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CHAPTERI. THE FOUR PLAYERS
"ANOTHER dedl, gentlemen?'

The question came in asuave tone. It was uttered by a shrewd-faced young man who was one of a party
of four. The men were seated at a card table; the tuxedo-clad speaker wasriffling a pack of cardsashe

spoke.

"Let'scdl it quits, Claverly," responded a second player. This man, middle-aged and portly, was pleasant
intone. "Wedock in New Y ork early tomorrow. Some deep wouldn't do usany harm.”

"All right, Mesdler," agreed Claverly. "Y ou're the heavy loser. Y ou're the one to choose."

Mesder hesitated. Claverly's statement made him think of the other players. Mesder looked acrossthe
table toward a hatchet-faced individua who was clicking a depleted stack of chips.
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"You havelost dso, Roding,” observed Mesder. "If you would like to extend the game, | am willing.”

"Not for me," growled Rodling. "I've been hooked for enough dough already. Y ou're the banker,
Claverly. Herere my chips. Cash 'em.”

As Claverly complied, Mesder turned to the fourth player. He was facing an impassive, hawk-visaged
personage who had made no comment. Messer put aformal question to the fourth player.

"How about it, Cranston?" he queried. "Do you agreethat it istime to end the game?!
"Yes" camethe quiet response.

Chipswere clatering. Roding wasturning in hissmall stack. Mesder had an even smdler pile. Cranston's
chips, however, were many and of varied colors. Claverly, eying them as he prepared to pay, realized
ingtantly that Crangton, like himself, was aheavy winner.

Dull, muffled throbs were audible dl the while. These four were aboard the ssleamship Laurentic, in
passage from Liverpool to New Y ork. The pounding of the engines accounted for the throbs, for the ship
was walowing through a heavy sea.

These four men were alone in the smoking room of the liner. It was past midnight; other passengers -
stragglers who had ventured from their cabins - had retired. Y et these four, untroubled by the roughness
of the wesather, had continued the game that they had begun earlier in the evening.

It was not surprising that the rough passage had not troubled them. During their acquai ntanceship aboard
the Laurentic, each had learned that the others were accustomed to ocean travel. Augustus Mesder, the
portly gentleman, was awedthy New Y orker who was completing avoyage around the world. Milton
Claverly, the suave young chap, was ending atrip from Audtrdia. Charles Roding, the man with the
hatchet face, had declared himsdlf to be afrequent transatlantic traveler.

The fourth member of the party - Lamont Cranston - had proven to be the most experienced voyager of
al. He had sailed every ocean and was familiar with lands which, to the others, were no more than
names.

Crangton had arrived in London just in time to board the Laurentic. He had reached the English capita
after ajourney through the heart of Africa, from Capetown to Cairo.

Accounts settled, Augustus Mesder began to comment on these facts. Settling back in hischair, the
portly man puffed at ahuge cigar and chuckled as he surveyed his companions. He seemed undisturbed
by the money that he had lost. The opportunity for alast chat was more important.

"Travelers, dl of us" commented Mesder. "It has been a pleasure to make your acquaintance,
gentlemen. It is odd, the way that people meet. Each man with his own story of the world.

"Mysdf, for instance. My trip around the world began as a pleasure journey. | had no expectation of
adventure until | decided to visit the north of India. My trip to Delhi changed everything. It was there that
| acquired the jewels of the Rgjah Sagore.

"From then on, my trip required caution. | hired guards for my journey from Delhi to Calcuttaand it was
well that | did so. Twice, attempts were made to rob me. | did not fed safe until | wasout of India."

Mesder paused to chuckle. Claverly was eying him shrewdly. Rodling was interested, although hetried to
feign indifference. Cranston, impassive, was watching the speaker with steedy gaze.



"I worked aclever trick in Calcutta,” resumed Mesder. "I engaged passage on aP O liner; then took a
boat that |eft two days earlier. That was awise course. They arrested five men aboard the P O ship
beforeit reached England. Those fellows were held as suspicious characters. It is believed that they came
aboard to rob me.

"In London, | conferred with the authorities at Scotland Y ard. They arranged for my passage aboard the
Laurentic. My jewels are safe on thisship. The New Y ork police will seethat | am protected when |
arrivetomorrow.”

Mesder paused with abeaming smile. He looked toward Cranston, as though expecting his companion
to give agtory that would equa his own. Cranston spoke, quietly.

"My experience differsfrom yours," he stated. "1 went to South Africa, prepared for adventure. | trekked
the veldt; then set forth through the jungle. | was the only white man in the expedition, until we had
passed Lake Victoria.

"Y et in my search for adventure, | found none. The entire trip lacked excitement. Danger existed; but it
never came close enough to be a menace. We bagged big game; but dwaysin easy, methodical
fashion.”

MILTON CLAVERLY smiled suavely. The contrast between the two stories amused him. Hefdt that it
was histurn to spesk; so he presented atale that differed completely from the others.

"I'vebeento alot of places" stated Claverly, "and I've had my share of adventures. | wound up in
Adeaide, Audrdia, and | had pretty well decided to remain there, until amonth ago.

"Then | received acable. It announced the death of my father. The cable wasfrom hislawyer. | was
needed back in the States. So here | am - on my way to collect alegacy. There's something of amystery
about it, asnear as| can make out."

"How s0?" inquired Meder.

"My father was reputed to be very wedthy," replied Claverly. "At onetime he just about owned the little
town of Torburg, where helived. But hislawyer informs me that the affairs of the estate were quite
involved at thetime of my father's degth.

"I'll collect aworthwhileinheritance, | suppose. But it won't be aslarge as | might have expected. | guess
my father dipped plenty when he grew old. Lost his hold on business. Poor investments, probably. But
I'll make out al right. Torburg will be my home instead of Addlaide. Twelve thousand miles apart - that's
al - and it doesn't make much difference to aman who'straveled as often as | have."

Charles Roding had risen from his chair. Steadying himself asthe boat rolled, the hatchet-faced man
growled afew brief remarks.

"I'vetraveled plenty, too," asserted Roding. "Buit it hasn't been for pleasure or adventure. Business -
that'sdl. I've got no jewels, no big game, no legacy. | don't want 'em. I'm tired of crossing this big pond
on alot of tubsthat jump around in bad weather. But I've got to do it, on account of business.

"That's my story. My idea of pleasure and adventure is holding some good handsin acard game. | didn't
get any tonight. All I did was get hooked for abunch of dough. So I'm turning into seeif | can get Six
hours deep out of the bum bunk I've paid too much for. Good night.”

Rodling stralled from the smoking room, lurching with the roll of the ship. The otherswatched his
departure. Mesder shook his head.



"Some people get very little from life," observed the portly man. "That fellow Roding isone of them. He's
not even agood loser in acard game. Well - we meet alot of histype.

"I like to keegp up acquaintanceshipsthat are worthwhile. Now that Rodling hasleft us, let me extend an
invitation to you two gentlemen. Y ou have heard me speak about the jewelsthat | acquired in India.
Probably you would like to see them."”

MESSLER paused to look from Claverly to Cranston. The former showed only mild interest; the latter
wasimpassve. Mesder chuckled at thisindifference. It pleased him.

"On Thursday night,” declared Mesder, "1 expect to invite afew chosen friendsto my home on Riversde
Drive. They will have the opportunity of viewing the gems. | should like to have both of you among the
guests. Can | count on that pleasure?’

Claverly frowned as he lighted a cigarette. He was considering the invitation, glancing toward the celling
as heflicked hismatch. Finaly, he nodded.

"I'mduein Torburg,” he said, "but | can probably arrangeto stay afew daysin New York. I'd liketo
look about town before | leave. I'll cdl my father's lawyer by long distance, to tell him that | am detained.
Yes, Mesder, | can be there on Thursday.”

"And you, Crangton?" inquired Meder.

"Suppose | cal you," responded Crangton. "'l am not yet sure of my plans. | am contemplating atrip to
Petagonia, which may offer some of the adventurethat | failed to find in Africa. But it will probably be
necessary for meto remainin New Y ork at least two weeks."

"I think | can count on you, then," decided Mesder. He arose and Cranston copied his example. "Good
night, gentlemen. Don't be surprised if you see asquad of police when you dock. They will merdly be
detailed to protect my jewels.”

Claverly was till seated when the others|eft the smoking room. The suave young man wasfinishing his
cigarette. He watched Mesder waddle from the room. He saw Cranston follow, afew moments later.

Unlike Roding and Mesder, Crangton did not experience trouble from the ralling of the ship. Acrossthe
smoking room, he caught his balance with each lurch. The same was true when he reached the

passageway.

Tdl, sweeping in stride, thistraveler from Africamoved as seadily asif he had been walking on solid
ground. He descended a stairway, followed another passage, and paused at the door of afirst-class
cabin. He unlocked the barrier and entered the darkened room.

There was aclick as Cranston drew the cord of atable lamp. Histall form showed asadim outline just
beyond the range of light. The shaded illumination revealed him stooping above abag that rested on a
rack.

Black garments cameinto view. A cloak swished over shoulders. A broad-brimmed douch hat settled
upon Cranston's head. Then came a soft, whispered laugh as the transformation was compl eted.

Lamont Cranston had become abeing of blackness. Thin gloveswere dipping over hislong-fingered
hands. His outline was that of amammoth blot.

A hand drew the light cord. The blackened figure merged with the solid darkness of the room.



The door of the cabin opened. Out stepped the sinister form that had devel oped within. Silent in tread,
this shape moved along the deserted passage. A ghostly visitant was aboard the steamship.

MEN of crime would have fatered had they seen that figure. For this being was one of whom they talked
in hushed voices. He was no haunting ghost; he was agrim redlity. This strange creature who had
replaced Lamont Cranston was The Shadow.

In places where danger lay; in spots where opportunity lured men of crime - there one could expect The
Shadow. Master of darkness, afighter who battled evil, The Shadow made it histask to thwart the
hordes of crookdom.

Suspects aboard aP O liner - radioed reports of attemptsto gain afortunein jewes - these had been
aufficient to bring The Shadow from New Y ork to Liverpool, in timeto board the steamship Laurentic.

Scotland Y ard had relied upon the strength of the ship's safe to guard Augustus Messer's gems. Men
had been stationed aboard as an added precaution. Mesder was confident that his possessions were
protected; otherwise, he would not have talked.

But dl the while, the rare gems were d so under the guard of an unseen watcher. Safes could be blown;
detectives could be shot down. But The Shadow, hisvery presence unknown, could not be eliminated.
Hewas here, ready to step in where others might fall.

The voyage was nearly ended. The Shadow, ever-watchful, had decided that the jewelswere safe. They
would reach New Y ork; they would be carried to a place of safety; but the trail would not end there. The
Shadow could judge the future aswell asthe present.

Keenly, The Shadow knew that danger lay ahead. Already he could scent the plans of scheming minds.
Before the Laurentic docked, final ways of crimewould be prepared. To learn of those arrangements
was The Shadow's present purpose.

The Shadow had dropped the guise of Lamont Cranston. In his chosen character of blackness, he was
gaking forth to learn the schemes that brewed.

CHAPTERII. TWO TALK TERMS

TEN minutes had elgpsed since Lamont Cranston had strolled from the smoking room. A man was
coming along one of the narrow passages of the Laurentic. He stopped before the door of a cabin and
unlocked it. He turned on alight switch as he entered the room. The glare showed the features of Milton
Claverly.

The young man closed the door behind him, but did not lock it. He smiled in a somewheat leering fashion
as he drew astack of billsfrom his pocket and deposited the money upon atable.

Forgetting hiswinnings for the moment, Claverly doffed coat and vest and walked to awardrobe in the
corner of the cabin.

The door of the wardrobe was open. Claverly hung the garments on a coat hanger and dammed the door
as heturned away to remove his necktie and collar. The door of the wardrobe bounced open: theroll of
the ship swung it toward the wdl. As Claverly turned, he saw the door hanging there asif glued in
position.

The ship lurched; the door wavered. It till remained open. Claverly shrugged his shoulders. He
wondered why the door did not swing shut again, but he had no time for such trifles. He gathered up the



winningsthat lay on the table and stuffed the billsin his pocket. Hardly had he done so before a cautious
knock sounded at the door of the cabin. Claverly strode over and opened the door.

Roding entered. The sharp-faced man glowered as he closed the door behind him. He shot the bolt; then
looked at Claverly, who was smiling in sophisticated fashion.

"Well?' growled Roding, by way of query, "what did you find out?"
"Not much,” responded Claverly, as helighted acigarette. "Mesder |eft shortly after you did.”
"Yeah?' Roding's voice was gruff. "Then how about that dough | was hooked for."

"Hooked?' quizzed Claverly. "I don't like the word, Rodling. It'sapoor way for afellow to tak. Thefault
was your own. Y ou don't know how to play cards.”

"Maybe | don'," retorted Roding, "but aguy that can dide the pasteboards the way you do - well, aguy
like you don't need luck. Y ou're acard sharp; there's no use arguing that point. Come on. Divvy."

"That's not in our arrangements.”
"No?Wadl, it wasn't arranged for you to fool around and get nowhere with Mesder."

CLAVERLY amiled. He blew acloud of smoke and eyed Rodling narrowly. The door of the wardrobe
was gtill open and wavering with each pitch of the ship. Claverly did not noticeit; nor did Roding.

"Let'sget things Sraight, Roding,” suggested Claverly, in atonethat had a smooth purr. Y ou and | met
aboard this steam ship - strangers until we had |eft Liverpool - and we made an acquaintanceship. Am |
right?'

"Yegh"

"Last night" - Claverly seemed reminiscent - "you paid me an unexpected visit in this cabin. On that
occasion, you were equipped with abusinesdike revolver. Y ou said you had come to demand a
showdown. | did you the honor of thinking you were a detective.

"WEell - maybe| look like one."
"Y ou didn't gppear dumb enough.”
"Lay off the hokum. Listen here, Claverly; we came to an agreement about -"

"l am about to mention that point, Roding. | merely want to make the details plain before we continue.
Last night, after | withdrew my theory that you were a detective, you insisted that | wasacrook. You
dtated that | was after Augustus Mesder'sjewels.”

"That'swhat | said, and | meant it."

Claverly smiled. He eyed Roding carefully. There was a smoothness to Claverly's countenance that the
hatchet-faced visitor could not match. Claverly proceeded.

"Y ou jump to conclusions, Roding," he said. "First, you decided that my luck at cards proved meto bea
sharper. That meant that | must be acrook. Next, | was friendly with Mesder. That proved that | was
out to trim him. Findly, you knew that | had come to England on the P O liner that Mesder had planned
to board at Calcutta.”



"That'sright,” added Roding. "The ship that had a bunch of crooks aboard.”

"Exactly,” agreed Claverly, "and those suspects are now held by Scotland Y ard. I am not among them. |
am traveling fredy on the high seas. Which proves-"

"That you're wiser than those guys they grabbed in England. Too wisefor Scotland Y ard; but not wise
enough to fool Hatch Roding. Get thet, Claverly?!

"Y our nickname isagood one, Hatch," observed Claverly. "1t makes you appear to be exactly what you
clamto be- aNew York crook. | admire your frankness, Hatch. After you accused me of being a
crook you admitted that you were one yoursdlf.”

"Surel did. Why shouldn't I? We're birds of the same feather, Claverly.”

THE young man smiled. His suave expression indicated an agreement with Roding's statement; but
Claverly did not commit himsdf with words. Roding caught the implication.

"Quit the hokum," ordered the hatchet-faced man. "All that countsis onething: we'd both like to grab
thosejewedsof Mesder's. That's agreed, ain't it?"

"Yes," admitted Claverly, "I must confessthat the rgah's gemsintrigue me. However, | had not formed
any plansfor obtaining them. Mesder iswelcometo them.”

"Sour grapes,” growled "Hatch. "Y ou ran into the sametrouble | did. Couldn't figure away to snatch the
swag. The jewels are safe aboard thistub. But after we get to New Y ork, it'll be different.”

"Yes, youwill beinyour own territory. Y ou will have the opportunity that you need. But my position will
be quite different. Assuming that | did want Mesder'sjewes, New Y ork would be the last place that |
could get them.”

"But | said we could team up -"

"And that iswhat surprised me. Here, aboard ship, our positions are equa. We could be of useto each
other. Butin New York, dl isin your favor. | an usdess"

"So that'sit, en?" Understanding showed on Rodling's sharp countenance. "'Y ou've been thinking things
over Sncelag night?'

"I have," answered Claverly, in adry tone.

"Well, do some new thinking," ordered Hatch. "L ook at it thisway. Y ou've made friendswith Mesder.
Y ou can work from theinsde. All you need isthe mob to comein and grab the jewelswhen you give the
sgnd. It'sasat-up.”

"Yes," agreed Claverly, "1 admit that my position would be agood one. | could work from theinside; you
from the outsde. Nevertheless, the proposition has one fault.”

"What'sthat?'
"It sounds too good.”
"How do you mean?"

"Theterms. A fifty-fifty split. Rather a generous concession on your part, Roding. Y ou could hire another
inddemanfor alot less”



Rodling had begun to scowl; his expression changed as Claverly's satement ended. Roding had an
answer. He gaveit, frankly.

"Ligten, Claverly," he asserted, "there's two reasons why we ought to go fifty-fifty. First, because you're
the best person | could get for theinside job. Second, because either one of us could queer the other.

" Suppose you worked from the inside and snagged those jewels by yourself. I'd know what you were
doing. | could take the swag away from you afterward. See? And suppose | came busting in with ajob
of my own. Y ou could gumiit, couldn't you?

"Well - thereésthelay. There's only one answer. Teamwork. A divvy. Therésno catch to it. We talked
things over last night. What we decided on - well, it goes. That'sall.”

CLAVERLY conddered it. Roding watched him light a second cigarette from the sump of thefirst. Then
came ahdaf minute of thought on Claverly's part. Finaly, the young man spoke.

"All right, Hatch," he said. "Y ou'll go after those jewels anyway. So we might aswell talk turkey. You
figurethat | can be around when Mesder showsthe gemsto hisfriends.”

"Y eah. Y ou're going to be there. That's your part of the Job. Get it?

"Very wdl. | suppose you will be watching to seethat | take the opportunity.”
"Yeah. Youll haveto grab the first chance you get, or tell me the reason why."
"I'vefound that chance."

"Y ou have? When?'

"Thursday night."

"Y ou mean -"

"Meder taked after you left the smoking room," explained Claverly. "He spoke to Cranston and mysdif.
Heinvited usto vist hishome on Thursday night. We areto view thergah'sjewes.”

"Say!" exclamed Hatch. "That makesit dl jake!"

"Under the circumstances,” added Claverly, "'l shall remainin New York. | shal probably meet Mesder
off and on before Thursday. Of course, | shall express anxiety about getting back to Torburg.”

"That'sagood gall," agreed Hatch. "But don't overplay that talk about your father's estate.”
"Why not?'

"Because some smart dick might look into it."

"What if he does?"

"Well, he might find out that it was hokum.”

"Butitisnt." Claverly delivered abroad smile. Y ou made abad guess, Hatch, when you thought that |
was passing out aphony line."

"Y ou mean you redly are coming into a pile of dough when you get to Torburg?'



"Precisdy. The estate will not belarge; but it actudly exigts. That'swhy I'm coming infrom Audtrdia.”
"And you heard about Mesder jewels when you were aboard the P O ship?!
IIYSII

"Say" - Hatch paused to chuckle in commending fashlon - "there ain't any guy but you for theinsgde
work. You've got astraight story. Y ou can back it up. Mesder'sinvited you to hisplace. It's sweet.”

The chuckle continued as Hatch turned toward the door. His hand on the knob, Hatch ddivered a
parting statement.

"Don't worry about the dough | lost tonight,” he said. "Keep your winnings. It was worth it. We know
how to get in touch with each other after we reach New Y ork. We talked over the job last night.

"WEéll pull it just aswe planned. The guys outside, waiting for the Sgnd. Y ou give thetip and act like you
were surprised like everybody elsein thejoint. Thursday night - that's set. Unless something goes sour.”

HATCH unbolted the door and departed. Claverly puffed his cigarette dlone. Turning, he strolled to the
wardrobe and took out his coat and vest. Donning the garments, he folded the coat collar around his
neck. It was plain that he intended to take a short stroll on an upper deck, asarelief from the stuffiness
of smoking room and cabin.

Claverly gtrolled out. He closed the cabin door behind him, but did not lock it. Thiswas proof that he
would return within afew minutes.

Silencereigned in the room where the light still burned. The door of the wardrobe wavered.

Timed to adight roll of the ship, the door swung shut. Thiswasthefirst timethat it had acted in such
fashion. The explanation came amoment later when blackness moved from between the wardrobe and
thewall.

Blackness became aliving shape. Materidizing from the darkened area, the figure of The Shadow grew
into being. Tall and snigter, the cloaked form moved silently across the cabin and paused by the outer
door. Then came a soft whisper.

A ghilant laugh, confined to the limits of the cresking cabin. That was The Shadow's aftermath to the
conversation that he had overheard. The Shadow had reached this cabin ahead of Milton Claverly. From
aplace of concealment, he had heard dll.

The door of the cabin opened. Thetall shape glided into the corridor. The door closed.

A few minutes later, Claverly returned. The door of the wardrobe was swinging free. The young man
pushed it open so that he could hang up his coat and vest. Then he closed the door. Thistime it remained
shut.

Two had talked terms within this cabin. Those terms had concerned Augustus Mesder'sjewels. The
gems, though safe aboard the Laurentic, would be in jeopardy on Thursday night. Crime lay in the offing.
When it came, The Shadow would be ready.

CHAPTER IIl. THURSDAY NIGHT

THE Laurentic had docked. Thursday night had arrived. Augustus Mesder was a homein hisRiversde
Drive gpartment. Thiswas the evening scheduled for the display of thergah'sgems.



Mesder lived on the fourth floor of an imposing gpartment house. Situated on an eminence above the
river, this building appeared lofty from the Drive. Observed from the streets above, it nestled against the
gde of the hill and logt its high proportions.

From that direction, where thorough-fares were seldom fregquented, approach to the gpartment house
was an easy matter. A side entrance - afire tower - both offered opportunity for easy accessto the
building.

It was on one of the rear streets that a coupe had stopped. Two men, in the darkness of the car, were
talking inlow voices. Their conversation ended as a sihbilant whisper came from the street side of the
coupe.

Ingtructions followed, ddlivered in astrange, uncanny voice. Then blackness detached itself from the sde
of the car. Streetlights reveded aglimpse of afleeting form that moved away in ghostlike fashion. After
that, blackness done was dominant.

The two men stepped from the car and followed in the direction that the phantom shape had taken.

These two were Harry Vincent and Cliff Mardand. Aides of The Shadow, they had driven to this spot,
there to await ingtructions. The Shadow had investigated the methods of approach to Mesder's
gpartment. He had given his agents orders, to post them in strategic places.

THE SHADOW reached the fire tower. He ascended. The only traces of his passage came when he
passed lighted bal conies that indicated the floors of the building. There hisform materiaized momentarily,
only to fade when he continued his ascent.

The Shadow reached the fourth floor.

There were two entrances to Mesder's gpartment. The one that led to the kitchen was Situated near the
fire tower. The other entrance was further aong the hal. The Shadow chose the kitchen entrance. He
passed through the kitchen and came to a deserted living room.

There was a door opposite. It was gar. The Shadow could hear the sound of voices. He approached
and peered within. He saw Mesder talking with Milton Claverly; the two werein aroom that wasfitted
likeastudy. Evidently Claverly had been thefirst of the gueststo arrive.

The Shadow listened to snatches of conversation; then came an interruption - the buzz of the bell at the
front door of the gpartment. The Shadow turned and glided quickly across the living room. He chose the
path through the dining nook; here he paused.

Mesder had come from the study and was on hisway to answer the door. The Shadow could hear the
opening of the barrier. VVoices followed and two men appeared, following Mesder back to the sudy. The
Shadow, gazing from his secluded corner, recognized the visitors.

Both were from headquarters. One was Detective Joe Cardona. A stocky, swarthy-faced individua,
Cardonawas recognized as an ace among dicks. Hewas at present serving in the capacity of acting
ingpector. His presence here meant that Mesder had decided that police protection would be necessary
when thergiah's jewels were displayed.

Cardonas companion was Detective Sergeant Markham, who frequently accompanied the ace when
Cardona needed an aide.

Asthethree men - Mesder and the deuths - went into the study, The Shadow laughed softly. Histones
were not audible beyond the confines of the dining nook.



Thearrival of these representatives of the law introduced anew element into the Situation. Apparently,
Mesder had arranged for Cardonaand Markham to arrive before the guests appeared. Claverly,
however, had come early. He happened to be present for whatever conference was under way.

Thisfact afforded opportunity to The Shadow. Instead of returning across the living room, to listen in at
the study door, The Shadow remained in the dining nook. Swiftly, he divested himsdlf of hat and cloak.
He stowed these garmentsin asmall curtained cupboard; to them, he added a brace of automatics.

When he again faced the soft light that came from the living room, The Shadow was in the guise of
Lamont Cranston.

With long strides, The Shadow crossed the kitchen and went into the outer hall. He moved to the main
door of the apartment and rang the bell.

There was a short pause; then the door opened and Mesder appeared. The host appeared relieved to
observe that the guest was Cranston.

"HELLO," said Mesder. "I hoped it would be you, Cranston. | had not expected anyone to be here so
soon."

"l anthefirg?" camethe quiet question.

"Er - n0" - Mesder hestated - "Claverly ishere dready. | - well, we have awhileyet, and | think you
had better come into the study. We have a sort of conference going on.”

"Between you and Claverly?!

"Not exactly. Claverly just happened to be here. Other persons are concerned. It will beal right for you
to join us, Cranston. By theway - whereisyour hat and coat?"

"At the Cobalt Club." A thin smile showed on Crangton'slips. "The night wasmild, so | strolled outside
without them. Stanley - my chauffeur - happened to come aong with the limousine, so | stepped aboard
and came here"

Mesder was conducting Cranston across the living room. They reached the door of the study as
Cranston's statement was completed. They entered. Cranston seemed mildly surprised to see Joe
Cardona and Markham.

The headquarters men knew Cranston. He was afriend of the former acting police commissoner,
Wainwright Barth; he was aso acquainted with Ralph Weston, the present commissioner, who was back
a hisold job again.

Mesder had evidently told Cardonathat Cranston was among the guests; for the detective did not show
surprise as he shook handswith the arrival.

The men seated themsealves about the study. Mesder took a chair behind adesk; Claverly was close by.
Cranston sat down near Cardona and Markham. Like the others, he waited for Mesder to speak.

"Let meresume,” said Meder. "I havetimeto give Mr. Cranston a brief explanation of what is
impending. Since he knows you, Cardona, he has probably guessed that you are here on account of the
rgah'sjewes.

"Thejewds, Crangton, arein that saf€" - Mesder pointed toward a strong-box set in the wal of the study
- "and | intend to bring them out after al my guests have arrived. In the meantime, | - well, | have



become a bit concerned about the gems, | thought - or better, suspected - that there might be danger
here tonight.

"So | arranged for protection. These two men” - he indicated Cardona and Markham - "will station
themselves herein the study, to be ready in case any trouble may occur. | decided - when Claverly
arrived early - that it might be well to take certain personsinto our confidence.

"Claverly isone; you are the other. | have revolvers here' - Mesder paused to bring the weapons from
the desk drawer - "and if it isall right with Cardona, | shal have you two men equip yourselveswith
these guns. Isthat satisfactory, Cardona?’

"All right," responded Cardona. "But don't say anything to the rest of the guests.”

"Certainly not," agreed Mesder. "1 shdl have arevolver of my own. Wethree will bein theliving room;
Cardonaand Markham will remain here. Of course, gentlemen” - thiswasto Cranston and Claverly -
"we must not use our weapons except in case of emergency. Should any marauders appear here, | fed
sure that Cardonaand Markham can ded with them.”

KEEN eyeswere upon Milton Claverly while Augustus Messler was speaking. Those were the eyes of
The Shadow, peering from the masklike countenance of Lamont Cranston.

The Shadow knew that a brief conference had been held prior to his appearance as Cranston. Hence he
was not surprised to note that Claverly appeared unperturbed.

In fact, the young man from Australia was more suave than usual. He chanced to speak to Mesder while
The Shadow's eyes were watching him. Unconscious of the critica gaze, Claverly appeared completely
at ease. The part that he was playing seemed quite in accord with Mesder's plans.

The discussion continued. Messer had chosen the study as the best place for Cardona and Markham to
be stationed. Whilein thisroom, the men of thelaw could guard the safe. Later, they would hold a
commanding position, for the study door gave aview of the outer door of the apartment and a portion of
the dining nook.

Claverly waslistening to Mesder's plans. Accepted as a confidant by hishost, Claverly had become an
inside man on both games. He knew that araid was coming; he aso knew what steps were being taken
should maraudersvigt this place tonight.

The Shadow, in turn, knew the plans that had passed between Claverly and Roding, aboard the
Laurentic. Thethin smile that showed upon Lamont Cranston's lipswas the only reflex of the thoughts
that were passing through The Shadow's keen brain.

Upon Claverly depended the sgnd for theraid. It would be impossible for Claverly to get word to
Rodling that the police were here. Y et Claverly could easly offset the efforts of the law by smply
withholding the required signd. That, at least, would mean stalemate. Cardona and Markham waiting
within; crooks lurking without; no meeting between the opposing forces.

But did Claverly intend to forego the sgnd? Something in the man's easy manner had impressed The
Shadow. Those keen eyesthat stared from the visage of Lamont Cranston were unflinching in their
steady survey. The Shadow could observe something that others did not notice - a tenseness that
Claverly showed in spite of his apparent esse.

A BUZZER sounded. More guestswere arriving. Messer arose from his chair and indicated the door.
Hewaited until Cranston and Claverly had walked into the living room. Then hefollowed. He closed the



door of the study behind him, leaving Cardona and Markham on guard with the gems.

Mesder admitted his guests. They werethefirgt of severa arrivals who camein quick successon. All
were wedlthy men, friends of Mesder's.

Half an hour after the conference had ended, there were a dozen guests seated about Mesder'sliving
room. This completed the expected quota.

Interest wasintheair. All were anxiousto seethe rgah'sjewes. Mesder decided to end the impatience
of hisguests. He entered the study and was gone for afew minutes.

When he returned, he was carrying along, flat box. Thiswas the receptacle that held the jewelsfrom
India

Men gathered about. Exclamations sounded as Mesder opened the box to reveal adazzling display of
gems. Blood-red rubles, sparkling sapphires and deep-green emerads vied in resplendent beauty.

After the first ingpection, the throng spread dightly. Guests listened while their host began to display the
jewels one by one, giving abrief history of each stone as he showed it.

Milton Claverly was standing by the window. Keen eyes watched the young man raise the sump of a
cigarette to obtain another light. The Shadow, watching, knew that the action could be viewed by anyone
outside the gpartment building.

Claverly flicked the ssump from the window, turning in that direction as he did so. His gaze steadied off
toward the Drive, to the lights that followed the line of the Hudson River. From below, quartered in the
seclusion of the side street, any watcher could have noted Claverly's procedure.

A smilewasfirm on thelips of Lamont Cranston. In this guise, The Shadow was ready to thwart the
attack that he knew must follow. For Claverly's action meant one thing only: The inside man had passed
the sgnal that wasto bring in workers of crime.

CHAPTER IV. THE SHADOW'S PART

MINUTES passed after Claverly'ssignd. Thetime period had no effect upon Augustus Mesder. The
owner of thergah'sjewelswas continuing with his description of the gems. His guests were listening with
quiet interest.

Milton Claverly had strolled away from the window. He had crossed the room and was standing on the
far Sde, closeto the door of the study.

Lamont Cranston, however, had made no move. He wasin the place that he had originally taken. He
wasjust around the corner from the dining nook.

This spot suited The Shadow for the present. It gave him acommand of the outer door. It also enabled
him to flank the dining nook. One of those two entrances must be used by the expected raiders. The
Shadow held a position that was quite as effective as the study door where Cardona and Markham
lingered.

Keenly, The Shadow was watching Claverly; yet the young man did not notice the eyes that were upon
him. Claverly, where he stood, was out of sight of both Cardona and Markham. He, too, could watch
both entrances.

It was plain to The Shadow that Claverly did not know from which direction the crooks would enter.



That was not surprising. The conversation aboard the Laurentic had indicated that Claverly would handle
the insde job done, leaving the actual robbery to the crooks whom Roding headed.

Hence The Shadow was watching Claverly, knowing that the insde man would show some change of
expression when the crooks arrived. It was not necessary for The Shadow to gaze toward either door.

Strain had begun to show on Claverly's countenance. There was areason. Although men from
headquarters were present, Claverly had given the signal. He had set atough task for the crooks who
would soon be due.

Did Claverly think that Roding's band could overpower the watching detectives? Did he fear to postpone
the sgnd for theraid, thinking that he might incur Roding's antagonism? Did he fed that he might be
caled to accounting, should theraid fail?

So far asthe crooks were concerned, Claverly could pretend that he had not known of the detectivesin
the study. On the contrary, he was running arisk of exposureif the raid went wrong.

In hisanalyss of Claverly, The Shadow had given the young man credit for being asmooth worker. The
Shadow was sure that Claverly must have had reason for giving the sgna in spite of the difficultiesthat
would confront Roding'sraiders.

The glint of The Shadow's eyes; the firm, unchanging smile that showed on hisfixed lips- these werethe
only indications of The Shadow's thoughts. The Shadow was gaining a definite concluson. He knew that
Claverly had chosen to play abold game; that the young man was uncertain as to the outcome.

Succeeding seconds seemed to mark their effect upon Claverly's demeanor. For thefirst time, theinside
man was showing red worriment.

THEN came achange. There was a creaking sound from the dining nook, a noise which The Shadow
heard. Something must have been visble there o, for Claverly's eyes had turned in that direction.
Mesder, talking to his guests, was not aware that enemies were approaching.

Claverly shifted nervoudy. The Shadow turned. At the same instant, a big, rough-faced raider stepped
into view from the dining nook. He was followed by two others. A growled voice made Mesder and the
guests turn toward the speaker.

"Stick ‘em up!" came the order, backed with revolvers. "Keep your mitts high! Drop them jools and back
up agang thewdl!"

Mesder obeyed. His guests copied his example. The Shadow saw Claverly feign total surprise, asthe
young man raised his hands aong with the others. But The Shadow's hands were not lifted. Hisright,
going to the pocket of histuxedo coat, was drawing the revolver that Mesder had given him.

The raiders had not noted the tall form of Lamont Cranston. When the leader swung in that direction, he
stopped short at the sight of the revolver which suddenly covered him. The man uttered agrowl,
cdculated to bring hisfdlowsto hisaid. But before they could turn, an answering chalenge came from
across the room.

Cardonaand Markham were springing into view. At sight of the detectives, the crooks knew that the
trap had closed. Sullen faces glowered as horny fists dropped guns upon the floor. Caught between
Cranston and the men of the law, these raiders had no chance to fire asingle shot.

Mesder sprang to guard hisjewels. His guests formed a group behind him. The revolver dropped back
into Crangton's pocket while Cardona and Markham forced the three crooks off in the direction of the



study.

"Soit'sMike Tocson, en?" Cardonawas speaking as he eyed the leader of the three crooks. "Brought in
acouple of gorillasto see what you could grab. Wl - you won't be fencing that stuff. Y ou'll be doing a
turn up the river. We've got the goods on you. This makes you afourth offender, Mike. Looks like you'l
gtay in the big house when you get there.”

The mobleader snarled aretort. His face was venomous; but he knew too well that Cardona would stop
him if hetried to make a bresk.

Mesder and his guests|ooked on with interest as the crooks backed away from the guns of the
detectives. None noted Cranston's actions - not even Claverly.

Thetal globe-trotter had played his part in aiding Cardonaand Markham. Quietly, he had strolled away.
He had entered the dining nook and passed from view. The Shadow had played his part as Lamont
Cranston. He was preparing - for some reason - to resume the guise of The Shadow.

"Get in that room," barked Cardona, thrusting the muzzle of hisgun againgt Tocson'sribs. "Get in there -
the three of you -"

The detective stopped short as Tocson laughed hoarsely. The man was staring beyond Cardona, looking
straight toward the outer door of the apartment. Backing, Cardona swung in that direction. Hisaction
was ingtinctive. The door had opened with Tocson's laugh.

Coming through the doorway was a new squad of three desperadoes. The crooks had worked adouble
game. One crew had come through the kitchen; the other had headed for the main door. Thefirst raiders
had been nabbed; the second group, by their delay, had arrived to rescue them.

AS Cardona and Markham wheeled to meet these new enemies, Tocson and his two gorillas pounced
upon the two detectives. Down went Cardonaand Markham. The new crooks sent the guests cowering
toward the wdls. Only Mesder, drawing hisrevolver, was ready to fight in this emergency.

A gun swung toward him; the leader of the new raiders was ready to fire.

Then camethefirst shot. It roared from an unexpected quarter - the entrance of the dining nook. The
shot was delivered from an automatic held in ablack-gloved fist. With the burst came the jeering tones of
an unearthly laugh. The mobleader went sprawling, unableto fireat Mesder.

Cardona and Markham were milling with Tocson and the two gorillas. But the other pair of crooks at the
door were ready for the menace. They saw it before asingle guest could turn toward the dining nook.
They knew the foe with whom they had to deal. The Shadow!

The shot - the laugh - these were the tokens of the ominous presence. The sight of atall being garbed in
black brought frenzied criesfrom the crooks at the outer door. Simultaneoudy, the two men aimed at the
gnigter figure that had appeared asif from nowhere. They wanted to get The Shadow before he could
loose new shots.

Revolvers cracked. Bullets zizzed wide of their mark; for the crook's shots came in haste. A split-second
later, tongues of flame roared from both automatics. Stabbing shots found their marks. Thefrenzied
gorillas staggered. The Shadow whirled.

His action waswell timed. Tocson, battling with Cardona, had wrested away the detective'sgun. A
revolver gained, the mobleader was making a desperate effort. The Shadow, then Cardona. Such was
Tocson's plan.



But The Shadow had foreseen attack from the corner of the room. His quick whirl flashed the crimson
lining of hisblack cloak. His action was not amere turnabout. In his speedy move, The Shadow went
sweeping out into the center of the room, heading toward the outer door where sprawled raiders lay
helpless.

It was thisfast action that saved The Shadow. For Tocson, most desperate of al the raiders, wasthe
surest shot of the lot. Had The Shadow remained stationary, he would have been a perfect target for
Tocson'sfire. But his sweeping whirl was something that the mobleader had not anticipated.

THE revolver barked as Tocson swung hisaim. Shots sped close to the moving target, but they failed to
nick the traveling form in black. Tocson's bullets thudded into the walls. Two shots were wide; the third
went high as The Shadow's form suddenly faded toward the floor.

Then came the answering report. It was a perfect shot from The Shadow's right-hand gun. Tocson,
linked with Cardona, offered a difficult target. Only the mobleader's right arm and shoulder were certain
marks for The Shadow to find.

The bullet from the automatic lodged in Tocson's shoulder. The mobleader dumped. Cardona knocked
the revolver from the felow's grasp.

A gorillagrasped Markham's gun as his companion twisted the detective sergeant toward the floor. The
crook aimed for The Shadow. Hewastoo late. Again an automatic thundered. The gorilla succumbed.

Then came another shot. It dropped the last gorilla as he was about to pound Markham's head against
thewall. The crippled crook rolled on the floor. Cardona and Markham, rising, grabbed their guns. They
looked for The Shadow. He was gone.

Swiftly, The Shadow had swung out into the hall. He expected reserves. He encountered them. Some
were coming from the fire tower; others from a passage that led to aside stairway. As The Shadow

appeared, gorillas stopped to aim.

Then came shots from behind them. Crooks whedled. Cliff Mardand and Harry Vincent had separated;
each had followed one group of crooks. The Shadow's laugh sounded weirdly through the hallway ashis
automatics opened their quick staccato. Gorillas sprawled and dived for cover.

One opening attracted them. This was the door to Mesder's kitchen. They took it, to avoid The
Shadow's shots; to escape thefire that his agents were delivering from the rear. But thisled theminto a
new trap that had formed during The Shadow'sfire.

Plunging into Mesder's dining nook, the crooks were met by the fire of Cardonaand Markham. Two
gorillasfel; the others dropped their guns and raised their arms. Surrender to the law was better than
another hopd essfight with The Shadow.

Sweeping adong the hall, The Shadow had neared the fire tower. With one quick movement, he drew off
hat and cloak. He hissed an order; Cliff Mardand stepped into view. The Shadow thrust hisblack garb
into his agents arms. The autometi cs accompanied the cloak and hat.

Cliff turned and headed down the fire tower. Harry Vincent, at the end of the side passage, had also
heard The Shadow's command. He took to the stairway. The agents were hurrying back to their coupe.
The Shadow, again in the guise of Lamont Cranston, was ready to return to Messer's apartment.

He chose the door through the kitchen. Carrying the revolver that Mesder had given him, he came
through the dining nook to find Cardona and Markham covering the last of the raiders. Mesder and



Claverly had dso drawn their revolvers. They were standing by.

CLAVERLY'S suavity had returned. There was nothing in his manner to show disappointment because
theraid had failed. He was working with the law, like Mesder and Cranston. Safe with thewinning side,
he showed no sign of trepidation.

Despite the number of raiders, there was one absentee. That man was Hatch Roding. Apparently, he had
|eft thisjob to lesser crooks. Gorillas were sullen; the only one who might speak was Mike Tocson,
glowering wounded from the floor.

With prisoners guarded by Markham, Mesder, Claverly and Cranston, Joe Cardonaturned to quiz the
crippled mobleader. Tocson had crawled aong the floor and was glaring upward in defiance. Before
Cardona could question him, Tocson'sleft arm came up.

A revolver glittered. It was Tocson's own wegpon. He had reclaimed it from the floor. Finger on trigger,
the mobleader aimed for Joe.

Then came two reports. One was the crackle of the .32 that Mesder had given Crangton. It camefird. It
dropped Tocson's arm and stopped the rogue's shot.

Then came the burst of Cardonas revolver. It was abelated shot. But Cranston's prompt aim had saved
Joeslife. The detectivefired ingtinctively, even though Tocson's arm was dropping. The mobleader
sprawled, dying. His chance to speak was ended.

Two hours later, ablue light glimmered in the corner of ablack-waled room. The Shadow wasin his
sanctum. His soft laugh sounded through the room.

AsLamont Cranston, The Shadow had received congratulations for his effort in behaf of the law.
Presumably, he had been trapped with other guests; like Mesder and Claverly, he had been ready at the
finish,

The mysterious arrival and departure of The Shadow was unexplained. Crooks - dead, wounded and
captured - had been removed from Mesder's gpartment. The jewels were safe, with police on guard.
Tomorrow, they would be put in a safe-deposit box.

Guests had departed, among them Milton Claverly. The young man - like Lamont Cranston - had been
commended for hisaid. He was going back to Torburg. Nothing had been said that might have
connected him with the frustrated robbery.

The Shadow's hand began to write beneath the light. Coded words, inink of vivid blue. Deft fingers
folded the completed message. Again, The Shadow laughed. He had completed ingtructions to his agent,
Harry Vincent.

For The Shadow sensed that crime was not ended. Hatch Rodling was till at large. Milton Claverly had
left unmolested. While those two were active, The Shadow intended to keep waich. The paths of
Claverly and Rodling had crossed aboard the Laurentic. Perhaps those paths would cross again.

Cliff Mardand would seek traces of Roding in New Y ork; Harry Vincent would watch Claverly in
Torburg. For The Shadow could foresee another meeting between Roding and Claverly. When that time
came, wherever the place, crime would be concerned.

CHAPTER V. THE LAWYER SPEAKS

"WEL COME back to Torburg, Milton."



The speaker was afirm-faced, gray-haired man who had risen from behind a mahogany desk. Hisgrip
was forcible as he shook hands with Milton Claverly. Thiswas Louis Vandrow, the Torburg attorney
who represented the Claverly estate.

Seating himsdlf opposite the lawyer, Milton lighted a cigarette and began to smoke while he waited for
Vandrow to speak again. The attorney was busy with afile of documentswhich evidently pertained to
the estate.

Thewindow of the office gave forth agood view of Torburg. A town of scattered dwellings, the
community gppeared to be enjoying an afternoon sesta. Milton Claverly smiled as he studied the vista
that the window offered.

Torburg had no railroad. Hence the town had spread out in anatural fashion. The central district was
nestled in adepression that lay between doping hills. The building that housed this office was on the
outskirts.

Rising, Milton strolled to the window and viewed the town for a beginning. He saw the old hotel that had
existed since stagecoach days. He noted the cluster of storesthat he remembered since childhood. He
turned his gaze toward residences that were situated among trees. He could not see hisfather's house, for
it was past adope; but on the intervening rise of ground he observed a structure that was new to him.

THIS was arounded tower, someforty feet in height. It was built of stone; and its walls were tapering.
There was adoor at the bottom; but the tower was windowless until near the top. There, Milton saw an
eight-sded belfry, which had ditsfor openings. The tower was capped by alarge, octagond cupolathat
topped off the belfry.

"Admiring the bell-tower?’

The question came from Vandrow, who had finished with the papers. A smile showed on the lawyer's
rugged face. Milton nodded.

"Who built it?" he questioned.
"Your father," replied Vandrow.

"He built that crazy tower?" Milton shook his head in apuzzled fashion. "No wonder helost so much
money. What was hisidea?'

"A gift tothetown,” replied Vandrow. "There had been talk of amonument upon that dope. Impossible
suggestions were made regarding it. So your father settled the matter by building the bell-tower for the
community.”

"Why did he pick on abell-tower?"

"Somewhim, | suppose. Y our father was aman of original ideas. He had made money. It was hisright to
spend it as he chose.”

"Maybe," grunted Milton. "But he might have left moreto his heirsthan he did. Don't let that statement
midead you, Mr. Vandrow" - Milton paused as he added the additional comment - "because I'm not
thinking of mysdf done. Whether or not | shared in the estate would have made no difference.

"It'ssmply my opinion that abell-tower like that oneisasensdessidea. I'm not saying that to criticize my
father; | merely mention it to back up my theory that he must have dipped abit during his later years.”



"Y ou arewrong, Milton,” returned Vandrow, shaking his head, "entirely wrong. Y ou were not here when
your father died. Y ou had not seen him for agreat many years. | assure you that your father, David
Claverly, was mentally dert up to thetime of hisdeeth.”

"Y et he built bell-towers?'

"He built one bell-tower. It was more sensible than some stupid monument to which he would have been
asked to subscribe. It remains, at least, as a unique memorial. |, for one, gpproved of its construction.”

"All right,”" laughed Milton, "I'll vote for the bell-tower. It'snot surprising, though, that | didn't like it when
| first saw it. Father and | never agreed on anything.”

"So |l recall,” mused Vandrow. "Y et you and he had redl understanding. He often remarked on that fact
to me. He said that he had made his way through the world and that he wanted you to do the same. That
waswhy you left Torburg.”

"He staked me," stated Milton. "Gave mefifty thousand dollars. | shot the works. Spent it insde of a
year. After that - well, | had to battle my own way. | wastoo proud to come back home.”

"You made out wdl intheend."

"Y es, but the going was tough for awhile. My father knew of some of thetroubles| raninto. | used to
write him after | got out of my scrapes. | guess-"

MILTON paused. He puffed at his cigarette, then noticed VVandrow's friendly expression. He decided to
continue.

"I guess some of my letterswouldn't look good in print,” said Milton. "They might give theideathat | had
followed a pretty shady career. But after | settled down in Adelaide, | put dl that behind me.”

"A wise procedure. Y ou can forget the past, Milton. Y outhful escapades seldom produce serious
consequences. Asfor your lettersto your father, | fed surethat he must have destroyed them. That is,
unlessthey happen to bein this box."

The lawyer arose to approach an opened safe. He brought forth atin box and handed it to Milton. The
box was locked. Milton shook it and noted that it contained light objects only.

"| left the key with Lester," explained Vandrow, "your father's old servant. The box probably contains
personal papers that your father thought would be of interest to you."

The lawyer seated himself at the desk and began to tap the file of documentsthat he had been studying.
Milton laid the tin box aside to hear what VVandrow had to say.

"Your father," stated the attorney, "encountered unexpected misfortunesin his business enterprises. |
must admit that those troubles came during his later years. But they can not be attributed to failing
mentdlity.

"David Claverly made only one mistake. That wasin confining his activitiesto the Torburg section. He
handled al building contractsin thisvicinity. Hiswedlth increased year by year. But heran into

oppogtion.”
"Who from?" inquired Milton.

"Other prominent men," replied Vandrow. "No oneindividua could have damaged your father's business.



It took a combination to perform that deed. There were three who seemed to envy your father's
success.”

"Who were they?'
"Maurice Dunwell was one. Y ou probably remember him. Heisalocd manufacturer.”
"I know him. Who 27!

"Stuart Hosker, aman who isimportant politically. He was the second. Willis Beauchamp, theloca
banker, wasthe third."

"Y ou say they combined againgt my father?'

"Yes. They controlled different bodies of selectmen in the neighboring townships. Y our father ran into
unexpected losses on his contracts. Hiswork failed to gain the approval that the specifications
demanded.”

"Did he know that therewas aplot againgt him?"

"Y es and no. He dways met opposition bluntly. In this case, he practically abandoned the contracting
business. He put hismoney into red etate.”

"For what purpose?’

"To sl land to a power company that intends to build a huge reservoir near Torburg. That was proof of
your father'sforesight. Most people thought that his purchases werefolly."

"Werethey?'

"No. Unfortunately, however, he ran into new troubles with his contracting business. He was forced to
borrow money. He put up the real estate as security.”

"Andlogit?'

"Yes. But only because of death. His notes were coming due and | fed surethat he could have paid
them. Then he died, suddenly, after ashort illness”

"And who gained the red estate?"
"The three men - Dunwell, Hosker and Beauchamp.”
"A flock of crookd!" Milton's comment wasvicious. "What did they do? Kill my father?'

"QUIET, Milton," warned Vandrow. "Thereis no proof that they sought to do physical injury to your
father. In fact, subsequent events proved that those three men did not appreciate the value of theland
that they had gained. They made only afair profit onitssale.”

"Who bought it?"

"A holding company. A concern which will probably sdll it to the power company later on. Had Dunwell,
Hosker and Beauchamp held the property, they would have gained much more.”

"That's one satisfaction,” decided Milton. "Well, those are three names I'll remember. Dunwell - Hosker -
Beauchamp. Y ou can call them what you want. | term them crooks.”



"Then what about Abner Zangwald?' inquired Vandrow, with a shake of his head. "He was your father's
friend; yet he, too, loaned money on some of the property.”

"That's different,” retorted Milton. "I remember Zangwad. Owned alot of farm land, didn't he?"
"Hedill does"

"Well, he wasn't one of the three congpirators, was he? | guess when father died, he had to take the
property since he couldn't collect the money. That's business.”

"But Zangwad gtill hasthe property.”
"Y ou mean he didn't sl out to the holding company?*

"That isprecisdy what | mean. Zangwald standsin aposition that the othersfailed to gain. Heintendsto
keep the property until the power company needsit. He may gain afull million by itssde.”

"Y ou mean he knew my father's plans?’

"Hedid. In fact, he and your father alone knew for a certainty that the power company intendsto come
to Torburg. The others are not positive of it, even yet, and they have sold out to the holding company.”

"Thenit looks like Zangwad isacrook in hisownright," asserted Milton, hotly. "Y ou asked for my
opinion. Y ou've gotten it. Zangwald istheworst of the bunch!”

With this statement, Milton Claverly arose. Louis Vandrow did the same. He picked up thefolio of
papers and shook his head sadly.

"Y ou are as headstrong as your father," rebuked the lawyer. "That was his great faling. A tendency to
become impetuous. He curbed it as he grew older -"

"And look at the dedl hereceived,” interposed Milton. "Maybe, if he had kept on being tough, he
wouldn't have logt dl hismoney.”

"Thereis ill someleft," reminded Vandrow, tapping the folio. "Consderably in excess of one hundred
thousand dollars, to be divided between yoursaf and your father'sward, PhyllisLingle.”

"There should be millions," protested Milton. ™Y ou admit that yoursdlf, Vandrow. That'syour trouble;
you'retoo placid. Thiswasthievery - thisrobbing of my father!"

"Itisgetting late, Milton," said Vandrow, in akindly tone. "We do not have timeto go over affairsin
detail. Suppose you see me here tomorrow, after you fed in amood to discuss matters.”

"All right," agreed Milton, staring at the window. He saw that dusk was gathering outside. "Buit | think |
ought to know more about the circumstances of my father's death.”

"Tak with Lester," suggested the lawyer. "He was in the house when your father died. Ask him for the
key to the box that | have given you; and bring up the subject of your father's death.”

With that, Vandrow led the way through the door and down aflight of stairs. On the street, he and
Milton parted ways. The lawyer walked in toward the town; Milton took a street that led in the direction
of hisfather'sold mansion.

THE road curved adong the side of the hill. Ashefollowed it, Milton Claverly stared up toward the
bell-tower, which stood like aforgotten chimney upon the summiit of thelittle hill.



Thetower reminded him of an old-world campanile. The shrouding dusk brought memories of the past.
Staring at the tower, Milton realized that thisbleak structure was amemento of hisfather. It spoke of
prosperity that had been forgotten; of wealth that had passed to other hands.

Vengeful utterances came from the young man'slips as his eyes gazed steadily toward the tower. Louis
Vandrow had seen the outburst of Milton Claverly's anger. Thiswas anew manifestation of the wrath
that the lawyer's statements had kindled.

AsMilton Claverly continued on hisway, the epithets that he growled were those of ill wishesfor the
men who had despoiled hisfather. Dunwell, Hosker and Beauchamp were the men whom Vandrow had
named. To those three, Milton had added another of his own accord. That was the name of Abner

Zangwad.
CHAPTER VI. LESTER SPEAKS

IT waslater that evening. Milton Claverly was standing in front of an open fireplace, warming hishands
above the glowing hearth. He wasin aroom that had brought back childhood memories - the library of
hisfather'shome.

Seated close by was an attractive girl of twenty. Thiswas PhyllisLingle. Her father had been an old
friend of David Claverly. After her father's desth, the contractor had become her guardian. Phyllis had
lived here ever snce.

Milton Claverly had remembered Phyllisasachild of five. He had been surprised upon meeting her
tonight, for thelittle girl of hisrecollections had grown to womanhood. Phyllis seemed older than her
years. She was attractive and quiet of manner.

His meeting with her had caused Milton to subdue the rage that he had felt after his conversation with
Louis Vandrow. For thefirgt time since hisdiscussion in the lawyer's office, Milton felt ready to resume
talk concerning hisfather.

"Y ou were here when my father died?" questioned the young man, turning to Phyllis.

"No," replied the girl, in atone that bore atouch of sadness. "l was away - a school - and | had not
been informed of hisillness. | did not know thét it was serious.”

"Lester was here?'

"Yes. But he had very little to say when | returned. | learned smply that your father died very suddenly. It
- it seemed dmogt incredible to me."

"You were herefor the funera ?'
"Yes-that is, not for thefirst one. But the second - thereal funeral -"
"What do you mean, Phyllis?'

The girl's voice had choked. Milton spoke soothingly, wondering what had caused her sudden hesitation.
Phyllisrecovered her composure, but her voice was strained as she explained.

"| forgot that you did not know about the crypt,” said Phyllis. "Y our father - when he was growing older -
developed one very strange phobia. It seemed - well, it seemed that he gained afear of being buried
dive"



"What was the reason?"

"] don't know. | bdieve that once, when hewasill, hefdl into atrance condition. However, he dreaded
the thought of aburid immediatdy after death.”

"But how were there two funerals?'

"Thefirst was when they placed hisbody in the crypt. Hiswill called for that, Milton. The crypt was a
speciad addition that he built to the house. Thereis one entrancein the cellar; another outside.”

"His body was placed in the crypt?"

"Y es, to remain there for aweek. After that, it was removed and taken to the cemetery.”
"And the crypt?’

"The doors were locked. To stay so. The will provided for that also."

"Arethere no keys?'

"They were destroyed.”

MILTON pondered over the girl'swords. Thiswas anew angle that concerned hisfather's death. After
abrief interva, Milton put another question.

"When was the crypt built?' he asked. " About the same time as the bell-tower?’

"Yes" Thegirl'svoice quavered. "But don't talk about the bell-tower, Milton. Those bells- | can
remember them yet. | never want to hear them again!”

"Y ou heard them at the time of my father's death?’

"No!" Phyllis gasped as she made the statement. "No! If | had heard them then - | - | think | would have
gone mad! Don't talk about them, Milton!"

The girl's face had whitened. Milton could see her trembling. He approached and spoke in aquiet,
encouraging tone. Phyllistried to smile.

"I'll forget it, Milton,” she said. "But don't talk about the bells. Ask Lester about them. He can tell you -"

At that moment, Lester entered. A stoop-shouldered, cadaverous fellow, the servant possessed eyes that
were both keen and suspicious. He directed his gaze toward Milton and acted as though about to ask
some question. But when he spoke, it wasto deliver amessage.

"Someone wishes to speak to you on the telephone,” said Lester. "A gentleman from New York, sir."”
"Hisname?' inquired Milton.

"Hesad it was Vincent, Sr," replied Lester. "Mr. Harry Vincent."

"I never heard of him," declared Milton, aboruptly.

"Sohesad, sr,” Sated Lester. "Hetold methat he knew afriend of yours - aMr. Lamont Cranston -"

"A friend of Crangton's, en?" broke in Milton, quickly. "I'll talk to him, Lester. Where isthe telephone?”



"Acrossthehdl, sr. Intheold parlor.”

Milton left the library. When he returned five minutes later, he found Phyllisaonein the room. The girl
had completely recovered her composure.

"A chap sdling red estate," remarked Milton. "Buying it, too, for that matter. Hisnameis Harry Vincent
and he comesfrom New Y ork. A friend of Lamont Cranston's.”

"Who isLamont Crangton?' asked Phyllis.

"I met him on the boat,” replied Milton. "An interesting chap. A millionaire globe-trotter. He was returning
from atrip through Africa”

Theyoung man paused to light acigarette. Thiswas agive-away habit with Milton Claverly. His natural
Suavity was sometimes lost when he came to astopping point in conversation. On those occasions, he
invariably produced a cigarette as reason for the pause.

Thistime, Milton was wondering whether he should mention more concerning Lamont Cranston. He
decided to do so, now that Vincent - afriend of Cranston's - happened to be in town.

"Crangton and | went up to see awedthy fellow named Mesder," resumed Milton. "There was trouble
up at the place. Some gunmen tried to stedl abatch of Mesder's jewels. He had detectives there;
Crangton and | aided them in stopping the robbery. Rather anasty affair. Exciting, though.

"I remember telling Cranston that | had property herein Torburg. | suppose hetold this chap Vincent to
stop here and see me. Well, I'll talk to Vincent tomorrow. He's staying down at the hotdl. | might invite
him up hereto dinner, since hesafriend of Cranston's.”

MILTON went back to the fireplace. Phyllis picked up abook that she had been reading. She
announced that she was retiring for the night.

After the girl had gone fromthelibrary, Lester passed through the room. Milton hailed him.

"I want to talk to you, Lester," said the heir. "First, about that key to the box that VVandrow gave me. Did
you get the key from your room?"

"Yes, gr." The servant produced the key. "Hereitis."

"Something else, Legter." Milton's tone was nonchaant. "Regarding my father's death. What was unusua
about it?"'

A strange ook appeared upon the servant's cadaverous countenance. Lester's eyes stared through
narrowed lids.

Milton met the focused gaze; he could see aglitter that the servant was unable to suppress.
"Comeon, Legter,” urged Milton. "'l wastaking with Mr. Vandrow. He said that you could tell me-"

"l can!" Lester spat thewords. "1 can tell you that your father waskilled! | can speak to you, for you are
hisson.”

"Killed?" echoed Milton. "How?"

"I do not know," returned Lester. "But he died by someone's hand. His enemieswanted him to die.”



"Someone came hereto kill him?'

"No. If they had, | would have dain them instead. | do not know how my master was killed. | had been
watching him. | had given him hismedicine, as Doctor Humbrdl| told me to do. Nothing had been
touched. No one was here. Y et the master died.”

"Smadl ground for suspicion, Lester.”
"It isnot suspicion, Sir. | know that someone brought about the master's death.”

Milton shrugged his shoulders. He had expected intelligent answers from Lester. These statements were
disappointing. The servant seemed to redlize that fact. He approached and wagged afinger.

"Doctor Humbrell could havetold, Sir -"
"What?Y ou mean he played apart in it? Was the medicine poisoned, Lester?'

"No, sr. But some change was made in the directions. There were new prescriptions - new hours at
which to givethem - and your father died immediately afterward.”

"What did Humbrd| haveto say?"
"Nothing, Sr." Lester's tone was solemn. " There was nothing he could say, Sr."
"Why not?"

"Because" - Lester's voice had become a croak - "Doctor Humbrell died the same night as your father.
He never reached hishome after he lft this house.”

"He was murdered?' questioned Milton.

"They cdled it an accident, ar," responded Lester. " Some miscreant had opened the drawbridge over the
old cand. Doctor Humbrell's car toppled from the road. He was drowned before he could be rescued.”

MILTON paced back and forth. Thiswas an incident that Vandrow had not mentioned. Probably the
lawyer, like everyone e se, believed that the physician's desth had been an accident. Then athought
sruck Milton.

"Ledter," saidthe har, "tell me about the bells. Why does Miss Phyllisfear them?’

"Because they tolled the master's death,” croaked the servant. "And never since have they been rung.
They tolled his death - before he was dead!™

"What!"

"I meanit, gr. They called it an accident; but | know the truth. They did not believe mewhen | told them
that the master was il dive.”

"Give methe details. Here, sit down, Lester. | want your story.”

Milton took achair while Lester perched himsdlf on the edge of abench. In his same croaking tone, the
servant resumed the story. His voice pictured the events of which he spoke. Milton Claverly could dmost
see the scenein hisfather's bedroom.

"The master had a spasm after Doctor Humbrell had gone,” explained the servant. "He dropped back on



the pillows. | knew that Doctor Humbrell could not have reached hishome. | called up the young doctor
who livesclose by.

"He came here and pronounced your father dead. He went downgtairs to telephone to different persons,
while | remained here. The master was lying before me" - Lester spread hishands - "like a corpse. 1, too,
thought that he was dead.

"Timewent by, sir. The young doctor had not returned. He was making many cdls. Then | heard the
bells' - Lester cupped hishand to hisear, asif hearing an echo from some distant space of time - "the
bellsin the tower. Those were the bells that your father had placed there. Those bellswereto ring the
death of people who meant much to Torburg.

"The bellswereringing for the master. Sowly, s, asthough they knew who it wasthat had died. The
bellswerefilled with sorrow. Tears cameto my eyesas| listened. Then | heard breathing. | looked
toward the master” - Lester's eyes opened and stared toward an imaginary bed - "and | saw him - saw
him, S - risng from his desth couch!”

"My father wasdivel"
"Yes Alive and spesking!”
"Wheat did he say?"

LESTER was on hisfeet. The old servant's eyes were glowing wildly. He was playing the part of his
dying master, repeating words, gasped words, that had been inddibly impressed upon his memory.

"Hesaid: Thebelld Belsof doom! They areringing for me! They will be slent, those bellsthat ring for
me. But when they ring again, they will tell new doom! Doom for those who -"'

Lester's quaver ended. The servant sank back upon the bench. It was Milton who was on hisfedt.
Eagerly, the heir spoke. He wanted to hear all.

"Goon, Lester. Go on. What else did my father say?'

"That wasdl, sir. No more. He sank back upon the pillows. He was dead. He had heard the bells. They
kept on ringing, with that clang thet | can ill hear.”

Milton paced across the room. The story had impressed him. Just as he had pictured the sight of his
dying father, so could heimagine the ringing of the bellsin the tall tower. Tracing back from effect to
cause, the young man turned to the servant.

"Who rang the bells?" he quizzed.
"Old Y okes, the bl ringer,” replied Leter.
"Who told him to ring them?" demanded Milton.

"Hedid not know," responded Lester. "He said that someone called hishome and told him to ring the
bells. A death kndll for David Claverly.”

"And the bd s have been slent Snce?'

"Yes, dr. Thetower has been closed and locked. But sometime” - Lester's eyes glared venomoudly -
"those bellswill ring again. Again - again - again! They will be bells of doom!™



"To whom haveyou told this story, Lester?!

"| told it to the young doctor. To Mr. Vandrow. To Mr. Zangwad. To others, Sir - such as Miss Phyllis-
and many have heard thetde."

"My father was buried in the crypt below the house?'

"Yes, dr. But his body was removed one week later. It was buried in the cemetery.”
"What about the crypt?Isit locked?"

"Yes, gr. The keys have been destroyed.”

Milton nodded. This matched the statement that Phyllis had made. Milton strolled across the room and
picked up the tin box that he had received from Vandrow. Lester eyed the object curioudly.

"Documents of my father's" remarked Milton. "Other objects, perhaps. Thislittle key that you gave me
will open the box. | shdl examineits contentstonight.”

WITH that, Milton walked from the library and ascended the steps to the second floor. He was going to
the room that Lester had prepared for him.

The servant heard his new master's footsteps dwindle. Then Lester shambled from the library and went
to the rear of the main hall. He opened adoor that |ed to a driveway behind the house.

There, Lester stood staring through the moonlight. To hisleft was the low roof of the sealed crypt that
extended from the house. But the servant's eyes did not turn in that direction. They were gazing toward
the right, toward the dope upon which the old bell-tower stood ghostlike in the moonlight.

A fierce expression came upon Lester'sface. Crossing the drive, the servant turned his view toward the
town below. Heraised a clenched fist as hislips spat curses. His venom was directed upon the town of
Torburg.

Imprecations ended, Lester went back into the house. The bolts of the door clicked shut. The mansion,
like the bell-tower, rested slent beneath the moonlight that shone upon the little town of Torburg.

CHAPTER VII. FROM THE TOWER

THE next evening found agroup of three assembled in the library of the old Claverly home. Milton
Claverly and Phyllis Lingle were present. The third person was avisitor: Harry Vincent.

Harry had met Milton late that afternoon. He had accepted an invitation to dine at the Claverly house.
Dinner had been et late; the meal had passed without event. Now the three were gathered in front of the
fireplaceinthelibrary.

To Harry Vincent, this had been amost amazing visit. Amazing because it had been without incident.
Usudly, when Harry set forth at The Shadow's bidding, he encountered strange conditionsin short order.
But this expedition had brought nothing.

Harry had come to Torburg to make the acquai ntance of Milton Claverly and to watch events that might
concern the man from Audtrdia. Harry knew that Milton had been present at the effray in Mesder's
gpartment, but he knew nothing of any part that the young man might have played there.

Often, The Shadow dispatched his agents without giving them too much information. This|eft them freeto



draw conclusions from what they might actually encounter - not from what they might expect to happen.
Hence Harry knew only that he was to watch Milton Claverly; and he had reduced histask to two smple
probabilities.

Thefirst wasthat Milton was faced by some unseen menace - atrap into which he had placed himsdf by
coming to Torburg. The second was that Milton had come herefor purposes of crime. The man might be
acrook for al that Harry knew.

To Harry, Milton seemed alikable chap. Y et The Shadow's agent was suspicious of the fellow's suavity.
Milton had a steady eye, onethat could meet any glance. At the sametime, histalk was smooth and he
had the ability of diverting the conversation from any subject that was not to hisliking.

Evidence of this came shortly after they had goneinto the library. Phyllis made a chance remark that
brought a quick look from Milton. The girl's statement concerned atelephone call.

"LONG distance wastrying to get you today, Milton," said Phyllis. "It was shortly after you had left for
Mr. Vandrow's office. | meant to tell you at lunch time; but | was out.”

"Lester told me of the call," responded Milton. "When | camein from Vandrow's, | called the operator. It
was amistake. She had the wrong number. Vandrow ismy lawyer” - thiswasto Harry Vincent - "and
he's the man you will have to see regarding any red estate transactions.”

"Y ou mentioned his name during dinner," stated Harry, pretending not to note how Milton had changed
the subject. "Did he tell you much about your property holdings when you saw him this morning?*

"Hetaked congderably,” said Milton. "But very little of the property isredly worthwhile. My father lost
most of hisvauablereal estate. He was swindled before his death.”

"By whom?'

"Three men herein town. Big shotswho tried to ruin his contracting business. They managed it and they
grabbed alot of property aswell. Dunwell, Hosker and Beauchamp - birds of afeather, those three.”

Milton paused speculatively. Asin Vandrow's office, he was beginning to boil. He was not satisfied with
his denunciation of the combine. He added another nameto theirs.

"Abner Zangwad isaphony, too," he stated. "Pretended to be afriend of my father's. But he grabbed his
share of land. He'sholding it for abig clean-up, the skinflint! I'd like to wring his neck!”

"That's not fair, Milton." The protest came from Phyllis. ™Y ou may be right about the three men whom
you first mentioned; but Abner Zangwad was ared friend of your father's.”

"So you thought," gibed Milton, "but I'm not so easily fooled. After what Vandrow told me-"
"Why, Vandrow isMr. Zangwa d's lawyer. He would not say aword against him!™"

"Hedidn't. That'sthe funny part of it. Vandrow stood up for Zangwald. The old geezer isfooling him just
asmuch asanyone dse. Ligten, Phyllis. My father bought alot of property for agood investment. Three
men grabbed their share and got rid of it at a profit.

"But Zangwald is holding on to what he got; and that proved him to be afox. Dunwell, Hosker and
Beauchamp did their dirty work when they smashed my father's contracts. Seizing the property was just
an added touch.



"Meanwhile, Zangwald lay back. He was afriend. But he stands ready to clean up amillion dollarson
that land he took from my father.”

"A million!" exclamed Phyllis. "That'simpaossible, Milton. The other men made no such profit asthat
when they sold their land. They had as much of the real estate asMr. Zangwald.”

MILTON reached for acigarette. He redlized suddenly that Phyllis Lingle knew nothing of the power
project. He had forgotten that the matter was gtill a secret, so far as the public was concerned. As he
lighted his cigarette, he made up for hisblunder.

"Guess | was exaggerating,” he grumbled. "I just figured that old Zangwad wouldn't be hanging on to the
land unlessit meant plenty of profit. Theresan ideafor you, Vincent. Why don't you look up thisfellow
Zangwad? Seewhy hewon't sdl hisred estate?!

"He hasalot of land?' questioned Harry.

"Plenty,” replied Milton. "I tell youwhat I'll do. I'll ask Vandrow about the exact property that Zangwald
acquired from my father. Then you stop around to see the old egg and try to buy some of it. Tell me how
you make out, afterward.”

"All right," agreed Harry. Then, seeing that Milton was about to dismiss the subject, he took that task
upon himself. " Speaking about property,” he added, "Who ownsthat old tower up on the hill?"

A pdlor showed on the face of PhyllisLingle. Milton Claverly sobered as he puffed his cigarette. He was
the one who answered, in asow, monotonous tone.

"My father built that bell-tower," heinformed. "He gaveit to the town of Torburg. The bellswere placed
there to ped forth certain tidings. One purpose was that of sounding death knells for the departed -"

"Dont!" Phylliswas pleading as she rose from her chair. "Dont tak of that, Milton! | can't bear it!"
"I'm sorry," gpologized Milton. "I had forgotten how you felt about those bells, Phyllis-"

His plea ended asthe girl went from the room. Unable to control her emotions, she was sobbing as she
left. Milton turned to Harry.

"The bells sounded my father's death,” the heir said, in asober tone. "L ester - the old servant - spread
some absurd rumor that my father had revived while the bellswere talling; that he called them 'bells of
doom.’

"No one was present to verify the story. It may have been the product of Lester'simagination. However,
the bells have remained silent ever since. The tower door is padlocked.”

"Did MissLingle hear the bdlls?" inquired Harry.

"No," replied Milton, "but shelearned the story. It was usud totoll the bells during important funeralsin
Torburg; but that custom was omitted when my father was buried. Perhapsthe fact that the bellswere
slent impressed Phyllis more than their ringing would have done.”

Harry nodded. He could see that Milton was perturbed. Harry attributed that fact to the young man's
concern for Phyllis.

Lester entered while Milton was standing silent; the arriva of the suspicious-eyed servant increased the
gloom.



Harry glanced at hiswatch. He noted that it was close to eleven o'clock. He decided that it would be
wiseto return to the hotel; and he mentioned hisintention.

Milton Claverly made no effort to stay his guest's departure. Lester produced Harry's hat and coat. The
Shadow's agent left.

WHEN he reached the hotel, Harry sat down in the lobby and lighted a cigar. There had been something
ominousintheincident at Claverly's. It foreboded strange eventsin Torburg. Harry wished that he could
learn more concerning the bell-tower. He wondered who could give him the complete story.

It was nearly midnight when Harry had finished hiscigar. Meanwhile, alanky, stoop-shouldered man had
entered the smdll |obby of the old hotdl. Thisfellow wastaking with the proprietor when Harry arose and
approached the desk. Harry addressed the proprietor.

"l left my coupe on the sireet last night,” informed Harry. ™Y ou said it would be al right. What about
tonight? Should | put it in agarage?'

"It'stoo late," returned the proprietor. "The only garage in town closes at ten o'clock. Did you lock your
ca?'

"Yes"
"Then leaveit on the street. It's safe there.”

"But what about the police? Won't they object?

The proprietor chuckled. He pointed to the lanky man who was douched on the desk.

"Mr. Vincent," introduced the proprietor, "shake hands with Sheriff Locke. He representsthe law in this
town. Ask him about your car.”

"Leaveit whereitis," said the sheriff, as he shook handswith Harry. "If old Conkling wantsto shut his
garage at ten o'clock, it'shisown hard luck. I'm not going to drive visitors away from Torburg by putting
ticketson ther cars.”

"Thanks" said Harry, "'l appreciateit, sheriff. | expect to bein town for severa days-"

He stopped. A telephone had rung behind the desk; the proprietor, answering the call, was beckoning to
the sheriff. The officia took the instrument and growled ahello. His conversation was a brief one. He
banged the receiver on the hook and swung to Harry.

"l want to use your car,” exclamed the sheriff. "Y ou driveit - take me up to Maurice Dunwell's. I'll show
you theway. Therestrouble up there. That washisniece caling.”

"What' sthe matter, shexiff?" put in the proprietor.
"I'll tell you later," returned Locke, grimly. "Hurry, Vincent. Weve got to get up there quick!™

They hastened from the hotel and clambered into Harry's car. The sheriff pointed the way. Harry shot the
car forward. It was then that the sheriff began to talk.

"Dunwel'sbeen shot,”" he stated. "That's what his niece said. Hesabig fdlow in thistown, Dunwell is. A
manufacturer. There - take the Street to the left. Last house on theright - where the lights are -"

HARRY pulled up in front of an old mansion. He and the sheriff legped from the car. The front door



opened asthey approached. A young girl pointed toward the entrance to aliving room.

Locke strode in that direction. He paused when he had crossed the threshold. Harry Vincent stopped
beside him.

Souched in an easy chair was the figure of awizened man attired in adressng gown. Thiswas Maurice
Dunwell. His head was bent forward upon his chest. His hands, with clawlike fingers, were clutching the
amsof thechair.

Just below thelevel of the man's bent-down chin was ajagged, bloodstained mark upon the dressing
gown. Blackened burns showed with the crimson stain. Maurice Dunwell had been shot through the
heart, a close range.

"l - I heard the shot,” gasped Dunwell's niece, speaking from the door. " Then - then the front door
closed. Someone killed my uncle - someone who ran away -"

Thegirl paused. The sheriff was nodding solemnly as he studied Dunwell's body. A whirring sound came
from the mantelpiece. A clock struck the hour of twelve with quick, short strokes.

The sheriff did not notice the sound of the strokes. He approached the body and placed his hand on the
dumped shoulder.

"Dead," he said, turning to Harry. "1t'smurder. No question about it. I'll call the county coroner, to tell
him about -"

The sheriff broke off. He swung about in sudden amazement as a new sound cameto hisears. Harry
Vincent stood transfixed; so did the girl by the door of the living room.

Dong!

From far off came the sound of a solemn bell, a stroke that rifled through the outside air. It was anote
that commanded compl ete attention.

Dong!

Again the melancholy stroke. Ghoulishly, it floated to the ears of these listeners, bringing involuntary
shivers asthey heard the muffled tone.

Dong!

Harry Vincent knew the source of that sound. The knell was coming from the old bell-tower! These were
the tones that had tolled the death of David Claverly. High in the deserted belfry, the brazen clappers
were beating forth the news that another life had passed!

Bdlsof doom! Their monotone continued. Rusted throats were clanging the death of Maurice Dunwell.
A murderer's triumph was gaining its announcement. Throughout the neighborhood of Torburg, deepers
were awakening to learn that horror had cometo the little town.

MINUTES passed. They seemed endless. Y et the three living people stood asrigid asthe corpse of
Maurice Dunwell. The throbs of those brazen bells were hypnotic. They held the listeners motionless.
Then, with the suddenness that had marked their beginning, the peals ended.

Echoes persisted. Cold night air, sweeping in through the opened front door, carried a chilling quiver. The
clangor had left amenace in itswake. Silenced, the bells were asterrible as before.



L ong seconds elapsed before the sheriff could find his voice. When he spoke, hiswords were gasps that
camefrom dry, parched lips.

"The bdls- the belsin the tower!" Locke was sammering as he turned to Harry Vincent. "They peded
the desth of David Claverly. He - he said they would ring again. We have heard them! | heard them -
yes, | heard them - and you heard them. They -"

The sheriff shuddered as he paused. His hard-faced countenance had paled. Mechanically, heraised a
hand and pointed atrembling finger to the dumped corpsein the chair.

"They wereringing for thisman," he blurted. "The bellswere ringing the desth of Maurice Dunwel!"
CHAPTER VIII. THE SHADOW ENTERS

THE town hdl of Torburg was aremodeled structure that stood on the dope of one of the hills about the
village. Thisbuilding was the meeting placefor al town committees. It housed the offices of various
officas

Usudly, the town hal was closed at night. But on this evening, nearly twenty-four hours after the death of
Maurice Dunwell, the lights of the old building were aglow. Cars were parked outside the town hall.

A group of men werein conference. They were gathered about along tablein afair-sized room. At the
head sat a big, bushy-browed fellow whose thick lips and glaring eyes marked him as adominating
personage. Thiswas Abner Zangwald, at present the chairman of Torburg's board of selectmen.

Other members of the board were present. With them were certain persons who had been summoned to
the meeting. Sheriff Wheaton L ocke was present, accompanied by Harry Vincent. LouisVandrow,
attorney for the board, was near the lower end of the table. The county coroner was aso present; and
the final member of the group was aroughly dressed fellow - Absalom Y okes, formerly the bell ringer in
the old tower.

Thisgroup had joined in solemn conclave to discuss the episode of the preceding night. Under ordinary
circumstances, ameeting of this sort might have been amusing to Harry Vincent. But the present occasion
was one that commanded solemnity.

Abner Zangwald was speaking in arumbling voice. Harry, staring across the room, fixed his eyes upon a
doorway that led to alittle anteroom. As Harry watched, he saw the door move inward. The motion was
amost imperceptible; yet it impressed Harry.

In the morning, Harry had managed to send awireto New Y ork. His telegram had been asmple
message, pertaining to rea estate transactions. It had been dispatched to Rutledge Mann, an investment
broker whose headquarters was in Manhattan.

That telegram, however, had congtituted word to The Shadow. Mann, like Harry, was an agent of the
mysterious chief. The smple dispatch had meant that trouble had broken out in Torburg.

Afterward, Harry had written a coded report, which he had |eft in an envelope on atable in his hotel
room.

Tonight, Sheriff Locke had called to take Harry to the meeting of selectmen. The envelope had till been
inits place when Harry had |eft. But the agent felt sure that The Shadow must have arrived to find his
report. Harry believed that the motion of the anteroom door was a sign of The Shadow's arrival.

IN thissurmise, Harry was correct. The meseting of selectmen had gained an unseen visitor. A blackened



shape stood in the space beyond the barrier. The Shadow had pressed the door so that he might see and
hear. Only his agent, expecting hisarriva, had been keen enough to detect the dight token of The
Shadow's presence.

Zangwald's voice was rumbling asummary of the Stuation that existed in Torburg. Thewords cameto
Harry's ears. Harry knew that The Shadow - like himsdlf - was hearing Zangwald's Statement.

"The murder of Maurice Dunwell," declared Zangwald, "isamatter for the county authorities. What
concerns us, as salectmen in the town of Torburg, istheringing of the bellsin the old tower. That building
comes under our immediate jurisdiction.

"Who rang those bells? - we do not know. Absalom Y okes was formerly the bell ringer. He states
absolutely that he did not ring them. The door of the tower is sheathed with iron. It is padlocked. We, as
board of selectmen, havethe only key.

"Apparently, some miscreant must have possessed a duplicate. That person entered, rang the bellsand
departed. What was his purpose? We can suppose it to be amere prank. If so, it wasanill-timed jest.
One, my friends, that should bring punishment to the perpetrator.”

Zangwald glared about the group. His eyes seemed accusing as he spoke of the unknown miscreant. The
other selectmen seemed cowed by Zangwald's glower. Peacegble, mild-mannered men, they were
completely under the dominance of this bushy-browed chairman.

"Asboard of selectmen,” resumed Zangwad, "we have listened to the statements of the county
authorities. Sheriff Locke and Coroner Thomas have discussed the murder of Maurice Dunwell. We
know that the law is making its utmost endeavor. Therefore, our only concernisin the matter of the
bell-tower. We shall extend our meeting to take up that subject.”

A wave of Zangwad's hand. The sheriff and the coroner arose. Harry Vincent followed suit. The three
|eft the meeting room.

Y okes, the bell ringer, was about to follow, but Zangwald motioned him to remain.

Passing through the unlighted anteroom, Harry Vincent noted blacknessin a corner beyond arack where
coats and hats were hanging. He and his two companions - sheriff and coroner - obtained their hats and
coats. They passed from the anteroom.

After their departure, aform moved from the darkened spot in the corner.

Thefigure of The Shadow swished toward theinner door. Again, the unseen investigator was listening to
the discussion.

"WHY not tear down the old tower?" one of the selectmen was inquiring in ahigh-pitched, rustic voice.
"Hain't no use having it up thereon the hill."

"The tower has been deeded to the town," objected Zangwald. "The terms of the gift, | believe, prevent
usfrom demolishing it unlessit becomesunsafe.”

"| cdl it unsafe now," wheezed another selectman. "People ringing those bells, waking us up in the middle
of thenight. | cal that an outrage againgt the community.”

"That isafar-fetched argument,” decided Zangwald. "No, the tower must remain asit stands. The
question is, should we place watchers about it to see that the ringing of the bellsis not repeated?”



"Why don't you open it up again?’ putin Yokes. "I'll takethe old job that | used to have.”

"Asbdl ringer?' Zangwald chuckled. "Not a good suggestion, Y okes. We do not need abell ringer to
keep the bellsfrom ringing. No, gentlemen” - thiswasto the selectmen - "if we decide to guard the
tower, we must place competent watchersin charge at al times. That will mean considerable expense.”

Mumbles came from the selectmen. They weretight-fisted fellows, accustomed to economy. Thisplan
did not apped to them. At the sametime, they appeared annoyed by the thought that the bells might ring

again.

"Let me make asuggestion,” put in Louis Vandrow. "If someone rang those bells merely asaprank, the
best planisto ignoreit. Therefore, this board should forget the matter. No one can stedl anything from
the tower. The bells, themselves, are quite safe.

"On the contrary, let us assume the tolling which occurred last night had a connection with the murder of
Maurice Dunwell. In that case, the matter might prove important to the county authorities. We can
congder the bell-tower as evidence. Therefore, | suggest that this board turn over the key to Sheriff
Locke. Make him the temporary custodian of the tower."

Zangwald began to rumble an objection. It was not heard. The selectmen were voicing their approval of
Vandrow's suggestion. It offered them a prompt solution of the problem. Zangwald apparently saw that
he would be outvoted. Reluctantly, he gave his agreement.

THAT ended the mesting. While the selectmen chattered, Zangwald arose and beckoned to Vandrow.
Heled the way to the anteroom, found his overcoat and produced the key to the tower. He handed it to
the lawyer.

"Heresthe key," stated Zangwald. "Y ou can giveit to the sheriff."

Vandrow shook his head as he recelved the key. He wanted to give it back to Zangwald. The chairman
laughed and refused it.

"It was your idea, Louis," he growled.

"Perhaps,” returned the lawyer, "but | am neither amember of the board nor amessenger. | don't intend
to spend my time looking up the sheriff."

"Givemethekey," put in another man who had come into the anteroom. It was Y okes, the ex-bdll ringer,
"I'm going down to town. I'll find Wheaton Locke."

Vandrow nodded and handed the key to Y okes. The man went out while the other two were putting on
their hats and coats. Neither noted the sharp eyes that were watching them from the blacknessin the
corner.

"By theway, Louis" remarked Zangwald, in agruff whisper, "do you remember the last time that the
bellsrang? When David Claverly died?’

"Yes. Absalom Y okesrang them. He said he received a mysterious telephone cal. He was ordered to
ring them.”

"I know the story. Also what Lester, the old servant, said. About David Claverly coming out of hiscoma,
intimeto hear the bells before he died.”

"Lester might haveimagined that."



"Perhaps.” Zangwad paused to glower toward the lawyer. "By the way, you have talked with young
Claverly?'

"Wes"
"Did you mention the names of the three men who robbed hisfather?'
"Yes"

"And my name?"

"Wes"

"What was hisresction?'

"Wel" - Vandrow seemed reluctant in his admission - "he did not seem pleased to learn that you had
gained some of hisfather's property.”

"You informed him that | had been hisfather'sfriend?"
"Y es; but he seemed rather doubtful of the fact.”

A frown had furrowed Zangwald's bushy brows. The man scowled as he laughed gruffly. Histone was
not a al pleasant.

"You are my attorney, Louis," he stated, dryly. "Therefore, | can speak in confidence to you. The fact
that | have entrusted my affairsto your management is sufficient proof that | can rely upon your slence.

"Therefore, | am making this satement. | intended to visit young Milton Claverly. | wanted to talk to him,
to tell him persondly of my friendship for hisfather. | desired to gain young Claverly'sregard. But | have
postponed that visit."

"Why?" inquired Vandrow, in surprise.

"Because of what happened last night,” responded Zangwald, in alow growl. "Because of the deeth of
Maurice Dunwel."

With that statement, the wedlthy landowner turned and |eft the anteroom. Louis Vandrow remained, his
right hand cupped about his chin. A frown showed on the lawyer's rugged face, as Vandrow pondered
over Zangwad's cryptic statement.

EY ESfrom the dark watched Vandrow's meditation. Then came voices from the meeting room. The
selectmen had finished their chatter. VVandrow aroused himself and followed the course that Zangwald
had taken.

The selectmen entered the anteroom, gathered their hats and coats and departed. Enveloped in his cloak,
The Shadow waited motionlessin the corner until the throng had departed. Then he moved swiftly from
the room and gained the steps to the ground floor.

A janitor was locking the front door. The Shadow made his exit by aside portal that the man had not yet
closed.

Instead of turning toward the town, The Shadow took asSide road that skirted the hill. He was familiar
with theterrain, for Harry Vincent's report had included arough map of Torburg. The coursethat The
Shadow had chosen was leading him toward the home of Milton Claverly.



A steeple clock chimed the hour of twelve. The Shadow had approached the stretch of road that lay
bel ow the old tower. Ancther turn, he would bein sight of the Claverly house, which stood beyond the
curveof thehill.

Suddenly, The Shadow paused. Sequestered in the darkness at the side of the road, he stared toward
the top of the dope. Outlined againgt the dull moonlight thet filtered through clouds was the old
bell-tower, somber and gray.

There was no explanation for The Shadow's stop. It might have been prompted by a chance, coincidental
thought. Still, it could have been induced by an uncanny, psychic knowledge of something that was about

to happen.

Whatever the reason, the action became the forerunner of a strange event. Brief seconds passed while
The Shadow lingered. Then, asif in answer to aquestion that hovered in his mind, an ominous token
came from the tower on the hill.

Clang!

The stroke came from the belfry. It rang out through the night air. Caught by the straying breeze, it tolled
its message to the town below.

Dong!

The second stroke. No longer did The Shadow pause. That melancholy clangor could root ordinary
beings to the spots where they were standing, but it held no power over The Shadow.

Tonight, precisaly twenty-four hours after their previoustoll, the bellsin the tower were ringing out
another dirge. Stroke by stroke, in solemn precision, the massive brazen cups were repeating the knell
that Harry Vincent had reported.

Whilethe bells clanged, bringing new terror to the town of Torburg, The Shadow, cresture from the
night, was sweeping up the dope toward the tower on the hill!

CHAPTER IX. DEATH DISCOVERED
Dong! - Dong! - Dong! -

Therewas rhythm in the funereal chime. Not one bell, but severd, were forming adesth mediey asthey
clamored from the tower. Heard from a distance, the monotone was strangely musicd; but as The
Shadow neared the base of the tower, the closeness of the sound caused ajangle.

Discordantly, the reverberations clashed. The welling strokes seemed like rusty protests. Hideoudy, the
bellswere wrangling astheir dongs no longer blended. Then, with afind crash, their kndll ceased. Echoes
alone throbbed from the belfry as The Shadow reached the metal-sheathed door.

To gain this point, The Shadow had been forced to circle the tower. Scarcely more than twenty seconds
had el gpsed since the clangs had ceased. The final impetusto the bells must have been given only afew
seconds earlier.

Hisform outlined in the moonlight, The Shadow was gazing at the door. The entrance to the tower was
closed. A clamped padlock wasin view. Anyone who had |eft the tower must necessarily have locked
the door behind him.

Where, then, was the intruder?



The Shadow's eyes turned to survey the ground about. The tower stood away from trees. No one could
have fled from the spot before The Shadow had gained the door. That, at least, was improbable.

It was possible that the intruder was still within. The closed padlock might have been shut by some
accomplice. The bell ringer might be waiting inside, confident that the padlocked door would shunt
investigators away.

Therewas no sign of alurking person who might be here to aid anyone within the tower. A soft laugh
came from The Shadow's hidden lips. A gloved hand produced a picklike instrument. The Shadow
wedged the prong into the snap of the padlock.

The device yielded. The Shadow fastened the padlock to the staple, after he had drawn the hasp. He
opened the door and entered the tower. Hisflashlight showed the interior. The tower had a concrete
base; itswalls were finished smooth.

A circular stairway ran about the inside of the tower. This disappeared ten feet above, for the centra
portion was equipped, at that point, with athin wooden floor. Evidently the tower had various levels.

Swiftly, The Shadow ascended. He reached thefirst floor and again played the light. Here was another
section, someten feet in height, with afloor above. Its cross-dimensions, however, were less, dueto the
taper of the tower.

Up another flight. Again, The Shadow studied a deserted floor of even smdler radius.

Then came athird floor, likewise empty when The Shadow flicked the light uponitsinterior. Estimating
the height of the tower, The Shadow knew that the next flight would bring him to the belfry.

Cautioudy, The Shadow crept upward through tota darkness. He reached the belfry. An automatic
came from benegath his cloak. Theflashlight blinked close to the floor, then upward to the hanging bells. A
brief ingpection; but it sufficed.

The belfry was empty!

MOONLIGHT was coming through the ditted windows of the belfry. As The Shadow lingered, hiseyes
became adapted to the dull glow. Passing clouds brought better illumination. All wasvisble. The Shadow
Sudied his surroundings.

The befry was about eight feet high. The bellswere comparatively small ones, lighter in weight than The
Shadow had supposed. They hung from the roof of the belfry, which was absolutely level. Two cross
beams supported the bells; the rest of the celling was formed of boards, like the floors that The Shadow

had passed.

One feature that The Shadow had noted was the arrangement of the ropes. He had seen three ropes
hanging through a holein the celling a the bottom of the tower. He had traced these dll the way upward.
Now he observed them attached to the bells themselves.

A soft laugh whispered through the belfry. The situation intrigued The Shadow. Had he found someone
lurking here, the result would have been asmple encounter. The total absence of any lurker gave The
Shadow anew trail of mystery.

He had heard the bellsring; he had found the tower |ocked; but he had discovered no one in the belfry.
The Shadow was searching for an explanation; his soft laugh indicated a determination to gain the answer
totheriddle.



But before The Shadow could begin afurther inspection of the bells, an interruption came from the
ground below the tower.

V oices sounded. Peering through a ditted window, The Shadow made out the forms of men who had
arrived. One was Sheriff Wheaton Locke. The officia had found the opened door at the foot of the
tower.

Conditions were reversed. The Shadow, stationed in the belfry, had no opportunity to descend the
stairway - unlessthe sheriff and his squad decided to depart without an inspection. To them, the
unlocked door might mean that someone had come and | ft in haste. It might aso indicate that some
person was il within the tower.

Half aminute passed. Then The Shadow saw the men enter the door below. It was plain that they
intended to inspect the tower. The Shadow desired no encounter with these representatives of the law.
Their discovery of the unlocked door had been a mideading episode. It was best that they, like The
Shadow, should find the tower empty.

Choosing the side of the belfry that was away from the direction of the town, The Shadow thrust onearm
through a ditlike window. His head followed; then his body. Despite the narrowness of the opening, The
Shadow sgueezed through in the fashion of acontortionist, until only hislegs remained within.

Hat and cloak projected dizzily above the ground that lay forty feet beneath.

Then long arms reached upward and gripped the cornice of the cupola- a projection which extended
down to the tops of the ditted windows.

Gaining afirm hold, The Shadow drew hislegs through the window; then pulled himsdlf straight upward.
He clutched an ornamental facade that ran aong the joint of two doping sectors. With thisgrasp, The
Shadow pulled himsdlf to the top of the cupolaand made hisway to the highest point.

THE dome was much larger than it appeared to be when viewed from the ground. Its proportions were
amost aslarge as those of the belfry beneath it. From this topheavy portion of the tower, The Shadow
commanded acircling view of the countryside.

Spying eyes could not see him from below, for he was above the edge of the cupola. From adistance,
the moonlight might have shown hisfigure as adark splotch on one section of the elght-sided dome. That,
however, was the reason why The Shadow had chosen the side toward the summit of the hill. He knew
that no one would be viewing the tower from that direction.

Temporarily forgetting the presence of the sheriff, The Shadow gazed from hislofty perch. He noted the
town of Torburg; then looked in other directions. By the increased moonlight he could make out the thin
thread of arailroad afew miles away. Then his keen gaze picked spots where stretches of roads
appeared upon the hillsdes.

Hawklike, The Shadow was using this opportunity to search for prey. He caught the glitter of automobile
lights and followed the course of acar asit sped into awooded patch. Then, despite the clouding of the
moonlight, he kept his turning gaze upon every sweep of clear space that the view afforded.

There were muffled sounds from the belfry. The Shadow did not heed them. The sheriff and his men had
arrived; The Shadow knew that they would soon depart. Still making the most of histemporary
observation post, The Shadow continued to survey the terrain below.

Then came adiscovery. Nearly amile away, near the bottom of the far dope of the hill, The Shadow had



noted a curving road that broke in spots where wooded stretches intervened. He caught thetiny glimmer
of automobile lights asthey appeared upon that road. A car, its speed increasing, was driving away from
Torburg.

Blink - the lights disappeared in awooded stretch. They shone again; then blinked. The Shadow saw
them reappear upon what was evidently the right fork of aroad. Then the car dipped beneath the contour
of ahill and its course was|ogt.

Y et The Shadow till watched. He was looking far beyond, waiting for some trace of the automobile.

Minutes passed. No sign reappeared.

Voices at the foot of the tower. The sheriff and his men had gone down from the belfry. They had
departed; and they had locked the door behind them.

The Shadow made no move; he was still watching for the reappearance of that car, estimating the time
that it would take to arrive upon an open stretch of road. A last, The Shadow laughed softly.

That car, in asense, had come from nowhere. Specificaly, The Shadow had observed two stretches of
open road near the bottom of the hill. The car had not appeared upon the first; yet The Shadow had
observed it on the second stretch.

That meant that the car had either been parked off the road, or had come from some byway that
connected with the highway. After that, the car had disappeared as mysterioudy asit had arrived. Lost
by the contour of the hill, it had evidently gone to some secret destination within five miles of Torburg.

Thetime dement figured. It meant that while The Shadow had been ascending the tower, while he had
been gaining his post upon the cupola, some unknown person had been traveling afoot to a spot wherea
car waswaiting.

From then on, the evidence indicated that the unknown person had driven away to a secluded place well
outside the town limits, yet within easy approach of Torburg. A considerable areawas involved; yet a
well-managed search should surely produce results.

WITH thiscluein mind, The Shadow eased downward from the cupola. Swinging from the facade to the
cornice, he swung histal form until he gained afoothold in aditted window. Dropping one hand, he

grasped the opening in the belfry.

The bottom door had been locked from the outside. Hence The Shadow did not reenter the tower.
Instead, he began a descent down the outer wall. It was a precarious task, yet one which The Shadow
performed with comparative ease.

Often, The Shadow used rubber suction cupsin maneuvers of this sort. He did not employ them,
however, when he made the descent from the tower belfry. The rough - hewn stones that formed the
surface of the tower were dl that he needed in this downward trip.

With the skill of ahuman fly, The Shadow reached the ground and stood at the base of the tower.

Harry Vincent had given The Shadow complete details regarding the location of certain housesin
Torburg. In cutting back to the tower, The Shadow had considerably reversed his course. He was
approximatdy half amile from the home of Milton Claverly. Much closer, yet in the opposite direction,
was another house that interested him. That was the home of Stuart Hosker, the politician.

Others whom The Shadow regarded asimportant made their resdences in more distant parts of



Torburg. Thusit was merely amatter of situation that caused The Shadow to consider avisit to Hosker's.
The place was close by; aquick trip there could be followed by ajourney aong the far side of the hill
which would make a shortcut to Claverly's.

FOUR minutes after he had |eft the bell-tower, The Shadow arrived outside a stone house that showed a
surface covered by vines of ivy. A dull light glimmered through a shaded window on the second floor.
The Shadow gripped the vines and moved upward.

The window was unlocked. Noisalessly, The Shadow raised the sash. He lifted the lower edge of the
curtain to view theinterior of the room. The light was coming from abed lamp clamped to the top of a
big bed.

The foot of the bed was toward the window. High and solid, it prevented further view. The window
shade rose dowly. The Shadow moved inward from the night. Histal form materidized into its cloaked
proportions. With one swift stride, The Shadow advanced and reached the foot of the bed.

Standing like a strange specter from space, The Shadow turned his burning gaze upon afigure that lay
sprawled on the bed. He saw aman past middle-age, pgjama-clad, with outstretched arms and upturned
face.

It was Stuart Hosker. The man's face wasrigid in death. The front of his pgjama jacket was stained with
crimson, where the bullet from an assassin's gun had tapped the victim's heart blood.

Desth had again struck in Torburg. Alonein this house, Stuart Hosker had been dain by the same hand
that had murdered Maurice Dunwell. The shot had not been heard by outside ears. Crime - until now -
had remained undiscovered.

The Shadow's whispered laugh was solemn. Sinigter, it bore no mirth. It was a grim token of new
purpose to track down somefiend of evil. That laugh bespoke the knowledge that, on the morrow,
would be spread throughout the town of Torburg.

The Shadow knew why bells of doom had tolled. Last night they had been aknell for Maurice Dunwell.
Tonight, they had clanged a dirge to mark the death of Stuart Hosker.

CHAPTER X. THE NEXT EVENING

TORBURG was a peaceful place by day. It was only when darkness shrouded the town that ominous
danger seemed to gpproach. Harry Vincent was thinking of this contrast as he stood in Milton Claverly's

library.

Last night, Harry had heard the tower bellstoll their second message since hisarrival in Torburg. Harry
had been at the hotel when the grim ringing had occurred. When morning came, the inhabitants of thelittle
town were horrified by anew discovery: the murder of Stuart Hosker.

When Harry had risen, he had found an envel ope upon histable. Coded ingtructions from The Shadow.
In response, Harry had set out in his coupe shortly before noon. He had been traveling about all day,
studying a specified areato the north of Torburg.

The Shadow had deputed thiswork to his agent because Harry, presumably hereto investigate redl
estate, would naturdly be driving through the countryside. In his orders, The Shadow had told Harry to
look for any side roads that might lead to possible hiding spots.

Harry had uncovered several places. Most important of these was an old, dilapidated house that he had



spotted while driving along arocky road though the woods. To all appearances, the place was deserted;
yet Harry had noted tire tracksin the mud of the driveway. He had a hunch that someone was about the
old house.

It had been dusk when Harry made his discovery. Returning to Torburg, he had added the location of the
old houseto thelist of other placesthat he had studied. In his hotel room, Harry had |eft asealed
envelope for The Shadow.

During dinner, Harry had speculated where The Shadow might be. Somewhere about the town perhaps;
maybe entirely away from Torburg. The ways of The Shadow were strangely secret, even to his agents.
Harry felt sure of only one point: namely, that The Shadow must deep by day and act by night. That
aone could explain hisamazing activities.

At the hotel, Harry had received acall from Milton Claverly. The young man wanted Harry to come up
to the old mansion.

Returning to hisroom, Harry had found his report missing. He knew that The Shadow had taken it.
Communication was temporarily ended. So Harry had left anew coded report. He had goneto
Claverly's, and he was waiting now to talk to Milton.

Lester had shown Harry into the library. The old servant had proven taciturn. He had bowed; he had
ushered Harry in; he had gone to inform his master that avisitor had arrived. That was dl. But Harry had
noted the servant's face. He had fancied that he saw a gloating upon Lester's cadaverous features.

Two men had died in Torburg. Maurice Dunwell and Stuart Hosker had been murdered on succeeding
nights. Harry recaled that Milton had mentioned both of those men as persons who had robbed his
father.

Lester must share Milton'sdidike for Dunwell and Hosker. That explained the servant's maicious |ook.
Lester, gpparently, was making no effort to conceal the gladness that he felt because the two had died.

STANDING before the fireplace, Harry heard footsteps. He looked up to see Phyllis Lingle entering the
room. He bowed as the girl approached; then stood attentively as he saw that concern was registering
upon the girl'sface.

PhyllisLingle was atractive. Dark-haired, blue-eyed, she had impressed Harry Vincent when he had first
met her. He remembered, though, that her quiet, friendly demeanor had changed to sheer nervousness
when Milton Claverly had mentioned the subject of the bells.

That had been two nights ago. Since then, the bells had tolled two knells.

The experience of listening to those dreaded dirges had produced amarked result on Phyllis Lingle.
Harry could seethat the girl's mind was troubled. Her face was drawn; her lipstrembled as she spokein
alow, quavering tone.

"Mr. Vincent" - the voicewas pleading - "I must talk to you - before Milton comes. | want to tell you
why he sent for you."

The girl glanced over her shoulder to make sure that Milton was not gpproaching. She clutched Harry's
deeve and resumed her statements, speaking rapidly and amost incoherently.

"Milton spoke to metonight,” explained Phyllis, in her quick tone. "Hetold methat | might have to testify
that he had been herein the house - a midnight - last night and the night before. | replied that | could not
doso."



"Why not?" quizzed Harry.

"Because" - the girl wasfatering - "because | am not sure that he wasin the house. | - | was adeep both
times. Those terrible bells awakened me. They - they frightened me. | dreaded to leave my room."

"Y ou stayed there?'

"Yes. That iswhy | can not say that Milton was here. So | told him to call upon Lester for such
testimony. He said that Lester would not do.”

"Why not?'
"Hedid not tell me-"

The girl stopped. She moved quickly away and seated hersdlf in achair. She was reading abook when
Milton entered afew moments afterward.

The young man glanced suspicioudy in the girl's direction; then smiled suavely as he gpproached to shake
handswith Harry.

Motioning his guest to achair, Milton began to talk. The subject of hisdiscourse wasred estate; but
Harry knew that there must be some other reason why Milton had asked him to come here.

Ten minutes passed; then Phyllis I eft the room and went upstairs. Milton changed the subject
immediately.

"VINCENT," hesaid serioudy, "I'mworried. | want to tell you why. | think | can rely upon your
friendship. I'll tell you what'stroubling me. The belld"

Harry nodded.

"People arelinking the bells with the murders,” resumed Milton. "That's my big worry. Those two chaps
that died - Dunwell and Hosker - were enemies of my father. I've got every reason to be glad that they
are dead. Do you get my inference?"

"Y ou mean that you might be linked with the crimes?”

"Yes. Look at the facts. My father built the bell-tower. He was robbed by Dunwell and Hosker - and
Beauchamp aso. Lester spread a story that my father cameto his senseswhile the bellsweretolling his
own death; that my father called them 'bells of doom' and laid a curse on certain men whom he did not
name.

"Now, when | arrivein town, the bells begin to ring again. Each knell spellsmurder. It lookslike
vengeance. | might bethekiller. | thought of it two nights ago, when | heard the bellsring out Dunwell's
death. | thought of it last night when they clanged for Hosker. But | didn't worry at thetime.”

"Why not?"

"Because | had a perfect aibi. Two witnesses, here in the house, to provethat | had not gone out. Phyllis
was one, Lester the other. So this evening a dinner, | mentioned the subject. After Phyllisand Lester had
their say, | redized that my dibisweren't worth anickd.”

Harry raised hiseyebrowsin surprise.
"Firg of dl," declared Milton, "Phyllis said that she could not testify in my behaf. She stated that she had



not seen me within an hour before the bells began to ring - either last night or the night previous. She
added that she had not seen me after the bells rang.

"| told her that wasfoolish tak; that she knew | wasin the house. She agreed with me on that point. She
said shewould take my word for it. But she appears to dread a cross-examination.”

"l see," remarked Harry. "If her testimony were andyzed -"

"It would break down. | can't blame her for wanting to be truthful, Vincent, but | thought surely that she
would be ableto twist her testimony so that it would sound well."

"You gill haveLeger."

"Yes' - Milton'stone was bitter - "Lester saw me not long after the bells rang; on each occasion. He
would testify in my behaf. But | found out that hisword would be usdess.”

"er?.
"I'll show you."

Milton swung on his hedl. He went to the door of the room and called the servant. Lester appeared and
stood with shoulders stooped and scrawny hands clasped.

"Ledter,” said Milton, soberly, "Mr. Vincent isafriend of mine. Tell him what you told me about the
bdls"

LESTER'S leer turned to avenomous, toothless grin. Fists rising, clenched, the servant voiced hoarse
words, while his eyesflared with maddened e ation.

"Bellsof doom!" he crackled. "Bells of doom! They have brought judgment upon those who did evil! My
master told that thiswould come. | heard him, when he rose from his death bed. Ha- ha- ha- ha- ha-
ha-"

Legter'slaugh dwindled into an insane chuckle. Pointing abony claw at the two young men who watched
him, the servant crouched forward and glared with wild eyes. His voice became aguttural croak.

"Bells of doom - they have rung again. Do you know what those bells can mean? Bdllsring the curfew
hour. They bring people to their homes, away from the night, where evil spirits prowl.

"Then there are bells that drive away those spirits. | know it! | know it! For the old master told me!™ The
servant's head was bobbing; his voice had become a discordant shriek. "He told me of those bells! After
the curfew, the bells that drive demons back to their abodes!”

The old servant seemed to shrink. His clenched fists had risen; they lowered. Again abony finger marked
each word that Lester uttered. His voice was croaking again; his eyes were staring above his pointing
finger in the fashion one would sight dong the barrel of agun.

"There are bellsthat drive off sickness," clucked the servant. "They hedl, like bellsthat bring joy. There
are bdllsthat sound out victory; bellsthat clang like thunder. Some bellsring when coffins are being
carried to the grave!l"

The old servant had straightened. Hislong finger was pointing to the floor. He was gathering himsdlf for
hisfind statement; hislipswereframing agloating grin.

"Do not forget the passing bell." Shrinking, Lester clasped his hands across his chest. His eyeswere



cunning as they looked from man to man. "The passing bell" - the croak was solemn - "the one that you
have heard. That was the bl that tolled my master's death. That was the bell of doom!

"He heard that bell while he lay dying. He knew that bell meant death. He spoke like a prophet, when he
sad that bells of doom would ring again. They rang two nights ago for Maurice Dunwell" - Lester spat
the name and paused - "they rang again last night. They were for Stuart Hosker."

Lester hissed the second name. He stood silent; then gave afinal croak, while he bobbed his head to
emphasize his satement.

"Those bdlswill ring again! They will ring - ring - ring - until &l aredead! Until dl aredead” - the man's
voicewas aghriek - "al those who were enemies of this house! Until all of them are dead!™

The spasm ended. Lester gave a cackling chuckle, then turned and shambled from the room, leaving
Harry and Milton staring at each other. Harry could fedl cold shivers passing down his spine.

"Y ou see?" questioned Milton, anxioudy. "What kind of an dibi could that old fellow give? If he broke
loose with that mad talk, they would put me down as the murderer and class him as an accomplice.”

"Wheredid he get al the facts about the bells?' questioned Harry.

"From my father, | suppose,” replied Milton, soberly. "L ouis Vandrow gave me abox that my father had
left me. It contained a batch of documents of little consequence. Many of the papersrelated to bellsand

their purposes.

"But let's get back to the important subject” - Milton's suave face was nervous - "about my dibi. Y ou've
got to help me, Vincent. You candoit.”

"l wasn't here a midnight.”

"I'm not thinking of the past. I'm worried about the future.”
"Thefuture?'

"Yes, tonight.”

"Y ou mean you expect new murder?'

Milton Claverly nodded in response to Harry's question. He pointed out through the door by which
Lester had |eft. Milton spokein alow tone.

"That old felow isno fool," he said, in reference to Lester. "Strange factors are at work, Vincent. | am
seriouswhen | say that | fear new crime tonight. Someone else may be murdered.”

"Do you mean Willis Beauchamp?"'

"Perhaps. He was closdly identified with the two who have died. That, Vincent, iswhy | want someone
elseto be herein this house. Someone on whom | can surdly rely.”

"Likemysdf?'

"Y es. Why not come up here, Vincent? Stay in this house instead of the hotd. If the bells should ring
again, you will know that | am here. | ask it, asafavor.”

Harry pondered. He glanced at hiswatch. It was after ten o'clock. Harry doubted that he would be able



to communicate with The Shadow. However, he could leave word at the hotd, telling where he had
gone.

This house seemed closeto crime. Phyllis Lingl€'s satements; Lester's wild behavior; Milton Claverly's
fears - dl made the mansion bear aclose relationship to the mystery bells of the Torburg tower. Harry
did not need orders from The Shadow. He knew that his chief would instruct him to accept the invitation
to remain here.

"Very well," decided Harry. "I'll go down to the hotel and get my bag. I'll be back in lessthan haf an
hour."

Milton Claverly smiled. Hisface showed rdief. Harry Vincent left the library and headed for the front
door.

Milton dropped into a chair beside the fireplace. The suavity returned to the young man'sfestures as he
lighted a cigarette that he had pressed between hislips.

CHAPTER XI. MIDNIGHT APPROACHES

IT was after eleven o'clock when Harry Vincent arrived back at Milton Claverly'shouse. A car was
parked in the drive. AsHarry adighted from his coupe, he saw someone standing by the front door of the
house.

The door opened as Harry approached. L ester was admitting the visitor. Carrying hisbag, Harry
hastened forward and entered a so.

In the hallway, he recognized the man who had arrived before him. 1t was Louis Vandrow. The lawyer,
hearing Harry enter, turned and nodded to the young man. He stared, a bit surprised, when he saw the
bag in Harry's hand.

Milton arrived from the library. He knew that VVandrow and Harry had met before. So he dropped a
comment that would explain the reason for Harry's arriva. Milton made his statement while Harry was
handing hisbag to Lester.

"Vincent intendsto stay hereawhile," Milton told Vandrow. "Heistired of the old hotel, so | invited him
up to the house. Come, Mr. Vandrow. Let usgo into thelibrary. | had not expected you tonight. Do you
have special busnessto discuss?'

"Inaway, yes," replied Vandrow, in areluctant tone.
"Concerning my father's estate?" asked Milton.

"No," sad the lawyer, "we have gone over al the necessary detals regarding the estate. Thisisa
persond matter, Milton. One that relates to recent events.”

"The deaths of Dunwell and Hosker?'
"Yes"
"Then Vincent can listen to what you haveto say. Heisafriend of mine. Spesk fredy, Mr. Vandrow."

The lawyer seemed reluctant to proceed after they had seated themsdlvesin the library. Harry's presence
troubled him. It was apparent that V androw wanted an open discussion with Milton. The heir recognized
that fact. He laughed.



"Don't worry about Vincent," he assured Vandrow. "I think | know what you are going to tell me. My
name has been associated with those murders. Am | night?”

The lawyer stared, startled. Then he nodded. Milton had guessed the reason for hisreserve.

"I thought so," said the heir. "Vincent and | have been discussing the matter. After dl, it'sonly naturd that
people should wonder about me. The bells began to ring after | arrived in town. The two men who died
were enemies of my father."

"Precisely,” agreed Vandrow. "What is more, those two were closdly associated. They weretwo - of
three. Willis Beauchamp isthe third."

"What about him?" questioned Milton.
"The sheriff isguarding his home," replied Vandrow. "A squad of men have been placed on duty there."

THIS was not newsto Harry Vincent. He had learned this fact when he had returned late in the
afternoon. It had been discussed in the hotel; Harry had mentioned it in his report to The Shadow. But
Milton Claverly accepted the statement as something that he had not heard.

"So they're guarding Beauchamp,” he chuckled. "Well, I'm glad to hear it. But Lester won't be pleased.”
"Why not?" questioned Vandrow, sharply.

"Because he thinks someone's going to get the fellow," returned Milton. "L ester has been walking around
al evening, sputtering talk of vengeance.”

"Milton," said the attorney, serioudy, "meatters are much more serious than you suppose. | talked with
Abner Zangwald over the telephone tonight. He mentioned your name.”

"Did herefer to me asa suspect?' questioned Milton, coldly.

"Not exactly," responded Vandrow. "Redlly, Milton, | fed that Zangwad has akindly fegling toward you

"Y ou know my opinion of the man,” brokein Milton. "I think he'sa hypocrite! But welll let that pass. Did
Zangwald connect me with these deaths or did he not?"

"Hesad," replied Vandrow, dowly, "that as your attorney, | should keep a close watch upon your
affairs. That if | did not, others might.”

"Meaning whom?"'
"Thelaw, | suppose.”

"Has the sheriff put men on duty around this house?" inquired Milton, haf jestingly. "Does he think that he
might trap me running back and forth between here and the bell-tower?’

"Men might be stationed here," returned Vandrow, soberly. "I know that Zangwald, as chairman of the
board of sdlectmen, has had conferences with Sheriff Locke. They are meeting tonight, up at Zangwald's
home. | am going there."

"So you stopped here on the way."

"l did. To give you advice. Milton, let me suggest that you remain within this house, just asyou have on



thelast two nights. Do you understand?*

"That's exactly what | intend to do. Moreover, Vincent will be hereto provethat | do not leave the
place.”

"Hm-m-m." Vandrow mused as he heard this statement. "That seemslike agood idea. But do not
overplay it, Milton. It isn't wise to establish an dibi in advance. Smply assumethat Vincent has come
here asaguest. Asyou told me previoudy. Because he wastired of the hotdl.”

"That's natura enough,” stated Milton. "Don't worry about me, Mr. Vandrow. I'll be agood boy and stay
at home. I'll go to bed early, before twelve o'clock, when the spooks start ringing the bellsin the old
tower."

"Thisisno laughing matter," declared the lawyer. "Remember, those bells have sounded the kndll of
murder.”

"They don't concern me," retorted Milton. "Vincent and | are turning in as soon asyou leave. Listen, Mr.
Vandrow. | have been in bed every night before those bells began to ring. | intend to follow the same
plan tonight. Tell Abner Zangwad he can come up here and find me adeep.”

"| don't careto jest about the matter,” said Vandrow. He glanced a hiswatch. "I must be on my way to
Zangwald's. May | use the telephone, to make sure he is there?"

"Certainly.”
"Youmay ligenwhilel converse with him."
"Thanksfor theinvitation.”

Milton beckoned to Harry. The two followed VVandrow from the library. The lawyer crossed the hal to
the old parlor. The young men entered after him.

VANDROW sat down at the tel ephone table and called anumber. Then he began a conversation, of
which Milton Claverly and Harry Vincent heard but half.

There was another listener, also. Lester had appeared; he was standing by the opened door.

"Hello..." Vandrow began to spesk to someone. "Isthat you, Mr. Zangwad?... Yes, thisisLouis
Vandrow. Yes, I'll bethereto talk with you and the sheriff... The coroner, too... Any new
devedopments?... What's that? Why, | thought he was staying in his house, under guard...

"Businessin New York, you say... A long distance cal early in the evening... Well, | guessthat'sagood
idea... Yes, that big limousine of Beauchamp's can travel fast. Well, it'sbest for him to get out of town...
Certainly... Yes, I'll tak to you when | reach your home.

The lawyer hung up the receiver; he arose from the table. Lester entered, bringing his hat and coat. It was
then that Milton Claverly inserted asuave remark.

"Y ou mentioned Willis Beauchamp," stated the young man. "'Did you say something about him leaving
town?'

"Yes" replied Vandrow. "Zangwad tells me that he received along distance cal from New Y ork. He
cdled Zangwad after that, to inform him that he wasleaving the house."

"When?'



"Beauchamp expectsto leave just before midnight. He will enter his garage and step into hislimousine.
Then his chauffeur will drive him over to Lewisport, onthe B R Railroad. Some of the sheriff's men will
follow. So Beauchamp will be well enough protected.”

"I'm glad he's getting out of town,” decided Milton. "Well, I'm turning in. | guessyou'll want to do the
same, Vincent. If the bellsring, old man, be sure to wake me."

Milton accompanied Vandrow to the door. Then he and Harry went upstairs and entered their rooms.
Thetwo apartments were at different ends of along hall.

Downgtairs, Lester was standing by the front door. His eyes were glaring. He, too, had heard the
announcement of Beauchamp's departure. The servant'sfists were clenched. Hisface glowered ashis
cracked lipstwitched.

Then, in methodica fashion, the servant crossed the hall and extinguished the lights. He moved dowly up
the stairs to the second floor; his footsteps creaked as he took another flight of stepsto the third.

Harry Vincent, lying in his bed, could hear the old servant moving on the floor above. Then came silence.
The manson, like the tower on the hill, was hushed amid the quietude of night.

CHAPTER XII. THE SHADOW MOVES

THIS night was agloomy one. The sky, heavily clouded, dlowed no riftsfor moonlight. Objects on the
ground were blackened into total invigbility. The countryside about the town of Torburg was one
continued blot of inkiness.

Off in asecluded patch of woods stood the old house that Harry Vincent had located. It was not even
visghble among thetrees. The eyesthat watched it were a so hidden. The Shadow had stationed himsdlf
closeto the deserted building.

The Shadow had pieced important facts. He knew that Willis Beauchamp was well guarded. 1t would
take at least asquad of men to trap himin his residence. No corps of gunmen could be assembled within
thelimitsof Torburg.

If called from outside, acrew of ruffianswould need a meeting place. This house - The Shadow had
prowled through it - showed signs of recent occupancy. The Shadow was positive that crooks were due
to mest.

Midnight was approaching. Y et The Shadow lingered. Minutesticked dowly by. Findly, aglimmer of
light wavered from the road in front of the house. It became the glare of headlights. A car gpproached,
jouncing adong the rocky road. It swung into the driveway beside the house.

The Shadow waited until the lights were extinguished. Then he crept forward. He found a shuttered
window and opened it. He rose from the ground and entered an empty room. He moved acrossto a
door and pressed carefully.

A glow showed through the crack. Four men were gathered about the adjoining room, akerosene
lantern on the floor. They were talking in growled voices. The Shadow recognized them as agroup of
Manhattan mobsters.

"Say," came agruff tone, "thisisacuckoo lay. What's Beef been doin', using thisjoint as a hide-out?

"Better ask him when he shows up,”" came aresponse. "Maybe hélll tell you."



"Fat chance,” said the first mobster. "He won't say nothin'. D'you think he's been hangin' out here done?’
"Sure? Why not?'

"Well, Beef ain't no big shot. Y ou know well enough that he must be workin' for some guy that's runnin’
the whedls of the racket, whatever itis."

"All right. That's none of our business. Beef waswise, kegpin' usalong way off until he camefor us
today."

There was a pause in the conversation. The Shadow knew now why the house had been deserted when
he had first arrived. But where was "Besf," the head of this assembled crew? The answer came - from a
mobsman'slips.

"Beef kept on ahead in the coupe,” said another ruffian, speaking for thefirg time. "Guess he had to go
somewhere and get atip-off from the big shot. Well - he ought to be back pretty quick.”

Another pause; then, from outside the house came the rumble of amotor. The noise ceased. A door
clattered. Into the room stepped a husky, big-fisted man whose ruddy face added to his beefy
appearance. Thiswas the fellow that the crew expected.

"All st," growled Beef. "Come adong, get going. Well take the touring car. Leave the coupe here.”
"What'sthelay, Beef?' asked agorilla

"Youll find out,” returned the leader. "I'll tell you on theway. Listen, you mugs, we're pinch-hitting
tonight, in case something goeswrong. That'sdl I've got to say right now."

The big man swung toward the door. The others followed.

THE SHADOW made no move until they had departed. Then he crossed the room and reached the
door that the crew had taken. He saw the lights flash from the touring car. He heard the Sarter. The
machine swung along the drive.

The Shadow's flashlight glimmered. It picked out Beef's coupe, standing near where the touring car had
been. Swiftly, The Shadow reached the car. A soft laugh came from his lipswhen he saw that theignition
key wasinitslock. The Shadow had expected this. Beef would have had no reason to lock the car. The
fact that the key was present meant asaving in time; it eliminated the few minutes that The Shadow would
otherwise have required to fit aspecia key of hisown.

The coupe shot forward. Lights out, it found the rocky road. The Shadow piloted the car by the fedl of
the front tires. Up dong the road, he spied the glimmer of Beef's headlights. That was sufficient. Guiding
by that moving beacon, The Shadow kept his course.

Thetouring car swerved when it came to a highway. The Shadow arrived shortly afterward. The coupe
sped amazingly aong the road, closing the distance between the two cars. Like a phantom automobile,
The Shadow's machine was hidden in the dark behind the touring car; the sound of its motor was
unheard by the men ahead, because of the roar of their own machine.

Close enough to use the glow of the touring car's headlights; far enough behind to keep his presence
unknown, The Shadow kept up the equal pace. He watched the touring car dacken asit neared a curve.
He dowed the coupe and picked hisway at a snail's pace through the darkness.

The lights of the touring car were no longer visible. The Shadow learned this by peering through a cluster



of sgplings on theinner sde of theroad. A soft laugh came from within the coupe. The Shadow knew the
reason.

Thetouring car had stopped to block the curve. It was awaiting the approach of acar from the other
direction. The Shadow stopped the coupe and listened. He caught the murmur of a smooth-running
motor; then, barely discernible through the thin trees, he saw the glimmer of arriving lights.

There was no timeto lose. The Shadow shot the coupe forward. Still without lights, he took the curve.
Then, from ahead, came the glare of focused headlights. An instant later, the blaze was blocked by the
shape of the touring car, squarely across the road.

Revolvers barked from the touring car. Shots were aimed at a big machine that was coming aong the
road. Then came the shriek of brakes. The chauffeur of ahuge limousine was bringing his car to astop.

Hewasin timeto avert acollison; but his natura action brought another menace. By stopping, hewas
making his car a perfect target for the five mobsters who had opened fire with their revolvers.

Doom for the chauffeur and whomever might be riding with him. Such seemed the natura decree.

But The Shadow could turn the hand of fate. Hisfoot pressed the accelerator to the floor. As new shots
flashed from the touring car, the darkened coupe came hurtling from the night, aimed squarely for the
center of the mobster-manned machine!

BEFORE a single gorillaknew what was coming, the coupe reached its god. It mashed the side of the
touring car with terrific force. While wild shots blazed, the parked machine careened from its position. It
hurtled over on its Sde; then turned turtle. The top collapsed as gorillas went sprawling upon the road
and intheditch.

Thefront of the coupe rose upward as The Shadow jammed the brakes and clicked off theignition.
Radiator was driven back to motor. The Shadow's left arm warded off the glass that crashed in from the
windshied.

Spokes broke from front whedls as the car came down. The coupe jounced upon its front axle. The car
swiped sidewise; arear wheel gave benegath the strain. Popping tires sounded as the coupe stopped a a

crazy angle.

The limousine had stopped, half across the road. From behind it, came afollowing car - a sedan filled
with men. The driver swerved to avoid the limousine. He made another sweep as he gpplied the brakes,
then released the pedd to come out of a skid. The sedan shot clear past the tilted coupe.

The chauffeur had legped from the limousine. Foolishly, he sprang forward into the lights of the car. A
revolver barked. One mobster, only dightly injured by the crash, had fired. The chauffeur saggered; then
fdl to the ground.

The door on the lower side of thetilted coupe had opened. The Shadow, dropping to the road, moved
quickly to theright, to avoid the lights of the limousine. His automatic was ready. He did not have to use
it.

Men had clambered from the sedan that had siwung beyond the wreckage. As the mobster fired awild
shot toward them, they answered with avolley. The crook made no response.

The Shadow, coming up to the side of the limousine, had quickly guessed the facts. He knew thét this car
must belong to Willis Beauchamp. Beef and his crew had cometo stop it. The sedan wasfilled with
sheriff'smen. It had tailed the limousine to give protection.



Was Willis Beauchamp in the car? Or had thisflight from Torburg been a bluff? These devel opments
were factors that had come about while The Shadow had been watching the house in the woods. The
Shadow wanted the answer. He had timeto gain it.

The sheriff's men had stopped beside the wrecked cars. They were examining the bodies of the mobsters
who had failed to survive the crash. Two of the officers were picking up the chauffeur.

The limousine was unscathed. The Shadow opened the door. His flashlight glimmered, in guarded
fashion. The Shadow expected to find emptiness, or else acowering man in back. He paused at the sight
that actudly greeted hisgaze.

Sumped on the tonneau was the figure of atal, ederly man. Hishat had falen from hishead, reveding
his shaggy mop of gray hair. His coat was open. The center of his shirt-front showed adripping stain of
carmine. Thisman - Willis Beauchamp - was dead.

LIKE Dunwell and Hosker, Beauchamp had been shot through the heart. Beef had spoken the truth to
his mob. Thelr purpose had been to make sure that the victim died. But their foray had been unnecessary.
Somehow - somewhere - abold assassin had delivered death beforehand.

The door closed silently. The Shadow glided into the darkness behind the limousine, just astwo men
arrived to make sure that Beauchamp was dl right. Excited shouts arose as the sheriff's men discovered
the dead body.

Those shouts reached The Shadow's cars as histall form was gliding up aong the dope beside the road.
But The Shadow did not pause. His course was taking him off across the hill, toward the distant
bell-tower which, as yet, had not begun new clangs of doom.

CHAPTER XIIl. AT ZANGWALD'S

TWO men were standing in Abner Zangwad's living room. Both were officias of the county. Onewas
Sheriff Locke; the other was Coroner Thomas. The two were eying the clock upon the mantel. It was
nearing the hour of twelve,

The doorbell rang. A servant answered it. He returned, conducting Louis Vandrow into the room. The
lawyer |ooked about, expecting to see Zangwad. The sheriff pointed his thumb toward the ceiling.

"Mr. Zangwad went upstairsto his study," informed Locke. "just after you caled up from Claverly's. He
told the servant to let him know when you arrived. | guessthe man'sgoneto get him."

"Sorry | waslate," replied Vandrow. "1 thought it important, however, to talk to young Claverly. That
was in accord with Mr. Zangwa d's wishes."

The sheriff nodded.

"Whilewe are waiting for Zangwald," suggested VVandrow, "tell me about Beauchamp. Why did he
decideto goto New York?'

"I don't know," admitted the sheriff. "He called Zangwald, because he couldn't get me. Said something
about along distance cdll, but it sounded like astall. Zangwald got hold of meand | gavethe O.K. If
Beauchamp wanted to leave town, that was his business.”

"I came by his house on my way here," said Vandrow, "but | didn't notice anything unusud. Has he gone
yet?'



"Yes. Herewas hisidea. Y ou know where hisgarage is - off from the house, about fifty yardsin back.”
"Close by the hedge.”

"That's right. Well, Beauchamp sneaked out there through the back door a e even-thirty. Got into his
limousine. Then the chauffeur went out about five minutes later. Only, that time, they turned on thelights
at the back of the house.

"Get theidea? So if anybody was watching, they'd think the chauffeur was going done. He was
instructed to bring out the car just asif it was empty. Then he Sarted over to Lewisport, like hewas
going to meet somebody.”

"And Beauchamp wasin the car?’

"Yes, lying low. He explained to Zangwad that he intended to make aget-away; hetold methe details
when | caled him after | got here.”

"l see. Wdll, it soundslike agood plan. Did the limousinego out dl right?'

"Like clockwork. The chauffeur was Sitting, up in front like atin soldier. A couple of the boys caled me
from Beauchamp's. Therest werein acar out front. They followed aong, after the limousine, but not too
close. That was Beauchamp'sides, too."

Asthe sheriff completed his statement, Abner Zangwald appeared. The bushy-browed man nodded to
LouisVandrow. He rumbled a question to L ocke:

"Beauchamp left, did he?"
"Yes," replied the sheriff.
"Good," said Zangwald. "Well, Vandrow, how did you make out & Claverly's?'

"| talked to young Milton," replied the lawyer. "1 questioned him abit regarding the last two nights. He
said that he had been a home.”

"That'swhat hewould have said. How was his attitude? Did he appear shifty?"
"Hewasjocular. He was not a al inclined to be serious.”
"What'sthisabout?' put in the sheriff. " Are you figuring young Claverly in these murders?'

"Not exactly,” returned Zangwad. "At the meeting the other night, | happened to talk with VVandrow. |
mentioned that it was quite a coincidence that Maurice Dunwell should have been murdered just after
Milton Claverly had returned.

"I made no accusation. | Smply said that Dunwell was one of three men who had been unfriendly to
David Claverly. Therefore, Milton, as David's son, could hardly be saddened by Dunwdll's degth.

"After the murder of Stuart Hosker, | studied the subject more deeply. | wasreally worried. As chairman
of the sdlectmen, | hold aresponsible position in thistown. Today, when | learned that Willis Beauchamp
wasinterror of hislife, | fet that it would be wise to keep an eye on Milton Claverly.”

"What do you think of it, coroner?" questioned Locke, turning to the man beside him.

Thomas shrugged his shoulders. It was afull minute before he made his comment.



"Maurice Dunwell," he said, "was dain by persons unknown. So was Stuart Hosker. | see no evidence
that pointsto Milton Claverly. Until we have a definite connection, it would be unwise to regard him with
actud suspicion.”

"Looksthat way to me," added Locke, in agrumbling tone. "1 want evidence to work on before | begin
accusing people. Weve got none. Not yet. Thet is, nothing that can lead usto the guilty party.”

"Understand me," put in Zangwad. "David Claverly was my closest friend. | have afeding of good will
toward his son. | thought that L ouis Vandrow was the proper man - as Milton'slawyer - to look into
what Milton had been doing.

"We can not deny the fact that Milton might have been antagonistic toward both Dunwell and Hosker.
That meansthat later on his name may be drawn into these cases. Therefore, whether heisright or
wrong, it is advisable to know more about his activities.

"l guessyou'reright, Mr. Zangwald," expressed the shexiff. "I'll tell you why. If young Claverly had itin
for Dunwell and Hosker, he'd probably be sore at Beauchamp, too. | guessthat's why Beauchamp
thought he needed protection.”

"Beauchamp was associated with Dunwell and Hosker," stated Vandrow. " That was sufficient reason for
hisworry. Why go out of our way to draw Milton Claverly into the Situation”?"

"Right," agreed the coroner.

"Wadl," said Locke, "onething'ssure. If Torburg isthe danger zone, Beauchamp's out of it. Nobody
knowsthat he bedt it - that is, nobody but usfour and my men."

LOUISVANDROW chewed hislips as he heard the remark. Abner Zangwald noted the action. He
glared at the lawyer; then put a sudden question.

"How about that, Vandrow?' heinquired. "Y ou were over at Claverly'swhen you called up here, weren't
you? Around quarter past eleven?’

"Yes," admitted the lawyer.

"Did young Claverly hear what you had to say?" asked Zangwald. "Did he get wind of the fact that
Beauchamp wasleaving town?"

"I mentioned it," replied Vandrow. "Milton was in the room when | was talking. He asked me about
Beauchamp. | told him that Beauchamp was going to New Y ork."

"Who dsewasthere? Thegirl?'

"No - Ledter, the old servant. And afriend of Milton's. A red estate man from New Y ork, Harry
Vincent."

"I know the fellow. He came in to see me about real estate. He was the one who went with you up to
Dunwell's, wasn't he, Locke?"

"Yes," returned the sheriff. "Vincent isal right. Don't worry about him."

"I'mnot," declared Zangwad, dryly. "I'm thinking about young Claverly. It'stoo bad that he learned
about Beauchamp's departure. If anything should happen -"

"Let usrefrain from gpprehensions” put in Vandrow. "Asthe sheriff has said, Beauchamp isoutside the



danger zone."

Therewasapause. A huge grandfather's clock delivered itsmusical chimes. Midnight had arrived.
Twelve strokes came from the clock. Then Zangwald spoke.

"Y ou spoke of the danger zone," he declared. "This, gentlemen, isthe danger hour. If harm has cometo
Willis Beauchamp, the bells of doom will pedl. Let us hope that they will not ring tonight.”

An ominous slence followed the words. Then came achuckle from the sheriff.
"Those bellscan't ring," he asserted.
"Why not?' demanded Zangwald.

"I've been waiting to tell you this," chortled the sheriff. "Just alittleideal had this afternoon. Y ou know
that key you gaveto Y okes? The one he handed over to me?”’

"YS,"

"Well, | went up to the tower this evening. Thought | might put a couple of men on duty; but I didn't want
to cal them away from Beauchamp's. So | used the key. | went up in the tower."

Locke paused to lift a heavy traveling bag from the floor. He placed it on the table and undid the clasps.
He spoke as he opened the bag.

"I brought back some souvenirs," he chuckled. "Here they are, look at them.”

He reveded the contents of the bag. Within lay three brazen clappers. The sheriff removed them, one by
one, and placed them on the table.

"Unhooked them," he said. "That fixed the bells. | don't care who getsin there and yanks the ropes.
Thosebdlswont ring."

Again, Locke chuckled as he stared at the surprised expressions on the faces of his three companions.
Stll laughing, he placed his hands on the heavy clappers. Then, in aningtant, hislipsbecamerigid. A
commanding sound had come above the sheriff's chortle.

Clang!

A muffled throb from far away. A notethat al had heard before. It was the opening stroke of a
deep-throated gong. A second pedl resounded. Then athird.

Dong! - Dong! -

Once again, the tower bellsweretalling forth their mournful dirge. New notes of doom were reaching the
ears of astounded listeners. Here, beneath the sheriff's hand, were the clappers of the tower bells. Y et the
strokes of doom were resounding through the night.

Tonefor tone, perfect in the spacing of their chiming, the bellsin the tower were pedling forth their
irresstible message.

The bells of doom were sounding another knell!

CHAPTER XIV. OUTSIDE THE HOUSE



Clang! - Clang! -

The strident clamor drummed its clashing message to Harry Vincent, half adeep in hisbed a Claverly's.
The bells of doom were like a nightmare, weaving their jangle into Harry's dreaming mind.

Dong!
Thefina stroke. The bells had ended as abruptly as before.

Harry raised hishead. A breeze from the haf-opened window was amost tingling with the findl
reverberations of those concluded strokes. Harry could actualy feel the sound of the bells.

Hurrying into some clothes, Harry sumbled from the room. He wanted to find Milton Claverly. Groping
hisway through the darkened hall, he reached the top of the stairs. He saw adull light from below. Harry
descended.

All was slent when Harry reached the lower hdl. Cdculating, Harry felt sure that others must have heard
the bells before him. Someone must have come downgtairs to turn on that light. Looking through a
darkened stretch of hall, Harry spied the outline of the side door. He went to the portal and turned the
knob.

The door was unlocked. 1t swung inward, aided by agust of air. Harry stepped out into the blackness of
arear drive. The night was pitch-dark; he could not even see the grayish gravel that crunched benesth his
feet.

Wondering why the door was open, Harry paused to listen. He tried to calculate the time that had passed
between the ending of the bellsand hisarrival here. Harry found himsalf at aloss. It might have been
three minutes - possibly five-

Time for someone to have come back from the old bell-tower? The thought was startling. It was dmost
like a premonition. Promptly upon the thought, Harry heard asound. It wasthe dight crunch of grave, at
thefar sde of thedrive.

Bardly discernible was alow wing that extended back from the house. Thiswas the addition that housed
the sedled crypt which had served as temporary resting place for the body of David Claverly.

Creegping in that direction, Harry pressed his hand againgt the stone surface of the low wall. He edged
through darkness toward the spot where he had heard the crunches. He stopped. Like echoes, other
cracklesreplied from ahead. They ceased.

Harry shifted forward. Again the crunches. They were closer. Was someone cregping back to the house?
Or had someone, sneaking away, reversed his course? Hearing another click, Harry sprang suddenly
forward. He was leaping for the person in the darkness, whoever he might be. Harry's guess was perfect.
His forward-thrust hands encountered a human shape.

AN ingtant later, Harry was struggling with an adversary. The man was powerful. As Harry locked with
his opponent, he redlized that the man might be Milton. Harry cried out as he wrestled:

"Claverly! I'm Vincent -"

The response was afiercer struggle. An arm wrenched from Harry's grasp. A swift fist shot through the
dark. It clipped The Shadow's agent squarely on the jaw. The other arm came free as Harry Sumped.
Groggily, he sprawled on the gravel.



Darkness seemed to whirl as Harry heard quick crunching steps. He came up to his hands and knees,
ready to resume thefight. His head was spinning; he could hear the footsteps dwindle. But he could not
guessin what direction they had gone. Harry swayed and dipped back to the gravel.

One minute passed; dully, Harry sensed that dow footsteps were coming in his direction. He roused
himsdlf; he turned about and saw framed light. The side door of the house was open. A stooped figure
was coming toward him.

It was Lester, the old servant. A flashlight blinked from the fellow's hand.

Harry tried to rise. Lester caught him; with surprising strength, the man helped Harry to hisfeet. The
flashlight, turned upward, showed each man the other'sface.

"What happened, sir?' Lester's voice was apprehensive. "I heard you shout.”

"I encountered someone out here," explained Harry. "'l came out through the side door - after the bells
rang - the side door was open -"

"I locked it, Sir.
"It was open when | found it.”

A call came from the opened door. Milton Claverly was standing there, in his shirtdeeves. He stepped
into the dark; hiswhite garb showed in the blackness. Stepping away from Lester, Harry approached the
house.

"What's the matter, Vincent?' inquired Milton. "Come back into the house, and let me know what
happened.”

Harry complied.

Asthe two men went inside. Lester stood crouched in the center of the drive. The servant was listening.
Apparently, he was wondering if some lurker till remained on the premises.

Suddenly, the servant turned on hisflashlight. He swept it in awide beam, aong the fringe of the drive. It
passed the wall of the silent crypt. It probed among the trees; there it stopped. A guttural sound came
from Lester'slips.

By afreak of chance, the servant'slight had picked the outline of an gpproaching shape. Coming through
the trees, stopping the instant that the light appeared upon it, was a phantom form cloaked in black.

The Shadow had siwung in from his course across the hill. He had heard the talk in the driveway. He had
recognized Harry Vincent's voice. Creeping forward, he had been caught suddenly within the range of
Lester's unexpected light.

BURNING eyes. The servant saw them glitter from beneath the brim of the douch hat. They were
unearthly eyes, those blazing orbs of The Shadow.

Ingtinctively, the servant trembled.
Then, to hisears came the low tones of asinister laugh.

Lester dropped back as he heard the eerie taunt. It was meant for the servant's ears alone. It served its
purpose. Lester'slight wavered as the man's hand fatered. Dropping toward the ground, it no longer
covered the motionlessform in black.



There was a swish through the shrouding gloom. Lester did not hear it. The Shadow had lost no
opportunity. He had faded quickly with the night, the moment that L ester dropped his hand.

Recovering from hisfright, the servant raised the flashlight. Thistimeits rays showed nothing but the
trees.

Retreating toward the house, Lester kept sweeping historch. It failed to reved anew glimpse of The
Shadow. The servant arrived at the house; his hand trembled as it opened the door.

Then Lester sprang insde and dammed the barrier behind him. Bolts shot into place.

When he reached the hall insde the house, Lester turned suddenly as he heard avoice from the gairs. It
was PhyllisLingle. Clad in dippers and dressing gown, the girl had come from her room. She questioned
Ledter in an anxioustone.

"What has happened?’ inquired Phyllis. "Tdl me, Lester; what happened outside?"

"Mr. Vincent encountered aprowler,” croaked Lester. "But heisdl right, Miss Phyllis. | can hear him
taking to Mr. Milton, inthelibrary.”

Phyllis hurried down the gairs. Shejoined Lester and the two entered the library. They found Harry
Vincent standing before the fireplace, rubbing hisjaw. Milton Claverly was seated close by, smoking a
Cigarette.

"Lester,” snapped Milton, "Vincent tells me that the little door was open. Y ou should have bolted it
before you retired.”

"I thought | did, gr," responded the servant. "Redlly, it is something that | should not have forgotten.”
"But you forgot it tonight.”
"Yes, gr.

"Vincent heard the bells,”" declared Milton. "He wasthefirst of usto get downgtairs. Finding the door
open, he naturaly went out to the drive."

"I thought you might be out there," remarked Harry, eying Milton as he spoke.

"l wasupstairs," stated Milton, promptly, "getting dressed. | couldn't find my coat and vest so | came
down in my shirtdeeves. There wasn't time to go fumbling about in the closet, looking for the right

hanger."

"I must have come down ahead of you, Sir," said Lester. "I was sound adegp on the third floor. Then |
heard the bellsring" - achuckle - "and | was glad. Bells of doom -"

"Cut it, Ledter," interrupted Milton, sternly. "Thisis no timefor more of your madness. What | want to
know is. who was outside this house - and why?"

Phyllis Lingle uttered a suppressed gasp. Harry Vincent was the only one who heard it. He looked
quickly toward the girl. Her face was pae. Phyllistried to cover up her sudden outburst. Lester came
unwittingly to her rescue.

"I cantell you, Sir. he croaked. "I can tell you who was outside this house. It was a pirit, Sir - aghoul
from the old bell-tower. | know. | have seen!”



The old servant's chortle was maddening. Y et even the wildness of Lester's eyes did not detract from the
force of hiswords. Milton Claverly stared. He seemed to half bdieve Lester'swords. Then Milton
laughed, uneesily.

"Seeing §pooks, eh?" he quizzed. "Forget that stuff, Lester. It will drive you crazy.”
"l saw!" repested the servant. "'l saw him - the spirit from the night!

"Black, with burning eyes! Codsof fire, S, that looked a me. It came from the tower™ - the servant
pointed hisfinger upward and wagged his bony hand - "'it cameto prove that my old master'swords
weretruel”

"Enough of that!" brokein Milton. "Keep quiet, Lester. Now | know that your wild imagination has
gained the best of you."

HARRY VINCENT was thinking. He had seen enough of Lester to know that the servant was
fundamentally sane. Lester had seen someone outside the house; but not the person with whom Harry
had battled. Harry's antagonist had escaped; after that, The Shadow had arrived here a the house.

Who had been the man in the dark? Harry's foe could have been Milton Claverly. For that matter, Lester
- the servant had unusud strength - might have been the fighter who had dedlt the lucky blow to Harry's
jaw.

Both Milton and Lester were dressed. Harry had no proof that either man had gone to bed. One or the
other could have been coming back from the tower. It was quite possible that the guilty party could have
goneinto the house after sprawling Harry on the gravel.

Recollecting, Harry redlized that he had been completely staggered by the punch. It had been the
equivaent of aknock-out blow. A minute - no, at least two minutes - had el apsed before L ester arrived
to give aid. There had been another time space before Milton had appeared.

Harry's thoughts changed. He came to a consideration of The Shadow. He knew that it was not his chief
whom he had encountered; The Shadow would have recognized Harry's cry in the dark. But The
Shadow was close at hand. Harry would soon have a chance to make areport.

Lester waswalking from thelibrary.

Milton spoke to the servant, to ask him where he was going. Lester responded that he intended to make
sure the rear door was locked.

"I'm sure | pressed the boltswhen | camein, sir.”
"I'll go dong to make sure.”

Thetwo left. Harry was musing. Then came asoft voice. Phyllis Lingle was gpproaching. The girl spoke
breathlesdy.

"I heard the scuffle, Mr. Vincent," she said. "1 knew that you had met someonein the dark."
"Do you know who it was?' questioned Harry, quickly.

"No," replied Phyllis. "It wastoo dark to see from my window. But - there is something that | must tell
you -"

She stopped and drew away. Milton and Lester were returning. Harry saw the girl's lips frame the word:



"Tomorrow."

Harry gave adight nod and turned away. Milton noted nothing. He paced over toward the fireplace,
stood there for afew moments; then spoke.

"Guesswed better turnin,” was his comment. "There's no use looking for the chap you bumped into,
Vincent. After the way Vandrow talked, | don't like the idea of going outside the house after dark.

"We would look mighty suspicious wandering about with flashlights. For that matter, it wouldn't be so
good if anyone dropped in on uswhilewerein thisroom. | suggest we go back to bed and talk things
over inthemorning.”

MILTON'S suggestion was followed. Five minutes later, Harry Vincent was seeted in his own room. He
had turned on asingle light, alittle lamp above atable in the comer. But Harry had not gone back to
bed.

He was seated at the table, writing with afountain pen that he had taken from the pocket of hisvest.
Briefly, in coded words, Harry was giving the full details of dl that had occurred. Trained in The
Shadow's service, Harry had gained aremarkable ability to remember events with exactitude.

His departure from the hotel, his chat with Milton Claverly; hisreturn and the remarks that Vandrow had
made - dl these went into the report. Then came Harry's description of his experience after the bells had
clanged. Most important - to Harry's mind - were the interrupted conversations that he had held with

PryllisLingle

Harry folded each sheet as he completed it. He placed the entire report in an envelope. He sedled the
container; then went to bed. But he l€eft the table lamp burning, That was asignd to The Shadow.

Time passed. Night breezes sighed about the mansion. From the thick, outer darkness, keen eyes studied
the sllent house. They spied the only glimmer of light, the dull glow from the window of Harry'sroom. A
stedlthy figure approached the house.

Shortly afterward, the figure of The Shadow appeared through the open window. It materidized inweird
fashion. The only person who might have seen that forming shape was Harry Vincent; but he had goneto

deep.

Gloved hands opened the envelope. The Shadow read the coded lines. The writing faded, line by line, as
he completed his perusal. Such was the way with messages between The Shadow and hisaides. They
used agpecid ink that vanished after contact with the air.

The Shadow wrote brief lines. He sedled them in an envelope and | eft the message where he had found
Harry'sreport. Slently, the tall shape merged with the darkness beyond the window. The Shadow had
gone.

Later, asardonic laugh rippled from a spot along the hillside, not far from where the old bell-tower stood.
The Shadow had returned to the mysterious thickness of the night.

CHAPTER XV. THE LAW CONFERS

ON the next afternoon, agroup of men were assembled in the meeting room at the Torburg town hall.
Sheriff Locke and Coroner Thomas were there; aso the deputies whom Locke had placed as guards at
Beauchamp'shome.

Besides these representatives of the law, another was present. Thiswas Gat Jorna, the county



prosecutor.

Jornal had come to Torburg to make acomplete investigation of the latest murder. He had summoned dl
who might furnish cluesto the death of Willis Beauchamp. In addition, Jorna had requested the presence
of Abner Zangwald, to represent the board of slectmen. Zangwald, in turn, had invited Louis Vandrow
to the conference.

The county prosecutor was abluff individud. Heliked to get results; and he believed that dipshod
methods had permitted crimein Torburg. When he called the conference to order, hisfirst act wasto
read over reports that he had received from the sheriff and the coroner. That done, Jorna came down to
business.

"WEell center on the case of Willis Beauchamp," declared the prosecutor. "First off, Beauchamp was

afraid for hislife. Reason: because he had been closdly associated with the two men who were dain.
That's clear enough for dl, | think.

"Beauchamp wanted aguard around his place. He got it. But he wasn't satisfied. He wanted to clear out,
to go to New Y ork. Maybe he thought he'd be safer there. Anyway, he stated as his reason that he had
received along distance call from New York. Am | right on that point?

"Yes" replied Zangwald. "Beauchamp called me and said that he wanted to leave for New Y ork. He
proposed the manner in which heintended to depart.”

"He talked to me afterward,” corroborated Locke. "Told me just what he'd told Mr. Zangwald. It was
over the telephone - after | cameto Mr. Zangwad's home. | called Beauchamp from there.”

"Very well." The prosecutor became emphatic. "L et's continue that matter further. Who wasit that caled
Beauchamp from New Y ork?Y ou don't know, do you?Y ou don't even know whether or not heredlly
received acal from New Y ork. You can't prove that he received any callsat hishome, can you?"

"We can't prove that hedidn't,” observed Zangwald, dryly.

"Granted,” was Jornd'sretort, "but werre dealing in facts - not suppostions. All we actualy do know is
that you, Zangwald, talked with Beauchamp by your own testimony. And that Locke here talked with
him later. By Locke's testimony and yours, Zangwald, because you were present when Locke called
Beauchamp."

"Somebody called Beauchamp,” put in one of the deputies. "1 know - because | was on guard at the Side
of thehouse. | heard the bell ringing insde.”

"When wasthat?' demanded Jornal.
"Early inthe evening,” replied the deputy. " About nine o'clock, | reckon.”
"Wasthat your call?' questioned Jornd, turning to Zangwald.

"I didn't call Beauchamp," returned the bushy-browed man. "He caled me. Look at the report sheet, Mr.
Jornd."

The prosecutor nodded. Then he turned to the deputy. He eyed the man severely.

"About nine o'clock,” remarked Jornd. "That's the time you heard the phone bell ring. Did you hear it
later? At the time when Sheriff Locke putin hiscal?"



"No," returned the deputy, "but | wasn't at the Sde of the house much after nine o'clock. We were kind
of patrolling the place, later inthe night.”

"| see. Did anyone €l se hear atelephone bell ring from insde Beauchamp's house?"
No response.

"Hm-m-m," mused Jornal. "Well, it looks like Beauchamp got acal from somewhere. But maybe it
wasn't from New Y ork, Maybe it wasn't of any consequence. That's where we're ssumped.”

"Why 507" questioned Zangwald, in hisrumble. "It gppears to me that the matter of the telephonecal is
irrdlevant. What isit's bearing on the case?'

"We want to know the exact reason why Beauchamp acted theway he did" explained Jornd. "Maybe it
was afreak ideaof hisown. But maybe" - the prosecutor paused emphatically - "maybe somebody
caled him up and taked him into putting himsdf in atrgp.”

THIS came asanew theory. The looks that the listeners exchanged were proof that they saw the point
that Jornal had presented. Before anyone el se spoke the prosecutor added another comment.

"It might have worked either way," he asserted. " Some friend might have double-crossed Beauchamp.
Taked about him getting out of town. Suggested ways and means. On the other hand an enemy could
have called him. Threatened him. Ordered him to get out of town or die. That would have worked.”

"A few moments ago,” put in Zangwald casudly, "you said that we should dedl infactsnot in
suppositions. Just what are you discussing at present?”

"I'll talk facts' retorted the prosecutor angrily. "I'll tell you what | think about Beauchamp's death. I'll tell
you that the people in thistown are dunder-heads to let crime happen right under their noses!

"Three men have been murdered. All by onekiller. Don't shout 'supposition’ a methistime. The cases
aretoo much dike. Y ou can't dodge that fact. Dunwell's death was excusable. Nobody knew it was
coming. Hosker's was something that shouldn't have happened. Locke should have guarded the man.

"But Beauchamp - well, letting him get killed was the biggest blunder ever pulled in this county! Hewas
safein his house. He shouldn't have been alowed to get out. Nevertheless, Beauchamp is dead. What
I'm going to do isandyze his death.”

The prosecutor paused to cough. He stood up and crinkled the report sheets between hishands. Thenin
the manner of an orator he continued:

"There's only one place where the murder could have occurred. That wasin the garage. Thekiller got
there ahead of Beauchamp - laid for himin the limousine - shot him. That showswere deding with a
mighty bold customer. It aso proves your men were dead on their feet, sheriff."

"Why?" demanded Locke.
"Because they didn't hear the shot in the garage,” retorted Jornd.
"Weweren't near the garage,” objected a deputy. "We stayed away from it, on purpose.”

"Sure," put in another, "and those doors are thick. They dide together so close you couldn't get arazor
blade between 'em. If Beauchamp was shot in the garage, it ain't no wonder we didn't heer it.”

"That will be enough,” rebuked the prosecutor. "1 see by reports that Beauchamp's chauffeur did not turn



onthelightsin the garage. Apparently, he did not redize that murder had been done before hisarriva.
He drove from the garage carrying acorpsein hiscar.”

"Then why," questioned Zangwald, "was acar blockading the road to Lewisport? Why did the deputies
find dying men who looked like mobsters? They were certainly posted there to make trouble for
Beauchamp.”

"| agreewith that," said the prosecutor. "Furthermore, the reason for the mobstersis easily explained.
Either the murderer feared that he would fail to gain the opportunity of murdering Beauchampin the
garage; or he wanted to cover up hiswork by making it appear that Beauchamp had been dain later, on
theroad.”

THE prosecutor had spoken in logica fashion. Hiswords brought nods from coroner and sheriff.
Vandrow appeared speculative; while Zangwald |ooked somewhat doubtful. Finaly the lawyer registered
his agreement and Zangwald nodded dowly.

"Unfortunately," declared Jornd, "Beauchamp's chauffeur was killed by the mobsters. None of that
crowd remains. Asluck had it, acoupe smashed into their touring car and overturned it. | seethat you
have not located the driver of the coupe. That isnot an important point. The man probably |eft the scene,
fearing that he would be arrested. However, he should be commended for smashing into a car-load of
crooks.

"Our problem isto find the murderer. Heisaman of nerve. He shows no half measuresin hiscrimes. He
has |eft no cluesto hisidentity. He has spread terror through thistown.”

The prosecutor paused. He turned to Locke and told the sheriff to dismiss the deputies. The men filed
from the room. Jornal remained with Locke and Thomas. He aso motioned Zangwald and Vandrow to

Say.

"We can now discuss the matter of the bell-tower," announced the prosecutor. "It has figured strangely in
these degths. It appears to have a connection with the murders. It makes the crimes look like the work of
afanatic.”

"That tower'sgot melicked," put in the sheriff. "Wait'll | tel you about it, prosecutor. The first time those
bellsrang, | didn't go up there until awhile after. | found the door locked. Nothing wrong. That wasthe
timewhen Dunwell died.”

"Goon."

"When Hosker was murdered, we didn't find out about the crime until the next day. But we heard the
bellsring and we got up there not long &fter. | had the key to the tower - I'd gotten it from Absalom
Yokes. But | didn't need it."

"Why not?'

"Because," replied the sheriff, "the door was unlocked."

"Unlocked?" questioned Louis Vandrow. "I thought you opened it with the key."

"Sodidl," observed Abner Zangwald. "Y ou told the coroner that you had searched the tower."

"Surel searched it," said the sheriff. "But | didn't haveto unlock it to get in. Wl - | locked it up
afterward. | was going to put men therelast night, but | needed them at Beauchamp's.”



"Soinstead," broke in the prosecutor, "you removed the clappers. That isin your report. Y ou also say
that you visited the tower last night after the news camein that Beauchamp waskilled in hislimousine.”

"Yes" sad the sheriff. "l sure was sstumped when | heard the bells ring without their clappers. Mr.
Zangwald here can tell you that. | was over a his place. | was going to hot-foot it to the tower; but
before | got started, the deputies showed up to tell us Beauchamp had been murdered.”

"So you went to the tower later?”

"Y es, and found no clappersin the bdls"
"Was the door locked?!

"Yes"

"Then how do you explain theringing?'

The sheriff looked at the coroner, who nodded. Evidently the two had cooked up atheory for the
prosecutor's benefit. Locke bent forward over the table.

"SOMEBODY got in the tower," asserted the sheriff. "He must have been smart, for he had new
clapperswith him. He put them in the bells."

"What! Y ou found new clappersfor the bells-"
"No. Because the man that put them there was smart enough to take them out again.”

The prosecutor scowled. The theory did not gppeal to him. Nor did Zangwald approve. The
bushy-browed selectman rumbled a basso laugh.

"More supposition,” he asserted. "Well, well! We are dealing with a very thorough-going murderer. One
who carries hisown bell clappersin case of emergency.”

"Wait aminute!" exclaimed the sheriff. "Maybe the fellow was weatching the tower. He might have seen
me come out with the clappers.”

"Plaugble" put in the coroner.

"It'smore than that," added the sheriff. "It's the only answer. Because if nobody put clappersin those
bells, what madethe bellsring?"

The prosecutor pondered. Thiswas a question that he could not answer. Neither Zangwald nor
Vandrow made comment. The sheriff smiled triumphantly.

"A good point,” decided the prosecutor, after a pause. "One that balks us. Gentlemen, we are confronted
by amystery of the most insidious sort. Our one consolation is the fact that the reign of terror isended.”

"Arewe sure of that?" inquired the coroner.

"Yes," decided Jornd. "There were only three in the group that has been dain. Dunwell, Hosker and
Beauchamp. All are dead. Our job is not to prevent new crime. It isto solve theriddles that the past
presents.”

There was an uneasy silence. Abner Zangwald was on the point of speaking. Louis Vandrow rubbed his
chin thoughtfully. Sheriff and coroner were glent.



"Thefirg question,” said the prosecutor, dowly, "iswhether we are dedling with one man or two."
Surprised expressions greeted this statement. The prosecutor smiled.

"Oneman," he said, "could have killed each of those three victims. After that, he could have goneto the
bell-tower. But do you think that one man would havetried it done?"

"One man could have doneit," stated the coroner.

"No, he couldn't!" exclaimed the sheriff. "He'd have had to work too quickly after killing Beauchamp. He
had to put clappersin the bells."

"Let usnot be hasty," warned Jornd. "We know that the murderer had accomplices. The mobsterson
the road were specimens. The actud killings, coupled with the bell ringing, may have been aone-man
job. On the other hand, they may have been the timed actions of two persons, working together.

" Suppose that we give this matter further thought. Get our minds to work. Be ready with our individua
theories. Perhaps some of you may know of possible suspects. If you do, name them,”

Zangwald was about to spesk. The prosecutor raised his hand. Jorna had not yet finished.

"We can meset tonight,” he declared. "Then we can talk at length, without undue haste. Where shdl we
convene?'

"At my house," suggested Zangwald.
"Very wel," decided Jornd.
"What about my deputies?' questioned Locke.

"Put them up at the bell-tower," retorted Jornd, in atesty tone. "Watch the stable now that the horseis
gone. That's the best place for them. They can't blunder there.”

With that, the prosecutor arose to end the meeting. Men filed forth into the afternoon air. Their serious
faces showed that they were pondering upon Jorna's words. Locke and Thomas; Vandrow and
Zangwad; al were busy with thoughts that concerned the reign of crimein Torburg.

CHAPTER XVI. HARRY'SMESSAGE

DINNER had ended a Claverly's. The med had been served early; and it had proven agloomy affair.
Milton wasin a solemn frame of mind; he had maintained it al day, ever since the news of Beauchamp's
death.

Lester, cregping about the dining room as he served the food, was wearing a perpetud smirk. The old
servant was Slent because his master had ordered him to be. But he made no secret of the joy that he
felt, now that the last of the three had died.

Harry Vincent was restless; Phyllis Lingle was strained and worried. They had gained no opportunity to
talk. Harry knew that the girl must have some news of importance. He wanted to learn it; to get word to
The Shadow.

With dinner over, dl had retired to the library, with the exception of Lester. A ring at the front door
brought the servant into the hall from the dining room. Lester answered the call and admitted Louis
Vandrow. He ushered the lawyer into the library.



Something in Vandrow's look told Milton that his attorney wanted a conference. In chalenging fashion,
the young man spoke before the attorney had the opportunity.

"Whatever you haveto say," snapped Milton, "can be spoken in the presence of al who are here. |
suppose you have cometo find out where | waslast night.”

"l have," returned Vandrow, mildly. "1 hope, Milton, that you followed my advice.”
"I did. I never left the house. Vincent, here, can testify to that fact.”
"Canyou?' questioned the lawyer, turning to Harry.

"Yes." The Shadow's agent tried to conced the reluctance of hisreply. "I can not Sate that Milton
Claverly was under my constant observation; but he-"

"Y ou can account exactly for what happened after the bellsrang in the old tower?"

Vandrow's question was an anxious one. It came as an interruption; and it brought ajolt to Harry
Vincent. The lawyer was specifying the most crucia portion of last night's episodes.

"That isimportant, Vincent," added Vandrow. " fear that Milton may be called upon to account for his
activities. | must be sure that they can be substantiated. Any questioning will boil down to adefinite
andysis of the ten minute period which came directly after the bells ceased ringing.”

Harry could fed Milton's eyes upon him. He knew that the heir was depending upon his support. Lester
was standing by the door, watching. Both knew that Harry could not give atrue statement of Milton's
actions during the interval which VVandrow had mentioned.

Harry glanced toward Milton. He saw atinge of apprehension on the young man'sface. He knew that
Milton feared that he would mention the encounter in the dark.

Lester was staring, his eyes wide open. The servant wore asignificant leer. Vandrow was impatiently
awaiting Harry'sanswer. Thiswasatime for strategy.

"| FEEL positive," declared Harry, dowly, "that | can give a satisfactory account of Milton Claverly's
whereabouts at the time the bellsrang last night. Does that please you, Mr. Vandrow?"

"It does." The lawyer nodded in relieved fashion. "'l am glad" - thiswasto Milton - "that you had this
capable witness present in the house. Milton" - the attorney paused, hisfeatures serious - "thereisto bea
conference tonight at Zangwa d's home. The county prosecutor will bethere.”

"How does that concern me?' questioned Milton in a suave tone.

"Very directly,” replied Vandrow. "The sheriff will be there; the coroner also. | am attending. At that time,
various theorieswill be presented concerning the deaths of Dunwell, Hosker and Beauchamp.

"The prosecutor appears determined to follow any lead to the limit. Heis angry because so little has been
accomplished. He believes that the ringing of the bellsis connected with the deaths. Heis looking for any
person who might have had occasion for enmity toward the dead men.”

"And | amone?'

"Frankly, you are. Those three swindled your father. Y ou have suffered because of their activities. Y our
heritage was lessened. Once your name is mentioned tonight, the prosecutor will demand that you be
Quizzed."



"Who intends to mention my name?"

Milton'stone was cold. The young man was facing Vandrow squarely. His moroseness had vanished.
Milton was openly chalenging. Vandrow looked troubled.

"Not I, Milton," responded the lawyer. "Asyour attorney, asyour friend, it ismy part to keep you free
from troublesome stuations. But when your name comes up, -"

"l ask you again" - Milton's tone was ademand - "to name the person who will mention me."
"Very wdl. | cantdl you. Abner Zangwald will throw suspicion upon you."”
"How do you know?"

"Because he was about to mention your name this afternoon, while talking with the prosecutor in the town
hal."

"Why should Zangwad make this step againgt me?"
"Because he believesthat you had cause to act againgt the three men who died -"

"No!" Milton blurted the interruption. ™Y ou are wrong, Vandrow! | shal tell you the reason why
Zangwad will bring up my name. Heisahypocrite! He pretended to be my father'sfriend. Helaid aside
the mask after my father died.

"Tdl Zangwad thisfor me. Tel himthat | detest him. Tell him that | feel no more than contempt for
Dunwdll. For Hosker. For Beauchamp. Tdl him that the only man in Torburg whose sudden deeth would
please meis Abner Zangwad, himsdf!"

THE young man paused with clenched fists. Vandrow stood aghast. He looked toward Harry; toward
Phyllis. He stared to see L ester framed in the door. Besides Vandrow, there were three other witnesses
of Milton'srage.

"Thisisbad," declared the lawyer, solemnly. "Cam yourself, Milton. Thisis no timeto lose your temper.
| am sorry that you have spoken in so violent amanner. | have come here as your friend, to tell you that
you face a serious predicament.

"It is possible that the prosecutor may come here tonight. With others, to question you. What you have
just said isathreat. A seriousthreat. Onethat | shal not repesat; and onethat | advise you to forget.”

Milton had no comment. VVandrow |looked about toward the other persons; then concentrated his gaze
upon the young man who confronted him.

"Milton," declared the lawyer, "I am sSincere when | say that your entire future rests upon your own
discretion. Be prepared for visitors tonight. Curb your temper while you await their arrival. My advice
must be heeded.

"When the ring of the doorbell announcesthat the visitors have come, have Vincent and Phyllis upgtairs.
Lester dso. Answer the door yoursdlf. Be affable. Answer questions frankly and quietly.

"If corroboration of your testimony is needed, we can cal Vincent. He may be the only person required.
Perhaps Phyllis may be caled upon; Lester will beignored if possible. Come, Milton. Promise me your
cooperation. Matters are more serious than you suppose.”

Vandrow clapped his hand upon Milton's shoulder. He drew the young man toward the door, talkingina



friendly tone asthey walked aong. Lester preceded them. The lawyer's manner was having its effect
upon Milton Claverly. The young man was nodding in response to quieting words.

Harry looked toward Phyllis. The girl approached and began to speak. Thiswas the opportunity that had
come at last. Eagerly, she began the story that she had sought to tell before.

"LAST night," whispered the girl, "I heard someone outside the house. Prowling, there - after those
terrible bells had ceased to ped "

"Themanthat | -"

"The man who fought with you. But it was not the first time that he came here. | heard him twice before.
On those other two nights. just after the bells. | saw him, by the moonlight.”

"Where?'

"Beyond the end of the crypt.”

"The crypt?"

"The low extension from the house. He disappeared while | watched. | did not see hisface."
"Can you describe him?'

"He - he was about Milton's height. But he was stooping, like Lester. | could not tell whether he was
going from the house or coming here. That was because he moved out of sight at the end of the crypt.”

"Thereisadoor inthe crypt?"

"Yes. An outside door; and an inner door that connects with the cellar. But both are locked. The keys
were supposedly destroyed. It would beimpaossible for anyone to open either door without akey.”

"Y et you believe-"

"I do not know what to believe.” The girl quivered. "I have had terrible, dreadful thoughts! | haveredized
that if someone held those keys, he could go in and out of this house by passing through the crypt -"

The girl stopped. Milton was returning, followed by Lester. There had been abrief conference at the
front door. That final chat with Vandrow had sobered Milton Claverly.

"l guessthe quiziscoming,” asserted Milton. "When it does, I'll haveto bluff it out alonefor agarter. If
you'e gtill up when those people come here, Vincent, I'll have to ask you to go upstairs.”

"Quitedl right," declared Harry.

"I'll be ready when you give the word. By the way, Milton, I've got to phonethe hotdl. All right if | do it
now?'

"Certanly,” said Milton.

Harry went from the library. He crossed the hdll, entered the parlor and closed the door behind him.
Instead of caling the hotel, however, he gave another number. It was one that he had memorized from
the ingtructionsleft by The Shadow.

A quiet voice responded. Harry announced hisidentity. A responding whisper assured him that The



Shadow was at the other end of thewire. Quickly, Harry told of Vandrow's visit. Then he added an
account of hisbrief conversation with PhyllisLingle.

The cal ended, Harry went from the parlor. From the hallway, he saw Phyllis ascending the stairs. He
called acheery goodnight, then continued into the library to find Milton pacing back and forth acrossthe
floor.

Brief slencefollowed in the halway that Harry had just passed. Then, from aniche outside the parlor
door, Lester stepped forth. The servant's eyes glittered in suspicion. Hislipsformed afierce leer.

Lester had been eavesdropping. Outside the door, he had caught brief snatches of Harry's conversation.
He had stepped from view when Phyllis had appeared. He had remained out of sight until Harry had
crossed the hallway.

Catlike, the old servant moved into the darkness of the dining room. His lips were twitching. Whispered
epithets came incoherently. They told that some plan was forming in the stooped man's mind.

Bdlls of doom had tolled the deaths of three. Terror, presumably, had ended itsreign in Torburg. Y et this
night was already as ominous as the three that had preceded it. A menace lay above the town; the danger
seemed thickest here at Claverly's.

Milton was steding himself for an ordedl. Harry was ready for whatever might come. Now, Lester, by his
actionswas giving proof that he, too, would figure in the events that were drawing nigh.

CHAPTER XVII. THROUGH THE CRYPT

A SHADED lamp was glowing. Hands moved benegath it. Quartered in the neighborhood of Torburg,
The Shadow had made a sllent room his temporary sanctum. White paper was drawn beneath the light.
A hand began to write with apen that ddivered ink of vivid blue.

The Shadow was making his deductions, piecing shreds of evidence, building upon the facts that he had
learned. His soft laugh camein asinister whisper. The Shadow had much upon which to draw.

Hisfindings pardlded those of the county prosecutor. But where Jornd's facts had dwindled to
speculations, The Shadow's statements were direct. Where the prosecutor had ceased to speculate, The
Shadow went beyond.

Three deaths ddlivered by a single hand. Such was The Shadow's decision. Pen poised above paper and
inscribed aname. It remained there, glaring, that name. Then it faded.

The Shadow had inscribed the name of the murderer!

Dunwell, Hosker and Beauchamp. Each had been dain by abold venturer who had timed his strokes to
perfect precision. He had entered the homes of two; he had gone into the garage of the third. Murder
delivered, thiskiller had traveled on hisway.

Like the sections of ajigsaw puzzle, The Shadow had put together the facts that he had gleaned from
various sources. His own investigations, conversations that Harry Vincent had reported; keen bits of
deduction - dl had enabled him to form aclear picture of circumstancesin Torburg.

To The Shadow, the red beginning of crime went back to the time of David Claverly's death. The elder
Claverly had made investmentsin red estate. Hislife had ended at atime when he stood ready to clean
up millions.



Had David Claverly been murdered? The probabilities said yes. At any rate, his death had meant
opportunity for three men who had gained the property which David Claverly owned. Why had they
loaned money on that red estate? Why had al three gained the same hold upon David Claverly's

possessions?

The facts pointed to a plot. Dunwell, Hosker and Beauchamp had weakened David Claverly's statusin
Torburg. They had findly squeezed his most cherished possessions. But there, al semblance of ascheme
had ended.

It was common news that those three men had sold Claverly's property to a holding company. They had
not gained agreat profit on the sale. That cleared them of complicity in the degth of David Claverly, so
far as known facts were concerned.

But in strange contrast was the behavior of Abner Zangwald. He had claimed to be David Claverly's
friend. He had never represented himself as aman of deep craft. Y et he had refused to sdll to the
company that had bought out Dunwell, Hosker and Beauchamp.

Why had Beauchamp become so apprehensive after the desths of Dunwell and Hosker? The Shadow's
laugh told why. It was plain that some secret of the past had worried the last of the three schemers.
Beauchamp had known that he was marked for death.

It was plain that he - with Dunwell and Hosker - had conspired to gain David Claverly'swedlth. They
must have dedlt in death, for death had been dedlt to them. Y et Beauchamp, despite his fears, had made
no statements to the sheriff.

The Shadow laughed again. He saw the answer. Those three had not yet completed their chain of
scheming. Their salesto the holding company had not marked the final chapter in their book of evil
deeds. The Shadow saw that the holding company was ablind. He knew the truth.

Dunwdll, Hosker and Beauchamp had made sdlesto acompany which they actualy controlled. But that
fact was asecret. When the power corporation came to Torburg, the holding company would sl it the
property and reap the profits. But the big share of the gain was intended for the pockets of the three
schemers.

SUCH was The Shadow's verdict. He knew why those three had died. They had covered up all traces
of their schemes. They had doneit well. Too well. Now that they were dead, their efforts had gone for
naught. The three had lost their opportunity. Their heirs would not regp the profits, for the whole scheme
had been aguarded secret.

Certain living men possessed facts. That much had been reveded. Louis Vandrow, to begin with, knew
that a conspiracy had existed againgt David Claverly. The lawyer had proof that Dunwell, Hosker and
Beauchamp had broken down the contractor's business and had finally gained vauable property that
belonged to Claverly - only to sdl out in ahurry.

Abner Zangwald probably knew the same. But he had aso gained adice of David Claverly'sred edtate.
He had refused to sl it. Wasthat merely good business judgment; or did it indicate a suspicion of the
scheme that Dunwell and Hosker had hatched with Beauchamp?

Next, Milton Claverly knew facts. On the surface, he had gained but few - those that he had learned by
hearsay. But the young man had communicated with hisfather a times, moreover, he had been the
recipient of abox of documents|eft by David Claverly.

What had Milton found within that box? Papers of importance? Other objects? Milton had casudly told



Harry Vincent that the box held nothing of consequence. But no one, other than Milton himsdlf, had seen
the actual contents.

Lester - the old servant - claimed that his master had been murdered. He talked of bells of doom. Lester
had been close to David Claverly. The old servant was cunning, despite the outburstsin which he
indulged. Lester was afactor; for he had knowledge of hisown.

The Shadow knew that if living mentold al, theriddle of the bellswould be explained. The tower onthe
hill contained some secret. Had David Claverly built it merely for anidlewhim?

The Shadow laughed. He knew that there must have been some other purpose for the tower.

Likethe crypt in which Claverly's body had been placed. David Claverly had evidently possessed a
genuine fear of trance condition. That was why he had specified, in hiswill, that his corpse must bein the
crypt for one week prior to burial.

Alsoin hiswill, he had stated that the bellswhich tolled his death should remain silent from thenceforth.
Provisions had been fulfilled. David Claverly's body had been placed temporarily in the crypt; the door of
the tower had been sheathed with metal and padlocked.

Y et bells of doom had rung! They had fulfilled the wild, dying words of David Claverly - those words
that Lester had reported hearing. A laugh told that The Shadow had found a definite link. He could see
an answer to theringing of the bells.

The Shadow had been in the tower close upon the ringing. That had been on the second night of doom.
He had found no one there. He had even scaled the high, ornamental cupola. He had gained no trace of a
bell ringer.

Last night the bells had rung again despite the fact that their clappers had been removed. Sheriff Locke
had tried to explain the fact; but histheory of duplicate clappers was puerile. There was asmpler answer
to theringing of the bells. One that The Shadow had divined.

AGAIN the hand wrote on the paper. The Shadow was considering afina dement. Two nights ago,
someone had driven from the neighborhood of Torburg, off to an old housein the woods. Last night,
mobsmen had assembled in that house. The Shadow had dealt with them on the Lewisport road.

Thaose crooks had been summoned to aid in murder. Their presence proved an outside connection. The
killer, lurking herein town, had gained the services of some aide who could obtain New Y ork thugs
when they were needed.

The murders. The bdls.

They were connected. But The Shadow could see in them the workmanship of two men, not one. Degth
had been ddivered in different parts of town. Thekiller, by dl rights, should have gone hisway
immediately after each death.

Who then, had rung the bells?

The Shadow laughed as his hand inscribed a name that faded afew moments later. Thiswas adeduction;
but one which fitted well with, circumstances that The Shadow knew. For The Shadow had come from
New Y ork. There, he had witnessed the beginning of crime. Even previoudly, he had heard schemes
discussed aboard the steamship Laurentic.

Thelight went out. A swish from The Shadow's cloak. The master deuth had work to do tonight. Though



his deductions had been keen, The Shadow had been looking for new cluesto fit into the picture. One
had come - by telephone.

Harry Vincent had talked to Phyllis Lingle. From the girl, The Shadow's agent had |earned that someone
had been outside the crypt on three successive nights. Harry himsalf knew that a person had been there
on the third occasion; but Phyllis had given him proof that this had been the rule and not amere

exception.

Phyllis Lingle was another factor in the Situation. The girl had lived in Torburg. She had been David
Claverly'sward. She had been away when her guardian had died. Nevertheless, she had heard Lester's
sory.

Did Phyllis know more than she had stated? Was her mention of a prowler by the crypt an effort to tell
part, but not the whole? Gliding through the darkness of the spread-out town, The Shadow laughed softly
as he considered thisfina factor.

Whatever the girl's motive, she had emphasized the crypt. Like the tower, the crypt had been built by
David Claverly. Crypt, like tower, could have played its part in crime. Its possibility as a secret entrance
to the mangion was something that The Shadow had intended to test tonight.

LATER, the figure of The Shadow appeared at the end of the low-built extension. Moonlight was
present tonight; but the figure by the door of the crypt remained unseen. In the shade cast by the end of
the wing, The Shadow was totally obscured.

A flashlight glimmered cautioudy. Itsrays were focused on the lock aone. The Shadow began hiswork.
It was aformidable task. Even to his probing pick, that lock seemed adamant. No other cracksman
could have opened it without akey. But The Shadow'stask at last drew success. Thelock yielded.

The Shadow entered the crypt. He closed the door behind him. It locked automaticaly.

Descending ashort flight of darkened stairs, The Shadow used hisflashlight to pierce the intense gloom
of amusty room. Therays showed the solid stone walls of the crypt. The Shadow's footsteps moved
softly over atiled floor.

The Shadow reached an inner door. Itslock was a duplicate of the first. This door, too, was at the head
of ashort flight. Experienced with the first lock, The Shadow made swifter progress with the second. He
came out upon alittle landing of the cellar gairs.

The flashlight ceased its glimmer. The Shadow paused. Then he cautioudy ascended wooden steps and
opened adoor to the hallway of the ground floor. He lingered there as footsteps passed. Someone was
going to the second floor. The Shadow heard the paces on the stairway; he listened as they reached the
top. Then he could hear traces of the same person going up another flight. The Shadow knew that Lester
had retired for the night.

The Shadow stepped into the hallway. He could hear voicesfrom the library. Harry Vincent talking with
Milton Claverly.

Then, just as The Shadow was about to advance, the doorbell rang. Quickly, the phantom visitor moved
into the darkness of the parlor on the other side of the hallway. He closed the door behind him.

The bell rang again. Milton and Harry appeared in the halway. Milton motioned for Harry to go upstairs.
Harry understood. Thisring of the doorbell probably meant that the visitors had arrived from
Zangwad's.



As Harry reached the landing, the bell sounded for the third time. Its rings were short and impatient.
Harry continued upward. Milton went to answer the door in person.

From hishiding place, The Shadow could hear the closing of the front door.
He caught the sound of footstepsin the hdl. They were going toward the library.

A few minutes passed; then The Shadow opened the door of the parlor and stepped into the hall. Silent
asaghost, he crossed to thelibrary.

The door was closed. The Shadow dowly turned the knob. Imperceptibly, he opened the barrier to the
thinness of an inch. The sound of voices came from within. Two men were talking. Milton Claverly's
words showed worry; those of the other were gruff.

Peering through the narrow opening, The Shadow saw the men within. He caught the profile of the
vigtor. Helistened until he caught the trend of growled conversation; then, slently, he reclosed the door
to theliving room.

The Shadow moved away. He did not go back through the locked crypt. That was unnecessary. The
Shadow |eft by the front door. He moved stedlthily through the night until he passed an open space.

From here, The Shadow could see the old tower, chimneylike in the moonlight. But his eyes did not gaze
up the dope of the hill, nor did hisfootsteps turn in that direction. The Shadow was il picturing the
sceneinthelibrary.

For Milton Claverly'slone visitor was not one who had come from Zangwa d's. He was aman whom
The Shadow had not previously spied in Torburg, yet one whom The Shadow - through his deductions -
had expected in thisvicinity.

The man who had been talking to Milton was Hatch Roding. The two who had talked together upon the
Laurentic, and who had plotted to stedl the rgjah’'s jewelsfrom Mesder, were holding anew meseting. To
The Shadow, this Situation symbolized the gpproach of another crime.

Where? The Shadow knew. Degth, if it struck again in Torburg, would find a victim whose identity was
clearly in The Shadow's mind. Therewas till time to meet the coming threat. That would be The
Shadow's task.

CHAPTER XVIII.IN THE MANSION

THOUGH Harry Vincent had obeyed the injunction to depart when visitors arrived, he had used keen
thinking in his action. In the hallway on the second floor, Harry had paused to listen. Footsteps had told
him that one man - not severd - had come to see Milton Claverly.

It was after eleven o'clock. Harry had naturally supposed that the conference was ended at Zangwald's.
If so, why had only one man come to this house? Harry could see but one plausible answer. Abner
Zangwad must havefailed to bring up Milton's name.

Who had comein done? Louis Vandrow, probably. With the menace to Milton forestalled, the lawyer
would naturaly have returned to talk to hisyoung client. Picturing Milton and Vandrow in thelibrary,
Harry could imagine them discussing the details of whatever had passed at Zangwad's.

It dawned on Harry that an opportunity lay below. Since his conversation with Phyllis, Harry had gained
adeep mistrust of circumstances. He knew that he could not rely upon Milton Claverly for areport of
whatever news Louis Vandrow might have brought back from the conference.



The only coursewasto listen in. It would be in accord with the designs of The Shadow, for Harry's chief
had ordered him to be dert. Discretion was part of the duty which belonged to Harry, yet he could see
no danger in venturing atrip downstairs. No one was on the floor below, except those two in the library.

Harry stole to the stairway and descended. His footsteps cresked at intervals, but with each pause,
Harry made sure that he had not been heard. There was no trace of voices. He knew that the library
door must be closed.

Reaching the hallway, Harry tiptoed in cautious fashion. He reached the door and laid his ear againgt it.
He could hear agrowled voice from within; after that, the faint semblance of Milton Claverly'stone.

Harry redlized suddenly that the visitor could not be Vandrow. If not, who was he? Milton had said
nothing about another visitor. Had Milton decelved Harry; or had Milton, himself, been deceived?

Harry recalled that Milton had gone into the parlor after Vandrow had departed. Harry's phone call had
reminded Milton to make one of hisown. Ostensibly, Milton had businessin New Y ork that required
cdlstothat city. Affairsthat dedt with the settlement of the estate. Milton had not been specific on that

point.

Had Milton called someone after Vandrow's departure? Had he summoned the unknown visitor who
was at present in the library? Perhaps.

Picturing the events of the past hour, Harry realized that Lester, too, had had opportunity to enter the
parlor. Harry had acquired a profound mistrust for the old servant. Wild one moment, somber the next,
L ester seemed like aman who was playing awell-feigned part.

Could Lester have entered the picture? Harry wondered. He thought of Lester upstairs on the third floor.
Hewondered if by any chance the old fellow had decided to creep downgstairs.

Harry turned from the library door; as he did so, he fancied that he heard something cresk from the sairs
to the second floor.

The stairway was obscure from this point. Harry went back across the hall and looked upward. No one
was on the steps; yet it was possible that Lester had reached the bottom before Harry had turned.
Impelled by hisimagination, Harry swung about. At that instant, bony hands shot for histhroat.

Lester had come down the steps. The servant had turned into a darkened passage that formed aroute to
the cdllar steps. He had spied Harry eavesdropping. That, apparently, had made him believe an attack
wasjudtified.

THE force of Lester's spring sent Harry backward. The young man's head thumped againgt the newel

post at the bottom of the banister. That jar; the clutch of Lester's claws - the combined factors were
aufficient. Harry dumped gasping upon the steps.

Before Harry could recover, Lester had pinioned hisarms. Half dragging, half carrying the victim, Lester
hauled Harry dong the passage to the cdllar. With surprising strength, the servant drew hisvictim down
the wooden steps, past the entrance to the crypt, off toward acoa binin the corner.

AsHarry half regained his senses, choking claws again pressed histhroat. Harry subsided. Lester twisted
hisarmsin back of him and rolled Harry on hisface. Whisking arope from the corner of the bin, the
servant bound Harry'swrists. Then hetied the young man'slegs.

Rolled on hisback, lying upon aheap of cod, Harry felt his consciousness return. It wastoo late.
Already, Lester was pressing athick handkerchief between Harry'steeth. The servant was snarling



venomoudly as hetightened the improvised gag.

Harry decided that it was best to make no struggle. He settled back and closed his eyes, pretending
another lgpseinto oblivion.

Lester departed. Harry heard his footsteps pound across the stone floor. He listened while the servant's
creaking tread ascended the steps. Then Harry began to struggle with the cords. They were tight; but he
knew that he could loosen them eventudly.

While he struggled, resting at brief intervals, Harry tried to figure out the servant's purpose. Had L ester
merely decided to mete out this punishment because he had caught Harry snooping? Or did the servant
plan evil and want Harry out of the way?

Both questions were lusive. In either event, Lester had been convinced that the bonds would remain
secure. For he had made no search of Harry's pockets. Hence he had failed to find the stub-nosed
automatic that Harry had been carrying ever snce hisarriva in Torburg.

UPSTAIRS, Lester had reached the gloomy ground-floor hal. A silent chuckle quivered on hisleering
lips as helooked toward the closed door of thelibrary. Milton Claverly and hisvisitor had not heard the
sounds of the brief struggle on the stairway. That wasto Lester'sliking.

The servant approached the closed door, waited there amoment, then turned back toward the stairway.
Crouched forward, he began adow ascent, cautioudy contriving to keep hisfootsteps unheard. He
reached the second floor; then continued to the third.

When hisfootfalls ceased, a door opened and another person crept into the darkened second story hall.

It was PhyllisLingle. The girl had heard Lester come down from the third floor. She had opened her
door after the servant had passed. She had heard the scuffle from the floor below. But Phyllis, when she
had first peered down the stairway, had observed no one below. She had advanced too late to see
Legter dragging Harry Vincent to the cdllar.

The girl had heard Lester's return. She had stepped back in her room to let the servant pass. Sure that
Lester was on the third floor, the girl was anxiousto learn what had happened below. She crept to the
stairway and began adow descent. Halfway down, Phyllis hated. She could hear the door of the study
asit opened.

Low voices. Milton'stone - then agrowled interruption. Guarded footsteps. Milton and someone else
were coming through the hall.

Phylliswaited; but they did not pass the foot of the Stairway. Instead, they turned through the portion of
the hdl that ran dongsdethe airs.

Crouched on astep, Phyllis peered between the uprights of the banisters. She could see the heads and
shoulders of the two men asthey went by. Though the hall was gloomy, she caught aclear glimpse of
Milton'sface. It was strained and tense. Then the girl saw the features of the visitor.

The sharp profile of Hatch Roding was eadily discernible. The girl had never observed that face before;
but the hatchet features were ones that she knew she would not forget: Rodling's countenance was a
viciousone.

The two men passed from view. Shoulder to shoulder, Roding had followed only a pace behind Milton.
The girl heard their footsteps turn. She thought that she heard a door open. She was sure that the two
had taken a passage behind the sairs; onethat led to the cellar.



Boldly, Phyllisarose from the step and hurried to the ground floor. The girl was wearing dippers; her
footsteps were light, dmost noisaless. She reached the passage that the men had taken. The door to the
cdlar was gar. Opening it, the girl stared toward the little landing. Her gaze froze.

By the light that came from behind her - adim trickle from the gloomy hall - Phyllis could seethe
entrance to the crypt. The door, amassive barrier of steel, was closed no longer. It stood half opened;
beyond it blackness yawned.

Asthe girl remained staring, that blackness was replaced by adull, yet mellow glow. Something had
illuminated the cavernous depths of the crypt!

GASPING, Phyllisturned and hastened back to the hall. She knew where Milton and his unknown
companion had gone - into the crypt.

If theinner door could be opened, so could the outer. The girl remembered the box that Milton had
gained from hisfather's lawyer; the box that he had opened with the key that VVandrow had |eft with
Ledter.

Phyllisredlized that the key to the crypt could have been in that box. A duplicate key, other than the one
that had been destroyed. Her fear wasredlized. The crypt actudly formed a passageway in and out of
the mansion.

The girl reached the second floor. Impetuoudy, she turned into her own room. She stared toward the end
of the extension which housed the crypt, trembling as she gazed from the window. She saw no one; but
sheredized that either Milton or his companion - perhaps both - could aready have continued through
and out into the night.

It was still possible that they were yet in the crypt; preparing to proceed upon their way. But the girl did
not wait to see. Phylliswas terrified. She wanted aid. She dared not appeal to Lester. Already, the
servant's actions had aroused her complete suspicion. There was only one person upon whom she could
rely: Harry Vincent.

Phyllis pattered into the hall. She hurried along and tapped softly a Harry's door. Therewasno
response. Phyllis tapped again. Then, fearing to increase the loudness of the raps, she opened the door
and entered.

The room was bathed in moonlight. The bed wasin plain view. It was made up. Harry Vincent had not
goneto bed tonight.

Wildly, the girl looked about. She saw that the room was empty. With a sob, Phyllis sank in achair
beside the window. She was horribly afraid.

Fearful minutesticked by. Phyllis dared not leave the room. Menace seemed to exist throughout the old
mansion. Thegirl could only wait for Harry's return. She looked from the window. It opened on the side
away from the crypt; it was toward the contour of the hill.

Thewhitened moonlight restored the girl's courage; but only for the moment. As she glanced appedlingly
toward the sky, the girl's eyes spied abulky shape projecting above the trees dlong the dope. 1t wasthe
top of the old bell-tower.

The ditted belfry; the topheavy cupolaaboveit. The sght brought shiversto PhyllisLingle. She
remembered Lester's croak of ghoulswithin that tower. Then camethe dull redlization that midnight
would soon arrive.



Staring in horrified fascination, listening with atenseness that she could not loosen, the girl waited. Silent
and motionless, she watched the top of the bell-tower.

The overwheming dread that gripped her wasinspired by one thought. Phyllis Lingle was awaiting anew
knell from the bells of doom!

CHAPTER XIX. MURDERERSFOILED

ABNER ZANGWALD was querulous. Standing in the center of hisliving room, the bushy-browed man
was rasping harsh opinions. The listeners were prosecutor, sheriff and coroner; Louis Vandrow was
present, in addition.

"Why should this conference be extended?' demanded Zangwald. "It ssems asthough | have been
interrupted every time | sought the floor. Y ou, Jornal" - he faced the prosecutor - "have jumped from one
absurdity to another. Y ou have talked too long.

"You two" - helooked at the coroner and the sheriff - "have also delayed our proceedings.. And you,
Vandrow, have found severa opportunitiesto bresk in before | could spesk. It looks as though we are
gtanding by again, standing by while doom may befdling."”

"What do you mean?' demanded Jorndl.

"| refer to last night," snapped Zangwald. "1 invited Sheriff Locke herelast night; aso Coroner Thomas
and Louis Vandrow. The sheriff and the coroner arrived late. Why?

"| shall tell you. Because L ocke was busy up at that tower, taking out thoseinfernal clappers that
belonged in the bells. Usdessfally on his part. Nevertheless, Locke findly arrived, bringing Thomas with
him.

"Then Vandrow delayed us. He made atrip to see young Milton Claverly. Something that he should have
avoided. He called usfrom there. He said that he would be over here promptly. But he delayed us by his
downess. Inexcusable!”

"Wait aminute," put in the sheriff, hotly. "Don't put dl delay on Vandrow. What about yourself? Y ou
went up to your study after Vandrow called. Y ou didn't show up for half an hour. Maybe more.”

"| came down as soon as Vandrow arrived.”
"Not right away," broke in the coroner. "It was five minutes, at least, before you appeared.”
"That was the fault of my house servant -"

"Come, come," interrupted the prosecutor. "Who is quibbling now? We have given you an opportunity to
speak, Mr. Zangwad. Let us hear what you haveto say."

"Very well." Zangwald glowered. "Listen. Someonein thistown isresponsible for the desths of Dunwell,
Hosker and Beauchamp. Someone who had reason to be an enemy of theirs. The three men are dead.
But perhaps' - Zangwald stared, archly - "perhaps new crimeis contemplated.”

"Why?" asked the sheriff.

"We can not tell," replied Zangwald. "There may be reasons. These desths |ook like a scheme of
vengeance. Dealing with an avenger, we may expect anything. That iswhy | demand action. | believe that
there is one man whom we should question.”



"Whoisthat?"'
"Y oung Claverly.”

The prosecutor nodded. He tapped the arm of his chair in speculative fashion. He made no comment; but
LouisVandrow did.

"On just what subject," he asked, "do you intend to quiz Milton?

"Regarding his actions on the past three nights,” retorted Zangwald. "Where was he? What was he doing
when three men were murdered? Where was he when the bells peded?”

"Inhishome," replied Vandrow. "I have dready questioned him on those points.”
"How lately?"

"Only thisevening."

"Y ou are sure hewasin his house those nights?’

"| fed postiveof it. | believethat he can prove that he was there. What ismore, | am sure that he can be
located there at present.”

"Good," rumbled Zangwald. "Y ou have anticipated my suggestion, Vandrow. Gentlemen” - he swept his
fierce eye about the group - "'let me propose a prompt vist to the home of Milton Claverly. A vist" - he
paused to look toward the grandfather's clock, which was at the three-quarter hour - "avisit that will
take placein just fifteen minutes. A vidt at the hour of midnight.”

THERE was slence. Then the big clock gave the three-quarter's chime. Men were pondering upon
Zangwad's words. With abristling frown, the selectman offered an explanation for his statement.

"Twelve o'clock,” stated Zangwald, "would be an appropriate hour to discourse on the subject of
murder. It was the hour when bells tolled doom. It would be the psychologica time to begin our quiz.
Particularly” - thiswith adeep chuckle - "if the bells should ped again.”

"They can't!" blurted the sheriff.
"No?" questioned Zangwad. "Y ou said that last night; yet the bellsrang.”
"Because someone €l se put clappersin them. They can't do that tonight.”

"Because of your deputies, up by the tower? So you gill have faith in your men. Even though they failed
to prevent the desth of Willis Beauchamp.”

"I'm counting on my deputies,” grinned Locke. "But not on what they're going to do. I'm counting on what
they've done, tonight. While | was up there."

"What have they done?' demanded the prosecutor.

"They've taken out the bells," returned Locke, "that'swhat! | gave them the key. They brought the bells
down from the tower. They stuck the bells on atruck and took them to the town hall. That's where the
bells are now. Locked in aroom, with two men guarding them.”

"Forget the bells," rumbled Zangwad. "We are concerned with murder. Claverly's houseisbut afew
minutes ride from here. Let us pay that young man avist. Are you agreed?'



All nodded with the exception of Vandrow. The lawyer cameto hisfeet. His objection sounded like a
plea. He addressed his companions as he might have spokento ajury.

"It'sunfair! he exclamed. "Unfair to go so soon. If we gppear exactly at twelve o'clock, our action will
place an undue strain upon Milton Claverly. Wewill come asinquisitors, not asfriends.”

"What isthe difference?’ rumbled Zangwald.

"Much." Vandrow wheeled to the prosecutor. "Don't you see that the suggestion is unfair? We have no
evidence againgt Milton Claverly."

"That iswhy my plan should be followed," chalenged Zangwad. "What do you think, Jorna ?'

"| believe that you areright, Mr. Zangwald," granted the prosecutor. "If Milton Claverly isconcerned in
murder, we should take any advantage in quizzing him. If heisinnocent, it does not matter when we call
upon him. Wewill follow your suggestion, Mr. Zangwad."

Nods from coroner and sheriff. Louis Vandrow was overruled. The lawyer shrugged his shoulders and
looked glum.

"Very wel,” hesad. "But if events prove that we have acted unfairly, remember that you have acted
agang my protest.”

Vandrow ddlivered the statement in an emphatic tone. It had dmost the ring of an accusation. Zangwald
glared; the others looked stern. Vandrow turned toward the door, to indicate hiswillingnessto follow the
majority, now that his protest had been made.

The lawyer stopped short. His eyeswidened. The others, ftill staring at him, wondered what had caused
his abrupt halt. Zangwald whedled to face the door; the three officias copied hisexample.

Framed in the wide double-doorway were five masked men. Each held aglistening revolver. In wedge
formation, they had chosen separate targets. Each of the intruders was covering adifferent man.

THE central invader growled an order. The tone of hisvoice madeit plain that these five were mobsmen.
Their rough clothing; the blue bandannas that served them as masks; the words of the temporary leader -
all were proof that these werekillers.

"Smart guys, en?" rasped the middle gorilla. " Tryin' to make trouble? Wdl, well giveit to you. There's
one bozo in your outfit that thinks he can queer things. HeE'sthe guy we're here to get. So the best you
mugs can do is stand quiet. Theresfour of you that ain't goin' to get hurt; but theresonethat is. After
we've plugged that gent, weretakin' it on thelam. Savvy?

"Well make aget-away, too. Don't worry about that. We ain't worried about none of you guys stoppin’
us. We came out here an’ got our orders. Rub out one of you, |et the others ride. So don't squawk.”

While five crooks held their living targets at bay, those covered men were staring. Each seemed to fedl
that he was the one toward whom the coming shots would be intended. The gorillas awaited their leader's
command. When it came, they would copy hislead. Fivekillerswould form afiring squad.

The leader was covering the prosecutor. But his eyes swung away, to move from man to man. It was not
certain whom he would pick asthe single victim. Hisfinger was on the trigger of hisgun. Thelips beneath
the bandanna spread to deliver asnarled order.

Crash!



A terrific smash came from the sde of the room. Someone had hurled himself upon apair of French
windows that led to aside porch. The hinged barriers came hurtling inward from the fierce blow. Glass
shattered with the concussion. Hinges broke away asatal form came hurtling into view.

Crimson flashed from the lining of a sweeping cloak. Black replaced red as the unexpected figure whirled
toward the double-doorway. Burning eyes glittered from beneath the brim of adouch hat. Hidden lips
delivered amocking laugh. Gloved fists flourished their unlimbered automeatics.

"The Shadow!"

THE snarl came from the centra mobsman. Revolver hands swung toward the cloaked intruder. But the
gartled gorillas were too late. The aiming automeatics boomed with instantaneous precision.

Thunderous roars reechoed through the room while revolvers barked awild, hopeless response. Thugs
went crumpling before The Shadow's centered fusillade. Answering gats sent bullets winging wide of the
dread avenger.

Two mobsmen bore the brunt. Their blocking bodies were riddled as the others dropped away. A third
man, firing vicioudy, sorawled asadug reached his heart.

The last two mobsters, end men of the wedge, dived frantically away. One was wounded; the other
unscathed. But both wanted freedom from that irresistible bombardment. Asthe two ruffiansfled, The
Shadow whirled and sprang back through the shattered windows.

The five men whom The Shadow had delivered stared bewildered by the fray. Then the prosecutor
brought them to life as he swung about and followed the path that The Shadow had taken. The others
camein back of him. They reached the porch. Off below the house, the moonlight showed the escaping
mobsters, running for the cover of astone wall.

An automatic spoke from the lawn. One mobster sprawled. A second shot must have clipped the wall
that the other gorillawas hurdling, for the man dropped out of sight like a hunted rabhbit. Then camethe
roar of amotor. A touring car shot away as the elusive gangster reappeared to board it.

The Shadow's guns were stabbing their staccato flashes through the night. The long range; intervening
trees - these sufficed to save the mobstersin the car and the gorillawho had joined them.

The five men on the porch turned as one, to pick out the phantom shape in black. They could find The
Shadow by the flashes of hisguns.

An egrie, outlandish laugh. The Shadow whirled and swept across the lawn. They watched his shape
pass from the sphere of moonlight, into a cluster of trees beyond awall. The Shadow waslost from view;
but the prosecutor was pointing in the direction that the weird avenger had taken.

Off beyond, dull lights appeared from lower windows of a moonlight-bathed mansion. Straight acrossan
intervening hollow, in amost the exact direction that The Shadow had taken, stood the home of Milton
Claverly.

"Come!" cried Jornd. "To Claverly'd It isamost midnight! Hurry - never mind acar -"

WITH one accord, the five dropped from the side of the porch. All were husky - even Abner Zangwald,
despite his seniority in years. Panting, they dashed in the direction of Claverly's. Asthey ran, they could
see the bell-tower, black againgt the sky.

Then, asthey clambered up adope, they lost sight of the tower. The house wastheir goa, ahundred



yardsaway. They neared it, in acluster.

The prosecutor, first to reach the door, turned the knob and found the barrier unlocked. He waited for
the others. They came up, puffing, ready to follow Jornd in the house. Then, in atrice, they stopped.
They stood staring on the threshold, frozen to the spot.

Midnight had sounded during their mad dash. Chimes from a steeple had ceased their sirokes. Now,
through the sllence of the moonlight air came atoken of doom. Clanging from beyond the hill camethe
dull toll of the tower bells.

The monotone was solemn. It held five men rooted. Those strokes were adirge of degth. They were
sounding adoom that had not falen. They were donging for crime that had been frustrated by The
Shadow.

Y et the five men stood, even though they knew that murder had failed tonight. There was reason for their
stupor. All remembered what the sheriff had said at Zangwad's. The bells had been removed from the
tower.

Clang! - Clang! - Clang! -

Mournful bells- hideous bells. More than thet, they were solemn, ghostly bells. Like spectrd messengers
from the past, bells were ringing from the tower where there were no belld!

CHAPTER XX.IN THE CRYPT

THE bellskept tolling. Ceasdlesdy, unending, they pronounced their dirge. As moments passed, standing
men expected the knell to end. It continued, defiantly. The clamor from the tower was imbued with a
hideous note of triumph asthe baffling strokes kept on.

Thewholeair took on an affrighted quiver. Ghoulish discords drove their monotone with a clangor that
remained unfatering. Bells of doom! They wereringing long and loud tonight!

Abner Zangwad rumbled fiercely. Hisvoice brought the othersto their senses. Scowling, the big man
pointed into the house. His motion indicated that the answer might be there. Attention gained, Zangwald
grodeinto the hal. The othersfollowed histrail.

There they spread, searching through the doors of opened rooms. Louis Vandrow ventured into the
hallway past the sairs. He spied the opening that led to the cellar steps.

Then someone gpproached the spot where the lawvyer was standing. It was Zangwald.
"Come!" rasped the bushy-browed man. "Down to the cellar! It's open!™

Officidsarrived. The prosecutor shouldered hisway past Zangwald. He drew arevolver as he marched
down the steps. The othersfollowed; and dl the while, the muffled dirge of the tower bellsformed its dull
accompaniment.

"Look ahead!" exclaimed Jornd.

He pointed to the opened door of the crypt. They could see the dull light from below. Its ghoulish glow
was forbidding; yet the prosecutor did not falter. He led the way down the stone steps. He was holding
hisrevolver. The sheriff had dso drawn agun.

A drange sght greeted the arrivas. The crypt wasilluminated by hidden lights located in bowl-like



containers, onein each corner of the room. Revedled in the center of the twelve-foot square apartment
were two men: Milton Claverly and Hatch Roding.

A tile had been raised from the floor. The entering men could see atiny light shining within the opening.
Milton's hand was thrust into the hollow. It was holding amaster switch pressed to one side.

Roding was standing afew feet away. He was covering Milton with arevolver. Stooped by the opening
in the floor, Milton was obvioudy obeying Roding's command to keep the switch in place.

Roding looked up as he heard the five approach. A grin showed on his hatchet face. He lowered hisgun
as he sghted the revolversthat Jornal and Locke were holding.

"All right,”" said Rodling, camly, "I've got him. Got him with the goods.”

ALL thewhile, the distant bellswere talling, bringing a muffled sound to the depths of the opened crypt.
Roding made athreatening gesture with his revolver. The young man released the switch. It sprang back
from its pogition. Instantly, the sound of the tower bells was ended.

"What does this mean?' demanded the prosecutor. "Which of these men isyoung Claverly?'
"That fellow," growled the sheriff, pointing to Milton. "I've seen him before.”
"Andwho isthisman?"

The prosecutor had indicated Rodling. It was Louis Vandrow who responded. The lawyer stepped
forward and waved his hand toward the hatchet-faced man.

"HisnameisRoding," declared Vandrow. "He is a private detective who has been looking into these
crimes. It appears that he has found the solution to the ringing of the bells.

"Y ou knew of this?' demanded the prosecutor. "Y ou knew that young Claverly -"

"Let meexplan,” interposed Vandrow, solemnly. "1 must admit that this climax comes to me as something
of asurprise. In order to makeit plain, | must tell exactly what happened since Milton Claverly'sreturn.”

The lawyer gained the floor. He looked approvingly toward Roding; then stared sorrowfully at Milton.
While the heir remained silent, Vandrow resumed.

"The day that Milton Claverly returned to Torburg,” he stated, "this man” - he paused to indicate Roding
- "cameto my office and introduced himsdlf. He had credential s that announced him as Charles Roding.
He proved to be a detective who has worked as specia investigator upon international cases.

"Roding informed me that he was watching Milton Claverly. He declared that Milton had been forced to
leave certain countries because of crimind activities. | told Roding that | doubted that Milton was actudly
acrook. Nevertheless, | felt - indl fairness- that | should give Rodling achanceto proveit either pro or
con.

"So while | maintained anormd attitude toward Milton, | kept secret the fact that Roding was coming in
and out of town. Then came the murder of Maurice Dunwell. It worried me. But | could not bring mysalf
to believe that Milton Claverly had stooped to such crime.

"The same &fter the death of Stuart Hosker - and Willis Beauchamp. | found mysalf torn between duty to
thelaw and my position as Milton Claverly's attorney. Roding cameto my home. He had failed to gain
the evidence he wanted. Therefore, | would not accept his opinion that Milton was the murderer.



"But now, the case isindisputable. Here we have Milton Claverly, in hisown home, operating a specia
devicethat has caused bellsto ring from the old tower. | suppose that it must be aset of duplicate bells.
That, however, isbeside the case. Theimportant point isthat Roding has trapped arogue.”

Milton Claverly was about to spesk. Words failed when they reached hislips. The prosecutor waved the
accused man back. He looked to Rodling.

"Tell usthefacts," ordered the prosecutor.

"ALL right," agreed Roding. "Herethey are. Thisfellow Claverly hasabad record, see? Mostly small
stuff he pulled in the past. Slick gambling on board boats. Troubleslike that. But enough to make people
keep an eyeon him.

"He camein from Calcuttato England on board a P O boat. A fellow named Mesder was supposed to
have been on that ship. Mesder had alot of jewels belonging to argjah and he took a different boat.
Some guys were pinched aboard the P O liner.

"In England, the jewels were insured for the trip across the Atlantic. Mesder had arranged that by cable
from Cdcutta. The insurance company sent me to England to comein on Mesder's ship - the Laurentic. |
did. I spotted young Claverly.

"| talked to him in his stateroom. Pretended | was a crook, too. Told him | was after those same jewels.
Wil - | found out he was hooked up with some New Y ork crooks. But thinking | might queer hisgame,
he offered to let meinonacutif | didn't spail it.

"Wegot into New York. | tipped off the police. They queered the jewel robbery. Knowing some
racketeers, | got just what | wanted. Sworn affidavits from small-fry saying that they'd seen Milton
Claverly with acrook named Mike Tocson. That guy Tocson wasthe onethat tried to rob Mesder's,
Tocson got bumped.”

Rodling pulled the affidavits from his pocket and handed them to the prosecutor. Grinning a Milton, he
resumed his statement.

"l saw Mr. Vandrow hereintown," he said. "He waskind of partid to young Claverly. So | went out on
my own. Kept awatch on thishouse. | figured that since Claverly had flivwed on the jewel robbery, hed
dart something in thisburg.

"WEell, three nights ago, | didn't see him, but | thought | heard somebody sneaking around this house.
Then | heard those bellsring. | wondered what was up. When | learned the next day that there'd been
murder here, | decided to watch this house again.

"I did. I caught Claverly sneaking in toward the house, but he dipped away from me. Where he got to, |
couldn't guess. Then the bells started in again. | figured I'd have to do better than before.

"Last night, | was here again. When the bells started to ring, | was outside this crypt. I'd seen the locked
door. I'd figured it was the only way Claverly could get in once hewas out. | couldn't watch everywhere;
but | stuck here along a midnight.

"I heard somebody - made agrab for him - thought it was Claverly. That wasright after the bells. But it
turned out to be another guy. Some fellow stopping here in the house. | had to best it. So tonight, | called
mysdf adummy. | tried something different.”

Rodling paused triumphantly. He looked about the circle of listeners; then shot a contemptuous glance
toward Milton.



"I camein through the front door,” declared Rodling. "1 spotted young Claverly heading out from his
library. | followed him down here. | caught him, working on this switch. | figured the game. Somebody
elsedoing hisdirty work tonight.

"I could hear the bells begin to ring, muffled like. So | pulled out my gat and | covered Claverly. | kept
him at the switch, hoping somebody would turn up. They did. Theres my story. Here's your man.”

THE prosecutor turned toward Milton. Jornal's gaze was withering. Y et Milton faced it. He was tense,
fighting againgt fury. He hurled adenunciation.

"Thisisalie" hecried. "My pastisclear. | tel you, it'salie! | didn't arangethat job at Mesder's.
Roding wasthefelow who started it - on the boat. He forced meinto it!"

"Hear him?"' queried Rodling. "He admits he wasin the job. That backs up those affidavits, prosecutor. I'll
tell you something else. Those mugs that were bumped off last night on the Lewisport road - I'll bet you'l
find out they were old pals of Mike Tocson, the guy that worked for Claverly.”

"Let me speak,” urged Louis Vandrow. "l must state something that | previoudy concedled. Milton
Claverly has had an unfortunate past. He admitted it in lettersto hisfather. | have those letters. | intended
to destroy them. | told Milton that | had done so. Fortunately, | can produce them now that they are

necessary.

"What ismore, | gave Milton abox from hisfather. It is probable that the box contained the secret of this
crypt; dso the key that Milton needed to make entry here. Now that the truth is out, | must agree that
Milton Claverly had cause to murder the three men who have died herein Torburg.”

"You arewrong!" exclamed Milton. "Roding has duped you, Mr. Vandrow. He didn't find mein the
crypt tonight. He forced me to come here at the point of agun. He had the key to the place.”

"Ligten to him," sneered Rodling. "He was down here when | walked into the house. He can't prove
otherwise"

"l can," blurted Milton, "if you will ligento me-"

"Silence!" brokein Jornd. " Sheriff, arrest this man. Roding'stestimony goes. Claverly can't prove that it
iswrong."

"l cant"

The words came in awoman's voice. The prosecutor turned. Phyllis Lingle had entered the crypt. The
girl wasfollowed by Lester. Phyllis pointed accusngly a Roding.

"Thisman haslied!" shedeclared. "Milton isright. The man camein here a half past deven. | saw him
and Milton come out of thelibrary. | could only seetheir heads and shoulders as| gazed from the stairs.

"I wondered why Milton looked pale. | know the answer now. This man was close behind him. He must
have been covering Milton with arevolver."

"That'sright," blurted Milton. "Thanks, Phyllis. Maybe youll listen to me now, prosecutor... Y ou will?
Thanks. Just hold that fellow Roding until I'vefinished with him."

ROSLING had pocketed his gun. Locke was covering him. The hatchet-faced man shrugged his
shoulders. He seemed to think that Milton's statements would collapse.



"Roding had the key," declared Milton. "He made me come here. Heforced meto raisethetilein the
floor. I had never even been in thiscrypt. | was amazed when | saw the switch. Roding made me operate
it

"What astory!" jeered Rodling. "I suppose next you'll betrying to deny that you werein on that job at
Meder's”

"That'sjust what I'm going to do," declared Milton. "Listen, prosecutor. | did see Roding on the boat. |
did promiseto aid with the jewel robbery - asinsgde man. But | double-crossed Roding. | spilled the
word to Augustus Mesder. He brought detectivesto hishouse. The robbery wasfoiled.

"l can proveit by Mesder himsdlf. I've talked with him by long distance. Hell come from New Y ork any
time | say; and helll bring Detective Joe Cardonawith him! | did meet Mike Tocson, because Roding
hereingsted on it. But that was dl part of the game. The law will square me; and the law islooking for
Hatch Roding! His affidavits are worthless.”

Hatch Roding stood stupefied. He had never expected thisfinish. All his sang-froid was gone. Wilted, the
exposed crook stood muttering. He realized what his arrest would mean. Sent back to New Y ork, he
would go up theriver for attempted burglary. But Roding had a greater fear - the death chair.

"l - 1 didn't do no killing!" he pleaded. "Honest! | only rang these bells. | - | waswiseto this layout down
here. | sneaked in and worked the switch. But - but -"

L ooking about the group, Rodling caught a sudden glare of eyes. He redized that he was getting into
deep water. Hetried to back out of it.

"It wasjust sort of ajoke," he explained, weakly. "Trying to put something over on young Claverly,
here"

"Youwere," chalenged Milton. "YesRoding, | think we can believe you when you say that you were
merely an accomplice. Someone e se did those murders; and there's only one man mean enough. He'sthe
one that pretended to be my father'sfriend. He stands there - Abner Zangwald!"

The bushy-browed man was glaring as others turned toward him. At first rage showed on Zangwald's
face. Inamoment, the anger died. Zangwald's bass rumblefilled the crypt as he answered the accusing
words.

"THISisabsurd" he declared. "Totdly absurd! Thisyoung man isentirely mistaken. | was hisfather's
friend; as| can prove when the time demands. For the present, however, | shdl limit my statements.

"Tonight" - Zangwald's brows knitted as he paused - "five of uswere trapped by masked gunmen. We
weretold that one man was dueto die. Three persons present were officials of the law. None of them
had gained a clue to these amazing murders.

"That |eft two of us, LouisVandrow and myself. The thought flashed through my mind. Which of uswas
to die? Vandrow or mysdf?1 cannot seein light of what has happened here why crooks should have
sought Vandrow's degth. Apparently, VVandrow was ready to support thisfellow Rodling, who appears
to be the chief crook of thelot.

"Those who support crooks are sometimes crooks themselves. Moreover, | could gain nothing by
Vandrow's degth; but he could gain much by mine. Vandrow isthe lawyer who controls my estate. He
would manageit should | die. | have entrusted an important matter to Louis Vandrow. He could gaina
million dollars - more perhaps - by my death -"



Zangwald wheeled toward Vandrow as he paused. Fierce accusation showed beneath bushy brows.
Othersturned; acry came from the prosecutor. The accusation had come too late from Zangwad's lips.
Stepping back, Vandrow had yanked a gun!

Only the sheriff had aweapon ready. He turned ingtinctively as he heard Jornd's exclamation. Instantly,
Rodling pulled out his pocketed revolver and jabbed it against the sheriff'sribs. Lockelet hisrevolver fall
tothetiled floor.

Vandrow motioned with his gun. People backed away from him toward a corner of the crypt. Sheriff and
coroner; Milton Claverly and Abner Zangwald - the four formed a group.

At Vandrow's next command, Lester and Phyllis backed toward the same corner. Only the prosecutor
remained. His hands were raised while Vandrow and Rodling kept covering the others. Vandrow dipped
hisleft hand into the prosecutor's pocket and brought out Jornd's revolver. He dropped it in hisown
pocket; then gave the prosecutor a shove and sent him back to the corner.

All were a bay while the lawyer and his henchman held them covered. An insdious chuckle came from
LouisVandrow'slips. The arch-crook had reveded himsalf. Here, in the depths of the crypt, a master of
crimewas ready to display hiswinning hand.

CHAPTER XXI. CRIME DISCLOSED

"I SHALL be brief," asserted Vandrow, with an evil smirk. "Thetimefor bluff isended. Sometimesa
game goeswrong. Thisone did; but the error will be easily rectified. However” - hisdry tone carried a
menace - "it will mean some degths that could have been avoided.

"Y ou have spoken of murder. It ismy turn to spesk. Murder ismy specidty. Sometimeago” - thiswasa
chuckle- "I did away with David Claverly. Of course | had an accomplice - his physician, Doctor
Humbrell. He made adight dteration in prescriptions, according to my order. Poor Humbrdl - he
hestated a murder; but | knew some facts that would have put him in the penitentiary. So he did the dirty
work - and wound up in the cand.

"Yes, | saw that he landed there. That was another easy matter. But here is newsfor you. | was not alone
in my enterprise of evil. There were three men who knew about it. | shal name them. Maurice Dunwell -
Stuart Hosker - Willis Beauchamp. They aided and abetted my work.

"Why?| shdl tel you. As David Claverly'slawyer, | knew that he had contracted with agreat power
corporation. Certain red estate near Torburg would be worth millions once the company was ready to
buy it. As David Claverly's atorney, | could not profit in the deal. But | saw away to gain ahuge share.

"| talked with Dunwell, Hosker and Beauchamp. They liked my scheme. They started it off by
undermining David Claverly's business. The red estate became his sole possession. He borrowed money
onit. Hedied. Asattorney for hisestate, | saw that the redl estate, not money, fell into the hands of the
lenders.”

"You crook!" rumbled Zangwald. "If | had known why you handled matters that way -"
"Y ou knew nothing," interposed Vandrow, with asnarl. "No more out of you, Zangwad."

He turned to Roding. The man approached. Vandrow spoke in alow mumble. Roding nodded and
shifted hisrevolver to Vandrow's | eft hand. With two wegpons, the lawyer covered the helpless group
while Roding sidied up through the door that led to the cellar landing.



"There are twelve bullets in these two weapons,” observed VVandrow, coally. "More than enough to
daughter dl of you. | am an expert marksman, as Sheriff Locke can testify. Hisgun, incidentally, lieshere
at my feet. | have the prosecutor's revolver in my pocket. Extrabullets, if necessary. Isthat

understood?’

No one dared move. Vandrow resumed his terse discussion.

"My threefriends’ - the tone was sarcadtic - "did not want suspicion attached to themselves. So they sold
their red estate at asmall profit. To adummy holding company that | controlled by straw men. The
clean-up wasto come later, | wasto gain twenty-five percent.

"Not much for the man who was the brain. Moreover, you, Zangwad, held some of the red edtate.
David Claverly had placed it in your hands as security for aloan. | had to make you take it when | settled
the estate. So that thingswould look on the level, so far as Dunwell and histwo pals were concerned.

"Tdl us, Zangwald" - thelawyer paused in ironica fashion - "just what did you intend to do with that real
edate?'

"I HELD it as security for fifty thousand dollars,”" rumbled Zangwad. "1 knew the power corporation
would want it. | thought Dunwell and those other fellows were foolsto sdll to aholding company. | intend
to sdl for amillion; to keep my fifty thousand and give the rest to Milton Claverly -

"Y ou should say 'intended,™ corrected Vandrow. "Not 'intend.’ Y ou didn't talk to young Claverly about
it, because you wanted to make sure he was deserving. At present you are well disposed toward him.
Too bad, Milton. Too bad.

"| discovered away to gain al for mysdf. A smple way. It so happened that David Claverly had afear
of being buried alive. That iswhy he built this crypt. At the sametime, he built the bell-tower. | alone
knew that there was a connection between the two.

"Buried here, David could - if he cameto life - cause bellsto ring from the tower. It was | who had the
bellstolled when David Claverly died. Then Lester spread the story that termed them bells of doom.
Poor Lester! Y ou were sincere, weren't you? But you unwittingly helped my cause along.

"I knew that Milton Claverly was coming back to Torburg. | hired Hatch Rodling, chief of my straw men,
to get him mixed in crime when he reached New Y ork. We knew that Milton's past had been none too
good; we wanted area crime pinned to him.

"We thought it worked - that stunt at Mesder's. Then Roding came hereto work with me. | chose
murder as my own prerogative. | gave Roding the key to the crypt so that he could come here and ring
the bells of doom.

"I killed Dunwell; then Hosker; findly Beauchamp. | was the man who caled Beauchamp and advised
him how to get out of town. | wasin the garage. | shot him. Thefool! He trusted me. Why? Because he,
like the other two, had aguilty conscience. They al thought Milton Claverly was fter them. They were
afradtotak.

"I now control the holding company. All | needed was the death of Abner Zangwad. As executor of his
estate, | would sdll his property to that same holding company. So | had to arouse Milton Claverly
against Abner Zangwald.

"Those mobgters should have killed you, Zangwald. The rest of uswould have come over here, to trap
Milton with the goods. Well - it does not matter." VVandrow paused to calculate. "I shdl kill you now,



Zangwad. Y ou aso, Milton. And dl the rest of you. It will look like agunfray. My word and Roding's
will be undisouted.”

Milton Claverly was clenching hisfigts. He wanted to spring upon thisfiend. Y et heredlized that it would
be hopeless. Hewould die; VVandrow would be forced to deliver adouble fusiliade. Even though al were
doomed, Milton did not wish to speed their deaths.

Vandrow sneered as he saw Milton subside. Steady behind his guns, the master crook put asarcastic
question:

"Have | forgotten anything? Isthere any detail which has escaped me? Ah, yes, | can guessyour
guestion, sheriff. Y ou took the clappersfrom the bells; yet the belsrang. Y ou removed the bells; till,
they tolled tonight.

"Ariddle, isn't it?" Hiswords were gibing. "Too bad that none of you can answer it. Well, | regret that
timeisshort. That riddle will haveto remain unsolved -"

VANDROW stopped short. A sudden sound cameto his ears. More terrible than the forgotten clangor
of the bls, it filled this crypt with ghoulish echoes.

A snigter laugh, ddivered from the outside entrance of the crypt.

Louis Vandrow turned his head. Sowly, hisrevolvers sank downward. The arch-fiend was trapped.
There, just within the steps to the outer door, stood the shape that he had seen before. A figure cloaked
in black. Burning eyes staring from benesth adouch hat.

Looming automatics, big, ponderous deadly weapons - the same that had mown down Louis Vandrow's
firing squad. Thiswas the being whose presence at Zangwa d's had seemed alucky chancein Vandrow's
mind.

The lawyer thought that he had tricked The Shadow. He had never dreamed that this black-clad master
could penetrate the locked door of the vault. Louis Vandrow, supercrook, was trapped by the master of
al avengerd

CHAPTER XXII. THE FINAL DEATH

To those others who stared in the direction of Louis Vandrow's gaze, the sudden arrival of The Shadow
was aso an unexplainable manifestation. This crypt was like atomb. The manifestation of so ominousa
presence seemed incredible within the confines of the dimly lighted vaullt.

None knew that The Shadow had previoudy probed the locks of the crypt's door; that, on this occasion,
his entry had been accomplished minutes ago; that hislurking figure had been waiting upon the steps from
the outer door.

The Shadow had permitted Louis Vandrow to speak. He had wanted witnesses to learn the fiend's story
from Vandrow's own lips. The lawyer's gloating words had become a confession. That waswhy The
Shadow laughed.

The mockery was significant asit crept through the crypt. Those who heard it redlized that The Shadow,
as capably as Vandrow, could have recited these facts. For the mirth bespoke understanding. Now, The
Shadow, dominant, took up the statement where the lawyer had ceased.

"Y ou spoke of bellsin the tower," hissed The Shadow. "But you have not told their secret. The secret
that you learned” - hishisswas asinister sneer in Vandrow's ears - "and the secret which | discovered.



Bdlsinthe cupola hidden bells, identical in toneto thosein the belfry. Bellsthat could be heard through
openings that formed when the switch was pressed within this crypt. Bellsthat would ring automatically,
with the pressure of the switch.”

A pause. The Shadow was stepping inward. Hisflashing eyes caught the dull light and returned it with a
magnified sparkle. Lester found hisvoice.

"The spirit from the tower!" croaked the servant. "The one that was here last night. He knows of the
bells Thebells of doom!"

"| divined that secret on the second night,” hissed The Shadow. "I knew it then, in part. Another task - on
the road to Lewisport - prevented me from coming here last night. But tonight, | arrived.

"I could see that three dead men had feared to speak. | knew that Milton Claverly was innocent. | have
watched him; | witnessed hisfirst conference with your henchman, Roding.”

Milton stared. The Shadow had been aboard the Laurentic. Through the young man's brain flashed that
recollection of awardrobe door that had not swung shut with the lurching of the liner!

"Someone in Torburg was responsible for crime,” resumed The Shadow. " The murderer knew his ground
too well. | knew that he had accomplices, that murderer. | was searching for Roding as histool.

"You or Zangwald. Both had the opportunity. Y ou, Vandrow, were the one | chose. Y our closenessto
Milton Claverly. Theingnuationsthat you drilled into hismind. Y our vists here. Y our opportunity for

gan.

"Tonight" - The Shadow's tone was solemn - "I named you as the murderer. | marked Roding as your
accomplice. | looked for no crime from him. | knew where you would be. | wasthere, to prevent the
degth of your last intended victim."

ALL knew that The Shadow had reference to Abner Zangwald as the man marked for doom tonight.
The echo of the whispered words brought new thoughts of desth.

LouisVandrow stood helpless; yet no one made amove. All were trusting in this one rescuer.

Vandrow snarled as he quailed. Oaths were on hislips. His face was whitened in the gloom. The lavyer
saw degth in the eyes before him. He expected a flash from an automatic. His curses ended. Still holding
his useless revolver; pointed downward, he felt the pardysis of fear creep through hisarms.

Cringing, the lawyer turned to escape The Shadow's burning gaze. He looked toward the door from the
cellar; the one through which he had entered here. Then amad cry escaped the lawyer's leap.

With afrantic endeavor, he sprang from the path of The Shadow's guns, off toward the corner where dl
the rest were standing.

A counterthrust had come. Through that doorway bounded the form of Hatch Rodling; behind him, three
gangsters. One was the fellow who had escaped from Zangwa d's; two were gorillas who had been
waiting in the car that had fled.

Had The Shadow sought to cover Vandrow, the act would have made him atemporary target for those
entering crooks. Rodling, as he leaped furioudy forward, came unarmed. He had given hisrevolver to
Vandrow.

The Shadow ignored Roding. He aimed for the other three.



Shots roared through the crypt. Bursts of flame from automatics came with the flashes of the gangster
revolvers. The Shadow whirled as hefired, away from the corner where helpless persons stood. It wasa
desperatefight at close quarters.

A bullet clipped The Shadow's hat brim. Another winged the folds of the cloak. A singing dug skimmed
The Shadow's shoulder; a hit, though adight one, for the crook who had fired it. But al the while, The
Shadow's automeati cs thundered.

Thelast barks from revolvers came from sinking hands. While they fired, the gorillas were sagging.
Useless shots ricocheted as they chipped the tiled floor. Then Rodling fell upon The Shadow. Madly, he
managed to grasp the gun that wasin the gloved left hand. He wrenched the weapon free and aimed.

Already The Shadow's right was swinging. Malletlike, the automatic was descending for Roding'swridt.
Swifter than the crook could find the trigger, The Shadow was ending Roding'sfight. Y et amid this due
came another stroke, more timely than The Shadow's.

A gun barked. The shot came from the stepsto the cdllar landing. A whining bullet found itsmark in
Hatch Rodling's brain. The crook sumped as The Shadow's gun thudded upon hiswrigt.

Harry Vincent bounded into view.

HARRY had finadly managed to loose his bonds. He had scudded for the crypt, reaching there just asthe
fray broke loose. Clambering in as crooks were falling, Harry had done his part to aid The Shadow. His
Stub-nosed automatic wasin hisfist; awreath of smoke was curling from its muzzle.

The Shadow and his agent turned toward the corner. Through the smoke they saw a grim unequal
struggle. It was one that The Shadow had anticipated; one upon which he had counted when he had dedlt
with the crooks at the door.

Five men had launched themsel ves en masse upon Louis Vandrow. Thosefive were Milton Claverly,
Abner Zangwad and the three officers of the law. The lawyer wasfighting fiendishly. Hands were forcing
his arms upward, so that he could not use hisguns.

Y et, as The Shadow turned, Vandrow wrested free. He lost one revolver; he siwung the other and dealt
the coroner aglancing blow. He ddlivered avicious punch that sent the prosecutor staggering. Leaping
from the sheriff's grasp, herolled against thewal and turned to aim hisrevolver a Abner Zangwald.

Harry Vincent could not fire; for Milton Claverly wasin his path. Moreover, Phyllis Lingle was crouching
in the corner beyond Vandrow; and awild shot might have struck the girl.

But The Shadow, hisleft arm hanging limp, held Louis VVandrow covered. Despite the fact, The Shadow
withheld hisfire.

AsHarry stood bewildered, arevolver spat itsflame. Louis Vandrow sumped. It was then that Harry
understood. The shot had come from the gun that Vandrow had lost. Lester, watching catlike for his
chance, had bounded from the wall to seizeit.

The Shadow had spied the old servant's action. Though ready with his own wegpon, the cloaked warrior
had waited. The last degth had been in the making; to Lester belonged the privilege of itsdelivery.

Fiercely, the servant had gained vengeance. He had killed the man who had murdered his old master.
The Shadow's shot had not been needed. Already, Louis Vandrow was sprawled upon the floor,
coughing out hisevil life.



Turning, The Shadow swept toward the outer door. His form blended with blackness as Harry Vincent
cameforward to join the others. Harry redlized now that Lester had liminated him purely because he
had caught him spying on Milton Claverly. Harry'stimely aid in the battle had squared matters. His part
wasto remain here, as Milton Claverly'sfriend.

Lester stood in the middle of the room. While others were half bewildered by the sudden end of the
struggle, the servant gtill found a duty to perform. Dropping to thetiled floor, Lester fixed his gaze on the
dying face of LouisVandrow. Then, with agrim croak, the servant pressed the switch that was set deep
inthefloor.

Clang!

Muffled, far away, came the message of the bells. Louis Vandrow heard the distant sound. Those bells
were meant for him!

Dong! - Dong! -

The dirge continued. Bells of doom were tolling the death of Louis Vandrow asthey had marked aknell
for the ears of David Claverly. With afina cough, the lawvyer gave awrithe and then lay till. His career
of evil was ended.

Y et the bells kept on as Lester held the switch. Triumph showed upon the servant's withered visage as
his bright, sparkling eyes till stared toward the rugged face of Louis Vandrow, that countenance that
desth had frozen forever.

OUTSIDE the mansion, the moonlight showed atal, spectra figure striding toward the road that led past
the hill. Burning eyes reflected the sky's glow as they turned upward. The Shadow saw the cupola of the
tower - that spot from which bells of doom were toning their final peals, a paean of triumph that marked
the death of a superfiend.

The clamor ended. Echoes faded from the summit of the bell-tower. Then anew sound rose clear upon
the night. More strident than the brazen clangor of the bells; more terrible than the monotone that hed
preceded it, the laugh of The Shadow burst clear through moonlit air.

Sardonic tones rose to aweird crescendo. The laughter burst with shuddering mockery. The laugh ended
eerily. The wooded heights above sent back their echoesin uncanny mirth. Seemingly, afind throb
formed a ghoulish whisper from the tower itsdlf.

Right had triumphed. Truth had gained its claim. A maker of evil had perished, hard on the hedsof his
evil henchmen. Crime had ended with the battle in the crypt. Bells of doom had rung forth their last

message.
And The Shadow, victorious, had laughed in triumph!

THEEND



