HOUSE OF SI LENCE
by Maxwel | G ant

As originally published in "The Shadow Magazine," July 15, 1937.

Gimand foreboding as death itself, the House of Silence guarded well
its
i mpregnabl e secret. Then from hidden |ips of The Shadow cane nocki ng | aughter
that pierced the stillness, to bring to light the terrible secret that |ong
had
remai ned hi dden

CHAPTER |
HOUSE OF DEATH

THE ol d house | ooned gloony in the drizzle. Heavy cl ouds had brought an
early dusk; increasing darkness hovered, ready to swallow the squatty mansion
that |lay beneath its envel oping folds.

An odd house, this one. It forned a conspicuous |andmark on the outskirts
of Aurora, a small and sl eepy Southern city. The house, however, did not
differ
greatly fromother old residences in this vicinity. It was one of those
decadent
mansi ons that dated back to the past century.

Two stories high, with an abbreviated third floor rising like a stunpy
conning tower fromthe front portion of the roof. Such was the house itself.
Gray walls gave it the appearance of a fortress. Iron shutters made it | ook as
t hough besi eged, for those barriers were closed.

The house was situated on a corner; the grounds about it were girded by a
wal | of the same gray stone as the house. Though the wall was nore than six
feet high, it had evidently been regarded insufficient as a barrier; for the
bul war k was topped with a squatty, sharp-pointed picket fence. The wall had
one
gate; this was a heavy door with pickets running across the arch that topped
it.

The grounds, though narrow, were deep; and the house stood well back from

the front wall, on higher ground. That fact enabl ed passers to see the
shuttered wi ndows of the l[ower floor. View of the |awn was inpossible; but the
trunks of magnolia trees were visible, rising above the wall. The whiteness of
t he magnolia bl oons was the one feature that offset the gri mess of the
squatty

house.

OGak trees towered the side street; also froman open | awn on the other
side of the fenced-off grounds. Dusk changed these rugged trees into fantastic
manmot hs, extending their huge, gnarled |inbs to encroach upon forbidden
preserves. The wall seenmed like a stunbling block that staved off the invasion
of the oaks.

A fanciful picture, but it was very real to the young nman who st ood
acr oss
the front street. He was slender of build, this visitor; his olive-drab
rai ncoat
gave his figure sleekness. Hi s face was tanned; his eyes held an eager
glisten.

There was sonething reflective in his manner, as he puffed a stubby briar

pi pe.



DUSK deepened as the young man gazed. At |ast, the observer turned about
and started to stroll away. He paused as he neared the corner across fromthe
ol d house. There he saw the lights of a small filling station

A brawny man, clad in a dripping poncho, was staring noodily fromthe
doorway of the two-story shack that had been converted into a service station.

A car rolled in fromthe front street. The brawny man cane out to wait on

t he custoner. The young man with the pipe saw opportunity for conversation
He enmptied his briar by tapping it against his heel; then strode into the
space

that fronted the filling station

The brawny proprietor was talking to the custoner in the car. The
aut onobi | e had stopped at the nearest gasoline standard, one which was
unlighted. The proprietor was nmotioning the driver farther up the line.

"We've got no Coronet gasoline,"” he was inform ng. "That tank's enpty.
What' s that?"

Then, in response to a query fromthe car, he added:

"Yeah we used to carry Coronet. But they didn't deliver regular. | quit
ordering fromthem Pure Blue's a good gas... Ten gallons? Al right."
The young man with the pipe watched the filling of the gasoline tank

Looki ng toward the decrepit service station, he saw the name "R HENG.E"
pai nted on a sign. He decided that the brawny man rmust be Hengl e.

He waited until the car pulled away; then he stepped forward and accosted
t he husky man before the latter could return to the service station

"M . Hengle?"

The brawny man swung about, stared at his questioner, then snapped:

"How d you know my nane?"

"Saw it on the sign," returned the young man, pocketing his briar pipe.
"l
wanted to ask you a question about the old house across the way."

Hengl e | ooked puzzl ed.

"How | ong has it been enpty?" queried the young nan.

"That house?" returned Hengle, gruffly. "It ain't enpty. There's people
living in there."

It was the young nan's turn to show surprise

"Been there about five years," added Hengle. "Leastw se, that's what 1've
heard. |'ve only owned this station during this past year."

"So people live there," mused the young man. "Wo are they?"

"Don't ask me," grunted Hengle. Then, sharply: "But what is it to you,
anyway ?"

The young man snil ed.

"I was born in that house," he remarked, in remniscent tone. "I I|ived
there, all through boyhood. Then I went away; afterward, the famly sold the
old place. My nanme's Hallison. Jack Hallison."

THE young man turned toward Hengl e as he spoke. The service station
proprietor |ooked bl ank.

"l suppose ny name neans nothing," decided the young man, bitterly. "It's
been ten years since our famly noved out. Ten years - maybe | onger. W used
to
be wel | -known in Aurora.

"You know, M. Hengle, I've often thought of buying back the old house
some day. Particularly with real estate as lowas it is. | came into Aurora,
this afternoon; left nmy luggage at the Aurora Hotel and came out this way on
the trolley line.

"Just to take a |l ook at the old honestead. | was rather glad when it
| ooked enpty. But since there are people living there, | suppose |I'd better go
in and introduce nyself. 1'd |like to know their nane, though."

Hengl e delivered a guffaw.
"Not much chance of finding that out,’

he asserted. "Nor of going in



there, neither. Those folks live to thenselves."
Jack Hallison raised his eyebrows, quizzically.
"Some ol d codger owns the place," added Hengle. "There's an old | ady
l'ives
there, too; that is, if she ain't dead. Nobody's seen her about the place for
the last six nonths."
"If she were dead," remarked Jack, "there would have been a funeral."
"There was a funeral once, so people tell ne. But there was two old
| adi es
living there then. One of '"emdied. There's an old servant in the place,
besi des
the old man and the old |lady. Then there's -
"Qt hers?" queried Jack, as Hengl e paused.
"I"'mjust figgering," returned the brawny nman. "The girl - yeah, she was
there before | cane here. But the young fell ow nmust have showed up | ater
Yeah.
That's the way it was. Five of "emnow, two old fol ks, two young ones and the

servant. | heard his nane froma huckster. It's Beale."
Hengl e t hunmbed toward the gate.
"There's a bell in that wall," he stated "and you could ring it forever

wi t hout getting any answer. |'ve seen people try it. They've tried the gate,
too. It's always | ocked."

"But what about the huckster?"

"He went to the back. There's another gate there -

"I's that gate | ocked?"

"Not in the daytime, | don't think. Because those people have got to eat.
The baker goes in there; the butcher, too. Sonetines the young fellow fromthe
drug store."

"And they neet Beal e?"

"At the back door, | reckon. | never bothered rmuch about it, though. If
folks wants to live to thenmselves, let them That's ny notto."

The young man stood staring at the house. Its bulk was al nost invisible
for darkness was near fulfillment. Hengle stood by moodily. At last, Jack
Hal | i son spoke:

"Good night. Thanks for the information."

HALLI SON strode away, |eaving Hengl e beside the unused gasoline standard.
Reaching the street, Jack turned in the direction of the trolley line. He
wal ked fifty yards, crossed over and strolled back toward the ol d house. Wen
he neared the barred gate, Jack | ooked across the street.

Hengl e was no longer in view The service station owner had gone back
into
hi s shack.

Jack chuckl ed softly to hinmself as he passed the gate. He kept on to the
corner, turned along the wall and followed it until he cane to a little |ane
in
back. There he found the rear gate.

Jack Hallison lighted a match, cupped the flame in his hands and studied
the stout barrier at close range.

Heavy gates, |ike the picket points above the wall, were innovations that
t he present owner of the house had introduced. They were warnings to strangers
to keep away. Jack Hallison, however, did not regard hinself as an entire
stranger about these premi ses.

He used another match to | ook for the bell beside the gate. He found
none.

Jack wondered how delivery nen made their arrival known; for raps at this gate
could scarcely carry to the house. Perhaps the gate was | eft unl ocked when
delivery men were expected.

Jack tried the gate. It gave. Al nost mechanically, he stepped into the



grounds and softly closed the gate behind him Hi s fingers stroked a bolt on
the inner side. Probably the servant, Beale, had forgotten to | ock the gate.
Jack decided that this was a |ucky break

Strai ght ahead, along a weedy gravel path so soft that it felt like a
awn, then slightly to the right; that would bring Jack to the back door, near
the corner of the house.

Jack Hallison had wal ked this path often in the past. He crossed the
rai n-soaked space, arrived at the door and felt about for a bell. There was
none. About to knock, Jack paused; he felt for the doorknob. Curiosity made
hi m
wonder whet her this door, like the gate, had been | eft unl ocked.

Slow y, Jack turned the knob. The door creaked inward. Jack felt the dank
nmusti ness of a passage. He recogni zed this darkened spot. It was an entry that
led to the kitchen at the left; to a hallway straight ahead.

Jack found the kitchen door; it was |ocked. He decided to nove forward to
the hall. There he would find another door. If unlocked, that barrier would
give himaccess to the front of the house. He could see for hinmself if there
were lights within this ancient mansion; if people actually lived here, as
Hengl e had decl ared. Jack had begun to doubt that the house was occupi ed.

Jack found the door in the darkness. He placed his hand upon the knob
this door, like the one to the kitchen, was |ocked. As Jack still tried it
cautiously, he heard a creak behind him Then a dull slam It was the back
door, that he had | eft open

SUDDEN doubt gripped Jack Hallison. The young man groped back to the door
t hrough whi ch he had entered. He seized the knob, rattled it; the door was
| ocked. The trick had been done automatically. Jack was in a trap

I nstinct warned hi mof immnent danger; but he could not guess from what
spot it mght strike.

Jack groped forward toward the door of the entry. On his left was the
ki tchen door; on his right, a smooth wall. The door at the inner end m ght be
the best outlet after all. If he rapped there, soneone would surely answer.
Jack felt that he could explain matters to the satisfaction of any questioner

Only five paces further to the door he wanted; yet Jack failed to reach
the barrier he wanted. He heard a creak ahead of him He thought it m ght be
someone who had heard him someone about to open the hallway door. Then, where
fl oor had been, Jack encountered nothi ngness.

The creak had been the |l owering of a trapdoor in the floor. Jack uttered
a
sharp gasp as his left foot dropped dowward. He groped madly as he lost his
bal ance; then sprawl ed downward, helplessly, into a pit of total blackness.

The drop ended abruptly, upon concrete eight feet below Jack rolled
si deways as he took the jolt. H's head thunped a wall. Hi s nmomentary groan was
stifled. From above cane a creak that Jack did not hear. It was the trap-door
cl osi ng.

Hush was heavy in that space beneath the floor. Even the sound of
breat hi ng seened absent. Unconscious, Jack Hallison lay a prisoner in a house
that held the atnmosphere of death.

CHAPTER |
THE GREEN FLARE

VI EVED from out si de, the old house gave no token of the event that had
occurred within its walls. Solemm and sedate, sphinxlike in its silence, no
one
woul d have regarded it as a place of nmenace. Jack Hallison's m sfortune was
somet hi ng that no outsider could suspect.



In fact, the very seclusion of the house was lulling; it gave the
i npression that conplete quiet pervaded this entire district. A stranger
passi ng the house on his way to the center of Aurora, woul d have supposed t hat
the town nust also be in a state of cal mess. Such an opi ni on, however, would
have been incorrect.

Less than a mile south of the old house was a lighted district where
excitement ruled. There stood the Aurora Hotel, the tallest building in the
town; and in its glittering | obby were groups of buzzing talkers. Their thene
was crime; in strained tones they discussed dread events that had struck close
to Aurora.

Wthin the past five days, two banks had been robbed less than thirty
mles fromAurora. A watchman had been nurdered at one bank. Later, a State
pol i ceman had been shot down in cold blood while patrolling a | onely highway.
An enpty cottage had been marked as a hide-out; but crimnals had left it.

Aurora, built upon a series of slopes, was in the center of a hilly
region. Towns were few, outlaws could find many spots of refuge. Posses woul d
be usel ess. The only hope of finding the crooks lay with Federal agents. Runor
had it that Feds were about, working undercover. Such was the opinion of the
tal kers in the hotel | obby.

Though none in Aurora guessed it, there was another factor upon which the
| aw coul d depend. Fromthe w ndow of a top-story roomin the Aurora Hotel
keen
eyes were peering out through the darkness that blanketed the street |ights.
The
wat cher was The Shadow, naster investigator who hunted men of crine. News of
t he
robberi es had brought The Shadow to Aurora.

The Shadow was regi stered under the nane of Henry Arnaud; he wore a
count enance that bore a maskli ke, hawki sh appearance. Dressed in dark cl ot hes,
he was equi pped to foray through the thick darkness offered by a drizzly night
like this. For the present, however, The Shadow preferred the gl oom of the
hotel room and with good reason

Stationed in a room nunbered 1412, The Shadow had opened a wi ndow to
listen for sounds that mght come from 1410. The room next door was al so
occupi ed; its wi ndow, too, was open. The Shadow knew that a nman was wat chi ng
fromthe other wi ndow He had seen the fellow earlier, in the |obby.

The man next door was a crook known as "Blink" Torgue. Blunt of profile,
he had changed since The Shadow had |ast seen him for Blink had sonewhere
undergone an operation in plastic surgery that had elim nated heavy jow s and
rai sed overhangi ng eyebrows. But Blink had not |ost the habit that had gai ned
hi m hi s ni cknane.

The Shadow had seen the fellow blink his eyes while in the |obby. Blink
was farsighted, which gave hi munusual ability with a gun at |ong range; but
he
screwed his face when he observed objects close at hand.

Learning that Blink was registered in 1410, under the nane of Holley, The
Shadow had trailed himupstairs and had entered the room next door. The Shadow
had divined that Blink was waiting for sonething. The Shadow was al so on the
| ookout for whatever m ght occur

SOVETHI NG flickered fromthe bl anketed darkness: a monentary dab of white
light. Then, a vivid splash fromgloom cane a rising blaze like that of a
torch. It was a flare, its color a brilliant green. It wavered like a
will-o0' -the-w sp. Suddenly, darkness swallowed it.

The light was a signal to Blink Torgue. Its col or probably bore
significance. A green light; its direction was definite to The Shadow, but its
di stance sonething that could not be cal cul ated t hrough rainy darkness. The
Shadow coul d class it only as a signal froma hillside.

The task was to watch Blink Torgue. Stepping to a | edge outside the



wi ndow. The Shadow fol |l owed a slippery parapet. Slowy, he reached the opened
wi ndow of 1410; |istened, but heard nothing. Entering, The Shadow used a
flashlight.

Bl i nk Torgue was gone.

The crook had departed with his |luggage, the nonent that he had spied the
green flare. Further proof that Blink Torgue, ex-racketeer from Manhattan, had
been on the | ookout for the signal. The Shadow knew that Blink could not have
traveled far. The Shadow s course was to follow

He went out by the door of 1410, rang for an el evator and descended to
t he
| obby. Blink was not there. The Shadow wal ked to the street.

A man in a waiting coupe saw the face of Henry Arnaud and gave a hand
nmoti on. The Shadow entered the coupe. The clean-cut driver was one of his
agents, a man named Harry Vincent. The Shadow had stationed hi moutside to be
on the watch for Blink Torgue.

Pointing to a car that had noved fromthe curb ahead, Harry reported:

"Bl ink hopped into that sedan. A fellow was waiting for him-"

The Shadow commanded with a single word:

"Fol | o "

The sedan swung right, whirling southward, as if its driver was glad to
be
rid of the city traffic. Harry was half a bl ock behind; he duplicated the
maneuver when they reached the corner. The sedan had stretched its advantage
to
a block. It was swinging left.

The thin suburbs of Aurora offered no delaying traffic. Two cars were
roaring forth into the night.

The sedan had gai ned nore distance. Its headlights were bobbing above the
uneven surface of an old paved road. It was likely that Blink and his driver
realized that they were being foll owed

HARRY VI NCENT drove the accelerator to the floor board. Taking a slight
gradi ent, the coupe kept pace with the fleeing sedan. Harry darted a quick
glance to his right. He saw The Shadow s hand, gripping a .45 automatic. The
Shadow had thrust the weapon through the opened wi ndow.

Both cars were maki ng seventy. The jouncing was terrific, but Harry
handl ed the wheel grimy. If he could carve a few dozen yards fromthe
i nterveni ng space, The Shadow woul d have opportunity. Shots fromthat
automatic
could find the sedan's rear tires, despite the difficulty of firing fromthe
speedi ng, jolting coupe.

The sedan whi zzed past a slight turn in the road; for the monent, its
taillight was lost. Then the glow cane into view again, gaining. Blink's
driver
knew the tricks of this road and was hol ding his advantage over Harry.

Anot her turn; this time, Harry, sped for it. The coupe shrieked as it hit
the curve, but Harry managed the twi st with precision and the roadworthy car
responded. They held to the hi ghway.

One nonmentary flash of the red taillight; then the sight was gone. The
sedan had turned into a side road, nearly one hundred yards ahead. Harry was
ready when he neared the spot. He wheeled hard to the right, he struck a nuddy
gravel road that curved off through the woods.

The sedan was out of sight when they struck a straight stretch. Then cane
a curve, another short piece of straight road, with a wooden bridge near the
end of it. Under Harry's inpetus, the coupe | eaped to cover the brief stretch
to the bridge.

Instantly came The Shadow s voice, with a single word:

"Brakes!"

Instinctively, Harry jamed the brake pedal, though he could see no



nenace
inthe glare of the brilliant headlights. As the coupe | essened its great
speed,
it jounced heavily toward the little bridge. The steering wheel was tw sted
suddenly fromHarry's grasp. The Shadow had clutched it; his hard turn threw
the car into a skid.

Sli ppi ng sideways, the coupe made a final turnabout. Rear wheels first,
it
slid onto the bridge. Brakes were | ocked; the coupe had not left the road. But
fromthe bridge came a splintering;, beans gave, the car dropped downward and
tilted crazily.

Harry Vincent stared strai ght upward. The headl anps were pointing toward
a
patch of overhanging treetops. The Shadow had halted the coupe upon the brink
of
the wi de creek. The bridge had col |l apsed beneath the car's weight, but the
coupe
itself was unw ecked.

THE reason cane suddenly to Harry Vincent. The Shadow had seen a ford
t hat
crossed a stream beside this bridge. The headlights had shown himw de tire
tracks; he had instantly foreseen danger

Blink Torgue's sedan had crossed the creek through the shallow ford,
| eavi ng a weakened bridge for the pursuing coupe. Crooks must have previously
renoved a barrier fromacross the road.

The Shadow s | augh was grimand sibilant. The chase was off; it would be
an hour, perhaps, before he and Harry could | ever the coupe up to the solid
road. But The Shadow had escaped the trap that nen of crinme had hoped woul d
doom all followers

Bl i nk Torgue woul d not guess the identity of the relentless investigator
who had gained and lost his trail.

The Shadow woul d pl an new tactics for tonorrow. The crine that had
swanped
Aurora was due to give The Shadow a greater struggle than he had anti ci pat ed.

CHAPTER 1 |
THE SNARE THAT FAI LED

ALTHOUGH The Shadow s trail had been shortened, the master sleuth had
escaped a doom which Blink Torgue had certainly intended for any pursuer. A
crash at high speed would probably have nmeant death for both The Shadow and
Harry Vi ncent.

By quick work with the wheel, The Shadow had added to Harry's pronpt
action with the brakes. Half a dozen mles outside of Aurora, they were faced
with no greater problemthan that of righting the coupe and returning to the
city. But on the outskirts of the town itself, was a man whose life still lay
at stake.

That man was Jack Hallison. Stunned by his drop through the floor of the
ol d house, Jack had been slow to regai n consciousness. H s eyes, when they
opened, saw nothing; for Jack lay within conplete darkness. Hi s head aching
furiously, Jack would have closed his eyes again, except for an odd sound that
forced his attention

Thrumm - thrumm -

The nuffl ed beat was a | ong, sustained tattoo. A noise that canme from
beyond some wall. Orinous in its regularity, the sound indicated that a
mechani sm was at work. Jack sensed it as a threat.



The prisoner tried to rise. Hs left leg gave. The fall had given hima
severe knee sprain. Jack thrust his right hand sideways. H's fingers touched a
nmetal lic surface. The cold sheet carried a vibration, sinultaneous with the
denoni sh t hr unmi ng.

There was pressure, barely perceptible at first. A proof that a netal
wal
was nmoving i nward. Jack stretched his left arm H's hand encountered a sinilar
surface. It, too, was pushing inward. A grimgasp escaped the prisoner's |ips.

Seated on the stone floor, Jack funbled for his match box. He found it,
lighted a match; the flanme was vivid in these linited confines. Raising the
mat ch, Jack saw the extent of his prison

At one end was a stone wall; at the other, a metal door equipped with a
smal | cl osed w cket. Above, hidden by fringes of gloom was the trapdoor
t hrough whi ch he had dropped. It was out of Jack's reach

At either side were the netal walls. They captured full attention, for
they were the nenace of this prison. The dying match flame showed the
trenbling
as the walls vibrated. Jack groaned. Those massive bul kheads were slowy
pressing toward him

How | ong they had been at work, Jack did not know. He had not been
consci ous, to exam ne the extent of his cell when he had first reached this
devilish pit. But fromthe steady pressure that the walls were receiving, Jack
could guess that a dozen minutes nmore would bring death.

Thrumm - thrumm -

Doom seened sure. Those walls were heavy. They woul d crush when they cane
toget her. They had been designed to squeeze the life fromany unfortunate who
mght lie within their paths. There was only one hope: the door with the
wi cket .

JACK craw ed toward the metal door. He clawed at its surface, fighting in
t he darkness. Despite the twi nges of his crippled knee, he came upright and
clung to the bars of the closed wicket. Frantically, he tried to call for aid.
He beat wildly at the w cket itself using one hand while the others clutched
the bars.

Hal f a minute of frenzy. The prisoner lost his hold. As his knee caved,
Jack sprawl ed backward. His right shoul der struck one wall; his left hand
pressed the other. The walls of doom had cone cl oser

Thrumm - thrumm -

The nonotony of the nechani smwas maddening. It was a beat of death; a
power agai nst which there was no chance to strive. Jack's |lips were counting,
gasping the strokes as if to nunber the | ast nonents of life that remained to
hi m

dick

A new sound arrived unexpectedly, am d the thrums of the machine. Wth
it,

a shaft of light. The wi cket had opened. Staring, Jack saw a face beyond the
bars. The features of a young man, frozen in horror

Jack panted a call for aid. He knew that this arrival could see his

plight.

dick

The wi cket went shut. The face was gone. Jack groaned. His brain was
whirring. He wondered whet her the face had been an illusion; or whether it had
been t he countenance of sone evil inquisitor, cone to eye himat the point of
deat h.

Thrumm - thrumm - thrumm -

Wth final beat, the jamm ng walls were pressing hard agai nst both of
Jack's shoul ders. Wth a withe, the prisoner rolled sideways, in a futile
effort to avoid that crushing squeeze that seenmed sure to come. Then, from
beyond the walls, cane a | ast token



Thrumm -
The nuffl ed nmenace ended. Vibration ceased within the sheets of netal
t hat
held their victimlike an iron claw. Tense nonents of stillness; then another
click at the w cket. Looking upward, Jack saw the face again. He heard hands
wor ki ng at a | ock.
Jack gasped his thanks. He was saved by this tinmely rescuer. The
stream ng
light fromthe w cket showed Jack's face, pale and sweat-streaked. Rusted
bol ts
shri eked. A door swung open, throwing nore light into the narrowed cell.
Pressing his hands against the walls, Jack Hallison cane al nbst upright;
then faltered and toppled outward into the strong arns of the man who had
saved
hi m

WHEN Jack Hallison fully grasped his new surroundi ngs, he found hinself
propped against the wall of a large cellar. Beside Jack was the young man who
had aided him- a chap whose face was handsone, despite its expression of
concer n.

Bl ur ended. Jack studied the well-forned countenance of his rescuer. He

saw a young, squarish, Iight-conpl exioned visage, with brown eyes that peered
from beneath, straight brows. The latter were matched by a trim pointed

nmust ache above straight [ips. Brows and nustache were dark and snooth, |ike

t he

rescuer's hair.
The man was holding a cup filled with water. He pressed it to Jack's
lips.

Jack swal | owed eagerly, then let his head sink back against the wall. His
rescuer stepped aside and placed the cup upon a broken table.
Jack could see beyond him to the far wall. There, the door to the cel

stood open. Jack could observe the glisten of the metal walls that were
noti onl ess wi t hin.

Jack' s rescuer seated himself in a chair near the wall. He extended a
hand
in greeting. Jack gripped it, weakly.

"My nane," remarked the rescuer, "is Glbert El dron. And yours?"

"Jack Hallison," panted Jack. "I - | used to live in this house, years

ago. That's why - wh -"

"Why you cane here? | understand. But you nade a great m stake! Wat
happened? Did you find the back door open?"

Jack nodded. Eldron clenched his fists and stared upward. H s expression
was one of futile anger, toward someone whom Jack guessed nust be on the fl oor
above.

"I thought there was a trap,"” nmuttered Eldron. "I tried to question
Beal e,
because he could have told ne. But it was no use. Beale is the tool of Peter
Langrew "

He paused; then | ooked toward Jack

"Death threatened you," declared Eldron, his tone strained. "I saved you
fromit. But you are not yet clear. Nor aml. In a sense, we are both
hel pl ess.
| have wondered, sonetines, what night happen to ne if | tried to |leave this
house. At last, | have discovered what nmy fate would be."

He gestured significantly toward the opened cell

"I came here voluntarily," resuned Eldron, tensely. "I was adnitted

because | was a distant relative of old Peter Langrew. He wel comed ne; then
made it plain that | was never to | eave wi thout his perm ssion, something that
he has not yet granted.



"I felt the nenace of this house. | stayed, because of Beth Kindell.
could not | eave her in Langrew s power. But | shall tell you nore of this
| ater. How | happened to rescue you is the nost inportant matter."

ELDRON paused reflectively. He | ooked about and pointed out old cellar
wi ndows. They were fortified with bulky iron shutters, bolted into place.

"I have free run," stated Eldron, bitterly, "because there is no way out.
| have kept on friendly terns with old Langrew. That is why he has allowed ne
| eeway. Tonight, | heard machinery begin to drum

"l was unwatched. | canme down here. | saw the w cket in the bolted door
I
managed to open the wicket; then | spied you, Hallison, trapped between those
crushing walls. The bolts of the door were rusted. | could not have opened it
in tine.

"But | saw the wall switch, half hidden by that shelf beside the door."
As
El dron pointed, Jack noticed the switch. "I chanced it. The machi nery stopped.
Then | had time to work upon the bolts. It was fortunate that | did not attack
themfirst. Had | done so, | would have been del ayed too | ong to save you."

Jack managed to gasp feeble thanks. His eyes went half shut. Eldron
realized Jack's weakened condition. He | eaned forward and cl apped a hand upon
Jack' s shoul der.

"You know t his house," whispered Eldron. "OF course, you remenber the old
corner room past the back stairs?"

"On the second floor," nunbled Jack, "past the back stairs. The corner
room | remenber -"

"I can put you there. The roomis furnished, but is used only as a
storeroom No one will know that you are there."

Jack nodded feebly.

“I"1l help you upstairs,"” added Eldron. "By the back way, Hallison; brace
yourself for the trip. | think that we can dodge Beale. He's the only person
who m ght spy us."

Thanks to Eldron, they made little noise ascending the stairs. They cane
to a closed door, which Jack knew opened into the kitchen. He rmunbl ed t hat
recol l ection to El dron, who whispered for silence. Eldron snapped a |ight
switch. The glow fromthe cellar was extingui shed.

" St eady, old man!"

As he whi spered the adnonition, Eldron turned the doorknob. He pressed
t he
barrier; he and Jack peered into a kitchen. There they saw a st oop-shoul dered
man seated at a bare table, reading. The fellow s face was sol etm and
cadaverous. Hi s head was al nost bald; the thin hair that fringed it was
nottl ed
bl ack and gray.

El dron gripped Jack, to hold himon the topnost step. They waited,
wat ching, ready to slide back to cover. Then came a buzzing sound. The
cadaverous man arose and stal ked through the front door of the kitchen

"That was Beal e," whi spered Eldron. "I hoped that Langrew ni ght sunmon
him The old man calls himabout this tinme every night. This is our chance.
Let's go."

JACK was already on the nove, thrusting his right foot first. He knew the
way to the back stairs that led to the second fl oor. Warningly, Eldron
restrai ned Jack fromtoo great progress.

They reached the second floor. Jack recogni zed the old hallway and
smi | ed.
He shifted toward the doorway of the corner room Then a shrill voice startled
hi m



"Beal e!" The call cane froma front room "Beale!"
"It's Theodora Langrew," whispered Eldron. "Od Peter's half-sister
She's
an invalid -
"Beal e! "
Moti oni ng Jack toward the door of the corner room Eldron responded:
"What is it, Mss Langrew?"

"I't's you, hey?" canme the shrill voice. "All right, Glbert. | just
wonder ed who was trai psing about, out there in the hall. \Were's Beal e?"

"Downstairs, Mss Langrew "

"You'll do, then. Fetch me a pitcher of ice water, please."

"Ri ght away."

El dron turned about. Jack had made the door of the corner room Eldron
slid over, steadied himwhile he opened the door and notioned hi minside. That
done, El dron whi spered:

“I'"1l pull the door shut. 1'll be back after | come up fromthe kitchen."

FIVE mnutes |ater, Jack Hallison heard El dron open the door softly. Jack
was sprawl ed upon a confortable bed, enjoying the darkness despite the pain in
his knee and the ache that throbbed through his head. Jack's rescuer closed
t he
barrier softly and turned on a light.

"How s the knee?" queried El dron. "Any better?"

"It pains badly," returned Jack, "and ny head -

"This will help you," interrupted El dron. He produced a bottle of pills
and a glass of water. "I picked these up when | took the ice water in to Mss
Theodora. A couple of these sedative pills are all you need. WII nmake you
sl eep. "

Jack gobbled the pills and gul ped the water. He | eaned back on the
pillows. Eldron sniled.

"We'|l go into a huddle tonorrow," he promised. "I'Il have a plan worked
out by then, Hallison. Sonething that will work right for both of us."

Jack's eyes were shut. He heard El dron nove away. The |ight went out; the
door closed. Wth this new solitude canme drowsiness. Pain eased, Jack Hallison
felt himself drifting into slunber. His thoughts were confortable. Jack
Hal I i son had been saved from doom by G lbert Eldron, a man whom he coul d cal
a
friend. The norrow woul d begi n adventure, with an opportunity for Jack to
return
the service that Eldron had done him This was still a house of danger; but,
teaned together, Jack and El dron coul d offset the nmenace.

So Jack Hal lison believed; but his drowsiness would have | eft him had he
been able to picture the actual future. Com ng events within this house would
soon require greater aid than any Jack could offer

O herwi se, doomwould strike. This was a house wherein death had | ong

been
plotted. Here, death would claimits toll

CHAPTER | V
THE LI NES MEET

THE next day brought startling news to Aurora. New crime had struck
anot her bank robbery had been perpetrated in the town of Goshen, not far from
Aurora. Again, daring crooks had staged a get away. Their raid had been
cleverly managed; not a Fed had been on hand. Nor were the |l ocal authorities
on
t he | ookout.



The Goshen job indicated that there would be others. Three nore towns
of fered big game for the crooks. The remaining three did not include Aurora;
it
was a foregone conclusion that Aurora was too well guarded. It was the one
pl ace
that the outlaws woul d avoi d.

There was ot her news, that came in later. A young farm hand named Cl ew s
had been found dead near a hi ghway known as the Goodbury Road. Hi s battered
skul | proved that he had been slugged to death. There was no proof, however,
that Clewis was a victimof the bank robbers. The Goodbury Road was sone
di stance from Coshen and ten nmiles north of Aurora.

There was one person, however, who saw significance in this report. The
Shadow renenbered a newspaper item two days ago, which had reported the
observation of a neteorite froma place called Cutter's Farm The farm was
| ocated just off the Goodbury Road.

Soon after four o' clock in the afternoon. The Shadow arrived at Cutler's
Farm driving an old sedan. Guised as Arnaud, The Shadow i ntroduced hinself to
Cutler, telling the farner that he was a geol ogist interested in the study of
neteorites.

Cutler pointed out a big pine tree, stating that he had seen a purplish
flash of light fromthat direction; that his wife had reported a blue glare.
Though they had clainmed to see themon different nights, Cutler believed that
his wife had been m staken. His theory was that both had seen the sane
shoot i ng
star.

The direction that Cutler indicated was toward the spot, on the CGoodbury
Road where C ewis had been found dead. Riding back to Aurora, The Shadow cane
to the definite conclusion that Cutler and his wife had seen different flares:
one purple, the other blue. He was al so sure that Clewis had seen a green one,
last night; and that the farm hand had been wayl aid by watchers who guessed
that he had spotted it.

NEAR dusk, The Shadow reached the outskirts of Aurora. Coming in fromthe
north, he neared the old mansion. As yet, that building was of no significance
to The Shadow. He stopped across fromthe house sinply because his car needed
gasoline and Hengle's filling station afforded the service that he wanted.

The attendant who filled the gas tank remarked that he was going off duty
and going into Aurora. It was obvious that he wanted a |lift, so The Shadow
i nvited hi m aboard.

Driving into town, the young fellow nentioned that he lived in South
Aurora and generally picked up aride to the filling station in a bakery
truck.

The bakery buil ding was near his hone.

"I go on the job at eight in the nmorning," he remarked, "and sonetines |
have to work clear through to half past seven at night. I"'mfed up on this
town. If | had a chance in a big city, 1'd take it ina jiffy!"

After dropping his passenger near the Aurora Hotel, The Shadow parked. He
went up to a roomthat he occupied as Arnaud. From a suitcase, he brought
| arge
scal e topographi cal maps. Carrying these, The Shadow went up to Room 1412 and
entered with a long, thin key. He placed the maps on a witing desk near the
wi ndow.

Using a small conpass, The Shadow overl apped the maps and arranged their
direction according to the conpass.

Picking a dot that represented the Aurora Hotel, The Shadow pl aced a
pocket rule along the map and drew a straight line in the direction from which
he had seen the green flare. The line covered a space of several mles on the
map. Sonmewhere along that line was the place fromwhich the flare had bl azed.

Qut at Cutler's, The Shadow had produced his pocket compass when the



farmer had pointed to the pine tree. Cutler had thought the object a watch; he
had not known that his visitor was calculating a direction. The nmap showed a
dot that represented Cutler's Farm

Using it as a new base, The Shadow |l aid the conpass near it and keyed the
ruler with it. He drew a |line southeast fromCutler's.

That line also gave a clue to the green flare. The spot where the |ines
crossed was the one that The Shadow wanted. Instead of being distant fromthe
town, it lay less than a mile fromthe center of Aurora. At the junction of
t he
lines was a printed dot that represented the ol d house opposite Hengle's
filling
station.

The Shadow renmenbered that old house. It had becone inportant through
this
di scovery. The flare that flashed green through I ast night's darkness could
have
cone fromone place only: the tower of the old gray house on the outskirts of
Aur or a.

A whi spered laugh chilled the silence of the hotel room The Shadow had
gai ned a wanted objective. He, alone of all investigators, knew that the house
of silence sheltered soneone who had played a part in crime. \Wen the proper
time arrived, The Shadow woul d investigate within the strange old mansi on

DUSK obscured The Shadow s view fromthe hotel. He had | ocated the silent
house through cal cul ati on al one, for no trace of it was visible in the
dar kness. Whenever |ights appeared within that nansion, they were obscured by
cl osed shutters. The Shadow recogni zed that fact.

So did Jack Hallison. At this very hour, Jack was seated in darkness
besi de the wi ndow of the corner room He had wedged a nmetal shutter six inches
outward. A heavy bar prevented it fromgoing farther. Jack realized that those
in the house relied upon electricity for illum nation and kept the shutters
cl osed tight whenever they used a light.

Jack had not wakened until noon, when El dron had smuggled hima neal. He
had drowsed all afternoon in the gl oony room Eldron had proni sed anot her
Vi sit
at dusk. A soft tap told that Eldron had arrived.

The door opened, Eldron stole into view, whispering for Jack to close the
shutter while he shut the door. Those actions done, Eldron turned on the
light.

"You're looking fit," comrented Eldron. "W're going to arrange a stunt
that will bluff old Peter Langrew. First, though, you' ve got to know the
situation. It's sinple on the surface, but there are conplexities beneath."

Smoot hi ng the points of his nustache, Eldron sat down. Reflectively, he
lighted a cigarette; then spoke while Jack |istened eagerly.

"Several years ago," explained El dron, "Peter Langrew becane a recl use.

He
cane to this house with his two half-sisters, Matilda and Theodora. Beal e was
with them Soon, Matilda died. The only outsider who canme to the funeral was
Beth Kindell, a distant relative. Theodora Langrew befri ended her; persuaded
her to live here. Beth becane a voluntary prisoner."

"Who forced her to remain here?" queried Jack. "Peter Langrew?"

"Yes," replied Eldron. "The old man has a horror of anyone |eaving the
house. He hol ds sone secret that makes him fear imaginary enem es. Peter
Langrew | ost noney through the conniving of business associates. He is

determned to retain the wealth that he still possesses.™
"He has it here?"
"I do not think so. |I believe that he has buried it in some secret place.

He thinks that strangers are plotters - enenies after his gold. \Wether he
i ntends to sone day | eave and pick up his wealth, whether he is preserving it



for Theodora and Beth, with a share for Beale - | do not know. "

ELDRON paused. Jack put a natural question

"How di d you happen to come here?"

"I amlike Beth," smled Eldron. "A distant relative who paid a chance
visit. Peter Langrew insisted that | stay. He intimated that | would sonme day
receive a legacy if | remained. Yet there is sonething beneath the surface.
Frankly, Hallison, | doubt old Peter's story of hidden wealth."

"You nmean he has no noney?"

"He has money, but it may be of a different sort. Suppose that instead of
burying a fund, Langrew found a nethod of accumul ati ng noney by keepi ng under
cover. That would explain his eccentric insistence that no one | eave here. He
may have a gane on the outside. If that were the case, he would have every
reason to keep persons in here.

"This will interest you, Hallison. After Langrew began to trust me, he
asked me to inspect the house and nake suggestions. | advised himto put
per manent shutters in the cellar. He told ne to take it up with Beale. It was
Beal e who showed nme all about the house; but he told me nothing about that
fearful trap. He sinply showed ne an enpty room explaining that its netal
wal | s had been installed to forma vault, that was never used.

"Last night, | heard the throb of a motor. | came to the cellar
unnot i ced.

That is how | nmanaged to rescue you, Hallison. Fromthe rescue | have | earned
the truth. Peter Langrew is a fiend! Beale is his tool, although the servant
may not recogni ze the evil of his master. That trap was designed for the
ruthl ess nmurder of any stranger who mght enter. Perhaps" - Eldron's tone was
solemm -"the crushing walls have already taken toll."

Jack managed to repress a shudder, as he sumed the statenents that
El dron
had made. They forned a | ogi cal sequence, even to the point that Beal e m ght
be
i gnorant of Peter Langrew s full game. |If Langrew had bl uffed others, he could
have handl ed Beal e, too. Langrew, hinself, could have installed the cellar
trap
wi t hout Beal e's know edge.

"I have felt the nmenace,"” declared Eldron, his words endi ng Jack's
reverie. "Your arrival has given me hope. When | cane here, | told Langrew
t hat
a few friends knew where | had gone; that sonmeone m ght stop off in Aurora to
| ook ne up. Langrew said he would be glad to entertain them™

"Under the sanme conditions?" queried Jack. "Keeping them here?"

"Cbviously," returned Eldron. "Langrew is persuasive. Moreover, in a

pi nch, he can hold any visitor here through his traps. | am convinced that any
attenpt to | eave these prenises would nmean death. You are already here. If you
pose as a friend of mine, Langrew will receive you. But you will not be able
to
| eave. "

Jack smil ed

"I must |eave," he remarked, "in order to arrive. Qtherw se, Langrew will
suspect that | amthe man who entered his trap, last night."

"W can handl e your arrival," decided Eldron. "There are two bells inside

the front door. One for the front gate, the other for the door itself. Each
has
a corresponding button that electrically controls the |atches. They have not
been used, sinply because Beale ignores all who ring for adnittance. He
answer s
t he back doorbell, though, when delivery nen arrive.

"There are curtains by the front door. | shall hide you behind one. When
a



ring conmes fromthe back door, | can open the front one. Wen Beale arrives
there, | can claimthat you rang and | admtted you. Wien | introduce you as a
friend, Langrew will be lulled. You can use your own name; Langrew does not
know who nmy friends are.”

THE pl an pl eased Jack. He thrust out his hand; Eldron received it warmy.
The two exchanged grimsmiles. They had nmade their alliance.

El dron glanced at his watch; it showed quarter past seven. He notioned
hastily, then whispered:

"Conme! Dinner is at half past seven. You nmust arrive before then. | hope
the delivery man will show up. If he doesn't, you'll have to sneak back here
and hold the gane until tonorrow night."

The two stole out through the door, along the hall and carpeted steps
nmade
progress silent. They reached the | ower hallway, went past closed doors and
curtai ned archways that marked di ning roomand |iving roomon opposite sides
of
the hall. Al was deserted; they arrived at curtained niches on each side of
t he
front vestibul e.

Jack slid behind a curtain. Eldron strolled toward the Iiving room
lighting a fresh cigarette as he went.

Jack Hal lison remai ned tense. Creeping nminutes held himbreathless.
Agai n,
he was on the threshold of adventure. He wondered how he woul d make out,
pl ayi ng
the part of a guest in this house where he once had |ived.

Thi s house contained an evil schener, who might strike instantly if he
knew t hat his ways were suspected. Though he relied upon Eldron to share
danger
with him Jack Hallison realized that soneone of greater strength m ght be
needed to cope with the nenace that involved ol d Peter Langrew.

Unknown to either Jack Hallison or Glbert Eldron, the future was to
bring
anot her factor to the house of silence. Though The Shadow still lingered in
t he
Aurora Hotel, he had placed his finger upon this very nmansion. The Shadow had
chosen the house of silence for his future vigil

CHAPTER V
LANGREW S WELCOVE

LONG m nutes passed while Jack Hallison waited in his hiding place. Light
fromthe hallway trickled past the edges of the curtain. It gave Jack an
opportunity to study his cranped surroundings. This al cove had been changed
since he had lived in the house.

Oiginally, the alcoves had held snall-paned wi ndows. These had been
renoved. Solid wood had been installed instead. But in this particular alcove
was a rounded space of netal, like a mniature porthole. Jack decided that it
was a | ookout wi ndow that woul d enabl e Beale to spy upon any visitor, should
the servant allow such a person to pass the front gate.

A clock began to chinme. It was half past seven. Wirried, Jack peered from
the edge of the curtain. He saw a stooped figure coming fromthe dining room
It was Beal e; apparently the servant was bound for the Iiving roomto announce
that dinner was served.

Jack hel d back a groan. The gane was up for tonight. Then cane an
interruption. Beale stopped short, listened for a nonment, then turned about



and
went back through the dining room

Jack guessed that Beal e had heard the ring of the bell at the back door
But had G lbert Eldron heard it? The sound had not reached Jack; he doubted
that El dron could have caught it fromthe Iiving room

Wil e Jack waited in a quandary, Eldron popped suddenly fromthe |iving
roomcurtains. Gesturing toward Jack's hiding place, the nmustached man headed
for the front door.

Jack took the cue. He slid frombehind the curtain and quickly joined
Eldron in the vestibule. Eldron whispered rapidly, as he opened the front
door.

"Beal e answered the back. | barely heard the ring. If -"

El dron broke off. He thunped the front door and shut and turned the
| at ch.

Gipping Jack by the arm he drew himinto the hallway. Shaking hands, he
excl ai med:

"Well, well! Jack Hallison! What a surprise! So you stopped off to see us

A harsh voice interrupted, its tone severe. Jack swung about to see a
tal
man who had stepped from a doorway beyond the living room He knew instantly
that this must be Peter Langrew.

UNTIL that nmonent, the elderly owner of the mansion had been scarcely
nor e
than a nane to Jack Hallison. Jack had expected to nmeet a senile personage,
who
m ght betray the insane cunning of a fanatic. Peter Langrew did not fill that
part.

Though ol d, Langrew carried hinself erect. His build was rugged; his face
firm H's features, clean-shaven, were dry, but not droopy. H s eyes gl eaned
from beneat h bushy brows.

Those brows, |ike Langrew s shaggy hair, were the only factors that
betrayed Langrew s age. They were pure white.

Wth its harshness, Langrew s voice was commandi ng. The words that the

ol d
man uttered were a rebuke to El dron

"What have you done, Gl bert?" rasped Langrew. "I have told you often
t hat

strangers are not admtted to this house!"

"This gentleman is not a stranger," persisted Eldron, mildly. "He is ny
friend, Jack Hallison."

Langrew stared suspiciously; then jerked the question: "How did you
happen
to expect his arrival ?"

"I didn't," returned Eldron, with an apol ogetic smle. "I heard the ring
at the front gate and | pressed the button so that the visitor could enter."

"Where was Beal e?" shouted Langrew. "\WWere -"

Beal e interrupted by appearing fromthe dining room The servant stared,
puzzl ed.

"Beal e went to answer the back door," explained Eldron, glibly, while
Jack
stood silent. "That was why | answered the ring at the front."

Langrew turned to Beal e.

"Did you hear the front doorbell ring?"

He shook his head.

"No, sir," he replied. "I was in the kitchen -

"And I was in the living room" inserted Eldron. "I nust adnit that |
nmade



a mstake, M. Langrew. | heard the ring that nmeant someone was at the front
gate. Thoughtlessly, | pressed the button to open it. Then, realizing ny
error,

| looked fromthe little observation windowin the alcove. | saw Hallison
com ng

al ong the wal k. "

El dron's expl anati on served.

"You recogni zed Hallison, eh?" queried the old nman. For the first tine,
his voice had lost its harshness; his eyes were surveying Jack. "You knew him
for an old friend?"

"Atrusted friend," assured Eldron, clapping Jack upon the shoul der.

" That
is why | forgot your admonition, sir. | opened the front door at once. | felt
sure that you woul d wel cone Jack Hallison."

"I extend ny welcone."” A d Langrew bowed; then held out a friendly hand.
"As a friend of Glbert Eldron, you are wel cone here, M. Hallison."

JACK received Langrew s clasp. He was astoni shed at the firmess of the
old man's grip. Jack was begi nning to understand why a husky chap |ike G | bert
El dron coul d consi der Langrew as a dangerous person

Fi ngers nunbed when he withdrew his hand, Jack had an added hunch. He
bel i eved that Langrew s viselike grip had been intentional - a prelimnary
effort by Langrew to make the new guest know that he was dealing with one who
expected his commands to be obeyed.

"This is Mss Kindell. Beth, I want you to nmeet Jack Hallison -" It was
El dron who spoke the words. Jack turned to face a girl who had stepped from
t he
l[iving room He was inpressed instantly by the beauty of Beth Kindell

The girl was a blonde; her eyes a clear blue. Gaceful in manner,
friendly
i n expression, she bowed her wel cone and spoke soft words of greeting. Yet, in
Beth's tone, Jack gai ned an instant know edge that El dron had spoken sol emm
truth. Beth Kindell was forcing herself to be brave. The girl feared sone
menace within this house. Jack saw her eyes turn toward ol d Langrew. He spied
t he shudder that she restrained.

"Dinner is served."

Beal e made t he announcenment and went back into the dining room Peter
Langrew advanced; Beth drew away at his approach. Jack saw G | bert El dron go
closer to the girl. Beth steadied, knowi ng that he was by her side. Langrew
scarcely noticed Beth's action. H s eyes were upon Jack

"You will dine with us," announced Langrew, cheerily. "Conme, M.
Hal i son
Ah - one monent." He bowed courteously toward El dron and Beth. "You wll

precede
us. Glbert, escort Beth into the dining room"

The old man carried a degree of politeness that was disarmng. His first
aggr essi veness had vani shed. Jack was observing the persuasive side of
Langrew s nature, the very quality against which El dron had war ned.

The four seated thensel ves about a table that supported a huge
candel abrum Jack noticed that Beth had taken a chair across from Langrew, to
be as far fromthe old man as possible. Jack was on Langrew s right, El dron on
the left. Eldron began a conversation as Beal e served the soup

"dd friends, eh?" Langrew s tone had turned nmild. "Well, Glbert, | have
told you often that your friends are welconme. Particularly so, when they cone
for long visits."

Langrew | ooked significantly at Jack. Eldron shot a question

"You can stay a long while, can't you, Jack?"

"Certainly, Glbert,"” returned Jack. "I'min no hurry to go anywhere. |
was on nmy way South, to |ook for another job. | can postpone it indefinitely."



"CGood!" Langrew cl apped a heavy hand upon the table. "Your decision
pl eases us, M. Hallison."

"Call him Jack," suggested Eldron. "I've told you that he is an old
friend
of mine."

"Very well, G lbert,"” chuckled Langrew. "Jack, it will be. Were is your
| uggage, Jack?"

"At the station, M. Langrew. | was not sure that | could stay here, so

i ntended to check in at the Aurora Hotel."
"You have the checks for your suitcases?"

"Yes, sir. | can go down to the station -"
"No, no. You must stay here. Gve the checks to Beale. He will have your
| uggage here in the nmorning. | shall tell himto send one of the delivery nen

for the suitcase."”

G lbert Eldron put in a natural remark.

"W have no tel ephone here, Jack," explained Glbert. "Nor have we a car
M. Langrew prefers that everyone remain at the house."

"W live quite to ourselves," added Beth, suddenly. "It - it is sonething
of atradition with M. Langrew -"

LANGREW rasped an interruption. For an instant, Jack noted a glare from
t he eyes beneath the bushy white brows.

"Jack shall know the truth," asserted Langrew, harshly. "There is no
reason to conceal it." Then, turning to Jack: "Young man, as a friend of
Glbert's, you are entitled to an explanation. You have becone a party to a
nost inportant matter."

Beal e had renoved Langrew s soup plate. The old nman | eaned across the
tabl e and wagged an assertive finger

"I possess a secret,” he informed, his harsh voice reduced alnost to a
whi sper. "A secret that concerns ny wealth. | have been forced to neasures of
sel f-protection, against persons who have sought to sw ndle ne.

"That is why | have chosen this refuge; why | have sought to detach
nysel f
fromthe world. When visitors come here, | insist that they remain a | ong
whi | e,
so that we may understand each other better. For their own protection, as well
as mine."

"Jack understands," pronpted Glbert. "M. Langrew does not want certain
persons to know where he is. If any of us left here, we nmight be blanmed if the
word | eaked out."

"Exactly!" rasped Langrew. He thunped the table a second time. "You have
expressed it excellently, Glbert! Perhaps you and Beth have wearied of your
stay here; but do not worry. Your visit will not be prol onged."

The old man sniled; then added:

"I intend to close this house as soon as ny sister is ready to travel.
Poor Theodora! She has grieved ever since Matilda's death; and it has kept her

health low. She is too ill to | eave her bed. | know, however, that she wll
soon recover.

"Then we shall |eave. At that time, Glbert, | nmay entrust you with ny
secret. You are reliable; you are capable of protecting my wealth. Ah, those
rogues who seek to rob ne!" Langrew chuckled. "They will be bal ked fromthe
day

they find me! Bal ked when | tell themthat ny funds have been disbursed, by a
man whom | cannot nane."
Eyes gl eam ng, Langrew swung toward G | bert.

"You have heard me, G lbert?" he queried. "I shall not name you to those
swindlers. You will be free fromthe burden that | have carried for years. You
wi Il have no need to hide from danger -"

"Please!" Beth called the interruption. "Do not talk that way, M.



Langrew. You know that your enemies are imaginary. Mss Theodora says that
your
| osses were due only to poor business judgnent. The nmen who nmade noney at your
expense are not persons who would threaten you. She has told you often -"
"Enough! " Langrew pounded the table. "I know what Theodora wants. She
asks
that | confide in her, that she may share the burden that | carry. Bah! Such a
course woul d weaken ny position. No woman can keep a secret!"”
"If you trusted your sister -"
"I trust Theodora. But she knows nothing of the persons who seek ny
gold.”
"She has met the men whom you have nentioned."
"OfF course. They snmirked their way into her good graces. She thought them
gent | emren, because they were of high station. But they are wolves! A vicious,
snarling pack of wolves! Ready to rob; to nurder!”

BETH gasped weakly. Langrew subsided in his chair. H's manner becane
mld.
He waved a hand toward El dron

"G lbert is young," assured Langrew. "He is strong. He is unknown to ny
enem es. He is the one upon whom| can rely. Tell Theodora that she can never
wheedl e ny secret from ne.

"Tell her nore than that!" Langrew glared at the girl. "Tell her that I
shall wait no | onger. \Wether or not her health inproves, | shall do as | have
pl anned. | shall place ny affairs in Glbert's hands."

A shrill call cane fromupstairs. Jack recognized it as the voice that he

had heard |l ast night. It was Theodora Langrew. She was calling Beth Kindell

The girl left the table. Glbert arose and acconpani ed her to the door
Jack saw hi m whi sper words that rmust have reassured Beth, for the girl managed
to snile before she went past the curtains.

G lbert returned. The nmeal progressed; but Beth did not appear from
upstairs. It was not until they had finished dessert that Peter Langrew
returned to his previous subject.

"Men understand danger," he said to Jack and Gl bert. "Winen do not. They
are hysterical creatures. They have intuition, though; we nust grant them
t hat .

Per haps Theodora is right at times. My secret has preyed upon ne.

"But that was before you came here, Glbert." Langrew s eyes gl eaned
shrewdly. "Since then, | have realized that you are the one man | can trust.
Soon" - he arose and clapped a firmhand on Glbert's shoulder - "very soon,
shall entrust you with nmy secret. Al will be in your hands, Glbert."

Wth a nod to Jack, Langrew strode fromthe room G lbert notioned toward
the hall. Jack followed himacross and into the living room They |ighted
cigarettes; then Gl bert whispered:

"What's your inpression Jack?"

"A different one than | expected,” replied Jack. "If he hadn't flared up,
agai nst Beth -"

"That's just it. He lets hinmself go at times. H s sister, Theodora, has

been after himto spill that secret. She began it before | cane here."

"He pronmised to tell you, soon."

"He's promi sed that before. I've urged himto talk to Theodora since she
wants himto. But he won't. He'll only talk to nme, he says; but he's held
off."

"Where has he gone now?"

"Up to take a nap. Wait! | forgot sonething. Cone to the doorway."

They went there and |istened. G lbert shook his head

"It didn't happen tonight," he declared, "but | was positive that he went
there | ast night."

"To talk to Theodora?"



"No. Up the stairs to the tower."

"Why woul d he go there?"

"I don't know. It puzzles ne, Jack. But the old fell ow has certainly done
a sneak up those steps, out onto the roof above. That's one other point that
makes me wonder about his gane."

THEY were back in the corner of the living room G |bert spoke words that
carried a positive enphasis.

"This tal k about a secret is a stall," he declared. "Od Langrew s up to
some deep gane. W've got to learn it, Jack."

Jack nodded his agreenent.

"I"'d like to press himto a showdown," added Gl bert. "But it wouldn't
work. If | tried to force himto tell ne the secret that he clains to have

he'd begin to suspect me. |'ve got to bluff, just like he does."
"But there'll be a showdown eventually."
"I don't think so, Jack. Whatever his real racket, he'll keep it covered

until he's through with it. After that, he'll forget all this bluff about somne
hi dden wealth that he wants nme to handle for him"

"But you won't forget it."

"What if | don't? In a pinch, Langrew will send me on some w |l d goose
chase. He'll decanp before | cone back. | tell you this, Jack: there's
somet hing crooked and it concerns Peter Langrew He's keen enough to be a
bi g-shot, behind a ot of crimnals -"

G |l bert broke off. There were footsteps in the hall. The two young nen
were idling about when Beal e entered. The servant began to tidy the roomwhile
t hey sat about and snoked. Beal e busied hinmself for nore than half an hour

Soon afterward, G lbert suggested that they turn in for the night. He
whi spered the reason to Jack; Beale was not there to hear it.

"Langrew al ways cones downstairs again, at ten, to spend a few hours in
his study. It will make a hit, Jack, when he finds that we've gone to bed
early. You've gained his confidence; | want you to keep it."

They went upstairs. Gl bert pointed out one closed door: Theodora's; then
another: Beth's. The girl had retired. They reached the corner room where Jack
had sl ept the night before. Glbert smled. This was the guest room hence
Jack
had been assigned to it by Beal e.

G lbert's roomwas one farther front. Jack said good night to his friend,
and G| bert sauntered down the hall. Jack closed the door and turned to bed.

This old house seenmed to harbor strange sounds, different fromthose that
Jack had remenbered from chil dhood. After a while, one noise becane a
creepi ng.

Jack listened intently. He heard the sound outside his door. Sonething grated
in
the I ock. Creeping faded.

Sliding fromhis bed, Jack tried the door. It was | ocked. Finding his
wat ch, Jack consulted the [uminous dial. It showed seven minutes after ten
Jack smiled to hinself. He could guess who had turned that outside key: Peter
Langrew. He felt sure that the door would be unl ocked when he awoke.

Qddly, his tension was relieved. Jack felt safer since he heard the key
turn. He was positive, at last, that Peter Langrew did not suspect the part
that he was playing as a pretended friend of Glbert's. Evidently, the old man
regarded hi m safe when | ocked in for the night.

Fifteen minutes later, Jack Hallison was asl eep

CHAPTER VI

THE SHADOW ENTERS



HALF past ten

The Shadow was wat ching froma wi ndow of the Aurora Hotel. A new drizzle
had di sturbed the night; still, the visibility was as good as on the preceding
eveni ng.

No flare had conme fromthe darkness.

To The Shadow, that neant definitely that no crinme was due. He had picked
hal f past ten as the dead line for a signal

The Shadow pi cked up the tel ephone. He put in a call to Harry Vincent's
room He gave |owtoned instructions. That done, he noved fromthe darkened
room Hs figure formed a weird shape in the dimlight of the hall.

Toni ght, The Shadow was garbed in cloak and sl ouch hat of black. He had
pl anned an expedition; one that required garnments that would fit with
dar kness.

H s cl oak bul ged at one side. Beneath it he was carrying a bul ky package.

There was no need to remain at the Aurora Hotel. The Shadow knew t hat
Bl i nk Torgue would not return here. Blink's part in crime was plain. Last
night, Blink and a band of crooks had smashed the bank at Goshen. The job had
been ordered by that green flare fromthe night.

Bl i nk knew that he had been trailed. Hence he would not return to Aurora
to watch for another signal. That fact did not signify that there would be no
nore flares. The chase had started on the street outside the Aurora Hotel
Bl i nk woul d not have guessed that the green flame had been spied and connected
with him

There would be nore flares, but Blink would watch for them from sone
ot her
| ookout post. From sonewhere outside Aurora. There were nmany hill sides,
farmhouses, or other points that would offer an unobstructed view of the old
house on the outskirts of Aurora. Blink could see the flares froma distance
as
great as a dozen miles.

LEAVI NG t he hotel by an obscure side entrance, The Shadow boarded a
wai ting coupe. Harry Vincent was the driver. This was the same car in which
t hey had pursued Blink Torgue. Tonight, their course was an easy one. It |ed
past Hengle's filling station

It was while they swng to the side street skirting the old house that
The
Shadow gave brief information to his agent. The words brought a nod from
Harry.

The Shadow was passing instructions for the norrow - a task that he expected
Harry to conplete, shoul d occasi on demand.

Harry parked the car on the fringe of a vacant lot. At The Shadow s
order,
he alighted. A tiny flashlight blinked. Harry followed it through the drizzle.
Only those rays, directed toward the ground, enabled himto keep to the course
set by his invisible chief.

For darkness was The Shadow s shroud and the nmaster-sleuth intended to
use
it to full extent.

At the far side of the wall, The Shadow paused. He whi spered two words to
Harry:

"Seventy-five paces!"

Harry started along the wall, toward the front of the blackened nansion
He was outside the grounds. He stopped when he had covered the required
di stance. There, he waited.

The Shadow, neanwhile, had made better progress; but in the opposite
direction. He had chosen a course along the rear wall, then frontward, by the
street which led past the old house. At the end of seventy-five paces, he
stopped at a tall tree that al nbst encroached upon Peter Langrew s preserves.



From hi s package, The Shadow renoved a |lineman's hooks and spurs. Wth
t hese i nmpl enents, he began an upward course, scaling the tree, which offered
no
branches for a space of fifty feet. Arrived at the first branch, The Shadow
nmoved along it. He cane high above the wall of Langrew s grounds.

The house, itself, was twenty feet beyond. The Shadow was wel |l above the
| evel of the wi ndowl ess turret that served as an abbreviated third story.
Adinging to the branch, The Shadow produced a pointed dart which glowed wth
| um nous paint. Raising one arm he drove it on a long flight through the air.

The dart whistled high above the tower roof, then bl obbed from view
beyond
the other wall. Feathered for accuracy, it had | anded at a spot close to Harry
Vi ncent. The Shadow knew that his aid would find it, thanks to the glow of the
| um nous paint.

Several m nutes passed while The Shadow fingered a fine fish Iine that
had
been attached to the dart. At last there canme a tug. The line was taut. Harry
had clinbed an easier tree on the far side of the grounds.

The Shadow responded with a double tug. The |line had not been carried
hi gh
enough. He could tell that by feeling the angle downward fromthe branch
Soon,
anot her questioning tug cane fromHarry. Once nore, The Shadow gave the signa
that nmeant to carry upward

At last, Harry had reached the right height. The Shadow gave a single tug
to indicate it. He began to pay out the line. It was drawn in from beyond.
Wien
he cane to the end of the line, The Shadow uncoiled a heavy wire. He let this
slide between his gloved bands as Harry pulled away.

The progress stopped. The Shadow affixed his end of the wire to the heavy
tree branch. He waited. A zing sounded along the wire. Harry had nade the
attachment at the other end. The line was at a slope. The Shadow s altitude
was
fifty feet; Harry's thirty.

The wire was invisible in the darkness; yet that did not deter The
Shadow.

He hooked a doubl e-wheeled trolley to the wire; then gripped a bar beneath.
Boldly swinging fromthe tree trunk, he started a trip out through space.

THE cl oaked form swi shed as it passed the roof edge. The Shadow s hands
pressed upward agai nst a brake that was level with the wheels. H s speedy
progress stopped. Hanging fromthe wire, swaying back and forth, The Shadow
clicked a catch in place. Doubling his body slightly, he dropped fromthe air.

The fall was |less than eight feet, and The Shadow took it with the
preci sion of an acrobat. Despite the drizzle, he had picked the exact center
of
the tower. He was surrounded by a lowrail, crouched on a rooftop that
nmeasur ed
ten feet square.

The flashlight glimrered. It showed a trapdoor in the roof. The Shadow
produced a portable jimy and began a prying process. It brought speedier
results than he had anticipated. The horizontal barrier cane upward.

Using his flashlight, The Shadow | earned why he had succeeded so easily.
The bar that had held the trapdoor shut depended upon a screw to keep it
tight.

Under the pressure of the jimy, the bar had sinply slid al ong.

Evidently the occupants of this house had not expected an invasion from
the roof. Their top barrier was trivial, conpared to the heavy shutters that
protected the wi ndows of the floor bel ow



The Shadow cl osed the trapdoor as he dropped to the floor of the
wi ndowl ess tower room The flashlight showed boxes stacked about. This room
was
used for storage. A steep stairway gave access to the floor bel ow The Shadow
descended; he came to a tiny |anding. Further progress was bl ocked by a cl osed
door.

This barrier was bolted; but its edges showed |light froma hallway
beyond.

Though the bolt was on the other side, The Shadow had a way to reach it. He

t ook

a piece of thin wire that had a | oop on one end. The wire was springy; it kept
bobbi ng back as The Shadow tried to work it through the crack of the door

VWen the wire went through, The Shadow turned it so that the | oop pressed
agai nst the far side of the door. Probing patiently, he finally gained
success.

The | oop hooked some outside object. It was the bolt head.

Wth his first objective gained, The Shadow had another problem A tug
upon the wire would not draw the bolt; instead, it would nmerely fasten it nore
firmy. But The Shadow had a way to nanage matters.

He had thrust the wire through the crack of the door just beneath the
bolt. The wire was | ong. The Shadow drew it downward to the floor. There, he
carried it along the I ower crack, until he reached the hinged side of the
door.

Then upward, until he encountered the | ower hinge.

This brought the wire so that it stretched across the far side of the
door; at a downward angle. This was not a handicap; it was a necessity. For
t he
bolt head was turned upward, in a notch on the other side of the door.

Pulling the wire, The Shadow, exerted double pressure. The first effect
was to draw the bolt head downward, for it could not nove horizontally. As
soon
as it was clear of the notch, it slid, because of the sideways pull

The Shadow opened the door.

STEPPI NG out into the dimhall, the cloaked visitant | ooked about him He
saw that he was in a |long passage, the main hall of the second floor. There
were several doorways; all were slightly recessed. At the front, only a few
paces di stant, The Shadow saw a flight of stairs.

Cl osing the door to the tower room The Shadow, renoved the wire and
cl anped the bolt. That done, he started down the front stairs. He found the
large hall dim but he heard the sound of voices froma door that stood ajar.
Movi ng there, The Shadow | ooked into a roomthat served as library and study.

There was a desk in the center; it was stacked high with papers and | oose
books that had been taken fromthe bookshelves lining the wall. At the desk
was
a firmfaced old man with a shock of white hair. The Shadow was gai ning his
first inpression of Peter Langrew.

Opposite the old man was Beal e, stoop-shoul dered and sol etm-faced. The
Shadow eyed t he cadaverous servant.

"I have inspected everywhere, sir,"'
quite tight. The doors are well bolted."

"Everywhere, Beal e?" denanded Langrew, in his raspy tone. "You | ooked at
the door to the tower?"

"Yes, M. Langrew. "

"Very well. You may go. | shall retire shortly."

The Shadow noved back and gained the curtains of the living room It was
wel | that he chose that hiding spot, for Beal e brushed the curtains of the
di ni ng room when he took that course to the kitchen

Emer gi ng, The Shadow went back to watch Langrew. He saw the ol d man

Beal e was saying. "The shutters are



munbling to hinmself, while he added figures in a big | edger

There was a keenness about Langrew. The old nan began to note the door
suspi ci ously. He saw bl ackness beyond the few i nches of space that marked The
Shadow s wat chpost. Gipping the edge of the desk, Langrew half arose.
Suddenly, he shot his right hand into an opened drawer and whi pped out a heavy
automatic. Hi s glare increased as he ained toward the door

Step by step, Langrew crept forward. He seized the door knob with his
left
hand and yanked the door triunphantly toward hinmself. He stared, then scow ed.
There was no one in sight.

The Shadow had calmy matched the old man's action. Silently, he had
glided away. This tine, The Shadow had chosen the al cove by the front door
Hs
el bow was agai nst the porthole that Jack Hallison had noted earlier in the
eveni ng.

Peering fromthe curtains, The Shadow saw Langrew nove back into the
study. He would be on the | ookout for observers. The Shadow deci ded to occupy
hi msel f el sewhere.

As yet, he knew not hi ng about Langrew except the man's nane. The Shadow
i ntended to inspect the study; but he expected to do that |ater after Langrew
had retired. Wth Beale on the ground floor, The Shadow deci ded to choose the
second floor as his present objective.

SI LENTLY, The Shadow ascended the stairs. He reached the top and stopped
as he spied a door that stood half opened. The Shadow heard sl ow f oot st eps.
Soneone had opened that door and was preparing to nove out of the room

Qui ckly, The Shadow swung toward the front of the hall and edged into the
recessed doorway opposite the tower stairs. Hardly had he nerged with that
shal | ow space of bl ackness before a gaunt figure appeared fromthe doorway of
t he opened room

The prow er was an elderly lady, attired in slippers and heavy dressing
gown. Her face, though pale, bore the same firmess that distinguished Peter
Langrew. The Shadow was not far w ong when he conjectured that this woman was
the old man's sister.

Theodora Langrew craned her head forward and brushed back straggly | ocks
of gray hair. She gazed suspiciously at doors along the hallway; but she
i gnored the one where The Shadow stood. The Shadow guessed the reason

He knew t hat he nust be outside of Peter Langrew s room Evidently,
Theodora knew that her brother was downstairs.

Creepi ng cautiously, Theodora Langrew went from door to door, listening
out si de each one. She returned toward her own room stopped by the stairs and
listened for voices frombel ow She heard none. Turning, the worman was about
to
reenter her own room when she chanced to gl ance at the door where The Shadow
st ood.

Bl ackness made the wonan stare, perplexed. She coul d nmake out no shape;
she coul d hear no sound; but she suspected that some bei ng was present.
Theodora's face took on a shrewd | ook. Turning about, she stepped into her own
room

"Beal e! Beale!"

Theodora's shrill cry was like an alarm Repeated, it brought results. A
call cane from Peter Langrew s study: the raspy voice of Langrew hinself.
There
was a clatter fromthe back stairs. Beale was comng up fromthe kitchen

Then two doors swung open. G lbert Eldron appeared at one attired in
trousers, shirt and slippers. Beth Kindell stepped fromthe other door. The
girl was wearing her dressing gown.

"Beal e! "

Wth the last call, The Shadow heard the creak of a bed. Theodora Langrew



was agai n playing her part of invalid. She was no | onger ready to continue the
prow that had given her an inkling of The Shadow s presence.

But in place of one, there were now four. Peter Langrew had arrived from
the front stairs, Beale fromthe back. They were joining Glbert and Beth
outsi de the door of Theodora's room Soon there would be a hunt - one that
could eventually reach The Shadow, boxed in the front end of the hall

Yet The Shadow waited, silent. Mich though he wanted his visit to remain
unobserved, he knew that any attenpt at hasty notion would betray his
pr esence.

Wat chi ng the persons who would soon be on his trail, The Shadow saw one who
m ght prove to be an ally.

Crcunmstances told himthat the break might be in his favor. Calmy, The
Shadow st ood his ground, counting upon an opportunity that would enable himto
depart wi thout damagi ng the secrecy that he had hoped to maintain.

CHAPTER VI |
THE SHADOW S ALLY

"WHAT has happened, Theodora? Wiy did you call for Beal e?"

Pet er Langrew was demandi ng the explanation of the wild screans that the
old | ady had given

"Because | heard a prower!" was the shrill answer. "Soneone is hiding
about this house!"

"Wher eabout s?"

"How can | tell you? I'munable to nove fromthis bed. | heard soneone in
the hall. That was all."

The expected break had cone. The Shadow had supposed that Theodora
Langr ew
was posing as an invalid, fromthe cautious manner of her prow and the haste
with which she had returned to her room The Shadow had believed that she
woul d
not betray the game that she hersel f was playing.

"Some part of the hall," came the shrill repetition. "I heard footsteps;
that was all. Look at the door, too. It's open. Wio opened it, | ask?"

Theodora Langrew had heard no footsteps. As for the door, she herself had
opened it and had forgotten to close it. To The Shadow, her new statenents
wer e
doubl e proof of her duplicity.

At the same tine, it was apparent that the old | ady was anxi ous to have
any intruder trapped. She believed she could do so by instigating a search
Hence she was crafty enough not to specify the exact spot where she believed
the lurker could be found.

"What about Jack Hallison?" queried Langrew, harshly, turning toward
Glbert Eldron. "Is your friend in his room G bert?"

"l suppose so," returned Glbert. Hs face | ooked troubled. "I'lIl go and
see. "

He went to the rear of the hall and tapped on Jack's door, while the
ot hers watched. There was no response; G| bert rapped nore sharply. A nmuffled
voi ce responded in a sl eepy tone.

"It's all right, Jack," Glbert informed. "W just wanted to know if you
had been awakened. There was some di sturbance around the house. Stay where you
are. W'll attend to it."

Theodora was voi cing new i nformati on fromthe depths of the bedroom

"It can't have been that young nman," she clained. "The footsteps stopped
near the front stairs. | would have heard our guest stealing to his room™

"I told M ss Theodora about Jack Hallison," explained Beth. "She knew
t hat
he was in the house."



Peter Langrew had turned toward the front of the hall. He was | ooking
directly toward the spot where The Shadow was standing, but he failed to see
t he cl oaked figure. Theodora had given himthe right direction, but had dared
not specify the exact spot that she suspected.

"I shall go down to the front hall," decided Langrew, producing the
automatic fromhis coat pocket. "Come with me, Beale. You shall search the
di ning room and kitchen. Return by way of the back stairs.”

"And 1?" queried Glbert. "Wiere do you want ne to search?"

"Cover this entire hall,"” ordered Langrew. Then, to his sister: "Good
ni ght, Theodora."

ANGRI LY, Langrew slamred the door of the room cutting the pretended
invalid off fromthe scene.

"She was dreami ng," he scoffed. "Neverthel ess, we shall search the house
There is always the chance that nmy enemies may find a way to enter."

The very words that he spoke seermed to inpress the old man. The Shadow
saw
Langrew s face take on a strained expression. Then Langrew s hand ti ghtened
its
firmgrip upon the gun. The Shadow wat ched the white-haired nan descend the
stairs.

G | bert and Beth al one remai ned; Beale had started to the back stairs.
The
Shadow saw El dron nudge his thunb toward Theodora's door.

"Has she been acting oddly?" queried the young nman. "You saw her this
eveni ng, Beth."

"I cannot tell, Glbert," responded the girl, her tone a worried one
"M ss Theodora becones noody at tines. Sometines she seenms to be a very
suspi ci ous person.”

"Li ke her brother," decided Glbert. "They are both Langrews.
Eccentricity
must run in the famly. | hope it does not carry to such distant relations as
our sel ves. "

He shrugged his shoul ders; then turned toward the back of the hall.

"Od Peter wants me to search up here," he declared, "so I'll start at
t he
back and work forward. Stay here, Beth, in case Mss Theodora starts a how .
She's your charge."

Beth watched G lbert stroll toward the back of the hall and take a side
passage at the extreme end. The girl |ooked toward the door of Theodora's
room
The Shadow saw Beth wi nce, then shudder

She was afraid of this house; terrified by Peter Langrew s presence. It
was plain, noreover, that she felt a reflection of that dread when she
consi dered Beal e and M ss Theodor a.

There was one person whom she trusted: G|l bert El dron. Neverthel ess, she
feared; and fromthat fact, The Shadow recogni zed that the girl counted El dron
as a person |like herself. One who also had a right to fear, and, therefore
one
who m ght fail should danger strike.

Sonet hi ng nmade Beth turn about. Perhaps it was the feeling that she was
bei ng wat ched intently. Possibly it was sone slight sound that she had sensed.
For The Shadow had noved forward from his hiding place.

Wen Beth gazed in his direction, she saw the cl oaked form strai ght
before
her. She | ooked into burning eyes that gazed from beneath The Shadow s hat
brim

Beth repressed a gasp. She was sensing the power of The Shadow s eyes:
those stern optics which nade nen of evil quail. To the girl, however, The



Shadow s gaze brought confidence.

Her first fright ended, she acted as obediently as if under a hypnotic
spell. Steadily, alnost mechanically, Beth stepped toward the bl ack-cl oaked
visitor.

"You have feared," spoke The Shadow, his tone a soft whisper. "You need
fear no | onger."

Bet h nodded.

"Tell me of the danger that lies here."

Bet h found her voice. She whispered a reply.

"I cannot define it," she inforned. "Actually, | amsafe. And yet -"
"You fear Peter Langrew?"

"Yes."

"You mstrust the others, with the exception of Glbert Eldron."
"That is true. |I can trust Glbert only. But I - | cannot tell him-"

"That M ss Theodora mistrusts him"

The girl opened her eyes wi de. The Shadow had spoken the very thought
t hat
was in her mnd. Before she could speak, The Shadow hi ssed a | ow conmand for
si | ence.

Beth foll owed The Shadow s gaze. G lbert had stepped into view He was
nmovi ng toward the door of his own room He saw Beth | ooking in his direction
but he did not spy The Shadow. The girl obscured any view of the tall, cloaked
shape that was dark against the wall.

"I"'mtaking a look in my own room" |aughed G lbert. "That ought to

pl ease
Langrew. Maybe I'Il find the prow er hiding under nmy bed. |I'll search your
room
next, Beth."

Chuckling Gl bert stepped into the room The girl turned about to face
The
Shadow.

"Who are you?" she began. "You know - you understand - perhaps you can
solve these riddl es. Peter Langrew clains to have a secret of hidden wealth.

Yet we believe, Glbert and I, that it is a false story. Mss Theodora seens
to
be deceived -"

"When | return," interposed The Shadow, "I shall bring an end to this
nmystery. You are safe here, for the present.”

"Yes," nodded Beth. "I have been here quite a long while. | am safe,
unl ess -"

"Unl ess you speak unwi sel y?"
The girl nodded.

"Preserve silence," ordered The Shadow. "If danger threatens, signal wth
a flashlight fromthe | ookout window in the alcove by the front stairs. Your
signal will be seen. It will bring me to your aid."

Anot her pause. Wiile Beth stood wondering how The Shadow had | earned of
the porthole in the alcove, Glbert cane fromhis own roomand entered Beth's.
He was going through with his pronise of a thorough search

"There is another person in this house," remarked The Shadow. "H s nane
is
Jack Hallison."

"He came tonight," explained Beth. "G lbert promsed to tell ne sonething
about him He is a likable chap; | know that he would aid ne if trouble cones.
| mean that he would try to aid ne; but | doubt that | could depend upon him"

THE SHADOW had st epped across the hall. Hi s gloved fingers were draw ng
the bolt of the door that led up to the tower. Already, footsteps were
soundi ng
on the front stairs. Peter Langrew had finished his search bel ow



"Bolt this door when | have passed,"” said The Shadow, quietly. "Depend
upon ny return. Renenber this token; it will announce me, no nmatter what ny
gui se may be."

He drew the glove fromhis left hand. Beth saw the sparkle of a
magni fi cent gem It was a fire opal, The Shadow s girasol, an unm stakabl e
stone. Beth stared into depths of ever-changing color. Deep crinson becane a
vivid blue. The girasol sparkled Iike a snapping fire. Then the hand wi t hdrew

The Shadow had stepped past the tower door. Beth saw the barrier close
silently.

Langrew s footsteps were alnpst at the top of the stairs. Quickly, Beth
shot the bolt, then drew back with a happy gasp. She was sure that she had
covered the departure of The Shadow.

Then came a shout fromthe far end of the hall - one that nmade Beth
realize that she was m staken

It was Beal e. The servant had cone up by the back stairs, arriving in the
hal | ahead of Langrew. Seeing the girl by the door to the tower, Beal e cane
dashing forward. Langrew popped into view and joined him Beth saw Gl bert bob
out into the hall.

"Who was it?" demanded Langrew, angrily pushing Beth aside. "Wat did you
hear ?"

"Not hi ng," stammered Beth. "I - | was afraid that -

"That someone mi ght be beyond this door? You are right! Perhaps those

wer e
t he sounds that Theodora heard. Come Beale! Follow me with your flashlight."

Langrew yanked the bolt and swung the door. Autonmatic ready, he started
up
the steep stairs, with Beale three feet behind him The servant was toting an
old horse pistol; he flashed a |light ahead of his master

G lbert Eldron had arrived. He | ooked toward Beth. The girl sniled wanly
and shook her head.

"It was nothing, Glbert," she affirmed. "Nothing - no one - just ny
i mgination. | tried to explain -"

"You couldn't, to Langrew," interposed Glbert. "He is too jittery. But
this tells nme something, Beth. He is worried about that tower. He has been up
there."”

"You saw hi nP"

"Yes. Last night; and once before. | wonder -

G | bert paused and shook his head specul atively. Beth stood tense. She
could only hope that The Shadow had nmanaged to gain an outer hiding place. She
renenbered that jet blackness of his cloak. It mght suffice to conceal him
agai nst the darkness, so she believed.

UP in the storeroom above, The Shadow had rai sed the trapdoor by standing
upon two stacked boxes. In the darkness, he could hear the clanbering of
Langrew and Beal e. He saw the arriving glow of the flashlight.

As he raised his body, The Shadow used one foot to give the upper box an
easy, sideways shove. It tunbled noiselessly upon an old mattress. Qut through
the trap, The Shadow pushed the barrier downward. He had not | oosened the
screw
that clanmped the bar. H's forcible pressure closed the trapdoor and left it
al nost as he had found it.

Reaching the rail beside the square tower roof, The Shadow rai sed hinself
to the newlevel. Hs tiny flashlight blinked. It showed the carrier upon the
wi re. Extinguishing the light, The Shadow made a half | eap and gri pped the

carrier. The wire swng w de; The Shadow s formswayed with it, like a figure
hanging froma trapeze.
As the wire steadied, The Shadow rel eased the brake. Still swaying, he

whi zzed downward at an angle through the drizzle, resuming his course toward
Harry's tree. The wire sang his departure; the tone ended just as the trapdoor



cane jounci ng upward.

Langrew and Beal e had reached the roof. Agile as a cat, the old nan had
foll omed The Shadow s plan of stacking boxes; but he had del ayed | ong enough
to
unscrew t he bar beneath the trapdoor. Flashlights blinked. Langrew had
pr oduced
one of his own, to join Beale in the search. They were | ooki ng everywhere
about
the roof; they were throwi ng rays upon the |evel below, where the rear of the
house had a flat roof of its own.

Ever ywhere but upward. Neither thought to hunt for a clue above their
heads. The wire renmai ned unseen. The two nmen returned through the trapdoor and
clanped it behind them Langrew descended to announce that there had been no
i ntruder.

The news was wel come to Beth Kindell, yet it amazed her nore than ever.
Returned to her own room the girl wondered what had becone of that incredible
bei ng who had spoken to her in the hallway.

A car was nmoving slowy fromthe rear street behind the old house. Wthin
it was a passenger who delivered a whispered | augh that cane |like a tone from
some invisible sphere. The Shadow had cut short his search; but he had | earned
enough facts for tonight.

He knew t he names of those who occupied the old house. He knew that the
occupants woul d be there when he called again. Fromthis night on, that
mansi on
woul d be wat ched.

Unknown to anyone except Beth Kindell, The Shadow had departed. The girl
woul d not speak her know edge. She had becone The Shadow s ally. Theodora
Langrew woul d be satisfied by the search. Peter Langrew and Beal e were
convinced that there had been no prowl er in the house. As for G lbert Eldron
t hat young man had been compl etely deceived. Jack Hallison, whoever he was,
had
not even entered the picture. Al this was to The Shadow s |iking. He wanted
hi s
visit to remain an unknown factor

There was work to be done, outside the old house. Crinme to be thwarted,
by
The Shadow. It was the mastersleuth's plan to | eave natters as they stood,
unti |
he had closed in upon the trail of Blink Torgue and the outside band.

The Shadow had al ready determ ned that outside events were linked with
those within the old barred house. Tonight, he had seen the person who
controll ed the outer band.

The Shadow s | augh was prophetic. It told that when he returned, he would
be prepared for final action

CHAPTER VI I'|
HARRY FINDS A JOB

SHORTLY before eight o' clock the next norning, Harry Vincent, under
orders
from The Shadow, was driving toward Hengle's filling station. Harry's car was
an
ol d sedan purchased for himby The Shadow.

Fol | owi ng The Shadow s instructions, Harry had, at seven o'clock, been
near the bakery where the | ad who worked at Hengle's filling station picked up
his morning ride. Shrewdly, Harry offered hima [ift and started punping him
The lad said his name was Joe Ditson, that he was dissatisfied with his
pr esent



job because it had no future.

That was Harry's opening. Still follow ng The Shadow s instructions,
Harry
said that through a friend he could offer Joe a job in the city with a chain
of
gas stations, but that he would have to take it imediately, as the man who
could give himthe job needed nmen right away.

Joe snapped up the offer. Harry took himto the hotel, where The Shadow,
posing as the chain filling station representative, gave Joe noney and
instructions to go to New York on the eight o' clock train.

Joe wanted to get in touch with a friend of his - Bill Detty, who worked

at a cross-roads filling station about four mles fromtow - and have him
notify Hengle that Joe was quitting. Harry said he would give Detty the
nessage

VWen Ditson had | eft, The Shadow tal ked with Harry. Soon afterward, Harry
had departed fromthe hotel and driven his coupe to a parking lot. There he
st epped aboard the old sedan that The Shadow had purchased in Aurora.

The sedan fitted better with the part that Harry intended to play. For
The
Shadow had opened a plan that offered excellent possibilities, since Joe
Di tson
woul d soon be on his way to New York.

DRI VING northward, Harry arrived at Hengle's filling station. The brawny
proprietor cane fromthe little office. He nodded thinking that Harry was a
custonmer. Harry alighted.

"My nane's Bill Detty," he said. "Cane to bring you a nmessage from Joe
Ditson."

"Yeah?" queried Hengle, gruffly. "Wat's he want? A day off?"

Harry noted a scow upon Hengle's face. The fell ow was sour-featured and
rough of manner. Harry could not blame Ditson for being glad of another job.

"Joe's had to go to New York," explained Harry. "CGot an offer fromthere,
the lucky kid. But he was worried about |eaving you short of a helper. That's
why he called ne up."

"You know sonebody who wants to take his job?"

"Yes. I'd like it."

Hengl e stared. Though Harry's car was old, his clothes were new. He
| ooked
too prosperous to be junping at a job in an obscure service station

"I"ve worked out at the cross-roads," explained Harry. "Tended the gas
tank there. There's been no pay coming, so | cane into town to see what |
coul d

get. Put on ny store clothes" - he tugged proudly at the coat that he was
wearing - "and thought | night |and sone kind of a job.

"Went around to see Joe Ditson. When he showed ne the letter he'd got in
the nmorning mail, | asked himif he thought you'd take nme on. He said he
thought so. I'mwlling to work for what Joe was getting."

Hengl e stroked his heavy chin. At |ast, he nodded.

"You'll do," he decided. "Got any overalls?"

"I can buy sonme, downtown," returned Harry. "I have a little nobney.
Nowhere to bunk, though. They've sold the old house out at the cross-roads.
This old car doesn't belong to ne, either. |I've got to take it back tonight."

Hengl e cal cul at ed.

"I was paying Ditson fifteen dollars a week," he declared. "If you'l
wor k

for twelve, you can bunk upstairs in the service station. There's two roons up
there."”

Harry | ooked toward the decrepit building; then nodded.

"It's a go."



"Al'l right, Detty." Hengle waved his hand toward the street. "Go downtown
and get the overalls. You'll need two sets. Try to be back here inside half an
hour . "

TVWENTY minutes later, a bell hop paged M. Arnaud in the | obby of the
Aurora Hotel. It was a phone call. The Shadow answered. He received a report
fromHarry. The game had worked. H s agent woul d soon be on duty.

By day, when he tended the gasoline tanks; by night, when he bunked in
t he
service station, Harry woul d keep constant watch on the old house across the
way. Wth his agent assigned to that duty, The Shadow would be free to nove
el sewhere

Two hours |ater, The Shadow was seated in his roomat the hotel. Joe
Ditson had left for New York. His job would be awaiting him The Shadow had
arranged that detail through a telegramto an investnent broker naned Rutl edge
Mann, who served The Shadow as a contact agent.

Calmin his guise of Henry Arnaud, The Shadow studi ed maps of the
surrounding territory. H's finger nmoved between two towns: Brookdal e and
Nort hbri dge. The Shadow had chosen these places that lay north of Aurora.
There
was a larger town to the south - a place called Solway. The Shadow had
elimnated it.

New crime was due. Crooks had been successful in their raid at Goshen
They would logically pick Solway for their next foray. At the sane tine,

Sol way, largest of the three towns, would be the spot where Feds woul d be on
duty.

To The Shadow, it seemed likely that the crooks would cross the dope.
Bl i nk Torgue and his thugs would venture from sone hide-out; but they would
avoi d Solway and pick one of the northern towns in preference. The Shadow s
task was to deci de between Brookdal e and Northbri dge.

He inscribed the names of the towns upon a pad. Beneath Brookdal e, he
wrote "Marsland"; under Northbridge, "Burke." Those were the nanmes of two
agents whom The Shadow had ordered to this vicinity. The Shadow woul d cont act
them t oday. One man would renmain in each town.

From hi s contour map, The Shadow found a steep hillside that |lay six
mles
north of Aurora, near a road that ran from Brookdal e to Northbridge. That hil
woul d serve as his | ookout post. Fromit, he could watch for a signal flare
fromthe ol d house.

Today, clouds were scattering. The night would be clear. Perhaps nobsters
woul d delay their next raid; if so, The Shadow could wait. One point seened
certain: Blink Torgue would again wait for a flash of colored |ight before he
vent ur ed.

For crooks were dependi ng upon a masterm nd. They had gained results
because they had followed the crafty orders of a hidden | eader. The
mast erschener, safe within the old gray house, had shown his ability to
out guess the | aw.

Only The Shadow had divined the gane. He, al one, knew the source from
whi ch crimnal orders cane. He, like Blink, would be ready when the signa
flare occurred. Tonight, or any future night.

THE SHADOW f ol ded his maps. He packed a suitcase, strolled downstairs and
checked out of the Aurora Hotel. He entered Vincent's coupe and drove
northward. His first stop was at Hengle's filling station

He pulled up in front of the first standard. Harry Vincent, attired in
overalls, cane jogging out fromthe station

"Sorry, mster. No Coronet gas. How about Pure Bl ue?"

The Shadow nodded; he pulled the car to the next standard. Harry filled



the tank and received the noney w thout comrent. There was nothing further to
report.

"l nstructions!"”

The Shadow whi spered brief words to his agent, then drove away. Harry,
wat chi ng, saw the coupe turn the corner. He strolled back into the service
station, where Hengl e nodded his approval and arose froma rickety chair.

"You know the job, Bill," growed the proprietor. "Guess | can trust you
with the place. I'mdriving downtown in ny roadster. Keep on the job while I'm
gone. "

Later, alone, Harry Vincent indulged in a grin. He was getting by with
hi s

role of Bill Detty. In that capacity, he could serve The Shadow wel|. Mich
t hough Harry craved action el sewhere, he realized that his job here was
i mportant.

More important even than Harry had guessed. While he watched the gray
wal I s of the old house across the way, Harry stood closer to crine than he
supposed.

CHAPTER | X
THE SHADOW LEARNS

DARKNESS had arrived. Upon a rocky hillside, a |lone watcher was keeping
vigil. Stationed at his chosen spot, The Shadow gazed beneath the starlight,
toward the distant gl ow of Aurora.

The Shadow had made a conplete circuit of the terrain. To Brookdal e; then
Nort hbri dge; back again to Aurora. At the first town, he had talked with Ciff
Marsl and; at the second, with Cyde Burke. In Aurora, he had again stopped at
Hengle's to hear word fromHarry Vincent.

diff Marsland had reported strangers in the town of Brookdale. He had
spotted a sallowfaced idler who had | ater ducked from sight. He had seen two
shrewd-eyed nen drive up in a coupe and park for half an hour on the main
street, without |leaving their car

These events had happened prior to The Shadow s arrival. None of the
suspects had been about when diff had made his report. Indications, however,
were that something woul d soon brew i n Brookdal e.

Al was quiet in Northbridge. Cyde Burke had covered the town, with no
results. Cyde was as conpetent as Ciff. The conclusion, therefore, was that
Nort hbri dge woul d not become a focal point tonight.

In Aurora, Hengle had been absent when The Shadow had nade his second
stop
at the filling station. That was at four o'clock. Harry had reported that
Hengl e
had failed to receive a delivery of notor oil and had driven into town to
raise
a protest.

The air was clear upon the hillside. From sonewhere cane the distant
chi me
of a town clock, striking nine. The Shadow s vigil promised to be
unsuccessful .

Crooks had chosen cloudy, rainy nights for their previous drives.

That, however, was no indication of their com ng actions. Blink Torgue
m ght be the type who would work by a set system but Blink was not the field
mar shal who conmmanded crine. The brain was stationed within the old house; he
was a master of crooked craft. Wth the Feds anxious to thwart the crooks, it
was likely that the masterm nd woul d adopt new and unexpected tactics.

M nut es dragged. The Shadow s gaze was steady. Garbed in black, The
Shadow
stood invisible upon the hillside. There was sonething prophetic in his



wat chf ul ness. He seenmed to expect a token fromthe night.

It came.

A tiny spark of light - the beginning of a flare. Then, with vivid burst,
a puff of crimson flanme flashed upward. The signal died. Darkness bl anketed
t he
di stant spot fromwhich the red flare had appeared.

Li ke the green flare, this red one had come fromthe roof of Peter
Langrew s ol d house.

Purple - blue - green - red -

Four col ors had been seen in all. The Shadow knew t he towns that the
first
three had indicated. Only three were left: Solway to the south; Brookdal e and
Nort hbri dge to the north.

The red light told nothing in itself, outside of the fact that crinme was
due. Nothing to The Shadow. But to others - to Blink Torgue, watching
el sewhere
- it signified the town where roving criminals should strike.

Anticipating crine, The Shadow had chosen Brookdal e as the | ogical spot.
The sane flare that ordered crooks to action was the signal that The Shadow
awai t ed. \Wherever Blink Torgue m ght be watching, his vantage point could not
be nmuch closer to Brookdal e than The Shadow s.

In all probability it would be farther. For Blink was obeying orders
blindly, raiding anywhere that he was ordered. Despite the presence of Federa
agents, Blink would take a crack at Solway, if told to do so. Blink, though he
knew the terrain, could have no previous know edge of where he was supposed to
strike. That was why colored flares were necessary.

CONFI DENT that he coul d reach Brookdal e ahead of the raiders, The Shadow
st epped aboard the coupe and coasted the car down the hill to the highway.

A dozen mles to Brookdale. Fifteen mnutes would bring The Shadow to the
outskirts of the town, for the road was cl ear and curves, though nunerous,
wer e
slight. Though Blink mght be pronpt in his attack, he and his band coul d not
arrive in less than a half hour

VWil e he sped toward Brookdal e, The Shadow was traveling away from
Nort hbridge, which lay eight mles in the other direction. He was banking
entirely upon diff Marsland' s report, plus O yde Burke's negative findings.

Ten minutes. The Shadow whi zzed through a tiny ham et, where all the
i nhabitants had retired. He swng a curve and reached the | ast straightaway.
It
was a long stretch, two nmles at least, and in the di stance, The Shadow saw
t he
tiny lights of an approaching car, com ng from Brookdal e.

The coupe roared onward. The intervening space was | essening. Suddenly,
the Iights of the approaching car blinked off. Then on - off - on

The Shadow j abbed a button on the dashboard. Hi s own |ights went out; he
snapped them on again. In response to the return signal, the approaching car
screeched to a stop. The Shadow halted the coupe; the lights of the two cars
showed a square-set nan | eaping to the road.

It was Aiff Marsland; his chiseled features, usually restrained,
bet rayed
excitement. diff sprang to The Shadow s car to nmeet the keen gaze of his
chief.

"The two nmen showed up again," reported Aiff, hurriedly. "The ones in

t he
car. Ohers net themin a pool room They aren't crooks; they're Feds!
spotted

Vic Marquette with them™
diff paused, breathless; then added: "They're covering the Brookdal e



Nati onal Bank. They nust have had a tip-off!"”

CLI FF had brought tinely news. Knowi ng where The Shadow was stationed, he
had hurried out fromtown to informhis chief. For Aiff had foreseen trouble
had The Shadow arrived ahead of Blink Torgue.

Vic Marquette, leading the unit of government nen, was one of the best
hands of strategy that the F.B.|l possessed. Wen Vic and his squad covered,

t he
job was conplete. Even The Shadow, venturing past an unseen cordon, m ght be
caught in a sudden glare of lights.

Vic Marquette knew The Shadow, for the master-fighter had aided the Fed
in
the past. But Vic might not be quick enough to stop the fire of his
subor di nates. The Federal agents were out for business tonight. They were
chafing because of previous failures.

To Adiff, one course seened logical. It was certain that other Feds nust
have remai ned at Sol way, the town south of Aurora. They had sinply decided to
double their vigil; to cover another place as well, in case the attackers

should try to outguess them

The Shadow s course - as diff sawit - would be to stay outside the
cordon. If crooks spotted the Feds too soon, The Shadow woul d be able to stop
the crimnals should they try flights instead of battle.

The Shadow spoke a single word:

"Fol | o "

diff sprang back to his car, confident that The Shadow would | ead the
way
i nto Brookdale, to stop before he neared the bank. But when diff reached the
wheel , he gaped.

The Shadow was turning his coupe in the center of the road. He was taking
a course away fromthe town!

The coupe fairly leaped to a rapid start. diff jamred his own car into
gear. Stepping hard upon the accelerator, he lurched his machine forward to
keep pace with the speed that The Shadow had begun

The cars were gobbling the broad concrete; whirling away from Brookdal e
as
t hough fl eeing a pl ague.

As he drove, diff wondered why The Shadow was speeding fromthe center
of
danger. Never before had he known his chief to clear awmay froma field that
offered fight. As niles passed, diff fumed, trying to understand. Then the
answer struck him

New strategy by The Shadow

The crooks had out guessed the Feds before. Perhaps they m ght be doing so
again. Vic Marquette had suddenly shifted to Brookdal e. There was a way by
which the crimnals could offset his nove and still engage in evil.

They coul d pick the town of Northbridge, which alone remained uncovered.

Aiff realized The Shadow s keenness. No need to cover Brookdale; the
Feds
were there. Better to head for Northbridge, on a chance that Blink Torgue
woul d
choose it instead.

The odds had turned suddenly agai nst The Shadow. Only a sustai ned bur st
of
speed could bring himto the other town before crine was acconpli shed.

The Shadow was banki ng upon breaks to aid himtonight. He was hoping to
of fset Blink's gain; driving, alone, to hurl hinself against a band of
mur der ous out | aws.

Al ready, The Shadow s speed had outmatched diff's. Reaching a bend in
t he



road, The Shadow s car disappeared. diff, though he still urged his car to
t he
l[imt, had begun to realize that he would be m | es behind when The Shadow
reached the goal

The best that diff could do would be to come up, mnutes later, in tine
to act as a reserve. The first fight would be The Shadow s. Intrepid, daring,
the cl oaked battler would not hesitate, no nmatter how nunerous the foe.

The Shadow s speed indicated that he knew his present surm se was
correct.
Smal | wonder; for he had recognized the shrewdness of the superfoe who nanaged
affairs of crime. Since the Feds were at Brookdal e, Blink Torgue woul d be at
Nor t hbri dge.

Nort hbri dge was the town that the red flare had signified

The Shadow knew.

CHAPTER X
THE SHORT TRAI L

HALF past nine was late for the sleepy country town of Northbridge. Even
the main street was deserted. It presented a barren scene to the stranger who
viewed it. That man was a wiry young chap who stood outside the hotel

He was C yde Burke, agent of The Shadow.

As a New York newspaper reporter, Cyde could explain his presence al nost
anywhere. He had managed to remain inconspicuous in Northbridge; at the sane
time, he had | ooked about. Al during his stay, Cyde had seen nothing of
i nterest.

Toni ght was like the finish of a routine - the end of a duty which was
necessary to perform ldling, Cyde strolled down the main street toward an
i ntersection near the bank, where a main highway entered town.

Anot her man was pacing the opposite sidewal k. Cyde noted a uniform The
man was a policeman, testing doorways in perfunctory fashion. He represented
one of the few officers who patrolled these streets at night.

A sedan pulled up across a street. Two nmen and a girl alighted. dyde
could hear their voices, bidding someone in the car good night. The policenan
passed them Cyde saw the car draw away; it came in his direction and he
watched it roll by.

The girl was waving fromthe curb when Cl yde next noticed her. The two
nen
must have stepped to the background, for one of them canme suddenly into view
and
spoke to the girl. They chatted for a few nmonents, then turned and wal ked
away.

They rounded the corner past the bank

It was difficult to follow figures when they wal ked cl ose to building
fronts, for the shops of Northbridge were unlighted at night. Al the gl ow
cane
fromthe street lanmps on the curb; they were few and far between. Yet any
per son
shoul d have been visible at tines, when wal king al ong the street.

That was why O yde wondered. He could no | onger see the policeman coning
in and out from doorways. \Wat had happened to the fell ow? Suddenly alert,
Clyde crossed the street.

He cane directly to the doorway near which the sedan had stopped.

St eppi ng
into the entryway, Clyde lighted a cigarette. As he did, he stunbled. Catching
hi msel f, he held the match flane | ow

He had tripped upon a huddl ed body. The flickering match showed t he
of ficer, unconscious. Cyde noted that the man's hands and feet were bound; a



broad patch of adhesive plaster had been hastily sl apped across his nouth.

THUGS had done quick work. They had used the girl to cover up their
action. The noll had played a clever part, waving fromthe curb. Cyde had
been
bluffed. Mre than that, he had been | ucky.

Paused across the street, he had not been noticed by the men who drove
away in the sedan. Had he been seen, C yde would have gained the same fate as
t he Northbridge policenman. The men who had overpowered the officer were
unquesti onably desperadoes.

The type that would follow Blink Torgue

That thought struck Clyde instantly. Stooping, he began quick efforts to
unbi nd the policeman. He ripped the plaster fromthe man's nouth. The cop
groaned feebly.

For a monent, O yde stood undeci ded. The policeman had been stunned; but
he was recovering. There was no need to seek a physician. The man's gun was
gone - Clyde had not found it while untying him- hence he would be useless in
conbat. Particularly, Cyde knew, because the officer was still groggy.

Di scussi on woul d do no good. Crooks were at large, ready for crine in

this
very town. The Shadow had drawn a bl ank in heading for Brookdale. It was
dyde's

task to do the nbst he could in Northbridge.

Leaving the policeman in the safety of the doorway, Cyde crept toward
t he
corner by the bank. The building was white-fronted. Cyde decided to stop
short
of it. H's decision was wi se. As he eased beneath an awni ng, he heard | ow
VOi ces.

He was before the glass wi ndow of a stationery store. The speakers were
| ocated deeper, in an entry that |ed past the side display w ndow.

"Blink's about set, ain't he?"

"Shoul d be, Duke. Get ready to hear it blow"

"O K., Mannie. Say - where'd Jing an' Mac duck to with Daisy, after they
sl ugged the bul |l ?"

"Over across the other street. COpposite the bank. They'll be ready for
t he
get-away. Better check whether the cop's gotten | oose.™

Foot st eps sounded on the tiled entry. Cyde shifted; fromhis pocket, he
drew a short-barreled automatic that he carried for emergency. Usually, dyde
went unarmed. On this occasion, he had brought a .32, at The Shadow s
i nstruction.

"Duke" stopped fromthe entry and turned in Cyde's direction. The
Shadow s agent shifted outward, jabbed his gun straight into Duke's ribs. The
fellow grunted; Cyde saw an ugly fishnouthed face that showed sudden fear

"Stick where you are!" ordered dyde. "That's it. Keep your hands up. One
nove neans curtains for you, fellow™"

Thrusting his left hand forward, Cyde found Duke's gun and pocketed it.
They stood cl ose together, vaguely visible at the awning's edge. Duke's lips
were noving, but the crook was too cowed to chance a shout for Mannie.

The situation put Clyde in a quandary. Hi s best nmove was to shove Duke
al ong the street, up to the doorway where the officer lay. Perhaps the
bl uecoat
woul d be sufficiently recovered to take charge of this prisoner. In that case
G yde could conme back and get Mannie.

But Mannie, in the neantime, constituted a danger. Wat if he becane
puzzl ed when Duke failed to return? What would Mannie think if he peered out
fromthe doorway, to find Duke gone?



THE answer cane to Cyde. Mannie woul d suppose that Duke had gone to the
doorway above, to look at the bound cop. That neant that Mannie woul d cone
along hinmself. No need to return. Clyde could wait for Mannie to walk into the
trap.

"Come on," voiced Cyde, lowtoned to Duke. "You're going with ne."

Clyde stopped. He heard other footsteps. Mannie was al ready stepping from
t he doorway. The short paces ceased. Mannie's whi sper cane:

"What you lanpin', Duke?"

Duke's body obscured Cyde from Mannie's view Wthout a word, Cyde
j abbed the pistol nore firmy against Duke's chest. The yell ow crook
under st ood. He spoke to Manni e without turning.

"Nothin', Mannie," he replied. "Just keepin' |ookout."

"No use bein' under cover," chuckled Mannie, still oblivious to Duke's
dilemma. "This town is soft. They're all soft, the ones that Blink gets tipped
off to.

"He's workin' with a big-shot, Blink is. | don't know the guy, or who he
is; but he knows his stuff. Blink's the ace when it cones to handlin' the

j obs,
after the big-shot gives hi mword.

"But Shill is smart, too. Leave it to himto pipe the word through to the
big-shot. I was with Blink when he seen Shill this nornin', and | heard Blink
say -"

A shuddering, nuffled blast ended Mannie's coment. The expl osion cane
fromclose by, for the sidewalk trenbled with the quake. Intervening walls had
dul | ed the bl ast.

Cl yde knew what it was. Crooks had entered the Northbridge National -
Blink and a crew of henchnen. They had bl own the bank's vault.

Clyde stood rigid. He was in a tough spot. He had Duke hel pl ess; but he
had to await Mannie's nove. He had hoped that the fell ow would slide back into
the entry; and Mannie did, but only part way.

Chanci ng a | ook through the show wi ndow, C yde saw Manni e by the side
wi ndow. He caught a hazy view of a pasty, tight-lipped face; then he saw a
sudden | eer on Mannie's part. The thug had spotted Cyde. He was ready to |eap
out and aid Duke.

Clyde took the only course that cane to him Jolting forward, he gave
Duke
an unexpected shove; one that was tinely through |luck, rather than design. It
sent Duke hurtling backward, just as Mannie cane fromthe doorway. Mannie
snharl ed as he bounced back into the entry.

Wth his shove, dyde kept on, straight for the bank corner. He had no
time to turn after he rushed Duke. He guessed that the crooks woul d expect him
to turn back. By crossing the dope, he gained a head start. The bank corner
was
cl oser than the policeman's doorway.

More than that, Cyde was naddened with the hope of thwarting crinmne.
Though death might be his Iot, he was ready to thrust hinmself squarely into
t he
horde of crimnals whom he knew nust be around the corner.

AS C yde wheel ed past the corner, he saw two cars. One was a touring car,
parked by the bank itself but pointed in the opposite direction. The other was
a sedan, on the opposite side of the street, faced toward C yde and cl oser.
Both cars, oddly, were parked on the wong side of the street, in reference to
their direction.

Four nen were scranbling out fromthe bank | uggi ng huge bags of swag.
They
were already on the street when O yde saw them They were scranbling into the
touring car. Desperately, Cyde aimed, in hope that he could wi ng one of the



robbers.

Bef ore Clyde could fire, a shout sounded from behind him Turning
instinctively, dyde saw Mannie. The thug had arrived at the corner; he was
shouting the alarmas he ai med pointblank for d yde.

Wth a quick | eap, Cyde gained the wall of the bank, just as Mannie
fired.

Two shots whizzed wide. Cyde jabbed one in return. Manni e had al ready
swung his aim Qick with the trigger, the crook had a chance for a
bul I s-eye.

But C yde, |ooking past him saw a blaze of light fromtwo brilliant
headl anps.
A coupe was roaring in fromthe other side of the main street.

The Shadow

Even as he fired wildly at Mannie, Cyde guessed that his chief had
arrived. An automatic barked fromlong range as the car approached. Mnnie's
ai m ng hand went up; the crook's gun dropped, as his scowing face registered
that he had been cli pped.

As the gun bounced fromthe sidewal k, anot her hand snatched it. Duke was
in back of Mannie. A quick-triggered gang-fighter, Duke ained for the coupe,
whi ch was al ready al ongside the corner curb. Duke punped bullets wide, for his
ai mwas hasty.

Fl ame tongued fromthe coupe. A fierce |augh sounded. The Shadow s .45
wi t hered Duke where he stood. The ruffian sprawl ed forward.

Down by the bank entrance, the touring car was starting for its get-away.
Across the street, nen were out of doorways, boarding the sedan, where a ready
driver had the wheel and newconers were swi nging a machine gun. Their nove was
too late to stop The Shadow.

One press of the accel erator woul d have carried himpast that starting
sedan, beyond a hail of futile revolver stabs; into the clear before the
machi ne gun could begin its rattle; off to the chase of the touring car that
carried Blink Torgue and the swag.

The Shadow, nmaster-fighter, had his opportunity. He did not take it.

Cl yde Burke was the reason. The Shadow knew what woul d happen to his aid.
The sedan was headed for the spot where Cyde stood flat-footed, trapped

against the wall, with no tine to regain the corner. Wen The Shadow s car
roared past, the sedan would drive in this direction. Cyde would be riddled
by

machi ne-gun fire
The Shadow sacrificed the chase to save his agent.

THE sedan, driving forward, bel ated, was pointed at an angle across the
street. The Shadow, skimming the |eft-hand curb, could roar past before the
ot her car bl ockaded. The thugs in the sedan wanted a crash. The Shadow gave
t hem one; but not the sort that they expected.

He slued the wheel to the right; the coupe's rear wheels skidded
| ef t war d.

The Shadow swung hard to the left. The coupe righted. Yells cane fromthe
sedan

as The Shadow s car roared in am dships. At forty nmiles an hour, it struck the
sedan's |left side.

The Shadow gave his car the brakes as he hit. He was braced far back from
the wheel; and it was well. The radiator, notor, hood of the coupe were driven
back by the terrific inmpact. The steering wheel jamed upward, stopping just
short of The Shadow s chest.

The sedan was lifted bodily in air. Though heavier than the coupe, its
wei ght was insufficient to save it. The projecting nmachi ne gun was driven back
anong the nmen who held it as the sedan smashed down upon its right side. Stil
i npel l ed by the force of the collision, the sedan rolled over on its top

Clyde Burke saw it poise there, its wheels spinning as a beetle would



wave
its legs; then the car toppled lazily along, to thwack down again upon its
shattered right side. How s changed to groans. There was no fight fromthose
within the ruined car.

The | eft door of the coupe ripped outward. The Shadow had banged it open
with his shoulder. He cane fromthe weckage of his own machine, a
bl ack-cl oaked figure that |ooned |like the personification of vengeful fate.

In one stroke, w thout a single shot, The Shadow had vanqui shed four
killers - the occupants of the sedan. They | ay, overwhel ned, within the hul k
of
their own car.

But there were others; they bobbed from far doorways: "Jing," Mac and
Dai sy. Cyde saw the nmen yank revolvers, while the girl made a dash for the
corner beyond the bank

The Shadow, turning toward Jing and Mac, wavered. C yde saw hi m stagger
and sag agai nst the smashed front of the coupe, just as the two crooks fired.

Wldly, dyde |eaped forward. He stabbed pronpt shots with his autonatic.
He crippl ed one eneny; he heard the other nmouth a curse, then yank his
conpani on off along the route that the girl had foll owed. Cyde reached The
Shadow.

Hi s chief was straightening. He had not been clipped by bullets. He had
sagged as an aftermath of the collision. Cyde steadi ed The Shadow as he
stepped away fromthe coupe. Then C yde pointed.

"Look!"

Jing and Mac had reached the far corner. Wth the girl, they were
boar di ng
an autonobile, a reserve car that nust have been parked upon another street.
Crooks had gone through the rear of the bank to reach the vehicle. They were
about to turn and roar along this street, in hope of downing The Shadow and
hi s
agent .

Bot h The Shadow and O yde stood in plain view Though they held weapons,
t hey were out nunbered. Small handi cap for The Shadow under ordi nary
condi ti ons;
but Cyde could see his chief about to sway, still groggy fromthe crash.

THEN, as with dyde's rescue, canme the brilliance of headlights. Another
coupe wheeled up fromthe near corner. It stopped; fromit sprang Ciff
Marsl and, ready to add his gun to the defense, should the crooks head in this
direction.

Up ahead, the car by the far corner wheeled. Blink Torgue's reserves had
lost their nerve. They knew that their waiting adversary was The Shadow. He
had
gai ned a car of his own; with an added gun to fight beside him Ohers m ght
be
in that sane car. Crooks, at their distance, could not tell that it was only a
coupe.

They chose flight. Cyde saw their car head away, taking Blink's
direction. Then cane an order from The Shadow.

"Fol | o "

The word was addressed to diff. Wth a nod, he sprang to the wheel of

t he
coupe. The Shadow swung suddenly from O yde's steadying clutch. Vigor
regai ned,

he boarded Ciff's coupe. The door slamred shut. C yde stood stupefied,
clutching his revol ver
A gl oved hand cane fromthe window It clutched dyde's gun, took it from
his grasp and tossed it to the street. Then came The Shadow s order to C yde:
"Renai n!"



The coupe shot away. Clyde saw its tail-light twinkle in the distance. He
understood. It was his job to stay in Northbridge. There was time for Cyde to
decanp fromthe scene of battle.

Time, he knew, to get back to the doorway where the groggy policenan |ay.
To be the first to aid the officer; to explain that he had arrived after the
fray. dyde becane alert; he dashed forth on his mssion

QUTSI DE of Northbridge, a new chase was on. The Shadow had pi cked up the
trail of Blink's reserves. There was a hi ghway outside of town, one that
skirted Northbridge. The Shadow had ordered Ciff to head sout hward.

The Shadow was acting on the supposition that the crooks had doubl ed on
their course, to throw off any chance observers. He was right. Two miles bel ow
Nort hbridge, he spied the car ahead. It was distant; its lights forned a tiny
twi nkl e upon a hillside nore than a mle away.

Seven miles. The fleeing car had maintained its di stance. Suddenly, The
Shadow spoke to Adiff. He ordered a stop. Ciff obeyed. Rel axing at the wheel
he stared in the direction that The Shadow i ndi cat ed.

Of to the right was a straight stretch, reached by a curve of the road.
It showed like a thin white ribbon, in the light of a rising noon. At the pace
that it had taken, the pursued car should be upon that stretch

It was not. It had stopped or turned off sonewhere in between. The Shadow
ordered diff to proceed. Wthin half a mle, they canme to a cross-road, where
rough macadam of fered no marks of tires as a clue.

The thugs had turned fromthe main highway. This crossing was the | ast
spot to which they could be traced. The fleeing car had ignored earlier and
better turn-offs. The Shadow s conclusion was that its occupants had believed
that they had outstripped pursuit.

Therefore, the retreaters had turned off to reach their hide-out, where
Bl ink Torgue and the first cluster of thugs had already arrived. Sonewhere in
this vicinity, rogues could he found.

Toni ght woul d produce a search. Aided by diff, The Shadow pl anned to
narrow the area, wherein nen of crinme would be found. The Shadow had won a
battle with foes of right. He had thinned their band and driven themto cover.

Wth their newy gained swag, Blink Torgue and his skul ki ng henchnmen were
due for new and greater trouble.

CHAPTER Xl
THE LI NK BETWEEN

IT was late the next afternoon. Harry Vincent was al one on duty at
Hengle's filling station, when a coupe pulled up beside the Pure Bl ue
st andar d.

It was Ciff Marsland's car. The driver, unacconpani ed, was The Shadow.

The car had cone in fromthe north. The Shadow was in his cal mfaced
gui se
of Henry Arnaud.

"Report!"

The word was quietly uttered while Harry began to w pe the w ndshiel d.
Harry responded.

"No signs of life," he stated, referring to the old house. "I spotted the
flare last night; but only like a reflection fromthe tower roof. Noticed it
fromnmy roomupstairs in the service station

"Al'l quiet today. Hengle went down town an hour ago to get sone parts for
arepair job. |I've read the |l ocal newspapers -"

"Report received!"

The Shadow tendered Harry two one-dollar bills to cover eight gallons of
gasol i ne purchased. Harry thrust the noney in his pocket and brought out



change. The Shadow drove away, heading toward Aurora. Harry went back into the
service station.

Bet ween those dollar bills he had felt a snmall envel ope. He knew that it
must be a nessage bearing instructions. The Shadow had planned to hand Harry
the envel ope with the noney so that Hengle, if present, would not see it.

Al t hough Hengl e was absent, The Shadow had used his pl anned procedure as
a
rem nder that this was the way in which nessages night cone.

Harry had read the newspapers thoroughly. As an aftermath of the bank
robbery, there had been two survivors who had craw ed fromthe weckage of a
smashed sedan. They had dodged in and about the town of Northbridge and
finally
conmandeered a roadster that they had found in a parking |ot.

Starting flight, they had encountered a carl oad of Feds, sumoned in from
Br ookdal e. Desperately, the thugs had opened fire. The Feds had anni hil ated
t hem t hr ough necessity.

Through that, Harry knew, a valuable |link had been |lost. For Harry
realized that The Shadow nmust have foll owed the crooks who had previously
fled.

Not only because he was not sure that the sedan contai ned survivors; but
because
he woul d have been handi capped had he remai ned in Northbridge.

Cl yde Burke nust have remmi ned on the scene. C yde had probably | earned
somet hing. |If The Shadow had contacted himtoday, the message woul d contain
Clyde's information

HARRY opened the envel ope. He read brief lines, inked in a code that he
under st ood. The statenent was that The Shadow and diff were seeking the
hi deout of the crimnals. Then cane the final statenent:

"A crook called Shill serves as contact. Watch everyone, including
Hengl e. "

To the Feds, it would seemthat crooks had | earned of their presence in
Brookdal e and had carried that news to their |eader, early in the day. That
was
correct. Blink Torgue had undoubtedly been informed. But The Shadow knew nore:
nanely, that Blink had slipped the word to the masterm nd who lived in the old
house at Aurora. That was why the red flare had been given, announcing the
final order as an attack on the bank at Northbridge.

Knowi ng that there was a contact, The Shadow had seen inportance in
Clyde's report of a nman naned "Shill," nentioned in the conversation between
Manni e and Duke.

The Shadow had al so renenbered that Hengl e had absented hinmself fromthe
filling station part of yesterday. There was a chance that Hengle m ght be
Shill.

Ri ght now, The Shadow had gone into Aurora sinply to keep up his part of
Arnaud, as a registered guest at the hotel. After dinner he would return to
join diff, who was still scouring the terrain where the conceal ed hi de-out
[ay. On the way, The Shadow woul d stop here for a later report fromHarry.

Witing had faded fromthe note, for it was inscribed in The Shadow s
special ink. Harry tossed paper and envel ope into a wastebasket. He went out
front and idled by a gasoline standard, gazing occasionally at the old gray
house across the way.

It was nearly dusk. Harry saw the dimlights of an approaching car and
t hought that it was a custoner; for the car was pulling into the filling
station. Then he recogni zed Hengle's machine. It had cone fromthe direction
of
Aur or a.

The brawny man stepped fromhis car and nodded bluntly to Harry. Then
Hengl e gl anced at his watch



"Cetting close to six, Bill," he said, gruffly. "You can go off duty.
Shed
your overalls and wash up."

HARRY went into the service station. He doffed his overalls and washed.
Al the while, he kept watch in a mrror. It seemed to himthat Hengle was
stealing glances in his direction.

This did not trouble Harry. He felt secure in his role of Bill Detty.
Suddenl y suspi cious of Hengle, Harry felt that the fellow was sinply on his
guar d.

Fi ni shing his wash, Harry went upstairs. He | owered ragged shades, then
turned on the light in his room which had wi ndows at front and back. That
done, Harry sneaked out and stopped in a little hallway that |ay between his
room and Hengle's. There was a tiny w ndow t hrough which Harry coul d peer.

The Shadow s advi ce was sound. Hengl e needed wat chi ng.

Certain that Harry was in his room the brawny nan had gone to his car
He
was pulling out flat packages from beneath the front seat. Stacking his prizes
on the running board, Hengle sneaked a | ook toward Harry's shaded w ndow.

Satisfied that he would be able to see Harry's sil houette against the
light, Hengle took it for granted that his enployee was not spying upon him

Hengl e' s next nmove cane as a real surprise

Harry saw the man go to the gasoline standard nearest his car. It was the
unused gasoline post - the one supposed to contain the Coronet brand that
Hengl e did not carry.

Hengl e unl ocked the post. Hastily, he gathered his packages. Despite the
tinge of dusk, Harry could see the man bundl e the packages into a cylindrica
cont ai ner.

Hengl e pushed the cylinder downward. He pulled a |lever. He closed the
hi nged standard and | ocked it. Harry could distinguish a pleased grimace on
Hengl e' s face.

Harry's solution to the occurrence was based on nore than guesswork. It
was an obvi ous concl usion. Hengle was Shill. Harry had | earned his node of
contact with the house.

The gasoline standard housed a pipe line that |ed across the street. The
cylinder was propelled through the tube by conpressed aid. The cylinder was
| arge enough to contain objects of several inches in bulk. The packages that
Harry had seen were a give-away.

They were the spoils fromlast night's raid. Bank notes and securities
gai ned by Blink Torgue's raid. Hengle had shipped the swag into Peter
Langrew s. Hidden in that house, the big-shot of crime could keep his illicit
gai ns secure.

The cylinder was probably a I ong one; for Hengle had sent everything in
one | oad. The tunnel through which it ran had probably been installed at the
time the gasoline station was constructed. If, at that tine, there had been
pi pel aying into the old house, the hook-up woul d have been an easy nmatter

Messages, as well as swag, could go through by that pipe |line.

Harry surmi sed that, yesterday, Hengle nmust have contacted Blink
Lear ni ng
that Feds had come to Brookdale, Hengle - otherwise Shill - had sent the news
t hrough. At dusk, when Harry had just gone off duty.

STILL watching fromthe little wi ndow, Harry decided upon a plan. He
woul d
go out to eat; then conme back early in the evening. Hengle woul d suspect
not hing. I n case The Shadow arrived during Harry's absence, the news should be
awaiting him Harry decided to wite a pronpt note.

Just as he was turning fromthe wi ndow, Harry saw a car roll up in front



of the service station. It was a rattly old flivver; the youth who | eaned from
it was a long-faced country lad. Harry decided that he could be nothing nore
than a chance custoner.

The youth chatted with Hengle while the proprietor filled his tank. Harry
saw the flivver pull away.

Stepping into his owmn room Harry was about to wite a coded nessage in
speci al ink when he heard Hengle's gruff voice calling from bel ow

"Hey, Bill! Come down a minute! It's inportant!”

Hastily, Harry scrawl ed the brief words, in code:

Back before eight. News.

He fol ded the nmessage, overlapping the edges so that the ink would not
fade through contact with the air. He tucked it in an inconspi cuous spot,
under
the | ower edge of the rear window Calling to Hengle, Harry announced: "Just a
m nute, boss!"

Donning his coat, Harry started for the stairs tying his necktie, which
was hanging | oose fromhis collar. H's air was nonchal ant. He expected no
trouble with Hengle. Harry was astounded when he reached the room bel ow.

Hengl e was standi ng sideways, inside the outer door. As Harry reached the
bottom step, the brawny nman |unged about. His right hand held a revol ver.

Wth a savage snort, Hengle shoved the weapon hard against Harry's chest.

"Up with your mtts!"

Harry conplied, puzzled. Hengle sneered.

"So you're Bill Detty, eh?" quizzed the brawny man. "That's a hot one! A
lad just stops by, says he's Bill Detty and asks for his friend, Joe Ditson
who wor ks here.

“I"'mw se enough to say that Joe's gone away on a vacation. And |I'm wi se
enough to guess that this lad with the flivver is the real MCoy. The rea
Bill
Detty! And that gives ne a hunch to who you are. You're a stoolie, working for
t he governnent!"

Hengl e paused; then stabbed a question: "Looking for a guy naned Shill
maybe?"

Harry remained rigid, his hands on a level with his shoul ders. Hengle
scof f ed.

"I"'mShill! That's what they call ne. Shill Hengle. But your nane ain't
Joe Detty; and maybe you ain't working with the Feds. Maybe you're with The
Shadow. He mixed into this business |ast night.

"You think you're not going to talk. Well, maybe you ain't, while you're
here. But you'll talk when | take you to the right place - when Blink Torgue
gi ves you the heat! You'll talk -"

I T was Hengle who interrupted hinself. He had thrust his glaring face
squarely in front of Harry's. He was pressing hard with the revolver that he
held in his right hand. Al this was to nake Harry forget his left.

As The Shadow s agent stared, Hengle brought his free fist straight
upward
with a hard, square jab.

The punch clipped Harry's chin and drove his head strai ght back. Wth the
blow, Harry saw stars, as vivid as if he had been ramed upon the head. The
flash was the |ast thing he renmenbered.

Wth a harsh | augh, Hengl e pocketed his revol ver and stooped to raise the
unconsci ous form of his slugged enpl oyee.

Hengl e was as brawny as he | ooked. He carried Harry to where the car was
parked. He shoved his prisoner into the front seat. Harry had shown no sign of
recovering fromthe knockout. Hengle nade no effort to bind him

He sinply took the driver's seat and drove the car fromthe filling



station. Wth lights turned on, Hengl e headed northward, |eaving the service
station unattended.

Hengle's trip was not a long one. It was less than fifteen m nutes before
the brawny man returned. He parked his car beside the filling station
Chuckling to hinself, he donned overalls and took up his duty at the punps.

Harry Vincent had foll owed The Shadow s order. He had watched Hengle; he

had | earned that the nman was Shill. He had gained full know edge of Shill's
node of contact with the house across the way.

Harry had done well. Only an unfortunate break - the chance arrival of
t he

real Bill Detty - had offset the efforts of The Shadow s capabl e agent.

That break, however, could nmean grave trouble for Harry Vincent.
Hel pl ess,
he had been turned over to a desperate band to learn the evil ways in which
Bl i nk Torgue could apply the heat to those who cane within his toils.

Through his haste to keep Shill Hengl e unsuspicious, Harry had negl ect ed
his last opportunity to get word to his chief. The nessage that he had |eft
for
The Shadow carried no inkling of the fate that had befallen Harry Vincent.

CHAPTER Xl
THE SECOND VI SI T

IT was shortly after seven when a cl oaked shape appeared just beyond the
concentrated gl ow of Hengle's service station. The Shadow had returned. From
dar kness, he was observing the top floor of the little shack that Hengle and
Harry used as their quarters.

Hengle was filling the tank of a tourist's car

The Shadow edged toward the service station. Like a weird waith of
bl ackness, he reached the door and entered. Unnoticed by either Hengle or the
tourist, he faded beyond the dimglow of the light in the service station

The Shadow ascended the stairs and came to Harry's room Shading the
bl i nk
of his flashlight, he | ooked about for a nessage. He saw the protruding corner
of Harry's paper beneath the w ndow sash. The Shadow opened the paper and read
t he coded words.

Before eight. A logical time for Harry to return; for Hengle would not
expect his enployee to eat hastily after finishing for the day. Nothing about
the roomindicated that Harry had run into trouble. Hence The Shadow sinply
rai sed the window, lowered it fromthe outside, and dropped to the ground
beneat h.

A few nminutes later, The Shadow appeared beside the big tree close to
Langrew s house. He scaled the trunk; attached his wheel ed carrier and ski med
at a downward angle to the center of the wire. The Shadow had not renoved that
track. He had known that no one would visit the roof except at night, when the
wire would remain unnoticed.

The trapdoor pried as easily as before. Quick work with the jimy was
somet hing that The Shadow had not expected. He had supposed that the trap-door
woul d be nmore secure, fitted with new fasteni ngs because of the episode that
had marked his first visit.

That was why The Shadow used caution when he descended the steps fromthe
cl ose-wall ed tower room He flashed his light ahead of him It showed the door
at the bottom The inner surface of that barrier had been sheathed with netal

A soft laugh in the darkness. Fromthe bottom step, The Shadow turned his
[ight upward. He saw something el se. Loose in the ceiling was the bottom
surface of a crude barrier that had been fitted up into the wall of the room
above. It was ready to fall, if actuated.

The Shadow jamed the jimy between the | oose barrier and the edge of the



space that contained it. Satisfied that the bulwark could not drop, he stepped
forward to the sheat hed door

A | oose board gave under the pressure of The Shadow s foot. A click
sounded from above, but the raised barrier did not fall.

Had The Shadow avoi ded his precaution, he would have been trapped between
two netal -surfaced barriers. Wthin the tiny space that the | ower |anding
af forded, the air supply could not last |ong. The Shadow had counteracted a
death snare

THE SHADOW S problemwas to force the sheathed door. He had the tools to
doit. Drilling at the netal, he slowy carved a vertical slit near the spot
where the bolt was |ocated on the other side. He spent a full quarter hour at
this task, for the netal was stubborn. The long slit conpleted, The Shadow
pried away the netal. It overl apped the edge of the door; but by bringing the

nmetal inward, The Shadow found space to insert his | oop-ended coil. He engaged
the bolt, then drew the wire downward. The slit ran clear to the floor; The
Shadow pul l ed the wire beneath the door, where a space still was present.

At the hinged edge, he encountered trouble until he pried away a | ower
corner of the metal. Then he managed to pull the wire up to the hinge. A
careful, steady tug. The bolt slid free. At the end of nearly half an hour's
effort, The Shadow had gained clear way to the interior of the house.

Openi ng the door, The Shadow stepped into the hall. He closed the porta
carefully and renmoved the wire. As he bolted the door, he noted that his
operations on the other side had left no trace. This side of the door was
exactly as it had been the other night.

The Shadow started for the stairs that led to the ground floor. As he
neared them he heard footsteps com ng up. They were the cautious tread of old
Theodora Langrew. The supposed invalid was once again prow ing through the
house.

This time, The Shadow chose the rear hall as a waiting post. He saw
Theodora peer fromthe stairway. The old | ady's gaze was sharp and suspi ci ous;
but it was particularly concentrated upon the front hall

She did not see The Shadow. Theodora stole toward the door that led to
t he
tower; she listened there, then stepped across and stood by the door of Peter
Langrew s room The wonan nuttered, shook her head; then, with a tw sted
smil e,
she left Peter's door and entered her own room

The Shadow heard the creak of the bed; then new footsteps fromthe front
stairs. Theodora recogni zed them From her room she shrilled:

"Beal e! Beale!"

The servant appeared. He cane to Theodora's door

"Ice water, Beale!" ordered the old woman. "Here | am hel pl ess, unabl e
to
nove; yet no one thinks to cone here unless | shout! Do you want me to awaken
M. Peter?"

"No, M ss Theodora."

"Then remenber that | require service. Go get the ice water, Beale."

THE servant took the front stairs, which was to The Shadow s advant age.
As
soon as Beal e was gone, The Shadow energed and noved cautiously to the sane
st ai rway.

It was plain that Theodora Langrew was playing a double role, with
regul ar
success. She had kept her prow ing unknown to any of the regular occupants of
t he house. Only The Shadow knew of Theodora's excursions. It was obvious, too,
t hat Theodora had sone definite opinions concerning her brother Peter



These, The Shadow had not fully |learned. He would gain further know edge
after he continued his investigations here.

The Shadow descended.

Beal e had gone through the dining roomto reach the kitchen. The curtains
were still trenmbling in evidence of the servant's passage. The Shadow saw a
door that stood ajar. It was the entrance to Peter Langrew s unlighted study.
That was where Theodora had been

There was a reason why she had failed to cl ose the door entirely. Voices
were audible in the hall. They came fromthe living room Theodora had been
afraid of nmaking too nuch noise

The Shadow approached the livingroomcurtains and |istened. He knew t hat
Theodora had probably wi shed to do the sane; but with Beal e about, she had not
dared it. The Shadow, hinself, was running a risk with Beale; but The Shadow
possessed a faculty for noving out of sight in energency.

The conversation that The Shadow heard was audi bl e, but the voices were
| ow-toned. Peering through the curtains, The Shadow saw three persons. G bert
El dron and Beth Kindell were seated in a corner of the living room Standing
near them was Jack Hallison

Al faces were strained. The trio was begi nning a hushed conference.
Gl bert was about to speak, when Beth put in a troubled renark.

"I saw the door to the tower, Glbert," declared the girl, "when Beal e
was
fixing it. M. Langrew was there -

"Past the door?" queried Glbert. "Did he come down fromthe tower?"

"He m ght have. He told me not to disturb the work. He said that Beale

was
in charge -"

"Exactly! But he is working under Peter's orders. Peter has been up to
t he
tower again. | think that Beal e knows why. But Peter has been down in the

cellar, too."

"You saw himgo there, G| bert?"

"Yes. Shortly before dinner."

"What was his purpose?”

"l do not know. When | saw himnext, he had returned fromthe cellar. He
cane from his study when Beal e sutmmoned us for dinner."

A pause. The Shadow could see Beth's lips twitch. The girl was nore
nervous than before.

"You told ne, Glbert," she declared, "that there was sonething inportant
that | should know. That it involved Jack Hallison -"

"It does," interposed Glbert, steadily, "and for that reason, | shal
| et
Jack tell the facts hinself."

BETH turned to Jack. The young man nodded. Slowy, he began to speak
while Beth |istened, awed. G| bert was as tense as the others; none realized
that a hidden listener was present for their conference.

The Shadow had arrived at an inportant tine. He was here to learn facts
that pertained to this old house. He was hearing theny and he knew that Jack
Hal lison's remarks would be but the first that would cone. The Shadow heard
Beal e' s footsteps going up the back stairway. The big clock in the | ower hal
chimed as its dial showed the tinme as quarter of eight.

Silent, motionless, The Shadow gave his full attention to those within
t he
living room As he listened, he gained the only clues he needed. To his keen
m nd canme the answers that gave away the gane of crine.

CHAPTER XI I |



AFTER EI GHT
"I CAME here as a chance visitor," explained Jack to Beth. "I once lived
in this old house. | was anxious to know whether or not it was for sale. |
cane
the ni ght before you net ne."

Beth stared, incredulous. She turned to G lbert.

"Then you and Jack were not old friends -"

"Hear his story, Beth."

Jack told of his entry into the house, of his desperate plight in the
steel -wal l ed room of his saving by Gl bert.

"I heard the thrumm ng of the walls, that night!" exclainmed Beth,

suddenly. "It was a vague thunp, audible in this room It stopped soon after
it

began. | suppose that was because | did not hear it until after |I had cone
down

fromM ss Theodora's room"

"Where was Peter Langrew?" queried Glbert. "Did you see hin? Was he in
his study?"

"No. | think he was asleep in his owm room Unless he had gone to the
tower. You say he goes there frequently, G lbert?"

"He does. But that is another matter. Let ne see: Peter was upstairs;
Beale was in the kitchen."

"Then Beal e nust have heard the machinery."

"OfF course he did Beth. He works for Peter Langrew. The machi nery
pr obabl y
began automatically; Beale reported it later to old Peter. He must have told
hi m
when it stopped. Peter thought that the victimwas dead; that the machinery
had
finished its work and stopped as automatically as it had begun.”

"Then Beal e t hought the sane."

G | bert shook his head.

"Beale is stupid," he declared. "True, he obeys Peter's orders. | have an
i dea that he put nore than netal sheathing on that doorway to the tower
stairs.
He may have transformed it into another death trap."

BETH stared, affrighted. Glbert thought it was the girl's nervousness.

The Shadow, watching, knew that Beth's fear was deeper. She was thinking
of The Shadow, wondering if her mysterious friend was in trouble. This was
proof that Beth had not spoken of her neeting with The Shadow.

"Yes, Beal e obeys orders," continued Glbert, "but he knows that Peter is
eccentric. Beale sees no machinations behind the old nan's ideas. He thinks
that they indicate insanity; not deviltry."

"I agree with you, Glbert," put in Jack. "You have convinced nme on that
point. You are right when you say that Beale will be useful to us later."

"Useful ?" queried Beth, anxiously. "How?"

"We intend to end old Peter's game,"” declared Glbert. "To do that we
need
evi dence and testinony. Jack can give evidence against him so can Beal e, when
he is forced to do so."

"I can give sone," added Beth, thoughtful as she spoke. "But | do not

know
about M ss Theodora -"

"She knows nothing," interposed Glbert. "It depends upon the three of
us;

for | have testinony as strong as any. The three of us, and Beale. He is Peter



Langrew s tool, but he has done no crine. He has obeyed his master's orders;
that is all.

"I'f Jack had died, Beale's position would be serious. But no nurder has
been done. Only Peter Langrew is a crimnal. That rmuch is definite."

"Not quite, Glbert," objected Beth. "You say that there has been no
nmur der. Then how can Peter Langrew be guilty?"

"He is guilty of other crines. | ampositive of it, Beth! But that is
where we need evidence. W nust search for it at once."

"I'n the study?"

"Yes. Cone!"

G LBERT was rising. The Shadow edged fromthe doorway. He reached the
curtai ned al cove by the front door and glided out of view Soon afterward, he
saw the trio steal fromthe living room They approached the door of the
st udy.

There, G lbert paused to listen for any sounds from upstairs.

Satisfied that Beal e had descended to the kitchen, he notioned the others
into the study. Jack snapped the light; Beth entered and G| bert followed.

Spectral in the gloony hall, The Shadow appeared fromthe al cove and
stalked to the study door. G lbert had closed it part way. Peering through the
space, The Shadow wat ched devel opi ng events.

Beth was standing idly, nervous; Jack was begi nning to open desk drawers.

"Wait," whispered Glbert. "Qur tine is linted. W nust use judgnent.
This roomis often open. Peter would not | eave inportant papers where anyone
mght find them"

He | ooked about the room searching for a place that would offer sure
conceal nent. The Shadow saw G | bert point to the top rows of the deep
bookshel ves.

"Those are out of reach," whispered Glbert. "The old man coul d keep
papers behind them Get a chair, Jack. Start along that farther wall while
take this one."

Bot h brought chairs to the shelves. Even then, they could barely reach
t he
top Iine of books, although both were above average height. Beth stood by
whil e
each man stretched, renoved books, and pawed into the space behind.

"No luck," declared G lbert, replacing one batch of books. "We'll keep
on,

t hough -

A sharp exclamation interrupted. Jack's hand energed with a bundl e
wr apped
in paper. He passed it down to Beth, while G lbert hopped fromhis chair to
Vi ew
the find.

"Money!" whi spered Beth, tearing away the wrapping. "Look, Glbert! Bills
- one-hundred-dol lar bills!"

"And here are nore," whispered Jack, turning on the chair, wth another
package. "This shelf is filled with them all along!"

"THEY may nean nothing," remarked Gl bert, with a shake of his head.
"Probably this is the hiding place where old Peter clains to have buried his
weal t h. Maybe he has just been fooling all of us with his talk. | expected to
find records - papers that would tell us of his past.

"I wonder -" He paused, musingly, as he fingered the crisp currency from
the bundl e that Beth had opened - "I wonder how | ong ago ol d Peter began to
hoard this wealth. These bills |look new, but that only nmeans that they were
never in circulation

"One- hundred-dollar bills. Al bank notes. Drawn out at the same tine, |



suppose.” G lbert nodded as he spoke. "Yes, all the serial nunbers are in
order. All these notes were issued by the Bucksport National Bank. | wonder if
old Peter had an account there. Bucksport is near here -"

"Bucksport!" interrupted Jack. H s eyes were wide. "Did you say the
Bucksport National, G| bert?"

"Yes. O course!"

"Haven't you read the newspapers?"

G | bert snorted.

"Have you seen a newspaper in this house?" he queried. "That's one of old
Peter's taboos. He says that newspapers are filled with lies. He doesn't read
them and he doesn't |ike anyone who does. That's one thing Theodora agrees
wi th hi mabout."

"Hold on, G lbert," protested Jack. "This is inmportant! | haven't seen a
newspaper since | came here, but |'ve been reading themregularly enough
Didn't you know that crooks were in this territory?"

"Doi ng what ?"

"Rai di ng banks. They cracked the Bucksport National first of all. After
that, the Tenpleton Trust Conpany and -"

Gl bert waved an excited interruption

"More bundl es, Jack!" he whispered, hoarsely. "Mre bundles! Hurry!"

Jack supplied them G lbert and Beth ripped wappers, as Jack canme down
to
join them Currency, securities, then a stack of deposit books. G| bert
poi nt ed;
spoke breat hl essly.

"The Tenpl eton Trust Conpany!" he read. "You' ve hit it, Jack! W' ve
| earned the game. A d Peter is the head man in these robberies!"

"Here's sone Northbridge National," remarked Jack, who had opened a
bundl e
hi nsel f. "There was no robbery in Northbridge."

"There's probably been one since you arrived here," decided Gl bert,
promptly. "So this is the old codger's gane. He holds the swag. The others
supply it. Here: Put these bundl es back where you found them Replace those
books. "

"There nust be a lot nmore, Glbert," stated Jack. "What shall we do about
t hen®?"

"Leave them where they are. Qur task is to informthe law. This evidence
shows Peter Langrew to be a crinminall!™

"How can we reach the | aw?"

G LBERT consi dered. Jack had brought up an inportant problem At |ast,
G I bert spoke. "W may have a chance tonight," he declared. "That's why |
wanted to find something this evening. You renenber how chunmy ol d Peter was
at

di nner ?"

Jack and Bet h nodded.

"He talked to nme later," continued Glbert, "just after we left the
di ni ng

room He said that he had sonmething inportant to tell nme. He intimated that it
woul d be the secret that he has kept for so long."

"He has no secret," began Jack, hotly. "None except this -
"Wait! | see his reason, Jack. He wants to get rid of us. To send us
somewhere far away from Aurora. To dig up his pretended treasure, wherever it

is."

"Whil e he nakes off with this swag!"

"Exactly! We nust play in with the gane, Jack."

"How can we do it?"

"We shall see. W nust consider Beth. It would be better if one of us -
you or |, Jack - should depart alone and informthe authorities, while the



ot her remains here.”

"There are government nmen in the vicinity."

"Good! W can informthem and get quick action. But in the meanwhile, we
nmust keep the old man lulled. It would be suicidal to attenpt to |l eave this
house wi t hout his permssion."

Jack nodded his agreenment. He had not forgotten the trap which had
shagged
himon the night of his arrival

"We have until ten o'clock to wait," affirmed Glbert. "Od Peter won't

be

awake until then. You and | nust put up a bluff, Jack. W will be snoking in
t he

[iving roomwhen he comes down. If he wants to talk to me, he will invite ne
here, in the study."

"And 1'Il be ready, Glbert -"

"I know it, Jack. As for you, Beth, it would be best if you stayed well
away. Up with Theodora -"

A distant interruption sounded in the room It was the very person whom
G I bert had nentioned. Theodora was calling:

"Beth! Beth!"

The shrill tones were a sumons. Gl bert turned to Beth

"Better answer," he said. "Call to her when you reach the stairs. I'lI
wat ch at the door while Jack stows these bundl es back on the shelf and puts
t he
chairs where they bel ong."

THE SHADOW wi t hdrew from t he doorway. He noved swiftly toward the front
al cove. He stopped before he reached the curtain. Beth did not see him for
she
was hurrying to the stairs. Wen the girl had gone up, The Shadow noved
del i berately behind the curtain.

He waited there a few m nutes. Then he saw G | bert and Jack appear from
the study. They turned out the light, left the door as they had found it, and
nmoved across to the living room

The big clock began its chime. It was striking the hour of eight.

Two hours to wait. A vigil which The Shadow ni ght well choose, since he
had vi ewed events and knew t hat inmportant episodes were due in this house at
ten o' cl ock.

Ei ght, however, neant sonething el se to The Shadow.

Silently, he opened the small porthole in the alcove. He could see the
front wall; beyond it, the glow of Hengle's filling station. The shack where
Hengl e lived was dark on the second fl oor

Harry Vincent had not returned.

The Shadow s agents kept their appointments. There was one place where
Harry woul d have gone, directly upon his return. That was to his room Even if
Hengl e had called him bel ow, Harry would have left the Iight on as a signal to
The Shadow.

Instantly, The Shadow knew that Harry had nmet with sonme disaster. Again,
he was confronted with the necessity of protecting one of his own nen.

The Shadow suspected Hengle as a crook. There was a chance that the nan
m ght be Shill. Harry had |l earned that to be a fact. But Harry had left no
detail ed statenent for The Shadow.

That left the matter open. It was possible that Harry had trail ed soneone
from the nei ghborhood of the house. An outsider could have captured him The
Shadow coul d see a better plan than that of questioning Hengle.

That was to go directly to the spot where Harry would surely be. The
Shadow was sure that he could find it. Today's search for Blink Torgue's
hi de-out had not been barren



EDA NG from the curtains, The Shadow went past the living room and
reached
the stairs. He ascended quietly, yet rapidly. Speed was essential; for with
two
hours in which to work, he still had opportunity to return here before ten. In
this speed, The Shadow needed ai d.

He paused at the top of the stairs. There were voices from Theodora's
room The Shadow saw Beth standing just within the door. He gave a whisper, so
lowtoned that it was audible only to the girl. The whisper carried a warning
t hat Beth under st ood.

Wt hout turning, Beth bade good night to Theodora. She stepped into the
hall, to find The Shadow standing there i mobile. Fearlessly, Beth followed
t he
nmoti on of a guiding finger. She went to the door of the tower stairs. The
Shadow
j oi ned her.

Bet h had gai ned her former assurance. Such was the power of The Shadow s
personality.

VWere others planned, The Shadow commanded. Beth felt that he should know
of all that she had | earned. Before she coul d speak, a whispered utterance
silenced her. The girl realized that The Shadow al ready knew what ever she

m ght
tell.

Then came the commrand:

"Bolt the door! Say nothing of my visit!"

Bet h nodded.

"Be ready for ny return! Before ten! Unbolt the door when you hear the
signal!"

Wth fingertips, The Shadow gave slight taps upon the door. Beth's nod
told that she would be prepared to adnmit The Shadow upon his return

Not a minute would be lost, either in departure or arrival. The Shadow s
whi sper denoted satisfaction. Unbolting the door, the being of blackness
st epped beyond. The door closed. Carefully, softly, Beth bolted it.

A shrouded shape appeared upon the tower, beneath the di m gl ow of
starlight. A rising | eap, and The Shadow cl utched the wheeled carrier. H's
cl oak swished as the trolley zinred to the thick darkness of the tree bel ow
t he
house.

The Shadow had departed upon an inmedi ate quest. He would return within
the tine allotted him

CHAPTER XI V

THE H DE- QUT

THE dash-light of diff's coupe showed exactly half past eight when the
car stopped at the cross-roads where last night's chase had ended. The Shadow

had made speed from Aurora.
Headl amps bl i nked. The signal was not answered. A soft |augh quivered

from
The Shadow s hidden lips. diff, if here, would have responded with a
fl ashl i ght

bl i nk. The Shadow had hoped that diff would be gone.

Pulling the car to the side of the road, The Shadow exti ngui shed the
lights and stepped to the ground. Hi s flashlight glimered a tiny circle upon
the turf beside the crossing. It showed a | arge stone inbedded in the ground.
The Shadow lifted the stone. There was an envel ope beneat h.

It contained a coded nmessage fromdiff. It read:



Nort heast to second cross-roads. M| eage: 3.6.

diff had been posted here when The Shadow |l eft. He nust have seen a car
cone out fromthe road that led to the northeast. That had given diff a clue
to the direction of the hide-out.

The Shadow drove northeast. Hi s speedoneter showed two and nine-tenths
when he reached a cross-roads at the top of a hill. H s whispered | augh
sounded
again as he took the downgrade. The mrth had scarcely ended when The Shadow
reached a second crossroads, where the speedoneter registered three and
si X-tent hs.

diff had done a good job. After the crooks had cone out, he had gone in
until he reached a cross-roads, and had posted hinself there. The crooks had
returned after dark. They had not turned off at the crossing where Ciff |ay
hi dden. But he had watched their lights and had seen themturn at the crossing
beyond.

Li ghts out, The Shadow | ooked for another message. He turned up one
st one;
then another. Beneath the second, he found the note. It read:

West. Second road to right. M| eage: 1.3

The Shadow followed. The first road to the right was only a quarter nile
fromthe crossing. The Shadow s |ights showed that it could not have been
t aken
by the crooks. Though nmuddy fromrecent drizzles, the road showed no signs of
tire marks.

Wien he reached the second dirt road, The Shadow knew at once that Cdiff
had made a hit. To begin with, the macadamthat he was traveling ended a
hundred feet beyond; and The Shadow s lights showed that it becane a dirt
stretch under construction

The road to the right had been traveled. It evidently served as a detour
for the few tourists who chose this route.

Bl ocks of construction stone stood near the turn-off. The Shadow saw one
bl ock projecting oddly fromits stack. Stepping fromthe car, he raised the
stone. Athird note greeted him It said:

Fork. M| eage: 1.8.

I T was quarter of nine when The Shadow reached the fork. He delivered a
timely blink with his headlights. A nman scranbled fromthe brush at the side
of
the road. It was diff Marsland.

"Report!"

Adiff heard the order as he reached the side of the coupe. He thrust a
penci | ed di agram beneath the dash-1ight. Eagerly, he whispered:

"I tried the left fork first, but it didn't |ook good. No turn-offs. It
led into alittle village. | chanced the right fork, on foot. Saw a fl ashli ght
nmoving on the first road to the right.

"I't may have been a | ookout posted, going back to the hide-out. Lucky I
didn't use the notorcycle, like I'd been doing. This diagramis one | copied
fromthe survey map. There's only three houses they coul d have gone to. One of
three."”

"Describe the car you saw," ordered The Shadow.

"Atouring car," returned diff, "like the one Cyde spotted at the
Nor t hbri dge bank."

"Its occupants -

"Four nmen when it went out."

"When it returned -"



"There may have been nore. | couldn't see. It was before dark when the
car
went out. After dusk when it returned.”

An order from The Shadow. diff got in the coupe.

"I"ve buried the motorcycle in the bushes,” he stated. "Here, by the
fork." Silently, The Shadow drove al ong. He extinguished his lights as soon as
he saw the first road to the right. diff sat amazed as The Shadow pi cked his
way through darkness.

It was uncanny, the progress of the car. Ciff realized that The Shadow
was guiding by the feel of the front wheels.

They jounced slightly as they took the road to the right. The Shadow s
eyes were upon the instrunment panel, the only bit of light in the coupe. diff
wat ched the speedoneter click off its tenths of miles. The dash cl ock showed
five mnutes of nine.

Estimating fromthe diagram with its marked houses, The Shadow was
picking a strategic place to stop. The car slowed to a bare nmovenent; then
hal ted. The Shadow had twisted it into a narrow private road. He had found
this
haven blindly.

Instructions came to Cliff. He was to follow the private road; to
i nvestigate the house at the end of it. Tracing dotted lines on the diagram
gl oved hands showed diff his course.

If this house proved innocent, Ciff was to cut across on a senmcircle
towar d anot her.

The Shadow, Cdiff knew, would go toward the third house, off on the far
side of the road; then swing across and nmeet himat the second.

diff opened his door as the dashlight went off. As he stepped to the
ground, he fancied that he heard a laugh in the darkness. The Shadow had
started upon his trail; a longer one than iff's. Yet the agent knew that he
woul d have to nove rapidly, for he could not cover ground at a pace close to
The Shadow s.

FORTUNATELY, diff's route proved both easy and short. G oping through
t he
dar kness, he spied a light ahead. Guiding by it, he approached a farmouse.
Adiff stunbled; a dog set up a yelp. diff sidled back to the road.

Aiff's slip turned to his advantage. A door opened in the house; against
the Iight, he saw an overalled figure. He heard a rustic voice:

"Shet up, thar, hound dog! The noon hain't riz! Blame it - you beginning
t hat danged howl i ng ag'in tonight?"

The barks subsi ded. The door slamed. Evidently the hound had barked at
the rising noon last night. diff had seen enough to know that this was not
Bl ink Torgue's hide-out. If the | eader of the bandit gang had commandeered an
occupi ed house, the farner woul d have been nuzzled along with his dog.

Time saved, Ciff crept fromthe road and made his way through trees
unti |
he reached a field. In the clear, he nade in the direction of the second
house,

a quarter nmle anay. Ciff came to a crude stone wall; by the dimstarlight,
he
saw the hul k of an abandoned house.

Carefully, diff crept toward that goal. As he approached he noted a tiny
dot of light through the chink of a closed shutter. diff was tense. He had
found the hide-out. Steadily, he drew his automatic. He edged up to the frane
side of the buil di ng.

One hand against the shutter, Ciff stopped to listen. He thought he
coul d
hear a sound cl ose by. Sonething clinked agai nst stone. It could have been a
pebbl e, snapping froma crunching foot.



Adiff wheeled toward the spot. As he did, a hand shot forward from al npst
behi nd hi m

A gloved hand clanmped diff's wist. The Shadow had arrived.

That thrusting hand had told its story. The Shadow knew that diff would
recogni ze it and remain notionl ess; whereas an eneny woul d have started a
fight. If it had been other than diff, The Shadow woul d have gai ned the
i medi at e advantage. That clanp was the begi nning of a jujutsu nove.

No report was necessary fromdiff. Nor did The Shadow need to speak

Adiff realized that his own speedy search had been out mat ched by The
Shadow s. The cl oaked nmaster had visited the farthest farnmhouse to find it
free
of crimnals.

This was the house that needed investigation. diff wondered what The
Shadow i ntended to do. So far, The Shadow had said no word concerning Harry
Vincent. diff had no reason to suppose that The Shadow woul d consider entry
necessary.

Still, he was not surprised as his chief drew himtoward the shuttered
wi ndow. Ciff listened while The Shadow pried at fastenings. Though he knew
t he
wor k was goi ng on, he could hear no noise. The token of success, two m nutes
| ater, was when the dot of |ight becane a streak

The Shadow was openi ng the shutters outward.

Bl ackness blotted the light. diff knew that The Shadow was peering into
the house. He felt the grip of The Shadow s hand. It was a sign for diff to
approach and | ook.

The wi ndow was but four feet fromthe ground. It opened into a little
hal |, and afforded an angl ed vi ew through a doorway, fromwhich the |ight
cane.

There, Ciff spied a sight that brought an audible grit fromhis teeth.

A MAN was seated in a chair, placed in the center of the room H s back
was toward Ciff. The man was bound; his wists, behind him were tight
bet ween
a rope.

The prisoner was in the presence of inquisitors. Beyond him glaring at
the captive, was a man who answered the description of Blink Torgue. On either
side were hard-faced ruffians, as tough as their evil |eader

Hal f behind the prisoner was another. This thug had shoved an iron bar
between the ropes. He had twisted it to make the bonds tighten. The prisoner's
shoul ders were strained backward.

"Still confortable, eh?" Cdiff heard Blink's snarl. "Too confortable to
talk? Gve it another tw st, Jing."

Aiff saw the man in back turn the rod. He noticed that the fell ow was
using his left hand. H's right was bandaged, in a sling. He was the crook that
Clyde had clipped last night. Evidently the wound had not been serious.

As Jing twisted the rod, the prisoner hunched farther back. diff stared,
in admration of the man's nerve. The shutter had w dened. The Shadow, too,
was
wat chi ng.

"Come on!" snarled Blink. "Squawk! Wat do they do in Washington? Put the
heat on you, so you'll be in trin? Squawk, you nug!"

No response fromthe prisoner. diff thought the fellow was a Fed. He
expected The Shadow to intervene; yet he heard no command from his chief.

Blink gave the nod to Jing. The torturing rod turned under the |eering
henchman's twi st. The prisoner's back was tightened; his head jerked as his
face lifted toward the ceiling. Helplessly, the man shifted in his chair.

Adiff saw his face. Fiercely, Aiff thrust his left hand to the w ndow
sill, gripping his gun in his right. He was ready to | eap in upon the scene,
to



mow down opposition and effect a rescue. Adiff was wild with sheer rage; for
he
had recogni zed the prisoner

The man under torture was Harry Vincent!

As diff started forward, an outthrust hand restrained him It swung |ike
a bl ocking barrier, that jolted diff back fromthe w ndow For a nonent,
aiff
was defiant; then, with a fierce breath, he subsided.

The Shadow had stopped his rush

CHAPTER XV
RIDERS I N THE NI GHT

WA T

The whi spered tone brought Ciff to his senses. He realized how hopel ess
a
mad drive m ght have been. Yet, with that realization, he faced anot her
riddle.

To watch Harry's torture was an ordeal. diff had felt the strain; yet The
Shadow had not. diff could not guess the answer.

Always, in times of plight, The Shadow s agents had confidence in their
chi ef.

diff, himself, had been saved fromtorture in the past, thanks to The
Shadow s pronpt delivery. The Shadow knew ways of rescue. This seened a nonent
when he shoul d attenpt one.

"Vait!"

The whi spered word had been a firmcommand. It echoed in diff's ears.
Adiff waited and watched, though he trenbled. He could be cool and steady in
the midst of danger; but he could scarcely stand the sight of a friend' s
torture.

"Cover Jing," ordered The Shadow. "Ready!"

Adiff raised his automatic. He covered the man desi gnated. He sensed that
The Shadow, in turn, was covering Blink with one .45; that he had another
bearing toward a henchman. One man, al one, renmined clear. He could be dealt
with afterward.

Aiff expected the order to fire. It did not cone.

"You're finished," Blink was sneering to Harry. "Finished! Get it? You're
t hr ough unl ess you tal k!'"

Harry's pal ed face toppl ed sideways.

H s body sagged despite the ropes that gripped himlike a strait-jacket.
Blink glared evilly, then snapped a question at Jing:

"I's he out?"

"Looks like it," returned Jing, bending above Harry's head. "He may be
faki ng, though. Maybe, if | give another turn -"

Adiff's finger was itching on its trigger. He wanted to drop Jing where

he
stood. Yet The Shadow s word still flogged his brain:

"Vait!"

Wait, Ciff did. Burning with urge for action, he restrained hinself,
hel d

back as forcibly as if in a tight grip.

"Yeah?" Blink was savage as he barked at Jing. "Another turn - how s that
going to hel p?"

He stared at Harry's face; then ordered: "Loosen."

Jing unwound the rod. Harry caved forward; he would have spilled upon the
floor if the two nen beside himhad not caught his fall

"Well done!"

The Shadow s whi sper was a commendation that reached diff's ear al one.



diff understood. Harry had staged a capabl e gane.

The torture had been terrific; but Harry had nmet it well. He had pitted
his nerve against the ferocity of torturers. Had he caved too early, Blink
woul d have known it for a bluff.

But Harry had resisted past a point where the average man would yield. He
had held out until he knew that one nore tw st would end endurance, or bring
himreal injury. At that |ast monent, he had feigned coll apse.

It was a perfect nove; for it had only been partly faked. Wien a nman
hol ds
out through torture, on sheer nerve alone, the noment that he gives in, his
strength will go.

Harry knew that fact. He had counted on it. In a sense, his faint was
real. He could not have revived hinself imrediately had he tried.

Blink wanted Harry to talk. Harry knewit. It worked out as Harry hoped.
Bl i nk had taken off the clanps.

WEAKENED, Harry had but little difficulty in continuing his bluff. He did
not have to overdo it. Hi s body, relaxed fromits bonds, was too linp to gain
qui ck recovery.

Sagged, Harry let Blink's underlings shove himback into the chair.
Weakly, he tried to hold his position and failed. Henchmen grabbed hi m agai n,
to prop himin position

Adiff could see that Blink was convinced. Minbling, the rogue was
pl anni ng
a new torture. Blink waited a mnute, then gave his decision

"Stow himaway," he ordered. "Rope himright, but |oose enough to nove."

Henchnen dragged Harry fromthe room off in a direction that neither The
Shadow nor diff could follow They heard thunps, however, that indicated an
upward course upon a stairway.

Blink turned to Jing.

"Bring back the molls,"” he growmed. "It's over for a while; it won't hurt
for themto hear us talk about what we'll be doing next. Not as |long as they
don't see the guy getting the heat."

Jing grunted.

"Daisy could "a' stood it," he affirnmed. "Wat did ya cromd her out for?"

"On account of the other dames. They'd have got sore - like they did | ast
ni ght, when we took Daisy along with us."

"Dunmb doras, the pair of "em"

Wth this comment, Jing went to a far door and adnitted three young
worren.

Dai sy was recogni zabl e by her nonchal ance. Her eyes were hard as they circled
about the room She pulled a rouge-tipped cigarette fromthe corner of her
nmout h; then questioned, hard-voiced:

"Where's the nug? Couldn't he take it?"

"He went cold," returned Blink

"Yeah?" quizzed Daisy. "Maybe you couldn't give it. Maybe he was j ust
faking."

"Not a chance,"” put in Jing.

"What do you know about it?" denmanded Daisy. "Say - leave ne in on it

when
you hand himthe real heat. | can spot a guy when he's only funning."

She | ooked contenptuously toward the two girls who had acconpani ed her
They were of her own type, and one was copyi ng Daisy's hard-boil ed manner. The
ot her, however, | ooked pale.

"What's the matter, Meg?" snorted Daisy. "Just jittery? O maybe you got
a
crush on the good-I ooking guy."

"Lay off!" snapped Blink. "Get on out, the three of you, while Jing and
tal k business. O stay, if you want to; but |eave out the chatter."



FOOTSTEPS were returning fromthe stairs. The Shadow urged diff fromthe
wi ndow and cl osed the shutters silently. He led the way toward the back corner
of the house.

Aiff realized suddenly that The Shadow nmust have heard betrayi ng sounds
fromupstairs, for he stopped just beneath a shuttered second-story w ndow.

Movi ng away, The Shadow reached a | ow woodshed. He scaled it while Ciff
waited. Dimy, his form appeared agai nst the faded white of the house wall.
The
Shadow was stretching along toward the shutter

dinging to the wi ndow | edge, while his feet still held their toe-hold on
t he roof, The Shadow worked to | oosen the shutter. It was double; Cdiff gave a
start as he saw one half swi ng out. The Shadow s body made a downward sweep;
diff thought his chief was due for a short plunge.

Instead, the swing was intentional. The Shadow had gripped an outer ring
and an inner bar. He swayed beneath the shutter as it pointed outward. H's
i nner hand caught the w ndow | edge. The ot her shutter opened. The Shadow went
t hr ough t he wi ndow.

Tense m nutes passed. Then, diff saw a form enmerge and perch upon the
wi ndow | edge. He knew that it nust be Harry, ready for a downward drop
Sl oWy,

Harry noved about, so that his |legs could dangle. He wavered; then paused.
aiff
knew t hat The Shadow was there to steady him

A whi spered order fromabove. Ciff stood ready. Harry dropped. Bracing,
Adiff caught himas he fell. Harry sagged weakly upon the ground, then nanaged
torise with diff's aid.

“I'm- I"'mall right," he gasped. "All | need - is air!"

They stepped back. Lithely, The Shadow swung fromthe w ndow | edge. He
clung to one side and closed the opposite shutter; then shifted and swung the
second shutter into place.

The Shadow dr opped beside his agents. The | um nous dial of a watch
appeared suddenly in his hand. Its time was twenty-five mnutes of ten

Harry Vincent stood rescued. The Shadow had opportunity to reach the old
house in Aurora, soon after the appointed hour. He knew that Blink Torgue
woul d
wait |ong, before visiting Harry's room The crimnal wanted the prisoner to
revive before he started a new canpai gn of torture.

Time to finish in Aurora and return to this hide-out. Such was The
Shadow s estimate. His order told it. A single word to diff and Harry:

"Cover!"

The col d handl e of an automatic pressed into Harry's hand. Arnmed once
nmore, Harry could stand vigil with Ciff. Lost in the darkness outside the
house, they could open damaging fire should the crooks start fromthe
hi de- out .

But that would not cone, so they thought, until after The Shadow s return.

A swi sh in the darkness. The Shadow was gone; back to his former m ssion

diff and Harry waited al one.

TEN mi nutes passed. Ciff knew that The Shadow had al ready reached the
coupe and was clear of the dirt road, speeding on nacadamtoward Aurora. Harry
was stretching in the darkness, ready for any nove. Ciff gave a suggestion

"We' || creep along the wall," he whispered. "W can | ook through the
wi ndow by the hallway. Get a glinpse of Blink and Jing."

As the agents started their move, they heard a grating sound. It cane
from
above; diff caught it first. He gripped Harry; and held himquiet. The
shutters



of Harry's prison roomwere sw ngi ng outward
The shutters swayed nonentarily; then canme a girl's gasp. It was foll owed
by a harsh contralto voice, that diff recognized as Daisy's.

"Meg! You crazy fool!" Daisy was hard-toned in her denunciation. "I saw
you sliding in here! Say - it would be your finish if Blink got wse."
"I - 1 wasn't trying to let the fellow | oose," gasped Meg. "I thought -

t hought maybe he'd need air - all cranped in this place -

"And what woul d Blink think?"

"I was going to tell him He wants the fellow to get better, don't he? So
he can tal k easier?"

"What use is air to a guy that's dead to the worl d? Take a | ook at him
Meg. Maybe he's cold!'™

A pause; then Daisy's sharp, wild utterance:

"You wanted to give himair! Say - he's taken the air hinself! The guy's
not here!"

A plaintive cry from Meg. Daisy interrupted

"Say - | know you didn't cut himloose. | saw you sneak in here, didn't
|2
And | cane right in while you were opening the shutters. Listen Meg, I|'1l
squar e
you with Blink. Come along."

"Where to?"

"To tip off Blink that the guy's gone."

Foot st eps dashed fromthe room above. diff yanked Harry away fromthe
house.

"Cet to the stone wall!" he undertoned. "They'll be out in a mnute.

V' ve
got to be ready for them They nmay cone from both ends of the house."

They reached the stone wall and dropped beyond it. A monent |ater, doors
clattered open. Flashlights glared fromfront and back of the house. They
lighted up a vacant scene.

"Ready," voiced diff. "Wen they nove this way, we'll let themhave it."

A shout fromthe front of the house. It was Blink's. The nen at the back
doubl ed around the other side. Blink was giving an order

Both agents heard the | oud words fromthe front porch.

"The guy's got a start." Blink was enphatic in his tone. "W can't take a
chance, stirring up the woods for him He nay get to sone house. He'll have
t he
Feds out here."

A pause; then Blink added, hoarsely:

"Tonight's the pay-off! W' ve got to get hold of Shill. Pick up Mac and
his crew on the way. Shill will be waiting for the tip fromthe big-shot. GCet
going - all of you! W' ve got time before that guy finds a farmhouse."

LI GHTS swung suddenly away fromthe front of the house. Muffled shouts;
approvi ng words punctuated with oaths. The |ights bobbed al ong a path, noving
off fromthe direction of The Shadow s agents.

Adiff issued quick words to Harry.

"They're starting for Aurora! To the old house! W've got to get after
them It's a nmle to the fork where | left nmy notorcycle.”

Springing over the wall, diff and Harry took the route that Blink and
hi s
crew had chosen. They followed it unchall enged; for cars were roaring fromthe
driveway as they passed the house above. Gimy, both agents kept up their
pace. Harry, though weary, kept even with diff.

The chance discovery of Harry's rescue prom sed grave consequences. The
Shadow had headed for a danger zone; unnol ested, he m ght deal with enem es
there. But other enenmies were on his trail. Blink and three henchnen; planning
to pick up Mac and ot her m nions on the way.



Blink and his followers did not know the big-shot's headquarters. But

t hey
did know Shill Hengle, the chosen man who had contact with the naster rogue of
crime. They knew that in this energency, Shill would be prepared to take them

to the evil thief's domain.

To Harry, that situation was appalling. For he knew how cl ose Shil
Hengl e
was to the house where crime was fostered. Ciff had guessed the facts, in
part.
Harry panted the details as they reached the dirt road and scranbl ed
desperately
al ong.

The Shadow, ready to face a crinenmaster, prepared to deal with a
super f oe,
woul d need his agents before his work was finished. He would need their aid
and
all other help that he could sumon.

For The Shadow s victory - if he gained one - would end with the cl osing
in of odds. The Shadow s present field of action was destined to becone a
trap.

CHAPTER XVI
LANGREW AWAKES

BETH KI NDELL was worried as she watched the clock on the mantel in the
living room Beth had cone downstairs to learn the correct tine, as the clock
i n Theodora's room had stopped. Beth had not paused in the hallway; she had
cone into the living roomwhere G| bert and Jack were seated.

The cl ock showed ten minutes of ten. Beth was troubled. There had been no
signal to denote The Shadow s return.

"Steady, Beth." It was G| bert who spoke. He could see the girl trenble
"Don't worry. Go back upstairs before old Peter wakes."

Bet h nodded; turned toward the door. She halted as she reached the
curtains. There were footsteps on the stairs. Peter Langrew had awakened; he
was coning downstairs earlier than usual

Gl bert heard the footsteps. He sprang to the door to join Beth. Both saw
Langrew as he reached the hall. The old man delivered a chuckle.

"I slept well,"” he affirmed. Hi s tone, though harsh, was a pl eased one.
"Yes, nmy nap was a good one. | thought you would be waiting up for ne,

G | bert.

"Ah, Beth!" He smiled dryly as he faced the girl. "I suppose you are
goi ng
up to see Theodora? A good idea. She asked for you when | passed her room"

"I just canme down to learn the time," explained Beth. "The cl ock was
stopped in Mss Theodora's room™

"Trust Theodora to send you on such an errand,"” rasped Langrew. "Bah
Waat
is tine to her? She has nothing to do, nowhere to go. It is menory of the past
that makes her restless.

"Theodora was active once. She |iked the outdoors. |ndeed, she did."
Langrew paused, shaking his head in rem niscence. "She even went on deer
hunting expeditions. Years ago, nmany, many years -" Langrew suddenly changed
his manner. He stepped forward fromthe stairs. Forgetting Beth, he spoke to
G lbert in a low harsh tone.

"Where is your friend Hallison?"

El dron nudged toward the living room Beth wal ked past Langrew and
reached
the stairs. The old man turned around; he saw that Beth had gone. He smled



cunni ngly.
"Come, G lbert," he ordered. "Let us go into ny study. | have inportant
matters to discuss.”

BETH, waiting at the top of the stairs, heard the study door go shut.

Wth
tense breath, the girt turned toward the front of the second-story hall. She
st opped as she heard Theodora call

"Bet h!"

"Yes?" Beth spoke as she entered Theodora's room "Wat is it, Mss
Theodor a?"

"What is ny brother up to?" demanded the old [ ady. She was sitting
upri ght
in her bed; her hands were clenched like talons. "What was Peter talking
about ,
downst ai r s?"

"He nentioned you," snmiled Beth. "He said that you used to go on deer
hunts. "

"So | did," snapped Theodora. "I bagged my ganme, too. But that has
not hi ng
to do with tonight. Tell ne: what has Peter done?"

"Not hi ng, M ss Theodora."

"Has he gone into his study?"

"l suppose so."

"Al one?"

"I amnot sure. He was talking to G lbert."

Theodora's lips becane firm Her hand crept toward a cane that rested
besi de the bed. She had used it to get about, when first an invalid. Noticing
Bet h' s gl ance, Theodora stopped her nmove. She sank back wearily upon the
pillows.

"Bring ne the box fromthe bureau," she ordered, in a tired tone. "The
one
that has the keys to the bureau drawers."

"Do you want sonething fromw thin the bureau?" inquired Beth.

"No," replied Theodora. "I want to find sone old trinkets that are in the
box. "

Bet h brought the box.

"Where is Beal e?" questioned Theodora.

"In the kitchen, | think," answered Beth. "I can find out."

"Never m nd. Were is that young M. Hallison?"

"In the living room alone."

"Go down and chat with him Beth. He is a guest here."

"You need ne no | onger?"

"l need no one!"

Theodora spoke sourly, as she began to pick out objects fromthe box. She
added a final order:

"Go downstairs, | tell you!" The aged voice was shrill. "C ose the door
when you | eave!"

Beth departed, gladly. She closed the door as Theodora had ordered.
Quickly, she went to the front of the hall and listened by the door to the
tower. There was no token of a signa

Hal f a minute passed. Beth chewed her lips. Ten o' clock was al nost here.
Shoul d she remai n?

A plan struck the girl. It could not be |ong before her nysterious friend
arrived. It was unlikely that Beale would cone upstairs. Glbert was in
conference with old Peter. Slowy, Beth drew back the bolt.

That done, the girl stole to the stairs and descended. At the foot, she
heard a whi sper. She | ooked about. She saw Jack Hal lison outside the study.

"Stay here," suggested Jack, in an undertone. "Gve ne the word if Beale



shows up. | want to be close by, if Glbert needs ne."
Bet h nodded. It was a good pl an

INSI DE the study, old Peter Langrew was seated at his desk. Qpposite him
was Gl bert Eldron, studying the old man's brilliant eyes. An eagerness had
cone over Peter Langrew. G lbert had nentioned that fact, earlier

"I amleaving here, Glbert," pronounced Peter. "Theodora nust go with

nel
even though we have to carry her. Beth will help me with her."

"And 1 ?" queried Glbert.

"You shall have my secret," assured Peter. "Your friend, Jack Hallison
is

trustworthy. If you can swear himin to aid you -
"I can. Jack is reliable.”
"Then ny plans are nmade. They will bring happiness, Glbert. Can't you

see
how well | feel, now that ny decision is made? | have waited a | ong while,
Glbert. So long, that | amsure that nmy enemies are |ulled.
"I still have years to live; and Theodora nmay regain her health,
el sewhere
than in this house. You and Beth have a future. | want you both to be happy."
Taking a pad fromthe drawer beside him Peter Langrew began to wite
down

figures. H's body stooped forward but his shoul ders remai ned erect within the
snoki ng jacket that he was wearing.

"My fortune will be divided into ten parts,'
"Three
for nyself and Theodora together. Two for you, Glbert; and two nore for Beth
One for Beale. The rest - two parts - to charity.

decl ai med the ol d man.

"To you, | |eave disposal of those funds. | shall tell you the hiding
pl ace. You will go there. It will be your duty, Glbert, to retain all ny
wealth until you hear fromne. O better"” - the old man chuckled - "better
until 1 hear fromyou."

He paused and pushed the paper across the desk

"Nearly two million dollars,"” asserted Peter. "Fortunes, for al

concerned! We - Theodora, Beth, and I - will Iive upon ny personal funds unti
we bear fromyou."

"Here?" queried Glbert.

The ol d man shook his head.

"I shall sell this house" he declared. "W shall go to New York. | shal
tell you the nanme of the hotel before you | eave."

"How soon do | go?"

"Toni ght perhaps. Or tonorrow. | amnot quite decided."
"Jack will go with nme?"
"Yes."

Peter Langrew arose. He paced the space behind his desk. He paused once,
to stare toward the book shelves. He was reflective; then suddenly he snil ed.
He turned to the desk, drew a large key fromthe drawer and slid it across the
mahogany to G| bert.

"You will go to New Orl eans," stated Peter

"Taking this key with nme?" queried Gl bert.

"Yes," replied the old man. "It opens a small mausol eum One that is
owned

in the name of Pierre Crielle.”
"And Pierre Crielle?"
"You will be Crielle."
"I do not |look like a Frenchman."
Peter Langrew chuckled. H's mirth was harsh.
"New Ol eans," he declared, "is heavily stocked wi th mausol euns. So many



that they are never disturbed by robbers. Ceneteries are above ground in New
Oleans. That is why there are so many vaults instead of graves.

"Many people who live in New Ol eans have French nanes, but |ook |ike
Americans. You will experience no difficulty in identifying yourself as Pierre
Cielle.”

THE ol d man stooped beside the desk. He picked up an old atlas that |ay
upon the floor. Savagely, he ripped the pages fromthe book while G| bert
stared. A sheet of paper peeked fromthe back binding. Peter drewit forth.

"This is the deed of ownership," he declared. "It has no signature. That
was omtted, by ny design. Here -"

He paused to push forward a bottle of ink.

"Sign, Glbert," he ordered, "using the nane of Pierre Crielle."

G lbert picked up a rusty pen. He wote in his own hand, applying his
nane
to the line that Langrew designated. Dried paper drank the ink, which G lbert
noti ced was a watery-bl ue.

"I thinned the ink," affirnmed Langrew, "so that the signature would | ook
faded. | kept this deed blank, Glbert, until | found the right man. Once in
New Ol eans, you can tell the cenetery superintendent that you stored an old
casket in the mausol eum Add that you wish to renove it

"The deed and the key will pass you. Particularly when you sign your
assuned nanme, which will match the one that you have just witten. Take the
casket to wherever you deem w se. "

"The casket contains the treasure?”

"Yes."

The deed was creased. G lbert folded it carefully and placed it in his
pocket. He spoke soberly.

"You can trust ne, M. Langrew," declared the young man. "I shall |eave
before m dnight - or later, if packing delays nme. Jack will go with nme. Look
out for Beth; tell her that | expect to see her soon again."

He thrust his hand forward. Langrew received it. The old man's eyes were
sharp, his breath conming tensely, as though he felt that he had taken a
drastic

st ep.

"Have no worry," insisted Glbert, finishing the handshake. "Rely upon
nel
M. Langrew. | shall see you again before | |eave."

He stepped to the door and placed his hand upon the knob. He drew the
door

i nward, then stopped before he had it barely opened. A harsh comand had cone
fromthe desk. Weeling, Glbert saw Peter Langrew erect.

The old man had jerked an automatic fromthe pocket of his snoking
j acket.
He was hol di ng the weapon | evel ed, covering G| bert Eldron

"Come back!" rasped Langrew. "Mwe in fromthat door! Hands raised - that
is right! In front, here!"

Stepping to neet his prisoner, Langrew thrust his free hand into
Glbert's
coat pocket. He whi pped out a revolver that he found there. Wth a snort, he
pocket ed t he gun.

"I thought so," he jeered. "Your haste betrayed you. So that was your
gane: to steal ny secret. To lull ne into telling it! You traitor!"

FORGETTI NG t he partly opened door, Langrew had rai sed his voice. Face
close to Glbert's, he sneered

"I waited long before | spoke. | was ready to trust you; but | never
ceased ny doubts. | wanted to see how you would act. | promised myself that if



you took it too easily, | would not let you | eave ny sight.

"I was lulled. Yes, lulled too well. Even to the point where | let you
sign your nanme. It is fortunate that the ink is watery. It can be eradicated.
But your know edge cannot be ended. You will stay here, guarded, while | -"

"No!" protested Glbert, suddenly. Hs voice was as |loud as Langrew s.
"You are wong! | amno traitor | can prove -"

He gave a sudden gl ance toward the door and gaped. Langrew swung about
instinctively. The old man halted, staring, his gun unai nmed. Jack Hallison was
on the threshold, pointing a revolver that Glbert had given him He had
Langrew covered.

Trapped, old Peter trenbled. Hi s right hand opened; the autonatic
clattered to the floor. The situation had altered in an instant. Peter Langrew
had been rendered hel pl ess.

CHAPTER XVI |
THE ROGUE REVEALED

"QUI CK, Jack! Get him"

Wldly, Glbert Eldron uttered the order. He was facing the doorway. He
saw Jack Hallison, tense but steady, finger notionless on his revolver. In his
outcry, Glbert did not hear the thud of Langrew s dropping automatic.

"Get him"

"I"ve covered him Glbert," broke in Jack, thrusting hinmself into the
study. "Look - he's dropped his gun!"

Langrew had backed away fromthe desk, his hands raised scarcely above

hi s

hips. Hs dried lips were fierce in their expression. The old man | ooked |ike
a

tiger at bay.

"Look out, Jack!" cried Glbert. "He's faking! He has nmy revolver. He'll
yank it -"

Desperately, G lbert plunged in front of Jack, to snatch up Langrew s
automatic fromthe floor. H's words, however, had spurred the old nan to
action. Glbert had bl ocked Jack's aim Langrew thrust his left hand to his
j acket pocket, to draw G lbert's gun.

Glbert sawit. He plunged fromJack's path, juggling the automatic,
losing it fromfunbling fingers.

"Cet him Jack!"

Jack aimed. He had the bead. O d Langrew s left hand was slowwith its
gun. The revol ver caught as it canme fromthe jacket pocket. Jack hesitated. He
did not think that Langrew could aim

"Drop it!" he called. "Drop it, or I'll fire!"

"Don't fire, Jack!"

It was Beth who gave this cry. The girl had sprung into the room She saw
the revol ver slipping fromLangrew s hand. The girl gripped Jack's arm then
suddenly dashed past him and | eaped toward G | bert.

Langrew had given up. H's hand was open, the revolver falling. But
Glbert, at last gripping the automatic was turning to open fire while he
shout ed again to Jack:

"Get him"

Beth caught Glbert's armand tw sted hard to stop his aim For a nonent,
Gl bert wenched excitedly; then Beth brought himto his senses.

"Look, G lbert!" cried the girl. "See? Jack has made himdrop the
revol ver. Look, G lbert."

"Al'l right." Glbert nodded and stepped back. "Good work, Jack! You were
cooler than I was. Pick up Peter's gun, Beth. Bring it here to ne."

He smiled; then added: "I mean pick up nmy gun. | already have his."

Beth conplied. Glbert pocketed Langrew s automatic and held his own



revol ver. He faced the old man. Langrew glared, his raised hands cl enched into
fists.

"TWD rogues, " rasped Langrew. "Conspirators, both of you! | knewit.

Thi eves, who sought ny secret! And you, Beth, whom | could really trust,
turni ng agai nst ne."

Jack ignored Langrew s protest. He spoke to G| bert.

"What about Beal e?"

"Don't worry about him" laughed G lbert. "W have the nan who counts.
Beal e won't mmke trouble.”

"Thief!" snorted Langrew. "You, G lbert, and your crony. Carrying
weapons,
here in ny hone! Threatening ne with guns!"

"What do you call this?" queried Glbert, coolly. He brought out
Langrew s
automatic and jockeyed it in his left hand. "This is a gun, isn't it? You
threatened me with it, didn't you?"

"When you turned traitor -"

Glbert was quietly covering Langrew with the automatic. Wthout turning
hi s head, he spoke to Jack

"Pocket your revolver. You won't need it. Come over and search Peter
Make
sure he has no other weapons."

Then, to Beth, Glbert said: "Call Beale."

The girl stepped to the door; then turned about and said:

"Beale is coming fromthe dining room"™

"Cood," declared Glbert, with a snmile. Then, to Jack: "Never n nd
searching the old man. Move himover toward the bookcase, in front of the
desk.

Be ready to grab himif he nmakes trouble."

Peter Langrew of fered no resistance. Beth showed sudden al arm thinking
that the old man was dependi ng upon Beale's arrival. Then she saw G| bert nod
her in fromthe door.

"Over here, past where | am standing, Beth."

The girl scurried deeper into the room just as Beale arrived. Glbert's
right hand was pointing its revolver toward the door. The servant stopped
short
t hen hoi sted his hands nechanically.

"Come in, Beale," greeted Glbert. "W're waiting for you. Step over
besi de ne and face Mss Kindell. By the way, Beale, do you happen to have a
revol ver on you?"

Beal e' s cadaverous face showed an odd senbl ance of a grin. The stooped
servant nodded.

"Then cover Beth," chuckled Glbert, "while |I take care of the others,
Beal e. "

Weel i ng, back to the door, G lbert held both guns | evel ed. The automatic
still covered Langrew. But the revolver was aimed toward Jack Hallison

At the same instant, Beale dropped his raised arns. Thrusting one hand to
hi s pocket, the servant produced a revolver and pointed it squarely toward
Bet h
Ki ndel |

A FlI ERCE rasp cane from Langrew.

Jack gave an astonished blurt. Beth gaped, too amazed to nake an outcry.
A
har dened voi ce spoke from G lbert Eldron's |ips.

"You wanted it," grow ed the nmustached nan. "So you got it! | gave you an
out, Hallison, when I yelled to pick off Langrew. But you fl opped.”



Jack stared; he could not understand.

"Don't you get it, lug?" jeered Glbert. "I'"'mthe big-shot! I'mthe bird
who run things. | brought in that swag and planted it here in the study. |
bought out Beal e two weeks after | wal ked in here.

"Sure! | planted the swag! Just enough of it to make a showi ng. | wanted
you and Beth for witnesses to prove that old Peter Langrew was a crook. After
I
grabbed his secret. But | didn't want himalive to do any talking.

"I wanted you to get him You didn't. Even then, you had a chance. 1'd
have handl ed hi mnyself and let you testify for ne. But Beth queered it. She
kept ne fromloading the old nman with |l ead. Then it was too late. | couldn't

shoot too long after he had |l et the gun drop."

Gl bert Eldron paused. H's face had beconme insidious in the gl oomof this
tense room A nask had lifted; for the first tine in nmonths, this shrewd
supercrook was free to show his true self. He seened to enjoy the situation

"There' |l be shooting now, " prom sed Eldron, harshly. "My one out is to
rub out the three of you. That's com ng, soon enough. The bank swag will pay
off the crew dd Langrew s dough was what | really wanted

"I was handling two games at once. Keeping a crew together. Ready for the
finish; to plant it on Langrew, or to get rid of him | found the right place
when | picked this one. | -"

Beth had been staring past Beal e, unnoticed by Eldron. The girl's hopeful
gaze was toward the door. Her lips had started an excl amation, which she had
repressed. Beale had seen it; the servant was turning, barking a warning to
El dr on.

The interruption canme too |ate.

Upon the threshold stood an avenging figure clad in black. Automatics
| oomed from beneath burning eyes. One .45 covered El dron. The other held
Beal e.

The Shadow s | augh chilled the ears that heard it.

VWi spering, creeping, bringing echoes that shuddered fromevery wall, it
told Glbert Eldron that he stood hel pl ess. He knew that a ready finger was
prepared to deliver a death bullet if he made a single fal se nove.

A GUN t hunped the floor.

Beale's. The clatter of the weapon told El dron his course. The big-shot
let his fingers open. H s unmatched guns bounced at his feet.

Turning slowy, his hands clutching vacancy, Eldron faced The Shadow. A
defiant snarl stopped upon the crook's frozen lips. Like Beale, Eldron stood
cowed.

For The Shadow s | augh had repeated its weird nockery. It betokened
triunph. It told of mastery. It signified that this had been no chance
arrival

The Shadow had identified the crimnal within the house. He had seen
t hrough the gane of crime. He had cone to get Eldron, not Langrew.

Facts | earned during his last visit to this house, had told The Shadow
where the danger lay. Only outside circunstance had del ayed his return unti
this monent of peril.

Peter Langrew had risen early fromhis nap. That, too, had given G bert
El dron his opportunity. But the supercrook, believing hinself secure, had
failed to hurry his final work of nurder

El dron's confidence had served The Shadow.

CHAPTER XVI 1 |
HENCHVEN THRUST

THE SHADOW S | augh had ended. Dread silence held the roomwithin its



clutch. Then, The Shadow s sinister whisper:

"Your game of crime was known!"

El dron quail ed before the gaze that acconpani ed the words.

"You, yourself, betrayed it," pronounced The Shadow, "in your rescue of
Hal i son. Only the one who started those crushing walls would have st opped
them™

Jack Hallison gaped. He | ooked toward Peter Langrew. He saw bewi | der nent
upon the old nman's face. But the truth had dawned upon Jack

He realized that Peter Langrew would not have left a crushed body |ying
in
the cellar, without at |east |earning who the intruder had been. That had not
occurred to Jack before. But it was plain when the Iight was shown to him

Thi s house had been fitted for protection; but only with cl osed doors and
barred wi ndows. Jack renenbered that Langrew had given Eldron full privilege
to
strengthen the barriers. It was El dron who had installed the death traps.

The Shadow s voice had resuned its weird nonotone.

"Beal e woul d have heard the notor," spoke the cl oaked rescuer. "Beth
heard
it inthe living room and Beale was in the kitchen. |I knew Beale for an
acconplice; one that you needed, Eldron. You could not have covered up your
wor k al one. "

Beth realized that Peter Langrew had been upstairs the night that Jack
Hal I i son had actually arrived. She had been upstairs, too. That was why El dron
had risked operating the notor, with only Beale to hear. Beth, too, had been
deceived - had only heard the last of the thrumm ng when she cane downstairs.

"Your object, Eldron, was plain," spoke The Shadow. "You wanted to see
who
lay within the trap. You knew he m ght be useful. You started the closing of
t he
wal I s, so you could pose as rescuer."”

El dron found voi ce as The Shadow paused.

"Sure," he admitted, sourly. "I thought maybe it was a Fed. | saw that
this lug Hallison didn't look like one. | had a way to use him"

"As a witness later," added The Shadow. "A witness to Langrew s supposed
crime. Moreover, you installed a trap upon the tower stairs."

"Why not?" queried Eldron, with a fal se show of bravado. "The old nman
told
Beale to iron-clad the door, after the time he chased up to the tower. | had
Beal e nake a trap out of it."

"To incrimnate me," put in Langrew, harshly. "And to doomintruders in
the nmeantine!"

"That is not all," spoke Beth, to Langrew. "He told us that you had been
to the tower often, and into the cellar."

A laugh from The Shadow call ed for silence. The Shadow spoke:

"To the tower, Eldron, to ignite your signal flares! To the cellar, to
bring in the spoils and send your nessages to Hengle. It was yourself, not
Langrew, who visited tower and cellar!"

ELDRON S set |ips weakened. Al challenge faded fromhim The Shadow had
gai ned every fact. The nention of Shill Hengle showed full understandi ng of
t he
gane.

O a sudden, the master-rogue changed manner. He becane whi nperi ng,

pl eadi ng, seeking nercy. Beal e crouched, quivering, beside him believing that
El dron was sincere in this new gane.

"l went crooked," admitted Eldron. "But it wasn't until after 1'd come
here. Blink Torgue knew where | was. He told ne 1'd have to work with him or
he'd squeal. | wanted to play fair with Langrew. | was going to grab his dough



- but only because the jig was up.

"I'f I'd have seen a way out, |1'd have taken it. It's been Blink who's
staging all those jobs. Not ne - honest, not nme! It's Blink who -"

"Who knows you as the big-shot," interposed The Shadow. "Who hel d back
for
your signals. Who depended upon your brain!"

El dron wi nced. He darted a | ook at Beal e, hoping that the servant woul d
stand by him But Beal e thought Eldron's plea was genui ne.

Backi ng slowy, Eldron crouched as though weakeni ng through know edge of
his own guilt. His eyes were to the floor. He wanted a chance to snatch up a
di scarded gun, but he lacked the nerve to attenpt it. Jack Hallison caught a
sudden gl eam from The Shadow s steady eyes.

Jack drew his revolver. Stepping forward, he planted it in Eldron's back
The crook straightened as if jolted.

"I owe you nothing," rem nded Jack. "Renenmber that, El dron. You wanted
t he
| aw to know about matters here. The law will |earn through ne, as you intended
it to be. Wien | received the word -"

Jack | ooked toward The Shadow. Instinctively, he was ready to obey every
command of that grimavenger. It was to The Shadow that Jack Hallison, like
others present, owed his life.

The Shadow began words of conmand; then paused. A full hush foll owed.
From
somewhere, this being in black had sensed a faint sound. The Shadow s gaze
focused toward Peter Langrew. Hidden |ips spoke:

"Cover Beale!"

Promptly, the old man bobbed from the bookcase and picked up his own
automatic. While Jack kept Eldron hel pl ess, Langrew stepped in front of Beale
and firmy poked his gun agai nst the servant's holl ow chest.

The Shadow wheel ed. Hi s cl oak swi shed as he stepped toward the door into
the hall. H s shoul ders di sappeared through the doorway.

A cry from Beth gave a sudden alarm Eldron, suddenly desperate, had
sprung a nove

STRAI GHTENI NG t he bi g-shot whi pped about, reckless of the gun that
pressed his back. Jack Hallison stood stupefied, as he had done when covering
Peter Langrew. El dron had counted upon Jack's ignorance of firearns.

Vi ci ousl vy,
he made a grab for the man who covered him

Jack grappl ed. The Shadow, turning in the doorway, saw the fray. Steady
with an automatic, he was ready to drop Eldron; but El dron had twi sted,
swi nging Jack in front of himas a shield.

A sudden tussle; Eldron had Jack's gun. Twisting free, the crook ained
for
The Shadow. Tugging the trigger, Eldron fired wild as he pounced forward. He
had
seen The Shadow whirl out into the hall.

That nove was to draw the crook. The Shadow wanted a clear shot. He
gai ned
it, froma |longer range. His left-hand .45 tongued flame through the opened
portal. Eldron staggered sideways, slipped against the desk; then rallied.

Bef ore The Shadow saw need for another shot, two guns spoke, stirred into
action by the battle. Jack had snatched up a gun fromthe floor. He was firing
qui ck shots at Eldron. Langrew, pushing Beale into a corner, joined with his
own gun.

Gl bert Eldron swayed, toppled with a spiral tw st and spraw ed to the
floor dead. The Shadow s bull et had stopped his fight; others, delivered while
the rogue still was standing, had finished himforever

That rapid fire acted like a signal



VWile the shots still echoed, the big front door burst inward. A flood of
vi cious battlers poured through the w de openi ng. Forenpst were Blink Torgue
and Shill Hengle, brandishing huge revolvers. O her weapons glittered from
fists of follow ng henchnen.

The Shadow s previous nove had carried himaway fromthe safety of the
study. Turning to nmeet these foenmen, he stood just away fromthe stairs, with
no chance for cover.

Two guns agai nst a dozen. Such were the odds that faced The Shadow.

Al one,
he was finding conbat with a nurderous horde that had arrived w th unexpected
pr eci si on.

THE t hugs fromthe hide-out had found Shill. Blink had passed the word.
Shill Hengle had pointed out the old house. He had carried a duplicate key,
gi ven him by Eldron. Thugs had approached; hearing battle fromw thin, they
had
surged to enter.

VWet her their chief was dead or not, they did not know. The fact that
El dron lay spraw ed upon the study floor neant nothing to these woul d-be
nmur derers.

Hardened criminals all, they recognized the warrior who faced t hem
The Shadow
Li ps snarled the nanme, along with oaths. Blink and Shill |eaped apart as

they aimed for the cloaked figure, to give their followers room Men of crine
were determined to win this battle if it cost themtheir own |ives!

They had reached an ultimate that meant nore to themthan all the spoils
that they had harvested for Glbert Eldron. Alive or dead, the big-shot was
forgotten for the duration of this fray.

One thought gripped every vicious brain throughout that invading crew
e
evil hope - the desire that crimnals galore had held before, but had failed
to
cash. Leering faces, aimng guns - both bespoke the maddened wi sh:

Death to The Shadow

CHAPTER XI X
CRIME'S END

THE SHADOW S aut omati cs booned the first shots.

As he fired, The Shadow wheel ed toward the door of the study. H s nove
was
a feint. Hs swift spin reversed direction; he faded away toward the stairs.

Hi s automatics blazed again, hard upon the opening volley fromthuggi sh
guns. Crooks fired wi de. The Shadow had drawn their aimin the wong
direction.

Revol ver bullets peppered the walls, but The Shadow s automatics found
living targets. The Shadow was firing squarely into the cluster of gunnen that
filled the doorway. H's bullets were w thering.

As a final touch to his tw st-about, The Shadow drove forward agai nst the
recoil of his punping guns. Three foenen took the brunt. Two spraw ed; the
third staggered forward to grapple with The Shadow. This fighter was Mac,
toughest of Blink Torgue's lieutenants.

Al'l happened in the space of short, swift noments. The Shadow s ai m was
to
stop the nassed invasion. In that, he succeeded al nbst instantly. Hi s shots,
straight toward the doorway, sent reserve crooks staggering back

As The Shadow gun-cl ubbed Mac to one side, he dispatched enphatic bullets



that clipped a | ast thug who was scranbling for the outside air.

There were two, however, wi th whom The Shadow had not dealt. They were
t he
nost dangerous of the invading squad: Blink Torgue and Shill Hengle.

Bl i nk had sprung i nward, toward The Shadow s right. Shill had chosen the
opposite side. Each was in front of a curtained alcove. Both were out of the
path of The Shadow s fire. In his successful effort to halt a horde, The
Shadow
had negl ected the | eading pair.

Both had fired, along with their followers. Both had been bluffed by The
Shadow s qui ck maneuvers. Until the cloaked fighter encountered the wounded
Mac, Blink and Shill had | oosed their bullets toward spots that The Shadow had
j ust vacat ed.

Shill was the first of the two to gain a straight bead. The Shadow was
facing himobliquely, at the noment when Mac sagged uselessly to the floor
Shill fired hastily, just as The Shadow s right armswung in his direction
Amazing in his speed, The Shadow gai ned a simultaneous shot.

Shill staggered back against the curtains of the al cove, howing as he
cl anped his gun hand to his left shoulder. Blink aimed for The Shadow, then
halted his finger on the trigger. He voiced a hoarse cry of elation

Shill had clipped The Shadow

SLUMPI NG si del ong, the cl oaked marksman | ost his footing. He | odged upon
t he outsprawl ed body of Mac. His left arm had dropped, |inp; nunbed fingers
had
lost their hold upon an automatic. His right armrai sed, The Shadow was
poi nting
toward the doorway, to stop any rally there. He was nonentarily unable to
tw st
about and take aim at Blink.

Deliberately, Blink leveled his big revolver. Half crouched, he prepared
to end The Shadow s life with a sure shot. He was aim ng froma range of only
five feet.

A revol ver crackled from sonewhere in the background.

Blink Torgue winced. H's grin turned sour. H's whol e body shook; then
ti ghtened. He regained his aim A second shot barked fromthe depths. Blink
sl unped.

Those shots had come fromthe stairs. Standing nidway on the steps was a
stooped figure clad in dressing gown. Theodora Langrew had heard the battle;
the old woman had cone from her upstairs room

She had unl ocked the bureau to obtain an ol d-fashioned revol ver. She had
brought her heavy cane; she was | eaning her weight upon it as she fired. Her
left hand rested on the cane; her right gripped the revol ver.

Theodora had not |ost the sharpness of her sight. Wth two shots fromthe
anci ent revol ver, she had settled Blink Torgue.

There were shouts fromthe front door. Faces appeared there; revol vers
were flourished. The Shadow boomed | ast shots with his [one automatic. Crooks
di ved for cover.

Unheard ani dst The Shadow s out burst was a snarl fromthe |left of the
open
door.

Shill Hengle had recovered. Forgetting his clipped shoul der, the contact
crook | eaned back against the wall. Copying Blink's forner nove, he took a
strai ght bead toward The Shadow. He was about to fire, as The Shadow sent a
| ast shot through the doorway.

Theodora saw Shill. Coolly, the old | ady ai med. Her scrawny finger
squeezed the trigger, ahead of Shill's tug. Another tinely blast fromthe
throat of the ancient revolver: One nore hit for Theodora Langrew.

Shill took that bullet in the chest. Hi s own gun never spoke. Wth a



sickly attenpt at a snarl, Shill slunped to the floor

The Shadow had dropped his enptied .45; prone, he had used his right hand
to pick up the weapon that his left had dropped. He rolled back and forth with
each recoil as he fired new blasts through the doorway, to hold back attackers
who pl anned anot her surge from outside.

Gimy, Theodora aided fromthe stairs. Each tine she saw a face, she
fired. Then cane belated aid fromthe study. Jack Hallison and Peter Langrew
reached the hall and stood ready with their guns.

QUTSI DE, gunnen had rallied. More than half a dozen strong, they were
obeying the orders of a | ast commander

Jing, conspicuous because of the sling that held his right arm was
shouting for a new and stronger attack

Two henchnen were |uggi ng a submachi ne gun. Anot her had a tear-gas gun,
brought froma rifled bank. Jing was taking no chances. His plan was to open
with the Tonmy gun; to support it, if necessary, with a blast of tear gas.
Crooks were ready for the charge. Jing snapped the order

A chuggi ng roar sounded from beyond the front wall. Screans cane from a
parked touring car. Those cries were warnings to Jing; they were from Dai sy
and
the other molls. The girls had guns, but they began their fire too late. The
gate broke open. In cane diff and Harry; for the roar had been their
not orcycl e. The agents were ready with their automatics. Point-bl ank, they
riddl ed the crooks who held the submachi ne gun franed agai nst the light of the
opened front door.

The gunners fell. Jing nmade a mad dive for cover. Leaderless, the other
t hugs scattered. One crook threw aside the Tormy gun and ran for the wall.
Firing as they advanced, diff and Harry captured the nachi ne gun. They swung
t he heavy weapon into action

Crcling fire plastered the walls inside the grounds as The Shadow s
agents operated the machi ne gun. Bullets sprayed everywhere, dropping one | ast
ruffian who had not gained the wall. The others, led by Jing, had circled the
house. In full flight, they were making for the back gate.

New guns barked. There were shouts; the roars of notors. The | aw had
arrived. Feds were rounding up the fleeing thugs. Fromin front of the house,
a
touring car shot away. It circled, cut through Shill Hengle's filling station,
jounced to the street and headed for the open road.

Dai sy was at the wheel of the fleeing car. She and the girls with her
wer e
trying to escape. A big sedan roared off in pursuit.

Harry and diff stopped the machine gun. They turned toward the house,
intending to enter. They saw a bl ackened figure arise from anong the bodies
that cluttered the door. The shape wavered; then noved outward. The Shadow was
conming to join his agents.

THOSE within the house w tnessed the strange departure. They stood sil ent
as the figure of their rescuer went through the door, descended the outer
steps, to be swall owed by gl oom beyond.

They did not see The Shadow stunbl e; but the agents did. Harry and diff
supported their faltering chief. They heard the triunphant |augh that
whi spered
from The Shadow s |ips. The Shadow s wound had handi capped himin the fray;
but
it was not one that woul d prove serious otherw se.

A notor throbbed beyond the front gate. The Shadow heard a shout, in a
voi ce he recognized. It was Vic Marquette's. The | eader of the Feds was on the
scene. The Shadow spoke a whi spered order



Wth Harry and diff beside him he strode toward the side of the house.
The agents kept pace with their chief; the trio were gone when Vic and his
squad canme dashing in fromthe front.

Qut back, all was quiet. Scattered thugs had fled this terrain when
pur sued.

Wth his right hand, The Shadow swung open the rear gate. He led his
agents through the darkness, to an obscure spot where they found diff's
coupe.

Wearily, The Shadow managed to enter the car. He rel axed between his
agents. Wth diff at the wheel, the coupe noved slowy through the night. Its
dimlights showed an open street ahead. The Shadow s keen eyes saw the route
bef ore them

Agai n, The Shadow | aughed.

CHAPTER XX
WEALTH RECLAI MED

VI C MARQUETTE stood in Peter Langrew s study. A stocky man, dark-vi saged
wi th bl ack nustache, Vic was poker-faced as he listened to the accounts of
t hose who had witnessed battle.

Upon the desk were spoils that had been stacked behind the books on the
top shelf. They represented but a portion of the swag that crooks had gai ned
fromrifled banks. Upon the floor, however, were other bundles, that Feds had
brought froma cache in the cellar

"It fits," decided Vic. "G lbert Eldron was the king-pin of the outfit. A
crook who had no record. He could have put it all on you, M. Langrew.

"He wanted to keep Hallison and M ss Kindell alive, right enough. But
when
t hat schene went sour, he figured thembetter dead. He'd have sent that swag
downst ai rs back through the pipe line to Hengle. W woul dn't have found that
pipe line in a week!

"How about it?" Marquette swung to Beal e, who stood pal e-faced, a
prisoner. "Was that his gane?"

"It was," admitted Beale, weakly. "I - | was to flee with the chief.

Shi Il
was to send men in here - to nake it look like a raid. You were to find dead
bodi es, and - and sone of the swag."

"Enough to nmake Langrew | ook |ike the big-shot," growl ed Marquette. "To
make us think that his bunch had turned agai nst himand nade a get-away with
all that they could find. W'd never have traced Eldron to New Ol eans.”

Mar quett e picked up the nmausol eum deed whi ch had been plucked from
El dron's pocket. He handed it to Langrew.

"You'd better go there yourself," decided the Fed. "You thought you had
enem es. Well, you did have one - and he's dead. Wth El dron gone, you' ve got
nothing to worry about, M. Langrew. "

"I believe that you are right,"
An absol ute fool !'"

A chuckl e intervened. It cane from Theodor a.

"So you've admitted it at last, Peter!" exclaimed the old woman. "Bah!
could have told you that long ago, if you had listened. Fromthe nmonment that
scanp Eldron set foot in this house, | mistrusted him"

Beth Kindell stared, anazed.

"You never told ne so, Mss Theodora -

"Why should I have told you?" demanded the old | ady. "You never woul d

nodded the old man. "I have been a f ool

have

believed me. You were ready to trust Eldron. Al that | could do was pretend
nmysel f an invalid, unable to | eave ny bed, so that Peter would put off the day
when we left this house.



"While we stayed here, his secret was safe. That rogue El dron was too
smart to push matters. | guessed his gane; but | couldn't prove it. | watched
him many tinmes, when everyone thought that | was nmpaning in nmy room

"I saw himgo into the tower; to the cellar. But what could be done about
it? Nothing, until | had proof that would stand against him | even canme in
here at tines, but | never clinbed up on chairs to | ook behind book shel ves."

Theodora paused for breath; then turned to Peter. She added:

"Toni ght, you | ooked nmore foolish than ever. | thought that you woul d
tal k
to that rascal Eldron. That's why | brought out nmy old revolver. | was com ng
downstairs, to corner the scanp if he made trouble.

"Perhaps | waited too long" - she paused and sniled dryly - "and perhaps

I
did not. Perhaps | happened to wait just |ong enough"

VI C MARQUETTE nodded approvingly. He had heard full report of the
nmyst eri ous, cloaked stranger who had arrived to deal with Eldron. He al so knew
the part that Theodora Langrew had pl ayed when The Shadow needed ai d.

Vic was about to nake remark, when a Fed entered, breathless. The arrival
reported:

"The girls made for the hide-out! W trapped themthere! No swag, there,

t hough. "

"I't was here," explained Marquette. "Stacked in a hidden room at the
front
of the cellar. One that Beale rigged up for El dron. Beal e showed us the place.
The crooks were to pick it up across the street, at Hengle's.

"A snooth gane, all through. Eldron had a quarter nmillion in the bag,
from
t hose bank robberies. He could have kept half of it and paid off the crewwth
the rest.

"But sone of that swag didn't suit him It was hot. He wanted bigger
dough. He wanted Blink, Shill and the rest of themto be satisfied. He'd have
given themall of it, tonight. He'd have been clear, forgotten, when he found
Langrew s millions in New Ol eans. "

"Quite right sir," affirmed Beale. "I was to go with him to receive
fifty
t housand dol l ars for nyself."

"Less than a quarter of the amount | intended for you, Beale," remarked
Peter Langrew. "I cannot understand why you sided with El dron."

"I thought you a harsh naster," pleaded the servant. "l expected nothing
fromyou. | doubted your words, when you nentioned secret wealth. Eldron

convinced ne that you were insane. He threatened nme, unless | obeyed his
orders.

"I did not know the full extent of his evil. | saw no newspapers; | did
not know of the bank robberies. | was not a nenber of the band. Really, sir, |

"That's enough, Beale," broke in Marquette. "You've given us evidence;
we'll be lenient with you. W' ve rounded up the real crooks - all that were
left of them after they tried to shoot it out with us.

"That reporter, Burke, nust have had a real hunch when he told us there
m ght be trouble in Aurora. That's why we came into town, figuring that the
crooks mght take a stab at one of the banks here."

Feds were bringi ng another box fromthe cellar. They dunped it. Qut fel
maps and col ored flares. Another man entered. He passed a note to Vic
Marquette, who read it and sniled.

"You talked to this doctor?" he queried. "After he came back fromthe
Aur ora Hotel ?"

"Yes," was the reply. "He said that he was sunmoned there; that the
patient's wound is not serious. He net two others -"



"That's enough. It's all here in the note. Forget it. W' ve cleaned up
t he
crooks. This case has nothing to do with us."

VI C was poker-faced as he made his statenment. Secretly, he felt relief.

Mar quette had been ai ded by The Shadow in the past. He knew the power of
that master who battled crine. He had hoped that The Shadow had escaped severe
i njury. Because of that, Marquette had ordered direct reports from al
physi ci ans in Aurora.

Mor eover, Vic knew that he had acted as The Shadow had expected. That
fact
pl eased the | eader of the Feds. Once again, The Shadow had gai ned proof that
he
could rely upon Vic; and Marquette knew that he coul d al ways count upon The
Shadow.

There were ot hers who guessed what Vic had done; they shared the sane

el ation. Jack Hallison spoke to Beth Kindell, as the two wal ked to the front
door together. The noon was rising over Aurora; they stood beneath the

pl easant

gl ow.

"I"'mglad that | was no friend of Glbert Eldron's," announced Jack. "I
was duped; but | tried to make anmends for it."

"You did," returned Beth with a smle. "So you have become a friend of

ours. This is a secret, Jack: | told Peter Langrew that this house was once
your home. He intends to deed it to you."
"Then you will |eave Aurora with the others?"

"l suppose so. Unless -

Jack smiled as he gathered Beth into his arnmns.

Sil ence held sway w th noonlight, above the house where crinme had net its
finish. Al that whispered was the wind through the nagnolias; yet the breeze
carried recol |l ection of another sound.

A wafted echo still pervaded. It was the renenbrance of a tone that could
never be forgotten. Mrth that had sounded triunmph over crine; that had
br ought
happi ness to two persons who deserved it.

Lingering in nenory - the laugh of The Shadow

THE END



