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CHAPTER 1

GOLDFISH IN TROUBLE

“BERT, wouldn’t you love to sail on one of these
big clipper ships this summer?” Nan Bobbsey
asked her twin brother.

The children were looking at a book which
contained beautiful pictures of large, old-fash-
ioned ships.

Bert said he certainly would love to take a trip
on a clipper, and added, “The captain must have
to work hard managing all those sails.”

Under each picture was the name of the ship
and the names of the sails. Nan laughed and
said, “How could anyone ever remember the
names of so many sails?”

The twelve-year-old twins, dark-haired and
brown-eyed, were interrupted by loud talking on
the other side of the living room. Their younger
sister and brother—twins also, but only six years
old and blond—were looking into a goldfish tank
which stood on a small table.

“Bread crumbs’ll make the fish sick,” Flossie
declared.

“Well, they have to eat something,” Freddie
1
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answered, sprinkling some of the crumbs on top
of the water. “Their food’s all gone.”

“Why don’t you ask Mother about it?” Nan
suggested.

Flossie thought this was a good idea, and ran
upstairs to speak to Mrs. Bobbsey. Freddie,
meanwhile, continued to drop bread crumbs into
the tank. The fish nibbled them hungrily.

The Bobbseys never tired of looking at the
pretty goldfish, and Waggo, their fox terrier,
liked to watch them swim around, too. Now he
came into the room and sat down in front of the
aquarium.

A few moments later Flossie returned.
“Mother says not to give the fish bread crumbs.
She’ll buy more food this afternoon.”

“Then the fish’ll have to get their vitamins
some other way,” Freddie replied importantly.
“Let’s move the tank over into the sunshine.”
The little boy had heard his parents talk about
good sunshine vitamins.

Bert and Nan, who were again busy looking at
the book of clipper ships, did not notice their
blue-eyed brother and sister tugging at the table.
Inch by inch it began to move across the rug.
Suddenly some of the water spilled out of the
tank.

“We'd better be careful,” Flossie said,
alarmed.

Freddie paid no attention. Instead, he gave the
table a hard yank, and the glass tank swayed.

Crash!
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The aquarium hit the floor and cracked in
half, spilling fish, water, sand, and plants over
the living-room rug!

“Qoo-eee!” Flossie cried out.

“Quick!” Nan exclaimed, jumping up and
rushing over. “Flossie! Freddie! Get some bowls
of water as fast as you can!”

Waggo had leaped away when the accident
happened. Now he began to sniff at the goldfish
flopping on the floor. Suddenly he scooped one
up in his mouth and ran toward the kitchen.

“Drop that!” Bert cried. “Waggo, put that
fish down!”

The little dog did not obey. He dashed out to
the kitchen, through the screen door, and into
the back yard, which was wet from an early
morning shower. The children ran after him.

When Waggo reached a little puddle in the
driveway, he dropped the fish into the water.
The Bobbsey twins stood and stared. Then they
began to laugh.

“You're a good, bad dog!” Flossie shouted
gleefully. “That puddle is just as nice as a bowl
of water, little fish.”

Flossie’s mention of a bowl of water reminded
the children of the poor goldfish on the living-
room rug. They hurried into the house, and took
down four bowls from a kitchen cabinet.
Quickly they filled them with water. Then Flos-
sie returned to the yard. The others went to the
living room, where the goldfish lay gasping.

“I can’t hold ’em,” said Freddie as one fish
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after another slid through his fingers. “Nan, you
pick mine up.”

Very gently Nan and Bert lifted the fish from
the rug into the bowls. The fish began swimming
around instantly, as if they were mighty glad to
get back into water.

As soon as the children knew the fish were all
right for a while, they began to worry about what
they were going to live in. The goldfish certainly
could not stay in the kitchen bowls.

The noise and excitement had brought Mrs.
Bobbsey downstairs. When she saw what had
happened, she asked Bert and Nan to go down-
town immediately to buy a new tank and more
fish food.

“I’ll take Freddie’s express wagon, Mother,”
Bert said. ‘““The tank will be too big and heavy
for Nan and me to carry.”

After the older twins had left the house, Mrs.
Bobbsey told Freddie and Flossie the accident
could have been avoided. The children should
have known it was not wise to move the tank.

“I’'m sorry,” Flossie said, tears in her eyes.

“I am, too,” Freddie added. “I’ll get a mop
and clean up the water.”

Mrs. Bobbsey smiled at them. “I’m not going
to punish you,” she said, “but I think you should
earn the money to pay for the new tank.”

“Will it be an awful, awful lot of money?”
Flossie asked, worried.

“No,” Mrs. Bobbsey replied, “not a great
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deal, but I believe it will take several days to
do it.”

After the twins had mopped the rug, they
walked into the back yard. Sitting down on the
porch steps, they tried to figure out how they
were going to earn the money.

“What can we do?” Flossie sighed.

Suddenly Freddie’s face lighted up. “I know,
and it’ll be a lot of fun, too.”

“What?” Flossie asked.

Freddie leaned over and whispered to her so
that no one else could hear what he was suggest-
ing. She clapped her hands gleefully and said:

“But where are we going to get the money to
buy them?”

“Qut of our piggy banks,” Freddie answered.

The twins jumped up and hurried to their
bedrooms. Freddie shared a room with Bert, and
Flossie slept with Nan.

On their bureaus each of the small twins had a
good-sized piggy bank. They putin money when-
ever they were able to, and sometimes grownups
put dimes and nickels and even quarters in for
them. The children were allowed to do exactly
as they pleased with the money from the bank.

Freddie and Flossie ran to their mother. They
asked permission to go downtown, promising to
be back before lunchtime. When Mrs. Bobbsey
said they might, the children hurried off.

Halfway downtown, Flossie and Freddie met
Bert and Nan coming back with the new goldfish
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tank. It sat squarely in the center of the express
wagon.

‘““T'hat’s better than the old one,” Flossie re-
marked.

“Yes, and it’s a little larger,” said Nan. “You
can help us put the fish in right away.”

“But we don’t want to go back now,” said
Freddie.

Bert and Nan looked surprised and asked why
not. Flossie and Freddie said they had a secret
errand downtown. They would be home after a
while. They had just started away, when Bert
said:

“Here comes Danny Rugg!”

“Oh bother!"” said Nan.

The Bobbsey twins did not like Danny Rugg.
He was a little taller than Bert, though the same
age, and he was always playing mean tricks on
the children at school.

“What have you got there?” Danny asked,
coming across the street. “Hey, it’s a new gold-
fish tank,” he said, answering his own question.

The Bobbseys merely said hello, and Bert and
Nan started pulling the express wagon along the
‘street. Danny was annoyed that they would not
talk to him.

“Say, you two are a couple of sissies,” he said.
“Not even strong enough to carry that tank. I
could carry it alone. I wouldn’t need an old ex-
press wagon.”

Still the Bobbsey twins said nothing to him.
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“T could carry that tank on one shoulder,”
Danny boasted.

With this, he reached down and started to
drag the aquarium from the wagon.

“Get away from there, Danny Rugg!” Bert
shouted.

“I won’t hurt your old tank,” Danny said.

He gave Bert a push, and lifted the tank. Bert
took it away from him and set it down, then
shoved Danny off. The bully shoved back.

Nan decided that the best thing for her to do
would be to start home with the wagon while the
boys were pushing each other around. She
started off at a run, but Danny had another
scheme. He ran, too.

The next instant he caught up to her, and gave
the wagon a violent kick. It teetered and the tank
slid toward the sidewalk.



CHAPTER 11

TWIN SALESMEN

AS THE glass goldfish tank toppled toward the
sidewalk, Nan grabbed for it from one side and
Bert from the other. Together they managed to
keep it from hitting the pavement.

“Danny Rugg, I wish you'd move away from
this town and never come back!” Bert said an-
grily. He wanted to fight the other boy, but he
had a job to do.

Danny suddenly began to laugh. “I’m going to
move away for the summer, and that’s more than
you're going to do,” he said. “I’'m going to a boys’
camp at Whitesail Harbor. Don’t you wish you
were going?”’

“Not if you're going to be therel” Bert
snapped, and walked off. Anyway, he thought,
the Bobbseys often went on trips. Ever since the
twins were small, their mother and father had
taken them many places. They had had exciting
vacations at the seashore, a farm, and at camp.
Only recently they had had a most interesting
adventure right in Lakeport with their OWN

LITTLE RAILROAD.
8



TWIN SALESMEN 9

Flossie and Freddie had not seen the trouble
with Danny, and walked on until they came to a
pet shop. Going inside, Flossie told the owner,
Mr. Rodin, that she would like to see some gold-
fish.

“To put in that tank your brother and sister
just bought?” the man asked. “Did those poor
fish die?”

Flossie and Freddie told him no, the fish were
all right, but Mrs. Bobbsey had said they must
earn the money to pay for the new tank. This was
what they wanted to do: buy some goldfish from
the man and sell them to their friends, so they
could earn enough to pay for the new tank.

“That sounds very fine,” Mr. Rodin said,
smiling.

Flossie told him they had lots of friends. She
was sure they would be glad to buy at least one
goldfish each.

Mr. Rodin wished the children lots of luck in
their little business and said he would make a
bargain with them. The twins could buy the fish
from him at exactly the price he paid for them,
not the higher price he charged other people.

“Why, thank you!” the children said together.

“Now tell me how much you want to spend
anccl1 I'll see what I can do for you,” Mr. Rodin
said.

When Flossie and Freddie told him they had
thirty-six cents between them, the man led them
to a large tank where pure white fish were swim-
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ming around. As the sun shone through a win-
dow on them, they seemed to have colors like the
rainbow.

“They’re be-yootiful!” Flossie exclaimed.

Freddie was more interested in the tank of
black fish, with tails that swept back and forth.
Mr. Rodin said they were called fantails.

“How would it be,” he added, “if you take
three white ones and three black ones?”

“That would be wonderful,” said Flossie.
“What can we carry them in?”

Mr. Rodin said he had small cardboard boxes,
and he would put one fish in each box. He took
six boxes from a shelf and filled them half full of
water. Then he took a net and dipped it down
into the tanks to catch the fish. Flossie and Fred-
die were sure Mr. Rodin was picking out the
prettiest ones.

After the fish were in the boxes, Mr. Rodin
fastened the lids. The twins gave him their
money, thanked him, and proudly walked from
the store.

“Where shall we go first?” Flossie asked.

Freddie thought a moment, then suggested
they go to the Blakes.

“I’m sure my friend Teddy would like a gold-
fish.”

When they reached his house, the Bobbseys
found out from Mrs. Blake that Teddy was not
at home.
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“Would you like to buy a goldfish for him?”
Freddie asked. Teddy’s mother looked sur-
prised, but when the twins explained why they
were selling the fish, Mrs. Blake smiled and said
she would take a couple.

«T believe I'll buy one white and one black,”
she said.

They told her that each fish would cost fifteen
cents, and she went to get her purse. Returning,
she said she would go right downtown and buy a
tank and some food for the fish.

“That will give nice Mr. Rodin some more
business,” Flossie said.

The children decided to go next to a little
friend of Flossie’s named Susie Larker. She was
very excited to hear what Freddie and Flossie
were doing, and asked her mother at once if she
might buy some fish. Fortunately Mrs. Larker
said Susie could have two.

“We're making money fast,” said Freddie, as
he and Flossie left Susie’s home.

But after this, business did not seem to be so
good, because at three places where they stopped,
the people did not want any fish. The twins de-
cided they had stayed away from home as long as
they dared, so they went back, still wanting to
keep their work a secret.

“What are we going to do with these two
boxes?” Flossie asked.

Freddie was not sure. Then suddenly he had
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an idea. “We’ll hide them on a shelf in the ga-
rage, and then go out tomorrow morning and sell
the fish,” he suggested.

Before supper that evening, Mr. Bobbsey told
his children about something which was to take
place in the recreation building on the shore of
Lake Metoka. There were to be summer classes
for children of Bert and Nan’s age.

“I have a circular here telling about it,” Mr.
Bobbsey said to his older twins. “Why don’t you
two look it over, and see if you would like to join
any of these classes?”

Bert and Nan were interested at once. They
carefully read what classes there were to be, and
Nan said she would like to join a class in
braided-rug making.

“Here’s one that sounds swell,” Bert spoke up.
“Making model powerboats. At the end of the
season, they’re going to race the boats on the lake.
I'd like to join that class, Dad.”

Mr. Bobbsey gave him and Nan the money to
pay for the classes, and the next morning they
hurried off to register.

Reaching the lake, they separated. Nan went
to the rug class, while Bert headed for the room
were the model powerboats were to be made. A
friendly young man walked up to him.

“I’'m Harold Warren, your teacher,” he said.

Bert was the first one to arrive, but within a
few minutes several other boys walked in. Bert
noticed a large glass case containing a very fine-
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looking model powerboat on the teacher’s desk.
He asked about it.

“It's my own special boat, the Challenger,”
Mr. Warren answered. “It once won the national
championship race.”

“That’s great,” Bert said. “Does it still run?”

“Oh, yes,” the man replied.

Bert and several other boys looked at one an-
other, the same idea in their minds. Bert finally
spoke for them:

“Mr. Warren, would you let us see the Chal-
lenger in action?”

The teacher hesitated. He said that he would
not dare let the boat run by itself on the lake, be-
cause it went so fast that it could easily get out of
sight and be lost.

The boys looked disappointed. If the boat
could go that fast, they certainly would like to
watch it. Seeing the look on their faces, Mr.
Warren said :

“In most midget powerboat racing, we use a
pole to which are attached two rods called a bri-
dle and a cable. The boat is fastened to the rods.
Then the boat goes round and round the pole and
cannot be lost.”

He went on to say that they might set up a pole
with a bridle and cable in the lake and attach the
boat to it.

“T’ll put the pole up,” Bert offered.

He took off his socks and shoes and rolled up
his trousers. Mr. Warren got the pole from a
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cabinet in the classroom and handed it to Bert.
Then they all went out to the lake.

After wading into the water, Bert began ham-
mering the pole down into the sand. When it was
firm enough, he came ashore, and Mr. Warren
showed him where to fasten the Challenger to
the bridle and handed it to Bert.

In a few seconds the boat was on its way. How
fast the little boat could travel! The Challenger
went whizzing round and round in a circle.

“Wow! Would I like to own that!” Bert ex-
claimed.

He had hardly said this when the pole began
to loosen. The boat swished around and zig-
zagged in the water instead of going in a circle.

“Oh!” Bert cried, trying to grab the pole.

The next instant it flew out of the water. The
small powerboat sped across the lake, dragging
cable and pole with it!



CHAPTER III

A GIFT FOR WAGGO

WITHOUT a moment’s hesitation Bert dived
into the water. He must stop the Challenger!

The boy was making good time after the run-
away boat, when suddenly the Challenger threw
off the bridle and cable. After that there was no
catching it!

Bert looked up. Seeing the boat getting far-
ther and farther away, he wondered what to do.
As he looked around, he saw a motorboat coming
across the lake, and frantically waved at it. The
boat churned up, alongside of Bert, who pulled
himself up over its side. A nice-looking, sun-
tanned young man was piloting it.

“Can I help your” he asked.

“WIll you please take me as fast as you can
down the lake?” Bert requested. “You see that
midget boat getting away? It belongs to Mr.
Warren and it’s a championship boat. It’s worth
a lot of money. We mustn’t lose it!”

The man was very glad to speed up his own
boat and race after the Challenger. Bert was sure

he would overtake it in a few minutes, but such
15
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was not the case. The little boat seemed to be
gathering more speed every moment.

“Jiminy, that little boat’s like a rocket!” the
young man said.

“Oh!” Bert cried suddenly. “There comes an-
other boat and it doesn’t see the Challenger!”

It appeared certain there was going to be a
crash! Bert was so excited he jumped up and
down, yelling to the driver of the other boat.
Evidently his voice did not carry that far, be-
cause the pilot paid no attention to him.

“What'll we do?” Bert worried. “If the Chal-
lenger’s ruined, I never can face Mr. Warren.”

His own pilot, seeing that an accident was
near, blew his horn. The driver of the other boat
turned his head. Bert pointed to the midget pow-
erboat. This time the man saw it, and swerved
out of the way, just missing the Challenger.

“Grab that boat!” Bert cried. “It’s running
away and it’s valuable!”

The driver put on a burst of speed and came
alongside the speeding Challenger. Quickly he
threw water on it to make its engine stop. Then
he reached down and grabbed hold of it. The
valuable midget speedboat had been rescued!

“Well I'm sure glad I was able to save it for
you,” the man said. “If that little boat is ever in
a race, I'd like to see it. I bet it would beat all the
others.”

Bert’s driver asked where the boy wanted to be
taken, and Bert told him that he was attending
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Mr. Warren’s class. The man headed back in
that direction. Bert thanked him and waded
ashore with the Challenger.

The excitement of the runaway boat had
brought all the children from their classrooms.
Now they stood on the shore, cheering Bert for
his rescue. Among them was Nan. She gave her
brother a big hug, embarrassing him very much.

“Aw, I didn’t do anything,” he said.

“That’s right, you didn’t,” said a voice which
he recognized as that of Danny Rugg.

Bert paid no attention, but he wondered why
Danny was there.

Bert went on, “The two men in the big boats
were the ones who really rescued the Challenger,
Mr. Warren,” he said, handing over the valu-
able midget boat. “I’'m certainly glad nothing
happened to it.”’

The teacher smiled. “Accidents will happen,”
he said, “but I admit I’'m mighty glad to have
my boat back.”

He walked to the classroom, placed the Chal-
lenger back in its glass case and locked it.

The class was about to be over, but Bert and
the other boys planned to report at nine o’clock
the next morning. As Bert walked away he met
Nan, and the two strolled home together.

“What did you do in your class?” Bert asked
his sister.

“Our teacher—her name is Mrs. Shole—gave
us a lecture on braided-rug making. I'm sure it’s
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going to be lots of fun. Now we have to bring
yarn, wool, and rags to class to make ropes of
them.”

“You can have my green shirt that I spilled
ink on in school.” Bert laughed. “And that red
sock—you know the one I mean. Waggo chewed
up the mate to it.”

When they reached home, Nan went at once
to find her mother and ask what other bits of
cloth she might take. Mrs. Bobbsey suggested
that Nan look in the family rag bag. The little
girl was puzzled. Laughingly, her mother said :’

“When I was a girl, every bit of old cloth in
our house was put into a great big bag and hung
in a closet. Whenever anyone needed a rag, he al-
ways went to the rag bag.”

“I’ve never seen one around our house,” Nan
said.

“No, you never have. But we have a big rag
box in the attic. I'll go up with you and see what
we can find.”

They climbed to the attic and examined all the
things in the box. Finally Nan selected part of
an old blue wool dress, and half a torn scarf.

Going back to the second floor, she found the
sock and shirt which Bert had mentioned.

Flossie came running into the room and
wanted to hear all about what Nan had done in
her class. Hearing that her sister was looking for
wool, Flossie donated a pink jersey which had a
long rip in the sleeve.
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“Please take this, Nan,” she said. “I think
pink will look awful pretty in a rug, don’t you?”

Nan thought indeed it would. The more colors
she could have, the prettier the rug would be.
She found a light blue blouse of her own which
was too small. Taking the two articles with her,
she went to ask her mother if she might use them.
Mrs. Bobbsey agreed.

The next morning Nan left the house early
with her various pieces of wool. When she
reached her class Mrs. Shole was already there.
The teacher said she thought Nan’s wool would
make a very pretty rug.

“What we are going to do first,”” Mrs. Shole
said, ‘“is to make a small practice rug. If it turns
out well, then I'm going to suggest we make
larger rugs as birthday gifts for people in our
families.”

“Our cook Dinah is having a birthday in a
couple of weeks,” Nan said. “I'll make one for
her. And my practice rug, how big will that be,
Mrs. Shole?”

The teacher said it would be about twelve
inches by eighteen inches.

“That will just be big enough for our dog’s in-
door basket.” Nan laughed. “I think Waggo
needs a new rug.”

As soon as all the pupils assembled, Mrs. Shole
told them to cut their wool into strips. Each one
was to be about three-quarters of an inch wide
and fifteen inches long. After the girls had done
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this, she told them to sew the long edges of each
strip together. When this was finished, they were
to turn each strip right side out.

“How in the world can you do that?” a girl
sitting next to Nan asked.

Nan could not answer the question, but in a
few minutes the teacher did. She brought each
girl a stout safety pin, told her to put it into the
end of the strip, then pull the strip over it. In a
moment each girl had the strips right side out.

“When any of you have three strips ready,
come up here to the front of the class and start
braiding them,” Mrs. Shole said.

Nan, who had always loved to braid hair ever
since she was a little girl, was the first one to
reach the front of the room. The teacher told her
first to sew the ends of the three strips together.
Then she was to attach this with a pin to a board
which had been put up along one side of the
schoolroom.

“Now start your braiding,” Mrs. Shole said.

Nan braided very quickly. Then she went
back to her seat and started three more strips.

The other girls were working quickly, too.
They decided to have a race to see which one
would finish her practice rug first.

It was not possible to complete any that day
because the bell rang and class was dismissed.
But Nan came early the next morning, and
started work before many girls had come.

When the pupils had several braids ready,
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their teacher showed them how to place the
braids on a table in a circle and sew the coils to-
gether. Little by little the rugs grew, and by the
end of the period, Nan’s rug was finished.

“May I take it home today?” she asked the
teacher. “I'd love to give it to Waggo to sleep on
tonight.”

“Yes indeed,” Mrs. Shole said, laughing. “But
I think it’s almost too pretty for a dog to lie on.”

Nan smiled, too. But she could not agree with
what the teacher had said. Waggo was one of the
very nicest dogs in Lakeport, and she was sure he
would keep the rug clean.

Nan ran most of the way home. Reaching the
house, she hurried into the back yard and went to
the kennel where Waggo stayed in the daytime.
He was not there. Not seeing him around, Nan
walked back to the kitchen and asked the kindly
Negro cook Dinah where the dog was.

“Waggor” Dinah asked. ““I haven’t seen that
dog all morning.”

“You mean he didn’t eat breakfast?”

Dinah shook her head. “To tell you the truth,
Nan, Waggo wasn’t in his basket when I came
downstairs early this mornin’.”

“You mean Waggo may be lost?” Nan asked
in alarm.



CHAPTER 1V

A FUNNY MISTAKE

“DINAH, it would be dreadful if something
has happened to Waggo!” Nan cried.

“Indeed it would,” Dinah agreed. “I never
thought about that. But you know that dog is
very smart. He always seems to know how to take
care of himself.”

Just the same, Nan was worried. Flossie, com-
ing into the kitchen, heard what had happened.

“Let’s go hunt for Waggo!” she cried, dashing
out the back door.

By this time Bert and Freddie also came into
the kitchen and heard that Waggo was gone.
Freddie said he had seen the dog heading for the
stream at the back of their property.

“T thought he was going for a little swim,
b-but maybe he got in trouble!”

Since it was now half-past twelve, it seemed
likely that their pet might indeed be in trouble.
The four twins hurried toward the river. Bert
whistled for Waggo as they went.

But the dog did not come, and the children be-

came more and more alarmed.
22
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Finally they reached the stream and looked up
and down. Each child had the same dreadful
thought in his mind : Suppose poor Waggo had
drowned! None of them dared say so aloud. It
was too sad a thought.

In a few moments Flossie began to cry, and
tears came to Freddie’s eyes, too. Bert and Nan
patted them, saying that Waggo would surely
turn up.

“He may just have gone to play with some
other dogs,” Bert suggested.

Nan decided to walk along the river and keep
on calling. At the same time she looked for tiny
footprints. Soon she saw some.

Nan called to the others and quickly they fol-
lowed the small prints.

“Waggo! Here, Waggo!” Freddie called, and
Bert whistled once more.

Suddenly they heard barking. There was no
mistaking that shrill bark. It was Waggo!

“There he is! I see him!” Freddie shouted.

“Where?” Flossie asked.

“Inside that boathouse over there,” Freddie
pointed.

Waggo was jumping against the screen door
of the boathouse. He was barking joyfully now,
and wagging his tail.

Of course Waggo could not say why he was a
prisoner in the boathouse, but Bert guessed that
he had pushed the door open to get in and then
had not been able to get out.
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By now Freddie had run to the door and
opened it. Waggo leaped out and licked the little
boy’s face so hard it tickled him and made him
laugh. Then Waggo tried to thank the other
Bobbseys by licking their hands and faces, and
jumping around in circles, barking.

“You must be awful hungry,” Flossie said,
petting the dog. “We’ll go right home and give
you breakfast and lunch.”

Waggo did not wait for a second invitation.
He bounded ahead of the children. Though they
all ran fast, Waggo reached the house first and
barked at the kitchen door.

“Well, I declare to goodness,” said Dinah.
“You’re home again, Waggo.”

She opened the door for him, and, being a
very wise person, she knew at once he was asking
for food.

Before she served lunch to any of the Bobbsey
family, Dinah prepared a big bowl of food for
Waggo. He gobbled it very quickly, and then
came and licked her hand in thanks.

Mr. Bobbsey arrived for lunch, and Bert
talked to him about the midget powerboat he
was making in Mr. Warren’s class.

“When I get the wooden part all made, Dad,”
Bert said, “I'd like to buy a motor to put in it.”

His father smiled. “Well, I suppose a power-
boat isn’t much good without a motor. But you
know, Bert, engines for those little speedboats
are pretty expensive.”
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Bert said he knew they were. The cheapest one
cost twelve dollars, and the one which Mr. War-
ren had in his Challenger must have cost at least
fifty dollars.

Mr. Bobbsey thought a few moments. Then he
said, “Don’t you think you should wait until you
see what kind of a boat you make? After all, it
might not be worth an expensive motor.”

“It’s going to be a swell boat, Dad,” Bert re-
plied.

“If you make a very good one that warrants a
motor,” his father promised, “I’ll pay part of the
cost, providing you earn the rest.”

“How much would you give me toward it,
Dad?” Bert asked. “I only have fifty cents in my
bank.”

“Four or five dollars,” Mr. Bobbsey replied.

This meant Bert would have to earn about six
or seven dollars himself. He knew that when he
worked down at his dad’s lumberyard, it took a
long time to make that much.

After lunch Bert called up his friend Charlie
Mason. Charlie was also in the boat-making class
and had spoken to his parents about a motor. Mr.
Mason had told Charlie about the same as Mr.
Bobbsey had told Bert.

“Do you suppose we could make a motor?”
Bert suggested.

“That’s an idea. Let’s try it,” Charlie an-
swered.

He said there was an old vacuum cleaner in
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their cellar which did not work any more. Per-
haps his mother would let him take the motor
out of it. Bert knew there was a broken electric
fan in the Bobbsey attic. He would ask his
mother for it.

It was not long before the boys had the old,
broken gadgets in the workshop over the Bobb-
sey garage. They bolted the door so that no one
could come in and make fun of what they were
doing. They took a wire and attached it to a long,
round metal pin. Next they took two gears, one
from the vacuum and the other from the electric
fan, and fitted them together.

Bert then took the rod and pushed it through a
hole in the center of the gear. The two boys
worked hard for a long while, then Bert said:

“What say we try it now, Charlie?”

((Okay'”

Charlie picked up one end of the wire and at-
tached a plug to it. Proudly he pushed the plug
into a socket. Bert clicked on a switch to the mo-
tor, and the boys waited to see the gears go round
and round.

But nothing happened!

Looking through the keyhole of the door was
little Freddie Bobbsey. He had followed the
boys to see what they were doing. Finding the
door locked, he had decided to peek at them any-
way. Now he heard Bertsay:

“Charlie, I guess we’ll have to give up. We
don’t know enough about motors to put one to-
gether ourselves.”
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“I’m afraid you're right,” Charlie agreed.

Freddie skipped down the steps and ran to
find Flossie. She was playing with a doll in the
back yard.
~ “Flossie,” Freddie said excitedly, “Bert and
Charlie can’t make their motor work. If Bert
can’t earn enough money he won’t have a motor
for his new powerboat!”

“I know what let’s do,” Flossie said. “Why
can’t you and I sell twice as many goldfish and
give half the money to Bert?”

Since they had sold six fish in three days,
Freddie thought this was a very good idea. He
suggested they start off at once and go to the pet
shop to buy more fish. Running into the kitchen,
he told Dinah that he and Flossie were going
downtown on a little errand.

Bert and Charlie, meanwhile, had left the ga-
rage. Flossie ran and climbed up to a shelf where
she and Freddie kept the money they were mak-
ing for the goldfish tank. She emptied the little
box and put the money into her pocket.

Then she met Freddie and the two children
went off down the street. Freddie told Flossie
that Dinah had asked him to stop at the fish mar-
ket on his way back and bring home a quart of
oysters because Mr. and Mrs. Bobbsey were hav-
ing guests for dinner. Dinah wanted to make a
very special dish with oysters.

“We'd better go to the fish market first, so we
won’t forget our errand,” Flossie giggled.

When the children came to the market they



28 THE BOBBSEY TWINS AT WHITESAIL HARBOR

bought the oysters, which the man put in the
same kind of carton as was used for the goldfish.

“We’d better not try to sell oysters by mis-
take,” Freddie grinned as they left the market
and entered the pet shop.

Since the small twins were regular customers
of Mr. Rodin’s, he waited on them at once, put-
ting four black and four white goldfish into a
box which was exactly the same size as the one
the oysters were in. He said he was sorry he had
no more small boxes to put the individual fish in.

“I’11 lend you a little net to take the fish out,”
he said. “I think it will fit in your pocket, Fred-
die.”

Freddie took the net, and the children went off
down the street. On the way Flossie suddenly
spied the big clock which was in the tower of the
town hall.

“My goodness, Freddie,” she said, “it’s almost
suppertime. I remember now, mother said you
and I and Bert and Nan have to eat early. I guess
it's because company is coming.”

“If we can’t sell the fish now, we’ll have to
hide them,” Freddie said.

When they got home Flossie put the box up on
the shelf, while Freddie went into the house and
set the box of oysters in the pantry. Dinah
thanked him, and said she was glad he had not
forgotten to do the errand.

The four Bobbsey twins were served an early
supper, and then they went to their rooms to



A FUNNY MISTAKE 29

play. Presently Freddie and Flossie were told it
was bedtime, and soon both of them were sound
asleep.

After a while it seemed to Freddie that some-
thing very strange was happening. Somebody
was pulling at him, trying to waken him. Finally
he heard a faraway voice say:

“Freddie, wake up! We can’t eat goldfish for
supper.”



CHAPTER V

AN ANNOYING BOY

“I DIDN'T eat goldfish for supper!” Freddie
replied sleepily.

“I know you didn’t,” said his father, who was
trying to prop Freddie up in bed and arouse him
enough to learn what had happened.

Freddie fell back on the pillow. His father
sighed, deciding it was no use. Freddie was too
sleepy to talk intelligently.

“I’ll try Flossie,” he told himself, and tucked
Freddie back under the covers.

Going to the next room, he roused his little
daughter. Sleepy-eyed, she looked at her father
and yawned.

“Is it morning alreadyr” she asked.

“No, dear, it’s not morning yet,” Mr. Bobbsey
said, and added laughing, “Listen, Flossie, your
mother and I and our guests want to eat oysters,
not goldfish.”

“Goldfish?” Flossie repeated, her eyes grow-
ing very large. “No, no, you mustn’t eat my gold-
fish.”

30
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Mr. Bobbsey was mystified. “Your goldfish?
Now look, Flossie, where are the oysters you
were supposed to buy? Dinah wants to know.”

“In the pantry, Daddy.”

“But they’re not,” Mr. Bobbsey said. “We
found a white box, but it was full of goldfish.
What happened?”

Suddenly Flossie laughed. “I guess Freddie
and I made a mistake.” She leaned very close to
Mr. Bobbsey. “Daddy, can you keep a big, big
secret?”’

“T certainly can,” he assured her.

Flossie whispered that she and Freddie were
in the goldfish business to pay for the new aquar-
ium and to help Bert buy a motor.

“Well, that is certainly very fine,”” Mr. Bobb-
sey said, “and you may be sure I'll keep your se-
cret. How are you and Freddie making out in
your business?”

Flossie told him proudly that they were doing
very well. They had sold goldfish to nearly all
their friends, and every one of those friends had
promised to keep their secret.

“Well, now, my dear,” her father said, “how
about telling me where the oysters are?”

“I guess they must be on the shelf in the ga-
rage,” Flossie giggled.

They had a good laugh about the mix-up, and
Mr. Bobbsey promised that he would exchange
the two boxes. Only he and Dinah would know
the secret. The little girl lay down again. He
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kissed her, pulled up the light blanket, and
closed the door.

Next morning both Flossie and Freddie won-
dered if they had dreamed the whole thing. But
after they had had breakfast, the small twins
went outside to talk to each other about it.

It was true! When no one else was around they
went in and spoke to Dinah. She laughed heart-
ily, and said yes, when she had gone into the pan-
try to get the box of oysters, what did she see in-
side but goldfish swimming around |

The children started off early and had very
good luck. They sold goldfish at the first two
houses they tried. They kept to their rule of go-
ing only where they knew the people. As the
twins came down the steps of the second house,
who should be coming along the street but
Danny Rugg!

“What you got there?” he called.

“Goldfish,” Flossie replied.

“Are you still working on goldfish and gold-
fish tanks?” Danny sneered. “You’re a couple of
silly kids.”

With that he yanked the box out of Freddie’s
hand and opened it to look at the fish. He put his
hand down inside.

“Don’t you dare hurt our fish!” Flossie
screamed.

She pulled the box from his hand and started
to run, but the water splashed out, and she
stopped.

Freddie had an idea. “Flossie,” he called, “Go
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to the next house, the Johnsons’. I'll take care of
Danny.”

The little fellow grabbed the older boy’s coat
and held on to it. Danny squirmed and tried to
get out of Freddie’s grasp, but by the time he
jerked free, Flossie had climbed the steps of the
porch and rung the bell. Mrs. Johnson opened
the door almost immediately.

Danny was forced to stop annoying Freddie,
who said to him, “I thought you were going to
camp.”

“I am,” Danny answered. “Tomorrow.”

“You can’t go too soon to suit the Bobbseys,”
Freddie said stoutly.

“What makes you think I want to stay around
here anyhow?” Danny replied. “You ought to
see Whitesail Harbor. It’s a swell place. There’s
a big bay with lots of sailboats on it. And my
camp is right along the shore. We go swimming
four times a day.”

“It does sound nice,” Freddie conceded. “But
it’s nice in Lakeport, too. We have a lake here.”

Danny said Lake Metoka was just a little tiny
thing compared to Whitesail Harbor. And it
only had small motorboats on it, too. Whitesail
Harbor had great big boats and even clipper
ships.

At this moment Mrs. Johnson came down the
steps with Flossie. She had seen Danny bother-
ing the twins even before Flossie rang the bell,
and had decided to speak to him. When Danny
realized this, he ran off down the street.
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“Was that Danny Rugg?” Mrs. Johnson
asked. “He’s such a mean boy.”

The small Bobbsey twins agreed and thanked
her for getting rid of him. After she had bought
a black and a white goldfish, the children went
on to look for another customer.

While the small twins were busy, Bert and
Nan were working hard in their classes. Nan
had already started her large braided rug, and
Bert had almost finished the hull of his midget
powerboat. Just before the class ended, Mr.
Warren gathered the boys around him.

“I want to tell you that when this course is
ended,” he said, “there will be an exhibit of all
boats, and a race among those which have mo-
tors.”

“I'll never finish in time,” Charlie Mason
wailed.

Mr. Warren said he would be glad to give the
boys extra help outside of class, or they could
take their boats home to work on.

“I want to get in the race!” cried several of the
boys, including Bert.

“There’s to be an even bigger race on Lake
Metoka,” Mr. Warren said, “and the winner in
our group will be allowed to enter it.”

He explained that the race was open to anyone
in the county who had already won some smaller
race.

“I’m going to work very hard and try to get
my boat into our class race,” Bert told himself.
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He would work in his father’s lumberyard ev-
ery afternoon, and on Saturdays when the class
did not meet he would spend the whole day
there.

“I suppose it is too much to hope for,” Mr.
Warren went on, “but I should tell you boys that
the winner of the county race on Lake Metoka
will be entitled to enter the big Interstate Race
at Whitesail Harbor.”

Whitesail Harbor! Bert instantly remembered
that Danny Rugg was going there. On the way
home he kept thinking how lucky Danny was to
be able to spend time at a camp on Whitesail
Harbor. No doubt Danny would see the interest-
ing midget powerboat race.

As Bert walked along the street, with his
nearly completed boat under his arm, Freddie
and Flossie ran up to him. They had finished
selling their fish and were on their way home.

“Is this your boat?” Freddie asked. “It looks
super!”

“Do you think so?” Bert asked, his eyes shin-
ing.

“Yes, I do,” his small brother answered. “I
don’t care what Danny says about all the big
boats on Whitesail Harbor. I think little tiny
boats are better anyhow.”

Bert told the twins what Mr. Warren had said
about the interstate racing meet at Whitesail
Harbor and added:

“I'd sure love to go, but I guess there’s no
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chance of that. What else did Danny say about
Whitesail Harbor?”

When Freddie told him, Bert wished all the
more that he might be going there. Then sud-
denly he realized that first of all, he must prove
to his father that the little boat under his arm
was good enough to have a motor installed in it.

As Bert turned into the walk leading to the
Bobbsey house, he wondered if his dad would be
home to lunch. And if he were, what would his
decision be?



CHAPTER VI

FREDDIE IN MISCHIEF

MR. BOBBSEY took Bert’s boat and looked it
over carefully. He did not say anything for sev-
eral seconds, as he felt the wood, peered inside
the midget powerboat, and then examined the
bottom where the keel was.

“Well, Bert, for a beginner I should say you
have done an excellent job.”

“Thank you, Dad,” Bert replied. “Do you
think it would be all right for me to buy the mo-
tor?”

Putting one hand on Bert’s shoulder, Mr.
Bobbsey told his son that he wanted him to have
a motor very much, but he thought the boat
needed some improvements before it would be
ready for a motor.

“I don’t know how much money you've earned
so far,” his father said. “How much is it?”

Bert figured for a few seconds, then said he
had two dollars. He still had several days in
which to work, and he hoped to get the full
amount by that time.

“The only trouble,” Bert said, “is that it takes
37
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time to put the motor in the boat, and after that
I have to practice. If it takes too long, I'll miss
my chance.”

When Mr. Bobbsey saw the worried look on
Bert’s face, he said, “I’ll tell you how I can help
you. I'll raise your pay at the lumberyard.”

Bert was very happy to hear this, and prom-
ised to work even harder in return for the extra
money. Freddie and Flossie had been listening,
but not saying a word. As soon as lunch was over,
they found Dinah and her husband Sam in the
kitchen. Sam was a smiling, white-haired man
who helped Mr. Bobbsey in the lumberyard.

“Sam, can you help us with some ’rithmetic?r”
Flossie asked.

The man scratched his head, saying he would
do the best he could. Really, Dinah was better in
arithmetic than he was.

“What is it you all want to know?” Dinah
asked, looking up from a bowl in which she was
mixing a cake.

“Somehow we have to get up to twelve dollars
or maybe more,” Flossie said.

“Why do you have to do that?” Sam asked.

Flossie said that if Sam would promise to keep
a secret, she would tell him why. He grinned and
promised. So Flossie told him about wanting to
help Bert get the motor for his powerboat, and
Freddie said:

“We paid for the new goldfish tank. And we
made one dollar for Bert.”
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“Why, that’s splendid |” Sam exclaimed. “You
mean you earned all that sellin’ goldfish?”

The small twins nodded. Then Freddie said
he wanted to know how much Bert had earned
and how much money he was going to make dur-
ing the next few days. Sam said he could only
guess at this, but it would not be more than three
dollars.

“Then how much are three dollars and one
dollar and five cents and three pennies and ten
cents?”’ Flossie asked.

“Now let me see, honey child,” Dinah said,
putting down her spoon. She began to count on
her fingers. Sam laughed and said the answer
was four dollars and eighteen cents.

“Now, tell me,” said Freddie, “how much is
four dollars and eighteen cents and four or five
dollars?”

Sam and Dinah both laughed. They said what
did Freddie mean four or five dollars? Freddie
remembered his father telling Bert he would
give him four or five dollars. So Freddie did not
know which it was to be.

“Are you sure this motor is only twelve dol-
lars?” Sam asked Freddie.

The little boy thought this was right, but he
was becoming more confused every minute. He
was not really sure of anything, except that some-
how he and Flossie would have to make still
more money selling goldfish to help Bert get the
motor. Suddenly Freddie had an idea.
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“Flossie, let's go down and ask Bert’s teacher
about the motor.”

“But if we do that, Bert will know our secret,”
Flossie objected.

“Then let’s go just when the class is over,”
Freddie said.

Next morning the small twins watched the
clock. When they thought they could reach
Bert’s classroom before the teacher had left, they
started off. It was a long walk, and they began to
worry about whether they would be too late. But
they reached the room just as Mr. Warren was
locking the door.

“Is your name Mr. Warren?” Flossie asked
him.

The man smiled, saying it was. What could he
do for them?

“We’re Bert Bobbsey’s brother and sister,”
Freddie spoke up manfully. “We want to know
how much a motor will cost to go into Bert’s
boat.”

Mr. Warren said that for the type boat Bert
had made, he should have one that cost no less
than twelve dollars. Hearing this, the small
twins sighed deeply.

“Then I'm afraid,” Flossie spoke up, her big,
blue eyes looking straight at the teacher, “that
there aren’t that many goldfish in Lakeport.”

Mr. Warren looked so surprised that Flossie
knew she must have said something strange. So
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she explained just what she and Freddie were
trying to do.

When he heard this, Mr. Warren laughed a
very jolly laugh, and said he thought it was won-
derful for Bert’s brother and sister to do this. He
ended by saying:

“I'd like to help you. I think Bert’s boat is go-
ing to be a dandy one and he should have a motor
in it. I can buy motors wholesale, and I believe
I can get you a twelve-dollar one for ten dollars.
Would that help you?”

“Oh yes,” they cried together.

Flossie jumped up and down, clapping her
hands. Freddie gave a sound something like an
Indian war whoop and ran round and round in
a big circle three times.

“But you’ll keep our secret, won’t your” Flos-
sie asked Mr. Warren.

“Indeed I will,” he promised.

The twins thanked him and said good-by. On
their way they passed the classroom where Nan
was making her braided rug. They decided to
peek inside. To the twins’ amazement their sister
was still there. Nan was alone, working on the
large, oval rug which she was going to give to
Dinah for her birthday.

Flossie and Freddie decided not to disturb
her, because they were afraid she might ask them
why they had come down to Lake Metoka. But
she heard them and turned around.
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“Hello,” she said.

“We thought we’d come down and see what’s
going on,” Freddie spoke up quickly. “Let’s see
your rug.”

Nan was very glad to show her lovely work,
but she made the twins promise that they would
not tell anyone at home about it. She said it was
to be a surprise for somebody in the house.

“We all have secrets, don’t we?” Flossie gig-
gled. Then, at a look from Freddie, she blushed
and added, “We won’t tell anybody about your
secret, Nan.”

The older girl showed them how she was sew-
ing the braids together in her half-finished rug.

“Why, there’s a picture in it!” Flossie ex-
claimed.

Nan nodded. “Can you tell what it is?” she
asked.

The small twins studied the pattern for a few
seconds, then Freddie said, “It’s going to be a cat
in front of a fireplace.”

This was exactly right. Nan still had to put
the tail on the cat and finish the border in gay
colors.

“The border’s awful pretty,” Flossie said.
““The colors all go the same way, don'’t they?”

Nan said that was the way she had planned it.

“How do you make braids?” Flossie asked
her.

Nan said if Flossie would follow her to the
side of the room where the board was, she would
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show her where the girls had pinned the strips of
wool to braid them.

But Flossie was not satisfied with this. She
wanted to braid something herself, so Nan found
three strips of wool, pinned them down tightly,
and let her little sister’s chubby fingers start to
braid them.

Freddie was not the least bit interested in try-
ing to braid anything. He wandered around and
finally came back to Nan’s rug, which lay on a
table. Looking at it, he thought Nan must have
finished the part she was doing.

“It's time to put in some different colors,”
Freddie judged.

Finding another braid on the table, he decided
to fasten it on.

“But first I'll have to cut off the braid that’s
hanging on there,” he said, and found a pair of
scissors.

Holding up the braid which Nan had been
sewing to the rug, he snipped it off cleanly and
threw it in the wastebasket. Then he picked up
the other braid. Finding a pin, he put the two
pieces together.

“That doesn’t look right either,” the little boy
told himself.

Wondering what he ought to do now, he
looked around. On the next table lay a braid for
another girl’s rug with completely different col-
ors. The little boy decided this might be pretty in
Nan’s rug, so he helped himself to it.
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He pinned this braid on to the other, but
thought it did not look well. Instead of taking
the pins out, he decided to cut the braid off.

Snip went the scissors!

“It still looks funny,” the little boy thought.

Snip went the scissors again/!

A moment later Nan and Flossie walked back.
Seeing what had happened, their eyes grew very
large.

“Freddie, what in the world have you done?”
Nan cried.

Freddie told her, adding that he hoped he had
not done anything wrong.

“You've cut off the cat’s taill” Flossie ex-
claimed.

Unfortunately, he had. Nan measured the two
pieces which he had snipped.

“They’re too short to use!” she screamed. “And
what am I going to tell the girl at the next ta-
ble?”

Freddie was too stunned to speak.

“What did you do with the first piece you cut
off my rug?” Nan asked him sternly.

Freddie pointed to the wastebasket. Nan
reached in and picked up the braid.

Alas! Someone had spilled ink in the waste-
basket. Now it was all over the braid!

Tears came to Nan’s eyes. “Freddie, you've
ruined my rug!” she sobbed.



CHAPTER VII

A STOLEN PRIZE

AS FREDDIE stared at the braid covered with
ink, he felt very sorry. Looking up at Nan, in a
very small voice he said :

“Nan, please, take some of my clothes to make
new rags for your rug.”

“Your clothes? Why, Mother wouldn’t let me
cut up your clothes,” Nan said, drying her eyes.

Freddie could think of nothing he might do to
make up for the damage he had caused. But by
the next morning Flossie had an idea for him.
She asked Freddie to go up to the attic with her.

“All our winter clothes are put away,” she
said. “And I know where there’s an old coat of
mine we can use for Nan’s rug.”

The twins climbed the stairs to the attic, and
Flossie opened the door to the cedar closet. In-
side were rows and rows of clothes in bags. She
felt among them until she came to one which was
short.

“I’m sure this is my coat,” she said, and ripped
the paper off. Indeed it was—a navy blue one

which Flossie had nearly outgrown.
45
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The little girl took the coat off the hanger and
carried it to her room.

“T’1l ask Mother if I may cut it up for Nan’s
rug,” she said. But Mrs. Bobbsey was not at
home.

Dinah was in the basement washing clothes, so
Flossie decided not to bother her.

“I’'m sure it will be all right,” she told Fred-
die. “Do you want to find some scissors and help
me rip the seams?”

Freddie thought this would be fun, and be-
sides, it would make up to Nan for what he had
done the day before. He found two pairs of small
scissors, and the children got to work.

First the sleeves came out. Then the collar
came off. As Freddie started to rip the underarm
seams, Flossie put her scissors into the hem at the
bottom of the coat. She had ripped about three
inches of this, when suddenly her fingers felt
something hard at the bottom of the coat. Putting
her hand down inside, she pulled out a penny!

“Look, Freddie! Look!” she cried excitedly.
“We can put this with our goldfish money.”

“Maybe there’s some more,” Freddie sug-
gested, and reached in.

He came up with a nickel. Flossie quickly
ripped more of the hem, and ran her hand along
the inside. She found ten cents more. But that
was all. Freddie offered to run to the garage with
the coins and put them in their secret box.

While he was gone, Flossie finished ripping
the seams. Freddie had just returned to the room
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when they heard footsteps on the stairs. A mo-
ment later Mrs. Bobbsey appeared in the door-
way. Seeing the pieces of blue cloth lying on
Flossie’s bed, she asked why the children had
ripped the coat apart. They told her.

“You’ve cut up your coat?” Mrs. Bobbsey
gasped. “It was perfectly good for a play coat
for next winter, Flossie.”

“But we wanted to help Nan,” the little girl
explained pleadingly.

“What I should do is make you sew it together
again, but I’'m afraid it wouldn’t look just right,”
Mrs. Bobbsey said with a sigh. “Hereafter don’t
take your clothes apart until you get my permis-
sion.”

The twins said they were sorry. But what
about Nan and the material she needed?

Mrs. Bobbsey went to the attic herself and
found a dress which was too small for Flossie. It
happened to be navy blue also and when she told
the twins they might take it to Nan, they were
very happy, and trotted off.

When Freddie and Flossie arrived at the rug-
making class, Mrs. Shole invited them to come
in and sit down, but the twins did not want to do
this. They merely wanted to leave the old dress
with Nan, they said.

Their sister was delighted to have it, and said
now she could fix up the rug so the pattern would
be the same all around the edge.

“And the cat can have a tail after all,” Flossie
remarked.
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When they heard this the other girls laughed
and crowded around to see the picture on Nan’s
rug. All this time Freddie was tugging at Flos-
sie’s hand. Finally he whispered :

“Come on! I saw the boys getting ready to put
their boats in the water.”

He and Flossie ran from the rug-making class
to the shore of the lake. The stake with the cable
and bridle attached was already in the water.
One of the boys was just fastening his boat to it.
A moment later he started the motor, and away
went his little craft. Round and round it circled.

“It’s not going very fast,” Freddie remarked
to his twin. “I hope when Bert gets his motor, it
will go much faster.”

Flossie went over to Bert and repeated this.
But it did not seem to make him happy. He said
he probably could not get a motor. Even with the
extra money he had earned, Bert was afraid he
could not possibly get enough in time to be in the
race.

“Freddie and I have some money that we—"
Flossie began. Then she stopped. She had almost
given the secret away!

The little girl felt she must tell someone about
the money she and Freddie had found in the coat
that morning. Seeing Mr. Warren go into the
classroom, Flossie skipped after him. On the
way, she noticed a boy scoot around the corner
of the building and dash off as if he were trying
to get away from someone.
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“Why, that’s Danny Rugg!” she told herself.
“T thought he’d gone to camp at Whitesail Har-
bor. He probably made up the whole story.”

Although Danny had his back to Flossie, she
was sure he was holding something large in his
arms, and wondered what it was. Since Danny
was always doing mean things, he probably had
been up to some trick during the past few min-
utes.

A moment later Flossie forgot about Danny.
As she entered the classroom, Mr. Warren cried
out:

“My boat is gone!”

Flossie stared. “What boat?” she asked.

“The Challenger, my prize boat!”

The teacher said it was gone from the glass
case. He had left the case unlocked after show-
ing the boat to the boys that morning. Now it was
gone!

“Im awful sorry,” Flossie said, adding,
“Maybe one of the boys borrowed it.”

Mr. Warren dashed from the room toward
the lake, with Flossie at his heels. Not seeing
the Challenger on the lake, he asked each of his
pupils if he knew anything about the missing
boat.

“No sir,” each one answered.

“Is it gone?” Bert asked.

Looking very worried, the teacher exclaimed,
“My prize boat has been stolen!”



CHAPTER VIII

BERT’S CLUE

IT WAS not until the middle of the afternoon
that Flossie suddenly remembered having seen
Danny Rugg running away from the recreation
building. She was sure he had been carrying
something large in his arms.

Could it have been the Challenger?

She ran to find Bert, who was in the room over
the garage, putting finishing touches on his pow-
erboat. He had worked in his father’s lumber-
yard after class had ended in the morning, but
when there was no more work for him to do, Mr.
Bobbsey had suggested that he go home.

“Bert!” Flossie cried, when she was halfway
up the stairs. “Maybe Danny Rugg took Mr.
Warren’s boat!”

As the little girl reached the top step, Bert
turned around and looked at her in surprise.

“He couldn’t have taken it,” Bert replied.
“Danny has gone to Whitesail Harbor.”

“I don’t think so,” Flossie insisted. “I’'m sure
I saw him out by the lake.”

“Today?”
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“Yes,” Flossie answered.

Bert was amazed. He said he would go over to
Danny’s house at once and check up. He set his
own boat on the workbench, and hurried down
the stairs. It was not a long way to Danny’s house,
and Bert ran most of the distance.

Reaching the house, he rang the doorbell. It
was several minutes before the door was opened
by Danny’s mother.

“How do you do, Mrs. Rugg,” Bert said po-
litely. “Has Danny gone to camp yet?”’

“No, he hasn’t,” she answered. “Mr. Rugg and
I are going to drive him there, but we haven'’t
been able to go yet, because Mr. Rugg has had
important business to attend to. Is there some-
thing you would like me to tell Danny? He went
on an errand for me this morning and hasn’t re-
turned. Probably met some boys and had lunch
with them.”

Bert was a little taken aback. He had been so
sure that Flossie was wrong about seeing Danny,
that now he could not find an excuse for having
come to the house. Finally he said that he would
like to talk to Danny about boats because he was
going to Whitesail Harbor.

“Does Danny have a boat?” Bert asked.

Mrs. Rugg shook her head. “I don’t believe
s0,” she said. “But I can’t be sure. Danny has had
a good many toys in his life, and he may have a
boat that I don’t remember.”

Bert could think of nothing more to say, so he
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decided to leave. He told Mrs. Rugg that he
would come to see Danny later.

As he reached the sidewalk, Bert decided not
to go home but to walk downtown to see if he
could find Danny. Meeting a couple of boys he
knew, he asked if they had seen him.

“Not for a couple of hours,” one of the boys
answered, “but I did notice him down here this
morning.”

“Where?” Bert wanted to know.

The boy thought a moment and then said he
seemed to remember Danny was going into a toy
store. As Bert started to move away, the boy
laughingly added:

“Are you and Danny having trouble again?”

Bert Bobbsey grinned. “Not—yet,” he an-
swered. Then he ran down the street and went
into the toy store. Since he knew the owner of
the store well, he did not mind asking if Danny
had been there and bought anything that day.

“He was here but he didn’t buy anything,” the
man answered.

“What was he looking at?”’ Bert asked.

“Danny was very interested in midget power-
boats. I don’t happen to have any. But he told me
there’s going to be a great race at Whitesail Har-
bor, where he’s going to camp, and he was hop-
ing to enter the race.”

Bert thanked the toy-store man for the infor-
mation and hurried outside. When he reached
the sidewalk, he stood still, wondering if Danny
really had taken Mr. Warren’s prize boat. And
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if he had, where would he most likely be trying
it out?

After several minutes’ thought, Bert con-
cluded that the ideal place would be Dooran’s
Pond in a woods just outside Lakeport. Immedi-
ately he decided to go there and see if Danny
were around.

“T think I’1l ask Charlie to go along,” Bert de-
cided, and went into a store to use the telephone.

Fortunately Charlie was at home and agreed
at once to meet Bert with his bicycle and accom-
pany him. Bert hurried home to get his own bi-
cycle, and the two boys rode off.

Reaching the edge of the woods, they left their
bicycles at the home of a boy they knew and
trudged along a path through the trees. The
pond, a private one, was a pretty good size. It
was never used for swimming, because it was
stocked with goldfish.

As Bert and Charlie neared the pond, they
could hear splashing.

“Somebody’s there,” Bert whispered excitedly,
and started to run on tiptoe.

Though the two boys tried to be quiet, Charlie
stepped on a dead branch, which broke with a
loud crack. Apparently the sound carried to the
person on the shore of the pond. Before the boys
could reach it, they saw a boy dash off among the
trees.

“Do you think that’s Danny?” Charlie asked
Bert.

“I can’t see him very well, but that plaid shirt
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he has on looks exactly like one Danny some-
times wears to school,” Bert answered.

The two boys started to run, and seemed to be
catching up to the fleeing figure, when suddenly
the boy ahead of them disappeared. Where could
he have gone? Bert and Charlie looked in the
bushes and then up among the tree branches, but
could not see Danny or anyone else. Hurrying a
little farther along the trail, they came to a cave.
The grass in front of it seemed to be trampled.

“I’ll bet Danny’s in there,” Bert whispered.
“Let’s look.”

At first Charlie hesitated, because he thought
a wild animal might be living in the cave. But
when Bert said he would run in alone, Charlie
consented to go along.

The two boys got down on their hands and
knees and crawled inside. At first they could see
nothing because the light was so dim. But when
their eyes became accustomed to the darkness,
they learned that Danny was not inside. Nor was
there anyone else.

“Well, I guess he’s gone,” Bert sighed. “Let’s
go to Danny’s house. Maybe he’s home by this
time. And if he has the boat, we can find out
about it.”

The boys returned to the house where they had
left their bicycles and rode back to Lakeport.
Reaching Danny’s home, they stood their bi-
cycles against the curb, and went up the front-
porch steps.
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When Bert rang the bell this time, Danny
himself answered it. He did not greet the boys as
if he were glad to see them. Instead he said:

“What do you mean checking up on me ’cause
I didn’t go to camp when I said?”

“I wasn’t checking up on you,” Bert an-
swered. “I just came to ask you about powerboats
up at Whitesail Harbor. Are you going to take
a boat along and go in the race?”

“What’s it to you if I do?” Danny sneered.

Bert flushed angrily, but Charlie started to
laugh. “You’re not a bit polite, Danny,” he said.
“Why don’t you invite us into your house when
we come to call on your”

With this Charlie shoved the door open a little
more. In that second he saw a midget boat stand-
ing on the hall table. Could it be the Challenger?
A moment later Danny Rugg slammed the door
in the boys’ faces.

»



CHAPTER IX

GIRL DETECTIVES

AS BERT and Charlie hurried away from Dan-
ny’s house, Charlie said excitedly, “Bert, I think
I saw the Challenger on the hall table there!”

“You did?” Bert cried. “Then I’'m going right
back.”

He turned around and leaped up the steps.
But though he rang the doorbell a long time, no
one came to answer it. Finally he gave up.

“Did it really look like Mr. Warren’s boat?”
Bert asked Charlie, as the two boys walked to-
ward the Bobbsey house.

Charlie shrugged. He said it was not very
light in the Rugg hall, but from a quick glance
the boat certainly did look like the Challenger.
Bert could not get the episode out of his
mind, and told the rest of his family about it
later that day.

Dinah was very much disturbed. After think-
ing the whole thing over, she suddenly chuckled
to herself. Calling Freddie and Flossie to her di-
rectly after breakfast the next morning, she said

to them:
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“Why don’t you two children go to Danny’s
house and try to sell some goldfish? You will
probably be able to get inside and you can look
around and see if Danny has that stolen boat.”

Flossie clapped her hands. Freddie stuck out
his chest and declared he was going to be a detec-
tive. From the time Freddie had been very small,
he had always imitated men with exciting jobs.

First, he had wanted to be a fireman. Then he
had wanted to be the captain of a boat. One time
he had wanted to be a policeman, and now he
was to be a detective.

“If Danny’s got that boat, I'll find it!” he de-
clared. “Come on, Flossie! Let’s get our fish.”

They had four left from the day before. Ea-
gerly they carried them to the Rugg home and
rang the doorbell. Danny himself came to the
door. Seeing the small Bobbsey twins, he looked
surprised. Then he spied the box.

“So you think you’re going to sell me some
goldfish, eh?”’ he said unpleasantly.

“How do you know we’re selling goldfish?”
Flossie asked him.

“Well, I found out,” the older boy said. “You
kids are silly to buy goldfish to sell. T know a
place where you can get all you want for noth-
ll'lg.”

“Where is it?”

But Danny would not tell them. He said his
family did not want goldfish anyway, so the chil-
dren should run along. But Freddie had no in-
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tention of leaving so soon. He had really come
there to be a detective, and he had work to do.

For a moment the little boy wondered how he
could get into the house. Danny had the door
open about a foot, and was blocking the entrance.
Suddenly Freddie leaned down and ducked be-
tween Danny’s legs, upsetting the bigger boy.

“Hey, what you doing?” Danny cried as he
scrambled to his feet. Seeing Freddie run from
the hall to the living room, he exclaimed,
“Where you going? Get out of herel”

All this time Freddie’s eyes were darting from
place to place. There was no boat in sight. He
decided it must be upstairs in Danny’s bedroom.

As the older boy chased him through the din-
ing room and kitchen, Freddie came back to the
hall. An instant later he was dashing up the stair-
way.

Mrs. Rugg, who was on the second floor,
heard the commotion. She hurried to the stairs,
just as Freddie reached the top step. She grabbed
his shoulder.

“What are you up to, Freddie?” Mrs. Rugg
asked severely. “Did Danny invite you to come
upP”

Freddie had to admit that he had run up by
himself.

“Then I think you’d better leave at once,”
Mrs. Rugg told him.

Freddie turned and went downstairs. Flossie
was standing in the hall wide-eyed. Danny
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laughed uproariously, shoved the children out,
and slammed the door after them.

“He’s a horrid boy,” Flossie remarked, as the
twins started for home. “Freddie, did you see
the boat while you were inside the house?r”

“No. What do you think we ought to do?”

Flossie had no solution to their problem. Sigh-
ing, she said she guessed they would have to
leave it to the grownups.

When they reached home, the two children
went at once to talk to Dinah. After telling her
what had happened when they tried to sell gold-
fish, Freddie asked:

“Where do you suppose that place is Danny
said you could get goldfish for nothing?”

Dinah did not know, so a little later when Sam
came into the kitchen, Freddie asked him. At
once the kindly Negro said he was sure it was
Dooran’s Pond.

“Why, that’s where Bert went to see if Danny
was sailing the Challenger!” Freddie exclaimed.

That noon Mr. Bobbsey told his family there
was going to be a special unloading of lumber
from a ship on Lake Metoka. Freddie said he
wanted to see it, and Bert would, of course, be
there anyway.

Flossie said she did not want to go because
she had something very important on her mind.
She wished Nan would not go either. She wanted
Nan to go some place with her.

“Where is it?” Freddie asked his twin.
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“To Dooran’s Pond,” Flossie replied. Then
she whispered to Freddie, “I want to see if I can
find some free goldfish to sell.”

Now Freddie was torn between a desire to go
to the lumberyard and watch, because he always
loved to see boats being unloaded, or to go to the
pond with Flossie. It was even possible that
Danny might be sailing the Challenger there.

“I wish I could go to Dooran’s Pond,” Bert
said, “but I have to be at the lumberyard and
earn some money. Time is getting short for me
to buy the motor.” He looked rather sad and
added with a sigh, “I’m afraid I’m not going to
be able to do it, though.”

“It will be a shame if you can’t,”” Nan told
him. “I wish I had some money to give you, but
you know I spent all I saved.”

The others knew what she meant. Nan was a
very kindhearted girl and had emptied her own
piggy bank to give money to a girl who needed
it to buy a ticket for a school play.

“Flossie,” she said, “suppose you and I go to
Dooran’s Pond alone. If we see Danny there
with the Challenger, we'll come back and tell the
boys.”

So their brothers went one direction while the
girls took another. Nan and Flossie rode on a bus
to the woods where the pond was. Then they
walked toward the water. When they were about
twenty-five feet from the pond, in a spot which
was heavily wooded, two boys suddenly jumped
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out from among the bushes and blocked their
path.

“You can’t go any farther,” one of them said
gruffly.

“And why not?” Nan asked coolly, standing
her ground.

“We don’t have to tell you why,” the boy said.
“You go on back where you came from.”

Flossie was frightened. The boys were big,
and looked as if they might hit the girls if they
did not obey.

Nan thought for a moment. She had to protect
Flossie, and did not want to have any trouble
with the boys. On the other hand, having recog-
nized them as friends of Danny’s from the next
town, she was certain Danny was at the pond.
The two boys were acting as guards to keep peo-
ple away. It looked as if Danny must be doing
something he shouldn’t. Could he be sailing the
stolen boat?

Suddenly Nan had an idea. Taking Flossie’s
hand, she said, “All right, we’ll leave.”

“And don’t come back!” one of the boys
warned as the Bobbsey girls moved away from
the spot.

Flossie was sorry that they were going. She
had hoped to find out if there were any goldfish
in the pond, and maybe sometime soon she could
get Dinah to bring her and Freddie out to get a
few of them.

About a hundred feet beyond, Nan suddenly
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stopped. She smiled at her younger sister and
said :

“Flossie, we're going back now!”

“You really mean it?” the little girl asked in
surprise. “I’m afraid the boys will hurt us.”

Nan told her that they were not going back by
the path. They would zigzag through the woods
and come to the pond on the other side.

“We’ll fool the boys,” she said.

“Goody. Serves ’em right,” Flossie answered.

The sisters had almost reached the pond when
suddenly a squirrel jumped out of a tree directly
in front of Flossie. The little girl was frightened
and screamed before she thought.

Like a shot the two boy guards came running
around the pond in their direction. Nan and
Flossie knew they would have to flee, but as Nan
turned to go, she caught a glimpse of another boy
at the edge of the pond. He was leaning down,
just ready to push a small boat into the water.
Nan was sure the boy was Danny but she did not
dare wait to find out.

“Run fast!” she urged Flossie.



CHAPTER X

A PLAYGROUND FIGHT

IN THEIR race to get away from the boys,
Flossie stumbled over a tree root and skinned a
knee, while Nan caught her hair in a brier bush
and cried:

“Ouch!”

But in spite of their hurts, they managed to get
to a main road ahead of the two boys who were
chasing them. Just then a bus came along and the
two girls climbed aboard. They sat down pant-
ing.

“Oh, I was awful scared. Weren’t you, Nan?”
Flossie asked.

Nan admitted she was glad they had slipped
away from the boys. She was sorry, however,
that they had failed to find out anything about
Mr. Warren’s missing boat. She was sure she
had seen Danny with a boat at the edge of the
pond.

“But maybe we can find out some other way,”
Flossie suggested.

When they reached home, she went to the base-
ment to talk to Dinah. After telling the cook
what had happened, the little girl said:
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“Tt was a big disappointment, Dinah. I wanted
to get some free goldfish out of the pond so that
Freddie and I could sell them and make more
money.”

The kindly woman shook her head. “It’s a
good thing you didn’t take any of the fish in that
pond,” she said. “They’re not free. They belong
to Mr. Dooran and I’'m sure he wouldn’t want
anybody to take them away.”

Flossie sighed. “Then Freddie and I’ll just
have to buy our fish at the pet shop after all.”

Next morning the small twins went downtown
to get more goldfish. This was their last chance
to make money for Bert. Tonight Daddy Bobb-
sey would decide whether or not the boy might
have a motor in his midget powerboat.

“We have to make lots of sales today,” Flossie
told the pet shop owner. “So I think we’d better
buy extra fish.”

“Where are you going to sell them?” Mr.
Rodin asked. |

Flossie explained that Sam was going to drive
her and Freddie to the playground on the other
side of town. None of the children who went
there to play lived in the neighborhood where
Freddie and Flossie had sold fish before. The
twins were sure many of the children would be
interested in buying fish.

“I hope they’ll spend their lollipop money for
goldfish,” Flossie said seriously.

The man smiled. He said certainly the enjoy-
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ment one got out of goldfish lasted much longer
than that from a lollipop. He gave them a spe-
cial rate after they told him this was to be the last
day they would buy his fish, and wished them
good luck as they left the store.

In a few minutes Sam stopped for the twins
and drove them to the playground. He made
them promise not to leave the grounds until he
came back to pick them up.

“And be careful when you play. Don’t get any
more skinned knees, Flossie,” he added with a
grin. Flossie was still wearing patches on her
knees.

The twins walked up to a group of children at
a sandbox. But they were not playing in the sand.
They were gathered near a tall boy who was
showing them something. As the Bobbseys came
closer, Freddie gasped.

“Why, that’s Danny Rugg!” he whispered.

He and Flossie walked closer. To their dismay
they heard Danny say:

“I’ve got the most beautiful goldfish in the
world to sell—and they’re cheap, too. Only ten
cents each. Who wants to buy some?”

For a few minutes Freddie and Flossie were
too stunned to speak. Then both of them became
angry. They were sure that Danny had taken the
fish from Dooran’s Pond and Dinah had said
this was not right.

“It's not fair,” Freddie declared. “How can
we sell fish if Danny sells his cheaper?”



66 THE BOBBSEY TWINS AT WHITESAIL HARBOR

Freddie walked directly up to Danny and
tapped him on the arm. The older boy’s eyes
flashed angrily as he saw the boxes of fish in
Freddie’s and Flossie’s arms.

“I got here first,” he said. “You can’t sell your
fish.”

“We can, too!” Freddie told him. “And any-
way we bought our fish and you didn’t. You stole
them from Mr. Dooran!”

As Freddie said this, the other children
gasped. They stared at the small twins and at
Danny. Finally one boy spoke up, saying he
would not buy anything that was stolen. His dad
had told him this was against the law.

“I didn't steal these fish!” Danny shouted.

Setting down his box, he grabbed hold of
Freddie’s shoulders and shook him so hard the
little boy could barely see. Flossie was fearful.
She grasped Danny’s coat and pulled it hard—
so hard, in fact, that the pocket ripped a little.

“Leave my brother alone!” the small girl
cried, tears coming to her eyes. She was so afraid
Freddie was going to be hurt.

“Why don’t you pick on somebody your size?”
asked a boy named Dave, who was looking on.

When Danny sneered, Dave walked up and
gave him a shove. With that two other boys ran
forward. But they were friends of Danny’s, and
at once started a fight. Fists flew. All of them fell
to the ground, rolled over, and got up again.
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“Freddie!” Flossie screamed, and dragged
him away.

But Freddie was the one Danny was after.
Seeing an opening, he made a dive for the little
fellow and grabbed him by the legs. Down Fred-
die went, hitting the ground hard. Danny was
just about to give him a punch, when a girl
cried:

“Here comes Mr. West, the teacher!”

Hurrying across the grass was the director of
the playground. He was a young, athletic man,
who looked as if he would not tolerate any non-
sense. Quickly the fighters scattered in various
directions. Danny left in such a hurry that he
forgot his fish.

When Mr. West reached the group, he asked
what had happened. Flossie told him, since Fred-
die was sobbing—his ear hurt from hitting the
ground.

“You shouldn’t have accused Danny of steal-
ing the fish,” the director said, ‘“unless you knew
it for sure. On the other hand, Danny should not
have started a fight.”

When everything was calm again, Freddie and
Flossie asked Mr. West if it would be all right
for them to sell their goldfish. He said, “Go
ahead.”

In a few minutes the small twins had sold
every fish they had brought, and were sorry that
they did not have more.
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When the fish were gone, Flossie asked Mr.
West what was going to happen to the goldfish
Danny had brought. He said he did not know.
Could the children tell him where Danny lived?

“Yes,” Freddie answered. ‘“But the fish don’t
belong to Danny. We’re sure he stole them from
Dooran’s Pond.”

“Would you like Freddie and me to take the
fish back there and put them in the water?” Flos-
sie offered.

Mr. West said that under the circumstances he
believed he had better take charge of the fish
himself. He would find out from Mr. Dooran
whether the fish had come from his pond.

“They’re large, unusual varieties,” he said.
“Mr. Dooran should be able to identify them.”

“We wish you could find out something else,”
Freddie spoke up. He had stopped crying now.
“Mr. Warren’s boat—it’s called the Challenger
—is gone. We've been hunting for it. We think
maybe Danny—borrowed it.”

The playground director looked thoughtful
for several seconds. “If you’re right,” he said,
“Danny is a problem. I'll find out what I
can.”

“Thank you,” the twins said, and went off to
play.

When Sam came for them, he looked at Fred-
die’s torn clothes and asked what in the world he
had been up to. Hearing that Danny was at the
bottom of this recent fracas, he frowned.
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“T’ll sure be glad when that Danny goes to
camp,” he said.

Sam was pleased to learn that the small twins
had sold all their fish, and asked them how much
money they had.

“We haven’t counted it yet,” Flossie answered.
“W1ll you help us when we get home?”

Sam said he would be glad to. As soon as
they reached home, the twins got their secret box
from the garage and carried it to the kitchen.
They spread the money on the table, and Sam
counted it.

“Two dollars,” he announced. “That’s mighty
fine that you children got all this money for
Bert.”

“I think so, too,” Dinah said, smiling. She
was preparing a lunch of bacon, macaroni and
cheese, and also fruit pudding.

During the afternoon Freddie and Flossie
could hardly keep their secret. They still had the
box of money hidden in the garage, and before
suppertime they made at least ten trips to be sure
it was still there. ,

Bert came home with his father, and immedi-
ately went to his room to bring down his midget
powerboat. The other members of the family had
not seen it for several days, because Bert had
taken it back to class to put the finishing touches
on it. Now Bert proudly carried it into the living
room where the others were gathered. Everyone
gasped.
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“Bert, your boat’s stunning!” Nan cried.

“Boy, I bet that could win a race if it had a
motor ! Freddie exclaimed.

Mr. and Mrs. Bobbsey said Bert had certainly
done a very fine job on the boat. It looked as per-
fect as many they had seen in stores.

All this time Bert had not said a word. He
was waiting for his father to tell him whether or
not the boat was worthy of a motor. Finally Mr.
Bobbsey spoke.

“Bert, I'm very proud of the job you’ve done,
and I'm also pleased that you have worked so
hard at the lumberyard. How much did you earn
down there?”

“Three dollars,” Bert answered.

“Well, as I told you, I will give you five dol-
lars,” his father told him. “That makes eight all
together. You ought to be able to get a small
motor for that price.”

Bert stood very still. He had not moved a mus-
cle of his face. As a matter of fact, he was trying
not to cry. He knew that the cheapest motor
which would be good would cost twelve dollars.
He had failed to attain his goal!

“I—I’'m afraid I can’t get it, Dad,” he said.
“T’ll need four dollars more.”

Before Mr. Bobbsey could reply, Freddie and
Flossie decided it was time for them to speak up.
The two of them rushed up to their brother and
grabbed hold of him.

“Bert, we have a wonderful surprise for you!”
Flossie cried.
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“It’s money,” Freddie said gleefully, “from
the goldfish!”

He pulled a handful of coins from one pocket.
Flossie could not wait. She put a hand into an-
other of Freddie’s pockets, and brought out the
rest. They handed the two dollars to Bert.

Their brother looked at them amazed. He did
not understand, he said. Excitedly the small
twins explained their secret. When they finished,
Bert hugged the two of them so hard that they
both squealed. He was too overcome to speak.

Tears stood in Mrs. Bobbsey’s eyes also. “You
darling children,” she said.

Freddie and Flossie came in for a great deal
of hugging and praise. Dinah and Sam, who had
been standing in the hall listening, now walked
in and added their commendation to that of the
others.

“Oh, I almost forgot, Bert,” Flossie said sud-
denly. “Mr. Warren’s going to get you a twelve-
dollar motor for ten dollars.”

This was too much for Bert. “Hurrah!” he
shouted, and actually jumped up and down. He
could go into the race after alll

In the midst of the excitement the telephone
suddenly rang. Dinah went to answer it, and a
moment later stepped back into the living room.

“Freddie, it’s for you,” she said. “The man
from the playground wants to speak to you!”



CHAPTER XI

NAN IN THE NEWS

“HELLO, Mr. West,” Freddie called excitedly
into the telephone.

“Hello, Freddie. I'm afraid my news isn’t
very good,” said the playground director. “When
I went to Danny Rugg’s house this afternoon, I
found that he and his family had gone to White-
sail Harbor.”

“Did Danny take a boat with him?” Freddie
asked quickly.

Mr. West said he did not know. A neighbor of
the Ruggs had told him they had left. He was
sorry not to have helped Freddie, and said he
certainly hoped Mr. Warren would get his boat
back soon. Then the director said good-by.

Freddie returned to the living room and told
his family what he had just heard.

“I wonder if Danny has the Challenger,” Bert
said, and added that Mr. Warren had learned
nothing about his stolen boat and the police had
no clues either.

“It certainly is a shame,” said Mrs. Bobbsey.
72
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“By the way, Bert, aren’t you going to give your
boat a namer”’

Her son grinned. “Now that I’m going to have
a motor and can go into the race, I ought to give
my boat a name,” he said. “Let’s think of one.”

All sorts of names were suggested, but none of
them seemed to fit exactly. In the end it was
Dinah who came up with a name that they
thought would be just right. She said the Bobb-
sey family was always going here and there, and
probably the little boat would travel a lot too.

“So why don’t you call it the Rover?” she sug-
gested.

“That’s a wonderful name,” Nan spoke up.
“Let’'s have a christening ceremony, just like
they do for big boats.” Nan had once seen a new
ocean liner launched.

“Oh yes, please let’s,” Flossie cried. “Can’t we
go down to the lake and baptize it right now?”

Mr. Bobbsey laughingly said he thought they
should wait until the motor was installed. The
others agreed, and it was decided that, just as
soon as the motor was put in, the whole family
would go down for the christening.

“Who’s going to christen the Rover?” Freddie
asked.

None of his family answered. Then Dinah
said, “If I may say somethin’ I believe it ought
to be Bert’s twin. Nobody’s closer than a twin.”

So it was arranged that Nan would christen
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the boat. This took place two afternoons later.
Mr. Bobbsey left his office early, and met his
family on the shore of Lake Metoka.

This was to be more than a christening. It
would be the first time the new motor would be
tried out. Bert was extremely excited. While
waiting for the motor, he had painted the name
Rowver on the side of his boat. Now as it stood on
the shore waiting to be launched, he decided it
really was a very fine-looking boat.

Dinah and Sam had come along, and now
Dinah walked up and handed Nan a little bottle
of white grape juice.

“When they launch a boat, they always break
a bottle on it as it goes into the water,” she said.
“So Bert’s boat must have a very proper launch-
ing.”

“That’s right, Dinah,” said Mr. Bobbsey,
‘“only, Nan, you’d better not break the bottle.
Just sprinkle a few drops of juice on the boat.”

Nan took the bottle and stood waiting. Bert
said, “Ready!” and his twin poured the juice oh
the boat as it slid into the water.

“I christen thee Rover,” she said.

Everyone clapped. Then Bert stepped into the
water and started the motor.

Putt-putt it went. Bert released the lever
which would make the boat move forward.
Away it went at a good speed along the shore.

“Oh, it works!” Flossie cried excitedly.

Bert had not permitted his boat to go very
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fast, because he did not want it to get away. He
dashed down the beach, waded out, and met the
Rover. He picked up the boat, turned off the
motor, and waded back.

“We must go home now,” Mrs. Bobbsey said
when Bert returned to the group. “Bert dear, 1
wish you lots of luck in the race.”

The race was to be held the last day of the
craft classes. In the meantime, the other hobby
groups were getting ready to exhibit the things
they had made.

Nan had finished the rug which she planned to
give Dinah for her birthday. Nobody could see
where Freddie had cut off some of the braids
and nearly ruined the rug. The cat sitting by the
fireplace looked very lifelike.

“Dad,” said Nan at supper that evening, “I
just loved my rug-making class. I'd like to go
into the next session and learn to make something
else.”

Her father smiled, then said, “Well, dear, I'm
afraid you’ll have to postpone it. I'm thinking of
taking my family on a little trip. Maybe you can
join one of the classes later in the summer.”

The twins wanted to know about the trip, but
Mr. Bobbsey said he was not sure yet where it
would be. Several shipments of lumber were
coming in at various points, and he wanted to in-
spect them with a view to buying some of it. He
had not yet decided to which place he would go
first.
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‘“After I decide, I'll tell you,” he said.

The twins always looked forward to going on
a trip, but at the moment, Nan’s and Bert’s
thoughts were on the exhibit, which would last
several days, and the midget powerboat race.
When the first day of the exhibit came, there was
a good crowd to look at the various objects the
pupils had made. Among these people was a
photographer from the Lakeport News.

Unknown to the children, the head of the craft
classes had arranged for a group of judges to
pick out the best article in each exhibit. The
photographer was to take a picture of it, to be
printed in the paper together with a story.

Toward the end of the morning a girl came
up to Nan Bobbsey and told her that Mrs. Shole
wanted to see her right away. Nan, who had been
looking at another exhibit, hurried off. Reaching
the room, she found the teacher smiling.

“Nan,” she said, “your braided rug has been
chosen as the best one. The judges say the reason
they picked yours is because it has such an in-
teresting picture on it.”

How happy and excited Nan was! The next
thing she knew, the photographer was taking a
picture of her standing alongside the braided
rug. He even got the story that she was giving it
to Dinah for her birthday.

“Dinah’s birthday is day after tomorrow,”
Nan said. “But I guess it won’t matter if you
print the story now. Thank you very much.”
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It was an odd way to present a birthday pres-
ent—showing a picture of the gift first—but
Nan had a lot of fun doing it that way. When
the newspaper came early the next morning, she
rushed to Dinah and said:

“Happy Birthday!”

Of course Dinah looked surprised, and did
not understand until Nan made her read the
story under the picture in the paper.

“Well, bless you, child!” Dinah exclaimed, a
wide grin spreading over her face. Then she
added, “Nan, you were so sweet to make this rug
for me. And T’ll specially prize it, because it’s
got all the Bobbseys in it.”

Freddie, who was standing near by, wanted to
know what she meant. Dinah laughed. “Why,
don’t you remember, honey child, that there’s a
piece of everybody’s clothes in this rug?”

Dinah decided the occasion called for an ex-
tra-special breakfast, but when it was ready, Bert
could not be found. Nan went into the back yard
and called, but he did not answer. Finally the
family gave up and sat down to eat without him.

“Maybe he went to try out the Rover ’cause
this is the day of the race,” Freddie suggested.

But Bert was not at the lake. All this time he
had been working in the room above the garage.
Bert knew from the trial run the day before that
his boat never could win the race. And he so
much wanted to win it and go into the Interstate
Competition!
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The boy had arisen very early, and carried his
boat out to the shop. He felt that probably the
trouble was not with the motor, but with the boat
itself.

Taking a chance, Bert had decided that he
would sharpen the prow and the keel, so that the
boat could cut through the water more swiftly.
Now he had finished this job, but he still had to
shellac the hull.

Bert had heard his twin calling him from the
yard, but had decided he must finish his job be-
fore eating breakfast. Hoping that he had
guessed right about what was the matter with the
speed of his boat, the boy put on the finishing
touches of shellac. Then, looking at it fondly, he
whispered :

“Rowver, I sure hope you win the race!”



CHAPTER XII

A BOAT RACE

“I’M SORRY to be late, Mother,” Bert said,
coming to the breakfast table.

When he explained what he had been doing,
his mother excused him. This was to be a happy
day, and everyone was in a gay mood.

“How many boys are going to be in the race?”
Freddie asked.

Bert said that an elimination race had been
held the day before, and that the Rover and two
other boats were in the final.

“The other two fellows’ speedboats are pretty
fast,”” Bert added.

“But so's the Rover,” Freddie declared.

By the time the contestants arrived at the lake
with their parents and friends, Mr. Warren had
the pole planted firmly in the water. He an-
nounced that each boy would be given three tries
with his midget powerboat. The teacher had the
boys draw numbers, and Bert was third.

“All set?” Mr. Warren asked.

The boy who had drawn first place nodded.
79
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He attached his boat, a very good-looking one,
to the cable and bridle, and set it in motion.

Click went the stop watch of a friend of Mr.
Warren’s who was going to time the race. When
the boy’s boat had gone in a circle three times,
the man clicked the stop watch again and wrote
a figure down in a little book.

The next boy had his turn, then Bert walked
into the water to attach the Rower to the cable
and bridle. Around and around went Bert’s boat
as the Bobbseys cheered. Then the timer wrote
some more numbers in his book, and the three
contestants waited eagerly for the results.

But when they were announced, Bert’s face
fell. His boat had made the slowest time.

“Don’t be discouraged,” Mr. Warren said,
‘“you have two more tries. Sometimes these boats
are better after they warm up.”

It almost seemed as if the Rover had heard
Mr. Warren speak. On the second round it beat
out the second boat by two seconds. On the third
try the Rover seemed to gather tremendous
speed. Away it whizzed.

“Oh, I just know it’s the fastest!” Flossie cried,
grabbing Nan’s hand.

Nan held her breath, as the man with the stop
watch whispered to Mr. Warren. Everyone else
became quiet, too. Then the teacher held up his
hand and said:

“This was certainly a very close race, and I
must congratulate all three contestants in it. It is
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my great pleasure to announce that the winner
will be allowed to enter the County Race which
will be held one week from today. That boy will
be—Bert Bobbsey!”

Everybody clapped. Bert was so excited that
he was not sure he had heard right. But a second
later when his father also congratulated him,
and his mother kissed him, and Nan gave him a
hug, and the little twins tried to jump on his
shoulders, he knew that he had heard the an-
nouncement correctly. He was the winner!

After a newspaper photographer took Bert’s
picture with his little boat, the boy said to him,
“If it hadn’t been for my little brother and sister,
I never could have been in this race.”

Of course, the man wanted to know what Bert
meant, so he told the story of how Freddie and
Flossie had sold the goldfish to make money
which he needed to buy the engine for the
Rowver. The photographer insisted upon taking
their pictures also.

“Only we ought to have some goldfish with
us,” Flossie said.

After most of the people had left, Mr. and
Mrs. Bobbsey stepped up to Mr. Warren and
thanked him for being so kind and giving Bert so
much help. They said their son had really sur-
prised them by making such a fine boat. They
had not expected that he could build one which
would be a winner.

“To tell you the truth, Bert and the other two
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boys in the race surprised me, too,” Mr. Warren
said. “I’ve been running classes for several sum-
mers. These boats are the best I have ever seen
boys make. They ought to do well in bigger
races.”

Before leaving for home, Mrs. Bobbsey in-
vited the teacher to have supper with them the
following Monday evening. He gladly accepted.

When Monday arrived, the small twins men-
tioned that they hoped Mr. Warren would tell
them about the races his Challenger had won.

“Since it has been stolen,” Mrs. Bobbsey said,
“maybe he won’t want to talk about his boat.”

The twins promised not to bring up the sub-
ject, and did not make a mistake. Mr. Warren,
however, brought up the subject himself. He
said he felt very bad about his boat being gone,
but he was sure that it would turn up some time.

“How fast could it go?” Freddie asked.

The teacher said that the last race which he
had won, the boat had gone sixty miles an hour.

“If I had my boat back, and if I had time to go
to Whitesail Harbor, which I haven't,” the
teacher smiled, “I’d put the Challenger in the
race there.”

Bert now asked, “Didn’t you say, Mr. War-
ren, that the winner of the County Race here
would be entitled to race at Whitesail Harbor?”

“Yes, I did.”

There was silence at the table a few seconds.
Everyone knew what Bert was thinking. How
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the boy wished he might win the County Race
next Saturday and be privileged to go to White-
sail Harbor to race!

“It would be fun for a fellow to see the race
even if he couldn’t be in it,” Bert spoke up fi-
nally.

Mr. Bobbsey smiled, and said he had a sur-
prise to tell his family.

“Nan, do you remember I told you I had to
inspect lumber in various places? Well, one of
the places is not far from Whitesail Harbor. I'll
take my family there.”

“Oh, Daddy, that’s wonderful!” Flossie cried.
“Now we can see all the white things they sell in
the harbor.”

The others laughed at Flossie’s excited mix-
up, and told her that this was not a sale of
white articles like stores held. It meant the white
sails on the boats in the harbor. Flossie laughed
too.

Before Mr. Warren left the house, he told
Bert he would help him tune up the motor of the
Rowver so it would be speedier.

“That’s great,” said Bert. “Can you come to-
morrow morning and work with me in the room
over the garage?”

“Yes, and later we'll take the boat down to
Lake Metoka and try it out.”

“Thank you very much, sir,” Bert said, and
walked out to Mr. Warren’s car with him.

During the rest of the evening Bert tried to
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keep his mind on the County Race the next Sat-
urday, but thoughts of Whitesail Harbor kept
popping into his mind. They also brought Danny
Rugg to his mind.

Suddenly an idea came to Bert. When he said
good night to Nan, he whispered :

“Just as soon as we get to Whitesail Harbor,
I'm going over to Danny Rugg’s camp and find
out if he has the Challenger!”



CHAPTER XIII

THE BROKEN CARRIAGE

WHENEVER Freddie and Flossie were going
on a trip, they had a great deal of fun getting
ready. They talked about what play clothes they
wanted to pack in their suitcases, and what toys
they would take. This time Freddie announced
that he did not intend to take any toys.

“You're note” Flossie asked in surprise.

“I’'m going to take goldfish instead,” Freddie
answered.

Flossie said “Ooo-eee” very loudly, and added
that she hardly thought their mother would per-
mit this. Freddie ran into Mrs. Bobbsey's bed-
room where she was looking over her own
clothes for the trip.

“Mother,” he said, “I've been a very good boy
lately, haven’t I?”

Mrs. Bobbsey smiled. She knew Freddie was
going to make some kind of request. But she was
not prepared for the one which he did make.

“I don’t know how goldfish would like riding
in a car,” she said. “There’s no way to make them
sit still, as you know, and the water would slosh

around pretty hard.”
85
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“Couldn’t Daddy drive very, very carefully?”
Freddie asked.

“Your father always drives carefully,” his
mother told him. “But I'm afraid if we went
slow enough to keep the goldfish bowl from slid-
ing around in the car, we’d be days and days on
the road getting to Whitesail Harbor. It’s a long
drive.”

Freddie was downcast. He did not want the
fish to be injured, but he did so want to take a
few of them along. When Mrs. Bobbsey saw the
look of disappointment on his face, she said:

“Freddie, you did such a wonderful thing
helping Bert, that I think it’s only right to let
you take some fish.”

“Oh, thank you!” Freddie shouted.

“But first there is one thing you must do,” his
mother went on. “Figure out a way to carry them
so the tank can’t slip or tip and let the water spill
out.”

Freddie knew that this was a big job for him,
but he was determined to do it. For a whole hour
he thought and thought, walking around the
back yard, looking into the garage, going to the
basement of the house. He even opened several
picture books hunting for an idea.

The little boy could think of no way to do
what his mother had asked. Finally he gave up,
and went out to the front walk on his bicycle.

Fortunately for Freddie a truck came along
just then and solved his problem for him. The
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truck was carrying bottled water. Each bottle
was held inside a wooden crate to keep it from
being broken.

“That’s the way I’ll do it!” Freddie cried, and
dashed back to the basement.

He remembered seeing a small crate in which
something had been delivered. After examining
it, Freddie knew the crate would be just right to
hold a small bowl of goldfish. Climbing the
steps, Freddie found a kitchen bowl with a lid
which was the same size and shape as a small
tank for goldfish. He carried it to the cellar and
fitted it down inside the crate. It was perfect!

“Now I'll put some fish in the bowl and try out
my ‘speriment’ on my express wagon,” he told
himself, and carried the crate up to the kitchen.

Freddie had learned that goldfish should not
be put into cold water from the tap, so he filled
the bowl and let the water stand until it was
room temperature. Meanwhile, he went to the
garage to get his express wagon. He cleaned it
out, and then brought it to the kitchen door.

Next Freddie found the net which the pet
shop owner had given him, and took his crated
goldfish bowl to the living room. He scooped out
two of the fish and put them into the small tank.

“You’re going for a ride,” he told the fish. “If
you like it, you'll go all the way to Whitesail
Harbor.”

Freddie carried the crated tank outdoors and
set it squarely in the center of his express wagon.
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“We're off,” the little boy said.

He pulled the wagon very gently and. kept
turning around to watch the affect. The water
hardly moved in the tank and the fish seemed to
be very content. Freddie was happy.

“Now I'll go a little faster and see what hap-
pens,” he said, and started to run.

He got all the way to the corner and nothing
had happened.

“I’1l just take you a little farther,” he told the
fish, and pulled the wagon around the corner.

Now Freddie had not counted on the fact that
the side street was hilly. As he trudged along, the
crate began to slide toward the back of the
wagon, which was tilted now. Suddenly the crate
slipped to the sidewalk.

Bang!

Freddie was frightened. He almost was afraid
to turn around and see what had happened. But
he did. To his relief the crate had slid off and
landed right side up on the sidewalk. The lid
was still on the bowl and the fish did not seem to
be any the worse for their tumble.

“Well, I guess that proves my invention is
okay!” Freddie told himself proudly.

He picked up the crated tank and lifted it to
the wagon. Then very carefully he went down
the hill and turned the corner toward home. He
could hardly wait to show his mother what he
had made.
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On the way he met Flossie wheeling her doll
carriage. In it was her favorite doll Marie, who
was dressed in her prettiest clothes.

“Who made that?” Flossie asked, seeing the
crate.

“I did,” her twin answered, “so I can take
some fish on our trip.”

“That’s nice,” Flossie said. “I’'m going to take
Marie with me.”

“Where you going now?” Freddie wanted to
know.

“I’m going with Nan to get Dinah’s birthday
present,” Flossie told him. “Nan’ll be here in a
minute.”

When Nan came up she admired Freddie’s in-
vention, and then the two girls went off toward
Lake Metoka to pick up the braided rug. It was
their plan to put it on the carriage to carry home.

Reaching the craft shop, the sisters met several
other girls who were folding up their rugs to
take home. The exhibit, which had lasted for
several days, was over.

Dinah’s birthday present was heavier than
Nan had realized. When she rolled up the rug
and laid it across the doll carriage, she had to
help Flossie wheel the carriage. Moreover, each
time they pushed it up and down the curbs, the
carriage refused to hold its burden. The rug kept
slipping off and was getting dirty.

“I guess I'll have to carry it,” Nan sighed. She



9 THE BOBBSEY TWINS AT WHITESAIL HARBOR

picked it up and they went along for two blocks.
Then Nan stopped. “This is too heavy,” she said.
“I just can’t carry it so far.”

She laid it on the carriage once more and they
started off. A moment later the rug rolled on top
of Marie.

“Oh, the rug’s smothering my baby!” Flossie
cried out.

Nan rolled the rug to the other end of the car-
riage, and they walked on. The next curbstone
they came to was very steep. This time Nan had
to lift the carriage up to the sidewalk.

They had not rolled it far when suddenly one
of the wheels collapsed. The doll hit the side of
the carriage with a smack. The rug opened and
rolled topside down onto the sidewalk!

“Now my carriage is broken!” Flossie wailed.
“And your pussycat’s all dirty.”

“Don’t cry, dear!” Nan said. “I'll see that the
carriage gets fixed. And I’ll wipe off the rug.”

“But what are we going to do now?” Flossie
asked tearfully. “We can’t carry the carriage and
the doll and the rug home.”

Nan realized this, too. She told Flossie that
she would go into a store and telephone to their
mother, asking her to come and rescue them with
the car. Nan asked Flossie to wait right where
she was until she came back.

Flossie realized that the carriage was in the
way of people coming along the sidewalk, so.she
dragged first the rug, then the carriage and doll
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to the curbstone. Turning her back to them, she
watched for Nan to return.

It was because she had her back to the street,
that she did not notice a sprinkling cart coming
along. Since Flossie was standing by a telegraph
pole, the driver of the cart did not see her.

The next instant he opened the sprinkler sys-
tem full force, and water poured from it over the
little girl, the carriage, the doll, and Dinah’s
birthday present!



CHAPTER XIV

A CLEVER RESCUE

AFTER receiving Nan’s telephone call, Mrs.
Bobbsey got her car from the garage and drove
to meet her. When she arrived at the corner
where Nan had told her to come, what a sorry
sight she saw! Flossie was sobbing, and Nan
looked very unhappy.

“My dolly is ruined and the carriage is ruined,
and everything is the matter!” her mother heard
Flossie say.

Mrs. Bobbsey stopped at the curb and jumped
out. “What has happenedr” she asked.

Then she saw the wet rug, the almost ruined
doll, and the broken carriage.

“The sprinkler cart gave Flossie a bath,” Nan
explained. “I've been trying to tell Flossie that
the things aren’t really ruined. After they dry
out, they’ll be all right.”

Her mother examined all the articles, and said
Nan was right. Probably Flossie’s doll needed a
shampoo anyway, and a new wheel could be put
onto the doll carriage with very little expense.

“Hop in and we’ll go home,” Mrs. Bobbsey
directed. '

When they reached home, Nan carried the

92
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rug to her bedroom without letting Dinah see it.
She laid it flat on the floor so that it would dry
without 2 hump. By late afternoon it was as good
as new, and Nan proudly carried it down to the
kitchen to give to the faithful cook.

“Why, honey child, it’s even prettier than the
picture in the paper!” Dinah exclaimed. “I don’t
see how you made this all by yourself. It’s just
beautiful!” She grinned. “Why, it’s 'most too
pretty for me to use in our room.”

Nan insisted that she had made it for Dinah
and Sam’s bedroom, and that they were to enjoy
the rug whenever they were there.

“I’ll sure treasure this,” Dinah said. “And I'll
be certain to see that nothin’ ever happens to it.”

Later Sam told Nan that he, too, was going to
enjoy looking at the rug, and he thought she had
done a splendid job.

“While you all are at Whitesail Harbor,” he
said, “Dinah and I'll have a chance to enjoy it a
special lot.”

After supper that evening Mrs. Bobbsey said
that she thought they would have to take a trunk
to the seashore.

“We'll need several changes of clothes,” she
said, “and there isn’t room in the car for all of us
and a lot of baggage too.”

“Besides, I have to carry my goldfish,” Fred-
die spoke up.

“And I have to take my boat,” Bert reminded
the others.

“And don’t forget Marie,” Flossie said.
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Mr. Bobbsey laughed, and looked at Nan.
“Aren’t you taking anything?”

Nan giggled. “I’'m not going to take anything,
but I want to bring some things home from the
seashore. I hope there’ll be room.”

It was a jolly supper hour, and later when Bert
went upstairs, he began to think about the County
Race on Saturday. Freddie had already gone to
bed, and Bert noticed that the little boy had
moved the Rover from the bureau to the foot of
his bed.

“I certainly don’t want anything to happen to
the boat before Saturday,” Bert told himself, as
he took off his shoes. ‘“‘Maybe I'd better hide it.”

He could not think of any good place at the
moment, but next morning he had figured out a
dandy one. After breakfast he went back upstairs
and picked up the Rover. Going into his moth-
er’s bedroom, he lifted the lid of the half-packed
trunk, picked up some of the clothes, and hid the
boat beneath them. Then he closed the trunk.

“I'll just tell Mother and no one else where
I've hidden the boat,” he thought.

Going downstairs, he learned that Mrs. Bobb-
sey had gone to the market. While he was wait-
ing for her, Bert received a telephone call from
Charlie Mason asking him to go to the lake with
him and work on Charlie’'s boat. Although
Charlie had not been able to make a boat good
enough to go in the race, he had a nice-looking
one.
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“Maybe you can help me improve it, Bert,”
he said.

Bert willingly agreed to go, and the boys went
off for about two hours. When Bert returned
home, he went to his mother and told her about
his own boat. A strange look came over her face.

“Did you mind, Mother?” Bert asked.

“No, Bert, it’s not that, but it’s too bad you
didn’t tell me what you’d done,” she answered.
“Your little boat is already on its way to White-
sail Harbor.”

“What do you mean?” Bert asked.

His mother said that she had finished packing
the trunk, and the expressmen had come and
taken it way!

“Oh, no!” Bert cried out. “The boat’s been
taken away! What am I going to do?”

For answer Mrs. Bobbsey dashed to the tele-
phone and called the express office. She only
hoped that the Bobbsey trunk had not yet been
put on a train. Bert waited breathlessly, saying:

“If T don’t get the boat back, I can’t be in the
race!”

A moment later his mother was saying,
“Hello? This is Mrs. Bobbsey. Will you see if
our trunk is down at your office?”

There was silence for nearly five minutes
while the girl who had answered the phone went
to find out. Bert fumed, and Mrs. Bobbsey nerv-
ously tapped one foot as she waited for the an-
swer.
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“Hello?” the girl said. “Mrs. Bobbsey, your
trunk has already left here.”

“Where has it gone?” Bert’s mother asked.

“To the railroad station, I suppose,” the girl
said. “Good-by.”

Mrs. Bobbsey turned to Bert and gave him the
message. The race he had worked for so hard—
now he could not be in it! But a moment later he
said excitedly:

“Mother, maybe we can stop the trunk! Come
on, let’s go to the station!”

He and Mrs. Bobbsey ran out of the house,
and jumped into the car. She drove to the rail-
road station, and Bert raced inside. The baggage
man was not in sight, so the boy dashed to the
train platform.

There stood a big cart, piled high with trunks,
bags, and packages waiting to be put in the bag-
gage car. Bert could hear the locomotive’s whis-
tle in the distance. He looked around wildly.
Still no sign of the baggageman.

Bert raced up to the truck. There was the
Bobbseys’ trunk! He must get it off!

“What’s the matter, sonr” a voice behind him
asked. “You look mighty excited.”

Bert wheeled. What a relief! There stood the
baggageman.

Quickly Bert explained what had happened.
The man laughed, and said he was glad Bert had
caught the trunk in time. The boy climbed up
and helped him shift the various packages and
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suitcases, until the Bobbsey trunk was uncovered.

By this time Mrs. Bobbsey had come to the
platform. Suddenly Bert had an inspiration:
maybe the trunk could go after all. He called to
his mother, asking if she had the key with her.

“Why, yes, I do,” she said, quickly opening
her bag and fishing down inside for the key.

The train could be seen coming up the track
now.

“Mother, hurry!” Bert cried from his perch
on the hand truck.

Mrs. Bobbsey handed him the key. He quickly
unlocked the trunk and threw up the lid. With-
out paying much attention to what would hap-
pen to the clothes, he reached down underneath
them and pulled out the boat. By this time the
train had pulled into the station and was about
to stop.

“Hurry!” the baggageman called. “I can’t
hold this train up!”

Bert handed the boat to his mother, slammed
the lid, and locked the trunk. Then he jumped
off the cart, and the man pulled it up to the bag-
gage car.

“Whew! That was a close call!” Bert said in
relief.

Mrs. Bobbsey laughed. She never knew what
her family was going to do next! But she was
very happy that Bert had his boat back. Now he
could be in the Saturday race!



CHAPTER XV

CAPTAIN WINDY

WHAT an exciting Saturday morning on Lake
Metoka! The news about the midget powerboat
race had spread, and many people had come by
motorboat and car to see it.

A band was playing on the shore, and boys
were selling popcorn, candy, and balloons.

“It's just like a circus,” Flossie exclaimed to
her sister. “INan, may I have a balloon?”

Nan said she thought they had better wait. If
they wanted to get a good place to watch right
down by the water, they had better not delay.
She had Flossie by one hand, Freddie by the
other.

Mr. and Mrs. Bobbsey were coming a little
later. Even Dinah and Sam had decided to leave
their work and watch the race. Everyone wanted
to see how Bert’s boat would make out in the
race.

A little dock had been built out into the water,
so the contestants could stand on it and attach
their boats to the cable and bridle without wad-

ing into the water. Mr. Warren, who was in
98
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charge, was in the water, however, inspecting the
pole and the long lines that ran from it. When he
was sure everything was in order, he came
ashore, and called out through a megaphone:

“Are all the contestants here? If so, report
to me.”

Fifteen men and boys walked up. In a hat Mr.
Warren had several slips of paper with numbers
on. The contestants were to draw for places. One
by one they put their hands in and pulled out a
number.

“What did you get?” Freddie called across to
Bert.

“Number twelve,” Bert answered.

Mr. Warren asked if number one would
please start. A man walked up with a fine-look-
ing midget powerboat. He attached it to the bri-
dle and cable, started its motor, and set it down
in the water. I't chugged off.

For this race there were two timekeepers.
They clicked their watches at the same instant,
and then waited for the boat to complete the
course. It circled four times. Then, as it started
on the last round, the boat came off the bridle
and swung around. The man was out of the race!

“That’s a shame!” said Nan.

Freddie looked up at her and grinned. “That
gives Bert a better chance,” he whispered.

As other contestants put their boats into the
race, various things happened. One boat tipped
over, another stopped in the middle of the race,



100 THE BOBBSEY TWINS AT WHITESAIL HARBOR

and still another had a piece come off and jam
the motor.

Before Bert knew it, his name was announced
to try out the Rover. He was a bit nervous, and
his hand shook a tiny bit as he fastened the boat
to the bridle and cable. He started the motor,
and then waited to see what would happen.

The Rover zipped around the course at a rate
faster than any of the eleven boats before it—at
least that was what the timekeepers said when
Bert’s boat was pulled from the water.

“Hurray for Bert!” Freddie shouted.

Several people laughed. Then they became si-
lent as contestant number thirteen started his
boat. Bert held his breath. At the end, it was
found that the time it had taken was a little
longer than Bert’s. Number fourteen suffered the
same fate.

“The last boat will now enter the race!” Mr.
Warren called out. “We would appreciate si-
lence, please!”

“I guess he means us,” said Freddie, who was
jumping up and down and yelling loudly, de-
spite the fact that Nan was trying to keep him
quiet.

Freddie did manage to stand very still until
the boat finished and Mr. Warren made an an-
nouncement.

“According to the stop watches, there is a tie
between Mr. Trent, the last contestant, and Bert
Bobbsey. I am going to ask these two contestants
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to try again. If one boat is faster than the other
this time, it will be the winner.”

Bert Bobbsey’s heart began to pound!

Since Mr. Trent’s boat was still attached to the
bridle and cable, he went first. Then Bert at-
tached the Rover and let it go. The boy was sure
it was going faster than the other boat, but the
stop watches would tell the result. After the Ro-
ver had gone around five times, he took it from
the water.

There were a few seconds of silence, as Mr.
Warren and the two timekeepers conferred.
Then Mr. Warren, turning toward the watchers
on shore, smiled and said :

“By only two-tenths of a second Bert Bobbsey
is the winner!”

“Wheeeeeeeeeeeeee!” cried Freddie and Flos-
sie together and ran around excitedly.

Mr. Trent, the loser, and several other people
came to shake hands with Bert. They told him
his boat was not only speedy but very fine look-
ing. Mr. Warren clapped for silence, and then
said to the people standing around :

“As you may have heard, the winner of this
race is entitled to go to Whitesail Harbor and
compete in the Interstate Races. I'm glad to an-
nounce that Bert Bobbsey is going to go.”

Everyone clapped loudly—so loudly in fact,
that Bert blushed. But he was very happy. Now
he could go into the big race!

After most of the people had left, Mr. Warren
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came up to Mr. and Mrs. Bobbsey and congratu-
lated them also. Then he said he would like to
give Bert and his family a special prize. They all
waited expectantly to hear what it was.

“It isn’t anything you can see,” he said myste-
riously. “I have an uncle whose name is Captain
Windy. He owns a large clipper ship which I
understand he is sailing across the bay to White-
sail Harbor.

“I spoke to him on the telephone last night and
asked him if he would permit you people to take
your car on board instead of going all the way by
road.”

‘“That would be wonderful!” Nan was the first
to speak up.

“I agree with my daughter,” Mrs. Bobbsey
smiled.

The twins’ father said that this was a mighty
fine offer indeed. He did not see how he could
refuse it, and he was certainly grateful for the
chance to show his children what a clipper ship
looked like.

Mr. Warren smiled at the twins and said,
“There’s a mystery in connection with this clip-
per ship. I’'m not going to tell you what it is.
You'll have to find out for yourselves.”

The rest of that day and for a few days after,
the twins made all kinds of guesses what the mys-
tery of the clipper ship might be. Flossie was
sure it was a ghost. Nan thought maybe it was a
treasure. Freddie thought it might be a special
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kind of fire apparatus, and Bert was sure the
clipper carried some special kind of sail.

“It won’t be long before we’ll find out,” said
Mr. Bobbsey one evening. “Your mother and I
have decided we’ll start in the morning.”

There was hustle and bustle in the Bobbsey
household after breakfast as last-minute things
were packed. Flossie put her doll in the car.
Freddie carried out his tank of goldfish safely
wedged in the crate. Bert, who had made a fine
cover for the Rowver, placed his boat above the
back seat.

“All aboard!” Mr. Bobbsey called out at nine
o’clock.

One by one the family climbed into the car.
Mr. Bobbsey was in the driver’s seat with Fred-
die and Bert beside him. Mrs. Bobbsey and the
two girls sat in the back.

After everyone was seated, and the doors were
closed, Dinah, Sam, and Waggo came outside.
The little dog barked furiously and jumped
around. Then he began to do some of his tricks,
somersaulting, sitting up and begging, and bark-
ing shrilly.

“He’s so cute, I hate to leave him,” Flossie re-
marked, and called out, “We won’t be gone long,
Waggo.”

Dinah and Sam waved as the car moved off,
and the couple soon were out of sight. Mr. Bobb-
sey drove until noontime. Then he stopped at a
cool spot in the woods where they ate the lunch
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Dinah had packed. Then they started off again.

An hour later they came to the seashore, and
began their hunt for the clipper ship. None of
the children had guessed what the mystery was,
and when they found the ship, the children
jumped from the car and hurried up the gang-
plank.

Standing on the deck was a fine old gentleman
with white hair and a white beard. They were
sure from his suit and cap that he was the owner
of the boat.

“You're Captain Windy, aren’t you?” Freddie
asked, and he nodded.

“Welcome, little people.” He smiled at the
small twins.

Then he shook hands with Nan and Bert, and
$aid he was glad to see them. By this time Mrs.
"Bobbsey had come up the gangplank, and spoke
to him. She said Mr. Bobbsey was waiting to
hear how he was to put the car on board. She
would go tell him.

“We have a special gangplank,” the captain
said. “I’ll see about it in a few minutes.”

As soon as Flossie and Freddie felt they had
stayed talking to Captain Windy long enough to
be polite, they hurried through a doorway into
the cabin of the clipper ship. To their amaze-
ment there were tanks of fish built into the walls.

“Oh, aren’t they funny-looking fish?” Flossie
said, and hurried over to look at some which
were called sea horses.
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“Do you suppose this is the mystery?”’ Freddie
asked her.

His twin said she did not know. “Let’s go out
on deck and see if there is some mystery there,”
Flossie suggested.

A few moments later they did find another
mystery. There was a long, deep tank built into
the deck of the boat. As the children looked into
it, they saw a large animal swimming around.

“What's that?” Freddie asked Bert, who had
come up to look.

“It's a porpoise,” Bert answered.

Freddie wanted to see it better. He stepped up
on a ledge and leaned far over. The next moment
he lost his balance and went head first down into
the porpoise tank!



CHAPTER XVI

HO-HO, THE PORPOISE

“DAD! Captain Windy!” shouted Bert.

Neither of the men heard the cry, because in
- his excitement Bert was calling down into the
tank where Freddie had fallen. Nan heard,
though, and ran over to see what was the matter.

To the amazement of the older twins the por-
poise was not hurting Freddie. Instead, it was
frisking about the little boy, who could swim
enough to stay on top of the water.

“The porpoise is playing with Freddie!” Bert
exclaimed in wonder.

“Just the same we have to get him out of
there,” Nan said, worried.

She ran to find Captain Windy. He laughed
when he heard what had happened and Nan was
surprised that he did not seem alarmed.

“Why, Ho-Ho wouldn’t hurt anybody,” he
said.

As he reached the tank, the captain explained
that Ho-Ho was the name of the porpoise. And
what a good name it was, because Ho-Ho seemed

to be having a lot of fun. First, the roly-poly sea
106 R
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animal would dive down deep under Freddie,
then suddenly leap out of the water and over the
little boy’s head. Of course, this made waves, and
frightened Freddie dreadfully.

“I don’t think Freddie wants to play,” Nan in-
sisted.

“Maybe not,” said Captain Windy.

He picked up a coil of rope and flung it over
the side of the tank.

“Catch hold, Freddie!” he ordered.

The older twins held their breath. Was their
little brother too scared to do what he was told?
For a few seconds it looked as if this might be the
case, because the porpoise, not understanding,
wanted to continue playing. He kept bumping
into the rope, so that Freddie could not reach it.

“I’m going down there and get Freddie!” said
Bert suddenly, and climbed to the edge of the
tank.

Captain Windy caught Bert’s shoulder, and
told him not to. Then in a loud voice he called,
“Ho-Ho! Stop bothering the little boy!”

Obeying his master, the porpoise finished the
dive he was making and then lay still. But he was
not through teasing. Unexpectedly he shot a
stream of water into the air, sending the spray
over the captain and the older twins.

“Catch hold of the rope!” the captain ordered
Freddie.

This time the little boy was able to catch it.
Captain Windy pulled it up slowly, hoping that
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Freddie could hold on tightly. Fortunately,
Freddie had often practiced being a fireman,
and he knew exactly how to twist the rope
around his arms so that he could not lose it.

As soon as poor Freddie reached the deck, he
began to cry. Nan put her arms around him, say-
ing he was all right, and the porpoise was only
playing.

Freddie wiped away his tears, then he said,
“But I’'m all wet. What'll I do?”

Nan said she would run to the car to speak to
her mother. When Mrs. Bobbsey heard what
had happened, she shook her head, and won-
dered what was going to happen next. Mr. Bobb-
sey opened the back of the car and took out one
of the suitcases, in which were some of Freddie’s
clothes.

As soon as the little boy had changed into dry
clothing, Captain Windy showed the Bobbseys
around the ship. On the deck was another tank of
fish, which he said were named Plaice.

“T call these my backward fish,” he said with
a smile. “Most fish are dark on the back and
white on the stomach. Plaice are just the other
way around.”

The captain said the strange fish could change
color wherever they wanted to, and make them-
selves look like seaweed. In this way they fooled
other fish which wanted to eat them.

“And they don’t lie on their backs either,” the
captain added. ‘“They lie on one side.”
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“Which way do they swim?” Bert asked.

The captain said the fish could swim almost
any way they wanted to. That depended on
where they were. When they were lying still,
they were often found on their sides.

All this time he had been prodding around in
the tank with a pole, trying to make the fish come
to the surface. When this failed, he took a small
bell on a rope from his pocket, and lowered it
into the water. As soon as he shook it, several fish
came to the surface.

Flossie laughed. “Is that the way you call
them to dinner?”

“Yes, it is,” the captain answered.

The children had never seen such strange fish.
Both their eyes were on the right side of their
heads, and their mouths were twisted in queer,
lopsided fashion.

“Why do they have such funny eyes and
mouths?” Freddie asked.

The captain explained that a Plaice likes to
twist and turn its eyes about in all direc-
tions. Sometimes it wants to look up through the
water, sometimes in front of him, sometimes be-
hind, sometimes on one side or the other. Then
he can be sure to spot an enemy.

“The funny thing about it,”’ the captain said,
“is that the baby fish are not born looking like
their parents. The little ones have straight
mouths and one eye on each side of their heads.

“But soon something very strange happens.
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The left eye of the baby fish begins to move
slowly up across its head. After a while it lands
on the other side, and there it stays.”

“When does its mouth get crooked?” Flossie
wanted to know.

The captain told her that as the eye began to
travel, the mouth began to get crooked. It was
not long before the little fish looked exactly like
its mother and father.

“Have you any more funny-looking fish on
board?” Freddie asked, remembering the aquar-
‘ium he had seen in the cabin.

Captain Windy said he would have to show
them the other fish later. It was time to set sail.
He called to three of his crew and told them to
make ready. His eyes twinkling, Captain Windy
began to tease the children by speaking in strange
terms to his crew.

“Better pull down Blue Peter,” he said.

The twins stared. Who could Blue Peter be?
Moreover, it was not very nice to pull him down.
They said nothing, however, and a few moments
later laughed as the sailor brought down a small
blue flag with a square white center, which had
been flying to let people know the clipper would
be sailing within twenty-four hours.

“Well, if you children will excuse me,” Cap-
tain Windy said, “I believe I'll go afterbody.”

The twins’ eyes popped. Then they thought he
might be teasing them again. The old sea captain
walked toward the back of the clipper, and one
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of the crew whispered that on a ship the rear sec-
tion of a vessel is sometimes called the afterbody.

Mr. Bobbsey drove his car aboard, up a spe-
cial, wide gangplank, and in a few minutes the
crew hoisted several sails and they set out across
the harbor. All four children stuck close to Cap-
tain Windy. They liked him very much, and
hoped he would use more of his funny expres-
sions. Presently, seeing Freddie yawn, he asked:

“Would you like a donkey’s breakfast?”

The twins howled with laughter, and asked
what a donkey’s breakfast was. The captain told
them they must guess. They guessed wheat and
oats and hay, but Captain Windy said on ship-
board a donkey’s breakfast is something quite
different.

“Please tell us,” Flossie begged.

“It’s a sailor’s mattress with a straw filling,”
he answered.

Presently he became serious, and told them
that this clipper had made a fine record winning
races years before. Now it was too old and had to
stay in the bay.

“But she’s still good and seaworthy, and I've
turned her into a marine museum,” he said.
“When I tie up on shore, I charge admission for
people to see my strange fish. That’s how I earn
a living.”

“Do you live on the clipper ship all the time—
sleep here, too?”’ Nan asked.

Captain Windy nodded. He said that once in
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a while he went to visit his sister who lived at
Whitesail Harbor.

“Her name is Miss Evy Brett, but everyone
calls her Miss Windy. She runs a gift shop right
on the beach,” he told them. “I’m sure you twins
would like to go and visit it. She has all sorts of
curious articles to sell.”

Nan asked where the articles came from. Cap-
tain Windy said that a great many of them were
brought to his sister by beachcombers. Turning
to the small twins, he asked :

“Do you know what a beachcomber is?”

To his surprise the small twins did. They had
been to the seashore one summer visiting their
aunt and uncle, and they had learned that a
beachcomber was a man who walked up and
down the beach gathering things which were
swept in by the waves.

“My sister can tell you a lot of interesting sto-
ries about Whitesail Harbor,” the old man said.
“Years ago there were some shipwrecks off the
shore, and every once in a while something valu-
able is found buried in the sand there.”

“Really?” the twins said, their eyes shining.

“Yes, indeed,” Captain Windy said. “Maybe
while you’re walking along the beach, you’ll find
a treasure yourself.”



CHAPTER XVII

AT WHITESAIL HARBOR

“LOOK at all those boats with white sails!”
Flossie said to her twin, as they leaned on the rail
looking toward Whitesail Harbor.

“But none of them has as many sails as we
have,” Freddie replied staunchly. He already
was fond of the old clipper ship.

Mr. Bobbsey walked over to the children,
pointing to the sandy beach, which was just com-
ing into view.

“See that long, white building over there?” he
asked them. “That’s the hotel where we’re going
to stay.”

“It’s right on the beach!” Freddie said excit-
edly. “We can go straight out the door into the
water.”

All the Bobbseys gathered to watch the shore-
line grow bigger, as the clipper neared it. Pres-
ently Captain Windy ordered some of the sails
reefed, and after a while they glided up to a pier.

As soon as the ship was moored with her sails
down, Mr. Bobbsey drove the car off the boat.
His family followed, all waving good-by, and

saying they would come soon again to see Cap-
113
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tain Windy. There had not been enough time for
him to explain about all the strange fish on his
museum ship.

It was nearly suppertime, but there was about
half an hour left for the children to watch the
very small sailboats come in. Nan declared she
had never seen a prettier sight, with the setting
sun making a wavering red streak across the wa-
ter.

When Bert and Freddie finally got to their
room, Bert decided that he had better put the
Rowver in a safe place. He was sure no one would
steal it, but he was afraid that someone might
tinker with the motor. It was in good shape, and
he did not want anything to happen before the
big race. He finally decided to put the Rover in
the bottom drawer of the bureau.

“Freddie,” he said, “will you promise not to
touch this boat?”

His brother looked a little hurt. Of course he
would not touch the valuable boat. Didn’t he
want Bert to win the race?

After breakfast next morning Mr. Bobbsey
drove off to attend to the business which had
brought him to Whitesail Harbor. As soon as he
had gone, Bert went up to the hotel desk and in-
quired about boys’ camps near by.

“There’s only one,” the clerk answered, “
you must mean Pine Trail Camp.”

“Can you tell me how to get to it?” Bert asked.

The man gave him simple directions. If Bert
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would walk to the main part of town and take a
bus along the beach road one mile, then walk to-
ward the ocean, he would come to it. While the
desk clerk was speaking, one of the hotel guests
stopped to get his mail. Hearing the conversa-
tion, he said to Bert:

“I’'m going to drive out to Pine Trail Camp
this morning. I have a son staying there. Would
you like to go with me and my wife?”

“Why, yes, sir. Thank you,” Bert said, smil-
ing. “I’ll ask Mother.”

The man, who said his name was Mr. Strong,
asked if Bert would like to take anyone with
him. Bert introduced himself, mentioning that
he had a twin and that he had a younger brother
and sister who were twins also. Maybe one of all
of them might like to go.

“I'd be very glad to take you all,” Mr. Strong
said. “I've never had the honor of carrying two
sets of twins in my car at once.”

Bert hurried away to speak to his mother, who
was looking at a display of rare ferns in the cor-
ner of the lobby. She said that it would be very
nice for the twins to go to the camp, but that she
and Nan and Flossie had planned to go to the
curio and gift shop owned by Captain Windy’s
sister. She did not know whether Freddie would
like to go with them, or with Bert. Would Bert
find out? Freddie was in his room.

“We're not going until half-past ten,” said
Mrs. Bobbsey. “When are you going?”
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Bert ran back to ask Mr. Strong, who said
they would start from the rear entrance of the
hotel at quarter-past ten. Bert went to his room
and found Freddie putting on his bathing suit.

“I’m going out and dig treasure,” the little boy
said. “Why don’t you come with me, Bert?”

“Because I'm going to Danny Rugg’s camp
and talk to him,” Bert answered. “Wouldn't you
like to come with me?”

Freddie did not know what to do. He wanted
to dig for treasure. He wanted to go with his
mother and Nan and Flossie to see the unusual
things in the curio shop. He also wanted to go
with Bert.

“Tell you what I'll do,” he said. “If I decide
to go with you, Bert, I’'ll meet you when it’s time
to go.”

“Okay. If you want to go to the camp, be at the
back entrance of the hotel at quarter-past ten
sharp,” Bert told him.

Freddie promised, although he said if he got
busy hunting for treasure, he would not come.

“I can tell when it’s quarter-past ten,” he said.
“I saw a big clock up in that tower on the hotel.
I guess they put it there for children on the
beach.”

Bert went off, and at quarter-past ten was on
hand to meet Mr. and Mrs. Strong. When he
said his small brother might come too, they
waited five minutes. Since Freddie did not ap-
pear, Bert said Freddie probably was going with
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his mother to the curio shop. Bert was sure Mrs.
Bobbsey would not leave Freddie alone on the
beach.

When they reached Pine Trail Camp, Bert
jumped out of the car and opened the door for
Mrs. Strong.

“I know a boy who is staying here at the camp,
and I'd like to go see him,” Bert said. “Will that
be all right?”

“Sure, son. We'll stay here until noontime,”
Mr. Strong answered. “Suppose we say we'll
meet you at the car at quarter of twelve.”

Bert promised to be there. He went off in
search of Danny. Bert had no special plan for
finding out if the mean boy had the stolen Chal-
lenger, but as he walked along the water front,
he saw a group of boys in swimming. One of
them was Danny.

“That’s good,” Bert thought. “Now I can find
where his tent is and look around without his
knowing it.”

Meeting another swimmer on his way to the
beach, Bert asked him where Danny Rugg lived.
The boy pointed to a big cabin near a sand dune
and asked Bert if he would like to visit it. Bert
said he would, and together he and the boy
walked toward it.

“What’s your name?” Bert asked.

“Ken Strong. What’s yours?”

Bert told him and then asked if Mr. Strong
was his father. When the boy replied that he
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was, Bert told Ken that his parents probably
were looking for him.

Hearing this, Ken quickly led Bert into the
cabin, and, excusing himself, said:

“Look around all you please. I’'m going to find
Mother and Dad.”

Bert thanked him and looked through the
cabin, but there was no way of telling which was
Danny’s cot. There was no sign of a powerboat.

“Maybe I'd better look under the cots,” he
told himself.

Getting down on his hands and knees Bert
peered under every cot. There were suitcases,
steamer trunks, games, books, and athletic equip-
ment—but no boats. Straightening up, Bert said
to himself:

“Well, the missing boat isn’t here. If Danny
has the Challenger, it must be somewhere else.”

At this moment a young man walked in, and
Bert introduced himself, saying he knew Danny
Rugg in Lakeport. He asked the man, who was
Danny’s counselor, if the boy had brought a
powerboat to camp.

“I really don’t know,” the man replied. “Why
don’t you run down to the shore front and ask
Danny?”

Bert did not want to say that he hoped to avoid
Danny if possible. He hurried from the cabin,
and upon meeting another boy, asked where
model boats that had been brought to camp
would be kept.
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“There are some down in the boathouse,” the
other boy told Bert, and pointed out the build-
ing. “Is there any special boat you want to seer”

Bert did not know whether it was wise to men-
tion Danny’s boat or not, but he decided he
might as well find out. To his surprise, the boy
replied that he had not seen Danny’s boat but
that he had bragged about a wonderful one he
had brought, which he was going to enter in the
big race.

Bert’s heart almost stopped beating. He was
sure that it must be the missing Challenger/

‘““Thanks a lot!” he said, and hurried down the
trail toward the boathouse. He had nearly
reached it, when he heard a voice say:

“What are you doing here?”

Bert turned to see Danny Rugg and two other
boys almost upon him. Before he could answer
or jump aside to avoid trouble, they began to
fight him.

“T’ll teach you to spy on me!” Danny cried fu-
riously. “How did you get to Whitesail Harbor,
anyhow? I'll bet you came just to make trouble
for me!l”

It was an uneven fight, and Bert was getting
the worst of it, when another camper rushed up.

“Hey! Cut it out, you fellows!” he cried. “The
head counselor is coming!”

Danny and his friends gave Bert a hard shove,
sending him down into a deep gully. Then they
hustled off toward the beach.
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Bert lay dazed for several seconds. Then he
tried to get up. As he stepped on one foot, his
ankle turned under him, and he cried out in pain.
He sat down for a few minutes, then tried again.

It was no use. Something had happened to
Bert’s ankle. He could not walk!



CHAPTER XVIII

THE CURIO SHOP

BERT slowly dragged himself out of the gully
Reaching the top, he saw a young man coming,
and waved to him.

“WIill you please help mer” he called. “I've
hurt my ankle.”

The young man was a counselor by the name
of Drake, but the boys called him Doc, because
he was in medical school. He sat down on the
ground beside Bert and examined his ankle.

“It’s not sprained,” he said. “But it has a bad
bruise on the bone. It’ll probably hurt you for a
few days.”

“Will it be all right to walk on it?” Bert asked.

Doc said it would hurt, but it would not do the
ankle any harm.

“Are you one of the campers?” he asked, see-
ing that Bert did not wear the camp uniform.

“No, I’'m not,” Bert said. “I came over here
with Mr. and Mrs. Strong.”

Bert would have liked to mention Danny
Rugg and tell of the mean trick he had played,
but he kept still. Doc Drake helped him to the

121
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beach, where Mr. and Mrs. Strong were watch-
ing their son swim. Seeing Bert limp, they were
concerned, but he assured them nothing much
was the matter.

“We hear you and Ken already have met each
other,” Mrs. Strong said. “I’m sure you will be
friends.”

When their son came out of the water, he in-
vited Bert to go up to his cabin while he dressed.

“TI can’t walk very well,” Bert said sadly. “I—
I fell into the gully and hurt my ankle.”

Ken hurried off and came back in a few min-
utes, wearing his camp uniform. Then he and
Bert began to talk.

Presently Bert told him he knew Danny Rugg,
and wondered if he had brought a boat to camp.
“He wouldn’t tell me in Lakeport,” Bert added.

“I’'m not exactly a friend of Danny’s,” Ken
said, ‘“but I'll find out and let you know.”

In a few minutes a bugle sounded. Ken said
this was the call to lunch. He was sorry Bert and
his parents could not stay, but this was not visi-
tors’ day. Perhaps they could come another time.

“I'd sure like to,” said Bert. “This is a swell
camp.”

When he got back to the hotel with Mr. and
Mrs. Strong, Bert did not see any of his family
around, and supposed they were not back yet
from the curio shop. This was true. At half-past
ten that morning Mrs. Bobbsey, Nan, and Flos-
sie had left the hotel. They had looked for Fred-
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die, but not seeing him they had assumed he had
gone with Bert.

After walking along the beach for some dis-
tance they reached the shop. Captain Windy’s
sister proved to be a delightful elderly woman,
who had twinkling blue eyes like her brother.
She was very interested to hear that the Bobbseys
had come across the bay to Whitesail Harbor in
the clipper ship.

After Flossie had looked around a few min-
utes, she said, “This is the most be-yootiful store
I've ever seen!”

Miss Windy laughed, saying she did not know
how beautiful the shop was. She did think it had
many rare articles for sale.

“Right now I haven’t so many things as us-
ual,” she said. “Drifty, my beachcomber, hasn’t
been here for over a week. I depend on him to
bring me things he finds on the beach, and also to
help in the shop.”

“Why hasn’t he come?” Flossie asked.

Miss Windy said she had no idea, but she was
afraid the old man might be ill. Unfortunately
she could not find out about him, because no one
seemed to know where he lived.

“He lives in a little hut somewhere up the
beach, but he has always kept it a secret.” Then
she added, “After you look around, I'll show you
the back room where I make braided rugs.”

“Oh, may I see them now?” Nan asked, and
told her about the rug-making class in Lakeport.
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“A fine thing for girls to learn,” Miss Windy
said approvingly. “I’ve been making rugs for
many years, ever since I was a lass like you. Peo-
ple from all over send me orders. Right now I
have an order for a set of three rugs to be exactly
alike but in different sizes.”

“How nice,” Nan said.

“But I don’t know how I can ever finish
them,” Miss Windy continued sadly. “They are
a wedding present, and there’s not much time
left for me to deliver them.”

“Maybe Freddie and I could keep store for
you while you work,” Flossie offered. She ex-
plained that Freddie was her twin brother, who
had gone off to visit a camp with Nan’s twin.

“That’s very kind of you, my dear,” Miss
Windy answered. “If I get into trouble here, I'll
let you know.”

Nan had been looking at a pile of rags in a
corner. The colors were very beautiful, and she
wondered which ones Miss Windy was going to
use for the wedding rugs. Finally she asked her.

Miss Windy picked out several. She said the
yellow, white, and pale blue were to go together.
Pink, pale gray, and light purple were to come
next.

At this moment a customer came into the shop,
and Miss Windy hurried outside to wait on her.
While she was gone, Nan fingered the various
pieces to be braided.

“Maybe I could help Miss Windy right now
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by braiding some of these for her,” she thought.
“Her brother was so nice to give us a ride on the
clipper. I ought to do something to help the
Windy family.”

Nan decided not to make the mistake Freddie
had made by cutting off any of the pieces. She
picked up strips of yellow, white, and pale blue,
and pinned them onto a board she saw. Quickly
she pulled the strips taut, and made a very good-
looking braid. Then she started another of the
next color.

All this time Mrs. Bobbsey and Flossie had
been looking around the shop. Flossie had spied
a cunning doll made of shells, and wanted to buy
it. Mrs. Bobbsey finally consented.

Then she herself saw a piece of strangely
shaped driftwood. It looked like a long dachs-
hund. Flossie giggled, declaring that from where
she stood, it really could be a dog.

“Please let’s buy it and fool people,” the little
girl pleaded.

Mrs. Bobbsey said that it was too expensive to
buy just for a joke. She thought, however, it
might make a very tricky holder for flower and
fern arrangements. Miss Windy told her that
certain kinds of ferns from Whitesail Harbor
would grow readily in pockets of the driftwood,
so Mrs. Bobbsey purchased the ‘““dachshund.”

At this moment Miss Windy realized that
Nan was still in the back room and went to speak
to her. Mrs. Bobbsey and Flossie followed. To
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their amazement Nan had several braids ready
to be sewed into the wedding gift rug.

“Why, bless you, my child!” Miss Windy ex-
claimed. “Why, they are beautifully done! When
you told me you had gone to a rug-making class,
I had noidea you could braid so well.”

Proudly Flossie spoke up, saying a picture of
her sister’s rug had been in the paper. And Di-
nah had said she liked it because it had a piece of
all the Bobbsey family in it. Miss Windy
laughed, and had to be told the story of Nan’s
birthday gift to Dinah.

“That was very thoughtful of you,” the shop
owner said. Then, looking intently at Nan, she
added, “If your mother would let you do it, I
wish you would come and help me with my big
order.”

Mrs. Bobbsey hardly knew what to say.
Knowing Nan, she felt that her daughter would
want to help Miss Windy. On the other hand,
they were not to be at Whitesail Harbor for
long, and Nan really should be outdoors playing
on the beach rather than working indoors.

“Thank you very much, Miss Windy,” the
twins’ mother said. “Shall we leave it this way?
If you find that you really do need Nan, I shall
be glad to let her come for about an hour each
day. Would that be all right?”

Miss Windy said this would be a great help.
She would let the Bobbseys know if she was get-
ting too far behind in her work.
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“It all depends on Drifty,” she said. “He may
come back at any time, but if he doesn’t, I really
will need some other help.”

On the way back to the hotel Nan kept think-
ing about the curio shop and the beachcomber
who had not shown up for several days. He prob-
ably was ill in his cabin with no one there to help
him or bring him food. Turning to her mother,
she said:

“This afternoon I'd like to go with Bert and
hunt for Drifty. Would that be all right?”

Mrs. Bobbsey said she assumed it would be.
But she would inquire of the hotel clerk approx-
imately where the place was, and whether it
would be safe for the children to go up the beach
alone.



CHAPTER XIX

FLOSSIE’S GREAT SEARCH

PROMISING that she and Bert would not go
too far from the beach in their hunt for Drifty’s
cabin, Nan hurried ahead of her mother and
Flossie to find Bert.

To her amazement he was seated in a beach
chair in the garden of the hotel. This was not like
Bert, and Nan knew at once that something had
happened. Learning about his injured ankle, she
wanted to know all the details.

By this time Mrs. Bobbsey and Flossie ar-
rived. They too heard the story, and Flossie de-
clared:

“They ought to make Danny go home from
that camp!”

Bert smiled, saying that if Danny went home,
the Bobbseys would have to worry about him in
Lakeport. It would be better if Danny could stay
away for the whole summer. Flossie agreed.
Then a moment later, she asked:

“Did you and Freddie have fun at the camp

before you hurt your ankle?”
128
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“Freddie didn’t go to the camp with me,” Bert
answered, surprised.

Mrs. Bobbsey, who was examining Bert’s
swollen ankle, looked up in alarm. “Freddie
didn’t go to camp with you?”

Then the story came out. Freddie had not gone
with Bert, and he had not gone with the others
either. Then where was he?

“Flossie,” said Mrs. Bobbsey, “go up to Fred-
die’s room and see if he’s there.”

Flossie ran off, took the elevator, and raced
down the hall to Freddie’s bedroom. The door
was not locked, so she walked in. Her twin was
not there. Thinking he might have heard her
coming and be hiding, she called out:

“Freddie, if you're here, don’t play tricks. It's
serious. Nobody knows where you are!”

She waited a couple of seconds. When there
was no answer, she was sure Freddie was not
hiding. She raced back to the garden to report to
the others.

“T’ll inquire at the desk and see if the clerk
knows where Freddie is,” Mrs. Bobbsey said, a
worried look coming over her face.

The man claimed he had not seen Freddie
since breakfast time. Mrs. Bobbsey now asked
several of the hotel guests, and Nan, too, in-
quired for her small brother. No one had seen
Freddie.

“The last time I saw him he was putting on his
bathing suit,” said Bert, when his mother and
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sisters came back to where he was sitting. “Fred-
die said he was going out to the beach to dig
treasure.”

Suddenly Flossie burst into tears. “My twin—
maybe he was eaten up by a big fish!”

“Don’t say such things!” Nan told her little
sister.

The Bobbseys were extremely worried, but the
twins’ mother tried to remain calm about the
situation. She suggested that they walk among
the bathers and inquire if any of them had seen
Freddie. Fifteen minutes later they returned to
Bert again, with no word of the missing boy.

“Even if my ankle hurts, I'm going to hunt for
Freddie,” Bert declared.

“Don’t do that,” Mrs. Bobbsey urged him. “I
feel sure that if Freddie had been in trouble
along the beach, someone would have seen him.
There are lifeguards watching, you know.”

Flossie dried her eyes. Suddenly she had an
idea about where her brother might be. The eve-
ning before, Freddie had said his goldfish
needed more food. Flossie was sure he had gone
to a pet shop to buy some.

“T’l1 bet Freddie got lost on his way,” she said,
“and maybe he’s in the police station.”

Her mother replied that Freddie most cer-
tainly knew his name and the name of the hotel
where he was staying. If the police had him,
they would have brought him back.

“Perhaps he went down the beach to find food,
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for his fish,” Bert suggested. “He told me that a
man in the hotel said goldfish liked to eat
ground-up crabmeat. Maybe Freddie went to
find baby crabs.”

“Qoo-eee!” Flossie cried. “Maybe a big crab
got him, and hurt him, and he can’t get home!”

“Flossie, you can think of the most dreadful
things!” Nan said. “Why don’t you think hard
about where Freddie might be?”

Flossie looked hurt. She said she had thought
of more places than anybody else. Mrs. Bobbsey
hugged her little daughter and said indeed she
was trying very hard to find Freddie. She her-
self was going far down the beach to see if by
chance Freddie was looking for food for his
goldfish. She would take Flossie with her, while
Nan went in the other direction.

Bert felt bad that he could not go, but when
he stepped on his foot, he winced in pain. Since
he wanted to be in the midget powerboat race, he
concluded it would be better to sit still and not
aggravate the soreness in the ankle bone.

By this time several people who had over-
heard the Bobbseys talking offered to hunt for
Freddie also. They started off in various direc-
tions, but when they returned about twenty min-
utes later, not one of them had any news of the
missing child. The Bobbseys had no better luck.

Not knowing what else to do, Mrs. Bobbsey
telephoned to the police station. The sergeant in
charge said they would start a search for the
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little boy at once. The officer asked several ques-
tions—what Freddie liked to do and what he
might have wanted to see.

Mrs. Bobbsey at once thought of Freddie’s
love of fire engines, and said perhaps her small
son had gone to the town firehouse. He also liked
to play detective, and possibly he was off with
some policeman. The sergeant promised to start
an immediate hunt for the little boy.

Flossie had been listening to the telephone
conversation. When she heard her mother say
that Freddie liked to play fireman and detective,
the little girl began to think of other things Fred-
die liked to do. He liked to go fishing. He loved
to ride. Maybe he had found a pony some place
and was having fun with it.

“T believe you children should have some
lunch,” Mrs. Bobbsey told Flossie, and they re-
turned to Bert and Nan in the garden.

Luncheon was being served by several waiters,
and the children took the little trays which were
offered to them. But none of them felt like eat-
ing. They were too eager to hear from the police
about Freddie.

“I’'m going to my room,” Flossie told her
mother, and skipped off.

The truth was that Flossie wanted to cry.
There was no one in the whole world who loved
Freddie the way she did, she was sure. She must¢
find him! Flossie had a feeling that if she could
just cry for a little while, maybe it would clear
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her mind, and she could figure out where her
twin was.

After about ten minutes, Flossie dried her
eyes, washed her face, and looked into the mirror
as she combed her hair. In the glass was reflected
a picture hanging on the wall back of her. It was
the picture of a clipper ship.

Flossie stared at it as if she had seen a ghost.
Suddenly she put down the comb she was using,
rushed from the room, and raced all the way
downstairs without waiting for the elevator.

The little girl started for the spot where she
had left her family. Then she changed her mind.
She had been wrong several times about where
Freddie might be. This time she was going to
investigate all by herself!

Half running, half skipping, Flossie headed
for Captain Windy’s clipper ship. She felt sure
Freddie was there. Hurrying up the gangplank,
she thought she heard a small boy’s voice. Was it
her twin’s?

“Now ladies and gentlemen,” the young voice
was saying, “I once fell into this porpoise tank!”

Flossie’s fears were over. She burst out laugh-
ing. Her little brother had taken on the job of
amusing sightseers by telling the story of what
had happened to him.

Running to the forward part of the ship, the
little girl saw quite a crowd of people standing
near the tank. Several of them were laughing.

“You don’t mean to say you actually fell into
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that tank and the porpoise didn’t hurt you?” a
boy called out.

Freddie insisted that was exactly what had
happened. As a matter of fact, the porpoise had
wanted to play with him.

Flossie was almost afraid that Freddie would
dive in again just to prove it. But the little boy
went on to say:

“Now if you’ll follow me into the cabin, I'll
tell you about the fish in there. Wait until you
see the sea horse!”

As Freddie stepped in front of the sightseers
and led the way to the cabin, Flossie ran up to
him.

“Freddie, we’re all so worried about you. Why
didn’t you say you were coming herer”

Freddie stood up as tall as he was able to, and
looked at his little sister, a very annoyed expres-
sion on his face.

“Don’t bother me just now,” he said. “I have
business to attend to.”



CHAPTER XX

THE BEACHCOMBER

WHEN Flossie saw that Freddie was not going
to listen to her and go back to the hotel, she de-
cided to find Captain Windy. He was sitting in
a little office, talking to two of his crew.

“’Scuse me, Captain Windy,” Flossie cried,
“but I have something very important to tell
you.”

The skipper turned and smiled at the little
girl, asking her what it was.

“Freddie’s been lost from us and everybody’s
worried,” she said. “But he won’t come home.
Please make him go.”

Captain Windy puckered his brows. “You
mean you didn’t know where Freddie was?”

Now it was Flossie’s turn to look surprised.
She said of course not, and she had finally fig-
ured out where her twin might be. When the
captain heard this, he jumped up and went out-
side to where Freddie was still talking to the
sightseers. He leaned down and whispered to
him.

135
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“All right, Captain Windy, if you say so,”
Flossie heard Freddie reply. “But may I come
again some time and have chow with you?”
Freddie had to explain to Flossie that this meant
food on shipboard.

The captain smiled and said yes, Freddie
might come again, but next time he must ask his
parents’ permission. The twins said good-by and
hurried off.

“We had a swell lunch on the clipper,” Fred-
die told his twin, as they walked back to the
hotel. “We had clipper soup, and clipper sand-
wiches, and clipper pudding.”

Flossie wanted to know what these were. Fred-
die said the soup was black bean soup, and the
sandwiches corned beef. “The dessert was lum
duff,” he concluded.

“What's that?” Flossie asked.

Freddie felt pretty important that he had
learned several sea terms during the morning.
He said lum duff was sailor’s pudding made out
of flour and water and raisins.

The rest of the Bobbsey family was mighty
glad to see Freddie. When he told them that he
had been helping Captain Windy, they agreed
that this was a nice thing to do. Only, of course,
he should have told someone where he was go-
ing. Freddie was surprised to learn that Bert had
thought he had gone with his mother, and that
his mother had thought he had gone to camp
with Bert.
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“Did you find Danny Rugg and the Chal-
lenger?” Freddie asked his brother.

Bert told him he had found Danny but not
Mr. Warren’s missing boat. Suddenly Freddie
noticed Bert's swollen ankle, and asked what had
happened. When he heard that Danny was re-
sponsible for it, the little boy said he would like
to go right out to the camp and give Danny a
good punch.

Next morning Bert’s ankle felt better. Al-
though he was not allowed to walk on it for very
long at a time, it felt well enough for him to go
to the racing headquarters and enter his boat in
the contest. Mr. Strong drove him to the beach-
front office.

Bert gave his name, and a letter he had
brought from Mr. Warren. Seeing the Rowver,
the official said it was a fine craft and when Bert
told him he had made it, the man looked very
surprised.

“Tt certainly is speedy looking,” he said. “Let’s
see it in action.”

The man had a pole, bridle, and cable in the
water, and Bert attached his midget powerboat
to it. Then he clicked a little lever and off went
the Rover. After it had gone around several
times, with the man clocking it, he said it surely
was a good boat.

“In the big race here,” the official told Bert,
“you understand we will not use the bridle and
cable. There will be a regular course. This



1383 THE BOBBSEY TWINS AT WHITESAIL HARBOR

makes the race more difficult. The boats have to
be adjusted to the movement of the water and to
the wind.”

“Yes, I know,” Bert replied. “Mr. Warren
told me that.”

The man said the course would be marked out
two days later, and the contestants could try out
their powerboats. Bert said he would be on hand
to test the Rowver.

During the afternoon the boy polished his boat
so that it gleamed beautifully. Then he started
the motor and listened carefully. It was purring
smoothly.

After breakfast next day, Mrs. Bobbsey sug-
gested that all the children go to the beach early.
It was a beautiful day, and they had not played
in the sand very much. Soon Freddie and Flossie
were in their bathing suits and making a cave
near the water.

“Bert,” his mother said, “I believe it might
help your ankle to walk in the water. Why don’t
you try ite”

He did, and in a few minutes said that the
ankle felt better. Then Bert suggested to Nan
that they walk down the beach to the curio shop.
He had not been there, and his sister’s descrip-
tion of the place intrigued him.

Upon reaching the shop, Bert found the place
all that Nan had said. Forgetting about his ankle,
Bert wandered around, looking at all the strange
gifts that Miss Windy had for sale.
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When she came from the rug room, Nan intro-
duced her brother, then said, “You have many
new things here. Has Drifty come back?”

“No, he hasn’t,” Miss Windy replied. “I was
getting so low on things, I decided to go out and
hunt for some myself. I was fortunate to find
several interesting articles to sell.”

“But how about your wedding rugse” Nan
asked.

Miss Windy admitted that she had not worked
on them much. She had had many visitors to the
shop, and between waiting on them and hunting
for curios, she had little time for rug making.

At once Nan offered to help with the rugs. She
thought Bert should rest his ankle anyway before
he walked any farther.

The twins remained for an hour. In that time
Nan braided strips and sewed them on, complet-
ing one of the rugs. Miss Windy was very grate-
ful. “I believe I'll be able to deliver the wedding
gift after alll” she said, smiling.

As the children left the shop, Bert declared
that his ankle felt almost well. “Why don’t we go
down the beach and see if we can find Drifty’s
cabin?” he suggested.

“T think it’s a grand idea,” Nan replied, and
the two set off.

For some distance along the beach there were
shops and cottages which belonged to summer
residents. But presently the houses grew fewer,
and after a while there were none at all. Now,
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the sand, instead of being flat, was heaped here
and there into great dunes. Tall grass grew upon
them.

“It would be easy to hide a hut back of
these dunes,” Nan declared excitedly. “Maybe
Drifty’s cabin is near by!”

Instead of walking along the shoreline, she
and Bert turned inland, zigzagging among the
dunes. This took a great deal of time, and for a
while they saw no sign of a hut.

Then suddenly Bert spied a little cabin. The
twins walked to it and knocked. A kindly old
woman came to the door.

“Do you know where Drifty lives?” Nan
asked her.

The woman said she had never heard of
Drifty.

When Nan explained that he was a beach-
comber, who took curios to Miss Windy’s shop,
the woman said she had heard of a mysterious
man, who lived way up the beach. “But it’s much
too far and desolate for you children to go there
alone,” she added.

“Thank you, we won’t,” said Nan, and the
children turned away.

They were disappointed, but realized they had
already come a long way. When Nan looked at
her wrist watch, she said it was lunchtime—they
must return to the hotel at once. They hurried to
the water front, and went nearly all the way back
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to the hotel walking through the surf. It was lots
of fun.

Suddenly Nan’s toe hit something hard.
“Ouch!” she exclaimed.

“What’s the matter?” Bert asked.

Instead of anwering, Nan leaned down and
picked something out of the water. Holding it
up, she cried out excitedly:

“I’ve found a treasure!”



CHAPTER XXI

A RIDE IN THE SKY

THERE was no mistaking the fact that Nan
Bobbsey had found a treasure. In her hands was
a piece of driftwood, filled with shiny pieces of
something which looked like pearls.

“What do you suppose it is?” Nan asked her
twin.

Bert shrugged. Then he suggested that they
show it to Miss Windy. When Nan agreed, the
twins hurried toward the curio shop as fast as
they could. Bert’s ankle was beginning to feel
tired and sore, but in the excitement he almost
forgot this.

Just before reaching the shop, they saw Mrs.
Bobbsey coming up the beach with Freddie and
Flossie. The small twins had tired of playing in
the sand because Freddie’s cave had fallen in, so
they had asked their mother to walk up the beach
to meet Bert and Nan.

“What you got there?” Freddie called out,
seeing the large, queer-shaped thing that Nan
held.

“We don’t know yet,” she replied. “It’s a drift-

wood treasure I found in the water. We were
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just going to ask Miss Windy about it,”’” she
added, displaying the beautiful, pearl-like, cir-
cular pieces which were embedded in the drift-
wood.

“That looks like mother-of-pearl,” said Mrs.
Bobbsey.

“Are they oysters?” asked Flossie, who had
once found a pearl in an oyster shell.

Mrs. Bobbsey smiled, saying mother-of-pearl
was the inside of the oyster or other shells.

“So maybe it’s the driftwood’s grandmother,”
Bert said. He winked, and Flossie laughed.

“I can’t understand how the mother-of-pearl
stayed in the wood,” said Mrs. Bobbsey. “I
should think the water would have soaked it out
long ago.”

When they reached Miss Windy’s shop, the old
lady was as excited as the children about Nan’s
find. She said she too thought it was mother-of-
pearl. The piece of driftwood evidently had been
part of a large treasure box. No doubt jewelry or
rare perfumes had been kept in it.

Mrs. Bobbsey asked Miss Windy how the
pieces of mother-of-pearl had managed to stay
in the wood and not be soaked out.

“My guess is,” she answered, “that the box
was kept inside a safe or some other container.
Probably the ship it was on was wrecked and the
safe went to the bottom of the sea.” She laughed.
“But don’t ask me how this piece of the box got
to the surface.”
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“Maybe a big whale ran into it and broke the
safe open,” Freddie suggested.

The others laughed and said Freddie’s guess
was as good as anybody else’s. Hearing this, Flos-
sie decided to make a guess too.

“Maybe a great big swordfish ran his sword
right through the safe,” she giggled.

Bert said perhaps the chest belonged to a pi-
rate. He had heard about ships being sunk by
pirates so that they could take away all the
money and valuable things on board.

“It’s too bad we didn’t find the whole box,” he
said. “It might have had a lot of valuable things
in it for you to sell, Miss Windy.”

In the excitement Miss Windy had not real-
ized that the twins had brought this for her to
sell. She had assumed that they expected to take
it home. Smiling, she said:

“You children found this curio. Don’t you
think you ought to take it home and not leave it
here?”

Nan, who always wanted to help people, said,
“No, Miss Windy, it’s for you. We had a lovely
ride with your brother, and we’d like to do this
for you.”

So the curio-shop lady accepted the strange,
mysterious piece of driftwood with the mother-
of-pearl trimming. Just as the Bobbseys were
leaving, a man came in looking for an unusual
birthday gift for his wife. Spying the treasure
Nan had found, he exclaimed:
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“Just what I want!”

The Bobbseys hurried away, glad that Miss
Windy was making a nice sale. They did not
know how much she was going to charge for the
valuable piece of driftwood, but they were sure
it would be a good bit of money.

On the way back to the hotel, the older twins
told of their long walk up the beach and their
failure to find Drifty’s cabin.

“But we think we may know where he lives,”
Bert said. “An old lady told us.”

Mrs. Bobbsey was about to say that perhaps
the police should help find the man, when all
thoughts of Drifty went from their minds. Who
should come walking up the beach toward them
but Mr. Bobbsey!

“Dad!” shrieked Flossie, and ran as hard as
she could, to swing into her father’s arms.

“Why, Fat Fairy, how are you?” Mr. Bobbsey
said. He often called Flossie his Fat Fairy. “And
Freddie, my little Fireman, how've you been?”

“I’m fine, Daddy,” Freddy replied, “but I'm
not a fireman on this trip. I’'m a detective, only I
haven’t found the Challenger yet.”

Mrs. Bobbsey kissed her husband, then said
that Freddie had also played another game while
his father was gone. He was an announcer on
Captain Windy’s clipper ship. When Mr. Bobb-
sey heard the story, he laughed. But he said it
was a good thing he was not at home, or he would
have been worried about Freddie's absence too.
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“Have you finished all the business you went
to attend to?”’ Mrs. Bobbsey asked.

“No, my dear, I haven’t,” her husband replied.
“But it won’t take me long to finish it. I'll be
back in time for the big race. How are things
coming, Bert?”

His son told him that the Rover was registered
and that Mr. Ketch had said it was very speedy.

“That’s fine, son,” Mr. Bobbsey said, patting
Bert on the shoulder. “Well, I have a surprise
for my family,” he added.

“What is it?” all four twins asked together.

Their father said that a pilot friend of his was
coming there with a seaplane. He would be glad
to take them all for a ride over Whitesail Har-
bor if they would like to go.

“Oh, that’ll be swell!” Bert exclaimed.

“What’s a seaplane?”’ Flossie asked.

Before her father could reply, Freddie told
her that it was an airplane that could walk on the
water like a bird. The others laughed, and said
Freddie was partly right, but that a seaplane did
not have legs.

“Anyway,” Freddie said, “It goes up real high
like a bird, and it can swoop down on the water
just like those little birds you can see out on the
ocean.”

All of them were eager to make the flight, and
Mr. Bobbsey said the aviator would be there the
next morning.

All of them were up early next day, and as soon
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as they had finished breakfast, they walked up
the beach to where the seaplane was going to
land. About ten o’clock a plane swooped down
from the sky.

“I see it!"” Freddie shouted. “It’s landing!”

In a few minutes, the pilot, whose name was
Mr. Jackson, taxied the plane up to a large pier,
stepped out and met the Bobbsey family. He
suggested that they take turns going up. First he
would take Mr. Bobbsey and the small twins.
When he got back he would take Bert and Nan
and their mother.

“That will be thrilling,” Mrs. Bobbsey said.

Bert and Nan said nothing, but they were a
little envious of their small brother and sister
going up first. They stood on the sand, watching
the seaplane take off, circle around, and head out
across the water.

“He's doing a trick!” Nan cried, as the plane
made a dive toward the water.

For a few seconds Mrs. Bobbsey was worried.
But the pilot pulled the seaplane up, soared
high, and presently it was out of sight.

The small twins had a wonderful time, look-
ing way down below. When they got far out over
the water, the pilot pointed and said:

“Seer There’s a sailboat race going on down
below us. If you watch you can see which one
comes in first. They have to go around those
markers, and the first one that comes near the
shore will win.”
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Freddie and Flossie kept their noses tight
against the glass of the seaplane’s windows.
Freddie declared that the boats were not real—
they must be toys, they looked so small.

“They’re real all right!” his father said.
“Look at that one go!”

There was one sleek boat which soon pulled
ahead of all the others. It went around the course
in fast time, and even though the children were
high, high above the contest, they knew without
a doubt who the winner was.

Ten minutes later Mr. Jackson put his plane
into a long glide, and landed beside the pier.
When Mr. Bobbsey and the small twins stepped
out, Mrs. Bobbsey, Bert, and Nan got into the
seaplane. This time the pilot went up a little
faster than he had before. His passengers were
thrilled, looking down on the water. Very soon
the shoreline disappeared.

“Are we going out of sight of land?” Bert
asked excitedly.

The pilot nodded, saying he thought the twins
would think this was fun. On the way back, Nan
suddenly had an idea. “Mr. Jackson,” she said,
“would you mind going home a special way?”

The pilot said he would not mind a bit, pro-
vided it did not take him too far out of his way.
Nan assured him that it would not.

“We’re trying to find an old beachcomber
named Drifty,” she said. “We think we know
where his hut is, but if we can locate it from the
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air, it'll be much easier to find after we land.”

Mr. Jackson said he would be very glad to fly
home right along the edge of the beach, so they
might look down and hunt for the cabin. On the
way back he turned to the left, and as they
reached the shore, he flew parallel to it. They
had not gone far, when suddenly Bert exclaimed :

“T think I see something written in the sand!”

By this time the pilot had gone beyond the
spot, so he turned around and went back over it,
Sure enough, in very large letters that had been
scrawled in the sand was the word: H-E-L-P.



CHAPTER XXII

THE SCARY BIRD

“SOMEBODY’S in trouble down there!” Nan
exclaimed.

“And spelled out HELP in the sand so an air-
plane could see it!” Bert put in excitedly.

“It surely looks that way,” Mr. Jackson
agreed. “I’ll take my plane down near the sign,
and see if we can find out who made it.”

The pilot landed his plane on a small river
which ran into the bay. After taxiing up to a
rickety, abandoned fisherman’s wharf, he opened
the door of the seaplane.

They all stepped out and hurried through the
sand and bushes until they came to the spot where
they had seen the HELP sign. Nestled among
some low trees near by was a hut, its door half
open. As the Bobbseys walked over to it and
peered inside, they were startled by a man’s
voice.

“Come in, folks! Come in! I suppose you saw
my sign for help. I thought nobody was ever
going to.”

The Bobbseys could see a thin old man lying

on a couch. He did not get up.
150
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“Are you Drifty?” Nan asked, before her
mother could speak to the man.

“Yes, I am,” he answered. “I fell and hurt my
back, and I can’t walk.”

“Oh, I'm so sorry,” Mrs. Bobbsey said. “I'm
glad we found you. We'll see that you get to a
hospital.”

“Thank you, ma’am,” Drifty replied, “but I
don’t see how you can get me out of here. It's a
long way to a road and my back hurts so, I can’t
help myself.”

Mr. Jackson told the old beachcomber that his
seaplane was not far away. They would fly him
to the airport, and from there he could go in an
ambulance to the hospital. Drifty frowned as if
he did not understand.

“A seaplaner” he asked. “Is that what I heard
you say?”’

The others nodded, and explained how they
had come.

“Well, I’ve never been in a plane,” Drifty
said, “but I can’t stand this pain in my back any
longer, so I guess I'll have to go the way you
say.”

Quickly Bert and the pilot set to work, making
a stretcher out of a blanket and two oars they
found in a corner of the hut. Then the four
gently lifted Drifty onto the stretcher. With
Mrs. Bobbsey and Bert at one end, and Mr.
Jackson and Nan at the other, they carried the
injured man to the seaplane.
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After they had placed Drifty carefully on the
floor inside the plane, the pilot took off, and in
a short time was circling over the airport just
outside Whitesail Harbor.

“This plane can land on either sea or earth,
can’t it?” Nan asked.

The pilot said yes—as a matter of fact, it
could land almost anywhere. And then, with
twinkling eyes, he added:

“If the roof of the hospital were only flat, I'd
even try landing on it.”

The twins smiled, wondering whether the pi-
lot was fooling. They had no chance to find out,
because at this moment the plane landed. The
Bobbseys discovered that while they had been
busy trying to make Drifty comfortable, Mr.
Jackson had radioed the airport to call an am-
bulance. Now it drove up.

Before Drifty was lifted out, he thanked his
rescuers. Then he looked at Bert.

“Son,” he said, “will you do me a favor? I
work for Miss Windy, who runs the curio shop.
Tell her I didn’t mean to fall down on the job of
bringing her treasures from the beach. Ask her
please to hold my job open. I’ll be well in a short
time after those doctor fellows fix me up.”

Bert promised to deliver the message, and
Nan told the beachcomber that they knew Maiss
Windy, and had already been helping her. They
would continue as long as they stayed at White-
sail Harbor.
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“T hope you’ll be well by the time we go
home,” Mrs. Bobbsey said, as the old man was
lifted from the plane to the ambulance.

After he had been driven away, Mr. Jackson
flew Mrs. Bobbsey and the twins back to the
dock where they had boarded his craft. As they
alighted, Mr. Bobbsey and the small twins
wanted to know what had been going on. They
had watched the seaplane go right overhead and
come down on land some distance away.

“It was very exciting,” Nan said, and told
them how they had rescued Windy after spotting
the HELP sign in the sand.

Freddie looked hurt. When Nan asked him
what was the matter, he said, “I’m the detective.
I should have found Drifty.”

The others laughed, saying Freddie could be
a detective another way. Mrs. Bobbsey told him
that they were all going to help Miss Windy by
finding treasures on the beach until Drifty was
able to work again.

The next morning, after Mr. Bobbsey had left
on business, the small twins asked permission to
go on the beach and hunt for treasures. Mrs.
Bobbsey was willing, but made them promise not
to go into the water. They had not been hunting
very long before Flossie cried out that she had
found something “be-yootifull”

“What is it?”’ Freddie called.

“You come and look,” Flossie answered. “It’s
a wonderful shell!”
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Her twin hurried over. Seeing the shell, he
declared they should go at once to Miss Windy’s
shop and give it to her. He felt a little sorry that
he had not found one like it.

When they handed her the shell, she looked it
over carefully and said, “I have never seen one
like this. It's so large and beautiful. I believe
that the little animal who lived in it didn’t in-
habit these waters.”

“Then how did the shell get here?” Freddie
asked.

Miss Windy said she had an idea it might have
been brought on a ship, and then dropped over-
board.

“Maybe it came on Captain Windy’s ship,”
Flossie suggested.

Miss Windy shook her head, saying the cap-
tain never carried shells on his ship. No, she was
more inclined to think that it had come on some
ship which had been wrecked.

“Then it’s all right for you to keep it?” Flos-
sie asked. “And sell it, and give some of the
money awayr”’

“Yes, it’s all right for me to do that if T want
to,” the shop owner answered. “Why did you
ask?”

“’Cause Drifty needs the money, and a sea-
plane took him to the hospital.”

Poor Flossie was so mixed up that Miss
Windy had to ask her to start all over again and
tell her what she meant.
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Flossie did better the second time and told how
Drifty had been found and was now in the hos-
pital. He was coming back to work as soon as he
could. In the meantime, Freddie and Flossie and
the other Bobbseys were going to find treasures
for the curio shop.

“Why, that’s very sweet and kind of you,” said
Miss Windy. “And I think it’s wonderful Drifty
was rescued.”

“Well, good-by,” said Freddie suddenly. “I
have to go find a treasure, too.”

With that he raced out the door, Flossie at his
heels. The children hunted for a long time be-
fore locating anything more. Freddie was just
becoming discouraged, when he noticed strange
footprints in the sand.

‘“They belong to some kind of bird with big
feet,” he said. “Flossie, let’s track it down!”

The twins walked along the edge of the water,
following the bird’s footprints. Presently the
marks turned up the beach and went into a little
grove of trees.

“Maybe we’d better be careful,” Flossie sug-
gested. “If it’s a great big bird, it might hurt us.”

Freddie paid no attention to her advice. He
was sure that if there had been any bird around,
it would have made itself known by this time.
He kept walking to see if perhaps he could find
the bird’s nest.

“T see it!” he cried a moment later.

“You see whatr” Flossie asked.
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“The bird’s nest,” Freddie answered. “And it's
a treasure nest!” he exclaimed. “It’s full of
pretty eggs.”

The little boy had hardly finished speaking
when there was a terrific squawking back of the
children. Frightened, they whirled around to
see what it was.



CHAPTER XXIII

A MYSTERIOUS BOX

“O0O0-EEE!” Flossie cried, and hugged Fred-
die tightly.

In front of them stood a tall bird with long
legs and a hooked beak. It looked very fierce, but
to the children’s relief it did not come any closer
to them. A moment later it flapped its great
wings and took off into the sky.

“I’'m glad he’s gone,” said Flossie, and added,
“Do you suppose that bird lives in this nest?”

Freddie considered. Then he said he did not
think the nest was big enough for the bird, and
he asked Flossie to help him lift it down. When
they examined the eggs closely, they found that
the ends of them were broken.

“Oh, the baby birds are gone!” Flossie cried.

“That was a long time ago, I guess,” said
Freddie.

Playing detective, he decided that the bird’s
footprints that they had followed could not have
belonged to the bird which had lived in the nest.
Nevertheless, he decided the nest and its eggs
were worth taking to Miss Windy.

When they walked into her curio shop, Miss
157
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Windy smiled. She said the twins certainly were
working hard for her, and she appreciated it.
The nest and the eggs, she told them, were rare
in this part of the country.

“I’ve heard of certain parrot-like hawks com-
ing here in the spring, building nests and laying
eggs. But later the birds leave, and one rarely
sees them. I myself have never seen their eggs—
only pictures of them.”

“Are you glad to have these?” Freddie asked.
He could not wait another second to find out.

“Indeed I am,” Miss Windy replied, “and I'll
certainly be able to sell the nest and eggs easily.”

After thanking them, she told the twins that
Mrs. Bobbsey had telephoned, asking if Flossie
and Freddie were there. They had gone out of
sight, and she was a bit worried.

“You’d better return to the hotel at once,”
Miss Windy suggested.

“All right,” said Flossie. “Come on, Freddie.”

When they reached the hotel, they found Mrs.
Bobbsey and the older twins talking about a let-
ter Bert had just received from Mr. Warren.

“What does it say?” Flossie asked.

Bert told her that the teacher had heard noth-
ing about his missing midget powerboat. He was
afraid the Challenger was lost forever.

‘““That certainly is a shame,” Mrs. Bobbsey re-
marked. “I can’t imagine anybody being so mean
as to take a prize boat.”

“Mr. Warren thinks I ought to go to Captain



A MYSTERIOUS BOX 159

Windy,” Bert continued, “and talk to him about
wind and weather conditions at Whitesail Har-
bor. He says it’s important to know this for the
race.”

“Please take me with you when you go to see
Captain Windy,” Freddie begged.

“Me too,” said Flossie.

After lunch all the children went to call on
the captain, who was busy showing people
around the clipper ship. When he saw Freddie,
the skipper asked him to stand by the porpoise
tank and tell the story of how he had fallen in.
Freddie was pleased. Standing up very straight,
he told the story well, and all the crowd laughed.

After the group of sightseers had left the clip-
per, Bert told the captain about his letter from
Mr. Warren.

“Too bad about that powerboat of his,” Cap-
tain Windy said.

“Yes,” Bert answered, and asked, “Could you
find a little time to help me with the Rover? 1
want to try it out on the course tomorrow.”

Captain Windy said he would be glad to take
off a little time to help Bert, but that actually it
should have been Drifty.

“That beachcomber is a whiz,” he said. “All
he has to do is put his nose down to the bay, and
he can tell you exactly what the weather is going
to be for a week to come!”

The children laughed. They had often heard
about tall sea stories, and they were sure this was
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one of Captain Windy’s. But there was probably
some truth in it, and Bert hoped that the poor
old beachcomber would be well enough to see
the race and perhaps give him some good advice
about the wind.

Next day the captain met Bert and Freddie at
the spot where the race would take place. Mark-
ers had been put in the water to show the course.
Freddie asked Captain Windy a hundred ques-
tions about the contest.

“It's an exciting one,” the captain answered.
“I’ve seen it several years in a row. The boats
are fast, and you’ll have a hard time winning,
Bert.”

As the boy set his boat in the water, Freddie
said, “How are you going to get the Rover back
when it gets way out in the harbor?”

Captain Windy said they would hire a row-
boat to do this.

“Please, may I row?” Freddie asked.

The captain said he might take one oar, per-
haps. It would be too difficult for the little boy
to row three persons in the type rowboat which
they would use.

While Captain Windy went to get the boat,
Bert tinkered with the Rower. He turned this,
pulled that, and mystified his small brother com-
pletely.

“Why don’t you leave it alone?” Freddie
asked finally. “You won two races in Lakeport.
Maybe you'll spoil the Rover.”
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Bert said that he was merely trying to increase
the speed. Also, he was trying to adjust the rud-
der so that the little boat would go straight, even
though there were tiny waves in the harbor.

“And what about the wind?” his brother
wanted to know.

Bert had to admit that he knew nothing about
this. He would have to wait until Captain
Windy returned and told him how to adjust the
rudder.

Presently the elderly man arrived with the
rowboat, and the two boys climbed in. Freddie
seated himself beside the captain and took one
of the oars. He soon found it was very hard work
and gave up. He moved to the prow of the boat
and looked around.

“Here come some other people with midget
boats,” he announced presently.

Three other rowboats could be seen, the peo-
ple in them holding midget powerboats on their
laps. One by one the boats were put into the wa-
ter. Bert watched them speed away.

“Boy, can they go!” he exclaimed. “I wonder
how the Rover will do.”

Captain Windy put his face into the wind.
Then having decided how strong the wind was,
he moved the rudder on Bert’s boat a little.

“Now, try it out,” he suggested.

Bert started the motor, and set his boat in the
course. It went straight as an arrow for some dis-
tance, then suddenly it began to turn.
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“Oh, it’s going to hit the marker!” Freddie
shouted.

Fortunately the Rover missed the marker, but
Bert knew that he would have to change the po-
sition of the rudder. They rowed across the wa-
ter and rescued the little boat. Then work began
on the test in earnest, and it was a whole hour be-
fore Captain Windy and Bert were satisfied with
their progress.

All this time Nan and Flossie had been walk-
ing up and down the beach searching for curios
for Miss Windy’s shop. They had had no luck.

Both girls were getting such a sunburn that
Nan suggested they walk under a pier just ahead
and get out of the heat a while. Flossie was glad
to do this, and skipped ahead of her sister. When
the two girls found a cool spot, they sat down to
rest.

“It’s a shame we haven’t found anything,” said
Flossie. “What will poor Miss Windy do?”

“Oh, maybe something will turn up,” Nan
said hopefully. “We’ll look again this afternoon.
After all, Miss Windy still has a lot of things to
sell.”

Flossie let her eyes wander up to the underside
of the pier. She was intrigued at all the sea life
attached to it. There were barnacles and pieces
of seaweed, as well as thousands of tiny shells.

Suddenly her eyes spied a little box which had
been jammed back in a corner. Jumping up, she
tried to reach it. Unable to, she pointed the spot
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out to Nan, and asked her to lift the little box
down.

Even Nan could not reach it. She wondered
about trying to climb one of the poles but they
were very slippery.

“Maybe I can jump up and hold onto one of
the beams,” she thought, “and grab the box.”

It took three tries before she was able to do
this, but finally Nan did knock the box from its
hiding place. As it fell to the sand, the lid came
off.

“Why, it’s full of alphabets!” Flossie said.
“They’re nice shiny letters. Maybe they belong
to a school.”

Nan laughed. “If those brass letters belong to
a school, it must be a school of fishes,” she said.
More seriously, she added that it was strange
that the letters should be hidden under the pier.

Nan sat down and looked more closely at
them. They were about half an inch high and
looked as if they had been ripped from some-
thing.

“What do they spell?” Flossie asked.

Nan had no idea, but she began to arrange the
letters in various groups. At first she could figure
nothing out of them. Then she got the words
“call her,” but an e, n, and g were left over. Fi-
nally these letters gave Nan an idea. Quickly she
rearranged all of them. Then excitedly she ex-
claimed:

“Flossie, those little letters spell Challenger!”



CHAPTER XXIV

DANNY’S SECRET

“WE’VE found the Challenger!” Flossie cried,
after she and Nan had raced back to the hotel.
“TI mean we found the letters.”

Quickly Nan explained to her brother about
the box of letters which spelled Challenger.

“I’m sure they must belong to Mr. Warren's
boat,” she said.

Her twin was sure they did, too. The children
spoke to Mrs. Bobbsey, who advised Bert to take
the letters at once to the racing headquarters.

“I believe that the person who has the Chal-
lenger brought it here to put in the race,” she
said.

“And took off the letters,” Nan added.

“He probably painted another name on the
boat,” said Bert.

He hurried to the racing office, and fortu-
nately found Mr. Ketch, the pleasant official to
whom he had talked before.

The boy was careful not to accuse anyone, but
told the story of the missing Challenger from be-
ginning to end. Then he took the little box from

his pocket and laid the letters on the man’s desk.
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“Did anyone enter a boat that looks like the
Challenger?” Bert asked, and described Mr.
Warren’s boat as best he could.

Mr. Ketch said he was not certain. He took a
book on boats from a shelf and looked through
the index. In a moment he turned to a page near
the back and pointed out a picture to Bert.

“There’s the Challenger,” he said, “with Mr.
Warren’s name under it. If that’s the boat you
mean, a man did bring one in here which has
lines very much like it.”

“That’s the one,” said Bert.

The official looked grave, saying this was a
very shocking situation. He would look through
the applications of the contestants to see if every-
thing was in order, and would let Bert know the
results.

The boy left Mr. Ketch’s office, wondering
what would happen. The next day the official
telephoned him at the hotel, asking if Bert
would come over immediately.

“Yes, sir. Right away.” Bert promised.

When he got there, Bert noticed that several
boats were standing on a shelf. Mr. Ketch ex-
plained that he had asked the owners to bring
them to his office to be looked over before the
race. Would Bert examine them carefully and
see if one might be the missing Challenger?

“I can tell you right now,” Bert said, pointing
to one called the Eagle. “That looks cxactly hkc
Mr. Warren’s stolen boat.”
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Mr. Ketch said again that this was a very seri-
ous charge. He would have to be absolutely sure
about the boat before accusing the man who had
entered it.

“Do you think you could find any identifying
mark on it, Bert, to be positive you aren’t mak-
ing a mistake?” he asked.

Bert took the boat from the shelf and turned
it round and round. He peered inside, then
looked at the bottom of it. He could find no spe-
cial marks which he remembered.

He was about to tell this to Mr. Ketch, when
something caught his eye. I't was a tiny hole near
the letter g of the word Eagle.

“Mr. Ketch,” Bert said excitedly, “maybe this
hole is where one of the Challenger letters was
ripped off| May I scrape off a tiny bit of the var-
nish where the other letters might have been?”

Mr. Ketch said that under the circumstances
he thought it was all right. In a few minutes Bert
had proved his point. The brass letters spelling
Challenger had most definitely been taken off the
boat now named the Eagle/

“That was very clever,” Mr. Ketch praised
Bert.

He reached for the telephone and put in two
calls. One was to a Mr. Wall, who had entered
the Eagle; the other to police headquarters.
Hanging up, Mr. Ketch asked if Bert would
please wait.

“A plain-clothes man will stand outside the



DANNY’S SECRET 167

door and listen to what Mr. Wall has to say,” he
told Bert.

A few minutes later Mr. Wall arrived. He
was a large, red-faced man, who said he had no
time to waste. What did Mr. Ketch want?

Bert admired the smooth way the official got
around to accusing the man of stealing the Chal-
lenger, removing the letters, and changing the
name. Mr. Wall blustered, denied everything,
and finally made a dash for the door. But the
plain-clothes man grabbed him and brought him
back inside the office.

“Now tell us the truth,” the policeman said
sternly.

Thoroughly frightened, Mr. Wall said,
“There’s not much to it. I wanted to race a good
powerboat, and I couldn’t afford to buy one.
Say,” he added, suddenly pointing at Bert,
“who’s this kid? Get him out of here.”

. “No, he’s staying,” said Mr. Ketch. “This is
Bert Bobbsey, and he gets all the credit for solv-
ing this mystery.”

Bert in turn said that actually his two sisters
had found the letters, which helped to solve the
case.

“When did you take the Challenger from the
recreation building on Lake Metokar”’ Bert
asked the man.

Mr. Wall said that he had not actually taken
it himself. He had asked a boy he knew in Lake-
port to help him. Mr. Wall admitted he had lied
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to the boy, telling him that Mr. Warren had lent
him the boat. He had asked the boy to go to Mr.
Warren’s classroom and pick it up.

“Was it—r” Bert started to say “Danny
Rugg,” then changed his mind.

Even if it were Danny, the boy was innocent.
Bert was sorry now that he had ever thought
him guilty of stealing the boat. He wondered,
though, if he would ever find out if it were
Danny. In a few minutes Mr. Ketch told Bert
that he might leave, and wished him luck in the
race.

When Bert reached the hotel, the first person
he met was Ken Strong. The boy had come to
have dinner with his parents. As soon as Bert had
said hello to him, Ken exclaimed:

“I found out about Danny Rugg for you! He
did bring a boat to camp and it was named the
Challenger. But a man came the next day and
took it away.”

Bert burst out laughing. Then he explained to
Ken that he had solved the last link in the mys-
tery. Just then Nan and the rest of the family
came up. Bert told them the whole story. .

“Well, I'm glad Danny is not really a thief,”
Nan remarked. “But he’s an awfully mean boy
just the same.”

“Say, Danny’'s A W O L from camp,” Ken
told them.

Freddie and Flossie looked puzzled and asked
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what this meant. Ken explained that the initials
stood for absent without offictal leave.

“Do you suppose Danny knows we found out
about the Challenger?” Bert asked.

Ken shrugged, saying the fellows at camp
thought Danny had sneaked away to look over
the boats which would race. He had asked per-
mission to go, but this had not been granted, be-
cause he had pulled a mean trick at camp.

“The race is tomorrow, isn’t it?” Ken asked.
“A lot of us boys are coming. We wouldn’t miss
it for anything.”

The Bobbseys were glad the mystery was
solved, and now looked forward eagerly to the
big race. Early next morning Captain Windy ar-
rived at the hotel. To Bert’s surprise he had
Drifty with him,

“I just had to get well so I could see the race.”
The old beachcomber grinned. “I understand
the captain here wants me to tell you something
about the wind.”

“That’s right,” Bert said. “Let’s go down to
the course right away and set the Rover’s rud-
der.”

The three started off, but they had gone only
a few steps when they found Freddie tagging
along. The little boy remarked that he wanted to
see Drifty lay his nose on the water.

The old beachcomber looked amazed, and
wanted to know what Freddie meant. Bert
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laughed and said that evidently his brother had
hear him repeat a phrase Captain Windy had
said. It was:

“When Drifty lays his nose to the bay, he can
tell you what the weather’s going to be for two
weeks ahead.”

Drifty laughed heartily, and said Captain
Windy had exaggerated slightly. He would be
very glad to put his face down near the water,
however, and see just what the wind was.

“Most folks don’t realize,” he said, “that the
wind right down by the water isn’t the same as
it is a few feet in the air.”

Bert said he had never heard this, and cer-
tainly appreciated Drifty’s helping him set the
rudder right, so the Rover would stay on course.

“Wind’s east by nor’east,” the beachcomber
announced a few moments later.

Again and again the rudder was moved and
tried out in the water. Finally they had it exactly
right to keep the Rover from being blown off the
course by the “east by nor’east wind.”

Noticing that Bert was getting jittery, Captain
Windy suggested that the boy forget about the
race for a few hours, and take a little trip with
him.

“On the clipper?” Bert asked.

The skipper said no, he thought it would be
more restful if he rented a rowboat and took
Freddie and Bert out to Lonely Island. The chil-
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dren had not heard of the little uninhabited is-
land out in the bay, and were eager to go.

It took about three-quarters of an hour to row
out to Lonely Island. They pulled the rowboat
up on the beach among the trees and set off to the
far side.

Presently Captain Windy pulled some sand-
wiches from his pocket, and suggested they sit
down and eat. He told several interesting stories,
and then looking at his watch, said:

“I guess we'd better start back now.”

“Yes,” Bert agreed. “I want to ask Drifty
about the wind at the very last minute before the
race. The rudder might have to be adjusted
again.”

The three of them crossed the little island,
coming back to the spot where they had left the
rowboat. Freddie was in the lead. Suddenly the
others heard him shout:

“Our boat’s gone!”

Captain Windy and Bert rushed to the beach.
Freddie was right. There was no sign of the row-
boat. Worse than that, there was no sign of any
other boat within hailing distance.

Bert’s face became pale. Suppose he was not
able to get back in time for the race!



CHAPTER XXV

A BIG VICTORY

“WE MUST get back, Captain Windy,” Bert
said, when he found his voice.

The worried boy was trembling, and Freddie
felt like crying. The captain’s face was very
sober.

“A boat ought to come along pretty soon,”
Captain Windy said hopefully. “We’ll keep our
eyes open.”

But none did and finally he suggested that the
boys stay there, while he looked on the other side
of the island.

As he left, Bert’s hopes sank. He had glanced
at Captain Windy’s wrist watch, and had seen
that it was already one o’clock. The race began
at two. Even if a rowboat should come along,
they might not get back in time!

“I’ll climb a tree and wave,” Freddie offered.
He could think of nothing else to do. But when
he saw that the trees were small and gnarled, he
gave up the idea.

Suddenly Bert cried:
172
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" “T think T hear the putt-putt of a motor!”

“I see it! I see it!” Freddie cried gleefully,
‘““There’s a boat heading for the other side of the
island !”

As the brothers raced among the trees, they
heard Captain Windy shouting to them. Run-
ning faster, they soon came to his side.

Nearing the shore was a good-sized motor-
boat!

“Are you folks shipwrecked, captain?” the pi-
lot asked. He came as close as he dared without
running into the sand.

“Worse than that, skipper,” Captain Windy
called to the man, whom he had known for a
long time. “Can you take us to Whitesail Har-
bor?”

“I sure can. Is something the matter?”

Bert spoke up, saying he wanted to go into the
midget powerboat race, and there was very little
time left. Someone had stolen their rowboat, and
they were marooned on the island.

While he was talking, the boy was splashing
through the water toward the motorboat. Cap-
tain Windy picked Freddie up in his arms, and
followed. The three climbed into the motorboat,
which set off for the Whitesail Harbor pier at a
good clip.

Bert glanced again at Captain Windy’s wrist
watch. It was one-thirty!

“How long will it take us, skipper?” he asked
the pilot.
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“About fifteen minutes.”

This would make it quarter of two, Bert fig-
ured. Only fifteen minutes would be left for him
to go all the way to the hotel, pick up his boat,
and get to the race.

With a sinking heart, Bert felt that he never
could make it in time. He sat very still, not say-
ing another word until they reached the pier.
Then he quickly thanked the pilot, and jumped
out.

To his amazement there on the pier stood
Drifty. And in Drifty’s arms was the Rover/

“Oh, Drifty, you've saved the day!” Bert
cried.

“I thought you might need me,” the beach-
comber said with a wink.

Captain Windy hailed a taxi, and the four of
them climbed in. They drove as near to the
course as they could, and then hurried down
through the sand. It was five minutes of two
when Bert reported!

“Now, Bert, don’t you worry one speck,”
Drifty told him. “I’ve been keeping track of the
wind on the water. It hasn’t changed a bit since
this morning. You just leave that rudder the way
it is, and I'm sure the little Rover will do you
credit.”

Just then Nan and Flossie ran up to the boys.

“Daddy’s here!” Flossie exclaimed. “And
guess who else!”

Bert turned around to see his parents, and—
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Mr. Warren! The teacher grinned and shook the
boy’s hand.

“Good work, Bert,” he said. “Mr. Ketch tele-
phoned me about your finding my boat. I hur-
ried here to thank you, and watch the big race.
Good luck!’

Before Bert could say anything, a clock
boomed out. It was two o’clock! The zero hour
for Bert Bobbsey!

All the contestants’ boats were quickly lined
up. The positions had been alloted by the racing
officials, and the Rover was exactly in the center.

A pistol shot rang out and away went all the
midget powerboats. The spectators cheered. But
they became quiet as they watched first one boat,
then another take the lead. Within a few minutes
several of the boats had veered off the course,
and were declared out of the race. Their rudders
had not been set right.

“The Rower’s still in!1” Freddie shouted.

Five boats were now about even, with the
Rowver still in the center of the course. A man
near Bert remarked that he had never seen a boat
go straighter down a course than the one in the
middle.

“That’s my brother’s boat!” Freddie said
proudly. “And he made it himself.”

Suddenly the two boats on the outside angled
off, one to the left, the other to the right. They
were out of the race!

This left only three, with the Rowver still in
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the middle. Presently Bert’s and the one to the
left, the Red Wing pulled ahead.

“Oh! Oh!” Flossie suddenly screamed. ‘“That
bad boat hit Bert’s.”

The Red Wing had turned toward the Rover
and bumped smack into the side of it. In a few
seconds it would push the Rowver off course!

Then, when they were only five yards from the
finish line, the Red Wing lost speed and dropped
far behind.

The third boat, now only two yards behind,
was speeding straight toward its goal. If the
Rowver could not stay within bounds, the other
one would win.

Presently, from a motorboat far out in the wa-
ter, Mr. Ketch signaled that the race was over.
There was silence while everyone waited to hear
the announcement.

Bert’s heart was thumping so hard that he
could hardly breathe. Flossie had her hands over
her ears. She was afraid to listen.

“Ladies and gentlemen,” came Mr. Ketch’s
voice through a megaphone, “the winner—by a
hair’s breadth—is the Rowver, owned by Bert
Bobbsey!”

“Oh, my boat did it!” Bert cried out, as the
clapping started.

Freddie jumped on Bert’s back, and Nan and
Flossie kissed him. Then Mr. and Mrs. Bobbsey
gave their son a hug, and Mr. Warren slapped
him on the shoulder.
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At this moment Ken Strong came running up.
After congratulating Bert, he asked what had
made him so late getting to the race.

“Boy, you had me scared,” he said.

When Bert told him the reason, Ken shouted,
“I know who the pirate was!”

“Pirate?”’ Freddie asked, his eyes popping.

“Yes. It was Danny Rugg,” Ken replied. “He
was so mad when you found out about the Ghal-
lenger that he wanted to get square. He saw you
start out for Lonely Island, so he helped himself
to the camp’s motorboat to follow you and take
the rowboat. A counselor saw him coming back
and reported him. He’s going to be punished.”

Suddenly all the spectators roared with laugh-
ter. Captain Windy, Drifty, and Mr. Warren
were doing a few steps from the Sailor’s Horn-
pipe.

“Everybody’s so happy you won, Bert,” said
Mrs. Bobbsey.

By this time, Mr. Ketch had retrieved the
midget boats and brought the Rowver back to
Bert.

“The champion of Whitesail Harbor,” he said
proudly, as he put the boat in the boy’s arms.

Then he presented Bert with the trophy of the
race, a beautiful silver cup. All the spectators
clapped and cheered, but the Bobbseys cheered
Bert the loudest of all.






At the spooky old lodge where the Bobbseys spend a country
vacation, strange things begin to happen—such as horseshoes
mysteriously dropping off the walls, one by one. But it would
take more than that to frighten the four twins. If you want
to know how they solve an exciting mystery and have a lot
of fun doing it, be sure to read

THE BOBBSEY TWINS
AND THE HORSESHOE RIDDLE
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