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CHAPTER |. FROM THE PAST
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TRAFFIC was light on the East Side elevated. When the three-car local stopped at adimly lighted
station, alone passenger stepped to the warped boards of the platform. The train rumbled away while
the man was shuffling dowly toward the turngtile exit.

The night was warm, yet the passenger wore an overcoat, with collar turned up around his neck. He
peered suspicioudy back and forth as he shambled toward the stepsthat led to the street. He pulled the
front of hisgrimy hat farther down upon his forehead.

Though the evening was young, this suspicious man encountered few passers as he reached the street.
The thoroughfare benesth the devated was dmost deserted. It gloom, its cracked, dirty paving, the
heavy pillars of the devated structure—all had the effect of thinning traffic in the street.

Asfor pedestrians, they could find but little of interest in the dilgpidated, poorly lighted storesthat lined
the sides of thisforgotten street. A good spot for aholdup, it lured only those who might have beenin the
game themselves. Shambling figures, who paused to lurk by blackened building fronts, were the only
onesthat the man from the elevated spied.

Thiswasto hisliking. Clutching the front of his coat, he scruffed along beside the curb. Ashereached a
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corner, he paused, looked about; then hastily crossed the sSide street and resumed his shuffling gait
beneath the fringe of the elevated Structure.

AT the second corner, the suspicious man stopped in front of adingy brick building. Severd soriesin
height, this edifice loomed above the smaller houses that surrounded it. Apparently, it had once been
well-kept; at present, it showed signs of disrepair. Despite the shading of night, itstall front reveded
cracks and patches of crumbling corner bricks.

The muffled man was not interested in asurvey of the building. His suspicious eyes noted the sign that
hung above the entrance to the place:

HOTEL SPARTAN

Satisfied, the arrival edged closeto the building and peered through agrimy plate-glass window. Inside,
he saw a dingy lobby, where half a dozen men were douched about in battered chairs. He observed a
hard-faced clerk standing behind a cracked desk of imitation marble. The observer grunted.

Thiswas the place that he sought. The way was clear. For hisingpection had satisfied himself that none of
the douchersin the lobby were stool pigeons or detectives. The Hotel Spartan was noted asa
rendezvous for mobsters who were in the money and who were not at odds with the law. Those whom
the muffled man had seen, appeared to be natural habitues of the place.

Dropping his douch, the muffled man entered the hotel. He walked boldly acrossthe lobby, staring
straight ahead as he approached the desk. His hand, however, still held his coat collar closed. Reaching
his objective, the newcomer growled afew words to the clerk, who nodded and pointed toward the
dairs.

"He'swaiting for you," informed the clerk. "Go on up. Room 306."

The muffled man needed no further statement. He stalked quiickly toward the stairs and tramped upward
on thefrayed carpeting. A few of the loungers glanced curioudy & his departing figure. Then hisarriva
seemed to be forgotten.

Y et among the nondescript group assembled in the lobby of the Hotel Spartan, there was one who had
closdly watched the muffled man. Thisfelow had afirm, square face that marked him as different from
the usual ganggter type. His features lacked the coarseness so prevalent in the underworld.

It washisair of saf-assurance that enabled thisindividua to frequent such places asthe Hotel Spartan.
Ashe arose and gtrolled through the lobby, his eyes showed a stedly glint asthey turned toward staring
mobsmen. That firm gaze was sufficient. No one would have thought of challenging its steady-faced
owner.

Moreover, the loungersin the lobby recognized the man. He was Cliff Mardand, known in the
underworld as amobster de luxe. He was no ordinary gorilla. He was capable enough to head a mob of
his own; but Cliff was noted because he preferred to work as lieutenant to big-shots. His presencein the
Hotel Spartan was not unusud. Thiswasanatura place for aman of hisilk to form contact with those
who might need hisvaued services.

Cliff Mardand had another calling—one that he kept secret. Leaving the Hotel Spartan, he strolled afew
blocks and entered an old drug store. In a phone booth, he made acall. A quiet voice responded:

"Burbank spesking.”



"Mardand," informed Cliff. "Report on Luke Zoman. Man answering his description cameinto the Hotel
Spartan. Clerk sent him up to 306. Room occupied by Squeezer Dyson."

"Report recaived,” came Burbank's voice. "'Follow plan asgiven."
"Ingtructionsreceived.”

When Cliff Mardand left the drug store, he took a side street. He was heading for an aleyway in back of
the Hotel Spartan. There he could be in readiness for what might follow. For Cliff had performed his
secret duty—one that was sure to produce results. Through Burbank, Cliff Mardand had reported to
The Shadow.

Unknown to associates in the underworld, Cliff Mardand was an agent of the mysterious master whose
power was feared by men of evil. Scourge of the badlands, The Shadow, strange being of the night, was
ever ready to battle againgt fiends of crime. His black-gloved finger seemed to fed the pulse-throbs of
trouble in the underworld. His secret records held the names of criminals whose affairs needed watching.
Cliff Mardand's report had proven that one of these was L uke Zoman.

CLIFF had made agood conjecture when he had picked the muffled man as Luke Zoman. Up in Room
306, the arrival had removed his coat and hat. In the light of adingy room, hisfeatures showed a pug
nose and ascarred cheek. These and his bloated, puffy lips marked him as the man The Shadow
wanted.

Seated with Luke Zoman was ashrewd, rat-faced fellow: " Squeezer" Dyson. Crafty worker of crime,
Squeezer made his headquarters at the Hotel Spartan. He was a crook who had mobsters at his bidding.
He was aso one whose clevernessin cooking up alibis had kept him square with the law.

"Y ou look kind of scared, Squeezer," Luke Zoman was commenting. "Maybe you don't likeit becausel
dropped in here. Y ou wasn't that way in the old days, Squeezer."

"Maybe not," agreed Squeezer, gruffly. "But I've learned plenty, Luke, since you went up to the big
house. It an't abad ideato stand in with the bulls. That'sthe way | play it nowadays."

"l get you. A guy like me—just out of stir—ain't awelcomevisitor. Well, don't get cold feet, Squeezer. |
didn't come down here with no brass band. There wasn't nobody saw me except some of those mugsin
thelobby. | figured they wasdl right.”

"They ought to be, Luke. Some of them belong to my mob. Therest of the boys arein roomson this
floor. I don't take no chances, Luke. If any phony guys was down in that 1obby, some of my mob would
have tipped me off."

"Y ou got amob, eh?" Luke chuckled. "Different from six years ago, when | took my trip up theriver.
That's great, Squeezer. You're just the bird | want to see.”

"Yeeh?' Squeezer shifted uneadily. "Whattayou figuring on pulling, Luke?"

"You know." Luke roseto hisfeet and stalked across the room. "There's abimbo I'm going to get—and
| need apack of gorillastodoit.”

"Judge Claris?'

"Yeah. Judge Claris." Luke snarled the name with venom. "He put mein stir and he's going to pay for it.
Him and anybody that happensto be around. | want a mob that's ready to back me up—gorillaswho
can scram for cover. Y ou and your outfit are the bunch | need.”



"Forget it, Luke," argued Squeezer. "What's the good? Y ou won't get nothin' out of it but trouble.”
"I'll takethetrouble.

"The bullswill belaying for you. Don't forget—you threstened Clariswhen he put you in stir. You said
you'd get him when you came out. Maybe -"

"That don't mean nothing, Squeezer. Every judge getsthreatslike that. | went on good behavior inthe big
house. I'm supposed to be reformed. Clarisain't thinking about me. The bulls have forgotten the threats |
made. Sx yearsisalong time, Squeezer."

"Maybe you're right about the bulls, Luke. But there's one guy ain't going to forget the threatsyou
made."

"Who's that?"'
"The Shadow."

Luke Zoman stopped short. He stared coldly at Squeezer. He seemed to detect awe on his companion's
ratlike face. Then, with adisdainful leer, Luke ddlivered aharsh guffaw.

"The Shadow!" he snorted. " Say—it wasn't The Shadow who put mein stir. What does he know about
me?'

"He knows plenty about everybody,” retorted Squeezer. " Say— there's been times when you guysin the
big house was safer than us birds that was out. The Shadow's been smearing some mighty Sweet rackets
whileyou wasin ir."

"Soit'shim you're scared of, eh? Going to let me down? An old pal of mine'—L uke'stone was
sarcastic—"but you ain't pal enough to help me get even with that mug Claris, that ought to have been
rubbed out Six years ago.”

"Ligten, Luke." Squeezer's eyesflashed angrily asthe rat-faced mobleader cameto hisfeet. "l ain't lost
any of my nerve. I'm till apa of yours. I'mwilling to back you even if your ideas are goofy.

"But it ain't good sense for meto help you bump Claris. It means|'ve got to scram dong with you. | got
enough dough to pay off my maob for helping me. I got enough to scram aong with you. But wheresthe
gravy?| can grab off dough herein New Y ork, but nowhere else.

"If therewas cash in bumping Claris, I'd chanceit. But he's got nothing in his house. It'sjust an idea of
getting even—and it leaves usflat a thefinish. That'swhy I'm arguing with you."

"Taking like yoursdf now, Squeezer,” declared Luke, with agrin. "That'swhat | wanted to hear. So if
there was dough at the end of thetrail, you'd be with me?"

"Surething, Luke"

"Well, the dough will be there. Go through with this dlong with me. Scram when | scram. Stick closg, like
apd. Therell beplenty init for you."

"How muchisplenty?'
"One hundred grand!™
SQUEEZER DY SON sared. Hisface showed hisincredulity. An offer of one hundred thousand dollars,



coming from aman just out of Sing Sing, was more than he could understand.

Luke Zoman grinned. "One hundred grand,” he repeated. "That'swhat I'll pay you, Squeezer. That's how
much I'mwilling to cough up to get even with Judge Claris. Areyou on?"

"For ahundred grand?' Squeezer laughed hoarsely. " Say—I'd bump awhole jury dong with ajudgeto
get hold of that dough. Sure—I'm with you—only -"

"Only what?"

"Where's the dough coming from?"
"Isthat al you want to know?"
"That'sdl!"

"Yourewith meif | put you wise?"
"I'm with you—and the mob, too."

A leer showed on Luke Zoman's face as the ex-convict stalked to the window. Luke made sure the sash
was locked. He lowered the shade clear to the bottom. He beckoned Squeezer Dyson toward alittle
tablein the corner. From his pocket L uke pulled out an envelope.

A letter did from the frayed end of the envelope. With it came three or four small newspaper clippings,
also an object that looked like awhite card, about the size of apostal. This object wasthefirst that Luke
picked up. Heturned it over as he handed it to Squeezer. The rat-faced mobleader stared.

The picture was that of an oddly shaped mansion that stood upon araised mound that |ooked like an
idand in ablackened sea. Beyond the building was doping land that raised to aridge of wooded
mountains.

"That'swhere the dough is coming from," asserted L uke Zoman. "Haf amillion—all mine—waiting in that
house. What's more, | don't make amoveto get it; yet it'sin the bag, Squeezer—and ahundred grand is
yours, if you gtick with me on this Claris dedl.”

Squeezer Dyson was staring at the picture. His face showed interest; also doubt. Luke Zoman leered. He
saw that his companion was ready to be convinced.

"Y ou want the low-down, en?' quizzed Luke. "Wl listen, pal, and I'll hand it to you. Take agood look
at that picture, bo. It means a hundred grand to you."

While Squeezer, hadf nodding, sat staring at the picture, Luke picked up the clippings and the letter. He
threw a suspicious glance toward the door; satisfied that no one was listening, the ex-convict began the
explanation that wasto convince hispd.

CHAPTERII. THE SHADOW'S CLUE

"REMEMBER, Squeezer"—L uke Zoman'sfirst words camein awarning tone— "I'mletting you in on
something just to proveit'sred. We was pas before | went to the big house; but this was something |
didn't wise you to even then."

"Spill it, Luke," nodded Squeezer.

"What's more"'—L uke's tone was savage—"it had alot to do with why | went up theriver. The bulls



would never have got meif they hadn't been tipped off. That picturein your mitt isthe reason why | was
indir."

"Y ou mean the houss?"

"l mean the guy that livesinit." Lukelaughed. "l should say the guy that used to livein it. Thaddeus
Culeth. That was his moniker. The smoothest crook in the business—and the dirtiest. He's dead now™ -
L uke tossed the clippings on the table—"and therelll be no more double-crossing from him. He kept his
mug shut while he lived; he died without squawking to nobody."

"What was hisgame?' queried Squeezer.

"Hisgame?' snarled Luke. "Double-crossing. Thered game was ours. Mine and—~but never mind the
names of the other guys. | ain't telling them to nobody."

Luke paused tolick hisdry, puffy lips. He fingered the clippings on the table. Helaid them in alittle
stack; then clutched theletter that he was holding.

"Therewassix of us," stated L uke, "and we pulled some big jobs. Cracking banks, pulling blackmail,
working other rackets that made dough. And old Thaddeus Culeth was the brains of the outfit. Living
therein hisold house, like he wanted to be away from the world."

"Inthe middle of alake, eh?" questioned Squeezer, tapping the blackened foreground of the photograph.

"That'sno lake," corrected Luke. "It'saswamp. The only waysto get & it are from an old road that cuts
through from the right and another road that goes across the swamp. Hits the edge of the high ground,
that second road does.

"Wdll, we used to snesk in and out of Thaddeus Culeth's place. We brought in the swag. He held it. That
old geezer hatched up new jobs. Sent us out on them. And al the while, he was sowing away the gravy.
Wanted amillion before he made the big cut.

"We was saps. Wefdl for the game. Then came the double cross. A job went wrong. One of our outfit
got bumped. We didn't figure nothing phony until a second job was queered. Another guy was rubbed
out. That |eft four of us."

"Was Culeth in back of it?"

"Sure. Wefigured that after the second job went blooey. So Immy" - Luke caught himsalf—"one of us
says held go and talk to Culeth. He did. We wasto hear from him later. We didn't.”

"Y ou mean Culeth got him?"

"That's the way it looked. Therewas only three of usleft. We began to do sometall figuring. It wasn't
safeto walk in and see the guy no longer. We couldn't squeal on him. It would have put us out of luck
and he wastoo well covered. He could have cleared himsdlf."

"Whet did you do?'

"We stayed away. Separated. That's when | cameto New Y ork. We decided to meet later on and
spring a surprise on the old double-crosser.”

"Why didn't you gang the place?’

"That joint?" Luke snorted as he pointed to the photograph. " Say— old Culeth was too smart for that.



He had three strong-arm boys in the house. A lot of dogs around the place. There was a secret tunnd we
used to use. Wefigured hed plugged that after Immy—after the one guy wentinto cal for a
show-down.

"No. We decided to lay low for awhile. We knew Culeth for what he was. A miser. We knew he'd be
hanging on to the dough. But he was foxier than we thought—Culeth was."

"How?'

"HE found out where two of uswas. Tipped off the bullsto both of us. That's how they happened to
grab me herein New Y ork. Judge Claris sent me to the big house. Ten years—it got cut to Six."

"And the other guy?'
"He got aworse ded than | did. They nabbed him for murder. He's doing life out in Joliet.”
"But you said there was three.”

"Yeah" Luke Zoman leered. "Three of usleft. Two of uswent in stir. But the third guy didn't. Hewas
gtting pretty. Culeth couldn't get him."

"Why not?'

"Because Culeth didn't know him!" Luke's voice rang with triumph. "He belonged to the outfit, but he had
never been in to see Culeth. He was our acein the hole."

"Did he go after the dough?”

"No. That waswhere hewasfoxy." Again Luke crinkled the letter. "Here's how he figured it, Squeezer.
Therewastwo of usleft to split. Me and this one guy Culeth didn't know. So thisfellow—the
ace—decidesto wait awhile.

""He was counting on me coming out of the big house. But he was counting on something ese. Thaddeus
Culeth was an old gazebo. He wasn't due to live many years more. So thisboy waits. He doesn't show
his hand. That keeps Culeth worried. Then this comesaong.”

Luke picked up thefirgt clipping. It was an item from a small-town paper stating that Thaddeus Culeth,
well-known citizen, had been stricken with pardyss. The next clipping spoke of Culeth's grave condition.
Thethird stated that Thaddeus Culeth had died.

Luke took the clippings and tore them to pieces. He dropped them in an ash tray and applied amatch.
While the bits of newspaper were burning, the ex-convict opened the letter that he had been holding.

"Thiswaswaiting for me," he sated. "Genera delivery; | got it this afternoon. It had the picture and the
clippingsadong withit."

"From the ace?"

"Y eah. He'sin the town of Rensdae, where the old house islocated. They've been going over Thaddeus
Culeth's estate. Only the house and afew thousand bucks. That'sdl."

"Thenthe doughisdill safe?"

"You betitis. Inthe old house. Now you see why thisold pal of mine— the ace—was smart. He's been
playing straight for the last Six years. He's an educated guy—and he knows how to make the most of it.



All he'sgot to do is step in and pick up the gravy.”
"Areyou going to hdp him?'

"Me?' Luke laughed. "Say—I ain't showing my map nowhere near the town of Rensdae. Do you think |
want to queer the game? Thisfellow isared ace—asquare shooter—and when he grabs that million, I'll

get my hdf."
"I get you. Nobody knowsthe aceisacrook, en?'

"And nobody suspectsit. He could get away with anything—murder included. Maybe hell have to; but
hell get that dough.”

"But if somebody wises up that theré's dough in the old house -"

"Hell beat them to it. HEl be on the ground. Listen, Squeezer: Thaddeus Culeth never talked to
anybody—not even to his servants. There was aguy named Twindell worked for him; maybe Twindell
suspected that Culeth was pulling some funny business, but it's a sure bet that he didn't have the redl
[ow-down.

"Twindd| could be bought, maybe. Or maybe he's just as dumb as helooks. There won't be much
trouble from him. If he knows nothing, dl right. If he knows something, hell be scared to talk.”

"What about relatives?'

"The only one was Culeth's son—young Austin. He and the old man had a fight, back before Thaddeus
Culeth double-crossed us. Thekid cleared out. Went abroad. Died in Africaof thefever. The guy that's
coming infor the estate is a distant relative—young fellow named Hector Lundig—who never saw
Thaddeus Culeth.”

"Where did you get this dope?"

"Hereintheletter." With these words, L uke tore the message and dropped the piecesin the ash tray. He
st fireto them as he had the clippings. He watched the | etter burn to ashes.

The conversation between the two crooks had been a brisk one. The pause that followed seemed long.
Luke Zoman crumpled the ashes that had represented clippings and letter. He shook theminto a
wastebasket and wiped his hands with a grimy handkerchief.

LUKE ZOMAN had drawn the shade at the window. The act had seemed an unnecessary precaution at
thetime. Y et events outside of the Hotel Spartan were proving that the deed was one of some
importance.

The window of Room 306 opened on the rear alleyway. From the darkness below, a strange, squidgy
sound was marking the ascent of aliving form.

A blackened shape loomed beside the locked window. It clung batlike to the surface of the brick. A
hand freed itself from arubber suction cup. Deft fingers pressed againgt the window sash—upward. The
sash did not move.

A blackened wedge of thin sted was thrust between the portions of the sash. Thelock gave noisdlesdy.
The stedl disappeared; the hand pressed the sash silently upward. No breeze was tirring; the strange
hand from the darkness raised the window to itsfull extent.



Fingerslifted the bottom of the shade the fraction of an inch. Burning eyes peered into the lighted room.
Keen earslistened. The Shadow had arrived; knowing the location of every room in this old hotel, he had
chosen the window of Room 306.

"Onemillion dollars" Luke Zoman was saying. "Half of it mine. | can count on the guy that's getting it.
One hundred grand to you, Squeezer, if you help me rub out Judge Claris. Areyou on?

Squeezer was staring at the photograph on the desk. There was something about Thaddeus Culeth's old
house that impressed him. Luke Zoman's story sounded good.

"I'mon," spoke Squeezer. "Ready when you say theword.”
"To-night, then,” returned Luke. "Y our mob is here. Pick the guys you want. Pay 'em off on the way."

Squeezer consdered. He was standing near the table. Again, he glanced at the picture of the old housein
which Thaddeus Culeth had lived.

"One hundred grand,” prompted Luke. "Y ou've got the dough to pay your maob. | know you don't keep
no bank account. Those gorillas of yours don't know where Judge Clarislives. They'll think we're busting
into some millionaire's house.”

"But the get-away -"
"Every body scrams. Y ou and me together. We can get to Mexico before they trace us."
"Y ou're sure about thispa of yours?'

"Say—I told you he was an ace. What do you think he sent me the letter for? He's been waiting for me
to get out of ir.”

"All right." Squeezer'stonewasfirm. "Stick here, Luke. I'll call the mob. They're just down the hall.”

Squeezer stepped toward the door. He placed his hand on the knob. Luke was watching him with eager,
gleaming eyes. Ten seconds more and this room would be thronged with mobsmen, ready for orders.
Then came a sound that made both Luke and Squeezer turn in darm.

A HAND had plucked the bottom of the window shade. With a snap, the blind went springing upward.
At the same ingtant, blackness seemed to surgein from the night. Asthe two crooks wheeled, they saw
that blackness take the shape of aliving form—abeing cloaked in black. Burning eyes peered from
benegth the brim of adouch hat. Looming automatics held the startled crooks at bay.

The Shadow had heard the plansto day Judge Claris. He had learned that the plot lay only between
these two men. He had resolved to forestd| crime at its beginning—hefore Squeezer could assemble his
band of mobsmen.

"The Shadow!"

The gasp came from Squeezer's pale lips. A whispered laugh was The Shadow's answer. Stark terror
seized Squeezer Dyson as he stared into the muzzles of the automatics. The rat-faced crook saw that

L uke Zoman was standing sullen; but he could not copy his companion's example. Luke—six yearsin stir
—had not learned of The Shadow's prowess as had Squeezer.

Death. Squeezer feared it. The Shadow was arelentlessfoe to crime. He gave no quarter to murderers.
Squeezer knew that The Shadow had heard mention of killing Judge Claris. To The Shadow, those who



planned murder were the same as murderers. At heart, Squeezer Dyson wasyellow. Like arat, he
thought that squealing could save hisskin.

"Don't shoot!" pleaded Squeezer, as he faced the menace of those burning eyes. "I'll tell—I'll tell
everything. lt—it meansamillion bucksif you don't kill me-"

A vicious snarl came from Luke Zoman. His secret on the point of betrayal, the man became afiend.
Like aflash, he pulled the unexpected—the one course that could stop Squeezer Dyson's plea. With a
sudden leap, Luke hurled himsdf upon The Shadow.

The black-garbed master did not fire. He wanted to hear Squeezer talk. He knew that a shot would bring
the yellow mobleader's crew. Ready for Luke's attack, despite its unexpectedness, The Shadow
ddivered aterrific swing with hisleft-hand automatic. The blow was aimed for Luke Zoman's skull.

Blind luck saved the ex-convict. Luke thrust ahand upward. Pure chance enabled him to grip The
Shadow'swrist. With amazing strength, Luke stopped the downward swing and shot hisfree hand
toward The Shadow's throat. His surge sent the cloaked fighter up against the window.

For an ingtant, it gppeared as though L uke was going to precipitate his foeman through the opening. Only
by aquick twist did The Shadow avert that catastrophe. Dropping his left automatic, he wrenched free of
Luke's grasp and went sprawling into a corner of the room.

L uke pounced upon the gun. Quick as acat, he gained the weapon and brought it up to aim. Seeing
Luke's action, Squeezer Dyson cameto life and shot ahand to his pocket to pull arevolver. He thought
that he and Luke had The Shadow on the spot. But neither reckoned with The Shadow's skill at quick
recovery.

THE SHADOW had dropped one automatic that he might use his hand to stay hisfall. With that free
hand, he caught the pipes of aradiator in the corner. With a powerful twist, he pulled hisbody up from
thefloor; hisright hand, swinging into view, brought the muzzle of its automatic squarely toward Luke
Zoman.

A burgt of flame spat from The Shadow's gun before Luke could pressthe trigger of the weapon which
he had seized from the floor. With the roar from The Shadow's automatic, L uke crumpled. The Shadow
did not pauseto fire a second shot. Still twisting, he swung his aim toward Squeezer Dyson.

The rat-faced mobleader had completed the draw. Hefired afirst quick shot. The bullet clanged against
theradiator, inches from The Shadow's shoulder. Then came a second burst from the automeatic.
Squeezer, like Luke, dumped to the floor.

Again, The Shadow gave no heed to the man whom he had dropped. Rising, he sprang to the door of the
room. He yanked the barrier open. Automatic in hand, he was face to face with a mobsman who had
hastened to the hdl at the sound of gunfire. The dim light of the dingy corridor showed revolversflashing
asthese gorillas recognized the arch-enemy of gangdom.

Searing bullets whistled from The Shadow's automatic. One gangster dropped. Another staggered.
Others dropped to cover, firing as they sought to avoid The Shadow's shots. Bullets chipped wood from
the doorway where The Shadow, framed in spectra outline, was standing his ground.

Footsteps on the stairs. New shats, fired from the gloom, were directed not at The Shadow but at the
snarling mobsmen. Another crook fell. Cliff Mardand had found opportunity to dide in through the back
passage of the old hotel. He had come to aid The Shadow.



Squeezer's gorillas had retreated, leaving their trio of fallen comradesin the hall. They had dammed
doorsto serve as barricades. With a hissed command for Cliff to stand guard, The Shadow stepped
back into the room where he had felled Luke Zoman and Sgueezer Dyson.

Gasping on the floor, Squeezer stared upward. He till feared death. He tried to cough out words that he
thought would bring him mercy. With an effort, he pointed to the table in the corner. The gesturewas his
last. Squeezer Dyson collapsed, dead.

The Shadow turned to the table. He plucked up the photograph that lay there. He fixed his burning eyes
on Luke Zoman. The ex-convict was on hands and knees. Hiswavering fingers were clutching at the
automatic that lay beside him.

"Speak." The Shadow's voice camein asnister tone. "Tdl of the crimethat you have plotted.”

THE threat of desth lay in that weird whisper; yet Luke Zoman remained defiant. Hisfingers had gripped
the solid stedl of the automatic handle. With hatred glaring on hisface, the ex-convict sank to hisleft
elbow. His bloated lips spat an oath as hisright hand tried to aim the automatic.

Likeafigure of adamant, The Shadow stood motionless. His keen eyes sensed what was coming. Luke
Zoman's last defiant effort was too much. Before he could raise the wesgpon that he held, the ex-convict
delivered a choking cough. He fell face forward on the floor. Like Squeezer Dyson, Luke Zoman was
dead.

Footsteps pounded on the stairs. Cliff Mard and's automatic barked aflashing chalenge. Arriving
mobsters scurried back to cover. In the room, The Shadow stooped and plucked the automatic from
Luke Zoman's nervelessfingers. Hidden lips hissed a command.

Cliff sporang into the room and turned out the light. He groped through the darkness toward the window,
where he heard the sounds of metal clamping against the woodwork. An object wasthrust into Cliff's
hand. The Shadow's agent gripped a handle that was shaped like astirrup. Holding firmly, Cliff svung
himself from the window.

Stout wire, strong as cable, hummed from ared as Cliff did downward into the blackness of the
aleyway. When Cliff released the handle, the wire sizzed upward. Then came squidgy sounds from the
wall.

Police whistles. They were close a hand. Then came awhisper from the darkness. The Shadow had
arrived. Sirenswere whining as new whistles shrilled. Prompted by awhispered voice, Cliff plunged into
darkness, following The Shadow's lead. Doorwaysin deserted buildings; passages between old
houses— all seemed to appear in spots where they were needed.

Blocks from the old hotel, The Shadow hissed afind command. Cliff Mardand stepped into a parked
coupe. The motor responded. The Shadow's agent drove off to safety. He was unaccompanied. The
Shadow had chosen to go his own route, through the covering darkness that was his habitat.

LATER, alight clicked in adarkened room. The Shadow had reached his sanctum. The photograph of
Thaddeus Culeth's old mansion appeared beneath the glow of abluish lamp. Keen eyes sudied the
picture that bore no statement regarding the location of the house.

Thelight clicked off. A laugh whispered weirdly through solid darkness. Hollow mirth carried a
foreboding note. The Shadow had gained a clue to coming crime. Though the present balked him, the
future would bring The Shadow to the mysterious house in the marsh.



CHAPTERIII.HEIRTO THE MANOR

WHILE The Shadow, in his sanctum, was studying the photograph that served as clue to coming crime,
people in the town of Rensdale were discussing the very house that the picture had portrayed.

Though unknown outside of the district where it was located, the old house in the marsh was afamiliar
object to those who dwelt in the secluded region near Rensdde. The building had been alandmark for
many years. Hence, eager listeners were gathered by the desk in the Hotel Rensdale while a pasty-faced
young man chatted loudly with the proprietor.

Thisyoung man was Hector Lundig, sole heir to the estate of Thaddeus Culeth. He was glefully telling
David Prell, the hotdl proprietor, about the stroke of luck that had come hisway.

"I'm slling the old mansion,” boasted Lundig. "The dedl is settled. Twenty-thousand berriesin four
installments. Added to the few thousand | got in cash, that fixes mefor atrip abroad. Boy! Wait'll | show
those pikersin Monte Carlo. I've dways wanted to see that place.”

David Prell nodded. He was a solemn-faced man who took the hotel business serioudy. He was not
interested in Hector Lundig'sfuture. Asaresident of Rensdale, Prell wanted to know more details
regarding the old Culeth mangion.

"Who's buying the house?' he questioned.

"A fdlow named Wildemar Brent," announced Lundig. "Going to movein right away. Heswelcometo
the place.”

"He's crazy,” commented abystander.

"Don't | know it?" snorted Lundig. " Say—that old dump gave me the cregps the moment | saw it. I've
stayed away from the place. Got to go out there, though, to-night. Philo Hathorpe is coming here with
Wildemar Brent. Whoo!" The young man made agrimace. "Think I'll go up and take a couple of swigs.
Got to brace my sdlf for atrip out to that spooky place.”

Lundig gtrolled toward the stairs. Prell spokein alow tone to the bystanders, as he nudged his thumb
toward the departing figure.

"A couple of swigs," repeated the proprietor. "That means he's going to get soused.”

WHILE the bystanders nodded and chuckled, a keen-faced, broad-shouldered man entered the lobby.
The newcomer was wearing riding breeches and leather puttees; his khaki shirt gave him amilitary
appearance. He was smoking a pipe, which he removed from his mouth as he spoke to Prell.

"Hello, Dave," was hisgreeting. "Why the confab?’

"Sort of apost mortem, Mr. Rokesbury," responded the proprietor. "Weve just been listening to alot of
empty-headed talk from Hector Lundig.”

"Sorry | missed it," declared Rokesbury. "Don't be too harsh with Lundig, though. HEll show more sense
when he grows up. What was he talking about— Monte Carlo?"

"Yes. Hesgoing there at lagt.”

"On that few thousand he gained as Thaddeus Culeth's heir?"



"That—and more. The old houseisbeing sold.”

"You don't meanit! For how much?’

"Twenty thousand dollars. Quarterly ingalments. | reckon. Fellow named Wildemar Brent isbuying it.”
"Who is Wildemar Brent?'

"Didn't recal him when Lundig mentioned the name," declared Prdll. "But it'skind of come back to me.
Wildemar Brent has stopped at this hotel off and on; what's more, he's taken cottages during the past few
summers. Sort of abug on nature study.”

"I think | know the fellow you mean," nodded Rokesbury. "I saw him abit last summer, when we were
building the new bridge over the Tallahannock Creek. Stoop-shouldered man, about forty years old.
Walkswith arms swinging; dwayslookslike he wastaking to himsdf."

"That'sthefdlow!" exclamed Prell. "Well, it would take a queer duck like him to buy that old Culeth
house. Queer duck"—Prell chuckled—"wdll, ducks like water. Hesaduck al right, Brent is, and the
swamp ought to suit him."

"Lundig isfortunate." Rokesbury paused to puff a his pipe. "That mansion isawhite eephant. | don't
blame Lundig for being elated a itssde; | don't blame him for wanting to go abroad. But he ought to stay
away from Monte Carlo."

"He ought to stay away from the bottle," declared Prell. "He's celebrating the sale right now—up in his
room—and when aman drinks adone, it's bad.”

Rokesbury nodded his agreement.

"A fdlow like Lundig ought to gppreciate hisluck," grumbled Prell, "but he doesn't. First of al, he
oughtn't to have come into that money."

"Why not?" inquired Rokesbury.

"On account of Augtin Culeth,” responded Prell. "He was alikable young chap. Different from old
Thaddeus. An only son, Austin was, and agood son. But he had abad father. That'swhy he went

away.
"Hedied, didn't he?!

"That's what we heard, a couple of years ago. Thefever got him, in Africa. Then, amonth or so ago,
when old Thaddeus Culeth was stricken with paralysis, Philo Hathorpe sent out acal for dl relatives.”

"Hathorpe being Thaddeus Culeth's lawyer.”

"That's right. But you know the story, Mr. Rokesbury. Austin Culeth was dead. No one else could be
located except this young upstart, Hector Lundig. When he arrived, he lived herein my hotdl, waiting like
avulturefor old Thaddeus Culeth to die. Easy money for him; but he was plenty disappointed when he
found the estate only amounted to afew thousand dollars.”

"Except for the house.”

"Which Lundig didn't want. Y ou know aswell as| do that he hasn't been inside the place since he got
here. Well—it's sold and he's lucky."



Rokesbury nodded. He yawned deepily and glanced at the clock above the desk.
"Cdl mea eeven," hesaid to Prell. "I'm going to take anap until then.”
"Going back to the causeway?"

"Only long enough to check up on the night watchman. | want to make sure he'son the job. Thereisalot
of valuable equipment in that tool house.”

TIME dipped by after Rokesbury had departed. David Prell, reading a book as he sat behind the desk,
was surprised when he looked up at the clock to seethat it was afew minutes after eleven. He
despatched the lone, douchy bell hop to awvaken Rokesbury. Two minutes later, the man appeared from
the stairway, till clad in riding breeches and khaki shirt.

As Rokesbury neared the desk, the front door opened. A tall, rangy, harsh-faced man appeared. He was
followed by two others. one, a sober-faced individual who answered to the description of Wildemar
Brent; the other, ayoung and attractive girl.

The harsh-faced man was Philo Hathorpe, the local attorney who had handled the estate of Thaddeus
Culeth. He nodded to Prell and Rokesbury; then turned to introduce the people who were with him.

"ThisisMr. Brent," announced Halthorpe, in adrawly tone. "Wildemar Brent, who is buying the old
mansion that belonged to Thaddeus Culeth. Thisyoung lady isMiss Dorothy Brent."

"My niece” put in Wildemar Brent, in asolemn tone. "Thisis her first visit to Rensdde”
Prell smiled and nodded. Rokesbury bowed.

"Thisgentlemanis David Prell," said Hathorpe, indicating the proprietor, then turning to the Brents. "And
| should dso like to introduce Nicholas Rokesbury. He is building the new causeway acrossthe
swamp"— Halthorpe made a quick correction—"across the lowlands by the old mansion.”

Introductions completed, Halthorpe spoke to Prell. He wasinquiring if Hector Lundig were upstairs. Prell
nodded and replied in a confidential whisper. Halthorpe's face soured. Prell despatched the bell hop
while Halthorpe turned back to talk to the Brents.

"Mr. Lundig isin hisroom," explained the attorney. "He should be with usin afew minutes. Then we can
drive out to the mansion.”

The bell hop returned. Prell beckoned. The fellow approached the desk and spoke in alow tone that
only Rokesbury, puffing his pipe as he leaned on the counter, was close enough to hear.

"Crocked," wasthe bell hop's statement. "Wanted to bust a pitcher over my head because | disturbed
him."

"Mr. Hathorpe," caled Prell, "could | speak to you aminute?'

The lawyer approached the desk. Wildemar Brent and his niece could see Halthorpe's expression sour.

They heard low, buzzing conversation between Prell and Halthorpe. Then Rokesbury quietly entered the
discussion. Halthorpe's glower ended. The lawyer stepped away from the desk.

"Mr. Lundig had goneto bed," explained Hathorpe. "Evidently he forgot that we were coming here
to-night. We can start out to the mansion. Mr. Rokesbury is making atrip to the causeway; hewill bring
Mr. Lundigin hiscar.”



Thiswas agreeable. Halthorpe glanced at Rokesbury, who nodded. Then the lawyer |eft with the Brents.

AS soon asthe trio had departed, Rokesbury headed for the stairs. He reached the second floor and
went to aroom at the end of the hall. He banged at the door.

"Who'sthere?' The snarl camein Lundig'stone. "Keep away, | tell you."
"It's Rokesbury," was the firm reply from the man in the hdl. "Open the door."

"All right, Nick," responded Lundig. "Y ou're agood scout, Nick. Welcome here any time.
Sure'—L undig's voice was thick—"sure thing. Let you in, Nick, right away."

A key turned clumsily in the lock. Rokesbury entered to find Lundig standing tipsily in the darkness.
Shoving the young man on his bed, Rokesbury opened the window. Then he siwung back to Lundig, who
was muittering indignantly.

"Sober up, you fool!" snapped Rokesbury. "I'm taking you out to the old mansion.”
"Don't want to go out there," argued Lundig. "Spooky place. Whoo! Keep me away from there.”

"Comedong." Rokesbury dragged Lundig to hisfeet and forced the weakling to put on coat and vest.
"Wildemar Brent is out there. Do you want to lose out on twenty thousand dollars?’

" Shay"—L undig's voice had a quaver—"do you mean that, Nick? Twenty thousand that belongs to me?’
"It won't belong to you," asserted Rokesbury, "if you don't lose this jag. Come along—steady -"

Rokesbury's firmness had effect. Muttering, Lundig alowed his companion to drag him through the hall
and down the stairs. Plopped into the seat of Rokesbury's coupe, the pasty-faced heir seemed to come
to his senses.

"Whoosh!" he exclaimed. "Shay, Nick—I've got to get sober, don't 1?7
"Keep your head in the open air,” returned Rokesbury. ™Y oull be dl right when we reach the old house.”

Lundig closed his eyes. Herolled from side to side as the coupe sped dong, but he kept hisgrip on the
edge of the window. He was half sober when the car came to a stop. Blinking, Lundig stared out into the
moonlight. They werein the shadow of the old house in the swamp. Walls of darkened stoneloomed in
ghostly fashion. Off beyond, Lundig could see the cleared spaces of the open hills; then wooded forest of
the mountain ridge.

"What'sthat?' he questioned excitedly asaflashing light blinked itslong shaft from the summit of a
mountain.

"The automatic beacon,” responded Rokesbury. "Marksthe airway. Y ou've seen it before.™
"So | have" mumbled Lundig. "But those dark things on the hill. They aren't rocks—they're square -"

"Cottages where the squatters live," broke in Rokesbury. "Come on— get yourself together. We're going
in"

He helped Lundig from the coupe. The pasty-faced man had steadied. He stared curioudy asthey
entered a dark-pandled hdlway. A cheery fire was burning in ahugefire place. Above the mantel a
portrait showed between two eectric wall brackets.



"Who'sthat?" whispered Lundig, hoarsdly, as he stared at the handsome, but stony, face that seemed to
glare from the frame. "Never been out here before. Place belongsto me but | don't likeit. Who'sthat?"

"Thaddeus Culeth, | suppose!” returned Rokesbury. "Forget the picture. Here comes Philo Hathorpe."

Lundig steadied. The old lawyer approached and studied him. Satisfied that Lundig would pass
ingpection, he nodded to Rokesbury. Together they piloted the tipsy heir into aroom that was fitted with
large 0ak panels. Lundig stared at the wainscoting.

These panels were like frames, set in the wall. Each separate section was fitted with expensive tapestry.
Méellow lights added to the effect; the scenes woven in the tapestries produced the semblance of apicture

gdlery.

HECTOR LUNDIG nodded as he was introduced to Wildemar Brent. He bowed in maudlin fashion and
displayed asickly smile when he met Dorothy Brent. He dumped into achair at alarge table in the center
of the room; then began to stare at the tapestries. While Lundig blinked at figures of French lords and
ladies, Halthorpe began to speak.

"The papersrequire only your signature, Hector," announced the lawyer. ™Y ou will receive twenty
thousand dollarsfor this mansion, with itsfurnishings. Four quarterly payments of five thousand dollars
each. Do you follow me?’

"Sure." Hector turned to the lawyer and nodded. "I'm going abroad with the money 1've got now. Youll
send mefive thousand bucks every three months. Isthat it?"

"That can be arranged.”
"Suits me, then. I'm pulling out of this one-horse town to-morrow. Where's the papers?”
Halthorpe produced them with a pen. Lundig scrawled his signature. He grinned.

"Thefirgt payment will bein ninety days," explained Hathorpe. "Mr. Brent is posting abond. Y ou have
sufficient money at present to leave Rensdale to-morrow, Hector. Cometo my office in the morning.”

Lundig arose. Rokesbury was signing papers as awitness. Another man had appeared; hewas atal,
pal e-faced fellow who wore afrayed and faded livery. He, too, was Signing as awitness. Lundig blinked
at the newcomer; then strolled out toward the hal. Philo Halthorpe overtook him, just as Lundig began to

stagger.
"Sober yoursdf!" hissed the lawyer. "Get somefresh air. Get out to the car.”

Lundig nodded and shuffled toward the door. Philo Halthorpe returned to the paneled room. Lundig
gtared back; then blinked again. The lawyer had goneinto the room; the man in frayed livery was coming
out. Halfway acrossthe hdl, the fellow paused. Spying Lundig by the outer door, he beckoned.

Mechanicdly, Lundig came back into the hal. The man in livery was motioning him to an alcove; Lundig
went in that direction and stopped unsteadily in the little Space beside a stairway.

"Who areyou?' demanded the her.

"Sh-h!" The warning came from cadaverouslips. "I am Twindell. | served your relation, Thaddeus
Culeth."

"Twinddl, en?' chuckled Lundig. "Good old Twinddl."



"Sh-hi"

Lundig became silent as Philo Halthorpe walked by with Nicholas Rokesbury. As soon asthe pair had
gone through the outer door, Twinddl hissed into Lundig'sear.

"Y ou said you were leaving to-morrow, Sr," were the servant'swords. "Did you mean that?"

"Sure, | did," responded Lundig, in alow growl. "But you can't tell what I'm going to do. Might stay on a
few dayslonger. Wouldn't mind dropping out here again, after seeing the girl that's going to live here.”

"Leaveto-morrow." Twinddl's voice was hollow. "Remember my advice, Sr. Go far away. Never return
to Rensdde; above dl, do not come to this house before you leave.”

"Why not?' chalenged Lundig.

"It may mean death," responded Twinddll, in ahoarse whisper. "Thereis danger hereto any heir of
Thaddeus Culeth. Thereis danger, even in the town of Rensdde.”

With these words, the servant opened the door by the stairs and glided through the opening. Ashe
closed the barrier, his hand made a gesture toward the outer door. He wanted Hector Lundig to leave.

The young man paused; then douched into the hallway. Had he obeyed Twindel's order for aquick
departure, his appearance from the acove would not have been observed. His delay, however, had
enabled eyesto see hisaction.

Wildemar Brent was stepping from the paneled room. He stopped as he observed Hector Lundig; then
approached and extended his hand.

"Good night, Mr. Lundig,” said the purchaser of the mansion.
"Good night,” mumbled the heir.

As Hector turned toward the outer door, Brent's eyes keenly noted the door through which Twindell had
passed. The sudden glow that showed in Brent's gaze was proof that he knew to whom Lundig had been
speaking. Brent turned and walked back to join his niecein the paneled room.

A HAND gripped Lundig's arm. The young man turned to face Philo Hathorpe, who had comein from
the outer door. The lawyer's voice was harsh.

"| thought you were outside,” spoke Halthorpe. "Rokesbury iswaiting for you in the car. Why were you
loitering here? Thishouseis yours no longer.”

"No reason,” grumbled Lundig. "l wasjust -"

He broke off and shambled toward the door. Philo Halthorpe gazed toward the stairs. He, too, observed
the door through which Twindell had gone. At the same moment, the old servant appeared, crossing the
hall. He was coming from aroom which he could have reached by passing through that doorway. A
gleam showed in Halthorpe's eyes. The lawyer swung about and went through the outer door.

Hector Lundig had joined Nicholas Rokesbury in the coupe. The motor was thrumming. Philo
Halthorpe'stal, gaunt figure appeared in the glare of the headlights asthe lawyer started to stalk along
the sde road that led from the house in the marsh. The coupe started forward.

"Riding to the town with us?' hailed Rokesbury.



"No," returned Hathorpe, hisvoice sour in the darkness. "I rode out with Mr. Brent. That was enough. |
prefer towak."

The coupe rolled ahead. Rokesbury piloted it steedily aong the soft-shouldered roadway. As he guided
the car, he spoke quietly to Lundig, who was douched in the seet beside him.

"When you leave to-morrow,” remarked Rokesbury, "' suppose you won't stop until you get to Europe. |
don't blameyou. I'd like to make the trip mysdlf. But take my advice, Hector. Stay away from Monte
Carlo.

"Don't worry," responded Lundig, with ashort laugh. " Save your advice until later. It's going to be some
time before | move out of Rensdade.”

"After the way you've knocked the town?" queried Rokesbury, in surprise.

"I've changed my mind about thisburg,” responded Lundig. "What | like is excitement. Maybe | can find
it here

With that statement, the pasty-faced fellow douched farther down in the seat. He closed hiseyes and
dumped into agroggy reverie while Nicholas Rokesbury, driving steadily ahead, pondered on what might
have caused Hector Lundig's sudden changein plans.

CHAPTER IV.DEATH AT DUSK

THREE days had passed since Wildemar Brent had occupied the old mansion in the marsh. The
purchase of the house had been a surprise to the popul ace of Rensdale; the fact that Hector Lundig had
not departed was al so a cause of perplexity. For Lundig had been boastful when he talked to the
townsfolk. He had not been sparing in his criticism of Rensdde. Why he should remain here sincethe
Settlement of the estate was a subject that caused much speculation.

David Prell made little comment when the matter was mentioned to him. The proprietor of the Hotel
Rensda e possessed good business judgment. Hector Lundig, with hislove of the bottle, was not the type
of guest whom he desired; but the young heir had money and was paying top price for hisroom. Hence
Prell decided it was policy to hush any idle chatter that might make Lundig dissatisfied.

L ate afternoon was the period when the lobby was usualy deserted. Dinner was served from six to eight.
Thefew guests were generaly waiting for the doors to open. Only late-comers dined at the hour of
seven, thetime when Prell had hismedl.

On this particular afternoon, it chanced that dusk had settled early. The lobby was gloomy, for a clouded
sky obscured the later afternoon sun. Y et Prell, dmost penuriousin hisideas of economy, could see no
reason for turning on the e ectricity, since the lobby was deserted.

Through force of habit, Prell was aso staying at the desk. It was not quite seven, the exact time a which
he aways went into the dining room. Perched behind his desk, the proprietor of the Hotel Rensdale
made a solemn, dmost forlorn figure as he bided the last few minutes before medl time.

A figure douched into the lobby. It was Hector Lundig. The man's pasty face showed wan in the dull light
as Lundig half-staggered toward the desk and propped one elbow there while he stared at David Prell. It
was obvious that Lundig had been drinking.

"If you're coming into dinner,” warned Prell, "you'd better get fixed up abit. There's only one hour before
the dining room closes.”



"Don't want any dinner,” growled Lundig, thickly. "Goin' to do without it —thasswhat. Goin' to deep off
thisjag—then I'm goin’ out. Keepin' sober at night, drinkin' in the daytime. Thasswhat I'm doin'."

Nicholas Rokesbury entered the lobby while Lundig was speaking. He stopped at the desk and surveyed
the young man with disapprova . Rokesbury was probably ten years older than Lundig; asPrell
compared them, he wondered how much chance Lundig had of developing into areal man like
Rokesbury.

"Drinking in the daytime, en?" questioned Rokesbury. "Has it got you that bad, Hector? 'Y ou'd better lay
off the booze, young fellow."

"Ha-ha-ha," laughed Lundig. "Thass how | fool you. Keepin' sober a night, | am. So | can go out and
walk—walk—walk. See what's doin’ over by the old house | used to own."

"Have you been out by the causeway?' questioned Rokesbury, sharply.

"Surel have," chuckled Lundig. "One night—two nights—three nights. Watchin' people—seain'
people—thass what 1've been doin'."

"Who, for instance?"

"That funny guy, Brent," snorted Lundig, steadying himsdf againgt the desk. "Every night, when the sun
goes down, he goes out into the marsh. Kind of sneaksinto the mist, he does. Guess he's after butterflies.
Looked funny, he did. Pretended he didn't seeme."

PRELL looked at Rokesbury and shook his head sadly. It was plain that the proprietor thought that
Lundig, more than Brent, was eccentric.

"Then there was that goofy lawyer of mine," chortled Lundig. "Raninto old Philo Hathorpetwice, | did.
Late at night, walking along the lane over near the marsh. Looked at me kind of funny. Guess he didn't
know who | wasin the dark."

"Who else did you see?' demanded Rokesbury.

"That watchman of yours," laughed Lundig. "Over on the causeway. Hollered a me through the fog, he
did. | beat it. Guess he's till wondering who | was.”

"That'sall | wanted to know," returned Rokesbury. "Can you hold dinner for me, Dave?"
"Certainly, Mr. Rokesbury. Why?!

"Because I've got to go back to the causeway. The watchman told me prowlers have been around there.
Thought they might be some of the hill-folk— the squatters—sneaking around to stedl some of the

equipmen.

"So | promised to send out an extraman to-night. That meant more expense, but it ssemed worth it.
Sinceit was only Hector, here, I'll have to go out and explain it to the watchman. Asfor you, Hector"—
Rokesbury's tone was disapproving—"take my advice and stay in nights. When those fogs come up, a
sgueamish watchman might not recognize his own brother before hefired.”

The statement seemed to sober Lundig. The pasty-faced young man douched away from the desk,
mumbling that he intended to "deep it off." Prell and Rokesbury watched him go upstairs. Then
Rokesbury strode out and Prell went into the dining room.



THE proprietor wasin the midst of his dinner when he heard a clanging of the bell on the lobby desk.
Pushing back his chair, Prell walked out into the gloomy lobby. He saw a muffled man standing at the
desk. Prell turned on thelight. It revealed abulky figure in an overcoat, with muffler wrapped about chin
and nose. The stranger was staring through dark glasses.

"What do you want, sir?' questioned Prell, as he stepped behind the desk.
"A room," ragped the stranger.

Prell shoved over the register. He noted that the new guest was wearing gloves which he did not remove
when he picked up the pen. The man scrawled a signature; then pointed to a bag that lay on thefloor.
The bell hop was off duty. Prell picked up the bag himself and led the way to the second floor.

There was an empty room two doorsfrom Lundig's. Prell showed the stranger into it. He paused in the
doorway while the man stood with his back to the light that Prell had turned on.

"Thereistimefor dinner,” began thelandlord. "The dining room does not close until eight -"
"I've had my dinner,” growled the new guest.

Prell nodded. He closed the door as he went out. Shaking his head, he went back to the dining room and
gulped down the rest of hismed. It was quarter of eight when he went back into the lobby. He had left
the place lighted; it was ill deserted.

The door opened and Rokesbury appeared, back from the causeway. He looked at the clock; then at
Prell. The proprietor smiled.

"Still timefor dinner,” said Prell.
"Go right in the dining room. Marthawill serveyou.”
"Timeto shave?' questioned Rokesbury, rubbing a growth of stubble on hisface.

"If youwant to," responded Prell. "But don't change your clothes. That would take too long. Try to getin
the dining room before eight. That'sdl | ask.”

"All right." Rokesbury turned as the door opened. One of hisworkmen had entered. "Hello—here's
Jerry. What do you want, Jerry?'

"Cameto get that box of dynamite, boss."

"That'sright. | had forgotten it. Thereit is behind the desk, Dave. Remember, | put it there yesterday
afternoon?'

"Dynamite!" Prdll shied away from the box. "Have you gone crazy, Mr. Rokesbury? L eaving dynamite,
herein thelobby?"

Rokesbury laughed as he pulled the box into view. He opened thelid, drew out astick of grayish
substance and held it under the proprietor's nose. He pointed to the word " Sample" stamped upon the
dick.

"No kick to this stuff,” laughed Rokesbury. " Some company thought we'd be doing blasting on the new
causeway. They sent up thisload of samples. Merdly specimens of size and qudlity. | told Jerry to teke it
out to the tool house."



Prell smiled in relief as Rokesbury added the stick to the box. The proprietor was mopping his brow
when Jerry hoisted the box and carried it out on his shoulder.

"Thought you had abum guest, eh?" laughed Rokesbury. "Asking you to keep dynamite behind your
desk. That'soneyou can tell to the gang, Dave."

Prell plucked Rokesbury's deeve. The proprietor had gained a sudden thought. He pointed to the register
and turned it so that Rokesbury could read the latest name.

"Simon Glogting," read Rokesbury. "Who ishe?"

"I don't know," whispered Prell, "but | don't like hislooks. | took him for some one who is dodging the
law."

“Why?

"He was wearing an overcoat and muffler. Dark glasses. Gloves. Didn't even take them off when he
scrawled his name. Wanted aroom, but no dinner. Talked in afunny voice, too."

"Wheredid you put him?"
"Room 212."
"Next to Lundig?'

"No. Two doors away. If you see the man, Mr. Rokesbury, give me your opinion about him. In the
meantime—I hate to have to give this advice—keep your room locked."

"Why did you take such aguest, Prell?"
"l couldn't refusehim.”

"He'supgtairs now?"

v

"I'll let you know if I hear him moving about. I've got to hurry, Dave; it's getting close to eight and | need
that shave."

Rokesbury went upstairs. Prell took his seat behind the desk. The bell hop arrived, ahead of time. He
was due at eight o'clock. He nodded to Prell and took his seat on the lobby bench. One minute ticked
by. It was dmost completely dark outside.

Then came a sound that brought both Prell and the bell hop to thelr feet.

IT wasamuffled report from the second floor. For abrief instant, one thought clogged Prell's brain: that
was the absurd belief that the sound was a dynamite explosion. Then thelandlord cameto life.

"Get up therel" he shouted to the bell hop. "That was arevolver shot!"

The proprietor yanked a big horse-pistol from beneath the desk. The sight of the weapon gave courage
to the bl hop. The fellow scampered for the stairswith Prell at hishedls. A door swung open asthey
neared the second floor. Nicholas Rokesbury, hisface half-shaven, was coming from hisroom, aheavy
candle-dick in hisfigt.



"Wherewasit?" blurted Prell.
"From down the hdl," returned Rokesbury. "Lead theway, Prell. Youve got agun -"

The door of Lundig's room was open; so was that of the new guest, Smon Glogting. Prell dashed aong
the hall, the others a hishedls. He stopped at Glosting's door. The room seemed dark and empty. Then
came an exclamation from Rokesbury.

"Ligen!"

It was amoan from the end of the hall. Rokesbury led the way, wielding the candle-stick. He shoved on
the light switch at the dour. He stopped short and pointed to the floor. There lay the form of Hector
Lundig. The pasty-faced man was dying. One feeble hand was grasping agleaming revolver.

"He's shot himself!" gasped Prell.
"I don't think s0," put in Rokesbury. "It looks like murder to me, Prell.”

With dying effort, Lundig had raised his head. Rokesbury and Prell stooped above him. Lundig Sared;
his glassy eyes recognized Rokesbury.

"Nick!" gagped Lundig. "Nick!"
"Who shot you, Hector?" questioned Rokesbury.
"The house!" coughed Lundig. "The old house. Nick—the house -"

Lundig'shead fell. His body lay motionless. The heir to Thaddeus Culeth's estate was dead. David Prell
was quivering at thissight of degth. Nicholas Rokesbury, hisface firm and vengeful, wasrigid asa
Satue.

Then cameacal from the bell boy. Prell turned nervoudy and cocked the horse pistol. Rokesbury
grabbed the gun that lay beside Lundig's nerveless fingers. Together, the two men hurried in the direction
of thecdll.

The bell hop had turned on the light in Smon Glosting'sroom. The place wasin disarray. Blankets had
been ripped from the bed. Torn fragments of sheetswerein view. Thetrail led to the window, which was
open. Staring downward, Prell and Rokesbury saw arope, formed by strips of sheetstied together.

An overturned bag lay on thefloor. Prell recognized it asthe grip that he bad carried upstairs for
Glosting. The murderer, after losing hisgun in Lundig's grasp, had evidently decided to abandon this
piece of luggage, in order to make aget-away. The sheet-rope, obviously, had been prepared
beforehand.

A grimy towel, apair of new, square-toed shoes and two rough, red bricks were the only objects that
showed within the bag. David Prell stared stupidly. So did the bell hop. It was Nicholas Rokesbury who
supplied the spark that was needed.

"Get onthetrail!" ordered Rokesbury. " Cdl Hathorpe. Rouse the town. I'll have my road crew track
down this murderer!”

With one accord, the three men hastened from the room and dashed for the stairs, Prell leading with his
cocked horse-pistol; Rokesbury second, with drying lather sticking to his half-shaved face. Their one
desire was to begin the hunt for the killer who had delivered death at dusk.



CHAPTER V.WORD TO THE SHADOW

PHILO HALTHORPE was seated in his office. Thiswas on the second story above agrocery store on
the main street of Rensdae. With the gaunt, hard-faced lawyer was a pudgy, middle-aged man whose
face wore a grouchy look. Thiswas Merle Cray, the county detective.

"So you told your theories to the county prosecutor,” Hathorpe was remarking. "Well, Cray, what did he
have to say about them?”

"Told meto come back here and talk to you," growled Cray. "He saysto me: 'Philo Halthorpeison the
ground. HeE'sagood man. | want to hear his opinion.’ So that's why I'm here this afternoon.”

"I know Jack Forrest pretty well," chuckled Halthorpe. "We've been good friends ever sincel cameto
this county, six years ago. | knew him before he was e ected prosecutor. Well, Cray, what -"

Halthorpe broke off. The door of the office had opened. A wiry young man was standing there, hat over
one eye, cigarette between hislips. He was astranger to Philo Hathorpe.

"What do you want?' quizzed the lawyer.

"Y ou're Philo Hathorpe?' camethe easy reply.

"Yes," returned the lawyer, tetily. "Who are you?"'

"Burke'smy name," responded the young man. "Clyde Burke, reporter from the New York Classic.”

"Long way from home, aren't you?" snorted Halthorpe. "1 suppose you've come up here on account of
the Lundig murder?'

"You guessed it right," returned the reporter.

"Wadll," decided Hdthorpe, "you've come rather late. The news of Hector Lundig's death was given out
by wire. The murder isbeing investigated. | can see no reason why we should be annoyed by
representatives of the press.”

"It'sno fun for me," acknowledged Clyde. "All the other sheets passed up the case. But the Classic
wanted details and I've come here to get them. I'd rather get your opinions, Mr. Halthorpe, than go
around collecting ideas from other folks."

"That'sfair enough,” agreed the lawyer, inamoallified tone. "Well, Burke, you picked agood timeto walk
in. Thisgentleman isMerle Cray, county detective. He isinvestigating the murder. Perhaps between us
we can s&t you right.”

Clyde Burke nodded. He camly hung his hat on a hook in the corner. He took a chair close beside the
desk and waited for what might follow.

"Go ahead, Cray," suggested Halthorpe.

"WELL," began the pudgy detective, shifting in hischair, "there ain't much to say under the
circumstances. Thisyoung chap, Hector Lundig, came to Rensda e because he was the only heir to the
edtate of hisuncle, Thaddeus Culeth.”

"Wrong," put in Halthorpe, promptly. "Lundig was the only heir who appeared here. There were others
whom we could not trace. One was Austin Culeth, the son of Thaddeus. He was reported to have died



in Africaafew yearsago. | did not have extensive evidence of his desth; but hisfailure to appear
diminated him.

"Moreover, Hector Lundig was not the nephew of Thaddeus Culeth. His mother was a second cousin to
Thaddeus. Thewill provided adivision of the estate among dl relatives who established their claim within
acertain time limit. Lundig aone gppeared.”

"All right,” grunted Cray. "That'stechnical stuff. Let's get to bedrock. Lundig got his claim through, but he
hadn't collected. He was hanging around town waiting for hismoney.”

"Wrong again,” interposed Halthorpe. "I offered Lundig the available funds. He intended to take them the
day after the old house was sold. Then he decided to stay in Rensdale. He didn't want his money until he
wasready to leave. So | hddit for him."

"Anyway," resumed Cray, in adisgruntled tone, "Lundig wasliving at the Hotel Rensdale. Night before
last, a suspicious character registered there under the name of Simon Glosting. Thisfellow had hisface
wrapped in amuffler. He was wearing dark goggles. Dave Prell, the proprietor, took him to aroom two
doorsfrom Lundig's.

"At eight o'clock, a shot was heard. It was from Lundig'sroom. Prell ran up there. So did the bell hop.
They werejoined by a guest named Nicholas Rokesbury, who was shaving in hisroom at the end of the
hall. They found Hector Lundig dying. He was hanging onto the gun that had been used to shoot him. He
talked to Rokesbury. Said something about the old house. That was all. Then they found arope made
out of sheets, hanging from the window of Simon Glosting's room."

Cray paused to look at Hathorpe. The lawyer appeared satisfied with the account. Cray resumed his
sory.

"Glogting's bag was on the floor,” said the detective. "In it was an old towel, apair of shoeswith square
toes, and acouple of bricksto giveit weight. Prell and Rokesbury gave the darm. Then the search

began.”

"Prel called my home," put in Halthorpe. "Unfortunately, | was out. So Rokesbury, who isthe
construction engineer in charge of our new causeway, caled out his men. They scoured the entire digtrict.
| encountered the searchers while they were at work. | was coming home from awalk through the
countryside.”

"Getting back to the search,” declared Cray, "these fellows found footprintsin amuddy road near the
hotd. They followed them."

"Why?' questioned Clyde.

"Because they were big ones," answered Cray, "and square. One of Rokesbury's men found them and
caled his boss. Rokesbury thought they looked like the shoes up in Glogting's room.”

"How far did they trace the footprints?'

"Widll, they found them off and on, wherever there was mud. Findly, they spotted them in the soft ground
on the edge of the big marsh. They took to the causeway, the footprints did. Then they cut off along the
solid ground below the old house. After that they went back through the bog and on to the causeway.”

"Odd," commented Clyde.

"Not at dl," asserted Cray. "Theresatool house right where the causeway touches the edge of the high



ground. There was awatchman on duty. The murderer didn't want to be seen. The marsh was
foggy—most dwaysison adull evening—so it was easy to dip the watchman by making that sort of
detour."

CRAY began to draw adiagram. It showed the marsh on the outskirts of the town. A long ova indicated
theide of solid ground on which Thaddeus Culeth's old mansion was located. The detective drew aline
infrom theright, to show the old filled road that came to the house. Then he Stresked astraight line
across the marsh to the | eft of the house. That stood for the causeway.

"Cray has given the precise details," put in Halthorpe. "Now comes the point on which heand | disagree.
State your theory, Cray."

"The footsteps ended back on the causeway,” declared the detective. "All through that marsh are paths of
solid ground. They'retricky and hard to find, unless you've gone through the swamp in daytime. But a
felow that knows them— well, he could pick spots where the footprints wouldn't show.

"So | reckon that this murderer picked some place farther on and cut off through the swamp. He could
have come back toward town. He could have hit over by the ground around the house. He could have
reached the hills de where the squatterslive.”

"I affirm," said Halthorpe, "that the murderer kept on acrossthe causeway. Thereisaroad beyond. He
could have stepped into an automobile there and made a complete escape from thisvicinity.

"My theory issimple and obvious. If the murderer had chosen to take to the bog, he would have stayed
clear of the causeway. Hisfootprintsin the marsh show that he was unfamiliar with theterrain. Thefact
that he took the risk of passing the watchman at the tool houseis proof that the causeway was his sole

route of escape.”

"That's where hefooled you, Mr. Hathorpe!" exclamed Cray, with awise wag of hisforefinger. "He
wanted to make it look like he went over the causaway. So he blundered around to begin with. He took
the chance of passing the watchman.”

"Ridiculous," snorted Hathorpe. "The murderer isgone, Cray. Y ou merely want to create the idea that he
istill about so that you can splurge with your investigations.”

"I'll admit," stated Cray, ruefully, "that | have found no further traces. There are no suspicious characters
herein town—thefirs place where the murderer might have comein from the swamp. The peoplein the
old mansion saw no prowlers—that was the second place where the murderer might have hidden. When
| made a search up through the squatter cabins—the third place—I found no strangers there.”

"What about the squatters themsalves?' questioned Clyde Burke. "Aren't they doubtful characters?'

"No," asserted Cray. "They live by themsaves. Funny people, who mind their own business. Men with
beards and flat hats.”

"Survivors of asect called the Dawars," explained Hathorpe. "They do not even associate among
themsdalves. They aredmogt like hermits.”

"| found that out when | questioned them," declared Cray. " Some of those old cottages were empty;
others had people living in them. All had the same answer. They had seen no one. There was one other
place | looked, too."

"Wherewasthat?' questioned Hathorpe.



"In the old cabin, up by the airplane beacon,” responded Cray. "It's been deserted ever sincethey put in
the automatic light. | had atough time getting up there. The placeis empty.”

"Only afool would have taken refuge there," sneered Hathorpe. "L et me ask you something, Cray. What
was the motive for this murder?”

"Robbery," snapped the detective. "The killer thought that Lundig had cash in his possession.”

"GOOD," chuckled Hathorpe. "We agree on one point. Very well. Every onein town knew Lundig's
business. They knew that | still held the funds of the estate. So no one here would have been fool enough
tokill him.

"The people who bought the mansion have money of their own. With Lundig dead, they will haveto pay
the purchase price to the estate, which | represent. Twindell, the old servant who is il a the housg, is
faithful and pleased with his new employer. That makes another dimination.

"The hill-folk—the squatters who cal themsalves Dawars—know nothing about what has gone on here
intown. Moreover, they have no need for money. They ignoreit. So al your points are shattered.

"Now consider my theory. Hector Lundig had a hectic past. He was awastrel —a ne'er-do-well—who
gpent dl he could lay his hands on. His past associations were doubtful. He came here with the avowed
intention of getting money.

"I believe that some outside enemy came to Rensdale. This person, who used the name of Simon
Glogting, could readily have thought that Lundig had dready gained his money. That type of person, after
murdering Lundig, would have cleared out of thisregion. The causeway offered sure escape, for it isnot
completed to the point where automobiles can use it. An accomplice was waiting with acar at the other
end. He and Glosting fled together.”

Halthorpe pounded hisfist on the desk as atoken of findity. Cray looked degjected. Clyde Burke, taking
advantage of the silence that followed, put a question that had perplexed him. "Are you sure," asked the
reporter, "that you trailed the footsteps of the actual murderer?”

"Yes" responded Cray. "Wetried the boots that he |eft behind him. They fitted perfectly. The fellow
must have had two pair of shoes exactly dike."

Silencefollowed. Clyde discreetly arose and strolled from the office. He had heard all that Cray and
Hathorpe had to say. He knew that he could talk with the lawyer later. Reaching the street, Clyde went
to the Hotel Rensdale.

Clyde had made the acquaintance of David Prell; in fact, the proprietor had advised him to see Philo
Hathorpe. When he entered the hotdl lobby, Clyde found Prdl talking to an admiring group. Clyde
listened while the man recited details.

"LUNDIG camein hdf drunk,” recounted Prell. "Taked with me and Rokesbury. Told us how he'd been
snooping around the swamp by the old house. How he'd seen Brent wandering in the marsh; how he'd
met Halthorpe, late at night; how he'd run into the watchman on the causeway.”

"What did Rokesbury say to that?' some one asked.

"It made him sore," continued Prell. "He had to run out to the causeway to tell the watchman he wouldn't
need ahel per—that it was only Lundig who had been sneaking around. Well, Lundig went upstairs and
Rokesbury left. | went into dinner. Then the bell rang here on the desk. It was this SSimon Glosting. |
showed him to aroom; then | went back to dinner.



"After | came out, Rokesbury arrived back from the causeway. One of his men was here, to get abox of
dynamite that they had |eft by the desk.”

"Dynamitel” exclamed two listeners.

"Sample stuff,” said Prell, with an air of superiority. "Nokick init. Just fake junk. Rokesbury went
upstairs and began to shave. Louie camein for bell duty. Then we heard the shot.”

"I'll bet you were scared.”

"Not with this hoss-pigtol,” bragged Prell, bringing the weapon up from benegth the desk and cocking it.
"Rokesbury had nerve, too. He grabbed one of those big candle-sticks from his bedroom. He was right
with me when we found the body."

The doors were opening for dinner. The throng broke up. Some patrons went into the dining room;
others departed. Prell nodded to Clyde Burke.

"Did you see Philo Halthorpe?' he questioned.
Clyde nodded.
"Well," mused Prell, "you just heard my story -"

He paused at the sound of footsteps from the stairs. Nicholas Rokesbury appeared. Prell beckoned; the
engineer approached and the proprietor introduced him to the reporter. Clyde felt Rokesbury's warm,
healthy clasp. His eyes met the engineer'sfrank gaze.

"I'd liketo hear your story, Mr. Rokesbury," said Clyde. "Would you mind?’

"I haven't much to tell,” replied Rokesbury, in asober tone. "I liked young Lundig, despite hisfaults. He
had been here quite awhile. When he died, he spoke to me—well, as some one would speak to a
friend.

"Suppose you come into dinner with me, Mr. Burke. We can chat at the table; but |et's be brief on the
subject of Hector Lundig's death.”

Clyde agreed. He went with Rokesbury into the dining room. While they were eating, Rokesbury gave
detailsthat were smilar to the statements made by Prell. When he had finished, Clyde droppedina
remark.

"Thisold mansion,” said the reporter. "Would it be possible to stop out there—to meet this man Brent
and hisniece?| should liketo learn their opinions of Hector Lundig.”

"They only saw him once," remarked Rokesbury, "and that was when Lundig was barely sober. Buit |
should be glad to take you out there to-night—for a personal reason.”

A smile showed on Rokesbury's steady lips. The man was prompt to explainit.

"Thevigt," said Rokesbury, "would give me another opportunity to meet Miss Brent. Sheisavery
charming young lady."

"How soon can we go?' questioned Clyde.

"Say haf past eight,” responded Rokesbury.



I'T was nearly seven when Clyde strolled out into the gloomy lobby. Another dulled sun was setting; Prell
had failed to turn on thelights. Clyde caught a statement that Prell was making to aman by the desk.

"That room of Lundig'sisclosed,” the proprietor was saying. "Nobody's going in there. Not for a month,
anyway. Perhaps I'm supergtitious -"

Clyde had aroom on the third floor. He went to it. At atable, he began to write an account of al that he
had heard in Rensdde. The reporter used a pen that ddlivered ink of vivid blue. He wrote in a strange
code that looked like shorthand. He folded each sheet the moment that itsink had dried.

Clyde was an expert reporter. He did not omit asingle detail that he had heard. Finished, he tucked the
folded sheetsin an envelope. He sealed the packet and I€eft it on the table. At the door of the room,
Clyde turned the light off, then on; then off again. Locking the door, he strolled down to the [obby.

A FEW minutes after the reporter's departure, a soft sound came from the window. A weird, hazy
outline showed in the gloom of dusk. A figure came stedthily into the room. It was The Shadow. Here, in
Rensdale, the mysterious master had come to gain the report of Clyde Burke. The reporter was one of
his secret agents.

Deft fingers opened the envelope. A flashlight directed atiny beam upon the first written page. Steadily,
The Shadow read the report that his agent had made. Every detail remained within his keen brain. Ashe
finished the page, The Shadow watched the coded writing disappear. Clyde Burke had used the specia
vanishing ink that The Shadow required in dl communications of this sort.

Page after page, The Shadow completed his perusal. Blank sheets and envel ope dropped into awaste
basket. The Shadow's cloaked form swished toward the door. With a blackened, keylike instrument,
gloved fingers opened the lock.

Like a specter from darkness, The Shadow moved through the dimly lighted corridor. He descended
stairsto the second floor. He followed another passage to the door of the room where Hector Lundig
had been dain.

Thelock yielded to The Shadow's craft. The tall form merged with the darkness of aroom where blinds
were drawn. The door closed; itslock clicked. A soft laugh came in whispered tones within the room of
death.

The Shadow had noted thefind linesin Clyde Burke's report—areference to Prell's statement that this
room would not be opened. The Shadow had made use of that circumstance. For the present, this
shunned room would be his abode. Here he could remain, unseen, unknown, within the town of
Rensdde.

Such wasthe way of The Shadow. While his agent, Clyde Burke, conducted investigationsin the
capacity of anewspaper reporter, he, the master, would seek findings of hisown. Y et there was
something in The Shadow's laugh that seemed to go beyond the murder of Hector Lundig.

That was Clyde Burke's plan to visit the old mansion. The mention of the house in the marsh—culled
from a newspaper clipping that had reached The Shadow's hands—was the motive behind The
Shadow's presence here.

For The Shadow knew that the home of Thaddeus Culeth—now the residence of Wildemar Brent—was
the mystery mansion that he sought. The Shadow was following the clue to crimethat he had gained
despite the sealed lips of Squeezer Dyson and Luke Zoman.



CHAPTER VI. AT THE MANSION

PROMPTLY at haf past eight, Nicholas Rokesbury appeared in the lobby of the Hotel Rensdae. Clyde
Burke was awaiting him. Together, they went out to the front driveway and entered Rokesbury's coupe.

"I'm going to make adoubletrip of it. Burke," stated the engineer. "I want to go out to the causeway and
look things over before we vist the mansion.”

"The causeway runs close by, doesn't it?" inquired Clyde.

"Yes," responded Rokesbury, "but there's only rough ground between. | don't care to come prowling up
to Culeth's—I mean Brent's house."

They rolled through the silent lanes of Rensdale. The sky had been clearing since dusk; bright moonlight
showed itsdlf through the thick-leaved trees. Then the coupe came suddenly to an open patch. Before
him, Clyde Burke caught hisfirst view of the marsh.

The swampy ground spread out like abroad, fog-laden lake. Rising mist hung close to the boggy ground,
forming awhite blanket in the moonlight. Staring toward the swampy lowlands, Clyde caught sight of the
old mansion, asit loomed with graystone turrets from the ide of solid ground. An involuntary exclamation
came from the reporter'slips.

"What isit, Burke?' questioned Rokesbury, as he stared aong the road ahead.

"Nothing," responded Clyde. "Just asurprise—that was al. The marsh looks like a sea of steam; and that
flashing beacon on the mountain was rather sartling.”

"The place impressed mewhen | first cameto Rensdale,” returned Rokesbury. "That was before |
worked on thisjob. After we started the causeway, the marsh lost dl its glamour. Soggy, disma
ground— that'sdl it iswhen you comein contact with it."

Clyde had avoided al mention of the old mansion. There was reason for hisomission. Deep in hisinsde
pocket, Clyde held areproduced photograph of that very house. It was one that he had received from
The Shadow—a copy of the picture which the master fighter had found on Squeezer Dyson'stable.
Clyde knew now what The Shadow had aready divined—that thiswas the mystery mansion that marked
the end of aquest.

"Here'sthe causeway," remarked Rokesbury, turning the car along arough patch of road. "We can drive
out afew hundred yards. After that it's only rough fill."

"How did you place the rock base?' questioned Clyde, as the coupe thumped aong the first portion of
the unfinished causeway.

"Had to use caterpillar treads,” returned Rokesbury. "We wanted to give the cracked rock along while
to settle. That'swhy we laid the base clear across the swamp. Well—thisisasfar aswe go.”

Rokesbury stopped the car at a spot where only crushed rock showed ahead. No surface had as yet
been applied. Clyde could see spots where thefill had sunk unevenly. While Clyde studied the rough
causeway, Rokesbury turned off the motor and delivered alow, shrill whistle.

THE cdl was answered. Soon alantern sivung through the clinging mist. The stubby face of the
watchman appeared at the window on Rokesbury's side of the car. The boss talked with the worker.
Satisfied that his man was ready for the night's vigil, Rokesbury managed to swing the car about. They
started back toward solid ground.



Thistime, Rokesbury chose aroad that ran aong the edge of the swamp. Clyde watched the swirling
migt asit rose seaming from the bog. The vapor was gradudly clearing. Patches of quagmire showed
mucky by the fringe of the road.

Skirting the swamp, Rokesbury neared a point amost directly opposite the center of the causeway. Here
he dowed the car, picked an opening among the trees and drove carefully along arough road. Clyde
could see ahead to the narrow strip of old highway that led out to the mansion. The car jounced into a
dight skid; Rokesbury yanked it straight and gave it gas. Asthe coupe responded, Clyde caught sight of
along, stooped figure legping to the bank to avoid the car. Then they had passed the man and
Rokesbury, grunting from his sudden effort, was driving out over the marsh.

"Did you seethat fellow who jumped for the trees?" questioned Rokesbury, as he shifted the car into
second.

"Yes," returned Clyde. "He thought we were going to hit him."
"Recognize him?'

"No. Who was he?'

"Philo Hdthorpe."

"What was he doing here?'

"He'sagreat walker," stated Rokesbury. "Has no car; won't get into one except on specia occasions.
Clamsthat brisk hikesin the night air account for his strong congtitution.”

"Sounds like bunk to me," declared Clyde. "Most hikers go out in the daytime. | can't see any benefit
from swamp air, either.”

"l imagine that Halthorpe prefers the high ground,” said Rokesbury. "He may have been going toward the
hills over yonder. He would have to skirt the swamp to get there.”

"Arethose cabins?' questioned Clyde, indicating black squares on the hillside.
"Cottages—or shacks," replied Rokesbury. "Where the hill-folk live.
"Dawars," recdled Clyde. "I heard Hathorpe mention them.”

"Squatters," defined Rokesbury. "Harmless people who keep to themselves. An odd bunch of fanatics.
Ran into some of them afew years ago, when we were repairing the old aqueduct. Well, Burke. Her€'s
the old haunted house."

The coupe had reached the side of the manor in the marsh. The house did ook ghostly, close at hand.
The clearing fog dl about; the sweeping flashes of the airway beacon; the tillness of the damp
amosphere—all produced a creepy effect.

AS Clyde and Rokesbury clambered from the car, alight turned on above the side door. Thiswas on the
sde of the house toward the hill. Thelight shone from an alcove and it made abrilliant gleam. Asthe two
men approached, the door opened and Dorothy Brent stepped into view.

"| thought | recognized your car, Mr. Rokesbury," said the girl, with a pleasant smile. "Y ou arethe first
visitor we have had— except, of course, Mr. Halthorpe."

"Was he here to-night?" asked Rokesbury.



"No," responded Dorothy. "Last night. He walked out hereto tell us about the unfortunate degth of poor
Mr. Lundig."

"That remindsme," said Rokesbury, "that | should have introduced my friend. Miss Brent, | would liketo
have you meet Mr. Clyde Burke, of the New Y ork Classic. Heisin town investigating the desth of
Hector Lundig.”

The girl smiled; but her face looked troubled. Clyde, peering toward the opened doorway, saw a
cadaverous face staring from the hall within. He knew that this must be Twinddl, the old servant. The
man's pallid countenance showed a frown. Clyde wondered if it was because Twindel had overheard the
introduction.

"l hope," said Dorothy, in alow tone, "that you will not try to interview my uncle, Mr. Burke. He detests
notoriety. He seemed very much upset when he heard of Hector Lundig's death. He predicted that
reporters might be here.”

"Hedid?' questioned Rokesbury.

"Yes." Dorothy hesitated; then decided to go on. "He said that he was sorry that the dogs had been sold;
that the other servants— beside Twindell— had been discharged when Thaddeus Culeth died. He
thought that he might have to use force to drive newspaper men away."

"Wewon't tdl him of Mr. Burke's profession,” laughed Rokesbury. "By the way, whereis your uncle?!
"Out inthe marsh,” replied Dorothy.
"Indl thisfog?" inquired Rokesbury.

"He prefersthe mist,” explained the girl. "He began to investigate the svamp thefirst night we came here.
He picked pathsin the daylight; he has been following them at night -"

Dorothy paused. A powerful ectric lantern was coming through the mi<t. It was followed by ahuman
figure. Swinging hislight, Wildemar Brent came stamping along the solid ground. He extinguished the
lantern as he came within range of the glow above the door. Blinking, he craned hislong neck forward to
survey thevigtors.

"Who are these men?' he demanded in aquerulous voice.
"Y ou remember Mr. Rokesbury, uncle" replied Dorothy. "Thisisafriend of his. Mr. Burke."
"Yes, | remember Rokesbury,” said Brent, harshly. "What brings you here to-night, sr?’

"l was out on the causeway," replied Rokesbury, camly. "I wondered how you folks were enjoying your
new home. | thought that | would stop by."

"A long drive around from the causeway,” commented Brent. "I do not carefor intrusion. | chosethis
house because it was isolated.”

"And because of the swamp," added Dorothy.

Brent glared at his niece as though he thought the added statement unnecessary. Dorothy, however,
showed no fear of her uncleswrath. She seemed to think that afurther explanation was desirable.

"Uncle Wildemar is very much concerned with subjectsthat interest him," stated the girl. "He does not
redlize that people may think it queer because he follows such pursuits as tramping through swampy



ground. Don't you think, uncle® —Dorothy smiled wistfully as she turned toward Brent—"that you should
tell Mr. Rokesbury of your scientific sudies?'

"Totaly unnecessary," quibbled Brent. "But since you appear prepared to divulge the subject yoursdf, it
isaswell that | should spesk. | havelong desired to own this house, Mr. Rokesbury; for | have envied its
location. After Thaddeus Culeth died, | lost no timein buying the mansion. This bogland'— Brent
indicated the surrounding terrain with abroad sweep of hisarm—"isidea for onewho isin search of the
ignisfatuus”

"Theignisfauus?' questioned Rokesbury.

"Commonly known asthe will-o-the-wisp,” replied Brent. "Theignis fatuusis aluminous gppearance—a
pale, bluish-colored flame—that variesin size and shape. It isfrequently seen in swampy places, or over
graveyards-"

"The marsh lights" exclaimed Rokesbury: "I have heard of the phenomenon. They have been seen
hereabouts, Mr. Brent."

"So | understand,” remarked the stoop-shouldered man. "That iswhy | wanted to live here. Theignis
fatuusis one naturd marve that science has never explained to satisfaction. | am determined to learn its

"Doesit gppear a night?'

"Generdly ashort while after sunset. Sometimes later. It hovers afew feet above the ground; sometimes
itisfixed; sometimesit travels. It has been known to glow until dawn. Sometimesit vanishesand
regppears a definiteintervals.”

"Amazing!" exclamed Rokesbury.

"This solid ground is not suited to theignisfatuus," declared Brent. "Hence | intend to search through the
marsh itsdlf, night by night. | have dready discovered paths, Twindell hastold me of those with which he
wasfamiliar."

"Y our boots show that you have escaped the bog itsdlf," remarked Rokesbury.

"Quite s0," agreed Brent, in arather testy tone. "Yes, | am making progress. Concerning the ignis fatuus
itself, some hold that it is due to phosphureted hydrogen gas—atenable theory. Others say it is caused
by the combustion of methane, or marsh gas. | disagree with that supposition, for the smple reason that
methane is not spontaneoudy combustible. Marsh gas could produce aweird flame; but it would first
have to beignited. Hence the ignis fatuus cannot -"

BRENT broke off. He stared steadily a Clyde Burke. The reporter was listening intently; something in
his manner made Brent suspect him as a newspaper man.

"Areyou hereto interview me?' demanded the stoop-shouldered naturdist. "Isthis a pretext—thisvisit
here? Are you trying to pry into my scientific researches? To lampoon me in the press?’

"Mr. Burkeisafriend of mine" put in Rokesbury promptly. "I brought him out to inspect the causeway.”

Wildemar Brent shrugged his shoulders. He seemed only half convinced. He turned abruptly toward the
door of the old mansion.

"Come, Dorothy," he ordered. "Too much of thisswamp air isunhedlthy. | haveinhaled it long enough for



to-night.”

The girl followed her uncleinto the house. Twindell closed the door. Bolts clattered. Thelight went out in
the dcove. Nicholas Rokesbury laughed softly.

"That means good-bye to us, Burke," remarked the engineer. "L et's take the hint and drive back to the
hotel. Keep this out of your newspaper story, asafavor to me. | don't want to get in wrong with Miss
Brent. Forget about the— what was that name Brent called the marsh light?"

"Theignisfatuus," reponded Clyde, asthey stepped into the coupe. "Commonly called the
will-0-the-wisp.”

"That'sit," affirmed Rokesbury. "Well—try to keep itinsmal print.”

"I'll stick to the murder story,” promised Clyde. "I'm hereto dig up harrowing details—not scientific
data"

The coupe rolled dowly toward the narrow road. All was silent outside the gray-walled mansion. But as
thetail light of Rokesbury's car dwindled in the thinning mist, motion occurred from beside the old house.
A soft swish sounded in the darkness.

AN invisible figure dowly circled the mansion. Thelong, sweeping beam of the airway beacon gave one
fleeting glimpse of its shape as the form moved toward the fringe of the marsh. A being clad in
black-draped cloak—d ouch hat —the guise of The Shadow.

Thetiny beam of aminiature flashlight glimmered at intervals dong the boggy ground. With uncanny skill,
The Shadow picked asolid path off through the mushiness of thelondly swamp. Thetiny glimmer faded.
Unseen, The Shadow had been awitness of the meeting between Wildemar Brent and his unwelcome
vigtors.

Late that same evening, Clyde Burke, returning to his hotel room, found an envelope upon the table. He
opened it and read a brief cryptic message in blueink that faded when his perusal was completed.

The night telegraph operator was on duty in thelittle Rensdale station when Clyde Burke walked in a
midnight. The reporter handed him awireto the New Y ork Classic, to be sent at pressrates. Heaso
gave the man anight letter to aNew Y ork investment broker named Rutledge Mann. Thiswasa
personal message that referred to sales of small securitiesin which Clyde Burke, apparently was
interested.

Actually, that night Ietter was a coded message from The Shadow. For Rutledge Mann, the investment
broker, was the contact man through whom The Shadow could summon new agentsto perform his
bidding.

CHAPTER VII. FIGURES OF NIGHT

LATE the next afternoon, atrim coupe came whining upward on the far side of the mountain that loomed
beyond the town of Rensdale. Its driver found atwisting, rocky road. With his car in second, he took the
bumps until he neared the summit of the ridge. The road became impassable. The driver chose aclearing

and the car rolled out of view behind aclump of heavy-leaved trees.

The man who alighted from the coupe was a clean-cut young chap who was businesdikein his
procedure. He opened the rear of the coupe, took out a heavy box and arolled-up pack, then stretched
out a broad-centered leather strap that formed aloop above them.



Hoisting the joined box and pack, he thrust his forehead into the loop. Supporting the weight with head
and shoulders, the young man clambered up the steep, rocky dope to the top of theridge.

Thisarriva on the mountain was Harry Vincent, trusted agent of The Shadow. He wasfollowing
ingructions given him by Rutledge Mann. Hewas carrying his heavy burden with the aid of the familiar
tump-line, used to trangport luggage across portages between lakes in the Canadian wilds. Thisform of
luggage-hauling made it possible for him to carry the huge load in asingletrip.

Harry came puffing to his objective. He was a the foot of the air beacon on the mountain. A small shack
was located close to the tower. Harry pushed open the door and eased the box and pack from his back.

His next act was to open the box. From it, he produced the necessary equipment for a short-wave radio.
Using the spreading posts of the beacon, Harry set up the apparatus. Inside the shack, he adjusted
earphonesto hishead. He spoke into amicrophone. A pause; then avoice camein response.

Harry Vincent had opened communication with Clyde Burke. The agent on the mountain was connected
with the agent in the hotd . Through this communication, The Shadow could maintain adouble vigil.

Hiscall completed, Harry produced apair of field glasses from the box. He left the shack and pushed
through the underbrush until he discovered an overhanging rock. From this point, he could see the ground
below.

FIRST camethe doping hillside. The cabins of the squatters were tiny, block-shaped objects. Then the
hillside ended in the spread-out swamp. Wildemar Brent's new home rested like atoy castlein the midst
of abrackish plain. The road from it; the causeway across the marsh— both looked like thin lines
furrowed through the bog.

The sun was setting over the mountain. Harry focused his glasses on the causeway. He saw the figure of
alone man standing by the tool house. This was the watchman posted for the night. Lowering the glasses,
Harry let his gaze sweep to every portion of the panorama. A tiny, crawling figure caught his attention.

Thiswas on the hillsde. A man had come out from aclump of trees. He was moving downward toward
an isolated cabin. Hisvery manner of gpproach showed that he did not wish to be seen by any who might
be looking up the hill from below. Harry raised the glasses.

Through the powerful lens, he sighted atall man clad in somber garments of dark gray. Thisfdlow was
wesaring the flat, wide-brimmed hat that was characteristic of the Dalwars. His face turned so that Harry
could seeit. The Shadow's agent spied a bearded countenance, blacker than the hat which the fellow
wore.

The door of the cabin was on the upper side of the house. Harry watched the Dalwar unlock it and enter.
The door closed. Harry looked off below, following the open space that stretched from cabin down to
marsh.

Another figure attracted his attention. It was coming from the mansion. Harry used the glassesto discern
asober-looking individua who was moving toward the marsh. He saw the man pick hisway adong an
invigble path. Thiswas Wildemar Brent, setting forth on his sunset search for theignisfatuus.

Dusk blotted Brent from Harry's view. The airway beacon began to blink, high above Harry's head. It
hed started automatically. Its sweeping rays flashed againgt the darkening sky. Tiny glimmerswere
showing from trees beyond the marsh. These were lights from the town of Rensdale.

Cloud banks had been gathering through the day. Though they did not mar the sunset, they blotted out



the moonlight. Only occasiondly did the silver glow come struggling through the clouds. Y et Harry could
at times make out thin patches of white mist upon the broad bog.

Hours passed. On occasions, Harry caught faint traces of atiny dot of light upon the bog. Thiswas
Wildemar Brent'slantern. The naturdist was using it but intermittently. Evidently he did not want the glare
to interferewith any sghting of theignisfatuus.

When the spot of light did appear, it bobbed up in most surprising places. Brent seemed to belearning
most of the pathways through the quagmire that most persons regarded asimpassable.

The mansion was dark; Harry decided that the inside lights were probably subdued. Suddenly, he traced
the lantern moving toward the house. A light came on within the alcove. Harry raised hisfield glassesand
managed to distinguish aclosng door. Evidently, Brent had returned.

Anather hour. Harry patiently maintained hisvigil. Hewas rewarded. A spot of light came suddenly from
the alcove of the mangion. Its glare was focused directly up the hill toward the squatter's shack that Harry
had observed.

Blink—link—blink—

Thelight sparkled like acoded sgnd. Then it went out atogether. Producing aflashlight of hisown,
Harry went back to the shack beside the airway beacon. A few minutes later, he wastaking to Clyde
Burke.

Until he had seen the blinks from the mansion, Harry had given but little thought to the bearded man who
had entered the squatter's shack. Under present circumstances, the appearance of that prowler had
become important. Harry reported dl that he had seen from the rock.

DOWN in hishotel room, Clyde Burke wrote amessage to The Shadow. He sedled it in an envelope,
gtrolled down to the second floor and thrust the billet under the door of the closed room. Thiswasin
accord with new ingtructions. The message lay untouched after Clyde had ddlivered it. The Shadow
would read it later. For the present, he was elsawhere.

LIGHTS were out in the house in the marsh. All had retired. Wildemar Brent was deeping in asecluded
room on thefirgt floor. Dorothy had chosen an upstairs room on the side of the house toward the
causaway—aroom which aso had awindow above the dcove on the hillside of the house. Twindell
occupied afar room on the same floor.

Half an hour had elapsed since Harry Vincent's call to Clyde Burke when Dorothy Brent awakened from
asound dumber. Struggling moonlight was coming through the window toward the causeway. Its glimmer
ended as acloud intervened.

Croaking of frogs—the dull, monotonous sound was dl that the girl could hear. Y et Dorothy had a sense
that al was not well. Rising, the girl donned dressing-gown and dippers. Shetiptoed to the halway.
There she could hear the crackle of dying embersin the fire place below. Then came a sound that was
plainly the closing of adoor.

Wildemar Brent was a sound deeper. Dorothy knew that the noise could not have awakened him.
Twindell'sroom wasin aremote spot of the house. Bravely, Dorothy descended the tairs. She knew
that if she reached the ground floor, she could call her uncle.

Halfway down, Dorothy paused. From deep below in the cellar, she fancied that she heard a
tap-tap-tap. The sound came in congtant repetition. Intervas, then the tapping. Sowly, the girl reached



thefoot of the stairs. She moved toward a passage that led to a doorway into the cellar.

Then came footsteps, from the cellar stairsthemselves. Dorothy stood petrified. She did not know where
to find alight switch. She heard the footsteps pause at the door. Low whispers seemed to follow.
Roused by increasing fright, the girl sprang back toward the hall. Screaming, she ssumbled toward one of
the doorways that led to her uncle'sroom. An answering cal responded. It came from another passage.
It was Wildemar Brent, hurrying toward the hall. Frightened for her uncle's safety, Dorothy dashed back
inthat direction.

Lights came on. They glowed in the side brackets of the hall. Dorothy saw two persons; one was her
uncle, clad in pgamas. The other was Twindell. The cadaverous servant was wearing shoes, trousers and
shirt.

"What's the matter?' demanded Wildemar Brent, as his niece clutched the side of a doorway.
"l—I heard something,” gasped Dorothy. "Like atapping—from the cellar.”

"Help her in here, ar," suggested Twindell, pointing toward the room with the tapestried panels. "Thereis
acouch where Miss Brent can rest.”

The servant went ahead. He turned on the mellow side brackets. Dorothy followed, half supported by
her uncle. The girl refused the couch; she sat upon a chair just within the door.

"l believe | heard the same noise, sr," declared Twinddll, turning to Wildemar Brent. "I began to dress,
thinking | should look about a bit. I opened the door of my room. | heard Miss Dorothy scream.”

"The noisewas atapping?' inquired Brent, staring from beside the big table.

"Yes," said Dorothy, with anod.

"A tapping, Sr," agreed Twinddl. "Of course, | must remind you that this houseisfull of strange noises”
"Towhat do you attribute them?"

"l can't say, ar.”

Dorothy had recovered from her fright. She felt annoyed because she had screamed in such terrified
fashion. Her lips were firm as she spoke.

"It was not the tapping at first," declared the girl. "The noise that camein the beginning was likethe
closing of adoor -"

Like an echo to her statement, Dorothy heard a repetition of the very sound that she was describing. For
an ingtant, she stood stock-still. She was positive that the sound had come from the top of the cellar
gairs. Acting upon sudden impulse, Dorothy sprang into the end of thelong hall.

Thistime she saw adoor closing. It wasthe outer door of the house, at the other end of the hdl. The girl
wasjust in time to see the barrier shut. The door opened inward into the hall; some person, sneaking
from the cellar steps, had drawn the outer door shut behind him!

"Come quickly!" caled Dorothy, as she rushed through the hal. "Quickly, uncle! Some one just went
out!"

THERE weretiny, grilled windows at the sides of the massive floor. Dorothy wasthe first to reach them.
A surge of moonlight had arrived. Staring, the girl glimpsed afigure that was hastening acrossthe



driveway.

A huge, douched form, with a head that wore a broad flat hat. The head turned at the instant that
Dorothy saw thefigure. The girl caught aglimpse of ablack, bearded face. Then the fleeing man had
reached a clump of bushes by the edge of the swamp. Hisfigure disappeared from view.

"l saw him!" exclaimed Dorothy. "I saw him!"

"Who?" demanded Wildemar Brent, coming up behind her. "Where?'
"A man—with abeard. Going into the swamp.”

"Turn on the outer light, Twinddl."

The servant obeyed. Wildemar Brent stared through the grilled window. He could see no one. He
grunted as he shrugged his shoulders.

"Y our imagination, Dorothy," he declared.
"But the door isnot bolted, uncle," returned the girl. "I am sure some one could have gone out thisway."
"What! The door unbolted?' Brent was furious. "What does this mean, Twinddl."

"l ansurel bolted it, Sir." The cadaverous servant was nervous. | have bolted that door every night for
years”

"Humph. Thisisonetimeyou faled. Y ou think the man came from the cdllar, Dorothy?'

"Yes" Thegirl was dtill peering through the pane. " The door must have been unbolted for him to have
gotten through so quickly."

"Bolt the door, Twinddll," ordered Brent. "Then go about and make sure that al the windows are
locked."

"No need for that, ir. If the man came through awindow, he must have entered by your room.”
"How s0? What about these other windows?"

"They are solid grillework, sir. Old Mr. Culeth had them made so. All the windows on the ground floor,
ar. That is, except those in thelittle room that you chose to occupy. That door was away's kept locked,
ar.”

"Look, uncle!" exclaimed Dorothy, as Twindell was closing the bolts on the big door. "1 see some
one—beyond the drive—by that tree -"

"Which tree?' Brent peered through the other window.
"The one just on the edge of thelight. Thelargest one.”

"Look more closdy,” suggested Brent, with adepreciating laugh. "What you are viewing is nothing but a
shadow. No human being could stand so motionless.”

The girl stared for afull minute. At last she turned away from the window and smiled weekly.

"It was my imagination,” she confessed. "All that | saw there by the tree was a shadow. But the man that
went into the marsh -"



"Was a'so your imagination. Y ou have been hearing things and seeing things. Come. Let usforget this
folly. But remember, Twindell, the bolting of the door must not be neglected in the future.”

"] undergtand, gr."

The cadaverous servant watched Dorothy go upstairsto her room. He saw Brent go back to hisroom on
the ground floor. Twinddll picked up alog beside the fire place; with surprising strength, the old servant
tossed it on thefire, so that the heat might absorb the damp marsh air that had penetrated the ground
floor.

The old servant's face was strangely solemn. 1t was more pallid than usud. It seemed to quiver asthe
man turned out the hal light. Then Twinddl noted that he had not extinguished the light that shone above
the outsde acove. He pressed the switch. Thelight went out. By the glow of thefire, Twindell stalked
dowly up the sairs.

BLACKNESS had envel oped the old mansion with the extinguishing of that outsdelight. A soft swish
sounded in the darkness close by the tree toward which Dorothy Brent had stared. The girl'sfirst
impression had been correct. She had seen more than a shadow. She had seen The Shadow.

By remaining motionless, the black-garbed visitant had deceived the observers from within the house.
Cloaked by darkness, this slent watcher was freeto move. Noisdesdy, hisinvishlefigure traveled
toward the marsh. No glimmersfrom the tiny flashlight aided The Shadow to-night. He had learned the
paths that he wanted through the bog. His soft, whispered laugh was caught by the clammy remnants of
the mist that spread across the swvamp. The Shadow's course remained untracesble.

ONE hour later, just asthe distant chimes of astegple clock weretolling midnight, The Shadow's sllent
form was standing by the roadway that skirted the side of the swamp. Dull moonlight showed the contour
of the road. The Shadow, invisible beneath the blackness of athick-leaved tree, discerned astriding
form. His keen ears caught the soft thud of footstepsin the thick dust of the road.

The pacing man strode by. Moonlight revealed the set features of ahard face. The midnight hiker was
Philo Halthorpe. The lawyer was ending one of hislate evening walks. He was heading townward.

The last chime ended. Hathorpe had turned abend in the road. Creaking frogs aone disturbed the tilly
dlence of the countryside. Then came the repetition of an eerie, whispered laugh, that might have been
the echo of aghostly voice.

The Shadow, unseen, had seen. He had witnessed the flight of the bearded squatter who had come from
the house in the marsh. He had observed Philo Halthorpe, pacing the deserted road. Silently, cloaked in
darkness, The Shadow turned back into the bogland. Paths which he had discovered amid the
impassable mire were to form his shortcut back into town.

The Shadow's work was ended for the night. He was to find repose within the closed room at thelittle
hotel—the room that only he had entered since murder had struck withinitswalls.

CHAPTER VIII. NEW VISITORS

SHORTLY before five o'clock the next afternoon, Dorothy Brent appeared outside the house in the
marsh. The day was clear; the thick quagmire had lost its murky look. Nevertheless, Dorothy avoided the
bog as she walked swiftly over the rough ground toward the causeway, a quarter mile away.

This portion of the mansion's ground was barren. An old, disused well was covered with boards.
Deserted dog-kennels had been broken down. Scrubby bushes made the path as difficult asthe bog



itsdf.

Most of the workers had |eft the causeway; the few who remained were talking with Nicholas
Rokesbury. The enterprising engineer dways remained late on the job. Dorothy had noted that fact from
her window. The group was breaking up as Dorothy reached the causaway. Rokesbury turned as he
heard the girl call to him. Sweeping his campaign hat from his head, the construction engineer came down
the edge of the stone embankment.

"How do you do, Miss Brent," greeted Rokesbury. "Why did you cometo al thistrouble? Y ou could
have sent Twinddl down to get me."

"I'm supposed to bein the house," replied Dorothy. "Uncleis cranky to-day. Worried about what
happened last night."

"What wasthat?" questioned Rokesbury, anxioudy. "Nothing serious, | hope."
"Only aprowler,” replied Dorothy. "Twindell left the door unbolted. The man entered the house.”
"A robber?’

"Only one of the hill-folk, I think. He hurried away when he knew we were looking for him. | heard
tapping, inthecdlar.”

"Did you look down there?'

"No. The man made his escape while |—well, | screamed and uncle helped meinto the room with the
tapestries. While we were there, the man ran out.”

"And your uncle?'

"He attributesit al to my imagination. He didn't want meto leave the house or tell any one what
happened. To make matters worse, the county detective caled to-day."

"Merle Cray?'

"Yes. A stout man. Uncle wouldn't let him in the house. He made Twindell bolt the door. But Cray
shouted that he was coming back."

"All this sounds serious, Dorothy—ypardon me, Miss Brent." Rokesbury reddened and became
apologetic, but the girl merely smiled. "'l don't liketo think of you—aone—in that house."

"I'm not done. My uncle-"

"He's apretty querulous chap, Dorothy." Rokesbury, in his seriousness, did not notice that he had used
thegirl'sfirst name. "Asfor Twindel—heis old—and from what you say, he forgetsto bolt the door.
Frankly, | don't likeit."

"But"—Dorothy paused, then looked troubled—"what's the use of my trying to pretend? I'm
frightened—redly frightened, Mr. Rokesbury. Y et uncle would beterribly angry if | said | don't want to
livein the old house. HES my closest relation and he has been very kind since my parentsdied. And yet |

"Don't worry." Rokesbury smiled as he placed his brawny hand gently upon the girl'sarm. "I have an
idea”



"To makeit safer there?'

"Yes. I'll tell you about it to-night.”
"To-night?'

"When | come out to your uncle's house."
"But he may refuseto seeyou.”

"I don't think so. Of course, | won't bring Burke dong. Leaveit to me, Dorothy. My plan will work. To
make it sure, you had better go back to the house before your uncle happensto look for you.”

NICHOLAS ROKESBURY dined with Clyde Burke at hdf past sx. The two men, both in their early
thirties, had become good friends. While they were eating, Rokesbury spoke in aconfidentia tone.

"I cantrust you, Burke," he said. "'l want to tel you something in confidence, before you hear rumors
about the matter. Keep it out of your storiesuntil | say the word. It may mean alot to me.”

"All right," agreed Clyde, thinking of The Shadow and forgetting the Classic. "What's it about?"

"A prowler got into the old mansion last night. Miss Brent was badly scared. Twinddll, the servant, either
left the door unbolted or deliberately opened it. Wildemar Brent thinks Dorothy isimagining that
something happened.”

"Did Miss Brent seethe prowler?'

"Y es. She said helooked like one of the squatters from the hill. She may have been mistaken on that
point. But she certainly saw some one. I've got to help her."

"How canyou?"'

"By putting on anight shift at the causeway. We're behind schedule. It can easily be arranged. | dways
take personal charge of night shifts when they start. We can keep an eye on the house al through the
night.”

"A good idea.”

"Say nothing about it, Burke. I'm going out to see Wildemar Brent to-night. It would be poor policy to
take you along after the suspicions he had about you. But I'll tell you al that happens, after | come back.
There may be ahot argument.”

"Between you and Brent?'

"No. Between Brent and Cray. Dorothy says the detective was around to-day. Brent wouldn't let himiin,
but he's coming back to-night."

AFTER dinner, Clyde prepared areport for The Shadow. He thrust it under the door of the locked
room on the second floor. Strolling to the lobby, he saw Rokesbury leaving for hisvist to Brent's.

OUT at the mansion, Wildemar Brent and his niece were sested before the fire place in the great hall.
The naturdist was in agrouchy mood. He had caught a chill which he attributed to his arousa on the
previous night. Hence Dorothy had managed to persuade him to stay away from the marsh this evening.

"No chill can stop me from my search,” Brent was growling. "It isnot fear of the marsh air that kegps me



into-night. | don't want to meet that detective. He may be prowling around outside. They are persistent
beggars, those detectives.”

The door bl clanged. Twinddl started to answer it. Brent waved him back. Dorothy arose and went to
the door herself. She turned on the light and peered through the window. She began to unbolt the door.

"Dont let that detectivein herel” shrieked Brent, excitedly. "I'll have nothing to do with thefool! Bolt the
door, Dorothy! | command you."

"It'sonly Mr. Rokesbury," responded Dorothy. "He is here done. Y ou were discourteous to him the
other night, Uncle Wildemar. Itisonly fair to let himin."

The girl opened the door. Rokesbury stepped inside. While Dorothy was bolting the door, the engineer
grolled forward with a cheery greeting to Brent, who glowered in return.

"I have areport that will interest you, Mr. Brent," remarked Rokesbury, quietly. "The marsh lightswere
Seen last night.”

"Where?' questioned Brent, eagerly. His aoofness had turned to enthusiasm.
"On the other side of the causeway," answered Rokesbury.

"Hm-m. | must go over there," decided Brent. "I have not covered agreat dedl of that bogland in my
search for theignisfatuus. Who witnessed the phenomenon, Rokesbury?"

"My watchman. He observed intermittent flickers between nine o'clock and e even. Hewas scared half
out of hiswits. It wasfortunate that | had told him to be on the lookout.”

"Why did you tel him thet?*
"Toad your research.”
"Thoughtful of you, Brent. These reports are valuable. Sit down beside the fire place.

Rokesbury complied. Wildemar Brent broke into a discussion of theignisfatuus. Rokesbury listened with
keen interest, nodding his understanding. The door bell rang while Brent wastaking.

"The detective," snarled the naturdist, pausing in his discourse. "Keep him out.”

"Itsastranger,” informed Dorothy, peering through the window. "He has come in the old cab from the
gation. A tall, elderly man, with large spectacles.”

"A disguise," barked Brent. "Refuse to answer. Do not let himin."

"It can't be Cray," remarked Rokesbury. "He couldn't make up like atall man. Cray ispudgy. Besides,
he'stoo dumb to put on agood disguise.”

The door bell sounded again. Wildemar Brent became curious. He ordered his niece to unbolt the door.
Dorothy obeyed. Peering through the crack, she asked the stranger's name. Shereceived acard in
response.

"For you, uncle," said the girl, bringing the card to Brent.

THE naturalist read the pasteboard by the firdight. His face showed sudden keenness. Hewaved his
niece toward the door.



"My word!" he exclaimed. "I've heard of this chap, Professor Darwin Shelby, Fellow of the Royd
Academy! He prepared an admirable thesis on theignisfatuusl Comein, professor!"

Wildemar Brent had risen as he pronounced the last words. He was standing with his hand extended to
greet thetall, owlish man who had entered. Professor Shelby smiled and nodded as he peered through
his thick-lensed glasses.

"Mr. Wildemar Brent?' heinquired.

"Yes, professor,” replied Brent as they shook hands. "Y ou are indeed awelcome guest. Tell me, what
has brought you here?"

"The same quest that caused you to choose this mansion for your home," responded the professor.
"What an admirable location, Mr. Brent! What a superb spot from which to undertake the study of the
ignisfatuug™

"Y ou have heard of my humble research, professor?'

"Indeed | have. But do not call it humble, Mr. Brent. It isaglorious contribution to the cause of science. |
have come here, my friend, that | might ask afavor.”

"What isthat, professor?’
"Permission to act as your assistant in the endeavors that you have undertaken.”

Brent'sface gleamed. The owner of the mansion swelled with pride. This humble request from a noted
scientist gppeared to be the greatest thrill of hislifetime.

"| shal not intrude when you do not desireit,” promised Professor Shelby. "1 can take lodgingsin the
village and there await your ingtructions-"

"Y ou will remain here, professor!" exclaimed Brent. "Here, in my home. Y ou shd| be the teacher—I, the
pupil. No, no! | insist. That can be the only arrangement. Y ou are the master.”

"My luggageisat theinn,” said the professor, with abow. "I have engaged quartersthere for to-night.
But to-morrow -"

"I could not think of it," interrupted Brent. "Twindell, send that hack down to the Hotdl Rensdale. Have
the driver bring out Professor Shelby's luggage. At once, Twindell.”

The servant moved to obey. Brent invited Shelby to a seat before the fire. The professor smiled ashe
took his place. Brent sat down beside him. They began to chat concerning the elusive will-o'-the-wisp.
While Rokesbury strolled over to talk with Dorothy, the door bell rang again.

"It'sthe detective thistime," declared Dorothy, looking through the grilled window. "But you will haveto
let himin, uncle. Philo Hathorpeiswith him."

A sour expression gppeared upon Brent'sface. The naturadist waved his handsin resignation. Twindell,
who had returned after despatching the cab, was prompt in unbolting the door.

WILDEMAR BRENT wasill-at-ease when the new visitors entered. He did not know whether to invite
aprivate conference or to let them talk in front of Professor Shelby. He decided on the latter course,
gpparently desiring to show a gesture of complete friendship toward Shelby. Introductions were
completed. Merle Cray began to speak.



"Sorry to trouble you, Mr. Brent," said the detective, in an gpologetic tone. "Buit I've been sort of worried
about thisold house, dl doneinthe marsh. You see, | think the fellow that got Hector Lundig might till
be hereabouts. I've scoured the town; I've searched the hills. No luck. Maybe the man | want might be
around these grounds.”

"Ridiculoud" exclamed Brent. "Thereisno hiding place near here.”

"Theresthe swamp," argued Cray. "What's more, thishouseisafunny old place. Might be someway for
aman to get in and out. So | want to stay here awhile. It'sfor your protection, Mr. Brent."

"l won't dlow it!"

"It can't be helped, Brent," put in Halthorpe, with a sour look on his hard face. "Cray is set on thisplan.
I've done everything | could to argue him out of it. He threatened to swear out asearch warrant if you
refused him entry to-night. That'swhy | came aong with him. It wasin your interest.”

"| represent the law,” announced Cray, gruffly. "What Mr. Hathorpe saysisright. | wasjust trying to put
it easy to you, Mr. Brent. But if you refuse to let me stay here, I'll act in the name of the law.”

"Very well," agreed Brent, suddenly, as he chanced to glance at Professor Shelby. "Have your way about
it, Cray. There are plenty of roomsin thishouse. Twindd| will give you one on the second floor.”

"I'd sooner deep down here," indsted the detective.
"Take my room then,” returned Brent. "I have achill and it'stoo closeto the marsh air.”

"Perhaps, Cray," said Rokesbury, quietly, "your presence here would be unnecessary. This house will be
well-guarded from now on."

"How do you mean?' demanded Cray.

"l am gtarting anight shift,” replied Rokesbury. "My men go on the job to-night. | shdl bein charge. |
came out thisevening to inform Mr. Brent. | thought that he was entitled to know what was going on,
since we are working closeto his house."

"A night shift, en?' questioned Cray. "That'sgood.”

Dorothy threw agrateful ook toward Rokesbury, who smiled in return. The girl realized that this must be
the plan that Rokesbury had thought out for her benefit.

"Just the same," added Cray, "I'm staying in this house. My bag'sout inmy car. I'll pull thebusupin
back; then I'll comein and get located.”

"I'm going back to town," stated Rokesbury, as the detective |eft. "The night shift goes on thejob within
two hours. If any one wantsme, I'll be on the causeway.”

Heturned to Hathorpe.
"Can | driveyou into town?" Rokesbury asked the lawyer.

"No, thanks," responded Halthorpe, dryly. "I shdl stay hereawhile. Then | intend to take one of my
evening walks. It preserves my physique’'—the lawyer tapped hisfirm chest—"and kegps me from
growing old.”

Rokesbury smiled as he said good-night to Dorothy. He drove away and headed straight for the Hotel



Rensdade. He met Clyde Burke in the lobby. Drawing the reporter to one side, the engineer gave abrief
summary of al that had occurred at the house in the marsh.

After Rokesbury had left for the causeway, Clyde Burke went to his room. He prepared awritten report
for The Shadow. He tuned in on his short-wave set and held alow-voiced conversation with Harry
Vincent. Descending to the second floor, Clyde tucked his envelope under the door of The Shadow's
chosen room.

Thearrival of Professor Shel by—Rokesbury's beginning of the night shift —Cray's presence a the old
house—Halthorpe's stlatement that he intended to take an evening hike—all these factswerein Clyde
Burke's report.

Whatever might be impending at Wildemar Brent's, The Shadow aone could divine. His agent had
supplied him merely with stated details. The rest remained with The Shadow.

CHAPTER IX. MIDNIGHT MURDER

DY ING embersfrom the grate cast afaint, wavering glow through the great hal. Silence reigned within
the house on the marsh. All the occupants of the mansion had retired at eleven o'clock. It was now nearly
midnight.

Stedthy footsteps broke the quiet. Creaking boards told that some one was descending the stairs from
the second floor. A creeping form reached the hall and moved toward the corner, ground-floor room
where Merle Cray was deeping. The detective's snores were audible from the opened door of hisroom.
The prowler returned to the hall.

His cregping figure came within thefirdight's glow. The man was Twindell. The old servant was attired as
he had been on the preceding night. Slowly and with much care, Twindell crept to the front door and
drew back the bolts. Opening the barrier, he stepped out into the night.

Twinddl was sheltered by the outsde dcove. The projection of the house hid him from the view of any
who might be watching from the causeway. Twindell knew that the night shift had gone on duty. Thet fact
did not trouble him.

The servant produced aflashlight. Holding the lenstoward the distant hill, he blinked the light. Hissgnas
camein quick repetition. A pause; then they flashed again. Pocketing the light, Twindell stole back into
the house. He closed the big door but did not lock it. Sneaking to the door at the top of the cdllar steps,
he stood in the darkness, listening intently.

Outside the old mansion, stillnesswas complete. Y et there was movement there. After Twindell had
closed the door, afigure emerged from the blackness beside the stone walls of the ghostly house. Faint
moonlight, streaking through the clouds, reveded amomentary glimpse of The Shadow.

The cloaked form began acircuit of the manson. Passing the acove, The Shadow reached the side
toward the causeway. Lights were gleaming through the mist. Distant blows of dedge-hammerswere
audible through the night.

Thefog had cleared from the marsh; but it seemed to cling to the scrubby, thick-bushed sector that lay
between the house and the causeway. Even the broken-down dog kennelswere lost from view. Sound
could penetrate the clustered remnants of the fog. So could the powerful lights on the causeway. But
even the keen eyes of The Shadow could discern no objects through that white swirling blanket.

Any one gpproaching the house from the side toward the hill could not possibly be observed from the



causaway, even should the workmen turn a powerful searchlight on the mansion. The Shadow sensed
that Twinddll had recognized thisfact. This had been agood night for his signastoward the hillsde. A
secret visitor would soon be due at the old house.

For The Shadow knew—from observation—that Twinddl had delivered the blinks on the preceding
night. He had learned that Twindell wasin contact with the mysterious bearded prowler from the hillside.
Therewas till time before the man would arrive in response to Twindell's flash. The Shadow kept on
around the house.

SOFTLY, the cloaked investigator passed the massive, tiny-paned windows of the ground floor. At last
he came to the far corner of the mansion. He stood beneath the windows of the room where Merle Cray
was deeping. These were ordinary windows. Cray had opened one of them. Listening, The Shadow
made sure that the detective was ill adegp. Continuing on, he reached the side of the house toward the
hill.

Thistrip had required some time; yet The Shadow knew that the bearded prowler could not yet have
arrived. The cloaked form merged with the darkness of the house. The Shadow's keen eyes watched
toward the bushes that fringed the marsh.

Inside the old house, Twindell had moved from his place beside the cdllar door. Softly, the servant stole
up the stepsto the second floor. He crept through the hallway, listening outside the doors of rooms
where people were degping. He wanted to make sure that no one was awake.

Both Twindell and The Shadow had satisfied themsalves that Merle Cray was sound adeep. They had
surmised correctly. Y et chance wasto play its part. During this short interva while The Shadow was on
thefar side of the house and Twindell was sneaking dong the second floor, the detective happened to
awake.

Perhaps sometrivia noise had disturbed Cray's dumber. Possibly the discomfort of his clothing—for
Cray wasfully clad except for coat and vest— was the cause of the detective's awakening. Whatever the
reason, Cray sat up and blinked. It took him half aminute to redize where he was.

Awake, the detective decided upon action. Plucking arevolver from the pocket of his coat, he held the
wegpon in readiness as he crept from the little corner room. He found a passage to the end of the great
hall. Keeping away from the glow of thefirdight, he decided to investigate the nearest room—the one
with the paneled tapestries.

Cray opened the door with utmost stedlth. He blinked aflashlight. The room was quite empty. Leaving
the door open, the detective stole back into the hall. He chose a blackened passage beside the Stairway.
His hand encountered a door. Cray felt abalt. It had been drawn back.

Thiswas the entrance to the cellar steps. That door had been tightly bolted when Cray had retired. The
detective knew at once that some onein the house had opened it. He decided that the person must bein
thecdlar.

Cray softly opened the door, closed it behind him without noise, and began a cautious descent. He did
not use hisflashlight, but he held it in readiness, dso hisrevolver.

Soft creaks on the stairway from the second floor. Twindell was coming down. The servant stole toward
Cray'sroom. Hearing no sound, he moved back into the hall and lingered just out of the small sphere of
light cast by the embersin the grate.

OUTSIDE the old house, The Shadow stood silent by thewall. His keen ears caught afaint sound from



the marsh. His burning eyes saw amovement near the closest bush. Then dull moonlight revedled the
figure that stepped into view.

Coarse clothes hung from atal form; aflat hat covered the arriva's head. The Shadow glimpsed athick
black beard. It was the squatter from the hillside.

The man was cautious as he gpproached the house. He opened the door and stepped inside. The barrier
closed behind him. The Shadow followed. Like a specter, he came momentarily in view, then blackened
with the front of the heavy, dark door. His hand tried the knob.

The door did not budge. To-night, the intruder had evidently sprung abolt, in fear of the very condition
that had arisen: namely, a person who might try to enter after him. The Shadow's laugh was a soft
whisper, lost in the gloom. Swinging to thewall, the cloaked investigator gripped the rough stones and
began a swift upward ascent toward an opened window.

Like ahuman fly, he made the ascent without the aid of his rubber suction cups. The Shadow entered
through the opened window. A bed stood in the corner of the room; but no deeper could have heard the
sound of The Shadow's passage. Softly opening the door of the room, The Shadow glided into the hall.

He reached the stairs and paused there. Twindell was coming out into the hall below. The servant was
creeping to the front door. Evidently he had decided that the bolt was a dangerous precaution. Therewas
no sign of the bearded man; but the direction from which Twindel had come indicated that the intruder
had gone down into the cdllar.

The Shadow lingered while Twindell was returning. He was ready to follow as soon as the servant went
to join the man whom he had summoned from the hill. Then, with total unexpectedness came the muffled
reports of arevolver. The shotswere from the cellar.

A door thumped thewall asit shot open from the darkness of a passage on the ground floor. As The
Shadow, springing downward, reached the halway, the bearded man, gun in hand, came dashing from
the passage. An automatic showed in The Shadow's gloved fist asthe cloaked investigator svung into the
gphere of the dying firdight.

Asthe bearded man shot agleaming glance toward the sinister form that had swept into view, another
figure came legping from the darkness of the passage. With savage fury, Twindell hurled himsalf upon
The Shadow. The bearded man dashed for the outer door. He yanked it open while The Shadow was
grappling with the servant. A shot roared from the automatic. It went wide, for Twinddl was gripping The
Shadow's arm.

A SCREAM came from the second floor. Dorothy Brent had reached the top of the stairway. The girl
snapped alight switch. On came the brackets of the lower halway. For one brief instant, Dorothy saw
Twindel| struggling with a blackened form. Then the two went twisting from her view.

Bravely, the girl started down the stairs. Her pace was hesitating. Hence she did not see the finish of the
struggle in which Twinddl was engaged. At the far end of the great hdl, The Shadow overcamethe
servant'sfrenzied strength. With aquick twist, he sent Twindell sprawling to the floor. The servant's head
jolted againgt achair. Twinddl lay haf-groggy, while The Shadow swept off through the passage that led
to Merle Cray's corner room.

Dorothy Brent reached the lower hal. The girl was excited and bewildered. She saw Twinddl rising
weskly from the floor. Forgetting all danger, Dorothy hastened to aid the old servant. She helped
Twindell to achair. It was afull minute before the man recovered from the effects of the struggle and the
jolt.



Shuffling footsteps. Dorothy turned. Her uncle had arrived, clad in dippers and dressing gown. Hewas
holding a.32 revolver. Either excitement or his chill caused his hand to shake. In quavering voice, Brent
demanded to know what had happened.

"I don't know," declared Dorothy. "Twinddl can tell us. Who fired those shots, Twinddl?"

The servant was |gpsing into new grogginess. Dorothy looked about. She saw the outer door, il
opened. She pointed as she exclaimed to her uncle:

"Some man was struggling with Twinddl! He must have fled through the outside door!”

Brent shuffled ong the hal. As he reached the door, he heard ahail through the night. He turned on the
light above the entrance. Then figures came dashing into view. Nicholas Rokesbury, atrio of workmen at
his heds, had come over from the causeway. Dorothy, staring from beside Twindell, gave asigh of relief
as she saw the newcomers enter with her uncle.

As Rokesbury and his men stamped into the hall, another person appeared. It was Professor Darwin
Shelby. Half dressed, the tall man had come downgtairs. He was standing at the foot of the steps,
blinking through hislarge-lensed spectacles.

"What has happened, Dorothy?" demanded Rokesbury. "Has any one been hurt?’
"l don't think s0," replied thegirl. "1 think thet Twinddl isal right.”

The servant wasrising asthe girl spoke. Y et his stare remained blank. Rokesbury ordered hismen to
search the ground floor. A result came promptly.

"Open door here, boss," cdled aworker who wasflicking aflashlight. "L eads down into the cellar.”

Wildemar Brent was closer than Rokesbury. The naturaist moved toward the cdllar steps, clutching his
.32. Rokesbury followed close behind. Dorothy boldly joined him. Brent pressed alight switch. They
descended into the illuminated cdllar, followed by Professor Shelby and Rokesbury's men.

A sharp exclamation came from Brent as the owner of the mansion reached the bottom of the steps. The
others stopped and looked in the direction of Brent's pointing finger. They saw abody, arms
outstretched, lying face upward on thefloor.

No one spoke. All recognized that pudgy form and the fat, double-chinned face. The dead man was
Merle Cray. A usdessrevolver glistened from hisfat hand. Cray had found no chanceto useit. Here, in
the depths of the stone-walled cellar, the detective had been murdered at midnight!

CHAPTER X. THE SHADOW'S SEARCH

Two hours had e apsed since the finding of Merle Cray's dead body. A solemn group was seated in the
great hal of the mansion. One person, aone, was on hisfeet, stalking back and forth. Thiswas Philo
Hathorpe, brought from his home by one of Rokesbury'sworkers.

"Until the county prosecutor arrives,” declared the rugged lawyer, "I shal remainin charge at thishouse. |
am acting under the prosecutor's order. | telephoned him from my home.

"My oneregretisthat | had not returned from my hike when your man arrived at my house, Rokesbury. |
was tramping over on the other side of town. | walked farther than | had planned. Hence my latenessin
returning.



"However, | am authorized to take statements. Let me hear them, whilethey arefresh in your minds.
Y ou, Twinddl"—the prosecutor turned to the old servant—"shdl spesk firs."

"I wasin my room, Sir," stated the old servant. "1 am avery light deeper. Old Mr. Culeth trained meto
be, sir. | heard what seemed to be shots, from far below. | hurried into some clothes and rushed
downdairs. | encountered the intruder. | grappled with him. Hefired apigtal, sir.”

"Atyou?'

"While | was struggling with him. 1 was clutching his arm. He was unable to point the revolver toward me.
Then thelights came on; he flung meto thefloor. | struck my head. When | recovered, Miss Dorothy
was beside me."

"Did you see the face of your assailant?"

"No, gir. Therewas only the firdight, before Miss Dorothy pressed the light switch. That was when the
man flung meto the floor. He was apowerful fellow. That isdl that | can State with surety.”

"Y our statement, Miss Brent," ordered Halthorpe.

"I must have heard the shotsin the cdllar,” said the girl. "I know that something awakened me. | arose
from bed and wondered if | should call some one. Then camethe loud shotsfrom thishall. | rushed to the
dairsand turned on thelight.”

"Did you witness Twindel's struggle with the intruder?!

"Only thefinish of it. | saw ablack form grappling with Twinddll; then they staggered from view. When |
ganed nerve enough to come down the sairs, Twinddl's lant was gone.”

"Y our story, Mr. Brent."

" Shots awakened me," said the naturdist. "They must have been the onesfired in thishall. My chill seized
me. | was dow in getting downgtairs. | saw Dorothy trying to revive Twindell.”

"Y ou, Professor Shelby.”

"l am asound deeper,” declared the guest. "1 do not recall hearing any shotswhile | wasin my room. But
| heard shouts outside; and came downdtairsjust as Mr. Rokesbury was arriving with his men.”

Halthorpe turned to Rokesbury. The engineer did not wait for his question.

"We heard the shots clear over by the causeway,” declared Rokesbury. "They were faint and distant; but
we knew they were from thisdirection. | thought that they must have come from outside the house. |
hurried over with three men.”

"Why did you think the shots were from outsde?"

"Because shots from in the house would have been muffled. We found the explanation when we reached
here. The outer door was open. That iswhy we happened to hear the shotsthat were fired in this hall.”

"THESE statements are conclusive," decided Hathorpe. "It is evident that some intruder entered the
house and went down into the cellar. Merle Cray must have heard him. The detective went to investigate.
Theintruder killed the detective and fled.

"The door must have been unbolted for the man to enter. The swiftness of his escapeisfurther proof of



that fact. What have you to say about it, Twindell?'

"I bolted the door, Sir," stated the servant. "Mr. Brent saw me do so. | called Mr. Cray's attention to my
action. Hewas herewhen | retired, Sr."

"Ah! Cray was herein the hdl?'
"Yes gr."

"Alone?'

"y es"

"The answer isthen obvious,” decided Philo Halthorpe, in atone that brooked no opposition. "Merle
Cray must have unbolted that door himself. | fancy that he heard some sound outside the house and went
to investigate.

"Then"—the lawyer paused as he described a menta picture—"Cray came back and looked about on
thisfloor. The open door to the room with the tapestried walsindicates that Cray went in there. During
that interva, the intruder must have entered. He went to the cdllar.

"Looking about, Cray found that the cellar door was unbolted. So he descended. The lurking man shot
him dead; then fled up the steps. During his escape, he encountered Twindell. He fled in haste and | ft the
door open after him."

The rugged lawyer paused to stare about at the seated group. His face showed a solemn look.

"I must admit," declared Halthorpe, "that Cray had some reason in histheories. It is possible that the man
who dew him was a so the murderer of Hector Lundig. With that assumption, | can seeamotive. The
murderer feared Cray'sinvestigation. He came here with the avowed intention of daying the detective.

"He may have deliberately made noises outside to lure Cray from the house. Perhaps he wanted the
detectiveto follow him into the swamp. It appears that he was afraid to fire hisgun too closeto the
house, for fear of bringing men from the causeway. When Cray |eft the door unbolted, the murderer saw
his opportunity. He entered and lured the detective to the cellar.”

All remained silent while Halthorpe paced back and forth. The lawyer's harsh smile showed that he was
pleased with hiswell-fitted theory. Turning to the group, Halthorpe declared:

"Let uslook about in the cellar for a short while. We may find evidence there. Any who choose may
come with me; the others may retire. After that, | shall walk back to town. When the prosecutor arrives,
| shdl tdl him to wait until morning, before he vigts here. My report will satisfy him.”

Wildemar Brent went back to bed, as did Dorothy. Twindell and the professor accompanied Halthorpe
to the cellar. So did Rokesbury and histhree men. Cray's body had been removed to the little bedroom
on the ground floor. The door had been locked.

WHILE Halthorpe eyed the floor of the cellar, Rokesbury ordered his men to search through side
passages and cod bins. Halthorpe seemed annoyed by this procedure. He remarked that it was
unnecessary; and he appeared upon the point of stopping it. However, he let the search go on for haf an
hour. No clues located, the lawyer ordered dl to leave.

Professor Shelby and Twindell retired after the others had gone. They saw to it that the big door was
bolted. Halthorpe tramped back toward town. Rokesbury went over to the causaway; but he left two



men on guard outside the house.

Dismal slence surrounded the old mansion in the marsh. The stolid workmen tramped back and forth
about the building. They did not approach the walls. Hence, after an hour of their search, they did not
note that eyes were watching them.

A FIGURE had shrouded itsalf beside the gray wall. Moonlight had faded; the flashes of the airway
beacon did not gtrike the mansion. After aworkman had passed by, the figure moved upward, unseen
againgt the rough stone wall. It was The Shadow.

Passing through a silent room, the weird investigator reached the hallway and descended to the ground
floor. He came to the side passage and noiselesdy unbolted the cellar door. The Shadow descended in
the darkness.

A tiny flashlight twinkled here and there. It moved through passages and into bins. It flashed upon stone
walls and rough wood sides of boxlike compartments. The twinkles were intermittent; then, in asecluded
spat, the flashlight steadied for aminute.

Thelight blinked out. A soft laugh shuddered through the hollow confines of abin. Therewas motionin
the darkness. Scraping sounds, the swish of acloak. Then complete silence.

As dawn was nearing, the pacing workmen had becomelax in their vigil. They were douching about near
the old mangion. They did not observe the blackened figure that moved through the silence of the bog.
Nor did they see The Shadow fade totally from view, as he moved across the solid ground near the
house.

Hisinvestigations were completed, within and without. Specter of the night, The Shadow had made
findings of hisown. Blackened walls of the mans on became grayish as dawn appeared upon the marsh.
The figure of The Shadow had disappeared.

CHAPTER XI. SPYING EYES

Two days had elapsed since the murder of Merle Cray. The county prosecutor and the coroner had
approved Philo Halthorpe's theory that the murderer had come to get the detective. It was believed that
thekiller must have fled dong the old road that led to the mansion, there to escapein awaiting
automobile. No further trouble was anticipated.

Wildemar Brent's chill was over. Enthused by the presence of Professor Darwin Shelby, the naturalist
had begun anew search for Signs of those mysterious lights known astheignisfatuus. It was after sunset;
Brent and his esteemed guest had both taken to the marsh.

Twindell answered aring at the door. It proved to be Nicholas Rokesbury. The engineer smiled ashe
saw Dorothy seated in front of thefire place. He entered the great hall and sat down beside the girl.
Twinddl went upgtairs.

"Whereisyour uncle?' queried Rokesbury, of Dorothy. "Out on the marsh with the professor?*
"They are both out on the marsh,”" laughed the girl, "but not together.”
"Scientific jealousy?"

"Not at dl. Uncle decided that by separating, they would have better chance of spying the
will-0'-the-wisp. The professor seemed to approve theidea. So uncle drew diagrams of paths that he has
discovered in the swamp and they each chose a separate course.”



"l hope they seethe marsh lights,” chuckled Rokesbury. "But | doubt that they will. | faked that story
about the watchman noticing them. | used it as an edgeto get friendly with your uncle.”

"I thought s0," responded Dorothy. "Wdll, last night was unexciting. | hope that our troublesare a an
end. Mr. Hathorpe seemed to think so. He stopped in last night.”

"What did he haveto say?'

"He taked over financiad matterswith Uncle Wildemar. Y ou see, Mr. Hathorpe has charge of the
Thaddeus Culeth estate. No new heirs have appeared.”

"Areany likdy to?'

"Mr. Hathorpe does not know; but as executor, he must act on the supposition that some one will arrive.
For example, he cited the case of Austin Culeth.”

"The son? | thought he was dead.”

"Mr. Hdthorpethinks heis. But he stated that he must dedl in possibilities, even though they are remote.
Hesaid that if Augtin Culeth should happen to turn up dive—asis possible, though improbable—the
edtate would belong to him.”

"Of course. But how doesthat dter your uncle's Stuation?”

"Augtin Culeth—or some other unexpected heir—might want to keep this old mansion. Uncle has made
no payments. The heir who agreed to the sale, Hector Lundig—is dead.”

"So what did Halthorpe suggest?'
"He decided that my uncle should move out shortly; that the house could remain vacant until next spring.”
"How did your uncle tekethat?"

"He was agreeable. Y ou see, thefirst frost should come within afew weeks. When that occurs, there will
be no usein further search for theignisfatuus.”

"l see. The marsh lightswould not show up in winter. Isthat the idea?'

"l am not sure; but | do know that the phenomenon isfrequent chiefly in warm weather. Autumn isamost
here. Uncle Wildemar did not intend to remain here more than afew weeks longer."

"Then who will own the house?"

"The estate; but my unclewill hold an option onit. As soon aswe move, Mr. Hathorpe will have the
place completely repaired and renovated.”

"Who will pay thebill?"

"The estate. Mr. Halthorpe saysthat he has authority to use fundsfor that purpose. | believethat he
intends to do athorough job. Uncle Wildemar seemed pleased. This morning he began to go through the
house, tapping thewalls, looking al about.”

"For what purpose?’

"To makealigt of repairsthat should be done. Uncle Wildemar is quite cagey at times. Heis surethat the



house will eventualy be hisand he gpparently intendsto get the full benefit when the repairs are made.”

"I wonder"—Rokesbury had arisen. He was pacing by the fire place - "if that prowler did come hereto
murder Merle Cray."

"Why dse could he have come?' questioned Dorothy.

"He was here before," asserted Rokesbury. "At least he might have been that same bearded fellow whom
you saw before.”

Dorothy nodded.

"Both went into the cellar,” reasoned Rokesbury. "Y ou heard no tapping the night that Cray waskilled;
but maybe the fellow had no chance."

"That istrue. You areright, Nicholas. The murderer could have had some purpose other than killing
Cray."

"He was herelooking for something, Dorothy. | believe that this old house holds some secret which no

one suspects.”
THE girl stared as she nodded her agreement to Rokesbury's belief.

"Searching the cdllar,” mused Rokesbury. "But there is nothing down there. The secret must lieonthis
floor. Has your uncle looked about here yet?!

"No. He was on the second floor to-day. But what makes you think that the secret is on thisfloor,
Nicholas?'

"My men searched the cellar two nights ago. While Halthorpe was looking for clues. There were three of
them and | told them to be thorough. | am worried, Dorothy."

“Why?

"Because that prowler may come back. Of course, we will beready for him; but he seemstobea
dangerous character.”

Rokesbury paced about. He studied the walls of the great hall. He strolled over toward the door that led
into the tapestried room. He beckoned to Dorothy. The girl gpproached.

"This door was open,” declared Rokesbury, in alow tone. "We found it that way—after Cray was
killed."

"Mr. Hathorpe thinksthat Cray went in there."
"If hedid, it might have been because the prowler had been in the room before him."

Rokesbury looked about. Twindell was not in sight. The engineer stepped through the door and turned
on thelight. He studied the oak panelsthat framed the tapestries. He looked at the baseboard; then to
themoalding.

"There might be ahinged panel here," he said, "but | have another idea about it."

"Some secret entrance?”



"Possibly. But the panels are too solid. Look at the molding and the baseboard. If those screwswere
taken out, the pandls could be removed from thewalls.”

Dorothy nodded.

"Threewalls," resumed Rokesbury, "for one sideisall windows. Three men could take down those
pand s and replace them in less than an hour. How soon will your uncle be back, Dorothy?*

"Not for two hours."

"I brought three men over with me. They are outside. | thought | would station them as guards. Dorothy,
this room may be the next danger spot. Suppose | have them make a search.”

"You aresure," queried Dorothy anxioudy, "that they could do it in an hour?’

"Eadly," replied Rokesbury, "unlessthey find asecret opening behind the panels. Then we shdl haveto
take time out to investigate. L et ustry it. If these tapestried panels hide a secret, we can anticipate and be
reedy for coming danger.”

"Uncleissearching,” declared Dorothy, "but in ahaphazard fashion. | suppose he would leave thisroom
aone. Itisin good condition. Mr. Halthorpe would not touch it, either. Not unlesshe -"

"Unlesswhat?"
"Unless one or the other suspects that the house holds a secret and is preserving silence.”

Rokesbury pondered. Thisidea seemed to strike him. He rubbed his brow as he weighed the girl's
gtatement. While the man was in deep thought, Dorothy spoke.

"Bring intheworkmen,” said the girl. "Have them search thisroom. | shall make sure that Twinddl isnot
watching. It would not be wise to have him know what isgoing on.”

Rokesbury nodded. He followed Dorothy into the halway. The girl looked up the stairway while the
engineer went out to call his men. She was sesated by the fire place when Rokesbury returned. She
nodded to indicate that the way was clear. The engineer led his men into the paneled room.

AFTER they had closed the door, Dorothy watched the stairway. She was listening intently for any
sounds from above. None came. But the girl failed to glance toward the passage near the far end of the
great hall. Hence she did not see the pallid face that was staring from darkness.

Twinddl had come downstairs while they were in the room with the tapestried panels. He had snesked
into that far passage. He had caught words of Dorothy's conversation with Rokesbury. Time moved by;
Twindel lingered, watching.

Inside the closed room, Rokesbury and his crew had completed their removal of the large tapestried
panels. The eectric brackets reveded a barren result. The wallsin back of the pands were smooth and
whitewashed. There was no possibility of a secret doorway. Rokesbury tapped with his knucklesto
encounter solid stone.

The engineer ordered his men to replace the heavy panels. They went to work, while Rokesbury timed
them with hiswatch. Intent upon his supervison, he did not glance toward the window, where he had
drawn the blinds. Hence Rokesbury did not see the peering eyesthat shone through atiny crack at the
bottom of the shade. Those were the eyes of The Shadow.



The cloaked watcher was standing in the dusk outside the mansion. Hisform was black against the
shaded side of the house. Thick darkness with thin rifts of mist pervaded the bog; The Shadow wasa
living phantom as he moved farther aong thewall. He had seen the failure of Rokesbury's brief search.
He wanted to observe others within the mansion.

Through the grilled window at the end of the greet hall, The Shadow caught the glow of the fire. He saw
Dorothy Brent watching the stairway. Then his keen eyes spied the palid face of Twinddl. Lingering, The
Shadow saw the servant move back into the passage. The door had opened from the tapestried room.
Rokesbury and his men were coming out. The Shadow faded with the increasing darkness as he moved
toward the end of the mansion.

Rokesbury ordered his men to leave. He sat down beside Dorothy. He shook his head asthe girl
whispered a question regarding the search.

"No luck," said Rokesbury. "If there are any secret hiding places, we will find them elsewhere on this
floor. There were solid wallsin back of those tapestried pandls.”

"Did you put the pandls back in perfect order?"
"Yes. No one will know that they were removed. That room must be watched, Dorothy."
"Why?'Y ou found nothing there.”

"But | done have made the search. Others'—Rokesbury paused— "like the prowler who came down
from the hill—may still think that the room hides a secret. | am going to stand watch to-night, Dorothy.
My men will bein readiness at the causeway."

"Y ou think the prowler will return?”

"Yes. If he knowswhat isgoing on here—which is possible—hewill lose no time. Y our uncleislooking
through the house. Halthorpe has stated that he intendsto repair it. Thereis mystery here,
Dorothy—deep mystery—but do not fear.”

The girl nodded bravely. Shefelt confidence because Rokesbury would be on hand at the causeway. She
was sure that she could rely further upon this friend who had proven hisinterest in her welfare.

ROKESBURY arose. Dorothy did the same. They walked to the outer door. Rokesbury's men had
gone back to the causeway. While the engineer stood talking to the girl, just outside the door, alantern
came gleaming from the bushes by the swamp. It was Wildemar Brent, returning from his search through

the bog.

"Any luck?' questioned Rokesbury.

"No," returned Brent.

"Whereisthe professor?’ asked the engineer.

"Following atrail of hisown," replied the naturaigt. "Ah! Thereishislight. Here he comesnow. Any Sign
of theignisfatuus, professor?’

Shelby came up with alantern. He was shaking his head in response to Brent's question. He peered
solemnly through his spectacles; then glanced ruefully toward the boots that he was wearing. They were
thick with mire from the bog.



"The paths are difficult,” declared Shelby. "Time after time | nearly dipped into the quagmire. My word!
Thismarsh is muckier than many of the fensthat | have visited in England. Of course, oneis apt to
encounter quicksand in the midst of an English fen. That danger is not present here.”

"Y ou had better change your shoes, professor,” suggested Dorothy. ™Y ou have been more than
ankle-degpin mud.”

"Thank you for the suggestion,” said Shelby, with abow. "I shdl follow it, Miss Brent."

He scraped mud from his shoes; then entered the old mansion. Rokesbury remained talking to Brent. The
naturaist did not seem gresatly impressed by the offer of men to guard the house. He grumbled that he
would prefer to have Rokesbury keep his workmen on the causeway, where they belonged.

Brent went into the house. Dorothy said good-bye to Rokesbury. The engineer departed; the girl went
indoors. She sat down at the fire place, beside her uncle. Professor Shelby had gone upstairsto change
his clothes.

Twindell was standing at the far end of the hall. Unnoticed, the old servant threw a glance toward the
opened door that led into the paneled room. His face was strained and troubled. Twindell seemed

perplexed.

Eyesfrom without saw that expression; for those eyes were close by the solid window at the end of the
hall. The Shadow was peering in from outer darkness. Twindell waked away. The gleaming eyes
disappeared.

A swish in the darkness outside the old house. An unseen figure glided toward the marsh. The Shadow
was taking a swift short-cut through the swampy land—aroute that led to the town of Rensdde. By this
path that he had discovered, the trip would require no more than a dozen minutes.

Again, The Shadow had seen. He knew that Twindell had learned that no secret lay within the room with
the tapestried panels. The Shadow knew that the old servant was perturbed. New events were brewing
upon thisnight.

Through his agents, The Shadow would anticipate what lay ahead. His plans were made; his orders
would be obeyed. The Shadow was nearing the end of a quest as strange as Wildemar Brent's search for
theignisfatuus. Yet dl was not sure yet. Chance could still play its part.

While The Shadow, invisble, wastralling hisway through the swamp, ancther figure was staking dong
the road that led by the broad marsh. Philo Hathorpe had started off on one of hislong evening tramps.

There was no moon to-night. Compl ete blackness had settled over town and countryside. It was anight
when danger lurked abroad. It was anight suited to insidious crime. But the weird, whispered laugh that
sounded in the depths of the marsh indicated another fact.

Thiswas anight to The Shadow's liking. To the being who battled crime, thick darkness was the cloak
that aided histhrusts against men who plotted evil.

CHAPTER XII. ABOVE AND BELOW

"BURKE spesking.”

The statement came through Harry Vincent's earphones. Listening from his post in the beacon shack,
Harry had formed new contact with Clydein the Hotel Rensdade. Acknowledging the call, Harry awaited
ingructions. They came.



"Cover the squatter's cabin,” ordered Clyde. "Prevent the bearded man from leaving. Hold him for further
orders."

"Ingtructions received.”

Using hisflashlight dong the ground, Harry Vincent proceeded from the shack. He found hisway to a
forgotten path that he had discovered. Through thick blackness, he began his descent toward the cottage
onthehill.

The evening was less than haf gone. There was ample time to reach the cottage before the bearded
Dawar wasready to leave. All the way aong, Harry watched for signs of flashed signas from the distant
mangion in the marsh. He saw none. Hence he was sure that he would find the bearded man in his cabin.

Harry had spied the fellow once or twice, late in the afternoon. He had seen signds from the mansion on
the night of Cray's murder. Harry knew The Shadow's purpose for this particular evening. Somehow,
The Shadow had foreseen that signas would come from the mansion. He wanted to prevent the bearded
man from making ancther of histrouble-bringing forays.

It was Harry's job to stop the Dawar. In leaving this duty to his agent, The Shadow was relying upon a
man of proven power. Harry was agood hand with a gun. He was thoroughly capable for atask of this
sort. Particularly so, because dl the odds werein hisfavor. The bearded man would not be expecting an
opponent from the mountain top.

WHEN he neared the cabin, Harry spied aflickering light from a side window. He crept in that direction;
close by, he peered into the interior of the cabin. The light was from afire place beside the door. A dight
chill had fallen on the hillsde; the bearded man was warming his hands before thefire.

Harry studied the fellow—his heavy shoulderswith their forward stoop— his profile, black because of
the thick beard. There was something rugged yet dmost gawkish in the Dawar's bearing. Harry gained
the sudden impression that the black-beard might be afase one, used for adisguise.

There was adoor at the back of the main room. It opened into what appeared to be asmall apartment.
Moving from the window, Harry circled the rear of the cabin; he saw awindow in the little room; it was
five feet above the ground, because of the dope. The rear of the house was toward the marsh below.

The proper place to watch was from the side window. Harry returned to that post. He stayed close,
watching the man within. He saw the bearded Dalwar pace impatiently into the little room; then back to
the outer. A short while later, the fellow repeated the action.

He was watching for flashes from the house in the marsh. Harry would not be able to see them, dueto
the angled side of the cabin; but that caused him no concern. By watching the bearded man, Harry was
accomplishing his mission. Once the Dawar tried to leave the cabin, Harry would present opposition.

The outer door—facing up the hill—was bolted and locked. A huge key was visble. Hence Harry
formed asmple plan of strategy. He knew that he could reach a spot outside the door before the Dawar
could unlock the barrier. Coming from the darkness, it would be asimple matter to trap the fellow before
he stepped from the cabin.

The bearded man prowled back into the little room. He stayed there afew minutes. When he returned,
he did so quickly. He picked up hisflat hat and placed it on his head. Harry knew that he would be
gtarting for the door. The man had probably received the signa. Harry hurried to the front of the cabin.
He crouched there, hisrevolver in one hand, the flashlight in the other.



The bolt clattered in thelock of the front door. Harry was tense, waiting for the key to grate. The
expected sound did not come. One long minute passed— then another. For some reason, the bearded
man had decided to delay hisexit.

Harry crept back to the side window. He looked into the main room. He saw that it was deserted. Had
the Dawar gone back into the little room to wait for arepetition of the signal from the mansion?
Stealthily, Harry crept to the rear of the house. He looked up toward the window. A deep breath came
from Harry'slips.

The window was open. That fact told its own story. The bearded man, possibly suspicious, had chosen
the window as his exit after unbolting the door. Wildly, Harry scrambled to the Sde of the house. Peering
in, he saw that the key had been removed from the front door.

The Dawar had |eft the cabin locked; but he had taken the key. Thus he could enter by the door when
he returned. In the meantime, he had dipped the vigilance of The Shadow's agent. He was aready off on
hisjourney to the mansion.

Harry's one thought was to overtake the fellow. The bearded man had afew minutes start. He must be
caught before he reached the marsh. After that, Harry would be unable to trace him farther. Madly, The
Shadow's agent started down the hillside, intent upon capturing the man whom he had been set to take
prisoner.

HARRY wasright in his assumption that asignd had been given. All had retired within the old house.
Brent, Shelby and Dorothy werein their rooms on the second floor when Twindell had sneaked down
gtairsto open the big door. From the acove, the servant had blinked hisflashlight. He had gone back into
the house, leaving the door unbolted.

Watching eyes had seen that signal. Shrouded by darkness, The Shadow had come from beside the
house. Then he had traced a course along the solid ground, through brambles and shrubs, until he had
neared the causeway. There he had paused to watch the working night shift. Standing between the
abandoned well and the battered kennels, The Shadow had noted idle men who seemed to be on watch.

Then he had taken to the marsh. With strange precision, the invisible investigator had picked a swift path
toward the hillside. His whispered laugh sounded as he strode through the bog. The Shadow was on his
way to join Harry Vincent. He had every reason to rely upon Harry's ability. The Shadow was satisfied
that the bearded man was aready a prisoner in his cabin on the hill.

Because of his detour toward the causeway, The Shadow was forced to pick abog path that brought
him to the I eft of the line between mansion and hillsde cabin. Cutting upward at an angle, The Shadow
moved with surprising swiftness toward the cabin. His upward course showed a speed that the average
man could not have made adong adownward path.

Nearing hisgoa, The Shadow spied theflicker of the firdight from the sde window of the cabin.
Approaching rapidly, he peered through the window. He saw that the cabin was deserted. He noted that
the bolt was drawn. Rounding the back, The Shadow saw the opened window. His hands shot upward;
they gained the silI. The cloaked form swung up from the dark.

Stepping through the little room, The Shadow entered the main portion of the cabin. He stepped to the
door and tried it. He found it locked. Spectraly, The Shadow stood in the glare of thefirdight. Hisform
was ghostly in the wavering glow. Thelaugh that came from his hidden lips was a strange, hollow tone
that lacked dl mirth.

The Shadow could tell exactly what had happened. His keen mind pictured Harry watching the front of



the cabin where windows were absent. The Shadow visuaized the bearded man, drawing the bolt,
removing the key, then dropping out by the rear window.

Chance had balked The Shadow. While he had been ascending the hill, confident that his agent had
trapped the Dawar, the bearded man had been making the descent. The Shadow had reached the
deserted cabin— in al probability, the Dawar was dready at the mansion in the marsh!

HARRY VINCENT'Sdip had not only permitted the circumstances which The Shadow had planned to
prevent. The agent's failure had done double damage. Had The Shadow remained at the mansion, he
could have shown his powerful hand in the trouble that was brewing there; but asfate had willed it, The
Shadow was completely out of the picture down below!

The black-garbed figure cameto life. Swiftly, The Shadow moved into the little room. With quick action,
he cleared the sill and dropped to the ground below. He moved into the darkness of the hillside.

Damage had been done. A conflict wasimpending below. The Shadow was eiminated from the struggle.
Y et the weird, grim laugh that stole from the darkness was proof that the master's cause was not yet
hopeless.

Chance had brought The Shadow to the empty cabin. Though chance had tricked him, it might yet turn to
hisfavor. Whatever occurred within the mansion on the marsh, The Shadow would be ready for the
aftermath.

Strokeswerein the making. They might fail completely; or they might leave the issue doubtful. The stage
would be set for new action. The counterstroke would be The Shadow's.

CHAPTER XIIl. FROM HOUSE TO HILL

DOROTHY BRENT was nervous. She had not gone to deep after she had retired. Lying in bed, the girl
had been listening for sounds from below. Beneeth her pillow, Dorothy had a.22 automatic. It wasa
weapon that the girl had brought here with her; but until this night, Dorothy had left it packed. She had
been afraid to trust herself with agun.

Positive that she heard sounds from below, Dorothy tiptoed to the hall. She listened. She heard Sedlthy
footsteps. The girl knew that it might be Twinddl, down by the fire place. That, however, would not
matter. Her own window faced toward the causeway. Dorothy determined to follow aplan that Nicholas
Rokesbury had suggested just before leaving her in the driveway.

Coming back into her room, the girl took aflashlight from the bureau. Stopping by the window, she
blinked the little torch. Staring across the solid ground, Dorothy saw figures moving toward the
embankment of the causeway. Her signal had been seen. Rokesbury would be coming with his men.

Dorothy gained confidence. Then shefelt sheepish. She knew that she would be chagrined if she had
given afdsedam. The girl waited for afew minutes, then went softly out into the hdl. Again shelistened
for sounds from below. She thought she heard the front door open and close. Then came stedthy

whispers.

Knowing that aid was coming, Dorothy tiptoed down the steps. Her light footfals made no noise. She
reached the bottom and peered toward the fire place. Two men were standing there, in consultation. One
was Twinddll; the other was the bearded squatter from the hill. Their faceswere plain in the firelight.

"Thisafternoon..." The girl caught snatches of Twindell's whisper... "the room with the tapestries... | was
watching... nothing..."



An incoherent whisper from the bearded man. The fellow seemed savage as he shook his head. Brawny
fists clenched and unclenched.

"Better towait..."

Thiswas Twindell's whisper. The bearded man responded with anod. He turned toward the outer door.
With Twinddl close beside him, the fellow was ready to make his departure. Dorothy grew tense.

Where was Rokesbury? Had he and his men failed to understand the signa from the window? Perhaps
they were outside, waiting for new word, watching the door for some one to come out. Dorothy had a
sudden fear that if the bearded man encountered them, he would double back into the house. The girl
suddenly remembered that this squatter, though marked as a murderer, had fled twice before when she
had given the darm. Acting upon bold impulse, the girl reached to the wall and pressed the lower light
switch.

SIDE brackets flashed. Twindell and the bearded man swung startled toward the stairs. Dorothy raised
thelittle automatic. In atense voice, she ordered the men to stand where they were. A sound made the
girl turn suddenly; agasp cameto her lips as she saw another figurein the hall.

It was Nicholas Rokesbury. The engineer was coming from darkness beside the stairway. Dorothy
realized that he had gained entrance into the house; that he had secretly managed to cometo her aid,
leaving his men outsde. Rokesbury was armed with arevolver. Like Dorothy, he was covering the men
before him.

A hoarse cry from Twinddl. With aterrific bound, the old servant threw himsdlf directly into Rokesbury's
path. The legp was an amazing one. Twindedll struck Rokesbury's arm just as the engineer fired. The shot
went wide. Then, with the samefury that he had shown in hisfight with The Shadow, Twindel dashed
Rokesbury back into the passage beside the stairs.

The bearded man seemed hesitating; he was about to travel toward the door when Dorothy spoke again.
Stepping forward with the automatic, the girl cried out:

"Stand whereyou are!™

The bearded man obeyed. Twindell and Rokesbury were grappling fiercely in the darkness past the
dairs. Involuntarily, the girl turned to seeif she could aid the engineer. When she again looked toward the
bearded man, he was coming forward with aterrific lunge,

Dorothy fired. Her nervous shot went wide. Then the squatter caught her arm as she fired a second
bullet. Dorothy screamed and struck at the man's face. Wrenching the girl about, the Dalwar knocked the
automatic from her hand and stopped her struggles with apowerful arm that caught her body like a stedl
trap. While Twindedll and Rokesbury struggled on, the bearded man made for the door, carrying the girl
withhim.

The squatter yanked the door open. He pulled abig revolver from his hip. He plunged out into the
darkness; then came the sudden glare of flashlights. Rokesbury's men were here; they, too, were armed
with revolvers.

"Get him!" cameahoarse cry. "Get him!"
"Don't shoot!" was another shout. "He's got the girl! Look out!™

One glare blocked the path toward the marsh. Savagely, the bearded man fired toward the flashlight. The
torch dropped to the ground. A groan came from the man who had held it. The squatter sprang in that



direction; then, holding Dorothy's dim body as a shield, he turned and moved sidewise in swift, crablike
fashion.

As hefled, the fellow began to pump new shotstoward the lights that covered him. Another man went
down; then athird dropped hislight. Others began to fire wild shots. The bearded man ddlivered a
snarling laugh; he knew that they had fired wild, for fear of hitting Dorothy. Pumping the last bulletsfrom
his gun, the squatter flung the weapon far. He stifled Dorothy's screams with a powerful fist as he swung
and leaped beyond the bushes that fringed the darkened swamp.

THE bearded man was gone from view. The passing beam of the airway beacon shone too high to show
him. As Rokesbury's men came out from cover, they found their flashlights too feeble to trace the hidden
path that the abductor had taken. Dorothy's screams had ended.

Men stood dumbfounded; then the light came on above the door of the mansion. Nicholas Rokesbury,
the collar of hiskhaki shirt torn from his neck, came plunging into view.

"Whereisthegirl?' hecried.

"The guy got away with her," growled one of the men. "We were afraid to shoot. Thought we might hit

One of Rokesbury's men lay silent on the ground. Another was groaning. A third had risen and was
clutching hisarm. Rokesbury waved to the others.

"Get thosefellowsingde," he ordered. "L ook after them. Seeto that old servant. | had to plug the fellow.
He put up atough fight.”

The engineer sprang to the brink of the marsh. He stopped short as he flashed alight. He could trace no
path in the boggy mire. The course that the bearded man had taken seemed impassable. Rokesbury
turned. An exclamation camefrom hislips.

Wildemar Brent was at the door of the house. Half dressed, the naturaist was swinging hiselectric
lantern. He seemed to be wondering what al the commotion was about.

"Hurry, Brent!" cried Rokesbury. "Do you know the path through the bog? The way to the hill?"
Brent nodded as he stepped from the door.

"Therésnotimeto lose," stated Rokesbury. "One of the squatters came down here. A big fellow with a
beard. He'staken Dorothy. Lead the way, Brent. We're following.”

A wild expression showed upon Brent's face. The naturalist was gasping at the news of his niece's
abduction. He lost no time. Hurrying to where Rokesbury stood, he pressed a bush aside and revealed
the beginning of atwisted path. With hislantern throwing avivid glare dong the ground, Brent picked his
way into the marsh.

Rokesbury waved to his men. They scrambled after him, dl but two who were carrying their wounded
companionsinto the mansion. Others had come from around the house; there was afull half dozen at
Rokesbury's hedls.

Brent was moving swiftly, finding his path with keen precision. Close behind their guide, the members of
the rescue party moved with Rokesbury. Grimly, the armed band was making its way toward the hill.

CHAPTER XIV.IN THE CABIN



THOUGH the pursuing party had moved promptly, its pace could not compare with that of the bearded
squatter. The big man had tifled Dorothy into a state of semi-consciousness. He was carrying the girl as
esdly as he might have taken dong atiny child.

Though moving blindly through the darkness, he picked his path unfailingly. He did not pause within the
confines of the marsh. When he did stop, it was on the fringe of solid, rocky ground, that marked the
base of the hill. Looking backward, the squatter saw thetiny glare of Brent's eectric lantern. The
pursuers had already dackened; yet they were not hafway through the spreading swamp.

A muffled laugh came from the heavy beard. Shifting the girl to his other shoulder, the squatter began his
climb. Hetraveled up the dope at apace that rivaled The Shadow's progress. At thisgait he was sureto
reach the cabin long before those who pursued him.

There was no need for silence. Speed was the man's one aim. His heavy boots clicked against stones and
sent them rolling down the dope. His breeth camein long, heavy puffs. The squatter's endurance was
tremendous.

Evidently hisexit from the back window of the cabin had been merely ameatter of set precaution; for at
present, the squatter took it for granted that no one was close at hand. In this assumption he was wrong.
A listener on the hillside was hearing his gpproach. The waiting man was Harry Vincent.

Rising from behind arock, The Shadow's agent began a stealthy upward course. The sguatter was
gaining, but Harry had ahead start. He reached the cabin while the squatter was still puffing upward,
nearly ahundred yards below. Quietly, Harry stationed himself outside the door.

The squatter arrived. Fumbling in his pocket he produced a key. He unlocked the door; he entered and
laid Dorothy, still semi-conscious, upon arickety cot in the corner. He turned to close the door. Dorothy,
weakly opening her eyes, was awitness of what followed.

ASthe squatter stepped toward the doorway, aflashlight glared squarely into his bearded face. The man
staggered backward with asnarl. Harry Vincent sprang into the cabin, automatic in hand. His gun was
leveled gtraight between the eyesthat glared fiercely from above the bearded face.

"Up with your hands," ordered Harry.

The squatter came forward with the same terrific speed that had enabled him to capture Dorothy Brent.
Hisbig fist shot to Harry Vincent'sright wrist. Thetwigt that it ddivered wrenched the gun from Harry's
hand. The Shadow's agent grappled hopelesdy as rugged arms gripped him. Then, with afling, the
bearded squatter sent Harry rolling on the floor. The young man's head thumped the stone facing of the
fireplace. Harry lay motionless.

The squatter grabbed the automatic and pointed toward the man whom he had overcome. Dorothy gave
agasping scream, thinking that he intended to shoot. The squatter turned and approached the cot. He
glared toward the girl; he was about to speak when anew sound attracted his attention. It came from the
door of thelittle room.

Looking up, the squatter found himself covered by the muzzle of an autometic that extended from a
blackgloved fist. Behind the gun was a strange figure cloaked in black. Above the barrdl were blazing
eyesthat glowed likeliving cods. A hissed command issued from hidden lips.

It was The Shadow. Spectral master who had cowed the fiercest fighters of New Y ork's underworld, he
had arrived to challenge this furious, bearded superman who seemed to fear no odds.



Not one man in amillion would have resisted The Shadow's might. But this bearded Dawar wasa
power unto himsdlf. He acted with the same suddenness that he had previoudy displayed. Swinging the
automatic that he had gained from Harry Vincent, the bearded fighter sprang upon The Shadow with a
tigerlikeroar. A cloaked arm swung to meet the Dalwar's descending stroke. Automatics clashed like
sabers. Then thefighters grappled. The Shadow went plunging backward from the fury of the squatter's
ondaught.

Dorothy had turned to see the grapplers surge into the darkness of the little room. The girl tried to rise.
The effort was too greet. She heard achair crash to the floor; then the clattering of glassasa
window-sash was smashed from its frame. Bodies struck the inner wall with atterrific thud.

Gazing toward thefire place, Dorothy saw Harry Vincent rising. The Shadow's agent was groggy.
Holding one hand to his head, he staggered toward the little room. Dorothy tried to scream awarning.
Harry tottered into the darkness. A roar, loud asthe bellow of abull, came from the fighting squatter.
Another terrific thud; then silence. Dorothy sank back on the cot. The girl had fainted.

WHEN she recovered consciousness, Dorothy heard the crackle of embersin the fire place. Then came
muffled voices, outsde the house. The girl sat up. No onewasin the large room; al was slent from the
little room adjoining. Voices again, just outsde the door. A man cameinto view, carrying agleaming
revolver. Dorothy sank back with agasp of relief. It was Nicholas Rokesbury.

Footsteps tramped into the cabin. Wildemar Brent came wheezing after the members of Rokesbury's
crew. Theengineer helped the girl to asitting position. Brent came scurrying forward, gasping grateful
words. While he and Rokesbury aided Dorothy to her feet, the rescue squad tramped into the little room.
They found it empty, save for abroken chair and bits of glassfrom the shattered window.

In bewildered fashion, Dorothy tried to explain what had happened. She redlized that her recollections
were chaotic. Fighting—then silence. While shetried to tell her story, Rokesbury's men began to scour
the premises. A cal camefrom outside.

"Who'sthat™ shouted Rokesbury.
"It'sdl right," returned one of the men. "A friend."

Half aminute later, atal, panting figure gppeared in the doorway. It was Professor Darwin Shelby,
carrying an eectric lantern. The scientist blinked through his big spectacles. Shelby wasfully dressed.

"I heard the confusion,” he puffed. "I decided to follow you. | hailed you from the marsh—you were too
far ahead. | found my way through. My word! IsMiss Brent al right?"

"Yes," acknowledged Brent. " She has had a harrowing experience, however. The man who carried her
here has escaped. Come. We must take her back to the mansion.”

"I'll leave two men here," decided Rokesbury, "in case that bearded fellow returns. Do you fed well
enough to start back, Dorothy?*

Thegirl nodded. The men aided her asthey |&ft the cabin. The returning party made itsway down the hill;
guided by Brent and Shelby, they found the difficult path through the marsh. Dorothy was walking
steadily when they reached the old house.

A figure was standing in the glare beside the door. A stern face greeted the arrivals. It was Philo
Halthorpe. Returning from his nightly hike, the rugged lawyer had seen the light outside the mansion.

Once again, Hathorpe was here to act as questioner, that he might have data ready when the law came



to investigate new trouble at the house in the marsh.

THE quiz began when they reached the great hall. Two of Rokesbury's men were there: onewith a
bandaged arm. The engineer inquired for the others. The response was athumb nudged toward the
closed door of the room with paneled tapestries.

"Inthere," said the workman, soberly. "Bill was dead; Harry kicked in just after you fellows | eft.”
"And Twindel|?" asked Brent, in an anxioustone.
"He was dead when we found him," said the workman. "We put his corpse in with the others.”

Nicholas Rokesbury dumped in achair beside thefire. He knew that his bullet had taken the old
sarvant'slife. His solemn gaze showed that the news had stunned him.

"Three men dead,” declared Philo Halthorpe, in aserioustone. "It isimportant that | have the details
before | go back to my home and call the county prosecutor.”

Halthorpe looked toward Dorothy, as though expecting the girl to make the first statement. Recovered
from her prolonged ordeal, Dorothy nodded. She began her story, describing the eventsin the mansion.
She ended with ahazy recollection of thefight in the cabin.

"A man cameinto rescue me,” said the girl, in apositive tone. " The squatter knocked him to the floor.
Then another chalenged the bearded man, from the door of the little room. They fought. | saw theinjured
man get up from the floor. Then—then | fainted. When | recovered my senses, the place was empty.
After that, Nicholas arrived.”

"What can you tell us, Rokesbury?' asked Halthorpe.

"We saw Dorothy'sflashlight," declared the engineer. "Over at the causeway. | told my men to surround
the house. | ran ahead of them. As| neared the house, | decided to get inside, if possible. So | took to
the side toward town. | camein through one of the windows in the passage to the far end of the hall.”

"Go on," ordered Hathorpe.

"l found a hiding place beside the stairway"—Rokesbury pointed— "and waited there. | wasjust intime
to eude Twindell, who came prowling from the stairway. Then the door opened; in came the chap with
the beard. He began to whisper to Twindell; | couldn't hear what they said.”

"Why didn't you chdlenge them?'

"I wanted to be sure my men were ready. The bearded man was edging toward the door. | had my
revolver sothat | could cut him off if hetried to double back through the house. Then, just at the crucia
moment, Dorothy turned on the lights. Twindell saw me. He sprang upon me.”

"And you shat him?'

" fired one shot, wild. That wasto warn my men; to frighten Twindell and make the squatter run for it.
Then | had my handsfull. Twindell fought like afiend. I didn't want to kill him; but | had to. Hewas
pulling the gun from my grasp. Beyond him, | could see the squatter, carrying Dorothy from the house. |
pulled thetrigger. Twinddl fdl away fromme."

"l witnessed the struggle!l” exclaimed Dorothy. "1 saw Twindell make the attack -"

"I have heard your statement,” put in Halthorpe, dryly. "It is sufficient to exonerate Rokesbury, sinceitis



obviousthat Twindell was an accomplice of the squatter. Y ou men outside—you saw the bearded killer
shoot down your companions?”

The workmen nodded. The wounded man pointed to hisarm.
"The guy nicked me," hesaid.

"Heisaready wanted for murder," decided Halthorpe. "This adds conclusive evidence to circumstantial
facts. Y our statement, Mr. Brent."

"Thefiring was over," declared the naturdi<t, "by thetimel arrived downdtairs. | learned that my niece
had been abducted. | led the way."

"And you, professor?’ quizzed Hathorpe.

"l was even later," stated Shelby. "I must have come downgtairs while the bodies were being carried into
the tapestried room. This hallway was deserted. So | went outside and followed the distant lantern
through the marsh.”

"| shall go to town immediately,” declared Hathorpe. " Suppose, Rokesbury, that | accompany you to the
causeway. Y ou can drive meinto town; walking would take too long on this occasion. Y ou can remain at
my house until the coroner arrivesto question you again regarding Twindell's death.”

"Very wdl," agreed Rokesbury. "Can | leave some men here to make surethat al iswell?*
"That would be advisable," responded Halthorpe.

The lawyer paused to ponder. His gawky form seemed powerful as he straightened and raised his head
inthought. Then, in terse fashion, he ddlivered hisusua summary of opinion.

"The murderer must have had enemies," decided Hathorpe. "They may have been personswho
wondered what he was about. So they attacked him in the cabin. Miss Brent saw him overpower one;
the shattered window is proof that he must have hurled the other out into the darkness.

"Then, inal probability, hefled. His assallants, haf groggy, decided that it was unwise to remain. They
also departed before your rescue squad arrived. That sums the case. Come, Rokesbury. Let usgo to the
causaway."

The lawyer and the engineer departed. Workmen took up their guard, outside the house. The occupants
retired for the night. Thick blacknesslaid its hush over the house in the marsh.

LATER, aphantom form gppeared mysterioudy within the glow of the embers from the hearth. The
Shadow moved toward the room with the paneled tapestries. His gloved hand opened the door; his
flashlight flickered on the dead faces of Twinddl and the dain workmen.

That same light roved dong the walls; it flashed across the drawn shades that hid the solid, small-paned
windows. Out went the light. The Shadow moved through the end of the hall, past the windows there;
then through the windowed passage. He stopped at the door of the little room which Brent and Cray had
occupied inturn.

That door was locked; by opening it, The Shadow could have found an exit through one of the ordinary
windows. Instead, he kept on through other passages until he reached the cellar stairs. There, hisform
waslogt in blackness.



AFTERWARD, aswish came softly through the gloom that hung over the solid ground between the old
mansion and the causeway. The Shadow paid no heed to the distant lights and the dull sounds of the
dedgesthat the workers wielded. He moved slently toward the blackness of the bog. From then on, his
course was amystery.

Hidden paths that he had discovered through the quagmire; rising wisps of mist that made white specters
in the mist; these formed The Shadow's habitat. But later, as dawn was nearing, the cloaked form again
gppeared within the great hall a the mansion.

Before the fire place, The Shadow loomed unseen by human eyes. Only the long-faced portrait of
Thaddeus Culeth glared upon his strange, outlandish figure. That portrait, had it been dive, could have
told of weird eventswithin thishall. But of al the personagesthat its painted eyes might have viewed,
none was S0 shigter asthe figure which stood before it at this moment.

The Shadow moved toward the stairway. His form was blotted by darkness. Dying embers crackled.
The painted eyes of Thaddeus Culeth's portrait stared sightlessinto empty space.

CHAPTER XV. THE SQUATTER RETURNS

SEVERAL days had passed since the night when the bearded Dawar had abducted Dorothy Brent. An
early autumn chill had settled over the great marsh. It was late afternoon and Wildemar Brent was
discussing the cool snap with Professor Darwin Shelby.

"If this cold increases," asserted Brent, "there will be afrost. The dough will freeze dl through the marsh.
Therewill be no usein continuing our search for theignisfatuus.”

"Perhaps not," agreed Professor Shelby. "However, the weather may turn warm again. | think, Wildemar,
that | shall ventureforth asusud at dusk.”

"Soshdl I," decided Brent. "It isadmost dusk at present.”
"Soitid" exclamed Shelby. "My word! | believe | shdl set out at once.”

The professor went out through the big door. Alone, Brent rose to hisfeet. He glared savagely at the
portrait of Thaddeus Culeth. Thelong face with its aristocratic air seemed to annoy him. Brent gripped
the portrait and brought it down from thewall. He studied the space that it had covered. Thewall was
solid.

Brent looked about. He began a prowl, stopping here and there. He entered the room with the paneled
tapestries. He thumped the woodwork; then shook his head. The ring of the door bell brought him out
into the hall. Dusk had settled. Brent could discern that as he glanced toward the thickly-grilled window
by the entrance to the tapestried room. But he did not see the peering eyes that moved from beyond the
panes. Those were the eyes of The Shadow.

Brent went to the door and opened it. Nicholas Rokesbury stepped into the house, followed by a
quiet-faced fellow whom Brent recognized as Garry Logan, the new county detective. Asthey walked
toward the fire place, footsteps sounded on the stairway. Dorothy Brent appeared. The girl had been
taking an afternoon nap.

"No news, Mr. Brent," declared Logan, in afriendly tone. This new detective had been more tactful than
Merle Cray. "We till have two men on constant duty up in the old cabin; but we haven't traced the
squatter anywhere among the other hill-folk. None of them seem to know anything about him."



The door opened while Logan was speaking. It was Professor Shelby, coming back. Though bundled in
aheavy coat, the scientist seemed to have didiked the chill of the marsh.

"I shal go out later,” he declared, as he walked toward the stairway. " The dampness is more troublesome
than the cold. It seemsto belessening.”

"l won't stay here much longer,” declared Brent, "if this cold increases. Thereisno use perssting in my
search for theignisfatuusif the chilly westher forces meto stay indoors."

"What isthat portrait doing on the floor?' questioned Dorothy, suddenly. "Did you removeit from the
wall, unde?'

"Yes," snapped Brent. "I wanted to see what was—well, | just didn't like it glaring at me. Old Thaddeus
Culeth! Bah! | wish he had lived to keep this beastly place."”

BRENT stooped and picked up the portrait. He hung it back in place, just as Professor Shelby appeared
at thefoot of the sairway.

"Ah!" exclaimed the professor. "Did you discover something odd behind that portrait, Wildemar?"
"I wasn't looking for anything," snapped Brent.

"| thought you might have been,” returned Shelby, in amild tone. "I recal that you were tapping about a
bit the other day."

"That was to see about repairs,” barked Brent. "The place was to be gone over during my absence.
However, | think the work will be unnecessary. The Culeth estate is welcome to keep this house. | shall
want it no longer. Since this codger is dead"—Brent pointed to the portrait—"it istoo bad that his son
Augtinisnot dive. Halthorpe said he looked like hisfather. A man with afacelike that isthe sort of
personto livein an old ruin such asthishouse.”

"The faceis not unhandsome," declared Dorothy, looking at the portrait. "It seemsto be soured by age;
that isdl. It would be niceif Augtin Culeth were dtill dive. | imagine that he would be amost agreeable
young man."

"I'm going to dressfor atrip to the marsh,”" decided Brent, moving toward the stairs. "I suppose you
intend to wait awhile, eh, professor?’

"| shall prepare to go out now," said Shelby. He arose and bowed to Dorothy and the others; then
followed Brent updtairs.

"Do you think thisfelow Brent was actudly looking for some hiding place behind the picture?" inquired
Logan, speaking to Rokesbury in an undertone.

"No," whispered the engineer. "He's eccentric, that isall.”

"| shal report the matter to Mr. Halthorpe," said the detective, in adecisive tone. "He shal know about
it, snce he controlsthe house.”

"Do you think your uncle redlly intendsto give up the mansion?" inquired Rokesbury, spesking to
Dorothy.

"Quite possibly,” replied the girl. "I hope that he does decide to do s0.”

"l know it," said Rokesbury, soberly. "I can't help but think of Twinddll, every time | come here”



"Forget it, Rokesbury," said Logan, gruffly. ™Y ou had every right to kill that man. He was the accomplice
of amurderer.”

"I know it," said the engineer, "but I'm sorry | wasforced to day him. To change the subject, the reason |
spoke about the house was because | have ausefor it.

"What could that be?" inquired the girl, in surprise.

"Asaheadquartersfor the causeway workers," explained the engineer. "If your uncle leaveswith cold
wegther; if Hathorpeiswilling to postpone the repair work, thiswould be an excellent place for my men
to live and have their medls. The causeway work will carry usinto the winter. The men cannot stand the
continued rigor of the cold wesather."

"Y ou can talk about that to-night, Rokesbury," suggested L ogan, just as Professor Shelby appeared from
the sairs.

"With whom?" inquired the engineer. "Brent or Halthorpe?'

"Both. Thelawyer told me he was coming out here some time thisevening. | believe hisvist has
something to do with the estate. Why don't you drop over?'

"I shal," responded Rokesbury. "Here comes Brent now; but | won't bother him. Well, it'stimeto head
for the causaway."

"I'm driving back to town,” put in Logan.

"Wait aminute." Rokesbury turned to Dorothy. ™Y ou'll be done here. That won't do. I'll send apair of
men over to watch the place.

"Thank you, Nicholas," smiled Dorothy."

Brent and Shelby were leaving for the door. Rokesbury and Logan followed. Dorothy sat for afew
moments by the fire; then went upstairs. She did not mind being done in the old house since the men from
the causaeway would soon be on guard.

OUTSIDE, Brent and Shelby had separated, each with his electric lantern. Rokesbury chuckled as he
saw the gleams move off through the darkness. He watched the lights go out; then turned to Logan.

"Chasing the marsh lights," laughed the engineer. "That's science for you. I'm glad | began my education
with surveying. Both of those chaps are abit bamy.”

"Telling me?' snorted Logan, as he stepped to his car. " Say—why did they douse the glims? How can
they find their way through that mush?"

"They know the paths," explained Rokesbury, "and they don't want the glare of their lanternsto spoil their
chances of spotting the marsh lights. Say, Logan, wait herein your car until my men show up, will you?
I'm anxious about Miss Brent. She'salonein the house.”

"Certainly,” agreed the detective, settling down in back of the whedl of his coupe.

Minutes passed; Logan kept turning his head as he followed the siweeping beams of the airway beacon
on the mountain. Then the detective gained a sudden impression that some one was close by. Heturned
about, expecting to see either Brent or Shelby. He discovered no one. Y et the deuth fancied that he had
seen the door of the mansion close.



"Imagination,” grumbled Logan. Then heturned as he heard actua sounds. Two workmen were coming
with flashlights. Logan jammed his car into low gear and pulled away. But as he drove across the narrow
gtrip of road that led to high ground, he could not shake away the thought that some one had entered
through the unbolted door of the big mansion.

NOT long after Logan had left, the form of The Shadow emerged from a spot between the mansion and
the causeway. Unseen, thetall figure moved off into the marsh. Blended with blackness, The Shadow's
course was untracesble.

Half an hour after that, Clyde Burke returned to hisroom at the Hotel Rensdale, to find an envelope upon
histable. He put in aprompt call to Harry Vincent, over the short-wave radio.

"Ten o'clock," was Clyde's smple statement.

EVENING lapsed. Again, the strange shape of The Shadow was prowling through the paths amid the
marsh. Thistime, the magter of the night came from the boggy land to the solid ground at the base of the
doping hillsde. His course was upward. He neared the little cabin where two deputies, appointed by
Garry Logan, were keeping guard.

Then came abrief interval. After that, the events that happened were of much concern to the men within
the cabin. These fellows were husky chaps. They were armed with rifles; and they were vigilant. But at
times it happened that they both laid their wegpons aside.

Asthe deputies stood warming themsel ves before the log fire, the door sprang open. Into the room
strode atall, black-bearded man. Hisright hand held agleaming revolver. The deputies stood flat-footed.
The missing squatter had returned!

Eyesglared. A snarl came from the black beard. Deliberately, pocketing his gun, the wanted man seized
theriflesthat were standing by the wall. He thrust one wegpon in the corner behind him. He swung the
other rifle and brought its barrel against the corner of the fire place. Stone cracked. Therifle barrel bent
likeatoy of tin.

Throwing the usdless gun to the floor, the squatter seized the second rifle. As new evidence of his
strength, he pressed its barrel against his knee. He bent with savage force. The barrdl twisted. The
second gun was ruined.

With araucous laugh, the Dawar turned and strode from the cabin, damming the door behind him. The
startled deputies could hear hisinsane laugh from the darkness. It was repeated, from below the cottage.
Then it cametrailing from farther down the hillsde.

"That was him!" gasped one deputy. "The murderer—with the beard!"

"One of the hill-falk, right enough!" exclaimed the other. "With the wide flat hat -"
"What'll we do about it? We can't use them rifles-"

"He was heading down to the marsh. Maybe he's going back to the old house.”

"Say—wed better act quick. Let's hop down to the causeway. We can cut over to the right so we won't
run into the fellow with the beard. Hesarmed. Weain't."

The disarmed deputies dashed from the cottage. They ran wildly dong the hillsde, until they encountered
aroad. Puffing in their haste, they gained the far end of the causeway. They pounded across rough,
broken stone, stumbling, tripping, but keeping on toward their god.



Nicholas Rokesbury had not yet started over to the house. He had decided that Philo Halthorpe would
be arriving late. Standing by a crew of workers, Rokesbury was the first to hear the approach of the
deputies. He strode forward to meet the panting men.

"Themurderer,” gasped adeputy. "The Dawar—from the cabin. We were watching for him -"
"And he smashed our guns,” chimed in the other. "He besat it— heading for the swamp. He'sarmed -"

Rokesbury turned on his hedl. Grimly he waved to his men. Tools dropped as workers responded to the
beckon of the boss. Rokesbury snapped a short, decisive order.

"Get your revolvers, men," barked the engineer. "Were going to the old house. Looking for the bearded
murderer. If you see him to-night, shoot to kill!"

CHAPTER XVI. THE MISSING MURDERER

WHEN Nicholas Rokesbury dashed across the solid ground between the causeway and the old house,
the workmen and the deputies were close at his hedls. Despite their tiring run down the hill, the former
guardians of the squatter's cabin managed to keep pace with the armed band that was making for the
gloomy mangon.

Asthey passed the battered dog-kennel's, Rokesbury veered to the left. Scrambling through scrubby
bushes, he called alow warning to the men behind him.

"Look out for that old well," he urged. "The boards are loose and weak. Keep over this way—to the
left.”

Rokesbury skirted the edge of the swamp above the house. Coming in from an angle, he and his
followers suddenly arrived in asphere of brilliance. The light was burning in the alcove above the big
door. The entrance to the house was well illuminated. Rokesbury stopped.

"Surround the house," he ordered, in asteady tone. " Spread out by the borders of the swamp. Form a
big circle. Then closeinward.”

The workmen responded. More than adozen in number, they moved off in different directions. The two
deputies remained with Rokesbury. Unarmed, they werein aquandary. The engineer recognized their
plight. He beckoned them to gpproach the mansion with him.

Rokesbury rang the door bell. He waited impatiently. Finaly he heard the sound of bolts being drawn
from within. The door opened. Rokesbury was face to face with Dorothy Brent. The girl stepped back
as she saw the excited look upon the engineer's face. Rokesbury sprang into the grest hall. He saw that
the place was empty.

"Areyou aone here?' he demanded.

"No," responded Dorothy. ™Y ou must remember, Nicholas, that | sent your men back to the causeway
after my unclecamein.”

"That'sright,” recalled Rokesbury. "About fifteen minutes ago. Wasthat immediately after your uncle
camein from the marsh?"

"Yes" Thegirl seemed perplexed. "What isthe trouble, Nicholas?'

"I'll cometo that later, Dorothy. Tell me—did you have the door bolted dl evening?”



"Yes. | openedit to let Uncle Wildemar in; | bolted it again, immediately after he entered.”
"Then you two are donein the house?"

"No. About ten minutes ago, the door bell rang. | answered it; | found Professor Shelby. He had arrived
back from the marsh. | bolted the door again; afew minutes afterward, there was another ring. It was
Mr. Halthorpe. | bolted the door after he entered.”

"Where are they now?" quizzed Rokesbury.

"In the room with the paneled tapestries,” informed Dorothy. "They are discussing the matter of this
house—whether or not uncle wantsto keep it."

"I'll talk to them," declared Rokesbury.

THE engineer beckoned to the deputies. They followed him as he strode to the room with the tapestries.
Dorothy came along, wondering what the trouble could be. The door was open. Brent and the others
looked up from the big table as Rokesbury entered.

"Whereis Detective Logan?' demanded the engineer, speaking to Philo Halthorpe.

"He has gone to the county seat,” responded the attorney. "What is the trouble, Rokesbury? If it
concernsthelaw, | can manageit.”

"Tdl him," ordered Rokesbury, turning abruptly to the deputies.

"The murderer," said one of the men, speaking to Halthorpe. "He came back to his cabin. Brokein on us
and smashed our rifles. Laughed like he was |oony; then he ran out and headed down the hill toward the
swamp.”

"Why didn't you pursue him?' quizzed Hathorpe, tetily.

"He had arevolver," put in the second deputy. "Our rifles were no good. We headed for the causeway to
givethedam.”

"I brought over a squad of men," stated Rokesbury. "They have surrounded this house. They areready to
trap the fellow before he can escape.”

"What makes you think he is hereabouts?' demanded Halthorpe, dryly.

"Where else would he have gone?' asked Rokesbury, in return. "He had plenty of timeto get through the
marsh. Thiswas his previous objective. Hewould certainly come here again.”

"| disagree,” snapped Halthorpe. "Y ou have come on afool's errand, Rokesbury. The county is paying
you to build a causeway, not to head atribe of vigilantes. Send your men back to work."

"Not until they have searched the grounds about the house,” retorted Rokesbury. "1'm running my crew,
Halthorpe. I'll give them whatever orders| choose.”

"Suit yoursdlf," snorted the lawyer. "L et them search for nothing if you choose to occupy them with that
task. Mr. Brent was out on the marsh to-night. So was Professor Shelby. | walked in by the old road.
We would have seen the prowler if he had come here.

"However, Rokesbury, snceyou are here, | can talk to you on another matter. Detective Logan tellsme
you want to rent this house as a deeping place for your road gang. If | have charge of the mansion, | shdll



refuseto leaseit for that purpose. The repair bill will betoo high asit is. Those clumsy louts who work
for you would tear the place to pieces.”

"S0 the estate has taken back the house, eh?”

"l did not say that. | used the word 'if' in my statement. Mr. Brent has not yet made his decision regarding
thefina purchase of the mansion. Come, Brent"—Halthorpe turned to the naturalis—"tell me what you
intend to do?'

"One moment, Mr. Hathorpe." Brent waved his hand, then resumed a discussion with Shelby. "What
were you saying, professor, about the ignis fatuus?’

"I had agreed with you," replied Shelby, "that methane, CH4, is not spontaneoudy combustible. | was
turning to your statement that phosphureted hydrogen, PH3, might be the cause of theignisfatuus. On
that point, Wildemear, | disagree.”

"Phosphureted hydrogen is combustible -"

"Of course; but no gas can burn without giving out heet. Moreover, phosphureted hydrogen hasa
penetrating smell that isvery characterigtic. In al my observations of theignisfatuus, that odor has been

"Perhaps you were not close enough to the phenomenon.”

"l am not depending upon my own investigations, done. | have read the atements of Ligt, a German
observer. He actudly passed his hand through the luminous appearance and felt no warmth.”

"Ah! Then the phenomenon may be akin to the luminosity of the Lampyridae-"
"Commonly caled thefirefly? Possibly that isthe case, Wildemar. It is atenable theory -"

"Come, gentlemen!" interrupted Halthorpe, rising impatiently. "L et usreturn to business. What about this
mansion, Brent? Do you intend to keep it?*

"Be patient, Mr. Hathorpe," responded Brent, in aqueruloustone. "1 have not finished my discusson
with Professor Shelby."

"What hasthat drivel to do with our busness?' chalenged Halthorpe. "The eveningiswaning. | am
anxiousto begin my usua wak. Tell mewhat isyour decison?'

"My discussion with Professor Shelby," returned Brent, ""has much to do with my future plans. Heis
reviving my eagernessto search for theignisfatuus. | must weigh his statements before | decide whether
or not | intend to remain herelonger.”

"And in the meantime," snorted Halthorpe, "amatter of real consequence isforced to go into the discard.
Y ou are exhibiting achildish nature, Brent."

"How about yoursdlf, Halthorpe?' questioned Rokesbury, in astern tone.
"What do you mean?" barked the lawyer, swinging angrily toward the engineer.

"Y ou are bothering about the sale of the house," responded Rokesbury, quietly. "About a matter that can
wait. All thewhile, you are neglecting the menace of which | have informed you. A murderer isat large.
Heiscloseby. Y et the fact means nothing to you."



"That bearded squatter?' sneered Hathorpe. "The man is a crazed fanatic. Perhaps heistramping
through the morass; or running back up the hillside. Certainly heisnot close at hand.”

"How canyou tel?'

"Y our men have not reported him. Y et you say they are searching outside. If the fellow came here, he has
gone away. That light over the door would turn him back.”

"Then you refuse to act in the matter?’

"To be guided by idle speculation? To start commotion over an absurd idea? Bah! Give these deputies
revolvers. Send them back to the cabin. That iswhere the Dawar might be found.”

BEFORE Rokesbury could reply, there was a sound from the greet hal. The outer door was opening.
Then came voices and tramping footsteps. The engineer sprang through the door. He stepped back as he
recognized two of hisworkmen. He beckoned to them. One came forward and followed Rokesbury into
the paneled room.

"| found these, boss," informed the worker. " Alongside of a bush— by the swamp—on the door side of
the house."

As Rokesbury stretched out his hand, Philo Hathorpe stared. Wildemar Brent and Darwin Shelby
looked up from their new discusson. Dorothy gtifled an exclamation.

The workman was passing Rokesbury three objects. The engineer laid them one by one upon the table.
Thefirst was an oddly shaped coat; the second awide, flat hat; the third afalse beard of jet-black hue.

"A disguise," announced Rokesbury, in asolemn tone. "That Dawar was afake. He wore that stuff to
deceive us. He has come here, as| thought.”

"He's not outside," affirmed the workman. " The gang has|looked everywhere for him."

"He's gone back into the marsh,” sneered Hathorpe. "He is somewhere in the morass, making hisway
back to the hill. He left those garments hereto mock us. That isdl.”

"Y ou are wrong, Hathorpe," pronounced Rokesbury, in afirm, chalenging tone. "Wrong—as
usua—with your false conclusions. | can tell you why this outfit was dropped at the edge of the bog.”

"Why?' quizzed Hathorpe, tedtily.

"Because the murderer could not wear them further,” retorted the engineer. "He was forced to lay aside
his mask so that he could enter this house, not as the hunted Dalwar, but in hisreal character.”

Rokesbury paused. He looked about from man to man. Halthorpe was sneering. Brent appeared
annoyed. Shelby was blinking through his spectacles.

"I cantell you what has become of the murderer who wore thisgarb,” declared Rokesbury, tapping the
coat, the hat, the beard. "A crafty killer, he has sought to dupe new victims. Playing a double part, he has
stepped into the role which he thinks cannot be discovered. He has become himsdlf. What ismore, heis
hereamong ud"

A solemn slence followed Rokesbury's accusation. Hand on the gun that showed its handle from his hip,
the engineer stood ready for any outburst that might follow his startling statement.



CHAPTER XVII. THE NEW ENTRANT

To Dorothy Brent, the moments that followed Nicholas Rokesbury's chalenge seemed like atense
eternity. Bewildered, the girl looked about; first at the tapestried panels, then at the shaded windows. She
half expected an apparition to spring up from thefloor.

It was Philo Halthorpe who broke the silence. Staring straight into Nicholas Rokesbury's eyes, the
rugged lawyer delivered alaughing sneer. Hisface was harsh; his glare was one that showed readinessto
mest the challenge.

"You areafool, Rokesbury!" hissed the lawyer. "Be gone, with your men. Tak of such bugaboosto the
morons who compose your night shift. They are the type who would listen to such rumors. Idlers,
ruffians, ex-convictsand -"

"Hold on, Halthorpe!" snapped Rokesbury. ™Y ou have evaded too many issues. We are dedling with a
murderer. He killed Hector Lundig and Merle Cray. He dew two of my men in open conflict. Y our
dilatory methods are probably responsible for the fact that heis still &t large. We are going to seethis
meatter to afinish.”

"| represent the lav!" stormed Halthorpe.

"Soyou say," retorted Rokesbury. "But your chance friendship with the county prosecutor givesyou no
redl authority. | have as much power asyou."

"Whereisyour authority?'

"Here." Rokesbury tapped the butt of hisrevolver. "Moreover, | have men in back of me. | shal remain
here, with them to aid me, until the murderer is discovered.”

"You are not ableto make arrests.”

"These men are'—Rokesbury waved hisfree hand toward the stupefied deputies—"and they are seeking
the murderer. Should | uncover him, | shal place himin their custody.”

"Itisther job to search.”

"They requested meto assumethat duty for them. | am acting at the request of officers, Hathorpe. Y ou
aretrying to hinder alegal search. | shdl not let you prevent it."

"Y ou have no right to tramp through this house."

"| have aright to question those within thisroom. That istheissue for the present. | believe—Rokesbury
turned to the deputies— "that the murderer camein here. Y ou heard Miss Brent say that she bolted the
door each time a person entered. The three people who camein are with us here. What shall | do about
it?'

"Question them,” suggested one of the depuities.
"Inyour behalf?' asked Rokesbury.
"Yes" sad the man.

"Very well," decided Rokesbury. "Hathorpe, | want to know more about your vist here. According to
Miss Brent, you were the last person who cameinto the house."



"| refuse to answer any questions," snapped the lawyer.

"A process of eimination, then," decided the engineer. Y ou camein just ahead of Halthorpe, Professor
Shelby. Where did you come from?'

"l was tramping through the quagmire,” replied the professor, inamild tone. "'l was searching for theignis
fatuus. | was aone; | covered aconsiderableterritory.”

"Did you encounter any onein the svamp?"

"Not asoul. | saw occasiona signsof an eectric lantern, which | knew belonged to Wildemar Brent.
When it moved toward the house, | decided to return.”

"Where wereyou at the time?”'

"On the side of the house toward the hill. | was probably afew furlongs distant from the house.”
ROKESBURY nodded. He turned to Wildemar Brent.

"You cameinfirg, didn't you?' quizzed Rokesbury.

"l did," responded the naturdist. "Moreover, | noted nothing on the marsh.”

"What portion did you cover?'

"I went beyond the causeway at the start. Y ou said that awatchman had reported seeing the ignis fatuus
inthat section. | crossed the causeway above the place where your shift isworking. | found difficulty in
tracing paths through the boggy soil, for it was my first visit to that region. So | came back to this side of
the causaway and roamed awhile before | returned to this house."

"Fair satements,” remarked Rokesbury. "However, they gtill leave usin the dark. | am going to present a
theory which has been forming in my mind. | intend to dedl in probabilities: to €iminate those who could
not have been disguised as the bearded squatter.

"L et usreturn to the night that the murderer killed my men. He carried Miss Brent from the house. |
undertook the pursuit. | was aided in my search by Wildemar Brent. He led our party through the
swamp. Therefore, it isa self-evident fact that Mr. Brent could not have been the disguised squatter.

"Next we have Professor Darwin Shelby. He had retired earlier that evening. He did not appear at the
time of the gunfire; but he arrived after we had reached the cabin and were looking for the squatter. He
knowsthe marsh aswell as Mr. Brent. His statement that he had dressed and followed us through the
swamp is both plausible and acceptable. He was not the man with the beard.

"Last, we have Philo Hathorpe." Rokesbury turned to stare steadily at the lawyer, who glowered in
return. "He did not arrive at this house until after we returned with Miss Brent. He stated that he had been
walking adong the road that leads by the sde of the swamp. Returning from alate evening tramp— those
hikes seem to be a steady habit of his. He claimed that he came to the house because he saw the light
over the door. Isthat correct, Mr. Hathorpe?'

"| refuseto answer," rasped the lawyer. "' continue to dispute your authority, Rokesbury.”

"My pointisgained,” resumed Rokesbury, gripping the handle of hisgun. "I maintain that it would have
been quite possible for Hathorpe to have come here in the guise of the squatter; to have carried off Miss
Brent; to have returned by the road, without his disguise.



"It isaso possible that he entered the cabin to-night and broke the rifles that belonged to the deputies.
He could then have come through the swamp, dropped his disguise and entered thishouse asa
welcomed guest. If the murderer is here'—Rokesbury emphasized the words—"he can be but one man
present. That man is Philo Halthorpe!™

ROKESBURY'S accusation rang clear. Halthorpe's one response was a sneer. The deputies shifted as
Rokesbury glanced in their direction; then one stepped forward and laid a hand on the lawyer'sarm.

"Get away!" scoffed Halthorpe. "Are you as great afool as Rokesbury? What do you intend to do?
Arrest me?

"Y ou didn't answer the questions,” said the depuity.

"Why should 17" snapped Hdthorpe. "Who was Rokesbury, to ask them? Let me put a question of my
own. Suppose | were the bearded fellow that you want. Why should | have been idiot enough to come
back to that cabin? Why should | have created trouble for myself by coming to this house?

"Answer those questions; then this one. Why would | have dropped the beard and hat beside the swamp
where they could be found as evidence against me? | could have sunk them in the morass, where they
would never be discovered.

"Think over those questions. Then, if you chooseto act like fools, send Rokesbury back to his causeway,
with hismen. | shall wak into town with you. We can cal the prosecutor from my home. He can cometo
Rensdd e, with Garry Logan. They can decide what to do.”

"All right," agreed the deputy. "L et us do that, Mr. Halthorpe. It will satisfy everybody. Come on"—he
turned to hisfellow officer— "and let's get going.”

"Unarmed?' The question came from Rokesbury.

"That'sright." Thefirst deputy pondered. "We ought to have gunswith us. Can you giveuseach a
revolver, Mr. Rokesbury? Two of your men ought to be able to do without them.”

"Certainly,” responded Rokesbury.

"Wait aminute." The second deputy spoke nervoudy. "Maybe Mr. Hathorpeisn't dl right; maybe he's
thefellow that ran in on us a the cabin. We had rifles up there. They didn't do us any good. Even with
revolvers, ther€ll only betwo of us."

A snorting laugh came from Hathorpe. The lawyer had drawn himsdf up to hisfull height. The deputies
dared, Sartled. The ruggedness of the lawyer filled them with darm. They glanced at Rokesbury, seeking
advice. Before the engineer could giveit, new footsteps sounded in the hall. Another workman appeared
at the door of the room.

"Fellow outside to see you, boss," informed the worker. " Says he knows you. A newspaper reporter
named Burke."

"Keep him out of this" roared Halthorpe. "The fellow can see the prosecutor to-morrow. | shal have no
absurd statements going to the press.”

"So!" The exclamation came from Brent. "' was right about that chap. A reporter, eh? He shall not enter
my home. | forbid it."

"Show Burkein," said Rokesbury, shortly. "Maybe he has something to tell us. At least | shdl have



something totel him."

"Therés another guy with him," informed the worker.

"Let him come dong,” ordered Rokesbury.

"Thisisoutrageous!" snorted Halthorpe, about to stride toward the door.
"Stay whereyou are," snapped Rokesbury, hdf drawing hisgun.

Thelawyer stopped. Wildemar Brent, rising as he mouthed a protest, went dumping back into hischair.
Professor Shelby sat motionless.

The workman departed. He called from the hall. Thirty seconds|ater, Clyde Burke appeared in the
doorway, followed by atall, stoop-shouldered man whose overcoat collar obscured half hisface.
Clyde's companion remained in the background.

"A story for you, Burke," informed Rokesbury, as he saw the reporter. "1 can giveit to you; but youll
have to wait for confirmation from the proper authorities.”

"I've got astory aready," returned the reporter. "Onethat will beat anything you've uncovered. I've
brought the man, himsdf, to tell it. Here heis.”

Clyde stepped aside. The muffled man stepped into the light. He drew his hat from his head and dropped
the collar of hisovercoat. A gasp came from Dorothy Brent. The face that the girl viewed was dmost
identical with the visage that glared from the portrait above thefire place. It was Thaddeus Culeth, but
younger and, and less sern.

The others stared, bewildered, dl save Philo Halthorpe. It was the lawyer who delivered the words of
recognition, the proof of the newcomer'sidentity. With ahoarse, startled voice, Halthorpe gasped the
name

"Austin Culeth!"
CHAPTER XVIII. THE HEIR SPEAKS

"YES, | an Augtin Culeth." Thelong-faced visitor removed his overcoat as he spoke. The act showed
him to be aman of rangy build. "Y ou, Mr. Hathorpe, knew mewhen | lived in thismansion. These
others, | presume, have heard of me."

"Y ou were classed as dead,” declared Hathorpe. "'l have certificates to that effect from Durban, Natal.
Yet | wasnot fully convinced of their accuracy, Audtin.”

"They werefase," returned young Culeth. "1 arranged to have them sent here in case of any inquiry. | felt
sure that they would past muster.”

"Y ou mean that you ddiberately planned the hoax yourself? That you eliminated yoursdf asthe principd
heir to your father's estate?"

"Exactly. | have money of my own. | waswilling to forgo the tainted funds that my father might have left
r.rell

"Explainyoursdf, Audtin! Thisisincredible!”

Theyoung heir looked about the group. Philo Halthorpe seemed chalenging. Wildemar Brent wore a



quizzical expression. Professor Darwin Shelby appeared sympathetic. Nicholas Rokesbury wore a
puzzled frown.

"I suppose,” declared Audtin, bitterly, "that you have adl noted a resemblance between my features and
those of my father's portrait that hangsin the great hall. Whatever any of you may know about my father,
| cantell you that the resemblanceisin facia gppearance only. In spirit, in deed, my father and | were
totally at odds.

"It may seem unnatural for a son to blacken his dead father's name. But remember: it was my father
himsalf who chose the course of evil. My statementswill be purefact. | merely intend to reved
circumstances which he managed to concedl.”

Philo Halthorpe took a step forward. He raised hishand in interruption. Austin Culeth waved the lawyer
back. Nicholas Rokesbury involuntarily tightened his grip on the handle of hisrevolver; then relaxed.

"My father was a crook," assented Augtin, solemnly. "He shared that secret with aband of dangerous
criminds. But hewas doubly crafty. Not only did he preserve afd se reputation that his associates could
not shatter; he also served asthe genius of hisevil band. It wasto him that they brought the profits of
their crimes.”

"When did you learn this?" questioned Ha thorpe.

"Yearsago," responded Austin. "Before | went away to Africa. | suspected the part that my father was
playing. | saw him in conference with men who looked like rogues. | witnessed the transfer of fundsfrom
themtohim."

"Did you protest?"

"I did. My father was outraged, in his hypocritica fashion. He accused me of being a sneaky spy. Then,
when | persisted in my bold accusation, he mocked me. He said that | was as helpless as the members of
his band; that | could never prove anything againgt him. He said that he intended to make fools of his
asociates, that | would suffer if | betrayed his game.

"My response was direct. | told my father that | did not intend to expose hisevil work. | had money of
my own—asmal legacy from my materna grandfather. | left home and went abroad to Africa. In
Durban, | decided to relieve mysdlf of the Culeth name—for | consdered it tainted.”

"That was the reason for the degth certificate," prompted Clyde Burke, from the doorway.

"| took the name of James Delaman,” resumed the hair. "Austin Culeth was dead; | framed certificatesto
provethefact. | lived in South Africa. | prospered. The years passed; during them my father carried out

his threats. He double-crossed his associates and hoarded the ill-gotten funds that they had entrusted to

him."

"How did you learn dl this?" demanded Philo Halthorpe.
"Through Twindell," replied Austin. "Before | left home, | told the old servant of my suspicions. Twindell

would not believe that my father was a crook. But he remembered al that | had told him and he
discovered later that | wasright.

"l kept my secret correspondence with Twindell, using the name of James Delaman. Twindell destroyed
the lettersthat | wrote him, so that my father would not find them. But | have his correspondence with
me. Itispitiful in parts”



AUSTIN paused to produce a packet of tattered envelopes, which he held in hisright hand. Hisface had
grown more sober than before. The watchers could see aquiver of hislips, produced by the thought of
Twindell's death.

"Poor old Twinddl," said Austin. "He was trapped. My father would have suspected him had hetried to
leave the service. Twindell learned that my father made trouble for hisformer associates. Some were
killed; others went to prison. Twindedll sent me copies of |ettersthat he found—Ietters which my father
later destroyed. Those copies are with these documents.

"Even moreimportant isacopy of alist that named dl the crimes which the band had perpetrated.
Moreover, Twinddl was convinced that my father had hidden away the stolen wedlth that he had gained.
When | received that information, agreat thought struck me. Should | inherit my father's estate, | might
recover those funds and restore them to the banks and individua s from whom they had been taken.”

Austin Culeth paused. Hisface had lightened. Keen enthusiasm showed upon hisvisage. Philo Hathorpe,
hand to chin, watched him narrowly; then put a question.

"If that was your intention,” asked the hard-faced lawyer, "why did you fail to gppear at the time of your
father's death?’

"Heiscomingto that,” put in Clyde Burke. "Y ou've only heard hdf his story, Mr. Hathorpe."

"Burkeisright," declared Augtin, with anod. "My actions became peculiar; but Twindell's
correspondence will explain them. Twindell wrote to me, some months ago, to relate that my father was
living in a state that bordered upon terror. He had two additiond servants in the house—strong men who
were dways armed. He had installed akennd of dangerous dogs. Those hounds roamed loose at night.
Obvioudy, my father il feared enemies.

"When my father was stricken with paralysis, | happened to bein New Y ork. | received aletter from
Twinddl, teling methat it would be only amatter of time before my father died. | wanted to cometo
Rensdale; yet | feared to do s0."

"Why?" Again the question came from Halthorpe.

"Because of my father'senemies," stated Austin. "1 was sure of two facts. Firdt: that they knew a secret
way into the house. Their mysterious visits were proof of that fact. | believed that my father had blocked
that secret entrance; but when he died, the crooks would probably have little difficulty in reopening it.

"Second: | was sure that the funds were hidden here. If my father had an enemy, that foe would be part
of my heritage. | would have to be prepared for his attack. | needed some protection. | realized that |
hedit."

"What was your protection?' queried Brent, suddenly bresking into the story.

"Thefact that | was supposedly dead,” answered Austin, promptly. "I sensed that the man my father
feared would begin operations after my father died. | wanted to observe what happened. So | cameto
Rensdde, but | did not enter the town. Insteed, | went to the hillside and occupied one of the empty
cabins. | disguised myself to resemble one of the hill-folk—aDawar."

"What!" exclaimed Nicholas Rokesbury. "Y ou were the man on the hill al -"

"Yes," interrupted Audtin. "I was the intruder who paid those visitsto this house. Twindell wasworking
with me. | came on nights when he sgnaled with aflashlight from the doorway."



PHILO HALTHORPE leaned back and ddlivered aguffaw. Hislaugh ended, the lawyer turned to
Rokeshury. The engineer was standing in total perplexity.

"And you accused me," snorted Hathorpe. "l said you were afool, Rokesbury. But you, Augtin"—the
lawyer scowled as he turned to the heir— "were also afool. More than thet, you are amurderer! In
behdf of thelaw, | must arrest you -"

"Hear himto thefinish," broke in Clyde Burke. "His hands are clean. When hekilled, it wasin
s f-defense”

"When he murdered Lundig?' quizzed Halthorpe, savagely, "and Cray?"
"I did not kill those men," retorted Austin. "I would have saved them.”
"Ligten to the story,” urged Clyde.

"All right," rasped Hathorpe. "He has dready incriminated himsalf. Let him proceed and build acomplete
casethat the law can use againgt him. Continue with your confession, Austin.”

"Thisisnot aconfession,” responded Austin, hotly. "Listen and learn new truth. When | knew that Hector
Lundig was hereto clam the estate, | feared for him. When Twindell informed me that Hector was
coming to the house, | told him to warn the young fellow. Twindell did."

"| thought s0," declared Rokesbury. "1 remember Hector talking to mein my car.”
"l saw Twindell spesk to Lundig,” put in Brent. "It was out in the hallway."

A dight smile showed on Halthorpe'slips. The rugged lawyer, however, did not add his statement to the
others. Halthorpe could be aman of silence when he chose.

"I learned of Lundig's death through Twinddll," stated Austin. "Then | feared that others might suffer. |
saw oneway to prevent further murder. Whoever the killer might be, his purpose wasto find the wedth
inthisold mansion. If | could uncover the spails, | would end the menace. So | resolved to search the
house.

"Twinddl and | had held conferences on various evenings. | dways came through the marsh, wearing my
disguise. I had known the path to the hillside since boyhood. One night Twindell sgnaded. He left the
door unbolted. | entered. He and | went down into the cellar, to begin our search there."

"That waswhat | heard!" exclaimed Dorothy. ™Y ou were tapping the wals!™

"Yes," nodded Austin. "'l barely managed to escape. Y et Twindell thought that you might have glimpsed
rrell

"l did," said thegirl. "l saw your hat and beard.”

"Nevertheless," resumed Augtin, "1 came back. | wanted to resume my search in the cellar. Twinddll
warned methat Detective Cray was in the house; he thought the fellow was adeep in the corner room. |
entered the door to the cellar. Cray was down there; he heard me and flashed hislight.”

"Soyou killed him," sneered Ha thorpe.

"No," returned Augtin. "l started back. | heard shots. | thought that Cray wasfiring at me. As| fled,
some one began a struggle with Twinddl. The servant fought with him, but the man escaped.”



"l saw the struggle!” exclaimed Dorathy. "1 thought it was Twindel fighting with the man who wore the
beard—with you, Mr. Culeth.”

"That proves my statement,” declared Augtin, with asmile. "These |etters are evidence that Twindell was
on my sde. Hewould not have battled with me.”

"A good point,” put in Rokesbury, before Halthorpe could spesk.

"I WENT back up on the hill," resumed Austin. "When next | saw Twindell, severa nights had passed. |
knew that | was running aterrible risk to come here. But Twindell summoned meand | came. We
whispered together by thefire place. He told me darming news."

"What wasthat?' asked Halthorpe quickly.

"Firgt, that Mr. Brent was poking about the house. That made me fear that the hidden crimina would

"I waslooking for places that needed repairing,” protested Brent. "Mr. Halthorpe said that he was going
to have the house gone over after | left.”

"Twindell told me about Hathorpe's plan dso," added Austin. "That made an even stronger chance that a
hiding place might be uncovered. Then he told me that Rokesbury had searched this tapestried room.”

"Ah!" Hathorpe's eyes gleamed in quick chalenge. "So you were poking about, too, eh, Rokesbury?
Who gave you that right?"

"l did," asserted Dorothy. "Nicholasand | discussed the mystery of thismansion. The cellar had been
searched by hismen. The door to this room was open on the night that Cray was murdered. We thought
that thisroom might hold some secret.”

"So | had my men remove the tapestried pandls,”" stated Rokesbury. "We found solid walls behind them.
We put the panels back in place.”

"Twinddl saw you," put in Austin Culeth. "That was the final reason why he sent for me. We tdked things
over inthe hdl. | wasinaquandary. | decided it best to leave. | intended to dispose of my disguise; to
reved mysdf and ask the aid of the law after taking possession of this house. Then trouble started.”

"I beganit,” admitted Dorothy. "I heard you downgtairs. | flashed alight from the window toward the
causeway."

"Which | saw," added Rokesbury. "I brought my men; while they surrounded the house, | camein the
passage window."

"Weknow therest," said Hathorpe, tartly. "Go on, Austin. Why did you abduct Miss Brent?"

"Because she saw me," said Austin. "She would have given me away. | did not know that men were
waiting outside. | wanted to carry her away from the house; to explain who | was; to gain her aid. Then |
found my path blocked. Men were aiming to shoot me. | fired in return.”

"And killed two of them," reminded Hathorpe.

"Yes" admitted Austin, soberly. "My am was closer than | had intended. When one has trekked the
African veldt and battled through the jungle, heis apt to have aquick and ready trigger. | am willing to
gtand trid for the mandaughter that | committed. Y et | was partly within my rights.”



"How 07"

"The house was actualy mine. | had aright to enter it. Those workmen were trespassers. They did not
know who | was; but | did not know who they were. They would have killed me ingtantly but for the girl.
| thought they were going to fire anyway, as | neared the marsh. To turn back would have meant certain
death. | acted to defend myself and to save Miss Brent.”

"No jury will send him up for that," assured Clyde Burke. "Don't let them worry you, old chap. Tell the
rest of the story."

"| was pursued,” declared Austin. "'l knew that | would have to make a quick explanation to Miss Brent
when | reached the cabin. But before | could revive her, astranger leaped in from the door."

"And you fought him!" exclaimed Dorothy. "I remember!”

"] knocked him out," said Audtin. "Then | encountered another intruder at the door of thelittle room. |
gprang upon him. | could not see hisface in the dark; but he fought with the strength of agiant.”

"Y et you threw him through the window," declared Rokesbury.

"I did not,” returned Austin. "We smashed againgt the window when we struggled. | tried to throw him
through. He landed ajujutsu hold. | was the one who went headfirst through the opened window frame. |
landed headforemost. Although the ground was soft, | was stunned.

"When | cameto my senses, | was lying on the ground above the cabin—in the fringe of the woods. A
man was leaning over me. He was the fellow whom | had first knocked out. My beard—my hat—my
coat— al were gone.

"The man whom | had first attacked proved to be afriend. He called me by name. Somehow, he seemed
to know much about my viststo Twindel. He gave his name as Vincent; and he helped me up the
mountain to the shack benegth the airway beacon.”

"And you remained there?" asked Halthorpe.
"Until to-night,” replied Audtin.
"When you returned to the cabin,” declared Rokesbury.

"No," sad Audtin. "l stayed in the beacon shack until nearly ten o'clock. Then Vincent took meto hiscar.
He drove me down and around the mountain, into the town of Rensdale. He told methat it wastime my
story should be known."

"Why?" questioned Halthorpe.

"I do not know," admitted Austin. "Nor did Vincent. He seemed to be acting under the orders of some
hidden chief, whom | knew only as the superhuman being who had pitched me from the window of the
cabin.

"Vincent told me that he had learned of aNew Y ork reporter staying at the Hotel Rensdale. He believed
the man's name was Burke. He told me that this reporter would certainly listen to my story; that he might
be keen enough to suggest acourse of action. So | found Burke. My story convinced him. He believed
that it would convince others. So we came out here.”

A PAUSE followed Augtin Culeth's speech. The heir's story was ended. Austin looked from man to man,



again seeking to study their expressions. Conviction was registered upon al faces with one exception.
Philo Halthorpe till looked dubious.

"Your gory, Audtin," stated the lawyer, "has the semblance of truth. But it does not account for the
murders of Lundig and Cray. Wait! Do not interrupt me!™ Austin had been about to speak. "I know that
we have only circumstantial evidenceto link those deaths with you, as the squatter on the hill.

"But oneflaw in astory"—Hathorpe smiled harshly—"leavesit open to doubt throughout. Y ou say that
you were the Dwar—that is, the pretended Dalwar—and you have accounted for all your actions. But
your story isnot complete. Tdl us, Austin, why did you fail to state that you entered the cabin to-night;
that you came down through the marsh, once more the bearded squatter -"

"| performed no such act!" exclamed Augtin.

"Then how do you account for these?" quizzed Hathorpe, picking up the hat and beard that lay upon the
table. "Two deputies are here to testify that you came upon them in the cabin. One of Rokesbury's
workmen found these on the fringe of the marsh, just outside this house."

Austin Culeth stared. For the first time, he noticed the incriminating garments. His puzzled, hunted
expression proved that he recognized them asthe very articlesthat he had worn whileliving in the cabin.

"| did not wear those to-night!" exclaimed the heir. "I lost them, the night of the fight in the cabin. They
aremine; but | did not wear them to-night.”

"Then who did?' demanded Hathorpe.

"l can answer that question,” came aquiet voice. The lawyer whedled. He stared at Professor Darwin
Shelby, who had risen. "Audtin Culeth is correct. Some one €lse wore that garb to-night.”

"Do you know the man?" snarled Halthorpe.

"Yes," replied the professor, blinking as he smiled mildly. "I was the man who wore them.”
CHAPTER XIX. THE SHADOW SPEAKS

THIS had been anight of surprises. One startling development had followed another. The unexpected
statement of Professor Darwin Shelby added to the series. Every one—Philo Hathorpe included—was
at atotd loss.

"My story isashort one," declared Shelby, holding the floor without interruption. "I must confessthat |
behaved in an eccentric manner, but"—he paused to smile as he surveyed the group—"1 do not think that
my behavior ismore erratic than searching abogland for theignisfatuus, or taking long, lonely tramps
across the country after sunset.”

Philo Halthorpe and Wildemar Brent caught the inference. They sat silent while the professor continued.

"l am ahit of acriminologist,” he declared. "I keep that fact quite to mysdlf, asarule. However, the
strange crimes that occurred within this mansion interested me deeply; particularly because | had
observed them at close range.

"To-night, while tramping through the bogland, the chill troubled me even though itsintensity had
lessened. | chanced to find mysdlf at the border of the hillside. | resolved to stroll to higher ground, to
escape the cold dampness.



"That led meto think of the squatter's cabin. | presumed that these guards would have afire there. So |
ascended the hill, intending to enter the cabin. As| neared the building, however, | redized that | might
be mistaken for an intruder instead of afriend who had come for temporary warmth.

"| paused near the rear of the cabin. | turned my dectric lantern on the ground. There | spied adight
depression in the ground; it went beneath the cabin. Though it wastoo small for aperson to enter, |
decided tolearnif it had ause. | approached with my torch. | spied black cloth beneath the frame house.
Searching closer, | uncovered these"

The professor paused to indicate the disguise that had once been worn by Austin Culeth. He picked up
the beard, held it before hisface and dropped it.

"I redized," said the bespectacled scientist, "that the supposed Dalwar had been an impostor. |
wondered if he were ill in the vicinity. Perhaps he might be spying in some other character. | wondered
what the psychologica effect would be upon him should definite evidence be established that he had
returned to his cabin.

"Brent and | go armed through the marsh. | had arevolver with me. Seized by a mad-cap mood, |
donned the disguise. | wanted to witness the effect that it would produce. | thought of the meninthe
cabin; | entered by the door. The result was startling; so much so, that | feared theimmediate
COoNseguences.

"The guards were ready to legp for their rifles. | wasforced to seize the weapons. Redlizing that | was
playing afase character, | utilized all my strength to give adisplay of the power that the squatter was
reputed to possess. | demolished the weapons.”

A PAUSE. One of the deputies growled in recollection of the scenein the cabin.

"And how hedid it!" muttered the officer. "Boy! He must have been a circus strong man when hewasa
kid."

"Then | hastened from the cabin,” resumed the professor. "I seized my lantern, which | had |eft outside. |
sped down the hill to the marsh. | picked my way through the quagmire. | was a bit excited; more so than
| had supposed. For | was on the point of stalking into this house, beard and all.

"Redlizing that such a course would create consternation, | paused on the brink of the morass and doffed
the disguise. | placed the garments and the beard beneath a convenient bush. Then | came to the door
and rang the bell. Miss Brent admitted me. That concludes the story.”

The professor had risen while speaking. He had strolled past Nicholas Rokesbury. Approaching Austin
Culeth, he extended his hand. The young man received it warmly.

"I, for one," declared the professor, "believein your sincerity. | hope that my explanation of to-night's
occurrence will solve thistrifling dilemmathat has been thrust upon you.”

"It hasl" cried Augtin. "That settles matters, Mr. Halthorpe. Y ou cannot doubt me now. But thereis till a
question that must be answered. Hector Lundig was dain; so was Merle Cray. | believe the murderer is
il near Rensdale. In fact"—the heir's eyes were flashing—"he has every reason to be among us. Who
could he be?'

Halthorpe looked warily about. Apparently, he was impressed by Austin's statement. In hisusual decisive
fashion, the lawyer felt that he must deliver some striking theory. His sharp eyesturned upon Wildemar
Brent.



"Y ou came frequently to Rensdae, Brent," challenged Hathorpe. "As| recal it, you were remarkably
prompt in your desire to purchase this house."

"Asheadquartersfor my search for theignisfatuus,” brokein Brent. "Take note of that, Hathorpe."

"A fine pretext!" snorted the lawyer. "One that enabled you to roam at large whenever you chose. Out on
the marsh—always the same story. Y ou were here, Brent"—Halthorpe's tone was accusing—"before
Hector Lundig died. Y ou werein this house the night that Merle Cray was dain. Can you explain your
actions on both those evenings—can you give your exact whereabouts on both occasions?”

"l wasin the bogland, when Lundig met desth,” declared Brent. "I wasin my room upstairs when Cray
waskilledinthecdlar.”

"The footprintsled to the marsh," sneered Hathorpe. "1 mean the ones that were found after Lundig's
murder. Asfor the death of Cray, | understand that you might have been anywhere before you appeared
inthe hdlway. Down in the cdllar, possibly, instead of in your room.”

"Y ou are accusing Uncle Wildemar of murder!” cried Dorothy.

"l am gtating," declared Halthorpe, sternly, "that he could have played the part of Smon Glogting, the
killer of Hector Lundig. Also, that he could have laid atrap for Merle Cray. | may add, after hearing
what Audtin Culeth has said, that Wildemar Brent might well have been searching for something in this
house as much asfor the will-o'-the-wisp in the marsh.

"He admits that he was tapping through the mansion. Thisvery afternoon, so Garry Logan told me, he
had taken down the portrait of Thaddeus Culeth and was searching behind it. To-night, he was planning
to stay longer in this house."

WILDEMAR BRENT was on hisfeet. Hisface, usudly pdlid, had taken on apurplishtinge. The
naturaist seemed enraged by Hathorpesinferences; yet wordsfailed him. He stood quivering, clenching
hisfigtsin an excited manner.

"A clever scheme," sneered Hathorpe. "Y ou, Brent, as Thaddeus Culeth's hidden enemy -"
"Stop!" The exclamation came from Dorothy. " Say nothing further, Mr. Hathorpe."

The lawyer paused, glowering. Dorothy turned to Rokesbury who was standing stolid as a statue, with
arms akimbo. It was to the engineer that Dorothy made her plea.

"Can't you help us?' queried the girl. "Can't you refute these accusations, Nicholas? Don't you believe
that my uncdleisinnocent?'

"l do," declared Rokesbury, suddenly. "Leave thisto me, Dorothy. Look here, Halthorpe'—the engineer
faced the lawyer, who had turned in his direction—"you are agreat hand at creating hypothetical cases
againgt people. | wonder what lies behind your odd procedure.”

"What do you mean?' snorted the lawyer.

"Just this" Rokesbury spoke steadily. "Y ou were Thaddeus Culeth's attorney. Y ou knew more about him
than Wildemar Brent did. Y ou lived in the town of Rensdae. Y our position was an idedl oneto keep
track of Thaddeus Culeth.”

"You are accusng me-"



"Of being the hidden crook? Y es. Those evening hikes of yours are more suspicious than Brent's search
for the marsh lights. Where were you the night that Hector Lundig was murdered? Somewhere out on the
countryside, so you say.

"But you could have played the part of Smon Glosting. Y ou could have fled to the causeway. Y ou didn't
show up until long after the murder. The same thing happened the night that Merle Cray waskilled. You
were out on ahike. Perhaps you were here, in this house. Perhaps you dew Cray; then fled, to show up
afterward.”

Philo Halthorpe chewed hislips. He glared with venom as he met Rokesbury's steady gaze. Then, witha
sneer, he came back with aquestion.

"How could | have been in thishouse?' asked the lawyer. "How could | have left here? Y our ideas are
absurdities, Rokesbury. Y ou made afool of yoursalf when you accused me of being the disguised
squetter. Y ou are making afool of yoursdf right now."

"I am piecing circumstances,” retorted Rokesbury, hotly. "1 see your game, Philo Hathorpe. Workingin
as Thaddeus Culeth's lawyer, you could bide your time. Y ou were pleased when Wildemar Brent bought
thishouse. Y ou saw your chance to remodd it after he left for the winter. Then you would have your
opportunity to search the place for Thaddeus Culeth's wedth a your leisure.

"Hector Lundig was suspicious. Y ou had to get rid of him. The same with Merle Cray. When | put my
men to search in the cellar, looking for evidence after Cray had died, you tried to hinder their search.
Y ou did not want people to look through this old mansion.”

Hathorpe was filled with rage. He steadied, however, as Rokesbury paused. Again, he shot his
question.

"How could I have comein hereto kill Cray?"

"How?" Rokesbury stepped forward. "I can tell you. Through that secret entrance of which Augtin Culeth
has spoken. Itsinner end is probably in the cellar. That ishow you entered. That is how you escaped.
That iswhy you objected to our search.”

"I smply saw no usein the search,” responded Halthorpe, savagely. "This attempt to make a
circumstantia case agang me-"

"Islike your accusation of me!" The hoarse challenge came from Wildemar Brent. "Rokesbury isright.
The shoeis on the other foot, Halthorpe. Y ou accused me to cover your own actions. Rokesbury has
unmasked you."

HALTHORPE was on his feet. He turned as though to make for the door. Rokesbury reached for his
gun. Thelawyer paused. Clenching hisbig fists, he looked about. He met Brent's glare; then
Rokesbury's; findly the accusing stare of Ausgtin Culeth. Then a sudden light showed on the lawyer's hard
face.

"Whereis Professor Shelby?' he demanded. "Look! He has|eft the room. He admitted apart in this
game. He could have been Simon Glosting. He never showed up here until after the desth of Hector
Lundig.

"Trying to al us, Hathorpe?' demanded Rokesbury.

"I want to question the professor,” asserted Halthorpe. "He wasin this house the night of Merle Cray's
murder. | demand that he be made to declare himself.”



"Hathorpeisright,” put in Brent, in an excited tone. "We must hear more from Professor Shelby.”

"Yes" agreed Rokesbury. "If we don't, Halthorpe will keep on passing the buck. Hurry, you
fellows'—he turned to histwo workmen— "and pass the word outside. Have them stop the professor if
he triesto leave. Then get up to the second floor. Seeif Shelby isin hisroom."

The men moved out. Silence persisted in the tapestried room. The listeners heard the workmen going to
the outer door; they heard the order called to those outside; then came the sound of Rokesbury's men
pounding up the stairs to the second floor.

"WEll hear the professor's statement,” asserted the engineer. "We will find out what he knows; and we
will weigh his statement. Before another person leaves this room, the name of the murderer will be
disclosed.”

A momentary pause; then came a sound that made all swing toward the door. Rokesbury's hand went to
his gun. It stopped there, petrified. Fixed expressions appeared on every face within the room;
countenances were frozen by the sinister whisper of aweird, chilling laugh.

There, in the door, stood afigure garbed in black. The upturned collar of aflowing cloak; the projecting
brim of adouch hat—both concedled the arrival's countenance. Only eyes were visible; eyesthat burned
like spots of fire. Gloved hands, projecting from the cloak, held looming automatics. The sight of those
guns had stayed Nicholas Rokesbury'singtinctive motion to draw hisrevolver.

"Y ou seek amurderer.” The tones of The Shadow's Sinister voice came from his hidden lips. "So you
shdl find him. Heis here, within thisroom. Hearken while | name him."

A pause of momentary silence, so tensethat it seemed never-ending. Then came the pronunciation of the
name which listeners expected. It was hissed from The Shadow's unseen lips:

"Nicholas Rokesbury!"
CHAPTER XX. THE END OF CRIME

No one stirred as The Shadow's hissed pronouncement echoed in whispers from the tapestried walls.
Steady, burning eyes, massive, menacing automatics till held the throng motionless.

Nicholas Rokesbury wasrigid, hisface had turned ashen while hisfingers were stilled upon the handle of
his revolver. Philo Hathorpe was stooped forward with hands upon the table. The lawyer's mouth was

agape.

Wildemar Brent had dumped hack in his chair. Dorothy was standing by the wall, amazement in her
expression. Austin Culeth was staring at The Shadow. He had recognized the mysterious warrior who
had conquered him in the conflict in the cabin.

Clyde Burke and the deputies formed agroup of three men who made no move. The reporter did not
have to pretend astonishment. Even though he knew The Shadow as his master, Clyde was dumfounded
at the sudden entry of his spectra chief.

All seemed to sense that further words were coming. They were correct in this conjecture. Tersely, in
steady, inflexible tones, The Shadow drove home the truth of his accusations.

"Y ou are the crook who sought Thaddeus Culeth'slife.” The Shadow's burning gaze wasfixed on
Nicholas Rokesbury. "Y ou established yoursdlf in Rensdae. Y ou gained the contract to construct the
causeway. Surrounded by hired ruffians—your workers—you bided your time until Thaddeus Culeth



died.

"Hector Lundig became an obstacle. Y ou decided to remove him. Y ou planted footprints leading to the
causaway. Y ou entered the hotd as Simon Glosting. Removing your disguising garments, you placed
them in the box that aworkman took to the causaway.

"Returning to your own character, you went to your room. Half shaven you entered Lundig's room and
dew him. Y ou dashed back to your own room and arrived as arescuer. Y ou had aready prepared the
rope of torn sheetsto indicate the pretended flight of Smon Glosting.”

A pause. The Shadow's laugh sounded as aweird whisper. The fire-eyed master had moved forward
into the tapestried room. His gaze still glowed on Nicholas Rokesbury.

"Those extra shoes were obvioudy left behind," sneered The Shadow. "They were proof that the killer
wanted histracks discovered. All the evidence showed me that the murderer wanted to lead pursuers
away from the hotdl. That made me suspect you asthekiller. Y &, a thetime, therewas till apossibility
that another might be the murderer.”

THE eyes burned toward Halthorpe then at Brent. This showed that The Shadow had once suspected
that either of them might be guilty. Then the burning optics again centered upon Rokesbury.

"| came here as Professor Darwin Shelby," hissed the merciless accuser. "The real Professor Shelby died
recently in London. | observed Austin Culeth— as the bearded Dawar—when he came to confer with
Twinddl. When Merle Cray was murdered—through his own folly—I knew the truth; Austin Culeth
could not bethekiller. The red murderer must have entered and |eft by a secret exit in the cdllar.

"I found that opening. It had been blocked but reopened. It led to the old well between this house and
the causeway. | knew that the search of your men, Rokesbury, was a pretence. Y ou had used that
passage to enter the cdllar and liein wait for Austin Culeth. Y ou wereforced to kill Merle Cray inhis
stead. Y ou left and followed your men here to the house.”

Rokesbury's face was white. The engineer's expression showed that The Shadow had divined the
absolute truth. But the grim accuser had not finished.

"| sought to prevent Austin Culeth's next visit,” declared The Shadow, in his shivering whisper. "Chance
was againgt me. Augtin Culeth entered atrap. Twinddl saved him from you, Rokesbury, but Twindell
died because of hisfathfulness. Y ou dew himin cold blood.

"Good fortune enabled Augtin Culeth to escape your men outside. When you testified to your actions,
when you expressed feigned regret at the death of Twindell, you gave yoursdlf entirely away. To cover
the fact that you had entered by the secret tunnel, you stated that you had come in by awindow in the
passage by the hal. That window— like al others except those in the locked corner room—is solid. No
one could have entered through its metd structure.”

Thiswasthe statement that brought instinctive exclamations from Philo Hathorpe and Wildemar Brent.
Both remembered Nicholas Rokesbury's explanation of his entry on the night of Twindell's desth. They
redlized that the man's own testimony—held in the prosecutor's files—was evidence of hisguilt.

"I used your passage,” concluded The Shadow. "It isopen, for dl to see. To-night, | played the part of
the bearded squatter. | brought the climax that was needed. | wanted al hereto listen to Austin Culeth;
then to learn the truth of your guilt, Nicholas Rokesbury.

"Y ou sought Thaddeus Culeth's hidden wedlth. It wasin your grasp; but you did not know it. When you



removed those tapestried panels-"

The Shadow's statement ended. With amazing swiftness, the black-cloaked accuser wheeled to the door.
His keen ears had detected approaching footsteps. Rokesbury's men, not finding Professor Darwin
Shelby, had returned. They had caught The Shadow's sinister tones; they had sensed that their chief was
introuble.

THE SHADOW'S sudden twist forestalled their surprise attack. As the two workmen sprang forward,
leveling their guns, The Shadow whirled through the doorway to meet them. His automatics delivered
tongues of flame. One thug crumpled; the other wavered. His gun arm dropped; then, with adying effort,
he sprang upon The Shadow. He clutched the black-garbed fighter with afrenzied degth grip.

Nicholas Rokesbury's game was up. Knowing it, the crook acted with sudden promptness. He yanked
hisrevolver from his hip. Wildly, he sprang toward the door. Of all the startled witnesses, one done was
quick enough to act. That was Austin Culeth.

The man who had trekked the South African veldt had given previous displays of his mighty strength. He
pounced upon Rokesbury as the fellow neared the door. Catching the man about the body, Austin sent
him spinning across the floor to thewall. Following the swift strike, Augtin again pounced forward toward
the crook.

Rokesbury responded. His head had struck athick tapestry. He was not stunned by the thump. Up came
hisrevolver. A vicious snarl hissed from hisleering lips. Then came aroaring shot. It was not from
Rokesbury's gun, however. That report was ddivered from the door.

The Shadow had hurled the dying workman aside. Swinging, he had fired with quick am. His hot bullet
had speeded straight to its gppointed mark—the heart of Nicholas Rokesbury. As Austin Culeth
completed his lunge toward the man on the floor, Rokesbury rolled sidewise, dead.

REVOLVERS barked from the great hall. The rest of Rokesbury's crew was piling into the mansion.
They had spied their fellows dead upon the floor. Thefirst of theintrudersfired wildly at the form of The
Shadow, framed in the doorway to the tapestried room.

The Shadow turned. His automatics boomed. Weaving forward, he delivered burning dugsinto the ranks
of these vicious enemies. Pretended workmen— actually ex-convicts hired by Rokesbury—went
tumbling to thefloor. Y et others came surging in behind them. The Shadow was ready for al.

Crooksfired wild shots at the vague figure that was weaving its way toward the passage to the cellar
seps. But The Shadow, swaying eusvely, was perfect in hisaim. While bulletswhistled past his
shrouded form, his automatics kept up their stinging fire. Newcomers sprawled upon thefloor. Others
went screaming, staggering from the house,

One lull enabled The Shadow to swing his emptied automatics beneath his cloak. A second brace of
wespons ddivered the fina shots. The doorway was cleared, with wounded crooks lying in the hall and
on the ground outside. But The Shadow did not choose that exit. Instead, he opened the door to the
cellar. He descended and reached an opening in abin. He entered alow, blackened tunne —the secret
way to the old well that lay between the mansion and the causeway.

THE crowd was surging out from the tapestried room. The deputies seized revolvers dropped by the first
crooks whom The Shadow had encountered. Austin Culeth had drawn arevolver of hisown; Philo
Halthorpe had seized Nicholas Rokesbury's weapon.

While Wildemar Brent and Clyde Burke were dowly following with Dorothy, Austin and Halthorpe came



back. They tossed revolvers on the table. These were the guns of Rokesbury's entire crew. The deputies
were bringing the wounded men into the hdl. Halthorpe was taking charge.

Clyde Burke st out for town to summon physicians. Austin Culeth, strained by hislong ordedl, dumped
into achair besde the table. He looked up suddenly to face Wildemar Brent and Dorothy. He spoke, in
amechanica tone.

"Y ou heard what our strange rescuer said,” declared Audtin. " Just before the fina fight—to
Rokesbury—about my father'swedlth. How Rokesbury"— Austin paused thoughtfully—"had the spoils
in hisgrasp. When hewasin thisroom -"

As Austin paused again, Brent and Dorothy looked toward the tapestried panels. The girl remembered
that Rokesbury had removed them. She turned to Austin.

"Those pands,” she began, "with the thick tapestries-"

Austin was nodding as he arose. He drew aknife from his pocket. He thrust the blade into the edge of a
thick-clothed panel. He ran the knife sidewise, upward, sidewise. The tapestry pedled back like the
cover of apaperbound book.

Fitted between the cloth of the tapestry and the mudlin that served as backing were flat sheets of paper
that gleamed with gold-inked printing. One cameloose in Austin's hands. Shaking, the heir carried it to
thetable.

"A utility bond!" exclamed Austin. "Ten thousand dollars of United Power right -"

"Worth far above par!" exclaimed Brent. "We know what your father did with the stolen wedlth he
held!"

"Every pand holdsthem,” asserted Augtin. "Those tapestries are backed with more than amillionin
gilt-edged securities. Look herel”

He was plucking new bonds from the panel that he had opened. His knife blade ripped the edges of a
second tapestry. More bonds came into view. Austin was trembling as he brought them into the light.

"Consolidated Electric!" exclaimed Brent. " Also worth more than your father invested init. Audtin, you
can restore every cent that was stolen and still have many thousands of your own!"

"Wemust tell Philo Halthorpe!" declared Augtin, suddenly. "Come! Heisoutsde."

Thetrio hurried from the room. They passed through the hall where the deputies were watching the
wounded crooks who had served Nicholas Rokesbury in hisvile schemes. The outer door was open.
They found Philo Hathorpe pacing the drive beneath the d cove light, waiting for Clyde Burke to return
with the physicians.

"Wevefound the hidden wealth!" exclamed Austin, hoarsdly. "Found it where our mysterious rescuer
indicated. In back of the tapestries of the panels.”

PHILO HALTHORPE stood dumfounded. He began to stutter his surprise. Then came acry from
Wildemar Brent. The naturdist sorang out into the drive. He stood there, pointing toward the blackness
of the swamp, beneath the siweeping beam of the distant airway beacon.

"Look!" cried Brent. "Look! At last—at last—at last! Theignisfatuus.”



"Themarsh lights," expressed Audtin, in an awed tone. "I remember seeing them herewhen | wasa

A luminous nebula of bluish light was cregping, wavering across the surface of the marsh, lessthan a
hundred yards from where the watchers stood. It was the eerie will-0'-the-wisp, that strange
phenomenon that some have termed the "Jack o' Lantern.”

Like aghostly figure, the bluelight flickered just above the boggy muck. It wastraveling mysterioudy
between the mansion and the hill. Sometimes it seemed to take the shape of agigantic human; at other
momentsit formed an elongated cloud. But dwaysit glowed with that mysterious luminosity which
science has sought unsuccessfully to explain.

In his hushed enthusiasm, Wildemar Brent forgot dl but theignisfatuus. The startling events within the
house passed momentarily from his mind. He forgot the revelations that The Shadow had made.

"If Professor Shelby were only here," said Brent. "He would understand my enthusiasm -"

The naturalist paused. He redlized that there was no Professor Darwin Shelby. He stared again toward
the mystic marsh lights. The wavering glow had reached afixed postion—ausua occurrence with the
ignisfatuus. The other watchers stared as tense as Brent. All seemed to sense that something strange was
about to happen.

Into the aura of bluish light stepped a shrouded figure. Spectrd in the cold glow, The Shadow moved
forward. The lights was wavering asit formed aluminous setting for that weird shape cloaked in black.

Then came a cregpy sound, as strange as the phenomenon of the marsh light. From the spot where the
ignisfatuus till shone came aweird, triumphant laugh. It roseto a startling crescendo. It shivered into
nothingness. The house caught the quivering echoes. Ghoulish tongues seemed to answer from gray walls,
responding to the call of amysterious master.

The watchers gasped asthey stared at the avenging figure that had become motionless againgt the
flickering blue background of the weird light. Then came a sudden fading of theignisfatuus. Complete
darkness reigned on the morass; with it was the hush of absolute silence.

Weird asthe dusive will-o'-the-wisp, The Shadow, triumphant, had vanished into the blackness of the
marsh.

THEEND



