Mrs. Fenton called from the
roadway. “There’s a telephone message for him.”

“We’ll find him for you,” Jim promised. They hurried off in the direction Mr.
Fenton had taken when he left them and soon the sound of a hammer ringing in
the distance informed them they were on the right trail. A moment later they



could see the man repairing a place in the rail fence that bounded the pasture.

“Uncle Norman, you’re wanted on the telephone,” Bob roared.

“All right, coming,” the man waved, and dropping his work, came as fast as
his long legs could carry him.

“Guess you’re party’s holding the line,” Jim volunteered.

“They don’t mind that around here,” Mr. Fenton replied. He went ahead and
the boys followed more leisurely.

“This certainly is a good looking spot. No wonder the early pioneers settled in
rock-bound Vermont, but, gosh, what a fight they had to put up to get a living
out of those rocks,” Bob remarked as his eyes roamed admiringly over the green
hills, across the blue water, on to the distant mountains.

“It isn’t a rich state yet, but it has produced some fine men. Real rip-snorters,
rearin’ to go,” Jim added. By that time they had reached the “hole” and could see
the strange boy working industriously at his terrace.

“You know, Bob, we want to be kind of careful because we don’t want to do
any butting-in on that kid. Maybe, far as he’s concerned, we had better mind our
own business.”

“Reckon you’re right, but let’s try to make friends with him,” Bob suggested,
and that was passed without a dissenting vote.

“Oh boys.”

“Here,” Bob shouted to his uncle.

“How long would it take you to get me to Burlington?” the man asked as he
came up to them.

“Less than an hour,” Bob answered.

“Would it be too much trouble for you to take me?”

“Not one bit,” Jim assured him. “Ever been up in a plane, sir?”

“No, I haven’t,” the man admitted.

“Do you get dizzy easily, that is, does it make you sick to your stomach when
you get on a high place and look over?”

“Oh no. I never get dizzy.”

“That’s all right then.”

“We can strap you in,” Bob offered.

“Will the plane carry three of us?” the man asked.

“Sure. There’s an emergency seat in the back, and she’ll carry some freight
besides,” Jim explained.

“Our dad didn’t leave anything undone when he bought that plane, and
besides, we helped in the selection. She’ll do anything except herd sheep,” Bob
said proudly.

“We have parachutes and everything. Maybe you’d like to try one of them



out,” Jim offered.

“Not this time unless I have to,” Mr. Fenton laughed. “A chap called me up on
important business, and if I can get it attended to today, it will be a big help.”

“Well then, get a heavy coat on. We have an extra helmet—"

“Shall I need rubbers?”

“If you intend to come down with the parachute over the lake,” Bob answered.

“It’s mighty nice of you—"

“We’ll get Her Highness in ship shape.”

“I’ll be with you in five minutes,” Mr. Fenton promised, and he was. He
joined his young guests at the pier, Bob was already in the back, while Jim was
fussing about the pilot’s seat. Mr. Fenton was given the extra helmet and a pair
of goggles, both of which he adjusted when he took his place after he had
submitted to having the parachute and safety strap buckled properly.

“All O.K.?” Jim shouted finally. Mrs. Fenton had come down to see her
husband start on his first flight, and she watched a bit nervously.

“I don’t know about those contraptions, Norman,” she said anxiously.

“They’re great inventions, Belle. When we get rich, we’ll have one,” he
promised her.

“I’d rather have a good horse and buggy,” she retorted.

“A horse is all right, Aunt Belle. He never loses an engine or gets his wings
ripped off,” Bob shouted, then added. “All set in the rumble seat, Jim!”

“Right-you-are.” Jim glanced at their passenger, assured himself that he was
secure, then, opened her up, and they sped forward over the water, which was
smooth as a sheet of glass. Mr. Fenton’s lips moved, but whatever he said was
lost in the roar of the motor. He grabbed the edge of the seat as Her Highness
lifted her nose eagerly, and he hung on grimly as she spiraled in wide curves
over the lake. At a thousand feet the young pilot leveled her off and they roared
swiftly south toward the State’s largest city. After about ten minutes, Mr. Fenton
sat less rigidly. Jim picked up the speaking tube and handed the end to him,
making motions how to use it.

“How do you like flying, Uncle Norman?” Mr. Fenton nodded and smiled. He
didn’t feel quite equal to carrying on a conversation yet. Jim followed the lake,
and as they were approaching their destination, he spoke again to his passenger.
“If we land on the water will that be all right for you, can you get to your place
easily?”

“Yes, the office isn’t far from the east shore.” Mr. Fenton felt like an old timer
now. He was thoroughly enjoying himself.

“Ten minutes more,” Jim told him, and he nodded. Presently the pilot shut off
the engine, and the man looked startled at the sudden silence. He glanced at Jim,



who grinned reassuringly as he kicked the rudder about and brought Her
Highness into a long glide toward the spot he had selected for the landing. The
plane touched the water lightly, sped along a few yards and stopped beside a
long pier.

“Are we here?” Mr. Fenton asked.

“Yes sir. How do you like air traveling?”

“It’s wonderful, but I did almost get heart failure when the motor stopped,” he
admitted.

“Begun to wish you had brought your rubbers?”

“My rubbers and a boat.”

“Is this place near enough?”

“Plenty.” Jim helped him out of the straps, and by that time Bob stepped over
the fuselage to give a hand.

“Glad you didn’t try to jump over, Uncle Norman. How are your air-legs,
wobbly?”

“A bit cramped.” He stretched them both, found they would work, and in a
moment he mounted the boat pier. “I don’t expect to be more than half an hour.”

“We’ll wait here,” Jim promised.

“Oh, look at the hydroplane,” shouted a small boy on the shore.

“They are calling Her Highness names,” Bob scowled.

“She’s a hydroplane for the minute,” Jim replied. “Let’s taxi around the
water.”

“It’s getting kind of rough. Up at North Hero it was as smooth as a sheet,”
Bob answered. “Wish I knew more about water and its tricks.”

“I think we’re going to have a blow,” Jim speculated as Her Highness went
rocking over the waves.

“There are some black clouds over south and west and they sure do look as if
they are in a hurry. We’ll have them on our tail as we go back. Got plenty of gas?
I read that in some places Lake Champlain is three hundred feet deep, and it’s
wet clear to the bottom,” said Bob.

“There’s an extra tank besides what is in the bus. Guess I’ll feed her up.
Somehow, I think a nice Texas desert is pleasanter to land on than water.” Jim
busied himself with the task and Bob helped look things over.

“Why don’t you go back above the shore?” he suggested.

“We have to land on the cove when we get home, so why switch gears. If
there’s time this evening, we might locate a place to land on the farm, but we’ll
have to ask your uncle about that or we’ll be coming down on some field he’s
planted.”

“O.K. with me.”



“Whoooo boys,” Mr. Fenton shouted from the pier where he was standing
with a group of men and an army of small boys who had come to see the take
off.

“An audience. Do your prettiest, Your Highness,” Bob urged the plane as his
step-brother brought it around in fancy style.

“It isn’t every farmer who has a couple of pilots to bring him to town in a
private plane, free of charge,” one of the men joked.

“Certainly looks like the farmers are getting some relief,” another added.
“They are going up in the air about it.”

“It’s time we did something,” Mr. Fenton responded. “Shall I get in now,
Jim?”

“Sure.” Bob gave him a hand, the straps were re-adjusted, and the younger
boy crawled back to his seat, attached his own parachute, and was finally ready.
By that time the shore was lined with spectators.

“All ready. Contact,” Caldwell shouted. Jim opened the throttle, and they were
off in a jiffy. They could see the people waving and cheering as they came about
a few feet above the lake. Then Her Highness zoomed, high and handsome and
the town was left behind.

Because of the rising wind the return trip was not so smooth. They ran into
bumps and pockets, and the force of the approaching storm drove hard behind
them, pushing them forward swiftly. Jim zoomed to ten thousand feet in an effort
to get above the troubled air, but even at that altitude there was no improvement.
Occasionally he took a second to glance at his passenger, but Mr. Fenton was
facing it bravely, although his eyes showed that he was a bit anxious. The young
pilot took the speaking tube, signaled to the boy in the back, and almost instantly
there was a red flash on the dial board, which meant Bob was paying attention.

“Better put your cover over, old man.”

“Got her up,” came the answer. “I’m snug as a bug in a rug. Want to know the
readings back here?”

“Yes.” Bob read them off while Jim compared them with the records on his
own control board, and when it was finished, he called.

“All correct.”

“You covered up?” Bob demanded.

“Going to fix it now. So long. Meet you on the ice.”

“You needn’t. I’'m not a skate,” came the chuckling response. Then Jim drew
the storm cover over the cock-pit, switched on extra lights, and the plane raced
forward, guided entirely by compass, and the sensitive instruments which kept
him fully informed as to how high they were and how fast they were going.

The coming of the storm suddenly hit them with a bang and the young fellow



fought with the controls to keep Her Highness balanced.
Glancing through the tiny window he was startled to see that it was pitch dark,
and he had to look at his watch to be sure that night was still several hours away.
“Some storm,” he remarked to Mr. Fenton, who answered courageously.
“Lake Champlain is noted for them. They are pretty tempestuous at times and
this looks like a rip-snorter.”



I11

THUNDERING WATERS

As the sturdy little plane tore along through the thick blackness a deluge of
water hit her suddenly with such force it might have been a cloud burst and she
staggered under the fury of the impact. She wobbled, side-slipped, twisted and
dipped with the strength of the storm beating her mercilessly every inch of the
way, and the gale at her tail spun her forward like a leaf torn from a branch.
Above the roar of the engine and the shriek of the wind through the wires, came
the threatening boom of the Lake as its mighty waves smashed against the rock-
bound shore.

Tensely Jim sat, his eyes watching the dials in front of him, his hands and feet
ready for instant action. It was a struggle to keep her righted and the boy zoomed
her to fifteen thousand feet in an effort to get above the ceiling of the tempest.
But he only climbed into greater trouble, and after a resounding crash of thunder,
the sky was split in a thousand ways by flashes of forked lightning. Quickly he
nosed her down, eyes on the directional compass, but keeping their course was
out of the question. They were being blown miles out of the way and he hoped
they would not go far enough east to land them somewhere in the mountains. He
had not an instant to glance at his passenger, but once or twice his hand came in
contact with Mr. Fenton, and the man was sitting braced for all he was worth.
Another flash of lightning showed their faces, grim and white.

The rain continued to pelt them, and finally Jim calculated that they had
traveled in a northerly direction. Allowing for the wind that had driven them
steadily, he turned Her Highness’ nose about in an effort to reach their
destination, and the frail little air-craft was almost rolled over. In Jim’s mind was
a vision of Champlain and he debated the advisability of shifting the landing
gears from the floats to the wheels, but he decided to keep the former in place.
He knew so little about the country, and where it was safe to land. In the
blackness which enveloped them he could not hope to come down without a
very serious smash-up. With Bob in the back and Mr. Fenton beside him, it was



too great a risk to take. Then he saw the man pick up the speaking-tube, so he
prepared to listen.

“Anything I can do to help?” was the question. Jim shook his head.

“We ought to be near your place but I don’t know where to go down. Is the
water very rough?” he asked.

“Yes. The waves will be high and now they are driving from the southeast and
will be hitting our side of the island. During a storm like this, boats have to be
put under cover or they get beaten to splinters,” Mr. Fenton answered.

“Thanks,” said Jim. The prospect wasn’t any too cheerful.

Although it was still raining, he shoved back the protecting cover and tried to
peer through the darkness. He could hardly see his hand before his face, but he
waited, until suddenly, an almost blinding flash of lightning revealed the world.
Just ahead of them were farms and patches of thickly wooded sections. The boy
saw small houses, their windows lighted as if it were late at night. Low growing
things, vines and shrubs were bent to the ground. The trees bowed and groaned
in the throes of the storm. Some of the branches, unable to withstand the strain,
were being ripped off and hurled through space. Beneath the racing plane the
black waters of Champlain were whipped into giant rollers, and along their
edges white-caps foamed ghastly yellow in the weird light. It was all shut out in
a fraction of a minute, and Jim zoomed higher to get out of harm’s way.

“We’re about five miles north of our place,” Mr. Fenton told him, and the
young fellow grinned with relief. It was some comfort to know where they were.
Grimly he fought to bring Her Highness to face the storm. Feeding the engine all
she could carry he battled to get south, but it was a hard struggle, like shoving
against an immovable, impenetrable wall. It seemed as if the plane barely moved
forward, but her propeller screwed valiantly, and slowly they gained against the
wind, but it drove them east.

“Any rocks or islands near?” Jim asked.

“Gull Rock, two miles directly east, and Fisher’s Island. That’s a couple of
miles long. If you can head into the southern point of our cove, that is protected
somewhat from this wind and the water will not be so bad,” the man explained.

“We’ll try it. Do these storms last very long?”

“One never can tell. Sometimes they come and go in less than an hour, and
very often they last much longer.”

“Then there is no sense in trying to stay up until it beats itself out,” Jim
remarked. He couldn’t say anything more. Another flash of light gave them a
brief glimpse of the world but they seemed to be far over the water. Mr. Fenton
leaned out to make observations, but was promptly forced back to his seat.

“Wow,” he whistled.



“Better keep low,” Jim advised. Then came a series of flashes, and Mr. Fenton
managed to get their location straightened out.

“We’re still a mile north and about half way across the lake,” he volunteered.
“I see Fisher’s Point, the north end.”

“Thanks.”

Jim brought the plane about hard, raced her across, then shut off the engine
just as a flash revealed the cove at the south end. The boy could see branches
being tossed on the waves and hoped hard that none of them would cripple Her
Highness when she dropped down. Another prayer he sent up fervently was that
the space was wide enough for them to stop short of the rocks. They hit the
water, rocked forward and up and down choppily, then stopped, just as someone
came racing along the shore waving a lantern.

“Is that you, Norman?” It was Mrs. Fenton and she was so frightened that she
could hardly speak. Her face showed white in the darkness and she gripped the
light as if she would crush it.

“We’re all present and accounted for, Belle,” her husband answered quickly as
he hastened to get loose from the straps.

“Hello everybody!” That was Bob who bobbed up in the back seat like a jack
in the box. “So, this is London, and here we are!”

“Oh, I’ve been so terrified. I telephoned to Burlington when I saw the storm
coming and they said that you had started. It—it’s been just awful, awful.” Mr.
Fenton splashed through the water to reach her side.

“We’re a bit damp, Belle, but otherwise perfectly fine.”

“I knew you would all be killed—" she insisted.

“But we aren’t,” he assured her again. “Need any assistance, boys?”

“No. We can manage all right,” Jim answered. The rain was coming down
with less force and here and there through the darkness showed streaks of yellow
light. The boys got Her Highness secured to the pier, and hurried to the house,
where they found that Mrs. Fenton was getting out dry garments for them, and a
cheery blaze crackled in the wide fireplace, while from the kitchen came the
welcome fragrance of the evening meal. They grinned appreciatively at each
other and climbed to their own room under the rafters where they changed their
wet clothes. When they came down Mrs. Fenton was just putting out the lights
because the darkness had lifted, as if by magic, and through the western
windows they could see the glow of the evening sunshine.

“Well, what do you know about that!” Bob exclaimed, hardly able to believe
the evidence of his own eyes.

“Have we been dreaming, or did we come back from Burlington in the teeth
of a rip-snorting gale?” Jim demanded.



“It was no dream,” Mrs. Fenton said fervently. “It was more like a nightmare.
I was afraid to switch off the telephone because I expected every minute to get a
call telling me that you had been wrecked on the Lake and were all drowned.
And, I was afraid to leave the switch connected because I was sure the house
would be struck by lightning. My, it wasn’t a dream—mnot here anyway.
Goodness, such a storm. I thought the house would be ripped from its
foundations and come tumbling over my head. A tree was struck nearby for—oh,
it did crash two different times—something awful. Land sakes alive, you boys
must not go up again in such weather—goodness—"

The good lady stopped for breath and to pour glasses of milk out of a huge
pitcher, while her husband served the rest of the meal. Mr. Fenton did not seem
to have suffered any from his experience, and both boys considered the whole
affair a most worth-while adventure.

“We’ve got some bus, Aunt Belle. Her Highness is the best in two countries.
Have to say that because the shift landing gear was invented by an Englishman,
but the rest is pure American,” Bob smiled, then took such a long drink that
when he looked up from his glass, there was a perfect white half-moon on his
upper lip.

“You better shave,” Jim suggested.

“Go on, shave yourself! How do you like air-traveling, Uncle Norman?”

“I think it’s perfectly marvelous. Had no idea, really, how wonderful it is.
When especially I think that I never, in all my Life, went so far and back in so
short a time. We always take a full day to make the trip to Burlington, and today
we made it in an afternoon.”

“Were you frightened during the storm?” Jim asked.

“Have to admit that I was quite a bit nervous but when I saw you so cool and
managing so easily, and how the plane responded to every move you made with
those controls, why, I just naturally couldn’t go on being a coward. It does not
seem to me that Bob is over-stating the facts when he says the little plane is the
best in two countries. I should say that she is the best in the world to come
through such a grilling.”

“Like to go up again?”

“I should indeed. Just think how automobiles and other modern inventions
have placed us far ahead of my father’s time. He had to use horses and oxen, and
my grandfather did all his traveling, that is, any distance, on the lake-steamers.
Sometimes it took weeks, and a storm such as we had this afternoon would have
driven the boat into the nearest harbor to wait for fair weather.”

“Gee,” Bob said soberly. “How did those old boys ever get anywhere or have
time to do anything?”



“When I was a boy I saw some of their primitive methods, Bob, but they did
manage to accomplish a great deal.”

“Some real nice day we’ll give you a joy ride, Aunt Belle,” Bob promised
with a twinkle in his eyes. He fully expected that Mrs. Fenton would promptly
decline such an invitation, but she looked at the men folk very thoughtfully, then
a little pucker came between her eyes.

“Land sakes alive, Bob, you’ll probably have to tie me fast and sit on me to
keep me from jumping over-board, but I guess if you all think it’s so fine, I can
live through it. After I have the—er—joyous—I mean joyride, I’ll write and tell
your mother about it. She said that you took her up several times and now she
wants her husband to get a plane.”

“Right you are,” Jim laughed heartily. “Mom’s a good sport and so are you.
We’ll bind you hand and foot, and put weights on you, but I’ll bet you will like it
as much as Mom did.”

“No doubt I shall,” and Mrs. Fenton didn’t smile over the prospect.

“Well, don’t come down and ask me to buy you an air-plane, that is, unless the
turkeys take a jump and we have a grand flock of them this fall, but it doesn’t
look now as if there is much chance,” Mr. Fenton said. The last part of his
statement was made soberly.

“Wonder how the boy’s draining plan is working after that rain,” Jim
remarked as he recalled the work of the strange boy on the bog.

“When we finish supper, we’ll go and have a look, but I expect the place is
flooded way above the foot of the alfalfa bed,” Mr. Fenton said.

“Now, how do you expect to eat your meal if you talk so much? Norman, you
are not paying a bit of attention to those boys’ plates and they are both empty.”

“My plate may be empty, Aunt Belle, but my tummy is beginning to feel
mighty content. I could purr,” Bob told them.

“Well don’t. It isn’t polite at the table. You may roll over on the floor and kick
your feet up if you like,” Jim suggested.

“Don’t you do anything of the kind,” Aunt Belle said hastily. “The very idea.
Is that what you do when you have a good meal at home?”

“No, Mom wouldn’t stand that,” Bob answered.

“We tried it once at school and it didn’t go so well there either,” Jim added
gravely, and Mr. Fenton laughed heartily.

“How many demerits did they give you?” he asked.

“Ten apiece,” Jim answered.

“And we had to average ninety-five on four subjects to shake them off,” Bob
added. “It’s a cruel world.”

“The world is a great little old place. It’s only the people in it, I mean some of



them, who make it unpleasant,” Jim declared. “I can’t eat another mouthful.”

“This is my last,” Bob announced regretfully as he swallowed the bite of
cherry pie. “That is, I mean the last for the time being.”

“All right, it’s a good thing you added that because you are not at home now
and you don’t know where the pantry is located—"

“Don’t kid yourself. I ascertained the location yesterday afternoon, before I'd
been here twenty minutes.”

“You would! Where was 1?”

“Luxuriating in Champlain. I watched your fair form in the red bathing suit
while I ate gingerbread and milk—"

“Humph, that’s nothing, I had some when I came in—four pieces and two
glasses—cream on top. Come along—that is—is there anything we can do to
help you, sir?”

“No, thank you, Jim. I have a couple of chore boys and if you helped they
might think I do not want them any more. We want you to enjoy your stay in
Vermont—"

“Great guns, we are. It’s a grand State even if we could put it into a comer of
Texas,” Bob replied sincerely.

“You ought to like it, your mother was brought up here, but goodness sakes,
she went off when she wasn’t much more than a girl. She was married right here
in the parlor. I can remember it just as if it was yesterday, then the pair of them
drove away in the two seater with old shoes tied to the end. They did look
handsome. Your pa was all spruced up—and the next year they were in Texas—"

“You boys coming?”

“Yes sir.”

As they went out onto the front piazza, the sun was setting and the sky was
streaked with brilliant red and gold which shone magnificently through the trees.
There was no doubting that the storm had been an actuality, for a deep stream
was racing down the run-off toward the lake, and everywhere the place was
strewn with leaves and branches that had been broken. The Rural Free Delivery
Box was leaning wearily against a maple, as if the struggle to keep upright had
been altogether too much. The three picked their way across the road with water
dripping from trees and shrubs, and the ground soggy underfoot. They were soon
past the garden, and at the further side they could see the foreign boy busy
working, but this time his uncle was with him.

“Whoo-00,” Bob called cheerfully. The boy straightened up and smiled, then
he came toward them and they went to the ditch he had showed them earlier in
the day. It was full to the top with water which was running off as hard as it
could go, and in spite of the storm there was little more water on the bog than



had been there at noon time.

“Huh!” Mr. Fenton gave a little grunt of astonishment.

“Looks as if it’s working all right, doesn’t it?” Jim remarked.

“It certainly does. It’ll be a great thing for me if he gets the place drained for
that land is a piece of the best. Don’t see how he’s doing it. I had an expert
engineer here to dry up that section and he couldn’t accomplish a thing. Said the
only way was to ditch it to the lake, then fill in the hole, use a lot of lime, like a
concrete mixer and bring the hill forward. A mighty expensive job it would have
been and then part of the land wouldn’t be very good,” Mr. Fenton explained.

“Reckon this boy is some sort of wizard. He’s bewitching it,” Jim suggested.

“Wish we knew something about him,” Bob added.

“Don’t blame you for being interested, Bob, but we like to mind our own
business around here. They seem to be honest and capable and don’t interfere
with what doesn’t concern them—"

“Oh, we’re not going to make blooming pests of ourselves, but we thought it
would be fun to get acquainted with him. Wish he could speak English,” Jim
explained.

“I don’t believe that he’s spoken to anyone since they came. His uncle speaks
fairly well. He seems upstanding. There isn’t any harm in trying to make friends
with the boy, but I wouldn’t—"

“Butt-in? We won’t unless he’s willing to have us. Know what he reminds me
of, Bob?”

“What?”

“Some of those Indians, the chiefs, you know the fellows that are so straight,
clear-eyed, and sort of fine. He seems like that, only maybe an even better sort.
The Indians we see now aren’t so much like that.”

“He is a little like that, but I don’t believe he’s an Indian. Maybe he’s like they
used to be a long time ago before the white men took all the pep out of them,”
Bob agreed.

“I don’t know any Indians, but I never heard that they were very hard workers,
not farmers I mean. It would be queer for one to be interested in that sort of
thing. They like hunting—”

“Yes, that’s right. Dad said a few of them made good cow punchers, but they
never got much chance to show what they might do.” Just then Corso came
toward them. His face was grave but his eyes wore a pleased expression.

“It is good?” he said as he motioned toward the receding water.

“Very fine,” Mr. Fenton answered heartily, then he added, “You must not let
the boy work too hard. He does not look very strong. Why not have one of the
men help him in what he is doing? I can get a chap who will do as he’s directed,



and this piece of work will be a great improvement to the property.” Corso
smiled.

“That would be so excellent,” he agreed.

“All right. I’ll have him here in the morning.”

“He can the English speak?”

“Sure. You can talk to him, and I’ll tell him I want him to follow any
instructions you give him.” Mr. Fenton was glad that Corso agreed to the plan
for as the work promised to be a success he was anxious to get it finished as
quickly as possible.

“We better look after Her Highness before it gets too late,” Jim proposed to
his step-brother.

“All right,” Bob agreed, then turning to the boy, he grinned. “So long, Old
Top!” The youngster frowned—

“Old Top,” he repeated, “so long, Old Top.”



IV

A MYSTERIOUS FIND

The next morning broke clear and beautiful as only a late spring day can start.
The step-brothers found Aunt Belle busy canning rhubarb, and she eyed the two
dozen jars with keen satisfaction.

“There, that’s finished,” she announced.

“Did you do all that this morning?” Jim asked for the sun was hardly well out
of the Lake and was sending a golden path dancing across the water.

“Land o’ Goodness, yes. Tomorrow I’m going to make some dandelion wine,
and before sun-up is the best time of day to get work done, to my way of
thinking,” she replied as she bustled about getting the meal ready.

“Then suppose we give you that joy-ride right after breakfast,” Jim proposed,
and he looked at her to see if she had changed her mind.

“Land o’ Goodness, you boys don’t believe in giving a body a minute to worry
over doing a thing like that. I don’t know—"

“There’s no time like the present,” Bob teased her, and she smiled.

“I might’s well get it over with and it will be a real experience. I can think of
it all winter. All right.” They both had a hunch that she was eager for the
adventure, but she was mighty nervous about it, just the same. “It’s kind of like
going to have an operation or a tooth pulled,” she told them and they laughed.

“You won'’t feel that way about it when you come back.”

“Coming back will be a relief, like when the tooth or the appendix has been
taken out. I suppose I'll be kind of shaky and queer, but the agony will be over.
Now, you sit right down and help yourselves. Norman told me to be sure to wrap
up warm.” She hurried away and the boys grinned, then obeyed orders. By the
time they had finished, Mrs. Fenton appeared, wrapped from head to foot almost
like an Eskimo. Her lips were set grimly and her fists were clenched for the
ordeal.

“Now, don’t you be afraid, Aunt Belle. It isn’t any worse than sitting in a
rocking chair, and it’s much more exciting.”



“I expect you’re right. It was exciting watching you drop out of the sky on a
streak of lightning yesterday,” she gave a nervous giggle.

“We won’t stay up very long, and if we see the tiniest cloud, we’ll bring you
right back,” Jim promised.

Fifteen minutes later they were ready for the start. Aunt Belle had been given
advice and instructions, strapped fast and parachuted in case of an emergency,
her head encased in one of her nephew’s helmets and goggles adjusted so she
could pull them down. The speaking tube and field glasses were close at hand.
This trip Jim was in the back seat while his step-brother was beside the
passenger. Not a word did the lady utter during the preliminaries, but when
young Austin called that all was as it should be in the rear, she braced herself
stiffly, her frightened eyes searching the velvety-blue heavens for a sign of a
cloud which might possibly spell danger.

“All set!” Bob shouted as he opened her for an easy take-off.

Her Highness seemed to realize the importance of behaving like a member of
the royal family and did her part like a charm. She skimmed over the lake,
circled widely, nosed up speculatively, lifted slowly on a long gradual climb, the
motion of which was truly as pleasant as being rocked comfortably in a
grandmother’s big chair. Up they went five hundred feet and by that time they
were beyond the south end of Fisher’s Island and sailing gaily toward the
narrows below the Point. Bob leveled off, they soared ahead, came partly around
and climbed again at easy stages until the altimeter registered twelve hundred
feet. The boy was glad that his aunt had asked no questions about the control
board. Her Highness roared across North Hero Island, turned south again toward
Grand Isle, then curved to come back. By that time Mrs. Fenton was wearing a
very surprised look, and a moment later, she gave a relieved sigh, relaxed, and
even sat up a little. Her lips moved and the boy knew that she was saying:

“My land o’ goodness.”

“Look,” he pointed ahead and she followed the direction with interest, and
after five minutes more, she was gazing over the side with fine unconcern. Then
Bob pressed the glasses upon her, and she raised them to her eyes, and smiled at
the wonders she beheld.

As Mrs. Fenton had never been “joy riding” before, the boys had agreed not to
keep her up too long this first trip, so Bob brought Her Highness about, roared
over the country his aunt knew; crossed the island above the bridge which
connects North Hero with Isle La Motte, and curved over the latter stretch of
land until they were sailing on a line with the turkey farm.

Jim in the back seat had time for observation, so he took a good look at the
place. He had no difficulty in making out the ancient homestead, the old house



where he guessed that Hezzy Burley, the poultry man, lived with his helpers.
Close by were a number of hatcheries, and further along high wire-covered pens
where turkeys, young and old, strutted timidly. The boy didn’t have time to get a
bird’s-eye view of the whole farm, but he did notice that it came down to the
lake on one side, and stretched back over a belt of timber and beyond a hill
which looked as if it might be a very delightful place to ramble, but no good for
landing a plane. As he glanced with interest at the Fenton property, he thought he
saw some men in a ravine and decided they were hikers, or merely out for a
stroll. Then, suddenly it occurred to him that they had no business on the
property and it might be a good idea to tell Mr. Fenton and have Hezzy keep on
the lookout for them. The boy wondered if the watch dogs had arrived, but his
mental query was answered immediately, for he saw two dogs racing down to
the water, and both of them plunged in for a swim. They looked like a very
capable pair and he hoped they would be able to save Bob’s uncle from having
to mark off another bad year in his turkey business.

Her Highness was now soaring as gracefully as the white gulls they passed on
the water, and Bob shut off the engine. The plane began a beautiful descent, and
in a minute more she was floating toward the pier.

“Well, how’s the tooth, Aunt Belle?” Bob teased.

“My land sakes alive, if it isn’t the beatinest. There, I never slept a wink all
night thinking about it, wishin’ I’d been a better Christian in case I never got
down to earth again, and all that worry—"

“Was a dead loss,” Jim laughed.

“Yes it was,” she admitted honestly. “It was just marvelous. Now, I’ve got to
hurry. My fruit man comes through in a few minutes and I want some lemons.
Tourists say this fruit wagon is kind of interesting and curious, maybe you boys
would like to look at it,” she invited. “It comes from Montreal, through the
customs, and we can buy things cheaper than we can get them from our own
stores. It seems queer, but it’s so.” They had unstrapped her and she smiled.

“I’d like to see him. We have some queer covered wagons that are driven
through Texas. How did you like the ride?”

“A lot, and I’m ever so much obliged to you both. My land o’goodness—I
mustn’t forget to write to your mother and tell her I’ve been up with you. Her
Highness is real pretty, isn’t she!”

“We think she is,” Bob answered with pride.

“You got a right to think that.” Aunt Belle stood a moment to admire the
plane, which did look particularly lovely as the sun shone on her broad wings,
and the water beneath her, splashed gently about the floats. “She’s a beauty.”

“I saw some men, hikers I guess, back of your turkey farm,” Jim volunteered



as they went toward the house.

“There’s a lot of people living at the north end of the Isle, and they are likely
to go roaming all over the place. Sometimes the school teachers take nature
classes to study the trees, and the Boy Scouts asked permission to camp there.
Hezzy knows them all and he lets them go parts where they won’t do any
damage or scare the birds.”

“Probably it’s all right then.” Jim dismissed the idea that he might have
spotted something important, and followed the others into the house.

“I got some bananas, Mees Fenton.” It was a soft pleasant voice that spoke,
and the lips were parted in a wide smile.

“Little Greaser?” Bob said in an undertone.

“More likely little Canuck,” Jim reminded him. “And he’s not so little at that.”
The man was certainly picturesque in his baggy trousers, tied at the knees with
pieces of new hemp, a red flannel shirt, and velvet jacket. He stood over six feet
in his moccasins, which were of thick deer skin, and he might have been taller,
but the weight of his hat must have kept him down.

“I’ll be right out, Pedro,” Mrs. Fenton called and she hurried away to rid
herself of the extra clothing she had donned for the air ride. The two boys
strolled out on the veranda to wait for her, and they could see the huge covered
truck standing under the shade of two of the maples that edged the winding main
road. Being sure of a customer, Pedro proceeded to his wagon, opened the end
doors, leaped lightly over the tail board, and disappeared.

“Cracky, it doesn’t look like any wagon I ever saw before,” said Bob.

“No.” They studied it with interest. It was heavily built, evidently constructed
for long hauls and to carry heavy loads. The “cover” was of wood and metal, and
the whole thing was painted a brilliant red and deep blue.

“Anyone would recognize that as far as he could see it,” laughed Bob. “Oh,
here you are.” Mrs. Fenton came out with a basket on her arm and the three
made their way to the caravan.

“Do all these peddlers have wagons like that?” Jim wanted to know.

“Good land, no, only Pedro. He had it made specially. Fills it up in Canada.
He has to carry a great deal of truck to make it pay because some of the customs
are high,” she explained.

“Does he pick up American goods to take back?”

“Yes, and sometimes he does a little freighting when he can’t buy our farm
products.” They had reached the end of the wagon, and the boys were amazed at
its capacity. It seemed to hold a store full of goods. Besides the early vegetables,
lemons, bananas, oranges, and pineapples, there were moccasins, Indian bows
and arrows for youthful purchasers, bright blankets, and some skins hanging



from the top. Mrs. Fenton looked over the wares, made her selection, and finally
the transaction was completed. Pedro got a pail of water from the lake and gave
his engine a drink, then climbed into the seat, waved cheerfully, and thundered
colorfully off toward the next farm. In a minute he disappeared over the hill, but
it took longer for the noise of his machine to diminish in the distance.

“Golly, he could take half the State over the border in that bus,” Bob declared,
then added as he saw the foreign boy coming from the garden, “Here’s our
friend. Hello,” he called. The boy stopped, eyed them keenly, then smiled and
showed a set of teeth so perfect that any dentist would have given half his
kingdom to use his picture in an advertisement.

“Old Top, so long.”

“Guess that will hold you for a while,” Jim roared. “You are dismissed, my
brother, Old Top.”

“Aw I say, that’s wrong. Hello!”

“Aw,” the boy repeated—*“Aw, hello.”

“That’s more like it.” He pointed to his step-brother. “Jim.” The boy looked at
Jim, who flushed under the scrutiny. “Jim,” Bob said again.

“Jimmm?”

“You got it. Jim.”

“Aw, Old Top; Jim, so long; hello.”

“Will you listen to the vocabulary. Ain’t that marvelous!”

“It ain’t,” Jim scowled, then he pointed to Bob. “Bob,” he explained. The boy
seemed to understand that it was some sort of introduction.

“It ain’t Bob?”

“Yes it is,” Bob insisted, pointing to himself. “Bob.”

“Bob? Jim?”

“Great,” they both nodded gleefully. “You’re a regular chatterbox.”

The boy repeated the words he had learned and seemed to enjoy the sound of
them. Then he stood a moment, straight as a young sapling, the expression on his
face changed to a sober one, and into his deep, fine eyes, came a thoughtful look,
which seemed to be habitual to them. As they met his gaze, any desire they
might have had to have fun with him, disappeared, and the step-brothers felt a
strong urge inside them to befriend this young foreigner.

“Bet my share of Her Highness against a plugged dime that he’d make a great
pal,” Jim remarked.

“I’m not taking you up. Let’s see if we can’t teach him more English. That
won’t be butting in,” Bob proposed.

“Maybe we can do a little,” Jim agreed. But just then a soft whistle came from
further up the road and the boy turned quickly, leaped over the low fence and



started toward the sound. The boys watched him until a moment later he joined
his Uncle, who had evidently called. They both hurried in the direction of the
lake, and a few minutes later, the young Americans heard the dip of oars as a
boat was shoved off onto the water. Aimlessly Jim and Bob followed more
slowly until they were standing on the shore, and they could see the boat
skimming swiftly north.

“They parked it here. Guess they’re going home to lunch, and it’s easier than
walking up the road,” Jim suggested. He glanced at the marks on the rocks and
sand where the boat had been left. Bob stared at the spot as if he expected to
learn something of the two mysterious persons who had just left it.

“Here’s a can, or something.” Bob stooped and picked up a small covered box.
It was somewhat the shape of a tobacco box such as men carry in their pockets,
and was no more than an inch thick.

“That isn’t tin. Maybe they dropped it,” Jim said as he turned it over in his
hand.

“Say, know what that looks like?”

“A box—"

“Sure, but the metal looks like my silver watch did—you remember it got
almost coal-black—sort of brownish.”

“So it does. Guess this is silver. We better keep it, and if it belongs to the kid,
return it to him.”

“Sure. If it doesn’t belong to him, Aunt Belle may know who owns it. Mom
said that in a little place like this everybody knows all about what everybody else
owns.” Jim turned the thing over in his hand again, gave it a little shake, and as
he did so, the cover sprang back, as if he had pressed a concealed spring.

“Well, look here,” he exclaimed. The two looked inside but all they could see
was some bits of colored string. Carefully Jim took hold of one and gave a little
pull.

“You’d better not do that. The string may be around something real small and
you’ll lose it,” Bob suggested, but before the words were out of his mouth, the
entire contents was in Jim’s hand. “What do you make of that?”

“Maybe the kid has been trying to be a Boy Scout. It’s nothing but colored
strings full of knots, but it’s a queer sort of string at that. I never saw anything
like it—"

“You’d better put it back,” Bob urged. “It isn’t any good, but if the kid was
having fun with it, we don’t want to be goops—” Both boys turned quickly as
they heard the sound of oars being plied swiftly as if someone were rowing in a
great hurry. “He’s coming back.” Hastily Jim stuffed the odd looking string back
into its container and snapped the lid shut.



“Wish I hadn’t been such an inquisitive boob,” he muttered. By that time the
boy and his uncle had almost reached the spot, and both of them seemed to be
anxious about something.

“Did you drop a little box here?” Bob called as the boy leaned on the oars to
let the boat come ashore. Corso’s face lighted with relief, as if the thing they had
lost were of great value.

“Yes, sir,” he answered.

“Well, that’s good. We just picked it up.” Jim stepped hastily forward and
restored the find to its owners, but to his surprise, they both leaped out.

“Much sirs, we thank you.” The man took Jim’s hand, and to that pure young
American’s utter embarrassment, stooped and kissed it. Hastily he drew it back.

“Aw, that’s all right,” he said in confusion.

“Glad we saw it before the waves carried it off,” Bob declared. He was
congratulating himself that it was his step-brother who received the homage, but
his delight was short-lived, for the boy took his hand and performed as did his
uncle.

“Much thanks, Bob—1Jim,” he said chokily.

“Aw, it isn’t anything to make a fuss over,” Bob answered quickly, and his
face flushed to the roots of his hair. In his heart he was glad that none of the
cowpunchers from Cap Rock were there to witness such a display of gratitude.

“Much thanks,” the uncle said again, and the two backed away.

“Don’t mention it,” Jim said hastily. “We have to go, or we’ll be late for
lunch. We would have given it to you this afternoon if you hadn’t come for it.”
They both bowed low, then sprang into the boat and rowed off, but now their
faces were wreathed in smiles and as the distance grew between them and the
shore, they began a sort of chant which sounded like the wind sighing through
the cedars.

“Come along, let’s get a move on. I don’t want to be kissed any more. Gosh,
they must be French,” Bob exclaimed, and the two started to run as if the Old
Harry were after them. When they came in sight of the house, they stopped. “I’'m
not going to tell anyone about that box.”

“Mum’s the word. If we tell about finding it, we’ll have to tell about giving it
back. Perhaps it’s some sort of heirloom, but it sure is a queer sort of thing to
make such a fuss over.”

“I’ll say, maybe now that we gave it back, Corso and the boy will be friendly
and we can ask them where they came from—"

“Maybe we can, but we’re not going to be little interrogation points unless
they give us the information without our asking for it. Dad says a gentleman
recognizes another gentleman and they treat each other accordingly—”



“Well, that’s O. K. with me,” Bob nodded. “But I thought we might get an
answer to one of the mysteries.”



v

A DISCOVERY

“I have some errands at Isle La Motte station, boys, and I’m running up there
in the car. If you’ll condescend to ride in anything so slow and primitive, I'm
driving down to the turkey farm and you can see what it looks like,” Mr. Fenton
invited that afternoon as the boys came up from a swim.

“Well, of course, sir, we wouldn’t be so impolite as to say that we scorn to use
your only mode of conveyance,” Jim grinned broadly.

“But we’ll accept with pleasure. I'm looking forward to meeting Hezzy and
seeing his face when he learns we are members of the family,” Bob added with
relish.

“How soon are you starting?”

“As soon as you are ready,” Mr. Fenton told them, so they raced into the house
and made a wild scramble to get into their clothes. In record time they were out,
their faces were flushed from the stampede and the cold dip.

“You surely have a grand lake in your back yard. I never enjoyed a swim so
much in my life,” Jim volunteered as they climbed into the seat of the waiting
car.

“Suppose that you have water-holes in Texas and you boys fight over the
swimming privileges just as the cattle men used to fight over keeping them for
their stock,” Mr. Fenton remarked.

“We don’t kill each other.”

“We’re not so fond of a bath as all that, Uncle Norman. There are four creeks
on the ranches, and one corner of Mom’s takes in a slice of Pearl River.”

“In the spring we have it to burn. Sometimes it fills the gullies and part way
up the canyons, but that’s only in the Cap Rock section. Almost at the edge of
the cliff the land stretches away for about three hundred miles and that’s pretty
dry. Some of the ranchers drove wells, but they had to do it a dozen times before
they had any luck, and most of them are driven more than a hundred feet to
reach water. They force it to the surface and make pools,” Jim explained.



“Is that for the cattle?” Mr. Fenton was greatly interested.

“Yes, and to irrigate the grain.”

As he listened to the bits of description of the boys’ home in Texas, Mr.
Fenton was driving along the road which ran in a wavy line all the way around
the Island and in ten minutes they came to the log bridge which led to Isle La
Motte. Here and there they passed Vermonters who exchanged greetings with the
farmer, and occasionally they passed touring cars. Some of them were carrying
full loads, while others were less crowded. A good percentage were trying to
take in all the beauty of the “Islands” they were crossing, but the rest looked
bored and some of them read. The cars carried plates from almost every state in
the Union and were everything from shiny and new, to rattly and very old.

“Great snakes,” Jim remarked. “Looks as if the world and his wife have taken
to their automobiles.”

“Glad we have Her Highness. She can’t be crowded off the road,” Bob added
and he glanced a bit disdainfully at the travelers. They drove across the bridge,
hurried on north and at last came to the little depot, where Mr. Fenton took on a
piece of freight, chattered a moment with the agent, then took his place again.

“Now, you’ll see the farm. The place is one that Mrs. Fenton inherited from an
uncle of hers. That end of Isle La Motte used to be rather thickly settled for these
parts, but the old people died off and the younger ones went to other places to
make their homes. It’s quite a farm, nearly three hundred acres, but most of it is
timber land, and it’s too far from the main road to cultivate. If we didn’t have the
other place, we should have moved over, but it seemed ideal for a poultry farm.
Vermont turkeys bring a big price, so we started in a small way and soon it was
quite a success. The last couple of years haven’t been so good. The birds are not
easy to raise, and we expect many of them to die and don’t mind if a few are
stolen, but wholesale loss—a couple of hundred went two nights before you
boys arrived.”

“Cracky, that was a wollop,” Bob whistled.

“Have many raids like that?” asked Jim. It sounded like the losses on a big
stock ranch.

“There have been quite a few. Well, here we are.” They drove up to the old
house which had been built over a hundred years ago, but in spite of its great
age, it was sturdy looking. Its architecture, doors, mullioned windows, and wide
floorings in the “porch” would have gladdened the heart of a “Colonial”
collector. The boys did not know this, of course, but they could appreciate that it
was a great old place. Mr. Fenton honked, and in a moment the door was opened
and Hezzy emerged.

“How are you, Burley? Dropped around to show the nephews from Texas



what a turkey farm looks like.” Hezzy came down the steps and the boys eyed
him gravely. “Want you to meet the boys. Jim Austin and Bob Caldwell. They
are going to spend a part of the summer with us.”

“Pleased to—" Hezzy was beside the car now, his glasses resting low on his
nose as he could look over them.

“Reckon Mr. Burley has met us before,” Bob grinned.

“Oh yes, I forgot. They told me they landed with their plane on the cove and
you drove them away. I explained the troubles you have been having.”

“They didn’t one of them say they come from your place, just landed on the
lake and said they wanted to see the farm. That was two days, or less, since we
lost that big batch—I wasn’t taking no chances,” Hezzy said quickly. He wasn’t
a very prepossessing man to look at, but now he smiled at his employer and was
most affable.

“Sure, we understand,” Bob assured him, but Jim said never a word.

“Want to look around now?” Hezzy invited cordially.

“We will. I haven’t much time but they can get an idea and come back later if
they want to see more,” Mr. Fenton said as they climbed out of the car.

“Oh, they can see it in a few minutes,” Hezzy answered. “It’s pretty much all
alike.” He led the way toward the shore, and presently the three were going
through the houses, past the wired run-ways, and to the larger enclosure where
the bigger birds were confined.

“The thieves must have done some damage if they went over those wires,”
Jim remarked as he noted the fine mesh, and that smaller yards were enclosed
like a box.

“They got in through the houses,” Hezzy answered promptly. “At night.”

“Got good locks?” Bob asked.

“Best we can buy,” his uncle replied.

“Wish we could help you find the thieves,” said Jim, “but we’re kind of dubs.
I lost my watch at school and tried detecting. Began to suspect the president,
then I found it in my other suit pocket, so I swore off sleuthing.”

“You bet, it’s a dangerous business, but I suppose you have someone on the
job, Uncle Norman!”

“Well, no, we haven’t. We just try our best to catch them when they come for
more, but we haven’t been able to discover the thieves yet. I see that you have
the watch dogs. Are they good?”

“They seem to be fine dogs, but one of them is sick this morning. I gave him a
physic. It’s the only thing I know to do for him, but I guess he’ll come around,”
Hezzy told them.

“You’d better call up the veterinary. I paid a good price for those beasts and



should not like to have to buy another pair,” Mr. Fenton ordered.

“I called up the vet. He told me what to give him,” Hezzy answered.

“Well, guess that’s all you can do. Someone might try to poison them, so keep
an eye on what they eat.”

“I’m not taking any chances,” Hezzy said hastily. “Want to have a look at
him?”

“Not this afternoon, I want to get back. You boys seen enough to satisfy you
for the time being?”

“Sure,” Jim answered. “There isn’t much to see. Sometime when you are
coming again, we’ll tag along if you’ll let us, sir.”

“Be glad to have you.”

“Sure, bring them along any time,” Hezzy spoke up. “I’m sorry you didn’t say
you belonged to the Fentons when you were here yesterday, but I didn’t know,
and turkeys are the scariest birds that grow wings.”

“That’s all right, but we thought you might have heard about the plane and
recognize us from that,” Jim told him.

“Fent told me you were coming from Texas in an airplane, but when a man’s
worried he don’t stop to think. Only thing came into my head was you were
some marauders and my men were both away for an hour.”

“All right, come along.” They made their way to the car and were soon on the
way home.

“It’s a great place, Uncle Norman. Maybe when we’re flying around we can
locate something which will solve the mystery for you, but you’d better not say
anything to anyone because it might put the thieves wise and they’d work
another way.”

“Very well, I’ll keep it under my hat, but don’t either of you go taking any
chances. I want to send you home with whole bones and not in sections. That
would be a poor ending for your trip.”

“We’ll be careful. We were over the island with Aunt Belle this morning and I
noticed the other end hasn’t much good landing space. Too many trees and
shrubs, except one hill that’s kind of bare, but it isn’t very big and it looks
steep,” Bob explained.

“Your aunt certainly did enjoy her ride,” the man smiled.

“Don’t we know it! We knew she would, but she was scared blue when we
started—said it was like going to have a tooth drawn.” By that time they were at
home and after supper they took a stroll along the rocky beach.

“Got something on your mind besides your cap?” Bob asked his buddy.

“Yes, hair.”

“The rest is vacant space—" Bob dodged a stone that his step-brother threw at



him.

“No it isn’t, you nut. Keep away from those trees or a squirrel will mistake
you for a part of his supper,” Jim retorted. They walked on a way in silence, then
they came to a huge boulder, where the older boy sat down.

“I say, what are you thinking about? I never saw you still so long except when
you’re in Her Highness and her voice keeps you quiet.”

“How did you like Hezzy?” Jim asked.

“Oh, he wasn’t so bad when we were properly introduced. Guess if we had
just lost two hundred turkeys we’d have been out with shot guns too. We’d have
fired them first and sent apologies to the family afterwards. What do you think of
him?”

“I don’t know. It’s giving me a brainstorm to find out. Can’t blame a man for
being on the war path under those conditions. He’s probably the salt of the earth,
as your aunt says, and honest as the day is long, but I can’t get over the idea that
if we met him on the range in Texas, we’d turn the bull loose on him,” Jim
laughed.

“Maybe we would,” Bob admitted, then he grinned, “but you don’t want to
forget that you thought the president had your watch.”

“Go on!”

“What’s eating you besides the man’s looks and his reception of us the other
day?”

“Not much. It seemed to me that he wasn’t overly anxious to have us come
back—"”

“Why yes he was—said to come—"

“Any time with your uncle. But when Mr. Fenton said we could come by
ourselves and take a look, he said ‘we could see it all in a few minutes.’ Like as
not, I’'m barking up the wrong tree. Let’s go up early in the morning and see
what we can see around the border. I’d kind of like to talk with Bradshaw again.
He was real decent and I’d like to know if he located any of that gang yet,” Jim
proposed.

“Suits me right down to the ground.”

“We’ve been kind of grounded since we came. Suppose your aunt would mind
letting us take a lunch to eat in the air, or some nice place we pick out?”

“Of course she won’t mind. What sort of crab do you think she is?”

“No sort of crab, unless there is a very generous, likable variety, but we don’t
want to make extra trouble for her. Your mother said that the farm takes a lot of
work and she has no end of things to do. Tomorrow she’s going to can some
more—"

“And she’ll be glad to have us out of the way for a while.” Bob was quite



positive, and although his aunt showed no desire to be rid of her two guests, she
was perfectly willing to fix them up a picnic lunch and by the weight of the
basket she handed her nephew the next morning, it promised to be a bountiful
meal.

“You boys be careful and if it gets stormy you’d better come right home. I'd
be real worried—"

“You must not do that. Didn’t we slide down on the lightning the other day?”
Bob demanded.

“Yes, I know you did—"

“And didn’t you enjoy air traveling?”

“Yes, yes indeed I did, I wrote to your mother last night—"

“Then don’t waste any good worries about us,” Bob grinned. “We’ll be fine
and come home to roost, like chickens.”

“Hurry up, Her Highness is raring to go,” Jim shouted. He was already in the
cock-pit, and his pal raced to join him.

“All 0.K.?”

“Sure Mike.” Bob took his place beside his step-brother, adjusted himself, and
in a minute Jim opened the throttle, the engine bellowed a challenge to the
world, or a joyous roar that it was about to do something worth watching. Up
they climbed a thousand feet, circled above North Hero, and as Bob glanced
over the side, he caught glimpses of children and farmer folk staring at them. He
waved gaily, then Her Highness leveled off and shot northwest.

“Going to have a look about Isle La Motte?” Bob asked through the speaking
tube.

“No. If the thief is there I want him to think that we are not interested in
looking for him,” Jim answered, then added. “I’m more interested in seeing if we
can find Bradshaw.”

“Any special reason?”

“Not one.” Jim answered emphatically.

They sped toward the boundary and both boys were filled with delight at
being in the air. Bob kept the glasses to his eyes and every once in a while would
point out something attractive so his step-brother would miss none of the
delights of the trip. Jim did not wish to go straight north, so he bore westward,
following the American side of the border and after an hour, circled about and
returned pretty much along the same course. Once they saw a passenger plane
soaring majestically south, and then they spied the mail-pilot racing toward
them, so they went to meet him. The young fellow in the cock-pit eyed them for
a moment but when they grinned and waved, he waggled his wings as a return
salute. He seemed such a jolly sort that Jim came about and taxied along beside



him for a while, then with a farewell wave, he spiraled high and circled away,
the U. S. plane thundering toward Montreal.

“We ought to locate Bradshaw soon,” Bob remarked as they were nearing the
territory which their Mounty friend patrolled, and Jim nodded. The younger boy
searched the rolling globe beneath them. Through the glasses he could see tiny
homesteads, miles of unsettled stretches broken only by a rough road, and an
occasional traveler scooting along in a car or seeming to crawl behind a team of
horses.

“The place we picked up Bradshaw is about a mile ahead,” Jim remarked, and
this time Bob nodded assent. He paid even greater attention to his observations,
and once he picked up something that puzzled him. It was a wooded ravine, the
sides of which rose steeply and were bristling with overhanging rock. The boy
guessed that it was the bed of a stream, but the water had either dried up or been
diverted through another outlet. He followed its winding course, and calculated
that it must be several miles long and extended well across the borders into the
two countries. Twice he thought he saw something moving about, then he looked
more sharply for he thought it might be a bear. In a moment more he discovered
that it was a man, two of them in fact and they were making their way warily as
if anxious to escape detection.

“Slow up a bit Buddy and zig-zag. I want to see this place.” Jim nodded,
reduced the speed, zoomed high and spiraled as if he were reaching for the
ceiling, then dropped, and all the while Bob kept his eyes on that deep ravine.

“Spot anything, Buddy?”

“I don’t know. You have a look, but be careful. Wouldn’t that ravine down
there be a corker place for bootleggers or smugglers to go sneaking from one
side to the other? I see some men there now. What do you think?” Jim was
already scrutinizing the place.

“Yes it would, but it’s too big for the patrol men to have overlooked,” Jim
answered. “That old road runs pretty close to it. Law-breakers would keep out of
a place like that.”

“They might not just because it looks so inviting. They might figure they
could get away with it because it’s so easy, and they’d have it fixed up. See those
fellows?” Jim nodded, and by that time he was keenly interested. He not only
saw the two men, but further along he picked up two more who seemed to be
hiding in the underbrush, and not far away he espied a two-wheel cart, which
was painted green.

“Great guns, we’ve got to find Bradshaw and tell him. He may give us the ha-
ha, but just the same, that’s no ordinary bunch down there, and the men are not
even smoking cigarettes. Here.” He handed the glasses back to the younger boy.



“Be careful no one notices that you are watching them,” he warned tensely. He
kicked the rudder, shot Her Highness’ nose into the air, zoomed higher, and five
minutes later, Bob caught his arm and nodded toward the land.

“Bradshaw is down there on the road! He’s about five miles, I guess, from
where I first saw that ravine, and it ends just a little way below him. Two fellows
crawled up after he had passed, got on horses and separated, and Jim, they are
following the Mounty, one on each side, as if they are watching him. They are
just jogging along as if they are on old plugs, and Jim—there, oh gosh, there are
two more coming out a mile ahead on the road.” Bob was so excited that he
could hardly speak steadily.

“Are they laying for him?” Jim asked tensely.

“I think they are. Come on, do something, and do it quick, for they are all
trotting in close. I think he hears the ones behind, because he’s turning around—
Jim—” Jim looked over the side, and just ahead he could see the drama being
enacted two-thousand feet beneath him.

“Hang on to your teeth,” he roared.

With a swift flop he turned Her Highness’ nose toward the earth, and with the
engine bellowing he came tearing out of the sky. After the first second he shut
off the motor, made it cough and sputter, and the plane began to spin and twist,
tail first, then nose first. Both boys tried to watch what was taking place beneath
them, and Jim’s heart almost stopped beating as he saw that the Mounty was
concentrating his whole attention on them. Even Pat had his eyes upward at the
startling spectacle of a gyrating airplane that promised to be kindling wood in a
few seconds. On they raced, and as they came, Austin saw that two of the
outlaws were galloping swiftly, rifles on their arms, toward their prey. They
seemed to have thrown caution to the winds and were taking advantage of the
commotion above them to complete their wicked crime.

Bob clutched his step-brother’s arm as he too took in the scene, but Jim was
not unmindful of their own danger and one eye was on the altitude meter. At five
hundred feet he took the controls, started the engine and lifted Her Highness’
nose, then went on into a glide that brought them, a moment later, to a scant two
feet of the snorting Patrick and the indignant Mounty. But before the man could
utter a protest, Jim bellowed defiantly.

“Aw yes, suppose you think you own the air, and you’re going to give us a
blowing up. Well, come on and do it.”

“I surely will,” Bradshaw responded. He was surprised at the whole
performance, leaped from his horse, and strode close to them.

“Well, go on and search me if you want to, you half-baked nut—"

“I say, how do you get that way?” Jim was out of the cock-pit, his arms raised



above his head as if he were being held up.

“Go on and search,” he shouted. “I’m not afraid of the whole Canadian army,”
then he added in a lower tone. “Search me and make out you’re mad as blazes.
Rip us both up loud and handsome. We saw some guys out to do you, and they
are not far away. Savvy?”

“Yes, I'll search you, you rough necks.” Swiftly his hands went over the boy
from head to foot, while Jim alternated between bitter abuse, punctuated with
bits of their story told in a lower tone. In the middle of the performance