MJURDER HOUSE
by Maxwel | G ant

As originally published in "The Shadow Magazi ne," March 15, 1937.

Li ke a shell-torn battl eground, the peace and quiet of a countryside give
way to crimnal warfare when The Shadow stal ks through byways seeking the
rul er
of the Murder House.

CHAPTER |
CROCKS PREPARE

THE ol d sign post read: "M DVALE, 3 MLES."

Kip Farrick grinned when he sawit. This was the crossing that he wanted.
An isolated nmeeting place of old dirt roads, where few cars traveled. Kip,

t hough, had been here before, in the same coupe that he was driving today.

The trip neant sonething, this tine. Kip's ratty face showed a gl eam as
he
| ooked toward the man who rode with him He wanted to see if N ck Shoyden's
stolid, darkish features could | ose their poker-faced expression and betray a
sign of real interest.

"I's this the corner, Kip?"

Ni ck' s question was rasped in businesslike fashion. H s bl acki sh eyes
seened snappy when they saw Kip's grinning |ips.

"Sure!" returned the rattish driver. "W only got a half a nmle to go,
toward Mdvale. | clocked it, Nick - a couple tinmes."

"Then what are we waiting for? Get going."

Kip turned to the left. He drove a quarter mle, squinting while the
sunlight glittered fromthe radiator cap. As the coupe passed a pair of whee
tracks that led off to the right, N ck demanded:

"Where does that go to?"

"Aroad to the house," replied Kip. "The old farmcovers nore'n two
hundred acres. | found that out in Mdvale, Nck."

Ni ck nade no reply. He was watching the speedoneter. It clocked off half
a
mle. Kip was pronpt with the brakes; they screeched, as the coupe stopped
am d
a cloud of dust. Kip pointed to a jagged road that |ooked |ike the path of a
dry stream The road wound downward, to the left.

"There she is," announced Kip, "an' |I'Il bet you a century against a fin
that we'll find old Brockbright down by the creek. Every Tuesday and Friday -"

"I know the rest," snapped N ck. "How do we get down to that patch of
woods wi t hout Brockbright seeing us?"

In answer, Kip started the coupe. He drove thirty yards and turned off
t he
road into a patch of open ground that stood unfenced. Pulling the car beneath
a
clump of trees, Kip alighted and pointed to a path. N ck followed him

Five mnutes later, N ck Shoyden and Kip Farrick had reached the bank of
a
rocky, wooded creek. They crept along a stony path until they reached a big
boul der that jutted above their heads. Kip crawmed a few feet up a sl ope of
turf, gripped a tree root and beckoned to Ni ck Shoyden, who joined him

"Take a gander," whispered Farrick. "See if it ain't Brockbright."

Ni ck | ooked across the rock



FI FTY feet away, the flattish ground forned a delightful nook beneath the
boughs of handsonme beech trees. The babble of a tiny brook brought a nel odi ous
tone; where the tunbling rill entered the wide creek, cleared trees offered a
vi ew that woul d have inspired an artist.

The beauty of that nossy gl ade was | ost upon N ck Shoyden. The dark eyes
that glittered fromhis poker-face were fixed upon a man who sat al one anmid
t he
scene.

The man was old and withery; his figure |looked frail, as it sat hunched
upon a canp stool. The head above the stooped shoul ders was erect; and its
face
told that the elderly nan was by no neans feeble. There was an eagl el i ke gl eam
inthe old-man's eyes. His lips wore a satisfied smle. Ruddiness showed in
t he
cheeks that topped his well-trimred beard.

His hair, like his beard, was gray. N ck Shoyden could see every feature
plainly. There was no disputing Kip Farrick's statenment that the man was Cyrus
Brockbright, multimllionaire, whose Wall Street operations and real estate
devel opnents had enabled himto pile up fortune upon fortune.

Besi de Brockbright was a picnic basket. The millionaire shelled a
hard-boil ed egg, sprinkled it with salt and ate nethodically. He poured a
gl ass
of milk froma thernos bottle and reached into the basket for a piece of cake.
Evidently, he decided that he had eaten enough, for he regretfully replaced
t he
cake as he finished the glass of mlk.

Ri si ng, Brockbright brushed crumbs fromhis |ap, straightened briskly and
called in a shrill voice

"Par ki ns! \Were are you, Parkins?"

A uni fornmed chauffeur canme fromthe end of the rough road above the glen
He had been eating alone, for he was finishing a sandwi ch when he answered
Brockbright's call. Brockbright pointed to the basket and the canp st ool

"Renove them Parkins."”

As the chauffeur conplied, Brockbright waited to survey the little glen
He strolled to the creek's edge; he | ooked al ong the w nding bank. His Iips
were pursed in pleased fashion when he returned and wal ked up to the road.

N ck
and Ki p saw hi m di sappear beyond a fringe of bushes.

The thunp of an aut onobile door followed. A notor started; its | ow gear
whi ned. The wat chers sighted a | ong, sleek |inmousine nmoving up the rocky road.
The car turned fromview its noise faded. Only the trickle of the brook
sounded in the gl ade where Brockbright had been

Ni ck came down fromthe rock, with the comment to Kip:

"Let's go back to the hill."

SEATED again in Kip's coupe, Nick showed that he had been thinking
considerably on the trip up the path. Specul atively, he grow ed:

"I't was Cyrus Brockbright, right enough. |I'm wondering why the old gink
cones here so often.”

"What does it matter?" put in Kip. "He'll be here again. That's all we'll
need. You can get the outfit, N ck - guys that know their stuff. The snatch
will be a cinch. 1've even got the castle fixed. Look over there."

Ni ck followed Kip's pointing finger. Through a space above the trees, he
could see a distant house, far on the other side of the creek. It was an old
mansi on, al nost surrounded by woods.

"The Hawki ns Estate," el aborated Kip. "Been enpty for years. Supposed to
be haunted. |'ve picked up a |ot of dope while |I've been hiding out in
M dval e.



| know the roads around here. A snatch would be a cinch. W can grab the
chauf f eur when we ki dnap Brockbright -"

"Forget that snatch stuff," rasped N ck. "That racket has been queered,
| ong ago! If you know so nmuch about the country around here, tell ne
sormet hi ng.

Has anybody picked up dough in real estate, lately?"

"Yeah," returned Kip. "Just south of Mdvale, there's alittle sumer
resort. It's on this sane creek, the Miuskatinny. | was pricing bungal ows
t here,
in case we wanted one. The land is valued at six hundred bucks an acre; but
it's
cut up into smaller lots. And then there's the house besides."

"You've told me all |I wanted to know, Kip. Six hundred dollars an acre.
Si x hundred times two hundred - that is one hundred and twenty thousand.
According to that, this farm with its two hundred acres, ought to be worth a
hundred and twenty grand."

Kip put an objection.

"Farns are cheap around here," he said. "Not worth nmore than fifty bucks
an acre. This farmcould be had for less than ten grand, N ck."

"Great!" For the first time, Nick showed a grin. "That gives us the
ti p-off on why old Brockbright was out here. He figures on buying this I and
for
ten thousand dollars and selling it for a hundred and twenty thousand.

"Only, a hundred and twenty grand is small change for that old bird. This
won't be the only farmhe'll buy. He'll grab them off on both sides of the
creek, all the way down. There'll be a mllion in it, before he's through

"This place sits right in the mddle." Nick's smle broadened. "That's
why
Brockbright cones to look it over, with a picnic basket as a blind. He'd talk
turkey if sonmebody grabbed this farmand held out for big dough. Start the
car,

Kip. W're going to buy a farm"

Kip drove back along the dirt road and turned in at the entrance to the
farmhouse. At the end of a quarter mile, the road ended beside a sprawing
house, where a tilled stretch of ground sloped down toward the creek. There
was
a barn connected to one side of the house; on the other, N ck saw a | ong,
| owroof ed building that puzzled himbecause it stood only a few feet above
t he
ground.

"What's that funny-Iooking shed?" he asked Kip. "What do they do - train
the cows to crawl in at night?"

"It's a mushroomcellar," returned Kip. "They grow a | ot of mushroons
around M dvale. Whatta you want me to do, Nick? Go in an' talk to the guy that
owns this shack?"

"Yeah. Price the place. I'll wait for you."

KIP cl anbered fromthe car and went toward the ramnbling house. A big man
in overalls came fromthe barn, eyed the stranger and gruffed:

"Who do you want to see?"

"The owner of the farm" returned Kip, eyeing a pitchfork that the husky
yokel carried. "Is he around here?"

The fellow with the pitchfork nodded; |ooked toward the house and call ed:

"Visitor to see you, M. Jorridon!"

A tall man appeared froma side door of the house. He was dressed in farm
cl ot hes; but his manner showed that he was nore inportant than the hired hand
who had accosted Kip. The crook knew that this rmust be Jorridon. Kip noted
t hat
Jorridon's eyes were sharp and direct of gaze; that the man had the square jaw



of a fighter.

Those features made Kip jittery. Jorridon renm nded himtoo much of a
district attorney. It took Kip a few seconds to assure hinself that Jorridon
could have no reason to class his visitor as a crook. Kip approached to shake
hands.

"My nane's Farrick," he told Jorridon. "I come from New York. Been up
here
in Mdvale the |ast few weeks, looking for a farm Thought 1'd find out if
this
one was for sale.”

"Where did you hear about this farnP"

Jorridon's question worried Kip. Luckily, he knew a good bit about
M dval e. Moreover, he renenbered having seen an old farmtruck that bore the
nane of Rex Jorridon. That truck came into town frequently. Kip had seen it
par ked near the post office.

"I was talking with one of the fellows at the general store,” lied Kip.
"Asked hi mabout farns. He said | ought to see Rex Jorridon. Told ne where
this
farmwas -

"And said it was for sale?"

"He said it mght be. That's why | cane here."

Anot her hired hand had joined the man who first net Kip. Jorridon saw the
pair standing by, and gestured themtoward the barn.

"CGet back to work, Hector," he told the first one. "Take Ezra along with
you." Turning to Kip, Jorridon added: "They told you wong, M. Farrick. I'm
not trying to sell this farm"

"The fellow didn't say you were,'

began Kip. "He only said that | ought

to
see you -"

"And that was a mistake, too," interposed Jorridon. "I don't own this
farm | only rent it. The farmbelongs to the Mdvale Title & Trust Co. They
woul dn't sell it the last tinme | talked to them™

Ki p munmbl ed excuses and returned to the car. As he drove away, he gave a
sidel ong | ook toward the house; saw Jorridon with arns aki nmbo, watching the
coupe's departure. Kip said nothing to Nick until they reached the dirt road;
then he gave the details.

"That guy Jorridon sure made nme jittery," concluded Kip. "He's no hick
He
| ooked nmore like a district attorney!"

"Trying to shove you off that's all,"” grunted Nick. "He's renting the
pl ace and don't want to give it up. Drive into Mdvale, Kip. Show ne that
title

conmpany. "

WHEN t hey reached the town of Mdvale, N ck Shoyden entered the bank
al one. He was gone about thirty mnutes. When he returned, he notioned for Kip
to drive along. As soon as they were out of town, N ck chuckled and pulled an
of ficial -1o00king docunent from his pocket.

"I bought the deed to the farm" he told Kip. "It cost ne seventy-five
hundred. Cheaper than you thought. Took just half of the fifteen grand that I
brought with ne fromChi. I'll need the rest when we get to New York."

Kip shot a nervous | ook toward his conpani on. New York was a hot spot for
both of them N ck had been hiding out in Chicago, while Kip was in M dval e.

Ni ck saw the reason for Kip's anxiety.

"Don't get jittery again," growmed Nick. "I didn't give nmy own nane at
t he
bank. | signed nyself 'J. J. Burlow; and it's legal to use any name in this
State. | gave the old Eighth Avenue address in New York City, that the bulls
don't know about. We'll head there, Kip.



"This hunk of paper isn't hot. W're working a racket that the |aw can't
touch. Al we've got to do in New York is put up a front. Leave that to ne,
Kip."

Kip was taking the road to New York, a proof that he intended to take
chances along with Nick. Pocketing the title deed, N ck added a | ast detail

"Jorridon tal ked about buying the farm" he said. "They nentioned that at
t he bank. But the guy has no dough. He's one of those educated guys froma
farm
col l ege, that thinks he can nake noney out of grow ng rmushroons. Al he could
raise to buy the farmwas fifteen hundred bucks and the bank woul dn't take a
nortgage on the rest. So he had to keep on renting it.

"We'|l let himstay there. | told the bank to collect the rent and keep
it
for me. Jorridon will think he's sitting pretty, until old Cyrus Brockbright
buys the farm Then Jorridon will have a headache, when he | earns what
Brockbright paid for it. 1'"'mgoing to hold out for sixty grand, Kip, when |
deal with Brockbright."

Ni ck Shoyden spoke with assurance, as though he and Kip Farrick al ready
had fifty-two and a half thousand dollars in the bag. Kip did not share the
ent husiasm Nick noticed it and grow ed:

"What makes you sour? Modre than twenty-five grand apiece is better than a
snatch, ain't it? There's a bigger chance of this going through; and we're
running no risk."

"Except that we're goin' into New York."

"We'll only stay there a week. | know that the cops are | ooking for the
guys who croaked JimKildean in his ganbling joint; but they haven't pinned it
on us, yet. It will look better for us, if we're seen in New York."

Ni ck's words had logic. Kip's objections ended. The crooks were agreed
that the | aw woul d make no trouble for themduring a short stay in New York
Mirderers, planning a different sort of crine, were sure that their new
activities would pass unwat ched.

There was sonething that both N ck Shoyden and Kip Farrick had forgotten
In New York dwelt a being called The Shadow, who ferreted out the m sdeeds of
crooks and hunted down the perpetrators. Once he had gai ned the goods on
crimnals, The Shadow never forgot them

VWhen The Shadow | earned that this pair of rogues had returned to New
Yor Kk,

Ni ck and Kip would be due for trouble that they did not expect.

CHAPTER |
AT THE LUCKY SEVEN CLUB

NI CK SHOYDEN had predicted a week's stay in New York. His estinmte was
short. It took I onger than a week to deal with Cyrus Brockbright. Just seven
days after he had bought the farmin Mdvale, N ck was seated in a small
office
he had rented, glummess showing on his normally expressionless face.

He was mulling over the real estate matter. He had sent Brockbright a
letter, representing hinself as head of the "Interstate Resort Devel opnent
Co.," and asking for an appointnent, as he had some property that the
mllionaire would be interested in. N ck, however, did not intimte where the
property |ay.

The answer canme in the formof a letter from Brockbright's secretary,

Kl auden, saying his enployer was not interested in any property. Nick had then
sent Kip Farrick to interview the secretary and try to nake an appoi nt ment
with

Brockbright for Nick. In this, Kip was successful. Nick was to see the
mllionaire to-norrow



Kip had gone to the Lucky Seven Cub; Nick was to meet himthere tonight.
Both thought it best to be seen in public; that if the coppers saw them bol dly
in the open, they m ght not suspect their connection with the murder of Jim
Ki | dean.

Ni ck | ocked his office, started for the elevator. Atall, gangling nman in
t he hal | way made hi m suspi ci ous he was being spi ed upon; but when the man
munbl ed he was | ooki ng for a bookbi ndi ng conpany, N ck shrugged off his
suspicions as jitters caused by his return to New York after Kildean had been
nmur der ed.

Ni ck nmade for the Lucky Seven Club, to neet Kip.

THE Lucky Seven Cub was outwardly a dining resort of high caliber. But
for those in the know, the third floor of the club was outfitted for ganbling
on a conplete scale.

An hour after Nick Shoyden arrived there, a tall stranger, dressed to
perfection in evening clothes, entered the club, showed credentials to
Morri dy,

t he owner, and ascended to the gam ng roons. Mst of the seats around a
roulette

wheel being occupied, the tall visitor nmerely watched the game with other
spectators who were awaiting a chance to play.

At the far end of the short floor was a curtained roomthat served for
poker players. The curtains were only partly drawn; beyond them could be seen
the faces of nmen who were seated around an oval table. Some di scussion nust
have passed anobng the group, for a man canme fromthe poker room and cl osed the
curtain behind him He crossed to the doorway of a little roomat the side,
glancing toward the roulette table as he went past.

The man fromthe poker roomwas N ck Shoyden. A slight smile appeared
upon
the Iips of the tall stranger at the roulette table - an expression which N ck
did not observe. The visitor with the masklike face was The Shadow. Through
i nformation received fromhis contact men, he knew Kip and Ni ck would be here
thi s eveni ng.

As soon as Nick had gone into the little room The Shadow stepped away
fromthe table. He saw an enpty roomthat adjoined the one that N ck had
entered. Casually, The Shadow strolled toward the vacant room Unnoticed, he
stepped into its darkness. In the gloom he spied a connecting door to the
room
that N ck had entered. The Shadow noved toward that inner door

NI CK had joined Kip Farrick, who was playing solitaire in a |lighted
cor ner
of the little room As Nick sat down, Kip |ooked up eagerly, as if he expected
news.

"Just talked with Jake Prenzel and sone of his pals," announced Nick
"They've made this their regular joint. They | ooked glad to see me. Wanted ne
in the poker game."

"Any cracks about JimKil dean?"

"Not a one, Kip. They haven't tied that on us. Tal ked |like they thought
I'd been out in Chi on business. It wouldn't matter much, though, if those
boys
did wi se-crack. They've rubbed out plenty of mugs on their own."

"Yeah," agreed Kip. "They wouldn't squawk. It wouldn't be a bad stunt to
sound them out, though, just to find out what they've heard."

"I"'mgoing to. You stick here while | handl e the poker session. After
that, we can head for the hide-out down near old Tully's pawnshop."

Ni ck was about to start back to the poker room when Kip stopped him In

a



| ow tone, the rattish crook queried:

"Say, Nick - who d you think the lug was down at the office? The one you
was tellin' nme about?"

"He m ght've been anybody," growl ed Nick. "That is, anybody except a
bul I .
| figured that he was casing us, but maybe | was wong. He could have been
| ooki ng for that bookbinding office, like he said."

"You don't think he was from The Shadow?"

Ni ck started a snort; then curbed it. Kip's words made himglare angrily;
but the suggestion was one that could not be | aughed off. The threat of The
Shadow was al ways imm nent to men of crine.

"They say The Shadow has stooges workin' for him" insisted Kip. "CQuys
that get aroun' everywhere, an' don't |et nobody lanp 'emtoo close. That bird
coul d've been one - maybe he was The Shadow, even!"

"Cut it!" rasped Nick, his voice lowwth its harshness. "You'll be
telling me next that The Shadow is in this joint!"

"Maybe he is. They say he gets in anywhere he wants."

Ni ck indul ged in a harsh guffaw

"Il pipe that to Jake Prenzel and his crew," he pronmised. "It'll give
them a | augh! If you spot The Shadow, Kip, hop into the poker roomand tel
us!"

Ki p subsided. Weakly, he tried to excuse his fears with the renark:

"I was only thinkin' about to-norrow, Ni ck. Remenber, you gotta swi ng
t hat
deal with old -"

Ni ck gestured savagely, in tine to prevent Kip's mention of Cyrus
Brockbright. Kip caught the cue and broke off. He chewed his |ips nervously
and
went back to his gane of solitaire. Nick watched him w th contenptuous eyes.

If Kip had not nentioned The Shadow so specifically, N ck would never
have
noti ced a peculiar manifestation that occurred beyond the solitaire table.
There, upon the floor beside the connecting door, N ck spied a splotch of
bl ackness that bore a striking resenblance to a silhouette.

The bl ack patch was creeping slowy away when Nick spotted it. Looking
slightly above, N ck thought that he observed a notion of the door

FOR a monent, the racketeer felt the grip of nervousness; then, with a
wel | -faked grunt of contenpt at Kip's worrinent, Nick went out into the main
ganm ng room This tine, he gave the roulette table a closer |ook. Nick noticed
a gap anong the observers at the end.

Ni ck had a recollection of a face. He recalled a tall individual in
eveni ng cl ot hes, who had caught his passing attention. That personage was
gone.

H s absence gave Nick a decided hunch. N ck intended to go through with his
nmention of The Shadow to Jake Prenzel; but not as a jest.

Back at his solitaire, Kip Farrick was oblivious to the tokens that N ck
had seen. Kip's shoul der was toward the connecting door. The rattish crook
noted nothing as the barrier opened farther. He caught no sight of the
shrouded
figure that edged slowy into the patch of light.

There was a curtained recess by the wi ndows. The Shadow preferred it as
an
observation post before N ck returned. An hour's vigil would be worth while,

i f
crooks nmade nention of the man whom Ni ck intended to neet to-norrow

Once The Shadow | earned the name of Cyrus Brockbright, he would be in a
position to thwart plans of crime. For the present, all depended on a stealthy
trip past Kip; and that was the reason for The Shadow s sl ownotion tactics.



Two nminutes passed before he was through the door. He began to close the
door so skillfully that its notion was al nost indetectible. That nove was to
require a full mnute nore. Al the while, The Shadow wat ched the outer door
of
Kip's roomto make sure that it did not nove. Nick had closed that door on
departure.

Fully within the roomwhere Kip sat, The Shadow had little chance to keep
track of the darkened room behind him He was not watching it as he began to
cl ose the connecting door; neverthel ess, his ears caught a sound that occurred
there.

Instantly, The Shadow renoved his hand fromthe door, slipped it to a
deep- pocket ed hol ster under his long-tailed coat.

At that instant, a |light blazed on in the other room N ck Shoyden had
reached through to press the switch. The poker-faced racketeer was springing
t hrough, aimng a revolver. As Nick took a bead for the spot where The Shadow
stood, the crook saw the nuzzle of an automatic whip into view

The Shadow had overtaken N ck's advantage. His aimwas gun to gun with
t he
crook's.

"GET him Kip! The Shadow "

Ni ck howl ed the order instinctively, knowing that Kip would respond. Nick
sprang out into the main gaming room firing as he went. The Shadow feinted
toward Kip's room using his own gun in Nick's direction. Both shots went
wi de.

The Shadow, |ike Nick, had seen that the nost pressing need was to avoid the
other's aim

The Shadow, though, glinpsed the door where Nick went through. Beyond it
were other nmen: Jake Prenzel and his nurderous followers. Al had come to that
one door, because Nick had told themthat The Shadow was wat chi ng Kip.

Swi ngi ng
back into the roomwhere N ck had turned on the Iight, The Shadow j abbed qui ck
shots toward the crooks. The door slamred shut.

The Shadow wheel ed to the connecting door; made a sudden side shift as
Kip
cane through. He had allowed the rattish crook time, knowing that Kip would
not
be ready on the instant. As Kip arrived, The Shadow swung in upon him caught
the fellow completely off guard

It would have gone badly with Kip at that nonent, if The Shadow had been
dealing with himalone. Fortunately for Kip, The Shadow had ot her plans, which
made it necessary to let himlive.

Coming in fromKip's very el bow, The Shadow stroked the crook's gun arm
upward. Catching Kip in a quick grip, be whirled him sprawing, to the very
door of the enmpty room Kip came to hands and knees; half dizzy, he did
exactly
as The Shadow hoped. He turned toward the connecting doorway and began to
bl aze
wild shots as fast as he could punp them

The Shadow was through the doorway before Kip started his fire. Passing
the solitaire table, he made for the outer door. He wrenched it open, cane
squarely upon the scene that he expected.

Ni ck and Jake, hearing Kip's shots, were invading the roomwhere the
battl e had conmenced. They had left only two guards at the door of Kip's room
One of those was turned away.

The Shadow nmet the only watcher with the force of a thunderbolt. He
sl edged the rowdy with a single stroke; sprang across himas he dropped and
fell upon the second guard. Catching the crook as he turned, The Shadow pi nned
his arms behind him using only one hand and forearmfor the grab



Beyond t he snagged crook's shoul der, The Shadow ai med the .45; began an
instant fire as he staggered the shielding man sidew se.

Ni ck Shoyden was in the roomwhere Kip Farrick was shooting blindly. It
was Jake Prenzel who turned to see the side-stepping figure of his own
henchman, w th The Shadow s arm attached.

Jake fell wounded at the first shot. Ot her crooks, springing to gain
fl ank
aimat The Shadow, |ost their chance to fire. The Shadow cli pped the forenost
pair, then hurled his human shield to the floor. The Shadow was at the
roulette
table, fromwhich the players had scattered.

FCES still remained - plenty of them even though The Shadow had handl ed
nost of Jake Prenzel's outfit. The attendants in the ganbling room from
roul ette croupiers to bouncers, were thugs to a man. They had heard the cry:
"The Shadow " They wanted their chance at the superfoe whose nane all gangdom
hated. But their chance for victory was gone.

The Shadow flung his enptied automatic straight for the head of the
nearest eneny, the only thug who had started fresh aim As the man ducked, The
Shadow grabbed the roul ette wheel, yanked it upright and hauled it toward the
wal . One hand no | onger needed to drag the massive wheel and its frame, The
Shadow pul  ed out a fresh automatic.

Crooks had resuned their fire. Their slugs splintered the thick mahogany
of the roulette wheel; clanged fromthe nmetal trimrngs. The bul wark resisted
the barrage; it was tougher than they supposed. Barking guns ruined a whee
that had cost Mrridy two thousand doll ars; but The Shadow remnai ned unscat hed.

Crooks wasted precious seconds in trying to shoot through the roulette
wheel . They | earned that, when The Shadow s .45 began to speak

Each flash fromthe big gun dropped a foeman. One crook staggered; then
another; as a third jolted, clawi ng at a wounded shoul der, some one shout ed:

"Douse the glins!"

The suggestion was instantly approved. The |lights went out. Guns barked
wildly, uselessly, as crooks tried to find the spot where The Shadow crouched.
Every tine his automatic answered, its flanme tongued froma new | ocation

@un crackl es ceased suddenly. Pounding footsteps fromthe stairway told
that the police had arrived. They were crashing at the door when The Shadow
turned on a flashlight. Except for the wounded crooks and scared customers in
the corners, the gam ng roomwas enpty. The Shadow saw a wi de- open door beside
t he poker room It showed a stairway that fleeing nen had taken

The Shadow chose that exit. One flight down, it led into another house;
then to the ground floor, where an open door gave exit to an alleyway that the
police had not yet invaded. Crooks were gone, so The Shadow nmade his own
departure.

MEN of crine had been routed at the Lucky Seven C ub. The Shadow had
conquer ed overwhel mi ng odds. The result, though, was barren; for N ck Shoyden
and Kip Farrick had been the first to gain the clear. To find them The Shadow
woul d have to begin a new trail

At this nonment, such a task did not appear to offer conplications. The
fight at the Lucky Seven seened but a tenporary delay. The future was to prove
ot herw se.

The Shadow woul d have to cover a range of unexpected territory, with new
problems rising on his way, before he finished the quest that this night had
begun.

CHAPTER 1 |



NI CK TALKS TERMS

AT three o' clock the next afternoon, N ck Shoyden arrived at the \Wal
Street offices of Cyrus Brockbright. Wile waiting to see the millionaire,
N ck
read a newspaper. It told of the raid at the Lucky Seven C ub. Jake Prenze
and
some of his outfit had been captured, charged with starting the gunfray. This
didn't please Nick, for he didn't want to incur the enmty of crooks of his
own

sort.

Kl auden, Brockbright's secretary - a frail, spunkless-Iooking man -
interrupted to say that the mllionaire would see N ck now

The interview was a peculiar one - filled with hunor on Brockbright's
si de
and with anger on Nick's. For the nillionaire denied conpletely that he knew
of

the farmnear Mdvale that Nick wanted to sell him He stated that he drove
around in his car a good bit for pleasure, picked out picnic spots here and
there - but that he never remenbered where nost of themwere, for he slunbered
in the back of the car.

It tickled himto think N ck suspected himof attenpting to gain property
near M dvale. And he | aughed till tears came when Nick asked himfor sixty
t housand dollars for the farm He had been inspecting the deed Ni ck had handed
hi m

Ni ck, letting his tenper overrule his original judgnment of price, in
desperation offered the farmfor thirty thousand doll ars.

Br ockbri ght chuckl ed, handed back the deed.

"Here is your deed, M. Shoyden - or Burlow, if you prefer to use your
alias. Qur interviewis ended. | begin to understand why you wi shed to see ne
privately. | may add, | ampleased to see a swindler tricked by his own gane.
Good day, M. Shoyden. My secretary will show you out."

Ni ck came up angrily fromhis chair. H's hard eyes were fixed on
Brockbright. Forgetting hinself, Nick started a threat:

"There's been other guys who tried to cross N ck Shoyden! They never got

away with it. I'mgoing to get ny dough out of this buy" - he flourished the
titled deed beneath Brockbright's nose - "and |I'mgoing to show a profit on
it,
or else! You heard what | said. O elsel That neans I'Il find a way to make
you

cough up a lot nore dough than what |'ve asked for -
Brockbright was jabbing a bell-button, ringing lustily for Kl auden

Though

contempt uous of the secretary, N ck gained the sudden thought that the
frequent

bell jabs m ght be an alarm If others canme with Kl auden, it m ght go bad for
N ck.

The crook saw that Brockbright was trenbling; but anger accounted for his
shaki ness as rmuch as fear. N ck began to | ose some of his own self-confidence.
He nade a quick effort to snooth things over before Kl auden and the others
arrived.

"I guess you've put it straight, M Brockbright," gruffed Nick, in a

rueful tone. "I want too rmuch for the property. It's worth noney, though."
N ck

paused, hearing the door of the office open behind him "I |ooked the place
over

before I bought it, and it struck me as a good buy."

Brockbri ght cocked his head slightly. Always a shrewd buyer in the nmatter
of real estate, the mllionaire was anal yzi ng what N ck had said. The crook
must have seen sone signs of real estate activity in Mdvale, otherw se he



woul d not have junped to the conclusion that Brockbright was after property
there.

Ni ck saw the effect that his words had created. Smpoothly, he put a
doubl e- edged ar gunent .

"You'd better think over what |'ve told you," he said to Brockbright.
"You'd win two ways on this deal. You' d make noney and you'd save it."

By "make noney," N ck indicated that Brockbright mght find the
devel opnent a profitable one if he went into it. By "save it," Nick referred
to
his hasty threat, but in a mlder way. N ck turned toward the door, saw no one
there but Kl auden. He shot a quick glance back to Brockbright. The millionaire
was stroking his chin.

“I"'mleaving town to-night," concluded N ck. "Suppose | give you a cal
out at your house. Maybe | could come out there; or send M. Farrick. That is,
if you decided to buy the property -"

Br ockbri ght nodded an interruption. He told Kl auden to give M. Shoyden
the private tel ephone number of Brockbright's Long Island hone. N ck waved a
cheery good-by and went out with the secretary. Kl auden gave himthe unlisted
t el ephone nunber.

QUTSI DE the office building, Nick nade a call to Kip's hide-out; but
recei ved no answer. He took the subway to Tinmes Square and decided to take in
a
Broadway movie. It was darkeni ng when Nick came fromthe show He called Kip
again, received no reply, so he called Brockbright's hone instead.

The millionaire had arrived there. The news that he gave N ck pleased the
crook. Nick Shoyden was grinning with satisfaction when he went into a
restaurant for dinner. It was after seven o' clock when he finished his neal.

Leaving the restaurant, N ck shuffled through the Times Square crowds and
entered a drug store that had a long |ine of tel ephone booths. This time, he
managed to get Kip on the wre.

"The deal started off sour,” informed Nick. "It turned out that
Brockbright don't want the farm.. No, he wasn't bluffing; but I gave himan
earful that nade himkind of jittery. | had to ease it at the finish... Yeah

I
played it too strong; but | softened it. Told himto think the deal over..

"Sure. He thought it over. | just called him He said something about
thirty grand. Said he mght talk terns starting fromthere. 1'mto conme out to
his place on Long Island... Yeah, | want you to be there..

"Ei ght o'clock, a block from Brockbright's. You bring the coupe... Yeah
I'"mtaking one of those Long Island rattlers. The station's only a coupl e of

bl ocks fromthe old guy's house... Yeah, we'll get that dough and | am
afterward..."
Ni ck finished the call, left the tel ephone booth. Hal fway out of the drug

store, he shot a glance back toward the tel ephones. The booths were crowded; a
worman was entering the one that Nick had left. N ck scow ed as he noticed that
persons were still in the booths on each side of his.

He renenbered that the walls of tel ephone booths are very thin. He had
made a slip, he figured, in mentioning Brockbright's name and referring to the
pendi ng transaction. In his conversation, he had indicated that he had
t hreat ened Brockbright. That was bad.

Not hi ng coul d be gai ned, though, by staring at the tel ephone booths. The
persons in them seened glued there. Probably they were so busy with their own
conversations that they had not bothered to listen to Nick's. The best thing
to
do was forget them particularly as there was just tine to catch the train to
Long I sl and.

Stepping fromthe drug store, Nick hailed a taxi. Riding to the station
he shifted his hand to his hip, felt the revolver that bul ged there; N ck was



pl eased because he had the gun with him

Thi ngs m ght be easier at Brockbright's to-night. On the other hand, they
m ght prove tough. Whether the millionaire planned a deal or had laid a trap
was a question.

Wth the property deed in one pocket, a gun in another, N ck Shoyden felt
hi nsel f prepared for either eventuality.

CHAPTER | V
DEATH AFTER El GHT

FROM the time that he had |l eft Cyrus Brockbright's office, Nick Shoyden
had been too concerned with real -estate problens to worry about persons on his
trail. Nick was confident that the flight fromthe Lucky Seven Club and his
subsequent sojourn in Brooklyn - where he had hidden out after the fight - had
been sufficient to shake off any one, including The Shadow

Ni ck' s opinions, however, were not shared by Kip Farrick

VWen Kip cane out of the hide-out near Tully's pawnshop, his rattish eyes
were alert. Mwving along a street in the direction of the Bowery, Kip watched
every one whom he passed. He paused to peer suspiciously at a taxicab that was
parked near a corner. Seeing that its driver was absent, Kip hurried along to
hi s coupe, confident that the cab meant not hing.

Darkness stirred within that taxi a few seconds after Kip had gone. A
gl oved hand appeared at the wi ndow, gave a signal that was noted by a keen
t ax
driver who was | ounging just inside a shooting gallery. The driver waited a
few
seconds, then came to his cab

The gl oved hand had di sappeared into darkness. A whispered voi ce spoke
i nstead. Behind the wheel, the taxi driver spotted Kip's coupe and took up its
trail.

The course led northward. Kip chose a quiet avenue, as soon as he could
reach it. Driving along, he had opportunity to observe any cars that m ght be
following him Fromthe rear seat of the taxi, The Shadow saw Kip's tactics.

A mle northward, the taxi neared the vicinity of the exclusive Cobalt
C ub, where The Shadow hel d a nmenbershi p under the nane of Lanont Cranston.

Par ked near the club was the expensive |inousine that The Shadow used when he
appeared as Cranston

Kip had been lucky in choosing this quiet avenue; but The Shadow had
mat ched the crook's luck. He spoke a quick order to the taxi driver. The cab
passed the |inobusine and veered into a side street.

Promptly, The Shadow deserted the cab. Cad in cloak and hat of black, he
was an al most invisible figure as he strode back to the corner and entered the
[ i nousi ne. Through the speaking tube, he told the drowsing chauffeur: "Drive
nort hward, Stanley."

Up ahead, Kip was still anmbling along the avenue. In the mrror of his
coupe, he had seen the cab turn off. He thought nothing of the |inousine that
started fromthe Cobalt Club. WId though his notions m ght be, Kip could not
have pictured a trailer who traveled in a six-thousand-dollar autonobile.

Crossing one of the East River bridges, Kip saw a big car ride past him
He identified it as the one that had started fromthe Cobalt C ub; but he was
wong. It was a car owned by a wealthy Long |Island resident. Fancy |inousines
were not uncommon on this bridge. Hence Kip was not at all concerned when he
reached a boul evard and happened to notice a |inmousine anong the cars that
still followed him

Kip was looking for taxis, particularly the one that he had seen before.
It happened that the very cab was tailing him but it was too far back for Kip
to see. The Shadow s cab was keeping sight of The Shadow s |i npusi ne.



WHERE a road cut off at an angle, Kip took the turn and drove down
beneat h
a concrete railroad bridge. A Long Island electric train slithered over the
bridge as Kip went beneath. Noting the red cars, and knowi ng what division
t hey
were on, Kip decided that it must be Nick's train. If so, Kip was |late. He had
dawdl ed al ong, too concerned with thoughts of followers.

I ncreasing speed, Kip tried to make tine on the curving road ahead of
hi m
A taxi suddenly canme up behind him it was The Shadow s, relieving the
linobusine. Worried over the cab's presence, Kip went off his route.

The cab followed him but took a different turn. Relieved, Kip headed
back
toward the right road. He passed a corner, not noticing the |inousine that was
parked there, its lights out. The big car resunmed the trail that the cab had
dr opped.

By this tine, The Shadow was convinced that Kip's destination was the
secl uded suburb of Folsom just within the New York City limts. The Shadow
was
right. Kip slowed down as he neared a corner not far fromthe Fol som station

The Shadow ordered Stanley to stop the car. Stepping into darkness, the
cl oaked investigator nmoved toward the road where Kip had gone.

Wthin half a block, The Shadow canme upon Kip's coupe, halted, dark and
enpty. Of to the right anong the trees, The Shadow saw the only lights that
marked a house in this vicinity. It was a | arge building, surrounded by huge
grounds; probably Kip's objective.

Wet her the crook intended to visit the house al one, or had nerely cone
to
pi ck up Ni ck Shoyden, The Shadow coul d see advantage in reaching the place
before Kip did. Choosing the darkness of the | awn, The Shadow made qui ck
strides across the grass, a shorter route than Kip could possibly gain by
keepi ng on the road.

The Shadow s footsteps were crunchl ess when he reached a gravel driveway.
He crossed it, came to a side door of the house. There he stopped, noting a
flagstone wal k that ended at the side door. Through tiny glass panes of the
door, The Shadow could see a diminterior |ight. Above the door were the
shaded
wi ndows of a second-story room with a glow at their edges.

It was quite apparent to The Shadow that the owner of this nansion
expected a visitor, and had |l eft the side door unlatched so that the person
could enter unannounced. A stairway showed inside the door. It was probably
t he
route to the lighted roomon the second fl oor

If the visitor was to be Nick Shoyden, he could have arrived sonme tine
ago. That woul d account for Kip Farrick conming here to neet Nick afterward. If
Ki p happened to be the man expected, The Shadow had overtaken him On that
account, The Shadow decided to take his own route to the room upstairs.

THERE was a porch just past a corner of the house. Its trellis showed
white in the darkness. Using the trellis as a | adder, The Shadow nade his way
to a darkened wi ndow on the second floor. The wi ndow was | atched; The Shadow
| oosened it pronptly with a thin strip of netal that served himas a wedge.

Sonmewhere of f fromthe house, The Shadow heard the start of a notor that
sounded like Kip's coupe. Listening, The Shadow waited until the sound had
faded. Two minutes of quiet foll owed; then canme the clickety-clack of an
electric train riding into the Fol somstation. Fromthe direction of the
sound,

The Shadow knew that the |ocal was inbound.



Promptly, The Shadow pictured possibilities; for he renenbered the
out bound train at the railroad bridge.

Ni ck Shoyden had conme out here by train, to see the owner of the house.
Kip Farrick had arrived - at least fifteen mnutes afterward - to contact N ck
near the building. Nick had probably finished his business here; had been
waiting a block away, for Kip. The Shadow had nissed their neeting by cutting
across the | awn.

Probably, N ck had driven away with Kip, although he could have taken the
train instead. Wichever the case, The Shadow was too late to witness Nick's
interview with the house owner. Even worse, the trail The Shadow was fol |l ow ng
was | ost.

The only chance to regain it would be through some clue here. Because of
that, The Shadow entered the w ndow, he closed it part way behind himand nmade
t hrough darkness toward a door that showed a | ower edge of light. Placing a
hand upon the knob, The Shadow turned it and edged the door i nward.

The Shadow | ooked into a |lighted room which had a cl osed door on the
ot her side. The roomwas a study, although it bore sone resenblance to an
office. It had confortable chairs, a couch, thick Oriental rugs; but in a far
corner was a desk, with a swivel chair beyond it.

There was a fair-sized safe, also; and the enpty sw vel chair was swung
toward it. The Shadow could see only the top of the chair back, for the desk
was solid built and cut off full view

At first sight, it seened that the owner of this study had probably
stepped fromthe room through the door on the other side. If so, the scene
i ndicated that he would return at any tine. There was one point, however, that
did not fit the picture.

The chair was too far away fromthe desk. No one would normally have
pushed it clear to the corner. Nor was it close enough to the safe, which
st ood
inalittle al cove.

Gimy, The Shadow cl osed the rear door behind him Silently, he glided
toward the desk. Resting both hands upon the nearer edge, he craned forward to
see the floor beyond. Between the desk and the revol ving chair, The Shadow saw
the sight that he expected.

A man lay crunpled there; a pitiful figure. H's snoking jacket was
hunched
over his stooped shoul ders; the face above it peered upward. Lips were
strai ned,
contorted as they peered fromthe beard and nustache that surrounded them
Ruddy
cheeks had lost their color. Eaglelike eyes were glazed as they | ooked blindly
toward the ceiling.

The Shadow knew that face; with recognition, he realized whose nansion
this was. It belonged to the dead man on the floor, Cyrus Brockbright. The
mllionaire was the man whom Ni ck Shoyden had cone to see. \Watever the dea
bet ween t he crook and Brockbright, death had been the pronpt sequel

LONG was the gaze that The Shadow gave toward the dead face bel ow t he
desk. Gim mrthless was the |laugh that sounded | ow fromthe hidden Iips of
t he cl oaked visitor. The Shadow had not anticipated nurder at the end of this
qguest. Though he knew Ni ck Shoyden to be capable of such a crinme, The Shadow
had supposed the racketeer to be after sonme one's noney; not his life.

The Shadow saw crossed purposes behind the murder of Cyrus Brockbright.
He
foresaw conflict before a killer could be brought to task. The Shadow s trail
was one that nust continue without delay. His plan was to pick up quickly
what ever clues he could obtain; then take up the path of Nick Shoyden

Chance, however, was to delay The Shadow s search for cl ues.

G rcumnst ances



were to bring opposition fromthe very persons who shoul d have ai ded The
Shadow s course

CHAPTER V
SHOTS | N THE DARK

CYRUS BROCKBRI GHT had been shot to death; nurdered by a single bullet.

The Shadow | earned that when he stepped beyond the desk and lifted a |inp
armthat stretched across the nmillionaire's chest. The bullet wound showed
from
Brockbright's shirt front.

Singed cloth told that the shot was fired fromcl ose range. The report
had
certainly been nuffled; closed doors and wi ndows added to its quiet. A risky
j ob
but one that had gone through. The shot had not been heard either inside the
house or outdoors.

The Shadow turned to | ook at Brockbright's desk. Its surface showed
not hi ng but a blotter pad, pens and ink. As The Shadow exam ned those
articles,
he was interrupted by a chance sound within the room

A tel ephone bell began to tingle fromthe wall beside the door

The noi se di sturbed The Shadow only nonentarily. Since a revolver shot
had
not been heard fromthis study, the chances were that the ringing of the
t el ephone woul d al so pass unnoticed; unless the bell of a downstairs extension
was ringing also. In that case, the call would be answered bel ow. The Shadow
woul d know if that occurred, by the sudden ending of the ring.

The ringing did not finish. It kept on persistently. Between its short
pauses, The Shadow gai ned a sudden inpression of a footstep on the stairs
outside the front door of the study. He listened; watched the doorknob as he

edged toward the front wall. He saw the doorknob turn.
Sone one had happened to come upstairs. That person woul d have passed the
study, except for the ringing of the tel ephone bell. The person had failed to

hear the revol ver shot at a time when keen ears woul d have been useful . At
this

nmonent, when an entrant could only cause trouble, sonme one had chanced to cone
al ong.

Pressed by the door of the room The Shadow waited while the barrier
opened. It swung in his direction, blocked view of Brockbright's body fromthe
doorway. The hasty man who entered was Kl auden, the same pal e, bespectacl ed
secretary whom Kip Farrick and Ni ck Shoyden had net singly.

HURRI EDLY, Kl auden went to the desk and lifted the cradl e tel ephone.
Coming at an angle, he did not see Brockbright's body. The secretary spoke:
"Hello... Yes, inspector, M. Brockbright did call your office. He wanted
i nformation regarding a man named Shoyden, who appeared to be a sw ndl er. Not
hearing fromyou, he decided to handl e the case personally... Yes, | can cal
M. Brockbright to the tel ephone. He is no |longer here in his study; but he
has
not had time to retire -
Kl auden broke off with a gulp. Shifting at the desk, he happened to
gl ance
beyond it and catch sight of Brockbright's shoulder. Craning, the secretary
saw
the dead face. H s voice raised to a shriek
"Murder! It's nurder, inspector! M. Brockbright - dead - on the floor!"



Dr oppi ng the tel ephone, Kl auden began to shout for others who were close
at hand. He was calling servants.

"Lewi s! Calloway!" Kl auden swung toward the doorway. "Come quick - to the
study - M. Brockbright -"

The secretary was turning straight in The Shadow s direction. The
hal f - opened door was no | onger coverage, for it pointed straight inward. The
Shadow lost no tinme with it. He flung the door shut; sped his hand across it
toward the light swtch.

The Shadow s fingers were instant with their task. Kl auden gained three
i mpressions that were sinultaneous and therefore a confused nmedley in his
m nd.

He heard the door slam saw the sweep of a swift figure; heard the click of
t he

light switch. Wth that, stifling blackness blotted the shape that the
secretary had seen.

The qui ck change procured a bad sequel for The Shadow.

Kl auden, had he stopped to reason, woul d have dived for cover, thinking
The Shadow to be an eneny. That was the nove The Shadow wanted, in order to
gai n quick exit. Klauden, however, acted frantically. The startling belief
t hat
he was in a darkened roomwi th a nurderer drove the secretary berserk

Howl i ng madly, Kl auden made a prodi gi ous bound for the doorway and
encount ered The Shadow turning in the darkness. An instant |ater, The Shadow
was | ocked with a conbatant whose stark terror nade him form dabl e.

Kl auden | ocked The Shadow with a grip as tight as a drowning man's. The
Shadow swung hi m about and half flung himto the floor, hoping that the fell ow
woul d take to the door. Losing all sense of direction, Kl auden cane back to
t he
fray with greater fury, thinking that his sole safety lay in battle.

JUST as The Shadow gai ned a proper grip upon his frantic adversary, the
door burst inward. Fromthe dimlight of the hallway cane a pair of husky
servants: Lewis and Call oway. One was arnmed with a big cane that belonged to
Brockbright; the other had a revol ver.

They did not see The Shadow in the darkness. |Instead, they received
Kl auden as The Shadow sent the secretary diving toward them The secretary's
shoul ders bowl ed over the man with the gun; his legs tripped the fellow with
t he cane. The Shadow sprang for the rear door of the roomand gained it.

The man with the revolver was firing as The Shadow made t hrough the rear
room but the shots were |late and usel ess. The Shadow ri pped open the w ndow,
sprang to the roof and | eaped for the ground, w thout benefit of the trellis.
As he thudded the dry grass, there were shouts fromthe w ndow above.

A spotlight gleaned froma garage at the rear. The chauffeur, Parkins,
had
heard the shots. He caught a fleeting glinpse of The Shadow s rising form
Parkins started gunfire, as The Shadow bl ended with the darkness beyond the
spotlight's fringe.

That race across the lawn was a risky one. Parkins was firing blindly,
but
wi th surprising accuracy. So was the servant who was gunning fromthe rear
wi ndow of the house. Bullets whistled past The Shadow, dug up turf al nost
beneath his feet. H s zigzags alnost threw himinto the path of fire.

Because of the size of his estate, Brockbright had supplied those two
servants with revol ver permits; and sone of his near neighbors had copied the
i dea. As The Shadow crashed through a rear hedge, a big electric lantern
opened
its beamfromthe rear door of another house. There was a shout, as another
amat eur mar ksman spied the twisting figure in black. A new gun began to rip
pur sui ng shots.



Br ockbri ght's nei ghborhood seemed renote; but it proved otherw se. Houses
were thick, back along the route that The Shadow s |inmousine had travel ed.
There were private watchmen patrolling enpty houses. A police car was in the
vicinity. The whol e nei ghborhood cane to |ife as The Shadow reached the street
where his car was parked.

Carving through a corner hedge, The Shadow came squarely upon a bul ky
wat chman who was running toward the direction of the shots. The husky heard
t he
hedge crackle. He nade a |l eap, swinging a big nightstick. Al that he saw was
a
surge of black that hit himlike an aval anche.

Wth a powerful rip, The Shadow caught the hand that swung the cudgel
e
shoul der dropped, The Shadow gave a terrific back snap. The tricky heave added
to the watchman's nmonentum He went upward, forward over The Shadow s
shoul der,
headl ong across the hedge.

As the attacker thudded the |Iawn, all that he heard was the closing
crackl e of the hedge as the bushes pulled together

LONG strides beside the sidewal k brought The Shadow to the |inousine,
where Stanl ey was peering fromthe w ndow beside the driver's seat. The Shadow
entered silently; in the even tones that suited Cranston, he gave an order to
t he chauffeur through the speaking tube:

"Lights, Stanley. Let us see where the trouble lies. Drive the car ahead
a
short distance."

Lights on, the linousine started toward the corner. Men were poundi ng
al ong the sidewal k fromthe direction of Brockbright's. Sone pursuer, fancying
he saw a figure, fired wildly toward a far corner. The Shadow gave a pronpt
order to Stanl ey.

"Your revolver, Stanley," he said. "Shoot toward the trees beyond the
mai |
box. Stop the car."

Stanley had a revolver pernit, for the |inmousine frequently traversed
| onely roads. The chauffeur tugged the gun froma door pocket beside him
Thi nking that his enployer had seen sone one in flight, Stanley fired at the
spot i ndi cat ed.

The illusion was perfect. Chasers had stopped when one of their nunber
fired at an imaginary target. Stanley's shots, directed at The Shadow s order
i ndi cated a runner who had passed farther on. A barrage began toward the trees
near the mail box. Sone of the pursuers halted to reload, while others ran for
the trees to see if they had crippled their imaginary quarry.

Among sone unarnmed nen who halted beside The Shadow s car was Kl auden
The
bespectacl ed secretary was puffing. The hard run, after the fray with The
Shadow, had wi nded him Staring at the |inmousine, Kl auden saw Stanley junp out
to run with the pursuers. A nonent later, the rear door opened and a tal
figure in evening clothes stepped forth.

Kl auden was doubly inpressed. Not only had the tall stranger pointed the
pursuers after an imaginary fugitive; but he | ooked |like a person of
i mportance, the sort who would be coming to visit Cyrus Brockbright. Kl auden
i ntroduced hinself as Brockbright's secretary.

The Shadow announced hinself to be Lanont Cranston, and added that he was
acquai nted with Brockbright. He stated casually that his |inousine had nerely
happened to be in this vicinity, when the gunfire comrenced.

Pat hetically, Kl auden told of Brockbright's death; how he had found the
body in the study.

"l clutched the nurderer,

expressed the secretary, earnestly, extending



hi s hands as he spoke. "I was as close to himas | amto you, M. Cranston!
Yet
he broke away from ne and escaped!"

The Shadow pretended regret because of the supposed killer's escape. Men
were returning; with them Stanley. The chauffeur told them how his enpl oyer
had pointed out the direction in which to continue the pursuit. Even though no
fugitive had been captured, thanks were given to The Shadow. Continuing his
part as Cranston, he agreed to go to Brockbright's house with Kl auden

They entered the |inmousine for the short ride. The back seat contained no
signs of The Shadow s guns or black garb. Al were packed away in a speci al
conpartnent beneath the seat itself.

VWhen he had di scovered Brockbright's body, The Shadow had two choi ces.
e
was to remain and study the scene of crine; the other was to take up a
nmurderer's trail. He had hoped to do both. For a short while, a run of bad
| uck
had made it seeminpossible for himto adopt either course.

New ci rcunmst ances had bettered the situation. The Shadow held the
opportunity to study one phase of the crinme, to investigate at Brockbright's.
It was better to remain there and learn all that was possible, than to attenpt
pursuit of a killer who had al ready gai ned too good a start.

Such was The Shadow s deci sion, as he rode back to the mansi on from which
he had so recently fled.

CHAPTER VI
THE LAW LEARNS

WTH N a half hour after The Shadow s second arrival at Brockbright's, a
swart hy, stocky-built police inspector reached the dead millionaire's home. He
was the man to whom Kl auden had tal ked by tel ephone, acting |Inspector Joe
Car dona.

For years, Joe Cardona had been an ace detective. As a police inspector
he was the star investigator of hom cide cases. Good at tracing clues, quick
at
gai ni ng hunches, Cardona believed in covering every detail of the ground where
mur der had been done.

In fact, Cardona had figured in this case fromthe noment of Klauden's
call. Hearing shouts of murder across the tel ephone, Joe had called the
preci nct that included the suburb of Folsom That was why police cars had
arrived just after The Shadow s forced flight. Wen Cardona reached
Brockbright's, police were everywhere, waiting to report and take orders.

Cardona had expected to find things that way. Hi s one surprise came when
he found Lamont Cranston at Brockbright's honme. Cardona knew Cranston as a
friend of the police conmm ssioner; but had never identified himas The Shadow.
When he heard the story of a fugitive's flight, Cardona smled in
congratul ati ng fashi on

"CGood work, M. Cranston,"” he said The Shadow. "You've been
Johnny-on-the-spot several tinmes that | remenber. Too bad you didn't have a
chance to use that revolver, instead of your chauffeur. Wth the way you've
bagged bi g gane on your world travels, I'Il bet you'd have clipped the
fellow"

In reviewi ng the case, Cardona worked backward. He learned first that the
supposed killer had nade a conpl ete get-away, |eaving no traces; that no one
had a good description of the man. He heard the testinony of Brockbright's
servants; then cane to Klauden's tale of finding the body when he answered the
t el ephone. When he reached that point, Cardona nade a decision that The Shadow
expect ed.

"That's enough," declared the ace. "The man we want is gone. W don't



need
any nore details about his flight. Wiat we've got to find out is how he
happened

to come here; who he could have been -

KLAUDEN was anxi ous to speak. Cardona had observed it all along; he saw
that the secretary's inpatience had reached an absolute limt. Cardona |iked
that sign. He halted his own statement; nodded for Kl auden to begin.

"Can | tell the whole case?" queried Kl auden. "Just as it happened in
order?"

Anot her nod from Cardona. Kl auden's tired face showed a satisfied snile

"About a week ago," said the secretary, "M. Brockbright received a
letter
froma concern called the Interstate Resort Devel opment Co. It was signed by
t he
president, a nman naned N ck Shoyden."

Cardona cane up in his chair.

"N ck Shoyden!" he exclaimed. "Say - this sounds like it was a racket!
That's Ni ck Shoyden's specialty, and he goes the Iimt with it." Joe turned to
The Shadow, to add: "Tell me, M. Cranston - do you remenber a nurder that
happened about a nmonth ago - JimKildean, the ganbler?"

A nod from The Shadow.

"I"ve had sone tips," declared Joe, "that N ck Shoyden was in back of
t hat
killing. 1'd been pronised nore evidence; that's the only reason why | was
marking tinme."

The Shadow s di sguised |ips showed the faintest flicker of a smle. He
had
supplied the nysterious information to which Cardona referred.

"Yes, sir," added Cardona. "N ck Shoyden headed out of town; so did a pa
of his, Kip Farrick -"

Kl auden excl aimed at nention of the second nane. Eagerly, the secretary
spoke:

"Kip Farrick was supposed to be Shoyden's secretary! Farrick cane to see
me after | had witten Shoyden!"

"When was this?" demanded Cardona.

"Yesterday," replied the secretary. "Farrick wouldn't say a word about
where the property was |located - the property that Shoyden wanted to sell to
M. Brockbright. So | arranged an appoi ntnment, so that Shoyden could see M.
Brockbri ght to-day."

"Thi s eveni ng?"

"No. This afternoon, at three. Shoyden canme, and tried to sell M.
Brockbright a property. M. Brockbright refused to buy. Shoyden may have
becone
threatening, for M. Brockbright rang very hastily for ne. Wien | entered the
office, | gained the inpression that there had been a heated di scussion."

Kl auden paused. Cardona questioned pronptly how the secretary knew that
property had been di scussed, since Kl auden was not in the office at the tine.
The secretary expl ai ned.

"The letters spoke of property,"” he said, "and so did Farrick. Mbreover,
after Shoyden had gone, M. Brockbright mentioned that the fellow had tried to
sell himsonme |and. He asked me sone odd questions, too.

"M . Brockbright wanted to know what | would do in his position. He said
that for thirty thousand dollars he could gain sone |and that m ght have
possibilities, even though it had been overpriced. He also said that the
purchase would relieve himfromsome future worry.

"Since thirty thousand dollars neant little to M. Brockbright, | told

hi m
that I would buy the property. M. Brockbright thought a while; then told ne



to
cone hone with himfor dinner. During dinner, he had a call from Shoyden."

Cardona was about to ask how Kl auden knew who the caller was, when the
secretary answered the unspoken question

"l gave Shoyden this tel ephone nunmber," explained the secretary, "at M.
Brockbright's order. That was at the office. Qut here, | answered the
t el ephone
and recogni zed Shoyden's voice. M. Brockbright tal ked to Shoyden and arranged
to see himhere at about eight o'clock.”

"Alone in the study?"

"Yes. M. Brockbright wasn't sure which one was com ng - Shoyden or
Farrick; so we left the | ower door unlocked. | renained downstairs with the
servants. "

"Do you know when Shoyden cane?"

"I heard some one enter at about ten minutes of eight. Later - a little

after eight - | thought | heard the door open and close twice, with a short
i nterval between. As though the visitor had gone out and sneaked in again.
About three or four minutes after that, | thought some one went out. But |

couldn't be sure about it."

CARDONA deci ded to check these details. Klauden led the way to a big
living room showed where he had been seated, reading a book. There was a
cl osed door between the living roomand the little side door

Taki ng Kl auden's chair, Cardona had a detective work the side door
Kl auden was right; sounds were audi bl e, but vague, especially when the door
was
handl ed stealthily.

"I't could have been both Nick and Kip," deci ded Cardona. "One cane first
and tal ked about the deal. Brockbright decided not to buy the property. So the
other came in and killed him O it could have been just one - nost likely
N ck
Shoyden - comi ng out to make sure all was quiet. Finding it that way, he had
nerve enough for the mnurder

"Tell me, Klauden: did M. Brockbright have thirty thousand dollars here
in the house?"

"He had nmore than that," replied the secretary. "He kept the nmoney in his
safe. ™

Cardona | ed the way upstairs. The safe was cl osed and | ocked; but the
mur derer coul d have seen to that. Kl auden knew t he conbi nati on. He opened the
safe. In it, Cardona found a bundle of cash that totaled a little nore than
ten
t housand dol | ars.

"He had thirty thousand out in sight," decided Joe. "That's where M.
Brockbright made his mstake. N ck saw the noney, decided to bunmp himand keep
the title deed for hinself. There're no property deeds here in the safe.”

Search proved that Cardona was right. It was certain that Brockbright had
been relieved of a large sum N ck keeping the deed. One detail caused
di scussion; that was Kl auden's recollection of the second departure. Since the
secretary had encountered an intruder in the study, it did not seemlikely
t hat
Ni ck had gone out that tine.

To The Shadow, the facts fitted. Kl auden had actually heard two entries
and two departures. The discussion did not |ast |ong, however, as Kl auden
becarme | ess and | ess sure about having heard the second exit. So it was
deci ded
that the nurderer had not gone out at all

After questioning the other servants, to find that their stories did not
conflict with Kl auden's, Cardona began a thorough search of the study. He did
not uncover a single worth-while clue. The only evidence upon which the | aw



could work was the bullet that had slain Brockbright. That woul d probably be
usel ess, for the nmurderer could easily dispose of the gun
Cardona cane logically to the subject of Brockbright's enem es. He
| ear ned
that the mllionaire had none. It was plain that the whole cause for nurder
| ay
tied up with the sale of property; and there cane the snag. Kl auden could
supply no clue whatever to the location of the Iand that N ck Shoyden had
of f er ed.

IT was nearly nidnight when Cardona conpleted his investigation. He
accepted an invitation to ride back to Manhattan in The Shadow s |inmousine. As
t hey rode, Cardona discussed the case.

"Nick and Kip are in it together," declared Joe. "They' ve always been in
cahoots, that pair. |I figure, though, that N ck woul d have handl ed this job
al one. Kip never went up to Brockbright's study at all. H's only part was to
nmeet Nick outside."

Wth that, The Shadow agreed, although he made no comrent. The Shadow

knew

that Kip had not reached Brockbright's in time to figure in nurder. The nost
that he coul d have done was contact N ck sonewhere near the house and take the
racketeer along in the coupe.

"We've got to pick up a trail to N ck Shoyden," decided Cardona. "That's
certain, M. Cranston. If | could only find out sone places where he'd been
while he was here in town!"

"What about the Lucky Seven C ub?" inquired The Shadow, casually. "I read
to-day that there had been trouble there. Maybe Ni ck Shoyden was in it."

"Why woul d he be around a ganbling joint?"

"He probably frequented them You suspect himof having nurdered Ji m
Ki | dean. "

"That's right. A good link, M. Cranston. I'll quiz sonme of those
hood| uns
who were at the Lucky Seven with Jake Prenzel."

The |inousine had reached Manhattan. Cardona, about to transfer to a
subway, paused as the car stopped. Joe had a | ast conment.

"One thing is sure,"” declared the ace. "N ck Shoyden pinned it on
hi nmsel f,
this time. He's changed policy since he nmurdered JimKildean. Then he was
f oxy;
we haven't yet got proof that he even net Kildean. This time, though, he
killed
openly. Al that he can count on is keeping out of sight. I'll find him
t hough,
if it takes me a hundred years!"

Wth that prom se, Cardona departed. Riding alone, The Shadow sat sil ent
in the linmousine. He was thinking nore deeply on the subject that Cardona had
cl assed as N ck Shoyden's change of policy. To The Shadow, Brockbright's
nur der
was illogical. He had not expected it. N ck Shoyden's canpai gn, beginning with
the opening of a fake real estate office, had indicated that the crook was out
to swindle only. Murder did not fit.

Sonet hi ng odd had happened at Brockbright's to-night. Something that
neither Nick nor the nillionaire had foreseen when they arranged their
appoi ntnent. The key to it could be gained only by learning the full story of
Ni ck Shoyden's real estate game. To do that, it would be necessary to trace
back to the cause of N ck's well-planned swi ndle.

Joe Cardona certainly intended to | ook into the past. So did The Shadow.
Li ke the law, the master sleuth planned to | earn the basic facts beneath the
mur der of Cyrus Brockbright.



CHAPTER VI |
CARDONA' S VACATI ON

THREE days after the murder of Cyrus Brockbright, Joe Cardona was seated
glumy at his desk in headquarters. Before himlay a sheaf of report sheets;
to
his right, a stack of newspapers

In a sense, the two were connected, for it was from Cardona's reports
t hat
t he newspapers gained their facts. Reporter's took Cardona's statements in the
raw. Rewite nen stepped themup to sensational stories. The copy desk added
the heads. Finally, big presses pounded out the newspapers and copies of the
daily journal s reached Cardona's desk

Sonetimes, thanks to the efforts of reporters, or added itemns of
out - of -t own news, Cardona profited when he read the newspapers. In many cases,
t hough, he gai ned not hing. Essentially, the printed news of crine cases
mat ched
Cardona's report sheets; and usually - in Cardona's opinion - the facts were
di storted or garbl ed.

In this instance, the newspapers had done a rather inconplete job.
Reporters had grabbed up the sensational details of Brockbright's death. They
pi nned the murder on Nick Shoyden and his acconmplice, Kip Farrick. They told
of
the furious chase outside of Brockbright's home. They ran phot ographs of
Brockbright's house; showed a map of the Iawn and grounds adjoining it, with
zigzag lines to show the course that Nick had followed in his race for
freedom

Al this, in Cardona's estimation, was froth.

The nost inmportant work, as Cardona saw it, was the investigation that he
had conducted since the nurder. During the past few days, Joe had been
pai nstaking in his efforts to run down any clue that mght give hima fornmer
connection between N ck Shoyden and Cyrus Brockbright.

Servants, friends, relatives, business acquai ntances - every one who knew
Brockbri ght had been questioned. Cardona had negl ected not hing. Every
st at enent
was recorded. Those papers were anong the report sheets; and Cardona had
i ncl uded duplicates, in case reporters wanted them There had been no bites.

To the news hawks, Cardona's questionnaires were junk, for they had not
produced a tangible result. The newspaper stories covered themall with the
sinmple statenent that the police questioning had uncovered not hi ng.

There was anot her reason why Joe Cardona was glum The ace had post poned
a
| ong- awai t ed vacation, on the hope that sonething would break in the
Br ockbri ght
case. Joe had counted on a few new | eads at |east. None had arrived; so he was
at a standstill.

To add to his misery, Cardona had just received a note fromthe police
conmi ssi oner, stating that since the case showed no devel oprments, Joe was to
turn it over to other hands and | eave on his vacation. Perhaps the note was
ki ndly meant; but Cardona read sarcasm between the |ines.

In fact, Cardona was taking another scow at the note when a man stepped
into the office. Joe |ooked up to see the friendly face of Detective Sergeant
Mar kham his nost trusted subordinate.

| F there was anything Markhamliked, it was to bring good news to
Car dona.



The detective sergeant sel dom had that opportunity, hence he always displ ayed
it

when the occasion did arrive. One | ook at Markham s eager face gave Joe the
cue.

"Yeah?" queried Cardona. "Wat is it, Markhan?"

"A stoolie just showed up," replied Markham "You know him - G nk Luddy,
that used to be a dip."

Cardona renenbered "G nk" Luddy. The fell ow had been a nediocre
pi ckpocket, when the police had offered himamesty if he turned stool pigeon
As a stoolie, G nk had shown no inprovenment in technique. Cardona had intended
to find G nk some day and chase himout of town, under threat of arrest for
vagrancy. Hence, Markham s announcenent concerning G nk promised little.

"G nk's got sonething," assured Markham noting Cardona's indifference.
"It's about Kip Farrick."

To Cardona, nention of Kip Farrick nmeant N ck Shoyden. Wth a sudden show
of interest, Joe ordered Markhamto bring in the stoolie. Wen G nk showed up,
Joe closed the door and locked it. He surveyed the pasty, wthered-faced weck
of humanity that called itself G nk Luddy.

"Gone hophead, eh, G nk?" queried Cardona, gruffly. G nk's appearance had

become that of a dope addict. "I guess that means you' ve cone here to spil
some pi pe dream”

"l ain't," whined G nk. "Honest, Joe! Dis is on the level. | heard the
harness bulls was huntin' nme, toride ne outta town. | don't wanna be driv
out,

Joe. "
"So what ?"

"Dat's why | cone here. To show you dis."

Fromthe frayed pocket of a shabby jacket, G nk produced a fol ded picture
post card. It was addressed to the stoolie; it bore the postmark, "Mdvale."

It

| acked a nmessage; on the front, Cardona saw a col ored phot ograph of trees and
cabins, entitled: "Bungal ows al ong the Miskatinny Creek." The postmark showed
a

date two weeks ol d.

"It was fromKip," whined G nk. "Onct he told me dat if | got a picture
post card, it'd be fromhim So's I'd know where he was, in case de right guys
asked ne."

"And did anybody ask you about hi n®"

"No. Dat's why | been carryin' de card. | didn't know dat you was | ookin'
for Kip until to-day, when | got readin' a newspaper dat was lyin' on de park
bench. | seen in de bladder dat Kip had been in town an' took it on de lamwd
Ni ck Shoyden. ™"

G nk's story was an earnest one. The stoolie's condition indicated that
he
m ght not have been interested in newspapers for the |ast few days. Cardona
nodded his belief. G nk began a plea:

"You ain't goin' to chase ne, are you, Joe -

"No. Get back to a park bench and hang a 'Don't Disturb' sign on it, if
you want to. If anybody wants to run you in, tell himto see ne about it."

MARKHAM unl ocked the door and showed G nk out. Wen the sergeant
ret ur ned,
Cardona was seated at the desk. Joe had pocketed the post card. He expressed
hi s
t hanks to Markham thought a while, then brought out the comm ssioner's letter
in place of Kip's post card.

"I'"'mgoing on ny vacation, Markham" decided Joe, in a significant tone.
"I f anybody asks you where | went, just tell themyou don't know. This
Brockbri ght case | ooks dead. Maybe it won't be, when | get back."



Cardona listened a nmonent; he heard footsteps in the hall

"Two weeks vacation," he continued. "You can call the conm ssioner and
tell himl've gone. Let him put anybody on the case who wants it."

A wiry young man strolled into the office while Cardona was speaking. He
was Cl yde Burke, a reporter on the New York Classic. His grin showed that he
had heard Cardona's conment.

"Hell o, Burke," greeted Joe. "You're just in tine to say good-by. I'm
taking two weeks off. On account of this."

Cardona handed Cyde the comm ssioner's letter, then went to the | ocker
room Wen he returned, he was wearing hat and coat. Taking back the letter
the ace notioned toward the report sheets on the desk

"Take all you want fromthem" he offered. "The next inspector who
handl es
this case probably won't nake a | ot of carbon copies for a bunch of reporters
who don't appreciate them You're as bad as the rest, Burke. You passed up
t hose questionnaires | put to people who knew Brockbright."

"I was only waiting, Joe," protested Clyde. "I wanted to be sure they
wer e
conplete.”

"They're as conplete as they'l|l ever be! So |ong, Burke. Don't forget to
call the conm ssioner, Markham"

Joe Cardona had conmpletely sold Cyde Burke on the idea that he was
t aki ng
an actual vacation. The reporter never suspected that the ace had just
received
new evi dence. Clyde had arrived too late to witness G nk's departure.

Remai ning in Cardona's office, the reporter picked out copies of all the
statenments that concerned Cyrus Brockbright. About to |eave, C yde questioned
Mar kham

"Where was Joe going on his vacation?"

Mar kham shrugged hi s shoul ders.

"Don't ask me," he replied. "You know how Joe is. The comm ssioner asked
where he had gone. | couldn't even tell him"

In some ways, Markham could put up as good a bluff as Cardona. He did on
this occasi on. Markham was confident that the ace had gone to Mdvale; and his
guess was right. At the very tine that dyde was |eaving the office, Joe
Cardona was boarding a train for the town fromwhich Kip had sent the post
card.

IT was a long, slowride to Mdvale. Cardona started early in the
afternoon; it was alnost five o' clock when he reached the little town. During
the trip, Joe came to a definite concl usion.

To Joe, Kip Farrick neant N ck Shoyden. Since N ck was the nurderer of
Cyrus Brockbright, the job was to find the missing |link between the killer and
the victim That link concerned a title deed to some property. The question of
the land's |l ocation was therefore nost inportant.

Joe had a hunch that the town of Mdvale m ght be close to the I and that
Ni ck had purchased.

Therefore, Joe's first nmove upon reaching Mdvale was to find a rea
estate office. He found one in a small office building that adjoined the
general store. Entering, he began a conversation with the niddl e-aged realtor
whom he found there.

“I'"'mfrom New York," announced Cardona. "I stopped off here to see if
there were any good buys in real estate.”

"House in the town?" queried the realtor. "O a farmoutside? O nmaybe a
bungal ow down on t he Miskati nny?"

Mention of the creek brought a pronpt response from Cardona. It chanced
to
fit with Kip's post card. He inquired about the prices of bungal ows; | earned



that they were reasonabl e, although property prices had recently increased.
Joe
asked if any had been sold recently. The realtor shook his head, then added:

"There was creek property sold, though. Most people would call it a farm
only it has a fine creek frontage that nmay be val uable sonme day. Alittle too
far down the Miuskatinny to be valuable just yet."

"How | arge was the farn?" queried Cardona. "Maybe that would give ne an
i dea of how ground runs around here."

"Two hundred acres. Rented by a mushroom grower naned Jorridon. Tried to
buy it, Rex Jorridon did, but he didn't have the noney. It was bought by a
city
chap; he paid the bank spot cash for it. J. J. Burlow, his nanme was; it cost
hi m
around ei ght thousand dollars, which was a bargain."

Cardona inquired the way to the farm The realtor offered to drive him
there, but when Joe learned that it was only three mles, he decided to wal k.
After leaving the realtor's office, Cardona had an early dinner, then started
on his tranp.

The route that he took was on the near side of the creek. It took him
past
the entrance to the old Hawkins Estate, that Kip had pointed out to Nick as a
good pl ace for kidnapers to use as their headquarters. Fromthere, the road

went down a hill, to a bridge that |ed across the creek and allowed a
short - cut
over the fields to Jorridon's farnhouse.

Dusk had settled as Cardona neared the bottomof the hill. It was al nost

dark at the bridge; but a quick clinmb would allow sufficient daylight to find
the way to Jorridon's. Cardona quickened his pace across the bridge, reached
the other side just as an autonobile swiung in his direction.

For a monent, the headlights blinded Cardona. To escape their glare, Joe
sprang to the side of the road; he was there as the car whizzed by across the
bridge. Scranbling up the road, Cardona found the path that led to Jorridon's,
and started on his trip across the fields.

Hardl y had Cardona gone fromthe road before the autonobile returned. It
was a coupe; that probably accounted for the ease and swiftness with which it
had been turned about, sonmewhere beyond the bridge. As for the cause of the
car's return, that was explained by the fact that the two nen riding in it had
si ghted Joe Cardona.

The occupants of the coupe were the very crooks whose trail Cardona
sought: N ck Shoyden and Kip Farrick

CHAPTER VI I'|
AMONG THE M SSI NG

KIP FARRI CK was driving the coupe; he shifted it to second gear as he
reached the hill on Jorridon's side of the creek. Eyes alert, Kip watched
al ong
the road for signs of Cardona; while N ck Shoyden, gun in hand, was ready to
take a shot at the New York police inspector

By their manner, crooks expected to bag their gane. It was not until the

car neared the top of the hill that they acknow edged that their chance was
gone. Cardona's finding of the path to Jorridon's had been a fortunate one.
"What next, Ni ck?" queried Kip, anxiously. "Down the hill again, to see

i f
we m ssed hin®"

"Not a chance," grow ed N ck. "He nust have cut through to Jorridon's.
figured he was going there, the mnute I saw he was Joe Cardona."

"We should 'a' stopped right then."



"We couldn't. You were hitting it too fast for the bridge. W did the
right stunt - turning around and comi ng back like we were another car. Only we
t hought Cardona woul d be coming all the way up the hill."

"Where' |l we go, N ck? To Jorridon's?"

Ni ck considered. Finally, he ordered Kip to drive to the crossroad and
follow the old dirt road that went past the farmhouse. He added, though, that
they woul d not stop at Jorridon's. Nick's plan was to drive into Mdvale and
make a circuit back to the Hawkins Estate. The crooks had chosen the old
mansi on as their hide-out. Nick's conversation expl ai ned why.

"We knew there could be two | eaks,"” sumed N ck. "One was that chauffeur
of Brockbright's - the fellow he called Parkins. Only he didn't seemlikely.
The one | worried about was this Rex Jorridon. You were sap enough to give him
your right name, Kip.

"It | ooks l|ike Parkins nmust have bl abbed. So Cardona canme to M dval e.
They
t hi nk ny nane was Burl ow, down at the bank; but maybe Cardona guessed that the
nane was phony. Anyway, finding out that Jorridon's farmwas bought, Cardona
has gone there."

Ni ck paused, considering the possible consequences. Kip put in the
conment :

"We should 'a' snatched Jorridon. That's what we canme here for, wasn't
it?"

"No," retorted Nick. "W canme here because | figured M dval e was where
nobody woul d | ook for us. My idea was to snatch Jorridon only if it cane to a
pi nch."

"And Joe Cardona being here is a pinch -

"Sure! But we're not strong enough to snatch Jorridon, yet. He's got too
many bi g hicks hanging around his place. W' ve got to wait until we get a crew
bi g enough to handle them™

There was a spell of silence as the coupe continued along its rough
roundabout course to the Hawkins Estate. Finally, N ck came to a decision

"Wth what few of us there are," he declared, "we'll try to bag Cardona
after he |l eaves Jorridon's. \Whether we get himor not, we'll go ahead as we
pl anned. Pink Lathamis handling that chauffeur, Parkins. He'll be here later
with the crew we need. W'll take care of Jorridon then. So if Cardona slips

us, he won't have either of the w tnesses he needs. No Parkins to say that
Brockbright canme out here; no Jorridon to testify that you stopped at the
f ar mhouse. "

Wth those arrangenments settled, Nick added a rem nder that was
under st ood
by Kip.

"There's sonething el se,"” declared Nick, "that we're going to find the
answer to before we're through with Mdvale."

| F Joe Cardona had suspected the near presence of N ck Shoyden and Kip
Farrick, he might have hurried faster toward the safety at Rex Jorridon's. Not
t hat Cardona ever avoided conflict with crooks; on the contrary, he generally
wel coned it. But Cardona was after evidence, and he believed that Jorridon had
it.

The price of Jorridon's farm slightly overstated by the M dvale realtor
fitted with Cardona's picture of N ck Shoyden's efforts to swi ndle Cyrus
Brockbright. Thirty thousand dollars was about the | owest that a sw ndl er
woul d
go, in selling sonmething that cost himeight. Such crooks generally figured
fourfold profit as an absol ute mi ni mrum

In fact, Nick had figured it to exactitude, since he had paid only
seventy-five hundred for the property.

Crooks, too, were smart buyers. Cardona was sure that either Nick or Kip
had visited the farm Therefore, this visit to Jorridon's |ooked |like a sure



ten-strike.

Light fromthe darkening sky gave Cardona the outline of the shedlike
mushroom cel lar, with the farnmhouse beyond it. Using a flashlight, Cardona
tried to find the house door. Hi s blinks were seen; a man cane out with an
electric lantern and threw a huge flood of light in Joe's direction

Cardona approached; found a second man beside the first. One had the
lantern; the other a shotgun. Finding that Cardona had come al one, they
ushered
himinto the farmhouse.

There, Cardona cane face to face with Rex Jorridon. He picked the man at
once, because the others | ooked |ike farm hands. Jorridon had the marks of an
educated man; the sort who woul d experinent with mushroom crops. Hi s sharp
eyes
and square-jawed face made an instant inpression on Cardona.

Jorridon, in turn, recognized that Cardona must be an unusual visitor. He
showed no surprise when Joe drew back his coat |apel to exhibit a badge. \Wat
seened to puzzle Jorridon was not the fact that Cardona was a police
i nspector;
but the exact nature of the mssion that had brought himto this lonely farm

"YOU seemto be a long way fromyour territory," remarked Jorridon, with
a
smle. "What brings you up into this country?"

Cardona pull ed a newspaper fromhis pocket, spread it on the plain table
in the center of Jorridon's sinply furnished living room He pointed to the
details of the Brockbright case. Jorridon nodded.

"I"ve read about it," he said. "But | never heard of Cyrus Brockbright."

"What about N ck Shoyden?"

A headshake from Jorridon. Cardona pointed to another name, and
guest i oned.

"Kip Farrick?"

Jorridon started to shake his head, stopped suddenly, to utter

"Farrick! Yes, | renenber that name! But | hadn't noticed it in the
newspapers. Al the news | read named Ni ck Shoyden. | guess these |oca
newspapers of ours didn't count Farrick as being inportant.”

"You' ve heard of Farrick, then?"

"Heard of hinP |I've seen him A rat-faced sneak with a sliny handshake,
worse than a water snake! He was out here, about ten days ago, to ask about
buying this farm"

Jorridon nodded toward the side door, to indicate the yard outside.

"I met himright by the barn," he told Cardona. "The fell ow said his nane
was Farrick. H s car was around the corner of the house. | didn't see it, but
Hector said there was another fellowin it.

"I was down at the bank, a few days later. They told ne the farmwas sold
to a man named J. J. Burlow. | never connected himwith Farrick. Could Burl ow
have been the fellow in the car?"

"My hunch is that Burlow is N ck Shoyden," replied Cardona. "And that
this
farmwas the property that Nick tried to sell to Brockbright."

Jorridon whistled. Alittle later, his surprise gave way to doubt.

"This property couldn't be worth rmuch,"” he told Cardona. "Not for a few
years, anyway. There's always a chance that the bungal ow resorts will keep on
bui | di ng down al ong the creek."

Cardona renenbered the picture post card and produced it for Jorridon's
benefit. Qddly, Kip had sent that post card at a tine when thoughts of rea
estate had never entered his mnd; but subsequent events had fitted with it.

Bot h Cardona and Jorridon agreed that the post card was significant. A
mllionaire like Brockbright could have been interested in buying cheap I and
in



a resort district.

"This is nmy vacation," chuckled Cardona to Jorridon. "lI'mgoing to cut it
short, though, and go back to New York to-morrow. There's sonething I'd |like
right now a statenent fromyou regarding Farrick's visit."

Jorridon obliged. He went to an old witing desk in the corner, found a
sheet of writing paper and wote out the information that Cardona want ed.
Hect or and anot her farm hand witnessed it. That done, Cardona prepared to
| eave. Jorridon restrained him

“I'"'mwondering just how safe things are around here," said Jorridon
"Hector reported prowl ers last night. That's why nmy nen were so alert when you
appeared. Ezra is overhauling the truck and has the head off the nmotor, so
can't send you back to Mdvale in it. Wait a short while, though, until my nen
have a | ook around."

CARDONA waited. He talked with Jorridon on the possibility of N ck and
Ki p
bei ng sonewhere near by. Both rejected it. Jorridon decided that the prow ers
were chicken thieves; while Cardona was sure that Nick would remain far from
M dval e.

"Nick's wanted for murder," declared Cardona. "If he didn't worry about
killing Brockbright so openly, why should he bother about a few | oose
Wi t nesses? O course, you never can tell what crooks of that type will do. But

I'd say the chances were a hundred to one agai nst his being around here."

Hector arrived to state that Jorridon's other men reported the way clear
Jorridon told the husky farm hand to acconpany Cardona by the shortest route,
which led along the creek to a tiny foot bridge. It was even shorter than the
way that Joe had cone, for it led up toward the bungal ow settl enent.

Cardona had his own flashlight; but he went by the glow of Hector's
| ar ger
lantern. A quarter mle fromthe house, they neared the very glen where Kip
Farrick had spotted Cyrus Brockbright. Satisfied that Jorridon's nen, four or
five in nunmber, had scoured the prem ses, Cardona was quite agreeabl e when
Hect or stopped and asked if he could go back to the house. The hired hand
poi nted out the path, saying that it led directly to the foot bridge, a
hundr ed
yards ahead.

As Hector's lantern nmoved upward toward the house, Cardona used his
flashlight. Its glow seenmed feeble after the lantern's glare; but it was
sufficient. Cardona crossed the flattish glen; took a | eap over the brook that
trickled into the creek. He headed toward the big rock that had once hidden
Ni ck Shoyden from Cyrus Brockbright's gaze.

The rock | ooned oddly; it seemed grotesque, m sshapen in the flashlight's
gl are. Shadows of bushes nmoved across the light, alnmost Iike living things.
Just beside the rock, Cardona fancied that he heard whi spers; but they could
have been the brook's trickle, or the sigh of a slight breeze through the
heavy
trees.

As Cardona paused to listen, the depth of silence inpressed him So did
t he darkness. Hector's light was out of sight behind him and the bl ackness
was
i ke an engul fing mass.

A feeling of uneasi ness made Cardona grip his gun, drawit half fromhis
pocket. He flashed his |light along the path, shoul dered beyond the rock and
went straight ahead. He could feel the dark behind him it seened alive,
creeping, closing in upon him

The sensation was nore than nere imagi nati on. Cardona swung about,
swi nging his revolver as he pointed his small flashlight.

A surge of attackers piled upon Cardona. Men sprang fromthe high ground
besi de the rock; others cane up fromthe bushes bel ow the path. How many hit



him Cardona could not have guessed. One thug had his gun, and wenched it
away
before Joe could fire. Joe's flashlight went fromhis grasp as the others
swar med over him

Joe went down fighting; a solid blow upon his skull |eft him al npst
sensel ess. Cardona was a prisoner.

JOE was very vague about what happened afterward.

He knew that nen were |ugging himbodily; that they carried himacross a
creek and piled himaboard a car. There was a trip al ong rough roads that had
many turns and took a roundabout direction

Bound and gagged, Cardona was carried fromthe car through darkness, down
into the cellar of a house, then through a trapdoor to a greater depth. He was
finally shoved into a stony roomthat seened |like a vault. There he was flung
on a couch; a door was shut and cl anped to keep him captive.

Thr ough Cardona's aching brain thrumed one hopel ess thought. He had
guessed wong in not picturing Nick and Kip in this vicinity. Those crooks had
evidently done the unexpected - returned to Mdvale. They had spotted Joe and
pl anned to trap him

Cardona t hought of Rex Jorridon, who had men enough to offset N ck and
Ki p
if it cane to battle. He realized dully that he had passed beyond Jorridon's
protecti on when he had dism ssed Hector as his guide. Joe had said nothing
about returning to Jorridon's tonmorrow, or at some near date. Jorridon would
have no reason to think that Nick and Kip had trapped Joe after his visit to
the farm

The future | ooked hopel ess to Joe Cardona. He was a prisoner, his fate
doubtful. Crooks were in the clear, their very location unknown. The | aw woul d
make no nove to rescue its captured representative. Joe Cardona was anong the
m ssing; but he had gone on a vacation and woul d not be m ssed.

Beyond that, Cardona did not specul ate. Therefore, he did not consider a
power ful rescuer from whom help m ght cone. That potential rescuer was The
Shadow. All that he needed was a clue to bring himon the trail

Qddly, The Shadow had al ready gai ned the needed clue; and his link had
cone from Joe Cardona

CHAPTER | X
WHERE CROOKS FAI LED

THE sol i d darkness of Cardona's prison cell was matched by the thick
darkness of a strange roomthat lay mles away. That room was The Shadow s
sanctum a secret abode known only to its mysterious owner. The Shadow s
sanctumwas | ocated in New York, the city that Joe Cardona was sorry he had
left.

A slight noise broke the silence of the sanctum The same sound ended the
obliterating blackness. A gloved hand had pressed the switch of a hanging
| anmp.

A bluish light cast its gl ow upon the polished surface of a table.

Into the Iight came hands that were no | onger gl oved. From one glimrered
a
deep-hued fire opal. The gem was The Shadow s girasol, the rare stone that he
wore as a synbol of identity. Long fingers opened an envel ope; spread an array
of papers upon the desk

Fromam d a collection of various sheets, The Shadow brought the
duplicate
reports that Cyde Burke had obtained in Cardona's office.

The Shadow, through various agents, had been seeking all information that



concerned chance incidents in the life of Cyrus Brockbright. The Shadow had

t apped sources that Cardona had not touched. Despite his exhaustive search, he
had not gained all he required. To conplete his data, The Shadow had added
Cardona's questionnaires. Clyde Burke, the reporter, was one of The Shadow s
agents.

Cardona's information furnished very few facts that The Shadow di d not
have. The first details that Joe's reports showed were uni nportant. Wen The
Shadow cane to a | ater one, however, he discovered sonething that interested
him This was a quiz that Cardona had conducted w th Brockbright's chauffeur
Par ki ns.

It was plain that Parkins knew not hi ng about Brockbright's business
affairs. His job had been to drive the car wherever he was told; and the
chauf feur had recalled no unusual incident on any journey. In fact,

Br ockbri ght

had used the linousine chiefly for trips between his home and his office; and
it

was seldomthat any one rode with him except Kl auden

Twi ce a week, Parkins nentioned, the mllionaire had gone on rides
out si de
the city; but he had al ways been al one and had never nmade a business call. The

trips had been mere outings. Cardona's report classed them as uninportant.

To The Shadow, those trips were nmore significant.

The conpl ete survey of Brockbright's affairs showed no possible | oophol e
except those rides in the country. The fact that they had taken Brockbright
from New York was inportant, in The Shadow s opinion; for he knew that both
Ni ck Shoyden and Kip Farrick had been sonewhere outside the city just before
t hey began to work on Brockbright.

This was the first time that The Shadow had | earned of the outing trips.
Parkins had previously limted his testinony to accounts of The Shadow s
flight
from Brockbright's house

THE SHADOW | eft the sanctum Soon afterward, he appeared at the Cobalt
Club as Lanmobnt Cranston. He called Brockbright's honme and tal ked with Kl auden
He told the secretary that he had | earned of a good position for a chauffeur
of
Parkins's ability. Kl auden was pleased with the news; he said that Parkins
woul d
be glad to hear it when he returned from Phil adel phi a.

It appeared that the chauffeur was visiting relatives in that city, and
woul d be back to-night. He was driving his own car, which M. Brockbright had
given hima year ago. Kl auden knew the address in Phil adel phia; he promised to
call by long distance and tell the chauffeur to stop at M. Cranston's home on
his way through New Jersey.

Soon afterward, The Shadow | eft the club and went to Lanobnt Cranston's
New
Jersey hone by linpbusine. His trip took himalong secluded roads, to a mansi on
that was large and isolated. Seating hinmself in the living room The Shadow
ordered his valet, Richards, to be waiting when Parkins arrived.

It was nearly nidnight when Parkins appeared. The fell ow apol ogi zed for
his | ateness. He had been out when Kl auden's | ong-distance call cane.
Afterward, he encountered trouble on the road.

"It was at the underpass near Princeton," explained Parkins, "on H ghway
No. 1. A sedan passed ny light car, cut in and al nbst drove me agai nst the
wal
beneath the bridge. Fortunately, | amquick with the brake pedal; | had to be,
to suit M. Brockbright."

"What happened to the other car?" queried The Shadow, in the casual tone
of Cranston.



"Not hing, sir," returned Parkins. "It slowed after it had passed ne; it
seened to be loitering, expecting me to come along. But | turned off toward
Princeton, thinking that | could find a better route there. That was the | ast
I
saw of it unless -

The Shadow s expression was a question. Parkins |aughed apol ogetically

and
added:

"There was a car that started to overtake ne, right near here, sir.
Sonehow, its headlights - the way it was handled - well, they rem nded ne of

the other car. So | kept ahead of it. Wien | turned into your gateway, it was
conm ng al ong the road outside."

THE SHADOW di sm ssed the subject. He came to the natter of a new job for
Par ki ns.

"I have a friend in Manmi," remarked The Shadow, "whose chauffeur was
taken ill, a few days ago. | promised to find hima suitable man instead. The
job can be yours, Parkins."

"I appreciate this, M. Cranston. If references will be needed, | can
obtain them"

"You have all that are required. Kl auden has spoken well of you. | can do
the sane. | adm red your quick work the night you took up the pursuit of the
man who escaped Kl auden."

Par ki ns showed dejection on his frank face.

"I"'d I'ike to have dropped that rogue," gritted the chauffeur. "I did ny
best, M. Cranston.”

"I know you did," returned The Shadow, dryly. "That is one reason why I
recormended you. Regardi ng your new position, Parkins. | would like you to
| eave for Mam to-night."

Par ki ns | ooked surprised; then hesitant. The Shadow produced an envel ope
and gave it to the chauffeur

"'Here is your enployer's address in Mani. Also a ticket for the Havana
Special. Stanley will drive you to New Brunswi ck. W will send your car to
Long
I sl and and have Kl auden ship your |uggage by express."

Parkins did not have to | eave imediately for his train. Ri chards brought
sandw ches and coffee. Wile The Shadow ate wi th Parkins, he remarked:

"Your new enployer - M. Billings - likes leisurely rides in the country.
Since M. Brockbright enjoyed such trips, | amsure you will be the right
chauffeur for nmy friend."

Parkins sm | ed; then sobered.

"Poor M. Brockbright," he said. "He did use to like those trips. He

sl ept
whi | e he rode, though, except when he stopped. Sandw ches and coffee" -
Par ki ns
shook his head - "it sort of remnds me, sir, of those rides in the country."
Agai n, The Shadow showed a qui zzi cal expression
"W always took a picnic lunch,"” explained Parkins. "M. Brockbright had
his basket, and | had mine. He'd pick the places, not know ng where they were;

and it was up to ne to renenber them The best, 1'd say, was the one we went
to
all last nonth."

"Was it far out in the country?"

"Yes and no, sir. It wasn't near any city; but it was close to a town. A
little place called Mdvale. Hard to get to, on account of the rocky road."

Parkins pulled out a heavy pencil, drew a rough di agram on a paper
napki n.

"Here was Mdvale; and this is the Miskati nny Creek. The gl ade was down
this road. There was an entrance to a farnhouse just before the rocky, road.



Who owned the farm | don't know, but the little piece of woods bel onged to
it."

The reference to the past nmonth was sufficient. The Shadow knew t hat
t hose
thirty days were the only ones in which either Nick or Kip were absent from
New
York, hence able to spot Brockbright in his travels. The nmention of picnic
baskets told that the millionaire had spent considerable periods in the gl ade;
| ong enough to be observed.

RI CHARDS arrived, to state that it was tine for Parkins to | eave. He took
the chauffeur to a side door, where Stanley was expected with a car fromthe
gar age.

The Shadow pocketed t he paper napkin; he went to the front door and
pi cked
up a small suitcase in the corner. He went out through the front.

Par ki ns, waiting outside the other door, heard the starting of his own
not or and supposed that Stanley was first putting that car away. Parkins was
wrong. The Shadow had boarded Parkins's coupe and was heading it out toward
t he
gates. Stanley was tarrying in the garage, under orders.

Reachi ng the gates, The Shadow sl owed to don bl ack garnents fromthe bag.
@uns beneath his cloak, he took the direction opposite New Brunsw ck, so as to
be on another route when Stanley drove out wi th Parkins.

As he passed a w dening of the road, The Shadow saw a | arge car halted,
hal f hi dden beneath the trees.

The car was the one that Parkins had so luckily dodged. It started as
soon
as The Shadow passed it. Wthin half a mle, it was tailing the coupe. The
Shadow t ook a winding road that led to a bridge. The sedan crowded cl ose
behi nd
him The Shadow prepared for the nove to cone.

Just as the big car roared up beside himand crowded the coupe toward the
bri dge abutnment, he applied the brakes. Like Parkins at the underpass, he
avoi ded the crash. This road, however, was no through hi ghway. The sedan
st opped squarely on the bridge.

A man bounded fromit and came angrily toward the coupe, as though to
bl ame the driver of the crowded car. Gthers were stepping fromthe sedan. The
first man took hold of the coupe's door handle, gave it a sudden yank with his
left hand. Hi s right suddenly jabbed a revolver inward.

"Move over, nug!" growed the attacker. "I'Il drive this buggy! You're
takin' a ride with a guy that knows how to drive -"

A gl oved hand was through the wi ndow of the hal f-opened door. The
threat-giver felt the col dness of an automatic nuzzle against the side of his
neck. He realized that his own gun was pressing nothing but a satchel, propped
i nside the door. He heard a whi spered voice, close to his ear. The crook knew
t he author of that commandi ng tone. He stood speechl ess.

A call cane fromthe sedan: "Al set, Pink?"

The answer did not conme from "Pink" Lathan; the crook who had foll owed
Parkins from Princeton was dunfounded to find The Shadow in the chauffeur's
pl ace. The response that was given was The Shadow s - a weird, nocking |augh
t hat announced his identity to the thugs by the sedan. Crooks dropped back
chilled by realization that they faced The Shadow.

Only the sedan's driver, safe behind the wheel, was willing to answer the
chal |l enge. He raised a shout:

"The Shadow Get him"

TWD t hugs cane up with sawed-of f shotguns. Before they could fire, The



Shadow s .45 whi pped from Pink's neck, stabbed two shots that whistled
nmercil essly through the darkness. One crook slunped, |osing his gun as he
fell.

The ot her staggered, firing into the air as he went backward.

Pi nk Lat han nmade a dive fromthe side of the coupe. Ducking across the
road, he fired back with his revolver; on the run, his shots were widely
ai med.

The Shadow j abbed a response in his direction, then fired for the sedan
Al ternating shots, bringing out a second automatic, he had his foenmen at bay.

Only Pink was shooting. The wounded nmen were crawing for the sedan
wher e
anot her was hel ping theminto the car. The fum ng driver was ready to start in
flight, abandoning Pink Lathan. It was |uck alone that saved Pink. He had
di ved
beyond a culvert on the other side of the road. The Shadow s bullets found
concrete instead of Pink

Firing a wild |l ast shot, Pink bobbed up just as the sedan was starting.
He
reached the running board on the far side. The sedan | aunched off across the
bridge. Its rear took a sudden drop just as The Shadow directed his cool aim
for the gas tank.

The [ ast shot fromthe .45 was inches too high. It drilled the spare tire
i nstead of the tank. Curving past the far abutment, the crook-manned car sped
off to safety, with two of its five occupants crippl ed.

The Shadow put away his guns; wheel ed the coupe about for a homeward
return. Parkins was by this time near New Brunswi ck. Pink Lathan woul d never
guess that Brockbright's chauffeur had taken a train to Florida. The
chauffeur's safety was assured. Crooks, thwarted in their attack, had nmerely
served The Shadow. Their presence was proof that Parkins was a link to facts
t hat concerned Ni ck Shoyden and Kip Farrick

The Shadow had no need to track down those who had fled to-night. He had
gained a trail that pronised conpletion to his investigation. To-norrow, The
Shadow s destination would be the town of Mdvale.

That piece of news woul d have pl eased Joe Cardona; for only The Shadow
could find the hidden prison where the ace sleuth |ay.

CHAPTER X
CROOKS BY THE CREEK

AT two-thirty the next afternoon, The Shadow entered the M dval e rea
estate office where Cardona had gone the day before. Guised as Lanont
Cranston,
he chatted with the realtor regarding | ocal property; but The Shadow pl ayed
t he
part of a purchaser seeking a | arge estate.

He | earned that the only place of that sort was the deserted Hawkins
mansi on, which the realtor frankly classed as a bad buy. The nansi on had been
| ong abandoned; it was antiquated and in poor repair. Not only was it off the
mai n roads, but portions of its Iand had been sold until only a small acreage
remai ned.

Fromthat information, The Shadow gl eaned two facts. First, that the
Hawki ns Estate was too poor a property to have been used in a real estate
swi ndl e; second, that its |ocation and condition would make it an idea
hi deaway for crimnals.

The realtor suggested that a farmcould be purchased and converted into a
country place. The Shadow seemed disinterested, so the nan tried to convince
him By the time the realtor was through, The Shadow | earned all about
Jorridon's farmand its sale to J. J. Burlow He also heard the realtor's



description of a New Yorker who had stopped in the office the day before.

When he had finished with the realtor, The Shadow had come to Cardona's
conclusion that J. J. Burlow was N ck Shoyden. He al so knew that the man who
had come to M dval e yesterday was Joe Cardona.

Leaving the real estate office, The Shadow went to the depot and sent a
long telegramto New York. It referred to the purchase of securities and was
addressed to an investment broker naned Rutl edge Mann. Coded in that nmessage
was an order for Cyde Burke to check fully regardi ng Cardona' s vacation

Driving to a town near M dvale, The Shadow stored his car in a garage. He
rented a junky, topless roadster that was priced at fifty dollars, saying that
he wanted it to drive through a hilly region where roads were bad. The Shadow
paid the full price of the old car as a deposit. In a small store, he bought
some cheap farmclothes. Heading toward Mdvale in the old car, he changed his
attire on the way.

VWen the old roadster rattled up to the crossroad near Jorridon's farm
its driver looked like a hill-billy in fromthe sticks. The Shadow had changed
his facial make-up. A |long, weak-chinned countenance replaced the nol ded face
of Cranston.

TAKI NG a roundabout course to M dvale, The Shadow gai ned a good idea of
the terrain. He located Jorridon's farnmhouse, the road to the glen near it. He
spotted the Hawki ns Estate beyond the wi nding creek. Al that The Shadow
needed
was a know edge of the ground that |ay between

Two tires went flat before The Shadow reached Mdvale. It took him
considerable tine to repair them At the depot, he said that he had conme to
get
atelegramfor M. R K Adans, the name under which The Shadow expected a
reply
to his nessage.

The tel egram had not cone, so The Shadow | ounged around the station for
hal f an hour. The nessage finally came; fromit, The Shadow | earned definitely
t hat Cardona had neither returned to New York nor sent a nessage to police
headquarters.

The Shadow consi dered these facts, as he drove toward Jorridon's. He did
not like them Knowi ng Cardona's direct tactics, he was sure that Joe had
gai ned clues; and therefore would have at |east reported to headquarters that
he intended to remain on the Brockbright case. It |ooked as though there had
been troubl e for Cardona.

There could be trouble, too, for The Shadow, but he was better prepared
for it. His rural disguise was an asset upon which he coul d depend. Events
wer e
to prove that fact.

In his previous ride, The Shadow had observed the same turn that N ck and
Kip had taken fromthe road near Jorridon's, the day when they had spied on
Brockbright. Coming back along the same road, The Shadow drove the rattletrap
car into the small field. He proceeded farther than Kip had in the past.

The Shadow parked his car beyond a cluster of trees, where bushes al npst
concealed it. Breaking tree branches, he added the necessary screen to hide
t he
car conpletely.

It was nearly dusk when The Shadow wal ked back into the field. There, he
di scovered faint traces of tire tracks; |located the spot where Kip had parked
in the past. Looking across the creek, The Shadow saw the ol d Hawki ns manor
It
was hi gh enough to be plain in the sunset. The Shadow observed a novi ng obj ect
that coul d have been an autonpbile, going into the grounds.

Armed only with a flashlight, The Shadow anbl ed down the path toward the
creek, convinced that it would lead himto the glen. H's course was cauti ous



until he reached the creek; fromthere, he did not try to nuffle sounds of his
wal ki ng. Playing the part of a gawky farm hand, The Shadow preferred to
encount er persons openly.

DIMM NG | ight played odd tricks along the creek bank. At spots, the gl oom
was al nost conplete; in other places, patches of ground were plain in the
aftergl ow. One such spot lay beside a |large rock; there, The Shadow noti ced
scruffed turf. He used his flashlight; to his keen scrutiny, the marks al ong
t he ground were proof that there had been a struggle at this place.

Approachi ng the rock, The Shadow saw that it could have served a double
purpose either as a lurking spot to trap sone one on the path, or as a | ookout
toward the little gl ade ahead. The cleared trees allowed |light to reach the
gl en. Looking over the rock, The Shadow gained his first view of Brockbright's
former picnic grounds.

The Shadow had found doubl e evi dence. He saw t he wooded nook from which
the chain of crime had begun. He was beside the spot where the | atest
i mport ant
stroke - Cardona's capture - had been conpl et ed.

Dar kness settled thickly. To go through the gl ade and beyond, The Shadow
was forced to use his flashlight frequently. He decided to follow the creek
until he reached the dirt road, where the bridge crossed bel ow Jorridon's
prem ses. The route was a |l ogical one, but it furnished unexpected obstacl es.

To begin with, the creek twisted nore frequently than the contour of its
val l ey indicated. Keeping along Jorridon's shore, The Shadow conpletely
reversed direction tine and again. The going was al so sl ow, because at this
stretch rocks jutted everywhere. Massed together were craggy chunks of stone,
bi gger and sharper than the boul der above the glen

Throwi ng the flashlight's beam across the creek, The Shadow saw that the
opposite shore was the sane. The streamran through a mniature gorge, where
matted turf, wedged between the rocks, supported clusters of overhangi ng
trees.

The | ower stretch of shore was heavily fringed with al ders.

Those smaller trees bl ocked The Shadow s path. To avoid them he scal ed
the rocks to the right, arriving upon a | edge twenty feet above the creek
Here, thick turf ended, formi ng an earthen brace that gripped the upper rocks.
Bel ow, The Shadow s flashlight showed | arge rocks massed anong the al ders.
Ahead the | edge ended, tapering off into | esser stones that indicated soft
ground beyond.

A SOUND nurnured fromthe darkness ahead. The Shadow exti ngui shed the
flashlight and listened. It was a ripple fromthe creek, which formed a short
rapids at the end of the tiny gorge. The water's gurgle varied, but fromit
cane the same noi se that had caught The Shadow s attention before. The sound
was a sharp spl ash.

Per haps rocks slipped frequently into the rapids, but the duplicated
sound
was unnatural. It was nore |likely that some one was using a course of stepping
stones across the shallow creek; that a foot, slipping in darkness, had twice
| oosened bits of stone. The Shadow waited, but the sound was not repeated.

I f persons were crossing this creek, they could have reached the other
side, to take to darkness. If so, their probable destination was the Hawkins
Estate. The abandoned mansi on was not far up the hill, for the creek, at this
poi nt, had veered toward it.

Conversely, creeping nmen could have spied The Shadow s |ight and cone
from
the other side. If so, their approach would be plain when they reached the
begi nning of the rocky |edge. It would be possible, however, for themto scale
the softer bank and approach the | edge from above.



VWhat The Shadow needed was evi dence regardi ng the nunber of persons in
t he
dar kness. That gai ned, he coul d deci de upon his best course. This early in the
gane, the smartest step would be to depart before prowers arrived. The
guestion was the choice of routes.

The qui ckest way to | eave was by the enbankment above the | edge. The
surest woul d be back along the I edge itself. The one that offered trouble and
hazard was down anong the rocks by the alders. Nevertheless, it was the one
upon whi ch The Shadow deci ded.

The al ders offered a hiding spot; sufficient canoufl age even in The
Shadow s present attire. His trousers and shirt were dark blue; they would be
difficult to spy by flashlight. If prow ers had heard The Shadow s unguar ded
approach, they would first search the | edge and the path back toward the glen
They woul d i magi ne that they had guessed w ong when they thought they heard
some one; or they would decide that a blunderer had retraced his course before
their arrival. Meanwhile, fromthe al ders, The Shadow coul d check the nunber
of
the prow ers; perhaps overhear their conversation. The one problemwas to
reach
t he vantage point he wanted. That, to The Shadow, was not form dable.

Easi ng over the | edge, The Shadow groped in noisel ess fashion for a
foothold bel ow. No matter how precarious the descent might be, he was
confi dent
that he could conplete it wthout discovery.

A tiny pebble slipped beneath The Shadow s fingers; it made a slight
clatter on the rocks bel ow. The sound was not | oud enough to be heard nore
t han
a dozen feet away. It served The Shadow, instead of hindering him for from
t he
sound he coul d gauge that he would have to | ower hinmself about five feet
before
he could swing to a toehold under the | edge.

Qddly, the pebble seenmed to answer with an echo. For a nonment, The Shadow
was puzzled. A repetition of the sound, slightly | ouder, gave himthe sudden
answer .

Wi | e The Shadow was planning to glide downward fromthe | edge, sonmeone
was scaling up from bel ow

EVI DENTLY that man had seen The Shadow s flashlight glints, a short while
ago, but had not heard the approach of the prow ers whom The Shadow det ect ed.
Why the man had | urked anong the al ders was a puzzle, for the enmbanknment above
of fered a much better spot under ordinary conditions. The Shadow had deci ded
on
the al ders only because of energency.

It was dangerous to descend the | edge with the unknown man coming up. It
was better to goad that fellow into quick action, so that he - |ike The Shadow
- could conbat the creeping men fromthe creek

Edgi ng back upon the | edge, The Shadow waited until he heard the other
man
reach the top. Wth that, The Shadow suddenly turned on his flashlight in the
fellow s direction.

In the shaft of light, The Shadow gained his first sight of Hector, the
farm hand who had served as Cardona's guide. Spotted on the | edge, Hector was
too startled to use his own flashlight, or to grab up the shotgun that he had
just dragged fromthe brink. Holding the gun barrel, the hired hand started a
dive along the ledge in the direction of the glen

In that instant, The Shadow gai ned warni ng of what was to come. Men
swooped suddenly from the enmbankment; slugging with revolvers, a pair of
ruffians fell upon Hector. The Shadow doused the flashlight, to give the farm



hand a chance in the darkness; but before he could wheel away, he was nmet by a
surge from above

Crooks fromthe creek had advanced far in their course above the |edge.
The first pair had fallen upon Hector, when the flashlight showed up the farm
hand. The rest of the thuggish crew - four in nunber - had | aunched a massed
attack upon The Shadow.

CHAPTER Xl
STRANGE BATTLE

THANKS to his quick extinguishing of the flashlight, The Shadow gai ned a
tenmporary respite as the fray began. Gun-bearing fists were slugging for his
head. Twisting in the darkness, he escaped the first bl ows.

Sl ashing his own arm upward, The Shadow cracked a gun hand with his
flashlight. Driving his hand downward, he bashed the thin-shelled electric
torch upon an attacker's head. One crook slunped away. The Shadow pl unged
anong
the other three.

The Shadow had no doubt as to his adversaries. He was fighting nen who
served Nick Shoyden and Kip Farrick. Their ranks had been increased by Pink
Lat han and the thugs who had escaped The Shadow the ni ght before.

Bar e- handed, The Shadow put up an amazi ng struggle. Plunging into the
slugging trio, he gripped one rogue by the throat, drove himtoward the
enbankment and wrenched hi mroundabout. A slugging revol ver m ssed The
Shadow s
head, found the skull of the choking crook instead! The Shadow had decreased
t he
opposition to two.

Grabbing a gun barrel that glanced fromhis shoul der, The Shadow
del i vered
a hard punch in the dark. Hs fist |anded; The Shadow w enched the revol ver
from
t he sinking thug who held it.

The | ast eneny grappled. The Shadow | ocked with him The crook tried to
di spatch a revol ver shot, but could not get his gun muzzle toward The Shadow s
body. The best that the thug could manage was to ward off a stroke fromthe
handl e of the gun that The Shadow had capt ured.

A powerful flashlight threw an unexpected beam The crook who had first
dropped out of the fray was back again, this tine as an observer. He saw The
Shadow wrestling with one adversary, while two others lay spraw ed on the
ground. Savagely, the crook shouted encouragenent. He thought that The Shadow
by appearance and attire - was nmerely sone |ocal husky who had been | ucky
enough
to put up a good fight.

Beyond, another fight was in progress. Hector, battling two crooks, was
showi ng hinmself their equal. Swi nging the shotgun |ike a bludgeon, Hector
downed one slugger and gripped the other. Across the crook's shoul der, Hector
saw The Shadow. He, too, took the tall battler to be a powerful yokel

Hector shouted his own cry of alliance. Wth it, the hired hand j abbed
t he
butt of his shotgun against the jaw of the grappling crook. The thug dropped
away. Hector was free to aid The Shadow.

The ruffian with the flashlight sawit; he ainmed quickly and fired at
Hector. The big fellow was in a bad spot. He swung hinmsel f over the | edge with
his shotgun, to gain the safety of the rocks bel ow. Oher crooks were rising;
some woul d have pursued Hector, had The Shadow not prevented it.

Wth a knee jab, The Shadow doubl ed the | ast crook who grappl ed him



Com ng across the sprawl i ng nman, he pounced in upon the thug who handl ed the
revol ver and the flashlight. Before the fellow could fire, The Shadow dropped
himwith a side sw ng.

The crook fell; lost his flashlight.The Shadow swng about, to drive
shoul der-first for the two who had battled Hector. They were com ng hard al ong
t he | edge.

One sl unped when The Shadow hit him The other stabbed shots in the
dar kness. The crooks had intended to avoid gunfire; but since one had al ready
used a revol ver, shots were in order. The new marksman, however, had no
target.

His aimfor The Shadow was blind. Bullets whistled above the alders. The
Shadow,

com ng in hard, caught the crook and swung himtoward the outer lint of the
| edge.

For a few nonents, there was a silent grapple in the darkness. It ended
when a gl ow burst fromthe path. Gaths sounded behind an electric lantern. The
voi ce was Ni ck Shoyden's. The nurderer had arrived with Kip Farrick and Pink
Lat han.

GUNSHOTS had attracted themfrom a spot across the creek They saw t he
remmants of their gang - sonme slugged, others sprawled or crawl i ng on hands
and
knees, while one lone thug westled with The Shadow. They saw The Shadow
plainly; took himto be a fighting farm hand. Rather than risk nmore gunshots,
Ni ck snarled to the nmen beside him

"Go and get him"

Kip and Pink bounded toward The Shadow, shouting for the last crook to
hang on until they arrived. The struggling thug did his best; but he fail ed.
The Shadow gave a hard wrench and rel eased him The clawi ng attacker went over
the | edge, hit shoul der-first upon the rocks bel ow The Shadow turned to neet
Ki p and Pink.

I f The Shadow had |unged at that nonent, his defeat woul d have been
certain. He had lost the revolver in the fray; bare hands were his only
weapons. They were sufficient, as The Shadow had proved during this battle;
but
there was another factor that had to be considered.

Kip and Pink were driving forward shoul der to shoul der, guided by N ck's
hi gh-hel d | antern. Their nmonentum al one, would be sufficient to pitch The
Shadow of f the | edge, to follow after the thug whom he had flung bel ow. The
Shadow had a scant second in which to side-step the attackers. He took the
opportunity.

The bound that The Shadow took was an awkward one, for he had to make a
sharp turn. He sprang toward a chunky knob of stone that projected beside a
sl ender, leaning tree. The move was a good one. It made Kip and Pi nk spread.
They saw The Shadow grab the tree; the sapling bent |ike a bow. Swi nging, The
Shadow reversed as the pair outran him

A nmoment | ater, his awkward action woul d have ended. N ck was dashi ng up
with the I antern; The Shadow planned a |l ong | eap squarely toward the mnurderer.
By sprawl ing Nick, he could douse the electric lantern; gain a gun to clip Kip
and Pink before they could turn about. Crooks were due for a total surprise,
that woul d be astoni shing enough to reveal The Shadow s true identity.

That qui ck-pl anned finish never cane.

The sapling crackled, as The Shadow gave it his full weight. Turf ripped
upward fromthe knobby stone. The jagged projection was a | oose pi ece of rock
It broke | oose when the tufted ground vyi el ded.

The Shadow retained his hold on the tree, but it was useless. Hi s footing
was lost. His lithe twist turned into an awkward dive, nore cunbersone than
hi s
first spring. N ck Shoyden, stopping short, saw the gawky, rough-clad figure



go
floundering over the |edge, carrying the uprooted sapling.

There was a crash as The Shadow fl attened on the rocks bel ow, close by
t he
t hug whom he had pitched ahead of him The branches of the sapling crackled as
they settled. The | oosened stone struck near The Shadow, bounded farther and
plunged into the creek, followed by smaller stones.

SILENCE followed that clatter. A rising henchman clutched N ck and
poi nt ed
farther along the | edge, gul ping the news that Hector had escaped in that
direction during the fight.

Ni ck snapped an order to Kip and Pink. The lieutenants started up the
creek; where the path lowered to the water line, they turned and came back
al ong the rough rocks.

The two had flashlights. They were thorough in their search of the
al ders,
but they found no sign of Hector. They reached a spot bel ow the | edge where
N ck
stood. Nick gruffed an order down to Kip.

"Forget the guy that got away! What about Bodie?"

Ni ck's question referred to the thug whom The Shadow had pitched fromthe
| edge. Kip found the sprawl ed crook

"He's cold,"” inforned Kip. "But he ain't croaked. It was his shoul der hit
the rock. H's head's in a pile of nud."

"What about the big hick?"

Ni ck's inquiry concerned The Shadow. It was Pink who gave reply. He was
pushi ng back the branches of the uprooted tree, while he glimered his
flashlight toward a stretched figure on the rocks.

"He took it on the konk!" called Pink, basing his statenent upon a bl oody
gash that adorned The Shadow s forehead. "He ain't croaked, though, neither!"

"I'l'l be down to look at him"

Wth that announcerment, N ck Shoyden roused his hal f-dazed crew and
started a course to reach the rocks below. Wth sheepi sh nen close at his
heel s, Nick planned to view the captured fighter whose efforts had ended wth
a
chance spill fromthe | edge

The Shadow, unarmed and unconscious, lay prisoner; his only benefit the
di sgui se that he had donned before the fray.

CHAPTER Xl
THE SHADOW MAKES FRI ENDS

"ONE of Jorridon's farm hands."

Ni ck Shoyden voiced that contenptuous verdict as he studied The Shadow s
bl oodst ai ned face. Kip Farrick and Pink Lathan nodded their agreenment. The
Shadow s di sgui se had, so far, stood the test.

For the nonent, Nick forgot the prisoner. Turning to his crew, he
demanded:

"What kind of rmugs are you, to let a couple of rubes show you up?

t hought you were supposed to be gorillas - not a bunch of nonkeys!™"

One of the thugs protested.

"It was on account of not usin' our rods," he told Nick. "Themhicks is
good wid their dukes. The one guy had a shotgun, to begin wid -"

"And this guy had nothing!"

"He ducked us. We'd have bagged him though, if it hadn't been for the
other bird. He got |oose. Wile he was scrammin', this lug got a new chanct.



It
was the breaks, Nick - they was against us."

The rest of the gang were quick to agree with the spokesman. None was
willing to admt the prowess that The Shadow had shown. One added anot her
expl anati on:

"The rube grabbed a rod! That's why we had to let go of him He might 'a'
drilled sonebody! Since he was goin' to start shootin', we figured on usin'
our
own heaters."

The talk partly satisfied Nick. Though he hinself had classed the
pri soner
as a farm hand, N ck was beginning to have doubts. If the thugs had told a
straight story, N ck's suspicions would have gai ned ground.

As it was, Nick discounted The Shadow s fighting ability on the two
scores
menti oned. He gave undue credit to Hector's reported share in battle, and he
accepted the excuse that the thugs had been handi capped because they tried to
avoid revolver fire

Ni ck remenbered the al nost | udicrous plunge that The Shadow had taken
when
t he sapling gave. The Shadow s sprawl ed position was still a gawky one.
Nevert hel ess, Nick decided not to be too easy with this prisoner

"You were over here to spot Jorridon," Nick told his crew. "lInstead, you
go after a couple of the guys who work for him One of themls gone back to
spill the news. W've got to | amout of herel™

"Maybe we ought to leave this lug,"” put in Kip, indicating The Shadow.
"Then Jorridon won't cone |lookin' for him"

"W want Jorridon to cone looking," retorted Nick. "That's why we're
taking this hick along with us! W'll put the heat on himand find out all we
can about Jorridon."

G owering toward the al ders where Hector had | ast been seen, then staring
at his nen, N ck rasped:

"It beats ne how that other guy got away. He may have crawl ed i n anong
some of those rocks. We haven't time, though, to look for him He's probably
done a sneak, by now "

NI CK' S words were heard by another than his crew nmenbers. The Shadow s
eyes had partly opened, to blink at the glare of flashlights. They cl osed
again. No one noticed that the prisoner had regai ned consci ousness, for the
crooks were watching Nick's lantern play anong the rocks.

There were gaps anong the boul ders, but none | ooked | arge enough for a
hi di ng place. N ck forgot Hector and came back to the subject of departure. He
detailed two of his nen to carry Bodi e across the stepping stones; another
pai r
to take The Shadow.

"I"ll lead the way up to the house,"” announced N ck. "You stay here, Kip,
wi th Pink. Cover until we're gone."

Bodie's carriers were taking the unconscious thug toward the stepping
stones. The other pair hoisted The Shadow between them intending to follow
Ni ck shook his head.

"Take the guy down by the bridge," he ordered. "Put himin Kip's car and
drive around before you cone to the house. | want to be there when you show

up. "

It was only a half dozen mnutes to the bridge, for there was a good path
bel ow t he gorge and the thugs made progress by proppi ng The Shadow over their
shoul ders. Hi s aching head tilted forward; The Shadow |l et his feet drag, so
that the carriers would not know that he had regai ned consci ousness.

Hi s right | eg was nunb, but The Shadow believed that it would soon stand
his weight. He intended to test it very shortly. Despite his weakened



condition, The Shadow did not plan to go submissively to N ck's hide-away at
t he Hawki ns nmansi on

He hoped for a chance at battle when they reached Kip's car. A struggle
with both thugs at one tinme would be futile, for The Shadow s strength was
sapped. Hi s one chance would come if the pair were unw se enough to separate.

The crooks shoved The Shadow into the coupe. One took the wheel; the
ot her
opened the door on the far side of the car. Dully, The Shadow saw his
opportunity fade. The second crook hesitated, however, before boarding the
car.

"Wait'll | slide back to the path," he told the driver. "I'll take a
gander to see if Nick's blinkin" wid the light. The rube's cold. You won't
have
no trouble wid him"

Wth that, the thug rounded the back of the coupe. The driver craned from
the window, to listen. The Shadow slid his right arm downward, groped for the
pocket just in front of the door. He found what he wanted: a nonkey w ench
Strai ght eni ng, The Shadow | eaned toward the crook at the wheel

The thug felt the shift of the prisoner's shoulder. Wth a quick oath he
twi sted toward his own door, pulled a revolver fromhis pocket and shoved the
muzzl e toward The Shadow s ribs. The nonkey wench was al ready swinging. It
| anded before the crook could pull the trigger. Thwacked above the ear with
t he
flat side of the wench, the crook subsided.

THE SHADOW f ound the silenced thug's gun. He opened the door on the
ri ght.

St eadyi ng hi nsel f agai nst the fender, he linped around in back of the car, to
deal with the second thug. Coming to the driver's side, The Shadow found the
fellow there. The crook had just discovered his unconscious pal

The Shadow | unged, swi nging the revolver, for he wanted to avoid a
gunshot. Hi s right leg gave; his stroke fell short as the crook swung to neet
him The Shadow managed only to reach the gorilla's neck. That was sufficient
to stagger the crook for the nonent.

A grapple foll owed. The Shadow was driving ahead, using his good I eg,
throwing his weight on his eneny. The crook gave ground, savagely trying to
get
in aslug with his upraised arm One stroke would have fini shed The Shadow s
clinch. The Shadow knew it and fought to keep the crook's armup

The coupe was in the space at the near end of the bridge. It was nosed
toward the bridge itself; the grade was slightly downward. As The Shadow kept
up his surge, he and his opponent reached the bridge. The crook fl attened
against the low rail; wenched his gun hand free.

The Shadow s | oosened fingers sped to the crook's throat and tightened
there. The descendi ng gun just grazed The Shadow s head. The crook did not
bring his hand up again.

It seened as though The Shadow s | ast ounces of fighting strength had
been
gathered into the clutching fingers that held the crook's throat. The Shadow
was
swayi ng back and forth; his | egs were buckling beneath him H s hands held
tight, it kept himerect, for the crook was half across the bridge rail and
served as a count er bal ance.

Suddenly, the gurgling thug slunped backward, his resistance ended. The
Shadow s hands rel axed. The crook did a back dive over the rail. He | anded
flat, a dozen feet below, in the shallow water at the creek's edge.

The few inches of water did not break the crook's plunge. The Shadow,
lurching forward half across the rail, heard nothing from bel ow. Another
f oeman



had reached the state of tenporary oblivion

SLOALY, The Shadow |inped back to the path. He foll owed the creek toward
the | edge, stunbling over stones and roots, pausing to rest against an
occasional tree. Al was blackness; The Shadow s ears seened deadened. He
coul d
not have battled a single foeman. Even the weight of the crook's revol ver was
superfluous. The Shadow feebly flipped the gun into the creek

The Shadow was confident, though, that Nick and the others woul d be gone.
He staggered onward; heard the ripple of the rapids very dimy. The torrent
seened di stant, even though it was at The Shadow s side. Then cane the rocks
bel ow the | edge. A few nore stunbl es brought The Shadow to a floundering
finish. He sank to the rocks, rolled to his back and lay there.

Silent mnutes followed. The sound of the creek was insufficient to reach
The Shadow s deadened eardruns. There were sounds, though, that The Shadow
expected. His eyes, half opened, were |looking for lights fromthe | edge above.
The Shadow was sure that Jorridon would be here with others, after Hector
reported the battle beside the creek

At last a token cane - but not fromthe |ledge. A |light appeared suddenly
fromrocks near the alders. Footsteps were audi ble to The Shadow, as a nman
with
a flashlight spotted his stilled formand came cl oser. The Shadow s eyes
cl osed
as the glow struck his face. They opened again, as soon as the |light no | onger
bri ghtened his eyelids.

The man with the flashlight was signaling. Another |ight came al ong the
rocky creek bank. An electric |antern appeared on the | edge above. A deep
Voi ce
guest i oned:

"Who is he, Hector?"

"The fellow | told you about," reported Hector gruffly, from beside The
Shadow. "Looks |ike he bel ongs around here. That gang nust have left him"

"Start himup here," cane the comrand from above. "You and Ezra can hoi st
himto the Iedge. W'll do the rest."

Hector and Ezra pocketed the lights and |ifted The Shadow. The pair had
power. They raised their burden at armis length. Fromthe | edge, another pair
of huski es gripped The Shadow and drew himinto the light. There was anot her
conmand. The Shadow s carriers picked a path that |ed higher up the slope.

The trip ended when they reached a farmhouse. There, The Shadow opened
hi s
eyes when he was propped in a chair. Ol l|anps gave a good light. The man with
the electric lantern extinguished it and approached The Shadow.

Eyes upward, The Shadow saw a square-jawed face, with keen eyes above its
straight lips and well-formed nose. The man was in his early thirties; his
features were intelligent, his manner alert. Mst inmportant of all, his
expression was friendly. So were the faces of the two husky hired hands who
had
carried The Shadow fromthe rocky creek

The Shadow had reached his expected destination. He had gai ned a neeting
with Rex Jorridon, the man whose rented property had becone a cause for murder
and a battleground of crine.

CHAPTER XI I |
BETWEEN THE CAMPS

Soon afterward, The Shadow began his story. Slouched awkwardly in a
rickety easy-chair, his forehead patched with bandage and adhesive tape, he



| ooked the part that he was playing. Jorridon and the other listeners were
convinced that he was in fromthe hills.

Hector and Ezra appeared to join the farm hands. They cane in from
anot her
room just as The Shadow started his tale. Hector grunted to Jorridon that
everything | ooked all right. He and Ezra had cone up to the house by anot her
route.

The Shadow recounted his adventures in a drawly style. He said that his
nane was Hi ram Robi nson; that he had rel atives over near Yarnouth, the county
seat. He worked on a farmjust below the hills and another hired hand had
invited himto spend a few days at a bungal ow on the Miskati nny.

Hi t ch-hi king from Yarnouth, he had reached M dval e at sunset. Com ng down
the creek, he found the bungal ows deserted and supposed there nust be others
farther down the creek. That was how he came to the | edge on Jorridon's

property.
"That's where | a-heard themfellers," enphasized The Shadow, in his
rustic drawl. "They was sneaking up on me. | knowed it fromthe splashing that

| heerd. So | was starting back up to the cabins, not wanting to get in no
trouble, when |I spied this feller, plunmb ahead of ne."

The Shadow pointed to Hector. Jorridon nodded.

"It's Hector's job to patrol that creek path," said Jorridon. "That's why
he was down there. He saw your flashlight while he was descending the hill."

"I reckon he did," grinned The Shadow, "'cause he was com ng right al ong

behind nme. | seed he had a shotgun; and | was going to holler that | warn't
| ooking for trouble, when | seed a couple of themfellers pitch onto him

"I reckoned I was in for it. | was sort of ready for the ones that junped
for me. I've fit a lot and rassled, too. | give themall they was asking for

Only they had guns, and there was nore of them conme up

"That's when | grabbed for a little tree; and it give, when | was junping
across to another rock. Next thing | knowed | was going head-first, plunb for
t hem rocks al ongside the crick."

The Shadow ended his story abruptly, as though he had reached the Iimt
of
his recollections. Jorridon was thoughtful as he lighted his pipe. At |ast, he
asked:

"Wyul d you recogni ze any of those nen if you saw t hem agai n?"

The Shadow shook his head.

"Didn't see nmuch of their faces," he infornmed. "I heaved one of them over
the edge there, just afore the tree give away. But | didn't have tinme to take
a
ook at him"

"Were they still around when you regai ned consci ousness?"
"Reckon they was, because | seed sone lights and heerd sonme munbles, |ike
folks was talking. Only | was dizzy and sort of sleepy. | don't renmenber nuch

else, 'cept that | tried to get up and couldn't. Then you fellers cone al ong."

THE story satisfied Jorridon. The square-jawed nan puffed his pipe in
reflective fashion. It was obvious that The Shadow coul d not be working with
the crooks fromthe creek. Hector's story of the fight proved that; so did the
fact that The Shadow had taken a bad fall to the rocks. Therefore, Jorridon
knew t hat he was not dealing with a crook-sent spy who had engaged in a fake
battl e.

Jorridon's only doubt concerned The Shadow s own story of his origina
arrival; Jorridon had good reason to ask questions on that point. It was not
t he season when persons occupi ed the bungal ows al ong the Miskatinny. The
Shadow, hinsel f, had nentioned that they were cl osed.

"Tell me something, Hram" inquired Jorridon. "Wo was this friend of
yours who invited you to a bungal ow party?"

"He warn't no friend," replied The Shadow, sheepishly. "Leastw se, he



hadn't been. H's name's Lem Curry, and he acts like a city feller. Al ways
trying mean jokes, like giving you a terbaccer chew with red pepper in it!

"That's why | pitched himoutn the haynow | ast week. Nigh broke his arm
for him but | told himl was sorry. So Lem he says he was w ong about giving
me the terbaccer chew. Says we ought to be friends, and invites ne over to the
cabin. That's why | conme to Mdvale."

Jorridon repressed a smle. It struck himthat Hramdid not yet see the
point of Lem s invitation. Jorridon believed the story of the practical joker
and supposed that the inmaginary Lem had faked the bungal ow invitation to get
even for his fall fromthe haynow

"There are no bungal ows down this direction," declared Jorridon, briskly.
"The best thing you can do is go back to Yarnouth. There's a | ate bus that
goes
there. Do you have any noney?"

The Shadow unbuttoned a shirt pocket and produced two one-dollar bills,
wi th some change wrapped in them

"I"1l have Hector go along with you," stated Jorridon. "As far as the
bungal ows, at least. By the way, there's sonething you can do for me when you
reach Yarnouth."

Jorridon went to the witing table. He found a sheet of paper, but it did
not suit him He thrust it into a drawer and hunted for a witing pad instead.
Fi nding one, he wote a brief note and sealed it in an envel ope. Inscribing
t he
address and affixing a stanp, Jorridon gave the letter to The Shadow.

"For Sheriff Cl ayborne," said Jorridon. "Maybe you know t he sheriff,

Hi ran®"

"Know himwhen | see him" replied The Shadow. "I been swored in as a
depitty, couple of times. GQuess the sheriff wouldn't renenber ne, though."

"Mail this letter when you reach Yarnouth. It will be delivered to the
sheriff in the nmorning. |1've asked himto cone down here to-norrow. |'m going
to tell himabout the trouble we've had. Meanwhile, | intend to keep nmy men on
guard duty."

LI MPI NG sonewhat, The Shadow | eft the farmhouse with Hector. The husky
farmhand did not use a light until they were nearly down to the creek, for he
knew t he way well. Wen he did produce a flashlight, The Shadow saw that they
were al nost at the glen.

Wth danger from attackers recogni zed, Hector did not halt when they
reached the | ookout rock beyond the little glade. Instead, he showed the way a
hundred yards farther; crossed a foot bridge and took a path on the far side
of
the creek. After a quarter mle, he gave The Shadow an extra flashlight.

"The bungalows ain't far, Hram" inforned Hector. "I brought you over to
this side because it's shorter. Don't fergit that letter M. Jorridon gave
you. "

"S'long, Hector," returned The Shadow. "I1'll renenber the letter."

The Shadow |inped a short way forward. Looking back, he saw Hector's
['i ght
di sappear beyond the foot bridge. Snapping off his own flash, The Shadow
turned
and retraced his steps toward Jorridon's. Wen he neared the | ookout rock, he
risked a light close to the ground. He found the path up the hill to where his
ol d car was hidden

In total darkness, The Shadow worked the old flivver out to the road.
Turning on the feeble lights, he drove away from Jorridon's. Hs first stop
was
the town of Mdvale. There he posted Jorridon's letter, knowing that it would
go
out on the late bus, for there were |lights beyond the frosted wi ndows of the



post office.

From M dval e, The Shadow t ook another road. It brought himto an isol ated
spot on the hill across fromJorridon's. The Shadow parked in back of the old
Hawki ns Estate. Fromthe back of the roadster, he brought a bag containing hat
and cl oak. Donning the bl ack garb, The Shadow crept downward toward the old
mansi on.

The Shadow s linp had | essened. He made stealthy progress, although his
course was slow. When he reached the ancient house, he saw lights through

battered shutters. Creeping along the wall, The Shadow found a doorway.
The door was wedged shut frominside, but The Shadow wor ked prying
fingers

t hrough and rel eased the cleat that held it. He entered, closed and wedged the
door behind him

The Shadow was in a small, darkened hall. He shifted behind a hal f-opened
door as he heard footsteps. A patrolling crook passed, inspecting the outer
door as he went by. Wen the guard had gone, The Shadow nmoved farther into the
hal | way, to a doorway through which be could hear the nmutter of voices.

NI CK SHOYDEN was in conference with Kip Farrick and Pink Lathan, while
their crew kept guard duty. They nust have discussed a great deal since their
return, for The Shadow heard fragments of conversation that referred to
previ ous subjects.

"What ever Jorridon told Cardona,” Nick was saying, "he can tell to
anybody
el se. That's why we've got to snatch Jorridon. Only it's tougher, on account
of
to-ni ght."

"I'f the hick hadn't got away," began Kip, "we'd be sittin pretty -"

"How do you figure that?" snapped Nick. "W could have put the heat on
him but what could he have told us that we don't know?"

"He m ght have slipped us the set-up inside of Jorridon's place."

"W don't need it. We can get Jorridon without it. It's just as good the
hick did get back to Jorridon. The other guy was in the fight. Maybe Jorridon
woul d have started up here, if he'd | ost one of his nen."

"Thought you wanted hi mup here, N ck?"

"Not with all that crowd of hicks. W' ve got to figure the right way to
handl e them "

Suggestions foll owed. None suited Nick. The buzzed conversation continued
for a while. Kip and Pink concurred in the idea that a mass attack on the
farmhouse would be the only course. That inpressed Nick; finally he forned a
definite plan.

"We lay off Jorridon's to-norrow," decided the ringleader. "W won't even
case the place. Those big yaps that work for himcan go anywhere they want.
W'l | be on our side of the creek. They'll think we're just sone outfit that
was passi ng through here.

"The next night will be different. We'll have nore in our gang by that
time. W'll go over to Jorridon's, but we'll do a sneak. A couple of us can go
up ahead and get close to the house. The rest will be off farther, but ready.

"When it | ooks right, one of us can flash the old signal; the one we used
to use, Kip. Two quick blinks and a | ong one; then count five and give it
backward. Long first; then two shorts. That will nmean to pile in and snatch
Jorridon. Wiile some of us are staging that, the rest nop up the rubes."

THE SHADOW shifted away, al ong the darkened hall. He could hear the
f oot steps of another patroller. He found a doorway ajar, edged through and
al nrost lost his footing. The Shadow was at the top of a cellar stairs.

The noi se that The Shadow made was slight; but it must have attracted the
patrolling crook's attention, for the footsteps quickened. Soon, a thug



arrived

out side the door, listened a short while and yanked it open. He flashed a
l'i ght

down the steps.

The stairs showed vacancy. The Shadow had profited by the interval. H's
downward creep had continued during the guard's arrival. The rowdy went away,
cl osing the door above.

The Shadow had | earned enough to know that his own escape was reported by
the crooks that he had left by the bridge. He had gained conplete infornmation
regardi ng N ck Shoyden's com ng noves. Since he had reached the cellar, The
Shadow deci ded to search there.

Using a flashlight, he exam ned piles of rotted boxes; the remains of
coa
bi ns; dusty stacks of yellowed newspapers. He inspected the interior of an old
rusted furnace. There was a chance that this cellar mght conceal an opening
to
a pit below, but The Shadow had not uncovered one by the time that he reached
some short, steep steps that led to a slanted outside door

Just then, a light shone fromthe stairs that The Shadow had fir st
descended. The Shadow heard N ck Shoyden, growing to a thug. N ck was angered
because the fell ow had been slow in reporting a suspicious sound fromthe
cel lar.

The Shadow eased out through the slanted door. As he lowered it, he held
it ajar; slipped one hand through and forced a wabbly inside bar into a half
br oken stapl e. The Shadow was confident that the door would pass N ck's
per sonal inspection.

Skirting the mansi on, The Shadow nmoved downhill through the darkness. He
gauged the correct direction; he soon came to the rocky stretch of creek. On
this side, he found big boul ders and clunps of alders that offered as good
coverage as those on the other bank.

Darkness hid all further signs of The Shadow. The tunbling echoes of the
rapi ds covered any sounds he nade. Conplete seclusion was offered at this spot
near the recent battl eground.

The Shadow had chosen tenporary abode between the canps of Rex Jorridon
and Ni ck Shoyden

CHAPTER XI 'V
VI SI TORS BY NI GHT

EARLY dawn reveal ed the rocky banks of the I owrimed gorge. The only
startling proof of last night's fray was the uprooted tree that lay on the
rocks below the ledge. Its position indicated that it mght have fallen from
its own sheer weight; for the sapling had been supported by a precariously
bal anced stone.

Daylight could not quite filter through the clunps of alders. That
testified to The Shadow s opinion that the trees would make a good hidi ng
pl ace. Mdreover, the crevices anmong the rocks showed opportunities for
conceal nent.

There were places where a person could crawl through narrow crevices;
others, where shift of a single boulder would all ow passage. Both banks were
alike in this particular. The only distinction between the two was the rocky
| edge that topped the rocks on Jorridon's side. The other side had an
enbankment of turf above its rocks.

The creek narrowed at the rapids. Flat stones showed in that turbul ent
stretch. They were the natural stepping stones by which crooks had crossed the
creek. They forned an easy passage, even in the dark, for the spaces were not
great between them There were nmany | oose stones beside the | arger ones; such
slivers of rock were the sort that The Shadow had heard spl ash.



Nei t her Jorridon's farmhouse nor N ck's nmansion hide-away coul d be seen
fromthe creek. Nor were the two buildings visible to each other. The
hi || si des
here were bul gy and wooded. Actually, the houses were not far apart, for
nei t her
was nmore than a few hundred yards fromthe creek. The | ow gorge was the
approxi mate m dpoi nt between them but neither hillside had a direct path to
the creek.

The creek was |l ow at this season. Drai nage pipes al ong the banks above
t he
gorge showed that provision was made for flood waters fromthe hills. Ad
| ogs,
al ong the rocks, were proof that the creek sonetimes rose high enough to flood
the thickets of alders; hence high water would have deprived The Shadow of his
| odgi ng pl ace.

Amid this scene, there was no sign of The Shadow. He had departed wth
t he
first touch of dawn.

IT was ten o' cl ock when The Shadow arrived in M dval e, again wearing the
gui se of Lanont Cranston. He made a | ong-distance call at the railroad
station;
visited the real estate office and chatted there a while. After that, he drove
away in his own car.

At two, he returned. He net a young man who alighted froma train. The
arrival was Harry Vincent, one of The Shadow s agents. Harry delivered a
package to The Shadow and waited in the car while the supposed Cranston went
into the Mdvale Title & Trust Co.

Introducing hinself to the president of the bank, The Shadow stated his
i ntention of buying real estate near M dvale. He opened an account at the
bank,
producing United States treasury certificates in addition to cash. He retained
some certificates, that crinkled as he placed themin a small portfolio.

The bank had real estate that it wi shed to sell, so the conversation
naturally turned in that direction. Mention was nade of another New Yorker, J.
J. Burlow, who had bought the farm occupi ed by Rex Jorridon. Fromthe
description that he received of Burlow, The Shadow knew t hat the man was
certainly N ck Shoyden

That informati on was sonewhat superfluous, as The Shadow had al r eady
linked Nick with the farm purchase. Nevertheless, it fitted with facts and
fully established them

When The Shadow | eft the bank, he saw Jorridon's truck across the street.
Hector and Ezra had brought sone crates of nushroonms to town for shipnment; but
were placing a small supply with a |ocal store. Both of the farm hands saw The
Shadow when he entered his car, but neither could have guessed that he was the
H ram Robi nson of the night before.

The Shadow watched the truck drive to the station, where Hector and Ezra
expressed the crates of nushroons.

There was a sedan parked near the depot; in it were two nmen who saw
Jorridon's truck drive away. The pair m ght have been menmbers of Nick
Shoyden' s
crew, but it seemed that they were not. Wen the truck drove away, they
remai ned; and when a train arrived, one of the pair boarded it. Apparently,
hi s
friend had sinply brought himto the station

Nevert hel ess, The Shadow i nstructed Harry Vincent to observe the stranger
during the trip to New York; for Harry went aboard the sane train.

The sedan drove in the direction of a through hi ghway; but The Shadow did
not followit. Instead, he drove to the town of Yarmouth. He stopped at the



courthouse; |ooked into the sheriff's office; then went to the town where he
had left the old roadster. Transferring to that vehicle, The Shadow headed for
M dvale. On the way, he changed to his attire of the day before.

I T was dusk when The Shadow took up watch outside the entrance to
Jorridon's farnmhouse. He was cloaked in black; for he did not intend to be
seen
as Hi ram Robi nson, although he preferred that guise to Cranston's, should
energency force himto discard his black garb

An hour after he began his vigil, The Shadow saw |ights appear on the
dirt
road. A car turned into Jorridon's place. The Shadow fol | owed on foot.

Ni ck Shoyden was right in his guess that Jorridon's nmen woul d be at
| ar ge.

They were all about the house when The Shadow neared it; they showed lights
because of the arriving autonobile. The Shadow gai ned an opportunity to reach
a

corner of the farmhouse. He huddl ed beneath a wi ndow that Jorridon had |eft
open

in order to keep in touch with his nen.

Peering over the w ndow | edge, The Shadow recogni zed Jorridon's visitor
as
Sheriff O ayborne. The Shadow had seen the county official when he had gl anced
into his office when in Yarnouth.

Jorridon was giving the sheriff brief details of the battle the night
before. The sheriff was listening, intently.

"It was a stiff scrap," concluded Jorridon. "That fell ow Robinson was in

a
tight spot. He was |ucky when we found himalive."

"Hi ram Robi nson, " nused the sheriff. "I don't place him Cousin, | guess,
of Hank Robinson, that |ives about a dozen nmiles from Yarmouth. There's lots
of

Robi nsons over there.”

"He said you'd used himas a deputy."

"That's likely enough. I've sworn in deputies by the dozen, sonetines,
when |'ve made up a posse. But tell me nore about those attackers, M.
Jorridon. Any sign of them around here to-day?"

Jorridon shook his head.

"We've kept a good watch," he clained, "but we've seen no one. Hector and
Ezra were on the | ookout, when they shipped sone nmushroons, to-day. |'d say
that the crowd was just a | ot of hoodluns, passing through here. There's
somet hi ng, though -"

Jorridon hesitated, then spoke in |ower tone:

"This is confidential, sheriff. Two days ago, a New York detective
st opped
here. He said his nanme was Cardona. He's | ooking for a nmurderer named Nick
Shoyden. "

The sheriff's ears pricked up when he heard this news.

"Shoyden had a pal naned Kip Farrick," continued Jorridon. "Wen Cardona
told me that, | remenbered that a fellow naned Farrick had stopped here to ask
if the farmwas for sale."

"How | ong ago?"

"About ten days. Neither Shoyden nor Farrick made the buy, though. The
farmwas sold to a nan named Burl ow. "

"Have you heard from Cardona since?"

"No, | haven't."

The sheriff arose and picked up his hat. He | ooked di sappoi nted as he
sauntered toward the door. He stated:

"I can't see why those crooks woul d have come back here. |'ve read about



t he case. Shoyden and Farrick were so well recognized that their only gane
woul d be to take cover somewhere. They certainly wouldn't come to a pl ace
wher e

Farrick had appeared openly a short while before.

"So many witnesses told about themthat they would have no reason for
harm ng you, particularly since you haven't testified against them At the
sane
time, you can have protection if you want it. \Wat would you |like? Sone
deputi es
for duty here?"

Jorridon smled at the suggestion

"That's hardly necessary, sheriff. My own nen can guard this house. If
there's trouble, though, they may have to shoot."

"Let them They're in their rights.”

"I wanted to be sure on that point, sheriff. Wat's nore, I'd rather
| eave
it up to you about the deputies. If you want to send a man over here, just to
keep track on whatever happens, he will be wel cone."

“I"ll consider it, M. Jorridon."

THE sheriff left. Lights bobbed while he drove away. The Shadow edged off
t hrough the darkness. Once clear of the farmhouse, he had no nore need for
stealth. He knew that N ck Shoyden's gorillas would not be down at the creek
to-night. That crew of crooks would be close to the ol d Hawki ns mansi on. Ni ck
had guessed right when he decided to lay | ow to-night.

Crcling dowmmward to the | ower path, The Shadow turned upward al ong the
creek and cane to the spot where the stepping stones formed a crossing. There,
his |lips whispered a weird | augh that was |lost anid the surging roar of the
short rapids.

From that nonment, no sound betokened The Shadow s presence at the creek
W apped in darkness, silent in motion, The Shadow had chosen a new quest while
crooks idl ed.

CHAPTER XV
CARDONA REPORTS

THROUGH Jorridon's conversation with the sheriff, The Shadow had gai ned
proof positive of Joe Cardona's visit to Mdvale. It gave The Shadow a trace
of
Cardona's actual travels after the star sleuth had left the realtor's office.

It was sinple to picture the events in regular order. Joe's visit to
Jorridon had produced an identification of Kip Farrick as the man who had
i nqui red about the farm Jorridon had probably shown Cardona al ong the
short est
route to Mdval e, sending Hector as Joe's guide. Under normal conditions, it
woul d be unnecessary to conduct a visitor farther than the glen. That
account ed
for the marks on the ground indicating a struggle beyond the | ookout rock.

Hence The Shadow knew many details of Cardona's capture; nore, in some
ways, than Joe himself had guessed. That woul d have pl eased Cardona had he
known it. For Joe had passed through a very gl oony period, and rescue seened
nore renote the [onger his inprisonnent continued.

At present, Cardona was seated on the edge of a shaky cot, in a
stone-wal l ed roomlighted by a dull kerosene lantern. So far, Joe had been
visited only by two ruffians who served as his jailers; apparently it was
their
duty to remain underground all the while.



That had scarcely seemed necessary, considering the stoutness of the
prison. The stony roomresenbled an old wine cellar, buried deep beneath sone
forgotten mansion. Three steps led up to the only door, which was constructed
of rusty iron. The danmpness of the place accounted for the rust. The walls
wer e
sweated with dew i ke noi sture that oozed through cracks between the nortared
st ones.

Soneti mes, when Cardona pressed his ear against a far corner of a wall,
he
could hear the faint trickle of water. It was not the Miskatinny Creek, for
Joe
was sure that he had been carried to higher ground. The trickle was probably
from some underground streamthat flowed down fromthe hill side.

Al t hough his captors had taken hima |long di stance by car, Joe had a
hunch
that his trip had term nated near Jorridon's farmhouse. He placed the |ocation
somewhere on the opposite side of the creek, for he dimy recalled the clatter
of bridges that the autonobile had crossed.

If Joe Cardona had known the |ocation of the old Hawkins Estate, he would
have definitely decided that his cell was beneath that abandoned mansi on. Even
wi t hout that know edge, Cardona was positive that he had been captured by nen
bel ongi ng to Ni ck Shoyden

The two jailers were thugs whom Joe had never seen before, which nade him
deci de that they had been brought in from Chicago. N ck Shoyden had
connecti ons
with Md-West crooks. Any who had reason to hide out would willingly have
accepted an invitation to join Nick and remain as guards of an underground
prison.

The t huggi sh jailers had provided Cardona with food; also with the
| antern. The fare had not been bad. Joe's intention was to stick it out
wi t hout
conplaint, on the hope that his rel ease would come when N ck Shoyden fini shed
with the hide-out. Since the |aw was already on Nick's trail, the crook m ght
decide it unnecessary to do away with his prisoner

That point seened |ogical to Joe Cardona; he formed the conclusion from
the fact that he was still alive.

NEVERTHELESS, the future offered no pl easant prospects. The nore Cardona
t hought about it, the less he liked it. He was trying to forget the subject
when he heard a faint sound outside the cell. Thinking that a jailer was
com ng, Joe stretched on the couch, to pretend that he was half asl eep

A half mnute passed, but the door did not open.

The sound was repeated. Cardona tilted his head closer to the wall. The
thing that inpressed himwas the silence.

He wondered what had happened to the water trickle that he had heard in
the past. Suddenly, it cane with a gurgle. That gave Cardona his key to the
nmyst eri ous noi se.

There nust be a passage running close beside his cell; the water channe
followed it, but the tunnel was |arge enough to admt a human bei ng. Sone one
in the passage was using stones to stop the water's flow, hoping that the
sound
woul d carry far beneath the ground.

It was possible that the intermttent signal was neant to reach Joe's
cell. If so, it was a clever one. O her noises would bring an investigation on
the part of Joe's captors; but not this one. The only person who woul d suspect
its purpose was Joe Cardona. Hs brain was keyed to a tension of high strain.

Gaugi ng the sound's direction, Cardona decided that it was froma safe
spot. If raps were given, they would be heard only within Joe's cell. Raps
m ght cone if Joe answered the call. Al that was needed was a suitable



i mpl enent; and Joe found one. He took the wooden cross brace from one end of
his rickety cot.

Using the stick end first, Cardona pounded a suitable stone. The signa
that he gave was dull, but it could carry. He repeated the strokes; after a
few
nmonents, he heard a response. Slight poundi ngs canme above the water's trickle.
They sounded like taps given by the handle of a gun

The taps were in Mrse code. Cardona nmade out a few letters.
Unfortunately, he found hinself at a | oss. Though he had once menori zed the
code, Cardona was hazy in his recollection of it. He tried to tap back a coded
answer, but botched it badly.

An interval; then slow taps, that Cardona recognized as the letter "A" A
pause; next the dash and three short dots of "B." The signal er was goi ng
t hrough the al phabet, letter by letter. Intently, Cardona noted the letters
and
recal l ed them When the taps had finished, Cardona repeated the al phabet back
He coul d renenber the few forgotten letters.

A message came through; it was like a brief query, chopped short:

"Your nane..."

"Cardona," tapped Joe. "Yours..."

"The Shadow..."

A FLOOD of el ation swept Joe Cardona. Until this nonent, he had not been
able to hazard a guess regarding the identity of the nysterious tapper. Joe
needed no nore proof; once the token of identity was given, he realized that
only The Shadow coul d have penetrated to this underground prison

The Shadow had questioned Joe regarding his nane on the chance that there
nm ght be other prisoners. Cardona was the one whom The Shadow wanted to
cont act .

More taps canme from The Shadow. Cardona halted them by sudden pounds. He
si gnal ed one word

"Vait."

Shovi ng the wooden stick beneath a bl anket on the cot, Cardona went to
t he
door of the cell. Joe had a hunch that a jailer mght be due. He was right.
Hal f
a mnute after he reached the door, a key grated in the | ock. Cardona hopped
to
the bottom of the steps just as the door groaned open on its heavy hinges.

One of the jailers stood at the top of the steps, holding a | evel ed
revol ver. An electric light globe, glowing froma socket in the ceiling beyond
t he door, showed a square-walled anteroomthat Cardona had not previously
observed. That room Ilike Joe's cell, was a | ow underground cavern

Looking at an angle to the left, Cardona saw the doorway of an upper
passage. It was open; the second guard stood there, also holding a gun
Qovi ously, they had conme froma room above. Their arrival, though, was a
chance
one. There was nothing to indicate that either of the ruffians had heard
Cardona' s raps.

The first rowdy delivered an ugly leer. He came down the steps. Cardona
shifted to the wall opposite his couch. The nove gave hi mwhat he wanted - a
view of the right side of the anteroom There, Cardona saw another door; it
| ooked | ow, because it was at the bottom of sonme steps.

The crook eyed Cardona, then spoke jeeringly:

"Cettin' jittery, huh? It won't do you no good. You're here to stay a
whi | el Maybe you're wonderin' what tinme it is, sol'll tell you. It's nine
o'clock - at night - an' that's bedtinme for you, dick. You ain't goin'
nowhere! "

The crook picked up the kerosene |antern, as indication that he intended



to take the illumnation with him Cardona no |onger had a flashlight.
Everythi ng had been taken from his pockets, including the signed statenent
t hat

Jorridon had given him

"You'll get this glimto-morrow nmornin'," grunted the crook, referring to
the lantern. "That's how you'll know it's daylight. An' when | cone for it,
you'll know it's nine p. m again. A cinch, ain't it, keepin' track of tine

around here?"

THE second crook had arrived at the door. The first rowdy was passing him
the tin plates and cup that had served Cardona as di nner dishes. The two held
a
brief confab. The first faced Cardona suddenly and rasped a question

"What's on your mind, dick? Think you're goin' to pull somethin'? Spil
it
- an' talk fast!"

Cardona decided it was tinme to talk.

"I"ve got sonething I want to tell N ck Shoyden," he announced, gruffly.
"That's why |I'mup and around. Nick's getting nowhere by holding me. Tell him
I
can prove that, if he talks to ne."

The nearer crook glared; then grinned to his conpanion

"Hear that, Tinker? The dick wants to talk to N ck Shoyden. Maybe we
ought
to pass that along to N ck, huh?"

"Sure," snorted "Tinker." "Dat sure would be de nuts! Only maybe Nick
woul dn't take none of dem verbal |l um messages. An' maybe he wouldn't want to
cone all de way down here, Bogo."

Bot h crooks shook their heads, half seriously, half contenptuously, as
t hough they coul d not approve Cardona's proposition. Joe decided to press the
poi nt .

"Suppose you take a note to Nick for ne.

"Maybe Nick wouldn't bother to read it," put in "Bogo.'
harmwitin' it. Me an' Tinker would get a |augh outta it."

"Sure," agreed Tinker. "Go ahead, dick. Scraw it!"

Cardona had no paper and pencil, and said so. Bogo spoke to Tinker. The
latter went out through the anteroom He cane back with a few pieces of
crinkly
paper that | ooked |ike sheets froma bridge pad, except that they were bl ank
Witing crosswi se, Cardona inscribed a short note to N ck Shoyden

Bogo took the note, but left the pencil and the other sheets with
Car dona,
remarking that if Joe had any other ideas, he could wite themin the dark
Taking the |l antern, Bogo departed with Tinker. They | ocked the door behind
t hem

"Only there's no

CARDONA listened at the steps. Wen he was satisfied that the pair had
gone, he went back to the cot and began to tap the wall. The Shadow responded.
He called for whatever details Cardona coul d give.

Briefly, Joe tapped that he had visited Rex Jorridon; had been captured
after |eaving the farnmhouse. He announced that he was held prisoner by Nick
Shoyden and Kip Farrick. He described his jailers and gave their names.

VWen Joe mentioned the note that he had sent, The Shadow called for every
detail. Cardona responded in full, adding that he still had the pencil and the
smal | sheets of paper. Joe wished that he could get a witten nmessage to The
Shadow, particularly because he could then draw a di agram of the cell

That bei ng i npossi bl e, Cardona described the |ayout instead. He said that
t he crooks had cone from an outer passage at the left of the anteroom He



mentioned the doorway on the right, remarking that it mght lead to a | ower
passage or another cell like his own. A passage, Joe remarked, would lead in
The Shadow s direction

The Shadow s taps responded, questioning if Cardona sensed inmedi ate
danger. Cardona responded negatively. He explained that he would have a
lantern
until nine o' clock at night; that his meals had been regul ar. Joe decl ared
t hat
he could stick it out as | ong as The Shadow required.

The answer that cane was enphatic:

"Twenty-four hours."

Wth that prom se, The Shadow signed off. Joe Cardona, alone in pitch
dar kness, wondered. He could not understand how The Shadow could give such a
definite prom se. To Joe, it seemed that rescue would have to be either
i medi ate or indefinite, depending on whether or not The Shadow could find a
route to this closed cell

Yet The Shadow s statenent had carried a final note that gave Joe Cardona
a feeling of great confidence. Cardona was sure that there were factors in
this
case that only The Shadow had uncover ed.

Cardona woul d have been totally amazed had he | earned how nuch The Shadow
knew.

CHAPTER XVI
THE NEW HEADQUARTERS

MORNI NG dawned pl easant above ground. It was a fine day for The Shadow s
pl ans, even though Joe Cardona was forced to subsist on the feeble light of a
kerosene lantern. The deal was a tough one for Joe, but the ace would forget
it
if all went as The Shadow i ntended.

Ni ne in the norning showed The Shadow driving his old flivver to the town
of Yarmouth. He | ooked the part of a countryman as he rolled into the county
seat. Stopping at the post office, The Shadow drawl ed a query regardi ng any
letters for Hi ram Robinson. There was one. It cane fromHarry Vincent.

The Shadow drove to the Yarmouth station and sent a telegramto Harry. He
worded it in crude fashion, paid for it in small change, nostly pennies. The
telegramsinply said that he would drive over to Mdvale to neet the early
afternoon train. The Shadow signed it "Hiram"

That done, The Shadow went to the courthouse. He strolled into the
sheriff's office and chewed absentmi ndedly on a straw until the sheriff
finished with another visitor. After that, the sheriff |ooked in The Shadow s
direction and asked what he wanted.

"Howdy, sheriff," greeted The Shadow. "I'm H ram Robi nson."
The nane puzzled the sheriff, so The Shadow added:
"The feller M. Jorridon was a-telling you about. | got into trouble over

on his farmt'other night."

The sheriff nodded; then demanded: "You've seen Jorridon to-day?"

"Sure enough, sheriff. I was down to Mdvale with a load of mlk and
stopped off to talk to M. Jorridon. He told nme you' d been there, and he says
he reckons there won't be no nore trouble. So there ain't any need to send a

depitty."

"Hunmph. Just when | was going to tel egraph New York." The sheriff | ooked
di sappointed. "Is Jorridon sure everything is all right over there?" Coul dn't
t hose troubl e-nakers still be around?"

"He says he'll let you know," replied The Shadow. "He reckons his nen

could visit around some ol d houses better'n any depitties could. If they see
any pl aces that | ooks suspiciouslike, you'll get a call fromhim"



The sheriff | ooked pleased. He folded a list that was on his desk and put
it in a drawer. The Shadow knew that the list carried nanes of men who could
be
called imediately if the sheriff needed a posse. The chance that Nick Shoyden
and Kip Farrick might be in this vicinity was sonet hing that had appealed to
the sheriff the nore that he considered it.

“I"l1l wait to hear fromJorridon," decided the sheriff. "Thanks for
bringi ng, the nessage, Robinson."

SOON after ten o' clock, The Shadow s old car bounced in through
Jorridon's
gate. It wheezed up to the farmhouse, where Hector appeared pronptly, |ugging
a
shot gun. The hired hand recogni zed the driver of the flivver, but | ooked
puzzl ed when The Shadow waved a greeting.

"Where's M. Jorridon?" drawl ed The Shadow. As he | ooked beyond Hect or
he
saw t he house door open. "There he is! H, M. Jorridon! Lookit!"

Scranbling awkwardly fromthe old car, The Shadow pul | ed back his ragged
coat to show a badge that shone on the vest beneath. The badge showed the
words: "Deputy Sheriff."

Jorridon renmoved a pipe fromhis lips. His square face showed a snmile, as
he asked:

"You' ve seen Sheriff C ayborne?"

The Shadow nodded.

"Sheriff sent for ne," he explained. "Said he'd been a-talking to you and
was going to send a depitty over here. | told himl'd been a depitty; he
didn't
renmenber it, but he | ooked up my name and there 'twas. So I'mthe feller he
sent."

"Excellent, Hram" approved Jorridon. "The sheriff made a good choi ce,
considering the fight you put up the other night. Park your car in the barn
and
conme on into the house."

Soon, The Shadow canme fromthe barn, lugging a shotgun that he had bought
second-hand in a town near Yarnouth. He put the gun in the corner, |ooked
toward Jorridon and queri ed:

"Hain't there no chores | kin be doing by daytine? You won't be needi ng

ne
for nmuch else until after sunset."”

"Not much farmwork here, Hram" smiled Jorridon. "W're specializing on
mushroons. Take a | ook at the mushroomcellars, if you want to."

"Thanks, M. Jorridon."

Hect or conducted The Shadow to the | ow roofed buil ding. Descending into
t he gl oom The Shadow wal ked anong the Iong rows of coffinlike tiers that
formed the nmushroom beds. He gawked at the men who were choosi ng nushroons for
the day's delivery. After he had been there a while, he began to take |essons
i n mushroom pi cking fromHector. He drawl ed his admiration of the shel ves that
enabl ed the growers to produce a large crop in a limted space.

At lunch, Jorridon inquired how Hiramliked the mushroom busi ness. The
Shadow produced a | augh by inquiring how they could sort the toadstools from
the nmushroons. It took Jorridon a while to make it clear that they only
pl ant ed
nmushroom spore in the cellar; hence toadstools were absent.

Jorridon suggested that, after lunch, Hramcould ride to Mdvale on the
truck, to anuse hinself.

That made The Shadow renmenber sonething. He had to wite a note to
Sheri f f
O ayborne, stating that he had taken up his duty at Jorridon's. Wen |unch



ended, Jorridon conducted The Shadow to the corner witing desk and gave him
pen, ink and paper.

VWi | e The Shadow was finishing a slowwitten note, Jorridon went out to
tell Hector to wait with the truck. Reaching into a pigeonhole, The Shadow
fished for another piece of paper; found a small one that he wanted and
hastily
wrote another note. He found a blotter also, and planked it on the second note
just as Jorridon returned.

The blotter conpletely covered the snaller piece of paper. Hence while
Jorridon was reading and approving The Shadow s letter to the sheriff, it was
easy for the supposed Hiramto slide the second note from beneath the blotter
The Shadow had it tucked in his pocket when Jorridon handed back the message
for d ayborne.

RIDING into Mdvale on the truck, The Shadow revi ewed what he had
acconpl i shed. He had fixed matters so that Sheriff C ayborne woul d not bungle
t hi ngs by sending deputies to Jorridon's. Trouble was due there by to-night.
The Shadow coul d handle it best by making Jorridon's farmhis own headquarters
and working alone for a while.

The note to Sheriff Cl ayborne was sinply a bluff to fit with the story
t hat The Shadow had told Jorridon. It was inportant, of course, that Jorridon
shoul d not wonder why the sheriff had not acted. The Shadow had handl ed t hat
by
reappearing as Hiram Hi s anxiety to send the sheriff a letter sinply
i ncreased
Jorridon's belief that The Shadow - ot herw se Hiram Robi nson - had actually
been sent as a deputy sheriff.

At the same tine, The Shadow had acconplished something el se of vital
i nportance. He had witten a special note that carried an urgent message. That
note would bring results, if delivered pronptly to the right person. The man
who was to receive it happened to be in New York, only a few hours ride from
M dval e. The Shadow was confident that it would reach himin tine.

When the truck reached M dval e, Hector and Ezra unl oaded crates of
mushroons at the depot. Again, a car was waiting near by; but it did not
contai n occupants of a suspicious-looking sort. The car was a speedy coupe;

t he
man behind its wheel was Harry Vincent.

The Shadow s agent had driven to M dvale; but he was at the station at
train time. Harry was on the | ookout for The Shadow. Hence he was annoyed when
a tall, gawky, rough-clad fell ow came over and | eaned on the w ndow | edge to
i nquire:

"Kin you tell me the tinme, stranger?"

Harry drew his watch fromhis pocket. As he gl anced at the tinepiece, he
heard the whi spered word: "Report!"

Even with that token of identity, Harry found it hard to picture H ram
Robi nson as The Shadow. In |ow tone, Harry reported:

"The man on the train was Janes Medl oe. Whol esal e produce shipper, in New
Yor k. Hi s business |ooks small enough to be a phony one. | saw his truck at a
market, but it didn't |load on a great deal. Medloe lives at the Zenith
Apartnents; keeps his truck at the Bridgesi de Garage."

"Deliver this note anonymously," ordered The Shadow. "Then send one of
your own to the same party, giving information about Medl oe."

Harry gl anced at the small note that The Shadow gave him Not only did
its
message amaze him he was thunderstruck by the name of the person to whomthe
note was addressed; also by the signature it carried. A flood of understanding
cane to Harry; along with it, certain bew |dering features.

The Shadow was ready to crack down upon nmen of crinme. But how The Shadow
had managed to gain all the facts he wanted, how he intended to conplete his



present plans were still matters of nmystery to his agent.

VWHEN Harry | ooked up, The Shadow had gone back to Jorridon's truck
Hect or
and Ezra appeared; the truck runbl ed away.

Harry Vincent smiled grinmy; started his coupe and nade for the road to
New Yor k. He passed a car near the outskirts of the town and believed that it
m ght belong to Nick Shoyden. That did not matter. Harry was unrecogni zed; he
had a mi ssion that required speed. New York city was his goal

The Shadow, too, had seen the car that Harry noticed. If its occupants
were nenbers of N ck Shoyden's increased crew, they would probably return to
their | eader with the news that Jorridon had gained a new recruit. That,
however, would be a laugh to Nick; particularly if he received the report that
Jorridon's new farm hand was the big fell ow who had nade trouble a few nights
ago.

Ni ck Shoyden woul d certainly be pleased to take anot her whack at the
supposed Hi ram Robi nson

Afternoon passed slowy at Jorridon's. The Shadow spent nost of his tine
dawdl i ng around the nushroom cel |l ars. Tension began at dusk. The Shadow
noti ced
that all of Jorridon's hired hands - a full six in nunber - were present at
dinner; that all had their shotguns beside them

Jorridon inquired if The Shadow had nmailed the letter to the sheriff. The
Shadow nodded, and was supported by Hector and Ezra. They had seen the
supposed
H ramgo toward a mail box at the station.

"There may be trouble to-night," declared Jorridon. "If those crooks are
still about, they may approach the house, just to show their spite toward us.
Qur policy is to sit tight, and give thema massed reception if they cone.
W'l take shifts outside; but all stay close to the house. Get inside in case
of trouble. W can hold this place like a fort.

"If there is an attack, we'll have enough evidence to bring in the
sheriff
to-norrow. It's better, though, and nore nmanly, to be on our own for the
present."

The Shadow s di sgui sed count enance showed eagerness for battle. Hs
expression hid the real thoughts that were in his nind. Strategy, as nuch as
conflict, was part of The Shadow s gane. He had chosen his present
headquarters
with the confidence that strategy woul d be possible.

Al The Shadow s plans were hinged upon that prospect. They depended upon
Jorridon taking the proper course for his own protection. The Shadow had
foreseen how Rex Jorridon woul d prepare.

The way woul d soon be open for The Shadow s strokes agai nst crine.

CHAPTER XVI |
CARDONA TAKES A HAND

THE tension at Jorridon's began to wear off as the evening progressed.
Hector, Ezra and others took brief turns outside the doors, listening for
approachers in the dark. They reported none, even though they noved out as far
as the rear of the barn and the end of the nushroom shed.

It was nearly nine o'clock, when The Shadow stretched hinself froma
chair
and approached Jorridon, who was playing solitaire. Jorridon | ooked up from
hi s
cards, renoved his pipe fromhis lips and inquired:



"What's the trouble, Hiran®"

"It sort of cranps me, this setting around,"” draw ed The Shadow.
"Purtickerly after doing nothing all the daytime. | thought nebbe | oughta be
goi ng outside a while."

"Not a bad idea, Hiram"

Jorridon | ooked around, saw Ezra and two other nen on duty w th shotguns
one at the front door, the other two at wi ndows. They had fini shed previous
spells at sentry go

"Let's see," considered Jorridon. "Hector is handling the barn; we've got
El i sha down toward the nmushroom shed; and a man out front, so either can send
hi many alarm Which do you want, Hiran? The barn or the shed?"

"Reckon the barn would be better," returned The Shadow. "I can pick up
some spare cartridges | left under the car seat."

"Al'l right, Hram The barn it is. You relieve Hector."

There was a connection between the house and the barn. The Shadow went
through it, gave a drawl ed signal in the tone of Hram Hector answered froma
little door at the back of the barn, where he was listening in the darkness.
The Shadow expl ai ned that he had conme to relieve the hired hand; he asked
Hector to wait until he had gotten his cartridges fromthe car

Hector waited. In the darkness, The Shadow pl aced his shotgun under the
car seat and brought out his cloak and hat, along with automatics. Bundling
t hese, he approached Hector and took over the outpost duty. He |listened while
Hector made his way back into the house.

From then on, The Shadow s part of H ram Robi nson was ended.

The Shadow knew that Jorridon would not worry if no report canme fromthe
barn. Jorridon would take it that all was well. As Hiram The Shadow had shown
hinsel f a powerful fighter. Hi s faked appoi ntnent as a deputy gave Jorridon an
added trust. Moreover, Jorridon logically figured that Hram- as a
representative of the law - should be given preference if he wished it.

The Shadow, too, had his own information. He knew that Ni ck Shoyden's
spi es woul d be slow at approach; that they would not flash the signal for an
attack upon the house unless they thought the way was clear. They were
counting
on Jorridon's men to be on wider patrol duty. Unless they heard the hired
hands
some di stance fromthe house, the spies would be reluctant about forcing the
i ssue.

The barn, therefore, would remain vacant as The Shadow left it, providing
he did not waste too nuch tinme. The Shadow s zero hour had arrived; therefore,
his noves were to be swift ones.

DONNI NG his cl oak and hat, The Shadow nmoved swiftly away fromthe barn
He
reached the path to the glade; he followed it rapidly, guiding hinmself by
sl i ght
starlight that showed between the tree branches overhead.

Though the ground was pitch-black, The Shadow coul d see the slight
outline
of the barn when he | ooked back. House and nmushroom shed were obscured; but
t he
barn bul ked up enough to mark an easy path to the guard post that The Shadow
had desert ed.

The gl ade was conpletely dark. Crossing it was easy, however, for the
ground was flat and The Shadow had the ripple of the entering brook to guide
by. The neat work canme, when The Shadow pi cked the exact spot where the
upstream path began. Followi ng the path, The Shadow reached the | ookout rock

There, The Shadow listened. Al was quiet here. Neverthel ess, The Shadow
sensed human presence. He gave a low, sibilant hiss, weird in the blackness.



It
was an unmni st akabl e signal for any who expected it.

Tur ni ng, The Shadow headed downstream He took the path that |led toward
the | edge. He neared the spot where he had once had choice of either follow ng
the water's edge or going above the high rocks. Again, The Shadow |i st ened.
This time, he heard creepi ng sounds.

There were nen on the | edge and the enbanknment above it. One man was
com ng along toward the very place where The Shadow stood. They were Nick
Shoyden's nen, |ooking for stray patrollers fromthe farnmhouse. They hoped to
knock of f such fellows as Hector, one by one. So far, they had encountered
none; and they woul d be di sappoi nted when they forayed farther. Jorridon's
policy was not hel pful to N ck's plans.

Nevert hel ess, crooks were acconplishing sonething without knowi ng it.
They
were closing in upon The Shadow in the darkness. A groper, com ng closer,
reached the very spot where The Shadow had been. (Qddly, he encountered no one.

The Shadow was gone. Knee deep in water, he was wading the creek, his
noti on noi sel ess.

Feeling his way through the water, The Shadow avoi ded deep spots. At
times, his course carried himalong sandy shall ow stretches that went straight
across the creek. On occasions, he fringed one bank; later, his zigzag course
carried himback to the other. Al ways, The Shadow was soundl ess; at no tine
did
he slip toward a deep pool

The Shadow was cl oser to the rapids. The creek was faster, speedi ng anong
many stones. Footing was nore precarious; but a few slight sounds did not
matter. The water's rush drowned them The Shadow had not reached the stepping
stones. He was using stones that stood isolated; others that were just beneath
the surface of the stream Mre than before, his course varied. Any follower
woul d have found it inpossible to guess the turns of the creek, or which bank
was which, amid the darkness cast by low lying alders. Yet The Shadow gauged
direction as well as distance. He gripped a shore rock, seemed to recognize it
by touch.

The Shadow canme out fromthe water, to creep along a | ane of stones.

A BI G rock bl ocked The Shadow s course. He wedged half past it; braced
against it and | evered upward. The rock gave a toppling nmovenent, then
st opped.

It was halted by a crevice. The Shadow went past. The rock eased back to its
former position.

St oopi ng, The Shadow raised a |large stone to his left. The space it
provi ded enabled himto wiggle beneath an overtoppi ng boul der. Once through
The Shadow drew the | ower stone back to its concealing position. He followed a
rocky passage, guiding hinmself by its walls. At last, he turned on a
flashlight.

The Shadow was in a passage that |led at an upward angle. It was narrow
and
l ow, but dry. Though it had once been an ol d watercourse, flow ng through a
rough |inmestone formation, the underground stream no | onger canme this way. It
was nore than a hundred yards before The Shadow found traces of the water.

He had gone a good way upward. Here were stone steps, fashioned by nan;
besi de them the missing stream It was bl ocked near the bottom of the steps
and diverted into a pipe that ran through the hill. There had been little
difficulty in the formation of this tunnel. Water had been the greatest
obstacle; it had been handled by piping it through the ground to the creek
bel ow.

At the top of the stone steps was an iron door. It was the door that Joe
Cardona had seen on the right of the anteroom the one that Joe had guessed
mght |lead to a passage. At The Shadow s left were nortared stones. They had



given himthe clue that a cell m ght be hidden beyond.

The Shadow st ooped beside the stream blocked it with | oose stones. He
lifted the stones to let the water gush. That sound reached Joe Cardona. Raps
cane back; Cardona was telling that Bogo and Tinker had just left with the
light, in accordance with the nine o' clock regulation. The Shadow si gnal ed
back
for Cardona to be ready.

Ascending to the iron door, The Shadow began expert work upon the | ock
It
was a |l arge one, strongly made; but The Shadow expected to open it within five
m nut es of noiseless effort. The only objection lay in the fact that the | ock
m ght be ruined when it gave way. That was why The Shadow had not attacked it
on the previous night. Mich had depended upon postponing this entry until the
right time.

MEANVWHI LE, Joe Cardona was listening tensely in his cell. The Shadow s
final taps had told himto expect immedi ate delivery; but Joe feared that even
The Shadow m ght have difficulty in breaking through two doors. There was a
chance that The Shadow might return to tap a nore di sappoi nti ng nessage.

Cardona was seated on the cot, holding the wooden brace, ready to pound
nore signals if necessary.

It was Cardona's concentration that prevented himfrom hearing a scrape
at
the door of his cell. Before Joe realized it, the door swung open. The I|ight
fromthe stony anteroomrevealed himlistening at the wall with the stick of
wood in his fist. Cardona shot a quick | ook toward the doorway and saw Bogo
boundi ng down t he steps.

The guard was nurderous. He had guessed Cardona's gane and was comng to
put a quick end to the detective's signals. @Gun thrust before him Bogo was
ai m ng point-blank. Cardona's only chance was to neet the attacker before he
could fire.

Springing up, Cardona used the cot brace as a cudgel. He swung hard for
Bogo's fist, whacked the barrel of the aimng gun and jolted it from Bogo's
hand. The crook scranbled after the weapon. Joe woul d have gone after him but
a clatter intervened from above.

Ti nker was in the doorway, pulling a gun. A race for Bogo's weapon was
useless. It was up to Joe to stop Tinker

Cardona | eaped for the steps, swung his club for Tinker's head. The
second
crook had his gun half fromhis pocket. He sped his hand upward, clashed the
revol ver agai nst the descending stick. Cardona's inprovised club cracked
squarely in half. Dropping it, Joe grappled with Tinker

Bogo had his gun again. He fired fromthe cell room but his bullet
whi stl ed wide; for he could not get Cardona wi thout clipping Tinker. It was
Tinker's cue to shove Joe into the path of fire. He tried to acconplish it,
but
Cardona rallied. He dragged Ti nker sidewi se, half across the anteroom while
Bogo was hurrying up the steps.

Ti nker fired nmeanwhile; his shot neant nothing, for Cardona had the
crook's gun hand. The grapplers floundered against the wall. Tinker, sprawing
backward, thrust out his foot to trip his opponent. Wenching away to go after
Bogo, Cardona was hooked by the projected foot. He took a headlong dive in
Bogo' s direction.

Two seconds nore, and rescue woul d have been inpossible for Joe Cardona.
The Shadow was still beyond the iron door of the |ower passage. He coul d not
possi bly come through before Bogo fired. Yet The Shadow nade a nove t hat
turned
the tide. He had heard the blast of guns. He knew that Cardona had no weapon.
Dr oppi ng his noiseless tactics, The Shadow perforned an action that



acconplished two results.

He settled the door |ock; and at the same tinme diverted Bogo's attack to
anot her direction. The Shadow did it by janm ng the muzzle of an automatic to
the door lock and giving the lock a blast fromthe big gun

THE report of the .45 was muffled in the anteroom but it was |oud enough
for Bogo to hear. Forgetting Cardona for the nmonent, Bogo wheeled to the iron
door to see snmoke wreathing through fromthe [ock. A nonent later, the door
swung outward. The Shadow s first shot had finished the | ock springs that he
had i ntended to pick

Beyond t he door, Bogo saw The Shadow. The crook swung viciously and ai ned
with his revolver. The Shadow was shifting toward the hal f-opened door. Bogo
followed with his weapon, ainmng high. Al that he forgot was the fact that
The
Shadow s position lay below a short flight of steps. That was enough to
forget;
but Bogo had very little tinme remaining to think it over.

As Bogo fired, The Shadow was taking a forward sprawl. H s dive was tined
a split-second ahead of Bogo's trigger tug. The Shadow hit the steps as the
crook's bullet sizzled above the rear brimof his slouch hat.

Bogo, el ated, thought for the instant that he had dropped The Shadow. Hi s
gl eeful shout changed to a snarl as he saw a hand conme up fromthe top step

Bogo ai med again; got off a shot in a hurry. Al that the revolver slug
found was the stone of the step. The Shadow s reply was better tined. The boom
of the big automatic was cal cul ated to beat Bogo's shot, if the crook took
careful aim Only by haste did Bogo fire ahead of The Shadow, and that haste
made Bogo's effort worthless.

The Shadow s shot tongued flame straight for Bogo's heart. The bull et
t hat
cane with it followed the arrow course that the gun spurt marked. Bogo
clattered
to the floor; pitching forward, his dead body becane a bul wark for The
Shadow s
next defense.

Ti nker had seen The Shadow. Against the wall, the second crook was
ai m ng,
nore carefully than Bogo. Cardona saw the nenace. Coming to his feet, Joe
| eaped

madly to stop Tinker's shot. He was too late. Tinker fired before Cardona
arrived.

Ti nker was spotting The Shadow as Bogo fell; but Bogo was a fl attened
figure when his pal fired. Tinker's bullet found its mark in Bogo's body.
Bef ore Ti nker could shoot again, The Shadow shoved an automatic over Bogo's
huddl ed shoul der and gave Tinker a return shot.

To Joe Cardona, the result was amazing. He heard the blast of The
Shadow s
gun; felt the wind of a bullet sizzling past his face. Cardona pounced upon
Ti nker; the crook crunpled away from his grasp. The Shadow s tinely stabbed
bull et had finished the second of Cardona's jailers.

THE SHADOW was across the stony room Plucking keys fromthe floor near
Bogo' s body, he unl ocked the upper door. He swung the iron barrier open
noti oned for Cardona to go through. The Shadow gave Joe the keys as he passed.
Jubilantly, Cardona | ed the way.

To Joe Cardona, The Shadow was giving himopportunity to rise fromhis
dungeon and deal surprise to the nmen of crinme who had hel d himprisoner
Backed
by The Shadow, Cardona was headed toward the capture of the rmurderer who had



sl ain Cyrus Brockbright.

Joe Cardona coul d already picture hinself com ng unannounced upon Nick
Shoyden. Al seemed certain of success, since The Shadow had prepared the way.
Cardona did not guess the new surprises that lay in store, after he had passed
that iron door.

Al ong the coming route, Joe Cardona was to encounter facts that only The
Shadow had been keen enough to uncover.

CHAPTER XVI | |
CRI ME DI SCOVERED

THE upper passage was a short one. It ended abruptly at another door
Cardona unlocked it. Arned with a revolver in his right hand, a flashlight in
his left, Joe stepped through into a darkened room

Joe had picked up the revolver and the flashlight from beside Bogo. He
al so had Tinker's revolver in his pocket. The ace was wel | equi pped for any
trouble fromthe gl oony room he entered. Wth the Shadow still close beside
him Cardona flicked a beam of |ight across the room

What Joe saw, amazed him

Instead of an ordinary cellar, of the sort that would |ie beneath an
abandoned house |ike the Hawki ns mansi on, Cardona was in a compact, concrete
room The place was deserted; but beside one wall stood a nachi ne that Cardona
recogni zed as a printing press. Approaching it, Joe saw stacks of printed
paper
that he first thought were currency.

Looki ng cl oser, Cardona saw his nistake. These sheaves were treasury
certificates, of thousand-dollar denonmination. An inmmediate estimate told
Cardona that their total must run close to a nillion dollars; yet the huge
val ues were a sham

The treasury certificates were counterfeit. This underground roomwas the
secret factory where the false certificates were nade

Besi de the printed stacks, Cardona saw bl ank sheets, ready for the press.
He recogni zed the paper, by size and texture, to be the sort that Bogo had
brought the night before to let Joe wite his note to Nick Shoyden

The Shadow suggested that Cardona help hinself to sanples of the false
certificates. Joe approved the suggestion by following it. He bundled a small
packet into his pocket. Wth other work ahead, Cardona was not sure just how
soon he would be able to return to this hidden print shop. It was best to
carry
al ong sone evi dence.

There was anot her doorway ahead. Cardona went through it, cane to an
abrupt flight of steps. He remenbered that they were the ones by which his
captors had carried himdownstairs. Pushing to the top of the steps, Cardona
ran into a solid barrier. He could not open it until The Shadow ai ded hi m
Joe' s cl oaked conpani on di scovered the nmechani smand pressed a small |ever.

A heavy wall swung outward. Using his flashlight guardedly, Cardona
stepped into a long, nmusty roomthat consisted of corridors. On each side were
shel ves; the place was silent as a tonmb. To Cardona, it seemed |ike a sinister
nor gue, where coffins were arranged in |ayers.

Even whil e he noved ahead, Cardona did not guess the nature of the place
that he had entered.

The answer canme when Cardona reached a door at the far end of a corridor
Opening the portal, Joe found steps; he was greeted by clear air and the
flicker of starlight. Only a few yards ahead, he saw the |ighted wi ndows of a
house. Inhaling the fresh air, Cardona | ooked about and saw the building from
whi ch he had just cone.

It was a |l ow, shedlike structure that seened to elongate into the
darkness. Instantly, Cardona guessed the nature of those shelved corridors



t hat
he had passed.
Joe and The Shadow had cone up through Jorridon's mushroom cell ar

REX JORRI DON was the owner of the counterfeiting plant. H's rmushroom
cellar was a blind to cover it. The path through which The Shadow had reached
Cardona's cell was an underground channel designed for energency.

It was Jorridon - not Nick Shoyden - who had arranged Cardona's capture.
Jorridon had sent men down through the underground route to be waiting at the
gl ade when Joe cane along with Hector. No wonder Bogo and Ti nker had | aughed
when Cardona wote a note to N ck

Bogo and Ti nker were thugs whom Jorridon al ways kept underground; they
thought it a great joke that Joe had figured themas N ck's nen. They had kept
up the bluff, probably at Jorridon's order

Cardona's i medi ate reaction was to forget N ck Shoyden, for the present.
The t hought struck himthat N ck was probably far from M dvale; and Kip
Farrick
likewise. Al treachery here - as Cardona saw it - could be attributed to Rex
Jorridon. Cardona had a score to settle with the counterfeiter

Heading toward the lights of Jorridon's house, Cardona nmade for the
near est door.

Qddly, no al arm headed Cardona's approach. The Shadow, stal king through
t he darkness cl ose behind the detective, was on the watch for chance
attackers;
but none came. Apparently, The Shadow had expected this situation, and was
nmerely checking to see that all was well. The nmystery was sol ved when Cardona
reached Jorridon's door and opened it.

Swinging in fromthe darkness, ready with | evel ed revol ver, Joe Cardona
cane upon a dozen nmen. Half of themwere standing in the center of Jorridon's
l[iving room their arns upraised, with shotguns and revolvers useless at their
feet.

The hel pl ess men were Jorridon and his fake hired hands. The others were
busi nesslike fellows with revolvers. A pair of themturned quickly to cover
Cardona when he entered.

Joe saw the | eader of the raiders - a swarthy, mustached nan attired in
brown, with a felt hat of the sane color half tilted over one eye. Cardona
recogni zed himinstantly. The man was Vic Marquette, |long of the secret
service; at present, star investigator for the United States treasury
depart ment .

"HELLO, Cardona." Marquette gave the welcone in a tone that showed no
surprise. "We've been waiting for you. This fell ow Jorridon deni es everything;
he says your note nust have been a fake. We figured you' d show up with the
evi dence. "

"My note?" queried Cardona. "The one | sent to N ck Shoyden?"

"Hear that?" denanded Jorridon, savagely. "Cardona has no evidence,
Marquette. We've got a right to be armed here -"

Mar quette waved an interruption. He handed Cardona a fol ded pi ece of
paper. It was the note that The Shadow had given Harry Vincent to take to New
York. That note was addressed to Marquette; crudely penciled, as if hurried,
it
bore the signature "Cardona."

Instantly, Joe understood. Though he knew not hing of the note, he
realized
that it was The Shadow s work. The note told that Cardona was a prisoner, but
was ready to escape. It called for Vic Marquette to bring a squad of T-nmen to
M dvale, to await a nine o' clock signal fromthe glade and enter by Jorridon's
barn. It prom sed that Cardona would show up after the T-men arrived.



"This note didn't need any notary's seal," declared Marquette, grinly.
"Its paper told that it was a real tip-off! This is the paper that was stol en
from government stock! We've expected to find a flood of counterfeit treasury
certificates comng into circulation. Some are around al ready. W' ve been
hoping to nip the rest."

Cardona produced the sanples fromhis pocket and handed themto
Mar quett e.

The T-man's eyes opened wi de.

"Where did you find these?"

"I'n the fake nmoney plant," replied Cardona. "It's under Jorridon's
mushroom cel l ar. The way's open, Marquette."

"Good work," returned Vic. Hs smle broadened. "It |ooks |ike everything
has broken right. W found a clear path through the barn. W grabbed Jorridon
here; and covered his outside nmen when they cane in.

"Well, Jorridon" - Vic turned to the glowering counterfeiter - "you were
too careless with the way you | eft that paper around. Maybe you'll be nore
cautious next time - say, twenty years or so fromnow That's the soonest
you'll be at |arge again!"

JORRIDON had no reply. He was still trying to figure the whole thing out.
He knew that Cardona could not possibly have sent the note to Marquette. The
only person who could have arranged this climx was H ram Robi nson. Yet
Jorridon was loath to give the gawky visitor credit, even though he knew that
t he supposed Hi ram nust have left the route open through the barn

Marquette did not understand the reason for Jorridon's silence. Vic
prodded the counterfeiter with some further statements.

"Smart stuff, Jorridon," declared the T-man, "the way you shi pped out
those treasury certificates with your nushroomcrates. You had your pal Medl oe
wat ch them at the M dval e depot, and pick up the shiprments, later, in New
Yor k.

A friend of mne spotted sonething phony and tipped me off to it. We'll bag
Medl oe in New York."

Marquette had reference to facts that he had received fromHarry Vincent.
The Shadow s agent had tipped off the T-man, shortly after sending The
Shadow s
note. Cardona, hearing Marquette nmention "a friend," thought instantly of The
Shadow.

In a sense, Joe's conjecture was right; for The Shadow had actual ly
spotted Jorridon's outside man, Medl oe. Harry had nmerely continued with the
trail.

Rex Jorridon | ooked disgruntled; he seemed ready to issue a defiant
chal | enge. Suddenly, his manner changed. A flicker of shrewdness came to his
squari sh face

"Suppose | conme clean," he suggested. "WII| it go easier with ne,

Mar quet t e?"

"Not much," returned Vic. "There's nothing you can tell us, Jorridon."

"There's plenty!" insisted Jorridon. "Not for you, Marquette, but for
Cardona. Since he eased the way for you to get ne, you ought to return the
favor. If it will mean anything to me, 1'll tell Cardona how he can get N ck
Shoyden. "

The statenent brought an i mredi ate response from both Marquette and
Cardona. Jorridon saw that they were interested.

"I had to grab you, Cardona," he declared, "even though I didn't want
you.

I'd have hel ped you, if |I could. You were after the crook who nurdered Cyrus
Brockbright. There's an easy way that you can get him-"

JORRIDON S |i ps suddenly became soundl ess. Looki ng past Cardona, the



cr ook

saw a figure at the opened door. Qthers turned; Marquette spoke a quick order
to

halt the T-men, as they swung to cover the cloaked formthat stepped into

Vi ew.

Mar quette knew The Shadow, he had | ong since guessed that the cl oaked
i nvestigator had aided Cardona. Vic had sinply foll owed The Shadow s cue in
giving full credit to Cardona.

The Shadow s eyes burned toward Rex Jorridon. They had lost all the
listlessness that The Shadow had faked while passing as H ram Hidden |ips
spoke their accusation

"There stands the nurderer!”

Jorridon wilted; half cowered, he waited for the statenents that were to
follow. Joe Cardona was totally anmazed by The Shadow s words; but one gl ance
at
Jorridon told himthat the counterfeiter was the real killer

"Ni ck Shoyden woul d never have nurdered Cyrus Brockbright," declared The
Shadow, in a solem tone. "N ck covered nurder when he conmitted it. The case
of JimKildean, the slain ganbler, stands as proof. N ck, through his open
dealing with Brockbright, nade nurder inpossible.

“I'n planning his swindle, N ck unknowingly interfered with the plans of
another crimnal. That nman was forced to retaliate, to protect his own gane.
He
cane to Brockbright's after N ck had been there. He was the second entrant.

"The facts were plain. Only a hidden killer could have done that murder
That was why | searched into N ck Shoyden's past, to | earn whose trail he had

recently crossed. | came to Mdvale; | learned of Rex Jorridon. | marked him
as

a crimnal and | ooked for his secret gane. Fromthe noment when he first hid
away a sheet of that telltale paper, | had proof of his crine.

"There stands the nurderer of Cyrus Brockbright." The Shadow s forefinger
poi nted straight to the cowering figure of Jorridon. "H s confession can cone
fromhis om lips. He knows that further conceal ment is usel ess!"

LOAERI NG hi s hand, The Shadow turned. Stepping through the doorway, he
bl ended with the darkness. Fromhis |ips came an audi bl e | augh, a whi spered
si bilance of sinister mrth.

The Shadow was | eavi ng Rex Jorridon, nurderer and counterfeiter, in the
hands of the | aw. He was goi ng back through the secret tunnel to the creek
The
Shadow had other scores to settle with another man of crime: Nick Shoyden.

Pat hs had changed. Wil e Joe Cardona and Vic Marquette held the crimna
that both wanted, The Shadow was undertaking a task of his own; one for which
he had made individual preparation. Apparently Cardona and Marquette had seen
the last of The Shadow in connection with this case.

Still, there could be causes for those separated paths to cross again.
Surprise lay in store for both The Shadow and the | aw.

CHAPTER XI X
CRI ME' S LAST THRUSTS

To Joe Cardona, the nost pressing of all matters was to hear Jorridon
talk. One | ook at the nurderous crook told Joe that Jorridon had given up al
hope of bl uff.

Jorridon had good reason to quail. He knew that if he failed to blab, The
Shadow woul d visit himat sone future time, to jog his reluctant nmenory.

"Let's hear it, Jorridon!"



Cardona snapped the order, and Jorridon obeyed it. Wth a hopel ess shrug
of his shoulders, the nurderer began his tale.

"I't was N ck Shoyden who dug up Cyrus Brockbright," declared Jorridon
"Ni ck must have seen the old bird hereabouts and thought he could sell him
this
farm | was renting the place, so |I'd | ook poor. Wen we finished peddling the
treasury certificates, |1'd have been set to | eave here."

Jorridon | ooked about, to see what effect his confessi on was havi ng on

hi s
men. All | ooked dejected; none considered it worth while to halt their
| eader's
tal k.

"W stayed close to the house,"” resuned Jorridon. "I passed as an
educat ed

mushroom grower. Hector - Ezra - the rest of them faked that they were hired
hands. Al except Bogo and Tinker. We had to keep them out of sight. They
stayed below, in the printing room

"One day, Kip Farrick popped in here and wanted to buy the farm He
| ooked

like a crook; | thought maybe he was sonme stoolie working for the T-nmen. Down
at

t he bank the next day, | learned that the farmhad been sold to a J. J.

Bur | ow.

The fell ow had given a New York address.
"I went there and finally spotted Kip Farrick. | trailed himto Nick

Shoyden's fake real estate office. | overheard them nention a deal with Cyrus
Brockbright. | ran into Nick in the corridor outside his office, but he didn't
recogni ze ne. He'd only seen ne froma distance when he was out here with Kip;
and ny clothes were different in New York. | was faking a stoop, too, and

had

gl asses. "

Jorridon nanaged a snile as he recalled his neeting with Nick Shoyden. He
had tricked the racketeer on that trip.

"Ni ck saw Brockbright the next day," continued Jorridon. "By that tinme, |
was keeping cl ose; watching Brockbright's. After Nick cane from Brockbright's

office, | tagged himall around Tines Square. | heard himtel ephone
Brockbright. N ck was going out to Long Island by train. So | did the sane.
"Qutside of Brockbright's hone, I saw Nick go in and cone out. | sneaked

in and went up to Brockbright's study. | found himsitting there, holding the
title deed to this property. He'd bought it fromN ck for thirty thousand
dol | ars.

"So | murdered Brockbright." Jorridon shrugged as he spoke. "Wy not? It
was the one way to clinch things. It threw the blame on Nick. | took the title
deed along with me. Wth it gone, the main link was m ssing. It meant that I
could stay here, finish up and clear out."

Jorridon's eyes narrowed sharply, as they turned toward Joe Cardona.

"WHEN you cane here," snapped Jorridon, "it showed that there'd been a
| eak! You were too close after Nick. | wanted himto stay in the clear for a
while. So | grabbed you. Figured |I'd keep you a while, then croak you or turn
you | oose, according to which | ooked best.

"The next day, Nick and Kip came around here. They've taken over the old
Hawki ns mansi on. They've wanted to snatch nme, either thinking | knew too nuch
about them or guessing that |1'mthe guy who bunped Brockbright and put them
in
bad.

"I"ve been waiting for them M/ plan was to give them some fireworks! |
figured that whether nmy crew killed themor sinply drove them away, we'd be
heroes in either case. |'ve got the county sheriff all primed to back nme up



what ever | do.

"So there's the whole story. | was sitting pretty, just the way | wanted,
when you hounds barged in and queered the set-up!"

Angrily, Jorridon kicked aside a chair; he stepped forward with arns
uprai sed. H s expression becane a gl ower as he | ooked from Cardona to
Mar quett e.

"Al'l right," snarled Jorridon. "lI'mready to go! Which one of you nonkeys
t akes nme?"

BEFORE Cardona or Marquette coul d decide, a shout came froma T-nan. Joe
and Vic responded too |l ate. The connecting door fromthe barn had sprung open
Franed there was a cunni ng-faced, squinty man with | evel ed gun. Behind him
stood a pair of armed foll owers.

The T-nen shifted to give battle. At that instant, the front door opened
and anot her squad of invaders covered them

Arms came up; guns dropped. Cardona and Marquette were hel pl ess al ong
with
the T-nen. Joe stood bew | dered; he had never seen these fellows before. Vic
simply thought that the squinty man was N ck Shoyden

The truth dawned when Cardona and Marquette saw Rex Jorridon pick up a
revolver fromthe floor.

"Great stuff, Medloe!" said Jorridon to the squinty man. "I hoped that
you
had wi sed to sonething in New York. Bringing your crew out here was the
pay- of f
| wanted! Did you see anything of N ck Shoyden's outfit?"

Medl oe shook his head; pointed backward wi th one thunb.

"W canme in fromthe upper road."

"W're all set for a get-away," decided Jorridon. "You keep these scunmy

Feds in a corner, while | take my crew down to the den. W'IlIl clear everything
there. After that, we'll nake a shanbles of the rmushroom cellar! Those boxes
will make swell coffins for these boobs who tried to nab us!"

VWil e Medl oe and five others backed the prisoners to the wall, Jorridon

led his owmn crew fromthe house. Hector and the rest of them had regai ned
their
revol vers. They stacked the shotguns in the corner before they left. Those
weapons, though | oaded, were nerely part of Jorridon's bluff. It was nore
natural for farmhands to carry shotguns than any other type of weapon.

Medl oe told two of his men to gather up the revolvers dropped by the
T-men. Cardona's weapons were picked up al so. Those two revolvers, formerly
owned by crooks, were again in crooked hands.

ALL was silent outside of Jorridon's house when the nmurderer and his crew
went toward the nmushroom shed. Hector and Ezra remai ned outside, to make sure
that no trouble came fromthe creek. They could not hear a single stir in the
night air. But there were whispers, fifty yards away, too distant for themto
hear .

There, in the darkness, two creeping nmen had nmet. They were the forenopst
of Ni ck Shoyden's spies, who had been approachi ng the house at intervals since
dar k.

"Looks |ike no go,"
to-ni ght."

"Yeah," cane the response. "W'd better go back an' tell N ck."

The two separated. Too far fromthe house, they knew nothing of the
causes
that had brought nen fromthat building to the nushroom shed. There was
anot her
wat cher, however, who could guess the truth.

whi spered one. "Jorridon's got too nmany guys around



That observer was The Shadow. He had come up fromthe creek, closing in
to
check on Nick's spies after he had noted the position of the assenbled crew
bel ow. The Shadow | ost no tinme in making his next nove.

Swiftly, but silently, The Shadow approached t he house. Unseen by Hector
and Ezra, he reached a |iving-roomw ndow. He peered in upon the changed
scene.

The Shadow recogni zed Medl oe; he knew instantly what had happened.

Surprise attack was possible; but it introduced a terrific hazard. If The
Shadow, al one, began gunfire, he could not draw away enough guards to free the
prisoners. To make his thrust, The Shadow needed far nore tumult than even a
pair of automatics could produce.

There was a way to gain the effect he needed. Swiftly, The Shadow | eft
t he
wi ndow, skirted through darkness past the nmushroom shed. Rising, out of view
fromthe house, The Shadow blinked a flashlight.

Two short blinks and a | ong one. The Shadow counted five. Then gave a
| ong
flash and two short ones. The signal given, The Shadow noved back toward the
f ar mhouse.

He had not long to wait beside the window His signal had been seen by
Ni ck before the creeping spies had returned. Confident that an attack was
possi ble, Nick's whole crew were coming up the hill. A thug stunbled as they
neared the mushroomcellar. Instantly, lanterns glowed in the hands of Hector
and Ezra.

@uns barked fromthe fists of Nick's full crew. Shots were blasting al ong
a wide front. Hector and Ezra opened fire of their own, dousing their |lanterns
as they did. Up fromthe cellar cane Jorridon and the others, to join the
battl e.

I nsi de the house, The Shadow saw Medl oe wheel to the door. The squinty
crook ordered three of his men outside. As they went, he turned toward the
prisoners to yap:

"A nmove fromany one of you - we'll punmp you full of lead -

MEDLCE' S threat ended as The Shadow crashed the wi ndow sash with a nmighty
sl edge of an automatic. Comi ng through from darkness, he ainmed a gun for
Medl oe. The squinty crook swng to fire. The Shadow s first shot dropped him
Medl oe's last pair of followers had the bead on The Shadow as he cl eared

the window sill. Viciously, they wanted to get the cl oaked foe whomthey
recogni zed; but they never had a chance. The Shadow had counted on what was
com ng.

Mar quette, Cardona and a flood of T-nmen | anded on the crooks and bow ed
themto the floor. They pounded the thugs into conplete sensel essness;
snat ched
away their guns, to prepare for conming fray. It was due. Medl oe's other three
men had heard the shots and were coning back through the front.

The Shadow halted themin the doorway. Hi s quick barrage clipped one and
sent the others scudding. Joe, Vic and the T-nmen were grabbing the stacked
shotguns. Led by The Shadow, they sallied forth. The cl osest point of attack
was the entrance to the nushroomcellar. The Shadow s automatics tongued an
opening fire toward that spot.

Jorridon and his crew responded. They had no other choice, for the attack
was a flank one. Until then, they had been shooting over the top of the shed,
keeping Nick's horde at a distance. Revolvers barked in reply to The Shadow s
first fire; but the crooks found their fusillade short-1lived.

Marquette and his T-nmen let themhave it with the shotguns. Those
doubl e- barrel ed weapons were | oaded with solid ball cartridges. Crooks were
easy targets, congregated at the doorway of the mushroom cellar. They spraw ed
al |l about the steps.



The Shadow | ed the dash that brought the T-nmen to the crippled crooks.
Nick's outfit ceased its fire, thinking that some of their own nmen had
out fl anked Jorridon. Cardona and Marquette snatched up unfired revol vers;

T- men
did the sane. The Shadow opened the next attack across the top of the shed.

This time, Nick and his nobbies were the targets. Spreading, the crooks
fromacross the creek withstood the first fire; then charged the | ow shed.
T-men were out of ammunition; only The Shadow was keeping up the defense, with
a spare brace of automatics. Crime seened to have gai ned the edge.

Then cane the counterthrust.

Lights blinked fromthe | ower slope. Rifles began to crackle, as new
mar ksnen spotted the driving crooks. Thugs dropped weapons, threw up their
hands in surrender; all but three.

NI CK, Kip and Pink were that trio. Savagely, they ainmed for the new
i nvaders, only to go sprawing as rifles drilled fromcloser range. N ck and
Pink fell simultaneously. Kip was the last. The ratty crook's face showed an
ugly grimace, as he toppled beside the flattened body of N ck Shoyden

The Shadow was ready atop the shed when a nove cane from below. Up from
the huddl ed fornms of fake farm hands cane one attacker. Rex Jorridon had
dropped with his wounded crew. He was waiting for his one chance to get The
Shadow.

He jabbed a revolver for the cl oaked figure. Before he could fire, The
Shadow st abbed a shot for the nmurderer's gun arm

That bullet was The Shadow s |last. He had reserved it for Jorridon
Snarling, the nmurderer sprang away; broke fromthe clutch of Cardona and
Mar quette, who sought equal shares in his capture. Springing fromshelter,
Jorridon cane into the path of gleaming electric lanterns carried by the
riflemen who were up fromthe creek

There was no mistaking Jorridon's intention to kill. H's wounded armdid
its best to aim H s face was venonous as he swung about in the light. Rifles
crackl ed spontaneously. Jorridon jolted in air; cane down face-first upon the
turf. Three bullets had spelled the nurderer's finish

THOUGH armazed by the sudden arrival of so many reserves, Cardona and
Marquette were pronpt to join the riflemen. They saw a grimfaced man with a
sheriff's badge. Wen he | earned who Cardona and Marquette were, he nodded.

"I"'m Sheriff C ayborne," he explained. "Over from Yarnouth. Brought along
a posse of twenty nen. Had a call froma fellow naned Vincent. He said I'd
find
Ni ck Shoyden and Kip Farrick in the old Hawki ns mansion, if | came there soon
after nine.

"They weren't there; but there was signs that they had been. Vincent said
somet hi ng about you fell ows being over here, |ooking in on some crooked work
done by Rex Jorridon. So we were on our way across when the shooting began

Agai n, The Shadow had scored in his noves agai nst men of crinme. He had
expected to drive back Nick's crew, by starting a surprise fire. He had
arranged for the sheriff to be on hand and round up the fleeing crooks.
Changi ng plans, he had counted on the posse to cross the creek and arrive when
it did.

Bef ore the sheriff could speak further, his head tilted as though he had
heard sone unexpl ai nabl e sound. His hand cane up for silence.

O hers heard the token that had reached his ears. It cane fromthe path
to
the glen, a weird, chilling laugh that was ghostli ke beneath the starlight.

The sound faded - an eerie, trailing tone that signified departure. Its
| ast echoes answered, responding with their note of triunph. Two listeners -
Marquette and Cardona - recogni zed that strange synmbol of victory; for they



had
heard it before.

It was the triunmph | augh of The Shadow.

Hardly woul d The Shadow get back to his sanctumin the heart of New York
before the call would cone for his services in the nation's capital. To
Washi ngt on, The Shadow would go - to lend - as Lanobnt Cranston - his aid in
uncovering a "Washington Crime" as full of international intrigue as is the
Washi ngt on Monunent hi gh!

Forei gn enbassi es and even the War Departnment woul d becone invol ved
before
The Shadow di scl osed the international masterm nd behind the "Washi ngton
Crime!"

THE END



