VANl SHED TREASURE
by Maxwel | G ant

As originally published in "The Shadow Magazi ne," Cctober 15, 1938.

Ghostly footfalls trod the old Beld mansi on, and bl oodshed and murder
followed in their wake! But only The Shadow knew the secret of the buried,
bl oody treasure!

CHAPTER |
M DNI GHT VI SI TORS

THE taxicab did not stop directly in front of the Germaine Apartnents,
and
Marcus Bel d knew why. This was not the first time that he had conme here at
night. Cab drivers, as a clan, seened to know that there could be danger where
"ltch" Fendel Iived.

VWen the wong guys went to see Itch, they sometines ran into bullets at
the doorstep. The dimlighted | obby of the Gernmai ne nade an excel |l ent
background for machi ne-gun practice fromacross the street. That was why
hacki es preferred to pull by, and let their passengers venture the renaining
di stance on foot.

There had been two killings on the threshold of the Germaine Apartnents;
but Itch Fendel had not been blaned for them He had testified that the
nmurdered men were his friends, and had backed the assertions with proof. The
| aw, therefore, had accepted the nmurders as the work of Itch's enem es.

The odd thing was that Itch Fendel, king of ganblers, had no visible
enem es. That made it an even-noney bet that Itch, hinself, had registered
those rub-outs at the entrance of the old apartnment-hotel that he owned. But
the wi se gentry who held that opinion were also too canny to voice it.

Marcus Bel d showed no hesitation when he wal ked into the | obby of the
apartment house. There was nervousness, though, upon his sallow |ong-nosed
face. Hs eyes were fishlike, as they stared straight ahead, and his nouth had
an expression that also suited a finny creature.

When he reached the elevator, Beld tried to show unconcern by adjusting
the black tie that adorned his tuxedo collar; but the result was an awkward
gul p from overpressure on his Adam s appl e.

Marcus didn't like the looks of the clerk and two | oungers in the |obby.
They made himjittery about the future.

For Marcus Beld was entering into the good graces of Itch Fendel, but he
wasn't sure that he would have the same status when he left. Tonight, perhaps,
there woul d be murder on the way out. It all depended on how Itch took the
news
that Marcus would be forced to give him

The el evator was in a deep corner of the |obby; Marcus felt relieved when
its door opened. Once aboard, his nervousness returned when he gl anced at the
operator and realized that this fellow m ght also be a vassal of Itch Fendel

Marcus couldn't see the man's face, for the operator was busy managi ng
t he
jerky elevator. Highly powered for its weight, the car took a skyrocket trip
to
the seventh floor. The door stuck when the operator tugged it; but at last it
jerked open. Marcus stepped into a little anteroomthat fornmed the entrance to
Itch's apartnent.

The el evator had descended when a brawny nan stepped suddenly into sight.
Mar cus recogni zed "Croak” Lorman, the husky, broad-faced bodyguard who was
constantly with Itch Fendel



Croak greeted Marcus with a guttural grunt, that could have accounted for
t he bodyguard' s nicknane; but Marcus had a different theory on that subject.
Croak had a reputation as a killer; that was probably the reason for his
underwor | d noni ker.

Mere sight of Croak made Marcus uneasy. The fellow s snmile was |eery; he
had a way of bobbing into view when | east expected. He al ways made visitors
precede himinto the apartnent, while he followed with a catlike tread.

On this occasion, Croak enpl oyed the usual process. As Marcus wal ked
al ong
the hallway to Itch's living room he could inmagine a gun muzzle tickling his
spine. The sallow visitor was ready for collapse by the tinme that wal k was
finished. Al that saved hi mwas the cheery greeting that he received from
ltch
Fendel

TALL, long-jawed, lItch wore a snile that was chiefly an outthrust of his
lower lip. He was attired in a gaudy purple dressing gown that gave hima
m | di sh appearance. Hi s wel cone was spoken with an easy, gentle purr, but
there
was no vel vet in his handshake.

Marcus felt the grip of a bone-crushing paw, it seened to synbolize the
strength that Itch had at his command. And it was Fendel's itching palmfor
ganbl i ng nmoney, that had gi ven him his nicknane.

"Park yoursel f," suggested Itch. "I"'mmxing a drink; after that, we can
start to talk."

He stepped to a portable bar, where he began to pour liquors into a
cocktail shaker. While he was adding ice cubes, Itch spoke to Croak, who was
standi ng at the door.

"Qutside, Croak," Itch told the bodyguard. "See that nobody disturbs ne
and this fellow W got a lot to talk about - in private!"

VWile Itch was speaking, he didn't even glance toward the spot where
Croak
stood; a fact that made Marcus shift uneasily in the big chair that he had
chosen. If Itch was smart enough to keep track of Croak, w thout |ooking to
see
where the sneak-footed fell ow was, Marcus could see trouble for hinself.

Very shortly, Marcus would be trying to alibi himself with Itch. Though
his story was a straight one, Marcus figured that his chances of selling it to
Itch would be very slim Even when Croak sidled away fromthe door, Marcus
felt
no relief. He guessed that Croak would be on instant call, if Itch needed him

That guess was wong. Curiously, the trouble due upon these prenises was
to be encountered by Croak, not Marcus.

FI RST i nkling of such trouble cane to Croak the nonent that he stepped
into the anteroom Barely past the door, the bodyguard closed it, edged back
into the deep doorway. He could hear the slight sound of the elevator; it
seened to be sneaking upward fromthe ground fl oor

That was enough to rouse Croak's suspicion, for none of the regular

operators could handle the jerky car with such skill. As Croak watched, the
el evator came into view behind the openwork door of the shaft. There, again,
was cause for vigil. The el evator was dark

Croak saw the operator by the light of the anteroom He observed that the
man was wearing a uniformlike the usual operator; but his face was turned
away. From his build, Croak decided that he wasn't the regular nan who
bel onged
on this shift. Croak watched while the grilled door eased open

From the bl ackness of the el evator energed a second shape - a cl oaked



figure, with head topped by a slouch hat. Mere sight of that intruder brought
a
fierce intake of Croak's breath.

The Shadow

As quick-witted as he was stealthy, Croak pictured the entire setup. The
Shadow, master foe and battler of crime, had cone to pry into the affairs of
Itch Fendel. To nake certain of his entry here, The Shadow had pl anted one of
his agents in the elevator, as temporary operator

That accounted for The Shadow s entrance to the apartnment-hotel itself.
There was a side corridor on the ground floor; the fake el evator nman nust have
unl ocked the big door that blocked it. Probably The Shadow had trailed Marcus
Bel d here, and had decided the tinme was ripe for a visit of his own.

The tinme was riper than The Shadow supposed. That thought brought a
savage
grin to Croak's blocky features, as the bodyguard eased a .38 fromhis hip
pocket. Croak was getting set to top off his reputation as a killer, by
delivering death to The Shadow

From hi s vantage spot, Croak had perfect opportunity for such a deed;
recogni zing that, he nade an error. He expected The Shadow to approach the
deep-set doorway; so Croak paused, preferring to cut |oose with close-range
fire. The killer hadn't reckoned with The Shadow s strategy. Even when enemni es
seenmed absent, The Shadow used deft tactics.

Scarcely out of the elevator, the black-cl oaked intruder showed a sudden
twi st of speed. Instead of coming toward the recessed doorway, he wheel ed
across the anteroom to reach the wall beside the door. He was out of range
before Croak could aim

The killer tightened his gun grip. He'd show The Shadow some snooth work
of his own, before the cl oaked foeman knew that Croak was on hand. Hol di ng
back
until the proper noment, Croak took a sudden, silent step fromthe doorway,
and
with it whipped his gun straight for The Shadow s direction.

The nove was tigerish, both in speed and stealth. Croak wasn't wong; he
had denmonstrated ability that closely matched The Shadow s own. He had even
guessed where The Shadow was, alnpbst to the exact spot. He was wrong, though
when he pictured The Shadow s posture.

Croak was aimng at eye |level, and The Shadow wasn't in his path of fire.
Creeping toward the doorway, The Shadow had crouched low If Croak had tugged
his revolver trigger, the result would have been a wasted bull et whining above
The Shadow s sl ouch hat.

However, Croak did not fire. Instead, he took an instinctive course that
was proof of his ability as an ugly fighter. Diving straight for The Shadow s
crouched form he brought his gun-hand downward in a short, hard swi ng toward
The Shadow s head.

AT the same instant, The Shadow made a swift nove. He had crept toward
t he
doorway, gunless; but he had an automatic within easy reach. Ordinarily, The
Shadow woul d have whi pped t hat weapon fromhis cloak; in this energency, he
could not spare the time. As Croak slugged, The Shadow canme upward, thrusting
a
pair of gloved hands for the killer's throat.

There was a witness to that sudden clash; nanely, the man who was in the
el evator. He was Burbank, a secret agent who usually served as contact between
The Shadow and his ot her aids. Because of his know edge of mechanica
appl i ances, Burbank had been chosen for his present task. He had shown skil
in
handl i ng the el evator; but he was not expert in conbat. Burbank could do no
nor e



than watch the fray.

He saw The Shadow s hands thrust Croak backward, sending the killer into
a
spraw ; at the sane nonent, Burbank spied the sweeping finish of Croak's
sluggi ng notion. The revol ver caught The Shadow s head with a sidel ong stroke.
As Croak flattened, The Shadow sagged.

Bef ore Burbank could spring fromthe el evator, The Shadow had cone to his
feet. He was staggering, groggy fromthe bl ow, but he could see the el evator
awai ting him The Shadow reeled into it, tripping over the edge of the
el evat or
floor, to sink into a darkened corner

Croak was on hands and knees, groping for his gun, in time to see The
Shadow reel to safety. He ained at Burbank, who was trying to close the door
wi th one hand while he gripped the elevator |lever with the other. Burbank
shifted fromview within the el evator, before Croak could fire. Again, Croak
showed speed.

Head down, the killer charged for the open el evator, expecting to dive
aboard it when Burbank started the car downward. This time, Burbank was in his
own el enent, where he could show his special type of cool skill

As Croak started that twelve-foot drive, Burbank, disregarding the open
door, gave the operating lever a hard pull. The el evator responded in its
swift, jerky fashion - but in the direction that Croak did not expect.

I nstead of dropping, the elevator shot upward. The | ow dive that Croak
took to avoid what he thought was the down-coming top, carried himbeneath the
bott om of the upshooting floor. The bl ackness into which the killer plunged
was
not the elevator; it was the darkness of the elevator shaft.

A long, sickly sigh trailed fromthe depths as Croak took the
many- st ori ed
fall to the basenment |evel of the shaft. There was a nmuffled clatter: the
crunmpling of a human frame agai nst concrete. That sound was confined within
t he
shaft itself.

The silence that settled, told that the killer had net the death which he
had | ong ago deserved. Doom had found Croak Lorman; the path he had guarded
was
clear.

Itch Fendel was due to receive another visitor, in the person of The
Shadow

CHAPTER |
PAST AND FUTURE

WHEN Bur bank stopped the elevator at the tenth floor, The Shadow stirred
weakl y. Burbank hel ped his chief rise; The Shadow steadi ed agai nst the inner
corner. From hidden |ips came a whispered | augh, solemm in its tone.

Not only had The Shadow shown pronpt recuperation; the fact that he was
al one with Burbank enabled himto piece what had happened to Croak. After a
few
nmonent s, The Shadow spoke an order. Burbank eased the el evator down to the
seventh fl oor.

Agai n, The Shadow crossed the anteroom The door was unl atched, as Croak
had left it, giving direct access into the apartnent. The light fromthe
l'iving
room showed at the far end of the hallway; the clink of glasses told that Itch
and Marcus were there. Reaching the edge of the wide |iving roomdoorway, The
Shadow | ooked i n upon the scene.

Very few m nutes had passed since Croak's departure. Itch was just com ng



to the subject of Marcus's visit.
"Here's to the thirty grand," proposed Itch, raising his glass. "Sorry

you
owe it to nme, Marcus, but you can afford to fork over, the way things stand.
You'll have plenty left; and 1'll hand you sone advice that's worth thirty

t housand bucks: Lay off ganmbling with those who know the racket - and that
i ncl udes ne. "

Mar cus nodded. His eyes were blinky; he covered the twitch of his lips by
gul ping fromthe cocktail glass. Then

"About that thirty thousand, Itch," he said, weakly. "I don't think I'll
be able to pay over all of it. Not - well, right away - and maybe -"

"You need tine?" interposed Itch. Hs purr was snmooth, but his eyes were
sharp. "What's the trouble? Are they settling your grandfather's estate in
instal | mrents?"

"No," returned Marcus. "lI'mgetting ny whole share of it. Only, it's less
than | thought it would be. It cones to ten thousand dollars."

The effect on Itch was instant. The ganbl er dropped his gl ossy pose; his
long jaw took a thrust that brought his lower lip with it. He was across the
room his heavy hand on the armof Marcus's chair. Eye to eye with his sall ow
visitor, ltch snarled his new opinions.

"So you fooled ne, huh?" demanded Itch. "Handed nme the bunk that you were
coming in on a five-way split, with a half mllion to be shared! Kept ne
waiting until the old man croaked, without telling ne you weren't going to get
your divvy!"

Marcus was up fromhis chair, trenbling; in his protesting armwaves, he
knocked the cocktail glass fromthe table. The glass shattered when it hit the
floor; the sound diverted Itch | ong enough for Marcus to get in his next
wor ds.

"I got the right share, Itch!" pleaded Marcus. "I didn't lie to you. The
only trouble was, the noney wasn't there. My grandfather wasn't worth a half
mllion when he died!"

THERE was a drop of Itch's long jaw, then a contenptuous, big-lipped |eer
t hat bet okened unbelief. By that tinme, Marcus nmanaged to funble in his pocket
and pull out a sheaf of crinkly papers. He shoved themto Itch, wth pleading
wor ds:

"Look these over, Itch. They give the proof."

Itch exam ned the papers. They interested himso nmuch that he finally sat
down to read them quietly. He | ooked sober when he finished. Reaching for the
cocktail shaker and anot her gl ass, he poured Marcus a fresh drink, as a peace
of fering.

"I received the ten thousand, ltch," said Marcus, eagerly. "It's in the
bank; 1'Il give it to you tonorrow, or whenever you want it!"

Itch nodded. He was thinking of something el se.

"Half a mllion," he nmused, aloud. "Huh! Anybody woul d have figured that
old Titus Beld was worth that rmuch noney: He had the dough once" - Itch
referred to the papers - "but it petered down to a lousy fifty grand.”

"Bad investnments," explained Marcus, gloomly. "The old man made a | ot of
themin the last ten years. He wouldn't listen to anybody's advice."

"How do you know? You didn't see himnuch.”

"Hugh Cd ayner did. He's my cousin - the one, who stuck around with the
old
man, trying to get in right with him Only, Hugh didn't nmake out any better
t han
the rest of us."

Itch nodded. He knew about the Beld famly. It consisted of three
cousi ns:
Marcus Bel d, Hugh d ayner and Eunice Kerlen, together with two maiden aunts
who



were uni nportant. What bothered Itch, however, was the twenty thousand dollars
that he still wanted to collect from Marcus, after ten thousand had been paid.
More at ease, Marcus was becom ng shrewd. His fishy eyes were sharp
enough
to discern the cause of Itch's annoyance.
"Maybe if | kept the ten thousand," suggested Marcus, "I could build it
up
and pay you nore of what | owe you."
"Build it up?" scoffed Itch. "How? Playing stud poker with a
hundred-dollar limt, the way you did with ne?"
Mar cus shook his head. Hi s expression showed that he had sonething
definite in mnd. Itch told himto "out with it", and after a short
hesi tati on,
Mar cus spoke.

"WHEN t he estate was settled today," Marcus said, "we found that twenty
t housand dollars of it was tied up in real estate - the old Beld nansion, out
on Long Isl and.

"Hugh C ayner took a half interest in the mansion, as his |egacy, and
pai d
over ten thousand besides, to buy the whole house. That left us well fixed for
funds. "

Itch showed only a casual interest.

"What's O ayner going to do?" he questioned, while shaking another drink
"Sink all the dough he's got, trying to bust into the real estate business?"

"No." Marcus spoke in serious tone. "He's going to search for the Beld
treasure."”

"Treasure?" Itch's smle had returned. "Sone of that old pirate hokunP"

"No," replied Marcus. "This dates back to the Revolution. The Bel ds were
a
prom nent Tory famly. They were entrusted with huge funds, and the story goes
that the noney was buried sonewhere near the Long |sland honmestead. But
there's
nothing to prove that it was ever dug up again."

The story began to inpress Itch Fendel

"This guy Claynmer" - ltch's tone had hardened - "what gives himthe idea
that he can grab off that dough all for his own?"

"He didn't have that idea," insisted Marcus. "Hugh was fair enough about
it. He offered all of us a chance to conme in on the proposition. | couldn't,

because | owed you ny ten thousand."

"What rmade the others pass it up?"

"Well, the two old ladies couldn't see it; but Eunice Kerlen was
interested, at first. Finally, though, she decided to hold on to her noney.
But
| don't think it pleased Roger Hasting."

"Who's he?"

"Eunice's boy friend. It's just the kind of ganble he'd like."

Itch was pondering, stroking his long jaw H s eyes showed the keenness
that Marcus had often noticed at the card table. Thinking that the ganbler was
fully interested, Marcus supplied another suggestion.

"Gve the word, Itch," he said, "and I'll see if the proposition is stil
open. "

"Not a chance!" interrupted Itch. "I'Il still take your ten grand,
Mar cus.
Only, I'Il let the other twenty wait, until we see how Cl aymer nakes out with

his treasure hunt."
"But if we're not inonit -
"We'|l be inonit!" Itch was harsh, enphatic. "On a fifty-fifty split,
deducting the twenty grand and ny expenses. But we won't ask Claynmer to let us



inonit. W'll nmuscle in on our own!"

| TCH didn't have to say nore. Marcus saw it all, and the gl eamof his
fishlike eyes testified to his approval

The Shadow, |istening, gained a conplete inpression of what Itch
i nt ended.

Fendel was nore than a | one-wolf ganbler. He played that part as a
"front"
to cover deep paths of crime. Secretly, Itch was the controlling factor in
several rackets that were ranpant in Manhattan

VWhenever required, Itch could assenble a nob of hoodl uns who woul d foll ow
every command he gave. \Were he got them how he got them were riddles that
only Itch could answer. The fact that those thugs belonged to Itch was
conpl etely cover ed.

Wth such shock troops at his disposal, Itch could foresee a sequel to
Clayner's treasure hunt. If the Tory gold should be found, Hugh C ayner woul d
have troubl e keeping it, with Itch Fendel out to get it. Itch sunmed that
prospect for the benefit of Marcus Beld.

"Sit tight," he told his visitor. "Act like you're satisfied, and play up
to this guy Claynmer. Put ne wi se to whatever happens. If this treasure stuff
gets ripe, 1'll do the rest.

“I't'"ll be a cinch to snatch that swag, way out on Long Island. You'll be
an innocent guy, Marcus, who won't know what it was all about. As for me -
nobody's going to figure out that I'"'mthe brain in back of it."

"I't's worth the ganble" - Itch chuckled - "because |'ve got nothing to
| ose. You go easy, spending noney, because you owe it to nme. As for that crew
that works for nme, they're on the pay roll anyway."

Itch poured out the contents of the shaker. He didn't notice the streak
of
bl ackness that was w thdrawi ng along the floor within the doorway. It was
scarcely discerni bl e against the pattern of the Oiental rug.

That fading patch marked the departure of The Shadow. The bl ack-cl oaked
observer had heard a signal fromthe front of the hallway. Burbank was tipping
off his chief that time was getting short. The Shadow had | earned enough from
his visit to Itch's abode.

Back in the elevator, The Shadow rode with Burbank to the ground fl oor
Emer gi ng, he took the side passage fromthe building, and Burbank foll owed
cl ose behind him The Shadow was in a darkened alley when Burbank arrived. The
agent waited, snoking a cigarette.

Anot her man cane in fromthe street, saw the gl ow of Burbank's cigarette.

"Sorry | kept you waiting, Luke," said the new arrival. "Thanks for
staying on the shift."

"O K., Jerry." Burbank spoke thickly. "Forget it!"

Jerry entered the building, never guessing that the real Luke had gone an
hour before, not knowi ng that Jerry would be late. Jerry had kept a |late date,
that had been fixed by The Shadow. He had phoned Luke to tell him and Burbank
had tapped the call. Posing as Jerry, Burbank had net Luke in the alley, an
hour ago.

VWhen Marcus Bel d departed fromthe seventh-floor apartnent, it was Jerry
who took himdownstairs. Itch Fendel acconpani ed Marcus to the el evator and
| ooked around for Croak Lorman. Not seeing the bodyguard, Itch grow ed
somet hi ng, but asked no questi ons.

That fitted The Shadow s expectations. Croak's death woul d pass as
acci dental, when discovered. Itch woul d get no tangible evidence pointing to
The Shadow s visit.

Provided with facts fromthe past, The Shadow could deal with future
crimel



CHAPTER 1 |
THE TREASURE QUEST

THE SHADOW was right. Croak's death created a stir the next day, when it
was reported to the law, for the Germaine Apartnents had a bad reputation
ltch
Fendel was interviewed by reporters, and the ganbler did plenty of sincere
tal ki ng when he argued that Croak had sinply blundered into his own disaster

City inspectors went over the elevator shaft and found that the doors
wer e
in bad order. Sonetimes they didn't stay closed when the elevator left a
floor,
and it was probable that Croak Lorman had slipped through when he tried to
yank
t he door shut on the seventh fl oor

Luke and Jerry were questioned separately; both disclainmed
responsibility,
but each admitted that the accident m ght have happened during his trick. By
t he
time all that was finished, Itch firnmy believed that the accident story was
correct.

Marcus Beld read the news and it pleased him He had never |iked Croak.
Maybe Itch woul d choose anot her bodyguard; but he couldn't possibly pick as
mean a rogue as Croak. There weren't any worse available, in Marcus's opinion
However, Marcus didn't worry nmuch about the matter

Final instructions fromltch had been for Marcus to stay away fromthe
ganbl er' s headquarters. Tonight, as his first step toward reachi ng Hugh
G ayner, Marcus intended to call on Eunice Kerlen. He had an idea that Hugh
woul d be at Eunice's apartment around nine o'clock; but that guess was w ong.

It was only a few mnutes after eight when Hugh called there. The doornan
recogni zed hi mwhen he entered, for Hugh O ayner was an easy person to
remenber.

M ddl e- aged, thin and stoop-shoul dered, Hugh did not |ook like an
adventurer who would be intrigued by a treasure hunt. H s thin face was
mournful , his gray eyes al nost expressionless. H s manner was polite, alnopst
servile. Wien he renoved his hat, he held it in both hands, while he bowed his
bal di sh head in jerky fashion

Roger Hasting was in the apartment when Hugh was adnitted. Roger had the
build of a football player and a grip that made Hugh gl ad he had kept his
gl oves on when shaki ng hands. Wth a friendly grin, Roger invited Hugh to a
chair.

"Euni ce went out to get sone cigarettes," Roger told him "Meanwhile,
there's something | want to ask you. It's about this treasure business."

Hugh bowed politely.

"What chance have you of finding it?" demanded Roger. "Enough to make it
worth the cash that you've invested?"

"That is difficult to answer," replied Hugh, dryly. "If | find the

treasure, the investnment will certainly be worthwhile. If not" - he shrugged -
"well, | would say the chance is worth it. After all, there is the spice of
adventure. "

"You don't | ook adventurous," observed Roger. "No harm neant, of course."

"I quite understand,” smled Hugh. "You mustn't judge by my appearance.
Living with old Titus Beld, serving so many of his whins, was a trial that I
can't readily forget. It made nme develop a patient disposition.”

EUNI CE arrived to hear the last words. She was an attractive girl - a
definite brunette, whose dark eyes seemed to smile with her well-forned |ips.
The slight snubbi ness of her nose did not detract from her appearance, for it



went with her lively manner.

"Still tal king about the treasure?" chided Eunice, |ooking toward Roger
"I told you I don't care about it. |1've made up my mind to be content with ten
t housand doll ars. "

Roger showed a flash of anger; then curbed hinself. He turned to Hugh

"I'f I found information," he remarked, "that woul d hel p you uncover the
treasure, would you pay for it, Hugh? That is, give a share to Eunice?"

"I believe | would,"” replied Hugh, slowy. "Provided that it included
facts that | do not possess. Frankly, | may not have all the data that | shal
eventual |y need."

"CGood!" Roger thwacked Hugh on the shoul der. "Hear that, Eunice?" He
turned to Hugh. "I'mgoing to | ook over some old documents, tonight, in the
Brevoort Library."

Hugh showed both interest and surprise.

"I didn't know that library was open to the public!" he exclainmed. "You
mean the old place on Madi son Avenue, don't you?"

"That's it. They had to make it public to avoid paying taxes. However,

t he
general public doesn't knowit's public; so you don't run into many people
there."”

Wth a wave to Eunice, Roger stepped toward the door. Hugh foll owed,
stoppi ng Roger for a noment. Politely, he explained that he had come to invite
bot h Roger and Eunice to spend a weekend at the old Long |sland nansion.

"Come next Friday," suggested Hugh. "By the way, Eunice, the old roomin
the west wing is all ready for you. You recall the one | nean - the room above
t he garden?"

"OfF course | do!" exclaimed. Eunice. "You' re a dear, Hugh! That was the
roomthat grandfather used to give me when | would visit himas a child. You
can count on me Friday. Wen are you starting out there?"

"Toni ght," replied Hugh, glancing at his watch. "My train goes in half an
hour. You renmenber the station, of course - Wenwold. There's usually a cab
waiting there, in the afternoon. Toni ght, one of the servants will neet ne."

EUNI CE was alone in the apartnent when a call fromthe | obby announced
that Marcus Beld was downstairs. Eunice had no wish to see her sall owfaced
cousin. In fact, since Hugh daymer had left, she had been hoping that he had
not extended a week-end invitation to Marcus.

Over the tel ephone, Eunice gave word for Marcus to wait. He was in the
| obby when she arrived there.

"Terribly, sorry, Marcus," Eunice told him "I'm going out. You should
have called earlier; while Roger and Hugh were here."

Mar cus showed annoyance when he heard that Hugh was gone. He curbed
hi nsel f, to ask where Eunice planned to go. She naned a friend' s apartnent;
glibly, Marcus stated that he was going in the same direction and woul d
provi de
the cab. Soon, they were riding in the direction of Tines Square.

"How s Hugh naking out with his treasure hunt?" inquired Marcus. "Any
good
reports yet?"

"He has just nmoved into the old house,"” replied Eunice. "He invited"
she
paused, deciding to onit her own name - "he invited Roger to visit himthere."

"Why Roger?" denanded Marcus, indignantly. "Hugh should have invited his
own relatives first. We would certainly like to see the old house again."

Eunice still decided to say nothing of the invitation that Hugh had gi ven
her. She knew that Marcus would use it as a wedge to invite hinmself out to the
house. No weekend coul d be pleasant with Marcus on hand. Eunice knew that from
past experience.

In her effort to conceal one fact, she stated others, and al nost



instantly, regretted it.

"Hugh wants to talk to Roger about the treasure,"” she began. "Roger has
gone to the old Brevoort Library to exam ne sonme historic docunments. Hugh may
need such information. If he does need it -"

Euni ce stopped abruptly. Passing street |ights showed the eager
avaricious gaze that had cone to Marcus's fishlike features. Though he quickly
tried to cover up that eagerness, Marcus was bel at ed.

"It won't anount to anything," declared Eunice, hastily. "Roger always
thinks that he is an expert in tracing unknown facts. But he usually finds
t hat
he is m staken."

Marcus chuckled, as if in agreement. He let the subject drop; but when
Euni ce stepped fromthe cab, she felt convinced that Marcus was thinking over
the facts that she had nentioned.

By the time she reached her friend' s apartnent, Eunice had deci ded upon a
prompt trip to another destination. If Marcus had it in nmnd to nake troubl e,
Euni ce could provide a way to offset it.

MEANVWHI LE, Marcus had continued his taxi ride. Arriving at a small hotel
he entered the | obby. I'mediately afterward, another cab pulled up. A cloaked
figure emerged, took a shrouded path through a side door

The Shadow was on the trail of Mrcus Beld.

No eyes spied The Shadow, but there was an observer who spotted the faint
trickle of light that came when the side door opened. That watcher was the
cabby who had brought Marcus here.

He wasn't an ordinary taxi driver. His face was ugly, thuggish. H s eyes
had a gl ower of suspicion when they saw the side door shut. The fellow slid
fromin back of the wheel

In the hotel |obby, Marcus had reached a side passage that contained
t el ephone booths. He entered one, dialed Itch's nunber. Wen he heard the
ganbl er's voice across the wire Marcus repeated the information that he had
acqui red from Euni ce.

"Maybe Roger has got sonething..

Marcus was concluding his talk in

eager
tone. "Listen, Itch, if | went down there... What's that?... Al right, 1"l
stay out of it, if you say so... O course | know you can handl e things, Itch

"Il do just what you say - keep an alibi for nyself."

Hangi ng up, Marcus went out through the |obby. He saw the cab that had
brought himhere, but its driver was gone; so Marcus took another taxi. The
address that he gave was a night club, only five-mnutes ride away.

Those sanme five minutes were noving slowy, back at the hotel. In a
cor ner
near the side door stood a blackened form so nmotionless that it seenmed part
of
the wall. A hotel guest had cone to nmake a tel ephone call just after Marcus
left, and a friend of his was | ounging close by, snoking a cigarette.

Havi ng heard Marcus's full conversation, The Shadow was in no haste to
| eave, for he knew it would be unnecessary to follow the sallow schener. The
Shadow preferred to wait until the chance newconers were gone, then make an
easy fade-out through the side door

That same door was not quite shut; its latch had failed to catch. Through
the crack, an eye was watchi ng, even The Shadow could not spy it, against the
out si de bl ackness. But the observer, in his turn, did not see The Shadow.

The climax canme after the hotel guest and his friend had finally left the
row of booths. The Shadow glided fromhis hiding spot, turned toward the side
door. His outlined formwas visible against the | obby lights; that sane gl ow
refl ected sonething that The Shadow saw.

The crack of the door had w dened; wedged in it was a glimrering object:
the nuzzle of a revolver.



Instantly, The Shadow tel escoped to the floor, dropping his weight
squarely upon one hand and knee. The gun roared, nouthing flame that scorched
above The Shadow s slouch hat. A bullet splintered the woodwork of a tel ephone
boot h.

The thwarted thug shoul dered through the doorway, half-thinking that he
had dropped The Shadow, confident, at |east, that he would get another shot at
the figure that had bl ended with the darkness of the grimy, tiled floor. The
gunman was doubly wrong. He was shoving hinself into trouble.

THE SHADOW cane up with driving speed, like a gigantic piston. Hi s hands
were |ike grappling hooks when he cl anped the charging crook in a jujutsu
hol d.

Upwar d, backward, The Shadow sent the fake taxi driver in a long flight past
t he
t el ephone boot hs.

Hitting on one shoulder, the fellowrolled into the | obby, his gun
clattering ahead of him

Turni ng, The Shadow drew an automatic and took aim just as a frantic
house detective piled upon the thug. Gunfire was unwi se until that grapple
fini shed. The Shadow waited, even though the thug had nanaged to snatch up the
| ost revolver. The crook tugged the trigger once, but it was useless, for the
bull et merely cracked the | obby floor.

Then came the break. The crook was clear; he swung toward the side
passage, firing his revolver. Wtnesses thought he was shooting for the house
detective, who was cl anbering away on hands and knees; but they were w ong.
The
t hug was hoping to drop The Shadow.

The first wild shots nmeant nothing; it wasn't until the gunman spied a
tall patch of darkness that he had a chance for actual aim He had found The
Shadow, but he was too late. Tuned to the last wild gunburst cane the boom of
The Shadow s automati c.

Wth a jolt, the crook wheel ed half about fromthe inpact of a bullet in
t he shoul der. That crippling shot put himout of combat; but it wasn't the
only
dose that the woul d-be nurderer received. Tined alnost to The Shadow s | one
shot
were the barks of two police revolvers, that spoke fromthe street entrance of
t he | obby.

Oficers had arrived to enter the fray. Thinking that the thug had gone
berserk, they gave hima full barrage. The pretended taxi driver was dead when
he finally stretched upon the floor. The Shadow saw t he bl uecoats reach the
body.

A witness was gesticulating, as he clainmed that he had heard a shot from
near the phone booths. No one el se agreed with him but the officers decided
to
make sure. One cane al ong the passage; after searching it, he opened the side
door and | ooked out into the street.

The cop saw not hing but bl ackness. He failed to hear the sibilant |augh
that stirred fromthat darkness after he had closed the door, to return into
the hot el

The | owtoned nockery faded. There was a swish of a cloak, as a tall form
glided fromthe alley; then silence.

The Shadow had gone, to begin new operations agai nst other hands of
crime.

CHAPTER | V

HAND OF CRI ME



ROGER HASTI NG had not gone alone to the Brevoort Library. Chance, so it
seened, had provided himw th a companion on that trip. Actually,
ci rcunst ances
had been designed by The Shadow. Ever since his visit to the headquarters of
Itch Fendel, The Shadow had been providing for consequences that night involve
such persons as Roger.

After leaving Eunice's, Roger had stopped at his own apartnent; there, he
had found a visitor, a young nman nanmed Harry Vincent. Roger had nade Harry's
acquai ntance earlier in the day; they had been introduced by a nutual friend.

Harry was the sort of chap that Roger |iked. He had suggested that his
new
friend drop around sone time, and Harry had found hinself free tonight. He
suggested a trip to a night club in tine for a mdnight floor show Roger,
recalling that the library closed at ten o' cl ock, had agreed.

That was why Harry Vincent was at present in the reading roomof the
Brevoort Library, scanning some illustrated magazi nes, while Roger was busy
el sewhere in the building, engaged in nore serious work.

The Brevoort Library rem nded Harry of a vast nmausol eum Upon entering,
the visitor cane directly into the reading room which was furnished in
anti que
style, its walls adorned with ol d-fashioned pictures and placards that bore
t he
word: "SI LENCE. "

Of fromthe main reading roomwere passages that led to reference roons.
Above was a bal cony, with doors to roons that held special collections of
books. Toward the rear of the building were the stack roons, separated into
little al coves by shel ves of books.

Roger was in one of those al coves, working at a table. He was mulling
t hrough a batch of old books and envel opes that contained historic records.
Al
that material had been assenbl ed by one of the librarians and placed at
Roger' s
di sposal .

Harry Vincent appeared rather restless; so nuch so that he occasionally
cane under the rebuking eye of a librarian who sat at a desk near the entry.
None of the mamgazines satisfied Harry. He constantly took them back to their
racks and pi cked up ot hers.

There was a purpose in the process. Fromthe inner wall where the racks
stood, Harry gained a slanted viewinto the stack room He could see Roger at
work in the al cove

It was Harry's task to keep Roger under observation, for Harry Vincent
was
an agent of The Shadow.

Roger had nentioned that the public knew little about the Brevoort
Li brary, which | ooked Iike nothing nore than an old, aristocratic mansion
wal | ed of f from Madi son Avenue. The pl ace, however, had become nore popul ar
than Harry had i magi ned from Roger's description of it.

Newconers were constantly strolling in fromthe street, and they
represented varied classes of people. Harry noted a shabby nan who hunched
above a sheaf of newspapers. He noted another visitor, clad in evening
cl ot hes,
who was searching through back files of the social register. There was a
stolid
man who wal ked directly to a stack room as though he had sonme m ssion there.

Those were not all. It was inpossible to gauge how many persons were
actually in the library, for the building had side entrances. Harry supposed
that attendants were on duty at those ot her doorways, but they apparently did
not stop visitors fromgoing in and out.

That was all the nore reason why Harry kept close watch on Roger. Though



he had received no recent word from The Shadow, Harry was confident that Roger
had come here to seek information regarding the Beld treasure. Therefore,
Harry

did not intend to | eave Roger unwatched for intervals |longer than a few

m nut es.

Cl RCUMSTANCES were to alter Harry's determination; as ill luck had it,
devel opnents cane at a nost inopportune tinme. Returning froma nagazi ne rack
Harry saw a girl who had just entered; she had stopped at the librarian's
desk.

The girl was | ooking around the reading room and her air was worried.
That inpressed Harry, because the girl appeared to be very self-possessed -
t he
sort who woul d not display anxiety w thout considerable reason

She was a brunette; attractive despite her snubby nose. The flash of her
dark eyes, the tight conpression of her lips, proved that she was troubl ed
because she did not see the person she expected to find here.

As the girl turned toward the librarian's desk, Harry came closer. He
heard her | ow nodul ated tone, caught the name that she spoke. The girl was
i nquiring for Roger Hasting.

There was a headshake fromthe librarian. There was no way of tracing
persons in the library, except by looking for them The girl showed
i ndeci si on;
at last she started for a stairway that led up to the balcony. It was then
t hat
Harry stopped her.

I ntroducing hinself as a friend of Roger, Harry learned that the girl was
Eunice Kerlen. In an undertone, conplying with the silence rule, Harry
expl ai ned that Roger was in a stack room busy with sonme research work.

Euni ce's hand gripped Harry's arm

"I must see himat once, M. Vincent!" she whispered. "Sonething very
serious has happened. Show me where Roger is, so |l can talk to him"

Several mnutes had passed since Harry had | ast observed Roger. At this
very noment, Roger was meking a discovery that inpressed him He ran his
fingers through his crop of thick dark hair, gave an audi bl e chuckle as he
studied a crinkly docunent that had been in one of the envel opes.

Witten in |l onghand was the title:

Report of Beld Family Treasure from
I nvestigation Conducted in the Year 1887.

Under neat h, in parentheses, was the word "Duplicate"; at the bottom in
one corner, Roger sawthe initials, "A J.B."

Recalling a reference to those sane initials; Roger laid the report
asi de,
whil e he reached for a book at his left. He thunbed through the volunme, too
intent to notice sounds that occurred cl ose beside him Thus Roger did not
observe the beginning of a very singular occurrence.

There was a notion fromthe bookshelf directly in front of Roger's table.
Large vol umes seened inbued with life, as they wthdrew through to the next
shel f. An openi ng gaped; but nothing could be seen beyond it. There were no
lights in the next al cove.

Anot her stir occurred. Through the openi ng between the books advanced a
hand that wore a heavy kid glove. Its groping fingers reached the table,
cl anped upon the docunment that bore the date of 1887. The hand funbled, jarred
the table slightly, yet Roger did not notice it.

Roger had found the book reference. It was uninportant. He slammed the
book shut, placed it aside. Reaching for the handwitten docunent, he touched
the bare table top



The thieving hand had drawn away its prize, but its work of stealth did
not gain full conpletion. Instead of staring at the vacant table, Roger |ooked
upward. He saw the hand wi t hdrawi ng through the bookcase, the paper crunpled
in
its gloved clutch.

W TH a qui ck spring, Roger grabbed for the hand, hoping to halt it before
its owner was aware that he had been di scovered. The effort al nmost produced
success. Roger was finishing his | eap, stretching his clanping hand upon the
gl oved fingers, when his foot caught the leg of the al cove table.

Roger grabbed at the bookshelf, to steady hinself. The hand whi pped away
into the darkness of the next alcove. Roger heard the scranble of a man in
flight. He yanked nore books fromthe opening, hoping to spy the thief who had
made away with the valued document. Through that w der gap, he saw a side
passage | eading fromthe next alcove. The thief had gone in that direction

Dashing fromthe al cove, Roger rounded the end of the bookshelves in
pursuit. He was tenporarily in the center passage of the stack room visible
frommany angles. It was there that he halted on hearing a warning shout.
Roger
turned about.

Harry Vincent had reached the stack room The cry was his, and Roger saw
the reason. A nman had bobbed from an al cove on the far side of the stack room
the fellow had a knife, gripped by the blade. He was starting a whirling flip,
wi th Roger as the target!

To Harry, that instant was a nightmare. Harry was tugging for a gun that
he carried, but his notion was so hopeless that it seemed painfully slow.
There
wasn't a chance to clip that eneny before he threw the knife; and Roger
flat-footed in the center passage, was a sure mark for the killer

Beyond was bl ackness: a stairway entrance fromthe rear of the stack
room
It was fromthere that rescue cane, just as the knife slinger started his
wri st -snap

A big gun spoke. A whining bullet jolted the wist behind the knife.

Fi ngers | oosened, as the hand jerked upward. The knife skimed hi gh, burrowed
its point deep in the bookcase, five inches above Roger's head.

As the thwarted assassin dropped back into his alcove, clutching his
crippled wist, Harry heard a peal of sardonic mrth that reverberated with
t he
echoes of the gunshot. It told the identity of the rescuer who was stil
invisible in the distant bl ackness of the stairway.

Though Roger Hasting had |ost the prized docunent that offered the key to
hi dden treasure, his life was safe, no matter how many new foemen m ght join
the attack. Eunice Kerlen was not the only person who had cone to the Brevoort
Li brary, after suspecting that danger was due here.

Roger's rescuer was The Shadow

CHAPTER V
PATHS I N THE DARK

| F Roger Hasting had recogni zed further danger, he would have done The
Shadow a val uabl e service; sufficient, perhaps, to produce the recapture of
t he
treasure docunent.

The thief had not gained nuch headway. Free to pursue, The Shadow m ght
have overtaken himby speedi ng out through the rear doorway. But Roger was
f ool hardy enough to take up the chase hinsel f, and he chose that side route



t hrough whi ch the thief had gone.

He was scarcely in the alcove before he realized his mstake. Two
t ough-1 ooki ng nen cane in fromthe side passage. They had guns instead of
knives; for with The Shadow s shot, need for stealth was ended.

Roger dropped back. His own action wasn't swift enough to save him but,
again, his rescuer entered. Wth | engthy, sweeping strides, The Shadow had
reached the alcove. His left armthrust out with the notion of a driving
piston. His fingers had the clutch of a vise, as they cl anmped upon Roger's
shoul der.

A jerk of that cl oaked arm sent Roger spinning out fromthe al cove,
spraw i ng as he went. Revolvers barked; as they tongued, The Shadow s arm was
whi ppi ng away. Those shots bored t hrough woodwork, thudded into thick books.

The two crooks had seen The Shadow. They were springing for him aimng
as
t hey came, savagely hoping to down their superfoe.

VWi pping to the right, The Shadow was out of view, his nove was
necessary,
because his left hand was gunl ess. The crooks matched Roger's previous folly.
They thought they had The Shadow on the run, that they coul d overtake him

I nst ead, The Shadow nmet them as they bobbed fromthe al cove. He drove
into
them before they could aim slugging hard with his automatic. There was a
whirl,
as thuggi sh figures | ocked with the bl ack-cl oaked fi ghter

The Shadow had chosen such tactics in case snipers opened fire. M xed
with
the pair of foemen, he held themliving shields for such emergency. Harry saw
exactly how The Shadow was situated; he knew that his chief could take care of
hi nmsel f.

That was why Harry grabbed Roger and started himout toward the front
reading room On the way, they met Eunice. Harry urged the girl along the sane
route. \Wien they reached the reading room however, Harry nade an error of his
own.

Men sprang to halt them One was the shabby fellow the other, the nman in
eveni ng cl othes. Thinking that they were banded with the thugs, Harry took the
first comer and shouted for Roger to handle the other. They bow ed their
ant agoni sts to the floor with ease.

It was then that Harry realized why the nen had bl ocked them The two had
supposed that Harry and Roger were responsible for the trouble in the stack
room An attendant was coming up to join the fight; Eunice was giving him
qui ck
expl anati ons. The nistake was cl eared, but that couldn't make up for the
del ay.

EUNI CE heard a clatter fromthe bal cony that surrounded the reading room
Crooks had arrived there - four of them They had guns; they were aimng for
Roger as their central target. Thinking they held full control, the four were
in no hurry. That enabled Harry to atone for his m stake.

VWil e the crooks still mstook himfor an unarned man, Harry yanked his
automatic from his pocket and opened a surprise fire. Hs aimwas too hurried
to score hits, but it served to send the gunnen scurrying al ong the bal cony.
Crouching as they went, they intended to scatter, then riddle Harry, in
addition to Roger and anyone el se who offered fight.

Euni ce | ooked wildly toward the stack room a glad cry came from her
lips.

The Shadow had heard Harry's shots; he knew where the danger lay. He had no
need

for further strategy where he was. As Eunice stared, she saw The Shadow give a
shake that coiled two groggy enemes to the floor



There was a whirl of blackness that approached Iike a |iving aval anche.
Euni ce saw burni ng eyes beneath a slouch hat brim she spied big gun nuzzles
shovi ng upward froma pair of gloved fists. Hidden lips uttered a nocking
chal | enge, as The Shadow reached the threshold where he could be seen by
f oenen
above.

Snarl ed oaths came in answer. To a man, the four gunners forgot Harry and
Roger, to aimfor The Shadow. Harry stared, clutching an enptied gun; Roger
stood rooted, totally at |oss, while The Shadow t ook over the battle.

Al that attackers had to their advantage was their nunber, and that
didn't count with The Shadow. Harry's hurried barrage had forced the gunners
to
bad positions, making thema setup for The Shadow.

He fired with speed, but with precision, picking his targets |like objects
in a shooting gallery. He disregarded the scattered fire that cane in his
direction. The Shadow had drawn those shots to protect others. H s speedy
mar ksmanship nullified the aimof his foenman.

One crook slunped behind the balcony rail. Another, rising as he fired
above The Shadow s head, took a bullet that twi sted himover the rail itself.
Sight of their shrieking pal diving to the stone floor of the reading room was
enough for the other pair. They were scranbling away for an upstairs passage
when The Shadow trained his guns on them

One man fired usel essly, then how ed as The Shadow scorched himw th a
qui ck shot. The other was away, and his clipped pal stunbled after him The
Shadow gave a qui ck | ook around the reading room He saw a cluster formed by
Harry, Roger and Eunice. The rest had taken shelter beneath big tables.

Harry spied The Shadow s signal: the beckoning notion of a gun hand. He
urged Roger and Euni ce back through the stack room The Shadow had reached the
dar kened stairs when they arrived.

Qut side, they heard police whistles shrilling; the sounds cane fromthe
Madi son Avenue entrance. Harry saw a gate to a side street. He led the others
through it.

A cab awaited; it belonged to The Shadow. Harry recognized it; he put
Euni ce aboard. Roger started an objection regarding Eunice's |one departure,
but Harry overruled it.

"W've got to cover for her,’

he told Roger. "Sone of that bunch has

gone,
but there may be others close. If they try to follow Eunice, we'll draw t hem
instead. "

HARRY' S statenent was due for a fulfillment. He saw a cab wheeling in
from

t he avenue, to avoid the rush of arriving patrol cars. Harry flagged it; he
was
about to push Roger into it, when he saw another car arrive. It was an old,
dark sedan; the sort that |ooked suspicious. Harry yanked Roger back to the
gat eway.

The sedan di sgorged three husky ruffians who piled for Harry and Roger in
a mass. Harry hadn't found time to reload his gun; renenbering The Shadow s
tactics, he slugged into the crew the nonment that they neared the gate.

Roger piled into action, using his fists; but they weren't good weapons
in
such a fray. He took a gl ancing head blow froma sw ngi ng revol ver and rolled
back toward the gateway.

These fighters weren't risking shots, with the police so close. They
t hought they could beat down Harry, along with Roger; and for the nonent, the
odds favored them Their advantage lasted for no nore than half a dozen
seconds, and Harry survived that test.

Back to the wall, Harry was slugging wi de and hard when a shape surged



t hrough the gateway, clearing Roger's half-slunped figure. Before the
attackers

realized it, another fighter was in the fray - one who formed a nass of
battling

bl ackness.

Crooks reel ed under The Shadow s cold strokes. They heard a whi spered
| augh that chilled themwth its sinister throb. They knew their adversary was
The Shadow.

Had The Shadow been battling al one, he would have |l eft three hel pl ess
crooks as future prisoners for the police. But The Shadow coul d not take
risks,
with Harry in the fray. Wen the foemen staggered toward their car, The Shadow
| et them go. The sedan sped away, its driver carrying three badly shaken
brui sers to safety.

The taxi hadn't budged during that fight. The driver was riveted behind
t he wheel, too scared to shove the car into gear. The Shadow lifted Roger
rolled himinto the cab. Harry foll owed, acknow edgi ng instructions that cane
from his chief.

A patrol car spotted the cab as it went along the side street. The police

woul d have chased the taxi, if they had not seen sonething else. A figure
weaved across the path of the patrol car's headlights, took to the darkness
opposite.

Fromthe gl oomof old building fronts the officers heard a derisive
| augh,

far different from The Shadow s usual tone. The police driver jamed his brake
pedal , peered into the darkness. By that tinme, The Shadow had found a narrow
space between two buil di ngs.

The patrol car jolted forward; its driver still considered the taxicab
i mportant enough to follow. He changed his nmind, when he heard a gunshot from
the darkness. The Shadow fired that shot in the air to insure the taxi's
flight. It worked.

CLAMBERI NG fromtheir car, the officers flicked flashlights until they
found the passage, the only place where the gunner could have gone. They
hurried through, came to an open area surrounded by ol d buil dings. That
collection of back yards required a five-mnute search. The officers found no
one, and they learned the reason for their fruitless hunt.

Fromthis focal spot there were several passages between buil dings,
| eading to other streets. Their nysterious quarry had given themthe slip with
very little trouble. They decided to head back to the library and | earn what
had happened there.

Both cops woul d have sworn that their search had been thorough. They were
m st aken. When they had gone, there was a stir, close to the ground, in a
corner of that darkened area. A grating groaned as gl oved hands raised it.
There was a whi spered | augh when a figure energed from an obscure cellar
wi ndow.

Half a minute later, that courtyard was actually vacated. The Shadow had
gone, through one of the outlets that the officers had credited himwith
usi ng,
many m nutes before.

Paths in the dark had crossed, then spread. Men of crinme were scattered.
Euni ce Kerlen had been sent to safety. Harry Vincent had taken Roger Hasting
out of danger.

Last of all, The Shadow had chosen a path; one whereby he could follow up
his triunph over evil foenen.

CHAPTER VI



HARRY' S M SSI ON

ROGER HASTI NG was still groggy when the cab reached the apartnent house
where he lived. The driver gave Harry a suspicious eye when The Shadow s agent
hel ped Roger to the sidewal k. Harry paid hima five-dollar bill, told himto
keep the change. The hacki e drove away without question

CGetting Roger into the apartnent was no sinple task. Slightly roused,
Roger kept rubbing his head, muttering meani ngl ess sentences. He had | ost al
sense of bal ance and | oconotion. Harry got himinto the building by
practically
draggi ng himin an upright position

Passi ng pedestrians paused to smirk, and their smles pleased Harry. They
took it that Roger was drunk, which was the very inpression that Harry tried
to
gi ve them

The apartnent house was a small one, made over from an old residence.
Tenants carried their own keys. Harry fished in Roger's pocket to find the one
he needed. Wth the door unl ocked, Harry guided his stunbling conpanion to the
automatic elevator. In the car, Roger slunped to the floor, laid there while
Harry took the elevator up to the third story.

Roger's apartnent consisted of a tiny living roomand bedroom at the rear
of the building. There was no couch in the living roonm so Harry navigated
Roger into the bedroom and stretched himout on the bed.

Turning on a light, Harry exam ned the bl ood-clotted patch above Roger's
left ear. Careful inspection proved that Roger could not be seriously hurt.

Thanks to his bushy hair, he had received nothing nmore than a painful
gash. Gven a short rest, he would come out of his daze. A wallop of that sort
somet i nes brought a brain concussion; but Roger had escaped that m sfortune.

H s tal k was becom ng coherent, while Harry pressed a hot towel to his head.

"Somet hi ng nmust have hit me," nmuttered Roger. "I remenber it - in the
library - the hand -"

Hs tone trailed. As with the case of npbst slugged victins, Roger had
forgotten the events just previous to the blow He couldn't recall that he had
been outside when that last attack arrived. But he renenbered what had
happened
in the alcove; that, to Harry, was nost inportant. Only Roger could supply
t hose
facts, and The Shadow had told Harry to acquire them

Eyes open, Roger recognized Harry. In response to questions, he slowy
pi eced his story. He told of the report on the Beld treasure, dated 1887, but
could supply no details regarding the information it contained.

Roger descri bed how a gl oved hand had pl ucked away that prize. Fromhis
own story, he remenbered |later incidents. He cane up suddenly on one el bow.

"\Where's Euni ce?" he questioned, hoarsely. "She was there, in the
library!

I's she safe?"

"Absolutely!" assured Harry. "I put her in a cab before we left."

"But |'ve got to see her - right away!"

"Inalittle while. Take it easy, until your head clears."

Roger was wabbly. His attenpt to rise had weakened him He sank back on
the pillow, closed his eyes in relief.

VWHI LE Harry waited, there was a jangle of a tel ephone bell fromthe
l'iving
room Roger did not stir. Harry hurried out to answer the call.

Across the wire, Harry heard the nethodi cal voice of Burbank. The contact
man recogni zed Harry's tone; there was a click as Burbank plugged in anot her
wire. Harry was talking directly with The Shadow

Harry reported what Roger had told him There was a pause, then The



Shadow s instructions. Harry acknow edged themin detail. Hanging up, he went
back to the bedroom

Roger's eyes were open; nechanically, he asked: "Wo was it?"

"Afriend of mne," replied Harry, coolly. Then, partly repeating
statenments that he had received from The Shadow, Harry added: "Don't worry
about what happened tonight. They were after that treasure report - not you."

"I don't figure it that way. Maybe Marcus Bel d sent that nob; | don't
trust him" objected Roger. His brain had cleared while he rested. "They tried
to kill me, didn't they?"

"Because you made trouble," explained Harry. "Once the fight was under
way, they had to go through with it."

"They canme at me again - outside."

"Sure! Because sonme of their pals were still in trouble. But the way
thi ngs stand at present, they won't bother you. By this tinme, they've met up
with their boss, the fell ow who sw ped that paper. He knows that you didn't
learn what was init."

The logic suited Roger. He relaxed for a half mnute, then began a
worri ed
nmutter about Euni ce.

"She's safe for the same reason you are," Harry assured. "Because she
knows not hing. She's hone, and we can call her soon. Meanwhile, you've got to
be ready for sonething else. The police are conming here."

Roger's eyes showed a startled query. "Eunice asked for you by nanme at

t he

library," explained Harry. He was repeating nore facts from The Shadow, when
he

added: "That's how they found out you were there. Wen they come, let nme do
t he

tal ki ng. They have their own idea of what it was about, so they mght as well
keep it."

Roger understood. Harry wanted no nention of the treasure report. Roger
nodded as he eased back against the pillow. He shut his eyes for another rest.
Harry opened the wi ndow, figuring that fresh air would be a help. There was a
courtyard in back of the apartment house, a fire escape | eading down to it. A
nei ghbori ng house had a small rear terrace just above the ground |level. The
terrace was lighted; the gl ow showed the entire courtyard to be deserted.

Going into the living room Harry closed the bedroom door, so Roger could
rest in darkness. At nonents, he glanced at the tel ephone, resting on a chair
where he had placed it. Harry thought that there night be another call from
The
Shadow. Instead, the sound that finally cane was the ring of the doorbell

There was an autonmatic buzzer that operated the downstairs door, but
Harry
renenbered that Roger had reported it as out of order. Cbviously, the | aw had
arrived; it wouldn't do to keep the police waiting.

HARRY hurried out into the hallway, descended by the automatic el evator
At the front door, he net a swarthy man of stocky build. They stared at each
ot her, as though rmutually surprised.

The arrival was Joe Cardona, ace police inspector. This was not the first
time that he and Harry had met under unusual circunstances.

Wth Cardona was a tall, leisurely nan whose i nmobile features bore a
hawki sh expression. Harry recogni zed the face of Lanmpbnt Cranston, friend of
t he
police comm ssioner. He knew, however, that the guise of Cranston was one that
The Shadow frequently adopted. The presence of the supposed Cranston expl ai ned
how The Shadow had | earned of the law s coming steps.

On the way up to the apartnent Cardona wanted to know how Harry happened
to be visiting Roger Hasting. The inspector was considerably surprised when



Harry told himthat he had been at the Brevoort Library with Roger. That frank
admi ssion proved a good one. Knowi ng Harry, Cardona took his story at face
val ue.

Harry's tale was an accurate one; but it merely included sinple details.
Harry said that he had been on his way to the stack roomto join Roger, when
his friend had suddenly encountered an attack froma knife-arned foe.

There had been shots; chaos everywhere. Harry had dragged Roger from
danger; but outside the building, Roger had received a gun blow. Harry had
brought him home in a taxi.

They were in Roger's living roomwhen Harry finished his testinmony.
Cardona supplied a w se nod.

"Good work, Vincent!" said the inspector. "You and this chap Hasting
hel ped things a lot. W' ve gathered evidence to prove that the nmob was trying
to get into one of those bal cony roons, to steal rare manuscripts valued at a
hundred thousand dol | ars.

"You fell ows blocked the raid. Unfortunately, nost of the crooks got
away.

Two were dead; but we caught a live one. He admitted what | just told you,

t hen

he tried a break. W hadn't found his gun; he pulled it and began to shoot. So
we had to drop him"

Harry smiled grimy. The death of that third crook neant nore than
Car dona
supposed. It indicated that the false story would stand w thout correction
The
police would not learn the real reason for the invasion at the library.

Cardona's next statenent made Harry think of Itch Fendel

"We don't know who those nobbies worked for," asserted Joe. "None of them
bel onged to any regular outfit that we know about. The guy behind that job was
smart; he kept hinself out of it.

"But there's one thing he didn't figure" - Cardona's tone becane
confidential - "and that was the nost inportant part. The Shadow knew what was
due. He was there, and he did the real shooting. He saved you, Vincent; and
Hasting, too."

Cardona reached toward a table, where the tel ephone stood.

He was going to call headquarters, but he suddenly changed his mni nd
Cardona was figuring that he could put in a conmplete report.

"Suppose | talk to Hasting," he suggested. "How is he, Vincent?"

"Still hazy," replied Harry. "I don't think you ought to quiz himyet.
I'm
sending for a doctor, to see if Roger has a brain concussion."”

Harry Vincent shot a | ook toward Cranston, saw a slight sml|e appear upon
thin lips. The Shadow approved Harry's policy of keeping Roger quiet.
Cardona' s
nod told that Joe was satisfied with Harry's story; the inspector sinply
stated
that he woul d have a | ook at Roger

Vi ncent opened the door of the bedroom he halted on the threshold. It
was
his turn for amazenent.

Roger Hasting was gone!

CARDONA swung toward Harry, demanding if the story was a hoax. Harry
prot ested; he convinced Cardona that he was sincere. It was Cranston who
supplied a calmtoned statenment, to snmooth the nmatter with Cardona

"Vincent was right about the brain concussion," assured The Shadow.
"Surroundi ngs appear distorted to persons suffering fromsuch a shock. Hasting
had probably recovered sufficiently to wander. You' d better search for the
poor



chap, inspector. It is evident that he was gripped by some illusion, and went
out by the fire escape."

Cardona stared fromthe bedroom wi ndow, saw no one in the courtyard.
Harry
felt a hand draw himtoward the living room fingers pressed a fol ded paper
into
his palm While Cranston strolled in to join Cardona, Harry read the note.

It was a question:

"Had Hastings recovered sufficiently to nake a tel ephone call?"

Harry's gaze went toward the tel ephone. Instantly, he had the answer. The
i nstrument was not on the chair where he had left it; instead, it was on the
table where it normally bel onged. The Shadow s question had struck fact. Roger
had used the tel ephone during Harry's absence downstairs.

Cranston, turning fromthe bedroom w ndow, saw Harry's nod before Cardona
swung about. Meanwhile, Harry was pocketing a bl ank piece of paper; for The
Shadow s witing had vani shed. Once nore, Cranston suggested a hunt for Roger
Car dona agr eed.

The inspector called headquarters, checked on reports, and ordered two
detectives to scour the vicinity of Roger's apartment. That done, Cardona
decided to | eave. Cranston cane fromthe bedroomto join him

"Your testinony was all we needed, Vincent," Cardona told Harry. "Don't
worry about Hasting. He'll show up sonewhere. W won't have to quiz him"

Harry shook hands, first with Cardona, then with Cranston. He cl osed the
door as soon as the two had left. Raising his right hand, he opened his
hal f -cl enched fingers. In his pal mwas another folded slip, that The Shadow
had
left there during the handshake.

"Call Eunice Kerlen," read Harry. "If she is hone, go to see her. If not,
go to Wenwol d, Long Island. Intercept Roger Hasting. Await instructions."

Agai n, The Shadow had used the fountain pen that contained the special
di sappearing i nk. The message bl anked out while Harry was calling Eunice's
nunber. There was no response; Eunice was not at her apartment. Hangi ng up
Harry cal |l ed Burbank, nade a brief report.

TEN minutes later, Harry Vincent arrived by cab at an East Side garage.
There, he entered a trimcoupe. Weeling fromthe garage, he headed for the
Queensboro Bridge. He was off on a fifty-mile drive to the isolated stretch of
Long Island where the ol d Bel d mansi on st ood.

Keenly, The Shadow had anal yzed the step that Eunice Kerlen had taken

Not hearing from Roger, the girl had decided to visit Hugh d aynmer.
Roger,
renmenbering Hugh's invitation, had guessed where she had gone. Roger had
fol | oned.

Si nce Roger had met danger while seeking information regarding the Beld
treasure, he might encounter new trouble before he reached the nansion

The Shadow had sent Harry to forestall another thrust frommen of crine.

CHAPTER VI |
AT THE NMANSI ON

A DI LAPI DATED ol d sedan rattl ed between two crunbling stone gateposts and
jounced along a rutty road that |ooked like an ancient driveway. Dim
headl i ght s
showed trees, then a clearing. At the top of a short incline, the sedan
reached



the portico of an old Col onial mansion, where griny pillars, once white, stood
i ke mamrmot h, ghostly sentinels.

There were lights in the | ower wi ndows of the mansion; they were di mwhen
t he sedan approached. The car was heard, however, and there was an i nmedi ate
change. Electric bul bs suddenly fl ooded the space beneath the portico. The
sedan was bathed in a brilliance that showed the word "Taxi" painted on its
si de.

Two persons alighted fromthe old car. One was Eunice Kerlen; the other
an elderly lady dressed in black. Two servants came fromthe front door of the
mansion, to help the local taxi driver unload the |uggage. Hugh C aynmner
appeared; his dreary face lighted i medi ately when he recogni zed the visitors.

"Cousin Eunice!" he exclained. "And Aunt Sophia! It's good to see you!
wondered who in the world had cone here. But" - he began to stammer
apol ogetically - "I - | didn't expect you before the weekend. The house isn't
in shape for guests.”

"That won't matter, Hugh," declared Eunice. "I wanted to be away from New
York - to talk to soneone who could help ne. More than that, | wanted to warn
you!"

"Warn me? O what ?"

"War ni ngs! Warnings!" It was Eunice's Aunt Sophia who crackled the
interruption. "I've heard nothing but such bother for the past two hours!
Eunice insisting that | come here with her, prom sing to explain when we
arrived!

"And that train ride!l Bah! An hour and a half, stopping at every little
station! It's lucky that we found that cab at Wenwol d. The driver had cone to
pi ck up a package; otherw se, we would have had to walk two miles over these
beastly roads."

Aunt Sophi a subsi ded when Hugh tal ked soot hingly. The new owner of the
mansi on ushered theminto the Iliving room where a blaze was crackling in the
fireplace. Eunice sighed as she sat down in a | arge easy-chair.

"It's confortabl e here, Hugh."

"About the only place in the house that is," returned Hugh, "except for a
few of the bedroons. More furniture will arrive within a few days, then the
house wi || be habitable.

"W were lucky to get the electricity connected; but we won't have
t el ephone service for another week. But tell me, Eunice, about the help you
need - and the warning that | should heed."

EUNI CE rel ated the events that had occurred at the Brevoort Library,
giving the incidents that she had w tnessed. She told how Roger and a friend
had sent her away in a taxi, adding that she had reached her apartment w thout
further trouble.

"But I'mnot sure that it was all over,’

added Eunice. "I call ed Roger

he

hadn't arrived at his place. |I didn't know how to reach him | was afraid that
somet hing el se m ght happen and | wanted to talk to a friend, not to the
pol i ce.

"I happened to see a tine-table that you had left at the apartnment. There
was just tine to catch the train that went at five mnutes after ten. | called
Aunt Sophi a and stopped for her on the way to the station."

Hugh nodded. Hi s gray eyes were troubl ed; his stooped shoul ders seened to
sag farther, as if weighted by sone burden. His tone was serious; it carried a
slight quaver.

"We know why Roger went to the library,"” recalled Hugh. "He wanted facts
about the treasure. Facts, perhaps, that m ght nean nuch to both of us;
because
| would gladly buy the information that | still need - paying you the nobney,
Euni ce, as Roger suggested.

"It is plain that soneone wants those sanme facts: a rival who al so seeks



the treasure. There is only one person - | say this reluctantly, Eunice - who
m ght conni ve agai nst us."

Euni ce rai sed her hand, excitedly.

“"Marcus Beld!" she exclainmed. "He was the reason why | went to find Roger
at the library!"

Hugh | ooked per pl exed.

"Marcus cane in after you had left,’

added Eunice. "He and | rode in the

same cab. | told himthat Roger had gone to the library."

"Then Marcus is responsible,” assured Hugh, bitterly. "I felt sure that
he
was too involved in debts to accept my offer of partnership in the treasure
hunt. He had been waiting, like a vulture, for his grandfather to die, in
or der

to collect his share of the estate."

Aunt Sophi a crackl ed her agreenent with Hugh's theory, and Eunice was
forced to adnmit the sane. Despite her dislike for Marcus, she realized that
she
was nore charitably di sposed toward hi mthan either of her two relatives here.

It was the thought of Roger, the possibility that he m ght have conme to
harm that made Euni ce suddenly becone nore angry than the others.

"Marcus nmust be found!" she exclainmed. "W nust force himto tell what
has
become of Roger! If we accuse Marcus of crine, he may admt it.

Hugh shook his head; his faded eyes were sol em.

"One thing we nust grant," he declared, ruefully, "Marcus is shrewd - too
shrewd to | eave clues that would link himwith this dirty business. Qur one
policy is to outmatch himat this game of wits."

Aunt Sophi a nodded approval ; but, l|ike Eunice, she showed consternation
at
Hugh's next statenent.

"W nust pretend that we suspect nothing," insisted Hugh. "That will lull

Mar cus when he cones here."

"When he comes here?" queried Eunice. "But - but you didn't invite him
Hugh. Marcus was angry about it -"

"OfF course | didn't invite him" interposed Hugh. "The less | see of that
cad, the better! But Marcus will be here. H's specialty is pushing hinself
into
pl aces where he is not wanted. Mere spite would be enough to bring him

"That, however, is not the inportant reason."” Hugh's tone becane
enphati c.

"The fact that Roger was attacked is proof that soneone, probably Marcus,
want s

to suppress certain clues to the treasure. If Marcus has already acquired
t hose

clues, he certainly intends to seize the treasure for hinself."

"We are not safe here!" shrilled Aunt Sophia, excited by Hugh's words.
"Those sane ruffians will attack this house! Tel ephone for the police, Hugh
At
once. "

HUGH rem nded his aunt that the nansion had no tel ephone. He added that
he
could count but little on the local authorities. The sheriff would probably
ridicule the whole situation, when he heard the talk of unfound treasure
sought
by persons unknown.

"We woul d have to accuse Marcus,'
m st ake.
No, it is better to depend upon our own resources, until we have | earned nore.

decl ared Hugh. "That would be a



If prow ers cone here, we can report something tangible.

"They won't nake trouble.” Hugh spoke with assurance. "I have capable
servants, chosen to help ne with the treasure hunt. Also, | believe that | can
acquire new recruits."

He turned to the hallway, called out, "Peasler!"

One of the servants appeared at the doorway. He was stocky,
br oad-shoul dered. Hi s face had the expression of an ex-pugilist. Hugh inquired
if the truckman had arrived. Peasler |ooked bl ank

"I mean those local nen," declared Hugh. "The ones who wanted jobs here.
Don't you remenber? | told hemthey could haul away that rubbish in the
cel lar.

They said they woul d be conming here late tonight."

Peasl er nodded that he renmenbered.

Then he shook his head negatively.

"They haven't shown up yet, sir. But they' Il be here. They had to work
| ate on another job."

"When they arrive," ordered Hugh; "let ne talk to them |1'mgoing to put

them on guard duty, Peasler, with you and the other servants. There will be no
one prow ing these grounds tonight, | promse that!"

After Peasler had gone, Hugh sat down beside the fire. His worry
regar di ng

Marcus was ended. He began to chat about the old house, the interest he had
taken in exploring it. The place had been danp when first reopened; but by
constantly using the fireplace, the noisture had been dispelled.

"The house is less dismal than it was," declared Hugh. He smled, when he

added: "I hope the fam |y ghost won't wal k tonight."
Aunt Sophi a shudder ed; rebuking her nephew, she decl ared:
"That | egend is poppycock, Hugh! | lived here a full year and saw no sign

of a ghost."

Hugh indul ged in a dry |augh

"That ghost was mentioned in old records that spoke of the treasure," he
said. "Although | don't believe the story myself, the |l egend states that the
ghost roans only when the mansion has been closed a long while."

Euni ce was interested; she wanted to hear nore about the specter

"He is supposed to be a British soldier," stated Hugh, "who died during
the Revolution. He was left here, nortally wounded; and his last words were a
prom se to haunt those who deserted him Every tinme people cone back to the
mansi on, the ghost can be expected.”

Aunt Sophia drew herself closer to the fireplace, muttering that the talk
was ridi cul ous.

"Don't worry, auntie," said Hugh. "The ghost may roama bit, but he
invariably settles in the roomwhere he died. That room by the way" - Hugh
turned to Eunice - "is the one in the west wing, that you like so well."

“I"ll watch for the ghost," |aughed Eunice. "Does he groan nmuch, Hugh?"

"I"ve never seen him" admitted Hugh, "but it won't matter tonight. You
and Aunt Sophia can have the little suite on the other side of the house.
Those
two roons are prepared for guests.”

"But | prefer my room" insisted Eunice. "You said it was ready, Hugh."

"Very well," agreed Hugh. "Tell me which bags are yours and which are
Aunt
Sophia's. | shall have Peasler take themto their proper roons."

EUNI CE pointed out the bags. Peasler arrived at Hugh's call. Soon after

t he I uggage had gone upstairs, Eunice and her aunt decided to retire. Hugh
conducted themup the large staircase that creaked with every footstep

Those stairs were nmusty; lights there so few that the upper hall appeared
dim Hugh apol ogi zed for the present condition of the house; he pointed out
cob



webs close to the ceiling.

"Those will be cl eaned away tonorrow, " he pronised. "Meanwhile, we mnust
put up with the old place as it is, even though it does seemto uphold its
reputation as a haunted mansion."

Aunt Sophi a gave Hugh a reproving stare, but Eunice smiled, as they

parted
in the hallway. She had no fear of anything within the mansion, since Hugh had
arranged to keep the place well guarded. Eunice was still smling as she went

t hrough the long corridor, to the west w ng.

Recol | ection of Roger sobered her; she decided, finally, that he must be
safe. Like herself, Roger had managed escape fromthe battleground within the
old Brevoort Library. By tonorrow, she felt sure, she would hear from him
Meanwhi | e, there would be no use to worry.

Had Euni ce foreseen events of the next few hours, her confidence woul d
have waned. She, herself, was to undergo chilly experiences within this old
mansi on; though nost of her fears would prove inmaginary.

But the danger that Roger would neet was to be a real one, for he was
al ready on his way to places where nmenace |ay. And Eunice, though she could
not
foresee it, was to be the person who woul d cause those threats agai nst the man
she | oved!

CHAPTER VI I'|
THE M SSI NG GHOST

THE roomin the west wing was |large, with broad w ndows that opened above
a side garden. Like other upstairs roons in this old house, it was equi pped
with only one lIight socket in the wall. Eunice's grandfather had put in
electricity many years before; the job had been done in the sparse style that
was usual in those days.

Euni ce turned out the lone light after she had unpacked her bag. She
preferred the moonlight that came through the wi ndows above the old garden. It
formed a stretch of silvery glow along the floor, and the sight brought Eunice
menories of chil dhood.

Soon she was seated in her dressing gown beside the center w ndow,
| ooki ng
out upon the garden

The scene had altered during recent years. The little garden was
surrounded by rows of hedges, but they were no | onger trinmed. M sshapen, they
cast irregular shadows across the square of ground that was overgrown wth
weeds.

Once that had been a place of tidy flower beds, with little paths
bet ween;
at present, it had the | ook of an abandoned field. There were cl unps of
shrubbery within the corners where the hedges net; but they no | onger forned
neat circles. Sonehow, the view nmade Eunice feel that she had grown very ol d.

A wind stirred the hedges, fluttered the broad stretch of |ong-bl aded
grass. Eunice heard its whine creep about the old house. Somewhere, a shutter
rattl ed; as the wind whistled | ouder, the mansion's old beans groaned and
qui ver ed.

The gust ended. Eunice renenbered Hugh's nention of the ghost. She wasn't
foolish enough to i magi ne that spooks had produced those whi nes and quivers,
but she did tell herself that such creatures as ghosts, if they existed, would
enjoy a night like this one.

Sounds carried far along this quiet countryside. Eunice heard the distant
rattle of a railway train; she recalled that the last train left New York at
el even o' cl ock. That, as Eunice calculated it, nmeant that it nust be well
after



m dni ght .

Agai n the thought struck her that this was the hour of ghostly
visitations. Somehow, she felt nervous.

Steadily, Eunice regained her calm Wy shouldn't she feel shaky? That
battle at the Brevoort Library had been enough to jar anyone! Eunice groped
t hrough t he darkness beside the big four-poster bed, to find her cigarette
case. She returned to the window, lighted her cigarette and stared anew at the
noon- bat hed garden

A notion caught Eunice's eye. She becane tense. She was sure that she had
seen a man dart away beyond a hedge. Had that figure been an actual one?

EUNICE tried to dismss it as imagination. She was worried by the thought
that the prowl er could have seen the flare of the match with which she had
lighted the cigarette. That woul d account for his sudden departure. Straining,
she wat ched the hedge. No one reappeared there.

Again, a breeze whispered. There was a dull slamthat startled Eunice.
She
heard voices, and realized that the sound cane fromthe front door. Evidently
the trucknen had arrived and were going on guard duty with the servants.

Euni ce rel axed; knowi ng that nen were about, she felt positive that any
prow ers woul d depart.

Soon, flashlights picked their way al ong the very hedge that Eunice had
noti ced. Peasler and the other servants were scouring the grounds close by the
mansi on. Euni ce puffed her cigarette contentedly. Flashlights went from sight;
agai n, the nmoonlight held full sway.

As she tanmped her cigarette in an ash tray, Eunice was sure that her
nerves had settled. She took a last |look at the old garden, then started
t oward
her bed. She gripped one of the big posts in the darkness. Instantly, she
cl ung
there.

Euni ce heard a sound within the house itself - a noise that was cl ose by,
creeping along the hallway outside her door. It cane closer, the creep of
footsteps, as nearly ghostly as anything that Eunice could inagine.

Sonet hi ng scraped the door. It had the senbl ance of a craw ing hand
attenpting a feeble knock. A dying hand, growi ng weaker with every effort!

The ghost had arrived; it craved admittance! Those were the horrifying
i mpressi ons that swept Eunice's brain. She heard the slow click of the latch
t he door fornmed a huge, dimshape as it pressed inward. A figure was there,
crouched and whiti sh.

Euni ce waited breathl ess, expecting to hear a voice. It came. Wth
guavering, nelancholy tone, that voice uttered her own nane!

"Euni ce! Eunice!"

The girl did not shriek. Instead she gasped, so forcefully that her tone
must have reached the doorway. Her feet refused to budge; with her hands, she
pushed hersel f away fromthe bed, toward the wi ndows where the noonli ght
pl ayed. There, the scene was at |east partly real

Fighting her fright, Eunice stunbled against the chair. She caught
her sel f
as she cane into the glow of the nmoonlight. Turning bravely, she was horrified
to see the figure hurrying toward her, arns outstretched. Again she heard its
voice, in a gasp as frightened as her own:

" Euni ce! "

This time, Eunice recognized the tone. The person she had nistaken for a
ghost was her Aunt Sophi a.

"WHAT is it, auntie?" Eunice forced a half-scared | augh. "You actually
frightened ne. | thought you were the ghost!"



Her aunt had reached the window, to clutch Eunice's armin a grip as icy
as that of any specter.

"Don't talk of the ghost!" exclaimed Aunt Sophia. "The creature has been
haunting me for the last ten m nutes! Bah! Your fear is nothing, conpared with
the fright that I have suffered.”

Cal m agai n, Eunice was interested.

"You' ve seen the ghost?" she asked.

"No, thank Heaven!" her aunt ejaculated. "But |'ve heard it, creeping in
and out of nmy roomand the one next to it. Come with me, Eunice. | can not
sl eep there al one."

"Why not stay here, Aunt Sophi a?"

"Here, where the ghost is sure to cone? Never! Come back with me; hear

t he

sounds for yourself. | can tolerate themfor a while, if |I have conpany.
Moreover, | don't care to make nyself a |laughing stock. | want a witness to
al l

that | have heard."

The prospect suited Eunice. She followed her aunt along the corridors.
When they neared the big stairway, the elderly wonan halted, staring downward.
She whi spered that she could hear another sound. Eunice |listened, then called
bel ow.

Hugh' s voi ce responded: "Anything wong up there?"

"Only Aunt Sophia," called Eunice. "She's been hearing creepings. She
t hi nks the ghost is on the prow!"

"Rats -"

Aunt Sophia thrust herself to the top of the stairs, to shout an
i nterruption.

"Don't say rats to me, Hugh!" she expressed, indignantly. "I'Il tolerate
no such talk from anyone, not even ny own nephew "

Hugh bowed an apol ogy; for once, he allowed hinself a snile

"You m sunderstood nme," he said, politely. "I merely began to state that
rats are everywhere in this old house. They nmake odd noi ses when they nove
about. Did those sounds conme fromthe wall?"

"They came fromthe floor," replied Sophia, "but I know rats when | hear

them™

Euni ce ended further argunent.

"I"'mgoing to stay with auntie," she told Hugh. "If there are any nore
noi ses, | shall report them™

"You won't | eave me?" cackled Sophia. "Prom se that, Eunice."

"She won't have to |leave you," put in Hugh. "My study is right bel ow
t hose
roonms. |'Il be there the rest of the night, going through old records that nmay
concern the treasure. |If anything worries you again, pound on the floor."

Wen they reached the roons on the east side of the house, Eunice found
them al nmost pitch dark, for the bul k of the mansion bl ocked the noonlight.

Euni ce took the room next to her aunt's; as she settled in bed, she couldn't
blame the old lady for inagining things in such darkness.

Soon, Eunice drowsed. Her aunt's voice aroused her

"Listen!" cane the cackly whisper. "I can hear the sounds again!"

Euni ce propped on one el bow. Sounds were audible fromthe floor, but they
were faint and scratchy.

"Rats!" called Eunice. "Hugh was right!"

The sounds occurred again; no |ouder. Aunt Sophia threatened to pound the
floor. Eunice told her to wait, the noise had stopped. Wen it cane again, it
carried a quick scurry. Her aunt grunbled that it nust be rats after all

"Good night!" called Eunice. "Keep thinking of cats, Aunt Sophia, and
you'll sleep well -"

She paused abruptly. Her gaze was toward the wi ndow Far off, anong the
trees that surrounded the grounds, Eunice saw an odd glow that filtered dinly
fromthe woods. It bobbed and di sappeared; returned, nore faintly.



REACHI NG besi de the bed, Eunice picked up a slipper and pounded the
LL?O;ﬁnt gave an anxious call; Eunice told her not to worry. Stepping fromthe
bedj she opened the door and waited, for she heard Hugh hurrying up the
Stalrikr cousin arrived, breathless. Eunice pointed to the wi ndow Hugh saw
LZZ flicker of light; it wavered, nade a sudden glimrer, then blotted from
si ght.

"It's just below the old gates," declared Hugh. "I know the direction
because |'ve | ooked fromthe study window. | couldn't see it fromthat |evel,
t hough. "

"What do you think it was?" asked Eunice.

"I don't know," replied Hugh, slowy. "It's off the road. Still, it could
be a car. I'lIl tell Peasler to investigate; he just came in a few m nutes ago.
"Meanwhile, I'lIl stay in the study. If you see the |light again, pound

li ke
you did before. But stay here, Eunice" - Hugh undertoned the final words -

"because we don't want Aunt Sophia to get the jitters again."

VWhen Hugh had gone, Eunice sat by the darkened wi ndow keepi ng steady
wat ch
upon the spot where the Iight had been. Not even a nonentary flicker disturbed
t he darkness. Eunice felt her qual ns fade.

If prowers had arrived, they were too distant to be dangerous. Peasler
and the other servants would be ready to suppress them Recalling Peasler's
appear ance, Eunice decided that he was quite capabl e of handling any
difficulties.

Di saster, if it cane, would strike the intruders, instead of Hugh's |oyal
servants. Eunice was thinking of the thugs that she had seen earlier in the
night, at the Brevoort Library; and she pictured Marcus, also. She felt no
pity
for anyone who m ght be meddling hereabouts. She was gl ad that she had stirred
Hugh into pronpt action

Not for an instant did Eunice suppose that Roger Hasting had foll owed her
to Long Island. That thought woul d have horrified her at this noment, bringing
fears greater than any that she had previously experienced.

Such fears woul d have been warranted. The dangers that Roger had
previously encountered were trivial conpared with those that were to cone.

Roger Hasting was taking a course that prom sed doom despite the
precautions ordai ned by The Shadow

CHAPTER | X
DOUBLE AMBUSH

HUNCHED i n his parked coupe, Harry Vincent was watching froma sheltered
spot beneath the heavy boughs of overhanging trees. He had found a turn-off
fromthe road, just before he reached the gates of the old Beld property.

It was a logical place to wait for Roger Hasting, who had probably cone
out from Manhattan on the last train. To reach the mansion, Roger woul d have
to
wal k al ong the lonely road, there being no cab stand at Wenwold station

Harry was congratul ati ng hi mupon a neat job of stowing his car from
sight. He hadn't guessed that the reflections of his headlights had been seen
fromthe mansion. They happened to be the lights that Eunice had reported to
Hugh d ayner.

Foot steps scruffed the gravely road. Harry slid fromthe open door of the



coupe, edged out to listen nore intently. The footfalls indicated | ong

stri des,

but they had a weary drag to them The arrival was probably Roger; still a bit
hazy, he had probably tired during his wal k.

Harry snapped on a flashlight, spoke Roger's name in tense, quick tone.
An
instant later, his light was off. Harry was ducking away froma fighter who
charged at himin the darkness.

Hands hooked Harry's shoul der. That was what Harry wanted - a guide to
hi s
assailant's position. He swng underneath a striking arm caught his adversary
in a westling hold. They hit the ground, with Harry on top. He recogni zed t he
grunt that the other gave. The fell ow was Roger, after all.

Harry kept announcing his own identity, until Roger's struggles stopped.
He hel ped Roger to his feet, guided himto the coupe. Seated on the step, he,
Harry, explained that he had come here on the hunch that Roger m ght need him

Roger was ruffled. He wasn't in a nood to trust anyone, not even Harry
Vincent. He grunmbled that he was a victimof a conspiracy; that he had relied
too nmuch on ot her people.

"You aren't one of the bunch that wanted to kill me," adnmitted Roger
"Il grant that much, Vincent. But how do | know you aren't hooked up with
Marcus Bel d? You got a call froma friend, didn't you, at ny apartnment? Maybe
that friend was Marcus."

"That doesn't follow " argued Harry. "Back in your apartment, you kept
sayi ng that Marcus nust have sent that nob to get you. Why woul d he be using
me, too?"

"He's cl ever enough to stage a two-way gane."

"Maybe he is. But if |I were init, why should | have ruined the job for
the others? That's what | did, you know. "

The logic i npressed Roger. He rubbed his head, conplaining that it stil
ached, that he wasn't reasoning clearly. He finally shoved his hand toward
Harry, for a friendly shake.

"You're all right, Vincent,'

asserted Roger. "Let's get into your car.
You

can drive nme up to the house, so | can find out if Eunice is there. W'll talk
to Hugh d ayner, too."

HARRY renenbered instructions from The Shadow. Hi s chief would be here
later. It was Harry's job to restrain Roger until The Shadow arrived. Harry
gave the reason why it wasn't wise to drive to the mansi on

"They tried to get you at the library," he rem nded Roger. "Once they
grabbed that docunent, it wasn't worthwhile to go after you further. But that
crowmd may have cone out here, just in case you show up. They want you to stay
out of the treasure hunt. Get it?"

"I get it," nuttered Roger. "Only, we ought to warn Hugh -

"W can," interposed Harry, "but we'll take our tine about it. Driving in
there woul d be a give-away."

Roger was on his feet, announcing that he was going on his way. He
insisted that it would be easy to reach the house, unnoticed, through the
darkness. Harry tried to restrain him urging himto wait until they talked it
over. That policy was usel ess.

"“I'" m going ahead!" snapped Roger. "If you're for me, |ike you say you
are,
cone along. If you aren't, stay here. That will at least tell me how you
st and,
Vi ncent . "

Rat her than agai n rouse Roger's suspicions, Harry decided to go al ong;
but

he used every device to slow their progress. Wen Roger wanted himto flick



t he
flashlight, Harry decided against it, arguing that Roger hinself had chosen to
rely on darkness.

At intervals, Harry insisted that they stop to listen; he spoke of
i magi nary sounds in the darkness. Roger began to grunble again. Harry ended
that by giving proof of his friendship.

"These fellows will have guns," he declared. "That is, if they're
covering
this road, like |I think they are."

"That so?" grunted Roger. Then, testily: "Well, why didn't you bring
al ong
a coupl e of guns yoursel f?"

"I did," replied Harry, coolly. "Two automatics. One for nyself, one for
you. Here - take yours."

Roger gratefully accepted the automatic that Harry thrust into his hand.
The gift gave Harry chance for nore stalling. He wanted to show Roger how to
manage the safety catch, and he couldn't risk the flashlight while he did. It
took several minutes of probing in the darkness, before Harry was satisfied
that Roger fully understood the mechani smof the gun

Harry had staked everything on that |ast delay. Once armed, Roger was in
no mood to tarry. He insisted that they make up for lost time. Harry paused
beneat h the breeze-swept trees, hoping that he could detect The Shadow s
whi sper anmong the rmurrmurs of the boughs.

No such token cane. Gimy, Harry foll owed Roger through the darkness.
They passed the gates, guided along the road ruts until they saw the cl earing.

Over the low hill brow, the noonlight showed the outline of the ranbling
mansi on. Roger chuckled that the way was clear. He wanted to cover the |ast
distance at a jog. Harry tried a final argunent.

"That's going to put us in the open," he objected. "We can't risk it,
Roger, until we make sure nobody's laying for us."

"How coul d they be?" denanded Roger. "They've got to stay out of sight,
don't they? If that nob headed out here, they won't push through the gates."

"Why not ?"

"Because Hugh has a | ot of husky |lads working for him He signed them up
in case he had to do sone heavy digging for the treasure. Those fellows are
probably on duty around the grounds."

"Woul d the nob know it?"

"Why not? They knew | was at the Brevoort Library, didn't they? If Marcus
could tell them about ny plans, he could tell them about Hugh's. He's shrewd,
like a rat."”

HARRY coul dn't dispute that argunent. However, Roger agreed to nove
cautiously until they were well clear of the woods. Together, they pushed
forward through the | ast darkened stretch that fringed the noonlight.

There were bushes on both sides of the road, clunped |like crouchy
sentinels. Harry stopped Roger, to point to the ill-shapen shrubs. Roger
grunted that the bushes didn't matter. They woul dn't make good hi di ng pl aces,
in his opinion

Roger was wong; but Harry was the first to learn it.

Just as they reached the noonlight, Harry heard a rustle. He gripped
Roger's arm haul ed hi mback into the darkness. The bushes quivered; a
power f ul
flashlight shone. Its beamcleaved a long swath in the night; the man who held
it swng it directly toward Harry and Roger

They were trapped in the glare; and that wasn't all. Fromthe other side
of the road, men with shotguns were springing fromthe shelter of shrubs.

O her
flashlights glimrered; in that frantic second, Harry estinmated that the anbush
nunbered half a dozen fighters.



Wth the thought, he realized that these were nen fromthe mansion. The
shot guns gave that proof. |If nobbies had such weapons, they would be of the
sawed- of f variety. The only thing to do was surrender; to let their captors
take themto the house.

Roger spoiled that opportunity.

He saw only the flashlight, spotting himfroma twenty-foot distance.
Wth
a bell ow, Roger launched for the brilliant spot, leveling the automatic that
Harry had given him The nmen from across the road swng their shotguns to
their
shoul ders, to drop Roger before he could shoot.

Harry couldn't blanme them They had every right to m stake Roger for a
crook. The fact that he was Hugh's cousin wouldn't help himafter he was dead.
Instinctively, Harry chose a way to save his friend, even though it neant the
risk of his own life.

Yanki ng his own automatic, Harry wheel ed upon the nmen who ai ned the
shot guns and opened a quick fire above their heads. It had the effect he
want ed. They forgot Roger, ainmed for Harry instead.

It was a |l ong chance that Harry had taken. He was sparing nmen who didn't
realize it, giving themtheir chance to drill him He had saved Roger, and he
was counting upon his friend to return the favor, though Roger didn't knowit.

Harry's ganble was that Roger would elimnate the flashlight. The
novenent
that Harry made seened usel ess while the gl ow continued; but it would help, if
Roger reached his man

Roger did. The fellowwith the flashlight didn't have a gun handy. Wth
Roger al nbst upon him ready to tug a trigger at close range, the fellow threw
the light away. As it hit the ground, the fellow junmped up to clinch with
Roger .

Shot guns bored their flame spurts through the darkness. Buckshot sizzled
close to Harry. He rolled on the rough turf, away fromharm He saw anot her
flashlight gleam a few yards away. Conming to his feet, he sprang for the
fell ow who had the light.

On the way, Harry was nmet by a pair of driving foenen. He broke away from
them staggered toward Roger, who cane hurtling suddenly fromthe opposite
direction. Grabbing his friend, Harry tried to turn himtoward the trees. Just
then, a fresh light gleanmed. Its glare caught them

Trapped again, with guns in their hands, Harry and Roger were open
targets
for a crew of frenzied shotgunners. Harry's use of the automatic had becone a
boomerang. Hugh's servants no | onger doubted that he and Roger were killers.

The trap had turned into a doubl e anmbush, with death a seem ng certainty.
One noment nore of light - the shotguns would blast, this tine with positive
aim

THAT nonment was deni ed. A | one pistol spoke suddenly fromthe darkness
near the woods. There was a how, as the servant who gripped the flashlight
| et
it fall. That shot had clipped his arm

Again, Harry was sprawling on the ground, this tine hurling Roger ahead
of
hi m as shot guns booned above. As he hit the grass, Harry knew that rescue was
conpl et e.

Only one fighter could have supplied that tinely shot with such accuracy
fromlong range. Again, he had arrived upon a scene of battle to sumthe
situation in an instant and take the needed acti on.

He was drawi ng fighters toward hinself there, near the darkness of the
trees, by voicing a shuddering chall enge that nmade foenen think they had
spotted his position.



That chal |l enge was a taunting laugh; like the fighter's deed, it
proclaimed his identity.
The Shadow

CHAPTER X
VANI SHED FUd Tl VES

DANGER was not ended, despite Harry's confidence in The Shadow s prowess.
The six men fromthe mansion acted in di sconnected fashion. They were not |ike
banded thugs fromthe underworld, who would drop all else to fight The Shadow.

Three turned, to fire their shotguns toward the trees; but the rest
renenbered Harry and Roger. Before the sprawl ed pair could regain their feet,
attackers were upon them

It was a grappling slugfest in the dark. Hugh's men were battering with
the butts of enptied shotguns; Harry and Roger were sw nging their automatics.
Harry, for his part, did not intend to shoot these fell ows who were fighting
to
defend their master's prem ses. That was why he retained the last few
cartridges
that remained in his gun

Roger was excited enough to shoot, but in the confusion, he had forgotten
all about the safety catch. He couldn't use the automatic for anything but a
cudgel .

There were no further shots fromthe trees. The men who had fired thought
they had sil enced The Shadow. They had enptied both barrels of their guns;

t hey
turned about to hel p suppress Harry and Roger

There was a pile-up in the moonlight's fringe. Harry and Roger were
beneath it, due for inmediate capture, when a new fighter entered. The Shadow
cane |l unging through the darkness, to hurl off the piled-up servants.

Again, they heard the gibing laugh, this tine in their mdst. They swung
for The Shadow, a nonment later, he was the center of the brawi. Wth hard
swi ngs of an automatic, The Shadow was di sarmi ng his foemen. They coul dn't
hang
on to their unw el dy shotguns, against his crisscrossed strokes.

Harry saw all that happened. Servants were diving, scranbling for the
shelter of the bushes, to avoid the fighter that they could not see. The
Shadow
had wheeled the fray into the bl ackness near the towering trees; but he was
slinging his foemen out into the noonlight.

Suddenly, Harry heard a quick-rasped order; he obeyed it. Hooki ng Roger
by
one arm he started him back along the road through the woods. The Shadow
want ed
themto return to the coupe. It was better to come here openly, later, than to
admt this sneaky visit that had been Roger's foolish idea.

In the fight, Roger had followed his usual policy of shoving ahead too
openly. He had taken sone hard thunps fromthe butt ends of shotguns. He was
too wabbly to protest about |eaving The Shadow to fight al one.

As for Harry, he had no qual ns regardi ng his chief.

By the time Harry and Roger had reached the gates, The Shadow had put the
finishing touches on the fray. The men who had reached the shelter of the
bushes found that they had forgotten their shotguns. The weapons lay in the
nmoonl i ght. To go after them woul d be poor policy, particularly as their owners
woul d have to reload them

The Shadow was grappling with one |ast fighter, who stubbornly refused to
quit. They twi sted out into the moonlight; The Shadow forced the husky
downwar d



against the turf. They |ooked rigid, notionless, but The Shadow s opponent was
yi el di ng, when shouts came fromthe | awn.

Three nen were coning fromthe direction of the mansion. Two of them were
carrying i nprovi sed weapons - one a pickax, the other a spade; the third, sone
di stance back, was brandi shing an ol d-fashi oned revol ver.

The Shadow gave a twisting heave that sent the | ast grappler on a long
curve beside the rutted roadway. The jolt that the fellow took would have been
a backbreaker on a solid floor, but the thick-tufted grass saved him from
serious injury.

Seei ng The Shadow, the newconers kept toward hiny but he was far from
reach of pickax or spade. The fellow with the revol ver stopped. He opened
fire,
shooting wildly fromlong range.

As the first shots cane, The Shadow blotted into bl ackness toward the
woods. He fired spasnodic return shots that kept the revol ver-armed man com ng
toward him continuing the duel. The Shadow coul d easily have picked of f that
| one eneny with a bullet, but that was not his purpose.

He was cutting off at an angle, to draw pursuit away fromthe gates. He
wanted Harry and Roger to be well away before a search started in that
direction.

Enbol dened by the nerve of the man with the revol ver, the scattered
servants scranbled for their shotguns. Rel oading, they spread out, formng a
wi de semicircle, to close in upon The Shadow.

Hi s gunfire had ceased. He was somewhere amid the trees. Closing in with
guns and flashlights, the searchers thensel ves had the advantage of the
dar kness.

They reached the line of a high sharp-spi ked picket fence. They were
confident that the barrier had bl ocked the man they wanted. Guffly, they
shouted for himto reveal hinself; to surrender, or take the consequences.

Fl ashlights rounded tree trunks, to pick out |lurking spots. But nowhere
did Hugh daymer's servants see the bl ack-cl oaked shape they sought. They
began
to wonder if the nmansion ghost had roaned at large, to trick them Wen the
searchers cane cl ose together, they were forced to agree that The Shadow had
managed a conpl et e di sappear ance.

They were close by the thick trunk of a huge oak, when they heard an
evasi ve creak from a bough above. They | ooked upward, to the | owest branch, a
full fifteen feet above their heads. They saw that the eight-foot fence was
close to the tree trunk; that by using both, an acrobatic clinber could have
reached the top of the pickets. They sped lights in that direction

The [ ong bough, thick as a small tree, gave a quiver that denoted heavy
| everage. There was a light thud past a cluster of saplings twenty feet beyond
the other side of the fence. The searchers realized that The Shadow had done
nore than scale the pickets. He had stretched to the branch, and craw ed al ong
it.

Dropping fromthe end, The Shadow had reached new cover. Angrily, the
servants shouted, discharged their shotguns into the innocent saplings. The
frail trees quaked; there was silence; then cane a trailing | augh from bel ow a
little knoll.

Agai n, The Shadow had left the opposition baffled. H's nockery faded into
not hi ngness; but the lisp of the breeze seened to echo it. Turning about, the
servants tranped glumy toward the | awn.

I T was Peasl er who gave gruff orders. He was the fell ow who had arrived
with the revolver, and the others accepted his conmands. He told four nen to
| oad up their shotguns and keep close to the bushes beside the road; but next
time, they were to wait until intruders came well out into the noonlight.

Peasl er and the others were going back to the mansion, taking along the
wounded man who had been ni cked by The Shadow s bullet. There were a few



others, too, in that party, who needed first-aid treatment. There had been
ti mes when The Shadow was by no means gentle in slinging off attackers.

Peasler didn't guess that his orders had been overheard. The Shadow had
cleverly reversed his trail; he was close to the fence, crouched there, when
Peasl er gave the instructions.

There was to be no further search for Harry and Roger, the unknown
i nvaders who had first appeared upon the scene. Peasler evidently knew t hat
Hugh Cd aymer preferred to keep his nen close to the prem ses. That was all The
Shadow wanted to know, but he had actually | earned nore.

As he wended silently toward the | ower road, The Shadow whi spered a
significant laugh. It would be an easy matter for himto return, to reach the
mansion itself and cover the area close around it; even to enter the house and
| earn exactly what would follow Peasler's report.

Dodgi ng wat chful servants woul d be easy, since The Shadow knew their
nunber and the positions where Peasler had placed them The Shadow coul d see
useful results fromsuch an excursion, particularly because he recogni zed t hat
the old mansion would surely be a focal spot for later events.

The Shadow deci ded to postpone that foray until after he had talked wth
Harry and Roger. It was obvious that Harry had found difficulty in holding
Roger back, and that it had caused nuch trouble. It was time that Roger was
i nfornmed that he would have to follow a | ess stubborn policy while under the
protection of The Shadow.

Usual | y, The Shadow coul d forecast his own schedul e alnbst to the mnute.
This time, he was destined to be hours wide of it. His chance to explore the
ol d Bel d mansi on was ended for tonight. The Shadow received inklings of that
fact, as he neared the road bel ow t he gates.

From a di stance away came the faint throb of a notor. It speeded up, then
faded. At first, The Shadow supposed that Harry had sinply nmoved his coupe out
into the road, to be ready for a hurried start if Hugh's servants carried the
search in his direction

The Shadow s opi ni on changed when he heard a repetition of the notor's
thrum There was a difference, though, that his ear detected, even at that
di st ance.

Hurrying through the last stretch of trees, The Shadow reached the road.
Al was silent when he arrived at the place where Harry had parked the car
The
Shadow turned on a flashlight. The hiding place was vacant.

The Shadow spl ashed the light along the ground. There were spots of oozy
mre, that revealed the clues he needed. Tire tracks showed there, but they
differed in size and type of tread. They proved the conclusion that The Shadow
had al ready fornmed, by noting a difference in the distant notor throbs.

Two cars had left here, not one. The second, fromthe size of its tires,
was bi gger, bulkier than Harry's coupe. In | eaving here w thout being pressed
by persons fromthe mansion, Harry had acted agai nst The Shadow s
i nstructi ons.

That proved another point: Harry had gone involuntarily; the same applied
to Roger. They were vani shed fugitives, that pair, and the fact produced new
probl ems for The Shadow.

He knew that Harry and Roger had been captured, carried away by a new
tribe of foenen.

What ever trail The Shadow coul d uncover would be a nuch-needed one.

For The Shadow knew the sort of enenmies who had staged this unexpected
capture. They were the kind who did not deal in nercy.

The plight fromwhich The Shadow had so recently rescued Harry and Roger
was small conpared with the new danger that had so suddenly engul fed then

CHAPTER Xl

THUMBS TURN DOWN



MARCUS BELD was uneasy. He didn't like his surroundings. He was seated in
the mddl e of a wi de-seated coupe, with a chunky nan on each side of him They
had picked hi mup outside a night club when he was ready to go home, and here
they were, whirling along a Long Island road, with the clock on the dashboard
showi ng five m nutes past two.

The car rattled over railway tracks. The jolting headlights showed a
pai nted sign above a tiny station. The "WENWOLD' seered to junp in front of
Marcus's eyes. He turned a frantic face toward the driver beside him Marcus
was no |onger sallow He | ooked pale.

"We're near the old house!" he exclained. "Were Hugh C ayner lives! W
can't go there -"

"That ain't where we're taking you," interrupted the driver, gruffly.
"Keep your shirt on! You'll find out where we're going when we get there."

"And gi mme sonme room" snarled the man on the right. "This car ain't no
[ i nousi ne, where you can spread out!"

The fell ow supplied an additional urge by poking a gun nuzzl e agai nst
Marcus's ribs. Marcus shifted over, to be shoved back by a jab fromthe
driver's el bow

At least, they weren't going to the mansion. That was proven when they
passed the road that led to it. Marcus |looked in that direction, thought he
saw
a car parked near the roadside. He changed that opinion, when they veered. The
headl i ghts showed a little brook that burbled fromthe wods. The water had a
glisten, very much like the glint of chromumplated fittings.

Wnding through a little valley, the car took a steep, rough slope. The
driver shoved the gear into second, they jounced along a roadway that was not
much nore than a rocky | edge. Marcus could see the moonlit valley below for
trees were absent fromthe | edge brink

Then the road twisted i nward through a woods; they took a rough driveway
that wasn't nmuch nore than a wide path. The car halted in a clearing beside a
structure that | ooked |ike an overgrown shack. Marcus saw ot her cars parked
there, before the headlights blinked off.

A lantern's gl ow cane t hrough knot-holes in the shack walls. The chunky
men shoved Marcus al ong the rocky ground; one rapped a signal against the
flinmsy door. Wien the barrier opened, Mircus saw ot her figures grouped around
a
tiny room

In the center, puffing a cigarette, was Itch Fendel

THE ganbl er gave Marcus a wave of greeting.

"Surprised, hey?" chuckled Itch. Then, to the tough who had driven the
coupe: "How did he like the ride, A ?"

"He squawked too nmuch," returned Al. "Dobey had to keep poking himwth a
heater every ten minutes.”

Itch grinned; then his face stiffened. He | ooked around the group

"Qutside," he ordered. "Flop in the buggies until | want you. |I'm having
a
talk with this guy."

Al handed Itch a newspaper before departure. ltch was reading it when he
and Marcus were alone. H's nerve restored, Marcus began to bl uster about
Itch's
nmet hods of transportation

"Can it!" Itch told him He passed the newspaper to Marcus. "Read that
and
tell me what you think of it."

Marcus found hinmself staring at headlines that told of battle in the
Brevoort Library. The news had arrived in time for inclusion in the nidnight
editions of the norning newspapers.



"You went after Roger!" exclaimed Marcus. "Say, ltch - what happened to
hi n®"

Itch pointed to the newspaper. "You don't see Roger's nane there, do
you?"
he asked. Then, as Marcus shook his head: "Nor nine, either?"

"You must have covered it up slick, Itch," approved Marcus. "Good enough
to fool that fell ow Cardona."

Itch's eyes had a hard glint through the cloud of cigarette snoke that
rolled fromhis lips.

"Cardona's a hard guy to fool," he said. "Wen he has a hunch; it's
generally right. See what he says there. The nob was after a bunch of rare
stuff stored in a balcony roomof the library. If that idea is good enough for
Cardona, it suits me, too."

Mar cus managed a grin. He remenmbered what Itch had said, in the past,
about his ability to keep hinself out of crines that he managed. Marcus saw a
chance to play up to him

"It was a coincidence, all right," he agreed. "Funny, wasn't it - those
fellows cutting |loose, just at a time when Roger happened to be there?"

Itch nodded.

"Let's forget that part of it," he suggested, snoothly. "What about you,
Marcus; were you building an alibi, like I told you? This coincidence as you
call it, may nake an alibi useful."

"I"ve got a perfect one," returned Marcus. "I was in the Trafalgar C ub
five mnutes after | finished that phone talk with you. |I've got five good

wi t nesses who can testify that | was there until after mdnight."

"Good! Then you don't know anything about a taxi driver that was rubbed
out? A guy that happened to be driving you around town?"

The fishlike stare that cane to Marcus's face was sufficient answer. Itch
recogni zed that Marcus was hearing the news for the first tinme.

"That cab driver was working for me," admitted Itch. "Just on the
| ook-out, to see you didn't get into trouble. W figure The Shadow got him™"

"The Shadow " gul ped Marcus. "l've - 1've heard of him He -"

"Don't get jittery!" snapped Itch. "Everything goes screwy when The
Shadow
muscles into it. He nussed that business down at the library. He must have
been
wat chi ng you and Roger, because he popped up in this vicinity, just a while
ago. "

MARCUS cane half up fromhis chair. He stared at the little windows in
t he
sides of the shack. They were open; Marcus thought he heard a sound at one of
them He grabbed Itch's arm

"Sit quiet," purred Itch. "All you heard was a buzzing froma car. The
boys are tal king out there. Don't worry about The Shadow. W slipped one over
on him"

Itch delivered a smle of satisfaction, then continued.

"I picked this joint as a good headquarters,” he declared. "W hooked up

a
t el ephone” - he nudged toward one that was resting on a soap box - "and
t oni ght

we sneaked over to take a | ook at the ol d house.

"W heard a |l ot of shooting and figured it was The Shadow, because we'd
gotten a phone call tipping us off that he was nixing into things. Anyway, we
laid low, and first thing we knew, a couple of boobs flop right into our
hands.

"So we figured they were the fellows that The Shadow was hel pi ng out. W
brought them al ong, and their car, too. Meanwhile, 1'd figured |I'd better
bring



you out here. | didn't want to call you, or spoil your alibi. So | had Al and
Dobey pick you up."
Itch notioned Marcus to a door that led to an inner room It was broken
in
the center, and had a | oose slat covering it. Itch took hold of the sw vel ed
pi ece of wood.
"I''"ll show themto you -
Itch stopped. Marcus was staring at the w ndow.

“I - 1 thought | saw a face!" he gulped. "But | - | guess | was w ong.
I'm
jittery, ltch!"

"Fromthe ride, hey?" laughed Itch. "I figured it would jolt you. It did

you good. CGuys that work along with me have to keep their nerve. But forget
t he

ride. Take a gander into the next room Tell ne if you know the guys you see
there."”

Itch swung the slat. Marcus stared into a roomthat was illum nated by a
dingy lantern. He saw two prisoners, bound with tight ropes, adhesive plaster
across their lips. He recognized a griny, sweat-stained face. Marcus sucked in
his breath as he stepped back

"It's Roger!" he exclained. "Roger Hasting - the one on the left!"

"And the other guy?" pronpted Itch.

"I never saw himbefore," replied Marcus. "Was he with Roger?"

"Yeah. H's name is Harry Vincent. We found it out fromhis |license cards.
He may be working for The Shadow. That don't matter much. Being wi th Roger
finishes him"

"You nean -

Marcus halted. Itch watched himcoldly; the ganbler was placi ng anot her
cigarette between his lips. Holding a match upward, he snapped its head with
his thunb nail. Wen the match flared, Itch applied the flane to his
cigarette.

But he kept his thunb pointed straight upward, after he shook out the flane.

"Thunbs up,"” remarked lItch, "nmeans a guy don't get croaked. Thunbs down"

he inverted his hand - "neans he does. Wiich is it for these fellows, Mrcus?"
"You're leaving it up to ne?" gasped Marcus.
"OfF course!" purred Itch. "We're partners in this racket, aren't we?
Ei ther way you want it, Marcus, | can put Roger and this fell ow Vincent where
nobody will find them Dead or alive."

FROM Itch's tone, it actually didn't matter. The decision was to be nore
than a test of Marcus's nerve. It was to show whether he still possessed a
spark of human decency, or was a killer by nature.

He felt a fear of consequences; but that was purely a matter of
upbringi ng. He had been taught to respect the law, but the | esson had never
regi stered. He sinply dreaded what the law night do to him if he went against
its nandat es.

Marcus gave a |l ast | ook toward the wi ndows. For an instant, he was shaky,
i magi ni ng that he saw the piercing gl ow of accusing eyes. He squinted
narrow y;
there was not hing at the wi ndow except solid bl ackness. Wen Marcus again
faced
Itch, his grin had wi dened to a wolfish expression

Freed of restraint; sure that no witnesses were present to observe his
evil decision, Marcus rai sed both hands, then jabbed them downward, thunbs
first. The snarled | augh that he gave was venonous. It won himimediate
congratul ati on

The back slap that Itch Fendel gave himwas a joy to Marcus Beld. It was
a



wel conme from one nurderer to another

CHAPTER Xl
TOOLS OF MJURDER

SUCH big men of murder as Itch Fendel and Marcus Bel d never bothered with
perform ng the actual kill themselves. Itch nmade that plain to Marcus, in
nonchal ant fashi on

"You l et some gorilla stage the rub-out," explained Itch, "and if it
cones
to a showdown, you always have it fixed so he takes the rap.”

"What if he squawks?" asked Marcus.

"He won't," assured Itch. "Not if you don't frane him In a case like
this, you want a couple of trigger-men to handle it, and fix it so they can
[ am

"That | eaves them nothing to squawk about. You're in it as deep as they
are, if it's ever traced back. Though jobs like this aren't traced, the way I
handl e them "

Itch | eaned hal f through the wi ndow, placed his fingers to his Iips and
gave a whistle. Thugs ended their ribald chatter and cl anbered fromthe parked
cars. \When they cane into the shack, Itch indicated the entire crewwith a
sweep of his hand.

"Pick the pair you want," he told Marcus. "Any of themw Il go through
with it. They have to specialize in rub-outs, if they work for ne."

Mar cus chose Al and Dobey. His recent traveling conpani ons | ooked
pl eased.

They didn't consider that Marcus was giving thema mean assignment sinply for
spite. They took his decision as a personal tribute to their toughness.

"Take thenmt - Itch thunbed toward the inner door - "and croak them when
you find the right place. Then dunmp them and |am Better take the Triboro
Bri dge. Which bus do you want ?"

"A four-door is best," suggested Al. "W can dunp them quicker."

"Yeah," agreed Dobey, "and the green sedan's the one we want. That old
boat can travel."

"Al'l right," decided Itch. "W'll tail you in Vincent's coupe. |'ll
unl oad
it when we get to town. When that car gets new nunbers and a paint job, nobody
will ever trace it."

MARCUS wat ched thugs bring the prisoners fromthe inner room He was
twitchy, restless; but it was eagerness that produced his facial contortions.
Mar cus had al ways disliked Roger, and he found that his feeling had grown to
hat r ed.

As for Harry, the fact that he was Roger's friend was sufficient to put
himin the hated cl ass.

The wi ndow bot hered Marcus again. This tine, when he | ooked toward it, he
felt easier. It didn't seemas black and omi nous as it had before. There was a
faint trickle of noonlight that vaguely showed t he grounds outside.

Marcus followed Al and Dobey to the green sedan. They shoved Roger into
t he darkened rear seat; he settled heavily there. Rather than strain
t hensel ves
pushing himto the other side, they wal ked around the car and put Harry in
t hrough the far door.

The two trigger-nmen acted in a nore guarded fashi on than when they had
arrived. They seened to feel the inportance of their com ng work. They coasted
t he sedan down the slope, using only the dimlights as a guide. Itch did the
same with the coupe, when he and Marcus started out.



When the cars were half a mle fromthe hidden shack, the drivers turned
on the bright lights. Al was driving the sedan; he took a new route toward
Manhattan. Itch undertoned approval to Marcus. As he put it, this work had
many
fine points.

"The boys switch from one hi ghway to another," he explai ned. "That neans
they don't get spotted al ong any through route. There's always likely to be
some dopes along the road who renmenber too rmuch they shouldn't.

"They can't renmenber any car, though, if they don't see it very |ong.

Wien
a bus turns off, people think it belongs in the neighborhood; that's when they
forget it. Al and Dobey know their stuff."

A mle farther along, Marcus put a question.

"Suppose some cops stop them" he said anxiously. "How will they explain
t hi ngs?"

"They won't have to," chuckled Itch. He lifted a big revol ver from beside
him "1'Il do the talking with this Betsy, to cover their getaway!"

Itch didn't specify what he would do after that. Marcus felt jittery; he
did no nore talking for the next quarter hour, for fear his voice wuld show
weakness.

The two cars were close to the shore of Long Island Sound when Marcus
heard Itch give an approving grunt. The car ahead was sl ow ng, easing toward
the side of the road.

"Cetting close to the New York Gty limts," said Itch. "They know it, so
they're picking a spot before they get inside. Watch for the triple blink of
their stop light; that neans for us to go ahead."

Al most when ltch had finished, three blinks cane fromthe stop light of
t he sedan. Marcus knew that Al must have jabbed the brake pedal in jerky
fashion, to transnmit the sinple signal. lItch stepped on the accelerator, to
gi ve the coupe a burst of speed.

VWi zzi ng past the sedan, they cane to a |long curve. Marcus | ooked back
saw t hat the sedan had halted. Itch was | eaning fromthe wi ndow, straining to
see ahead past the bend.

"All clear,” he told Marcus. "If it wasn't, I'd flash thema blink, the
same way Al did. You see how it works? | covered in back; now |I'm covering
ahead. First chance we get, we'll nake for Manhattan."

Mar cus was thinking of the stopped sedan. He would have |iked to remain
as
a witness to operations in that death car. Events, as they were happening,
woul d
have pl eased him

ONCE t he coupe was past the bend, A told Dobey:

"Watch for the road that |eads to the old dock. It forks into another; we
can go out the other way."

Dobey strained fromthe wi ndow Wthin a hundred feet of slow travel, he
saw a battered sign that pointed the way to the ancient dock of what m ght
have
been an abandoned fi shing pier. Dobey gave Al the O K

They swung right. The road went downward between hi gh banks, took a sharp
turn to the left. Al braked the car to a stop, snapped off the lights.

"Listen a while," he told Dobey. "Then we'll give it.

"You handl e the doors after | start; we'll let the guys drop into the
deep
di tches just ahead. Then we can swing the fork."

The two sat in silence. Dobey shifted, drew a revolver fromhis hip
pocket. Al reached to the floor beneath his feet, to pick up his own gun

The [ ong, mournful blast of a steam boat whistle rolled inward from Long
I sl and Sound. It sounded ghostly - like the voice of a waiting spirit,



expecting two new conpani ons, who were soon to voyage through the unknown.

There was anot her sound, that came amid the whistle's wail. It was in the
car, that noise, but so nmuffled that neither Al nor Dobey could hear it. A
gl oved hand had opened the door on the right of the rear seat.

A figure was easing through that door. Roger Hasting, half |oose fromthe
ropes that held him was |let down gradually until he touched the roadway.

Shor t

toots, loud and shrill, marked the presence of a tug out in the Sound. The
rear

door closed; its latch clanped, unheard.

"Fog setting in out there," grunted Dobey. "It'd be nifty if it creeps in
here. Feels kind of like it is comng in."

"Yeah," agreed Al. "Shut that w ndow al ongsi de of you, Dobey. W don't
need no fog to cover up, just so long as the shots ain't heard. Nobody uses
this road no | onger."

The big whistle blared again, nmore nuffled, for Dobey had shut his
wi ndow.

Nevert hel ess, the weird bl ast covered the next sound fromthe rear. This tine,
it was the door on the left that swung outward. Harry Vincent was pressed

t hrough the opening. Firmhands, invisible in the thick darkness, held back
Harry's drop to the road.

"CGot that wi ndow cl osed?" demanded Al. "Like | told you?"

"Sure! | closed it," snapped Dobey. "Wat nakes you think I didn't?"

"The fog's still comng in here.”

"Yeah? Maybe you ought to cl ose your own w ndow. "

"1 did"

AL shoved his hand across in front of Dobey. Hi s knuckles hit the closed
wi ndow on the right. Whndering where the draft had come from A hunched
suspi ci ously behind the wheel. He shoved his |left hand backward, awkwardly, to
feel for the window in the back seat.

The door canme shut, as if magnetized by Al's groping fingers. There was
no
sound, though, to cover the snap of the latch. The hand that drew the door |et
it stop at half-latch. Al's fingers found the glass. The door rattled.

"Say!" Al swung toward Dobey. "That rear door's |oose!™

"What of it?" asked Dobey. "Doors get that way, don't they?"

"Not when you clanp the | ocks before you start. Like | did with that
one!"

Before Al could whip hinmself around in back of the steering wheel, Dobey
turned about. He peered into the darkened rear, enmtted a short, puzzled oath
as he thrust his hand ahead of him

"Where did them guys slip to?" snarled Dobey. "Cripes! That floor nust be
half a mle deep -"

He felt Al's armcone across in back of his neck, to press the switch
t hat
controlled the dome light. Al's finger was on that switch, moving it upward
when both crooks becanme conscious of a presence other than the vani shed
pri soners.

Close to their ears quivered a sinister |augh; |owtoned, sibilant,
voi ci ng a nockery nore powerful than any that words could declare. Al's finger
jerked the switch; the glow of the done light reveal ed the author of that
chal l enging mrth.

Al and Dobey were staring point-blank into the rounded nuzzl es of yawning
guns, each crook covered by a separate .45 that | oomed three inches fromhis
eyes.

Beyond, they saw bl ackness; but it had taken shape. It was a figure that
they had often heard of - cl oaked shoul ders above them burning eyes that
al one



were visible features beneath the brimof a slouch hat.
Killers had picked this spot for death. They were faced by a personage
who
could deliver it - not to innocent victins, but to nurderers thensel ves.
The end of this trail had brought The Shadow

CHAPTER XI I'|
CROOKS TAKE FLI GHT

AL and Dobey deserved death; whether or not they received it, rested with
t hensel ves, though the two crooks didn't know it. They regarded The Shadow as
an avenger who delivered doom they took it for granted that he never spared a
nmurderer's life.

The Shadow had built hinmself that repute, to curb killers. In practice,
he
never felled a foeman permanently, except when forced to do so.

Oten, it happened that crooks |ike Al and Dobey drove The Shadow to the
final neasure. Wen they didn't, The Shadow turned them over to the | aw, but
rogues so handl ed never discussed the fact. That was why neither A nor Dobey
knew the full methods of The Shadow.

There was a way wherein these cowed killers could be useful to The
Shadow.

For the present, he wanted to keep secret the fact that he had again rescued
Harry and Roger. As prisoners, A and Dobey could cooperate, under threat of a
worse plight if they refused

The Shadow was giving thema chance for life.

The two crooks were too nunmbed to make a sudden nove. They still held
their guns in frozen fingers, but the weapons were usel ess. They expected
bl asts from The Shadow s automatics, if they tried to fight him

They were unable even to blurt the words they wanted; to put the blane on
Itch Fendel. Even the toughest thugs turned squeal ers, under The Shadow s
per suasi on. The Shadow knew what was due; he gave the pair a chance to find
their voices. As soon as they cringed conpletely, The Shadow i ntended to
sunmon
Harry and Roger, to take charge of them

Agai n, The Shadow s plans were due for alteration, thanks to a succession
of chance events.

Dobey started it. He was full about in the front seat, his gun hand
fl opped across the back. H's left hand had dropped beside him nechanically,
Dobey let it rest against the inner handl e of the door, on the right side of
the front seat.

The touch of the cold netal gave hima foolish hope. Dobey's fingers
ti ghtened on the handle; the weight of his hand pressed it downward. There,
Dobey stopped; he met the burrowi ng gaze of The Shadow s eyes. The Shadow had
not ed Dobey's shift; he gave a nudge of his .45 to convince the nurderer that
t he game woul dn't worKk.

Dobey grimaced sourly. He gave up hope of making a dive fromthe car. He
realized that no wild junp, no matter how hasty, could beat the speed of The
Shadow s trigger finger

Then, involuntarily, Dobey was precipitated into the very plunge that he
had deci ded not to make!

VWil e the crook's shoulder still rested against the door, sonmeone gave a
yank fromthe outside. The door whi pped wi de. Muthing a hoarse shout, Dobey
went headl ong toward the road. Before The Shadow coul d cover the crook's
spraw i ng body, another figure intervened.

Roger, loose fromhis bonds, was starting an attack of his own. He
couldn't see The Shadow fromthe ground beside the car. He had an idea that
inactivity meant that the thugs were getting the upper hand.



ROGER S foolish notion produced a string of trouble. Wen Dobey rolled
past him Roger dived into the front seat to get Al, who tried to ward him
of f.

The Shadow, in the back seat, shifted to take a gun swi pe at Al 's head.
By
stunning Al, he could go after Dobey w thout |eaving Roger in a jam At that
nmonent, Roger caught Al's throat, began to punmel the crook's head agai nst the
wi ndow on the left. Since Roger had the upper hand, The Shadow didn't waste
time with Al.

Hurling open the door on the right, The Shadow swung out into the
dar kness. He caught a glinpse of Dobey coming up beside the road. The crook
had
been | ucky enough to find his revolver, which he had dropped in his fall. He
was
swinging it to aimat Roger's back. The Shadow s own aimwas swifter. He had
started his trigger squeeze, when he suddenly desi sted.

Anot her man had |lunged into the fray. It was Harry, com ng around the
front of the car. Not knowi ng that he was under The Shadow s rnuzzle, Harry hit
Dobey with a head-on charge. Only The Shadow s quick skill saved Harry froma
bull et. The Shadow was quite as expert at halting a shot, as at giving one.

Roger had pounded Al heavily. The crook was sl umped behi nd t he wheel

Hearing the scuffle on the roadway, Roger swung about and junped fromthe
car. Hs intention was to give Harry help in settling Dobey. The Shadow had
experi enced enough of Roger's sincere but blundering tactics.

As Roger hopped fromthe front door, The Shadow | unged at him He bow ed
Roger toward the side of the road, hooked himw th a skillful hold and sent
hi m
rolling into a thicket.

That done, The Shadow wheeled to help Harry with Dobey. Harry was
counting
on The Shadow s aid; instead of trying to choke Dobey, thus putting hinmself in
line for a bullet, Harry was forcing back the crook's gun arm

Harry's one m stake was excusable. He was shovi ng Dobey toward the car
t hi nki ng that The Shadow was aimng fromthat direction. Instead, The Shadow
had passed the strugglers; fromhis present position, he couldn't take a shot
at Dobey, for Harry's bul k intervened.

There was a shout fromthe car. Roger hadn't even done a satisfactory job
with Al. The fellow had taken a few bl ows, then played possum He was up
behi nd
t he wheel , somewhat dizzy but alert enough to jab the starter and pull the
l'i ght
switch, as he called for Dobey to hop aboard.

Dobey plunged into the front seat, Harry hanging grimy to him Dobey
managed to jerk his gun hand hi gher; given another two seconds, he coul d have
sl edged a blow to Harry's skull. The Shadow arrived during the interval,
grabbed Harry with both arns and snatched himfrom harm s way.

The car whi pped forward. Dobey was aim ng at The Shadow, without | uck
The
Shadow had taken a roll of his own. Dobey's bullets were sinmply whistling
t hrough the vacancy where The Shadow had been.

DOBEY' S door sl ammed; he turned the wi ndow downward as Al gave the car
t he
gas. The crooks thought they were making their getaway; but they were wong.
Shots bl asted fromthe road behind them

"G ve her the gas!" spat Dobey. "He'll drill a tire, first thing you
know "



Al shoved the accelerator to the floor board. Suddenly, he shifted his
foot to the brake pedal. In his haste, he had made the very m stake that The
Shadow hoped to force upon him

The car was at the spot where the other road cane in fromthe left. At
that speed, Al didn't have a chance to wheel about and take the reverse fork
To conpl ete the maneuver, he had to cone to a full stop, then go into reverse

There wasn't time for that. The Shadow fired anew, froma bend behind the
sl ackeni ng car. The bull et whistled past Dobey's w ndow.

"Head for the dock!" shouted Dobey. "We'll take to cover when we get
there!™”

"The Shadow wi |l box us!" gruffed A, as he stepped on the gas. "W gotta
| ook out for that."

"Yeah," snapped Dobey. "That's why you gotta give this crate the limt!"

Al gave it. Fearful of The Shadow s next bullets, he forgot all driving
caution. The old sedan rocketed down the | ast stretch, toward the Iine of
war ped boards that indicated the old pier

Only a dozen feet of that dock was visible. The rest was swathed in fog.
Perhaps Al figured that the blanketing mi st would produce the needed cover.
Possi bly, he wasn't fully recuperated fromthe thunps that Roger had given
hi m

VWhat ever the cause, Al didn't lift his foot fromthe accel erator pedal
until Dobey how ed a warning. Right then, it was too |late. The car was hitting
the dock at fifty miles an hour

Al knew that pier. It was |ong enough to produce a stop, for the dock
thrust out to a spot where the Sound was thirty feet in depth. But Al hadn't
calcul ated that the fog could provide a nmenace as well as shelter. The
noi sture
fromthe Sound had soaked the planking, rendering it as slippery as grease.

From a | ong way back, The Shadow saw the sedan's stop light glimer, then
swerve crazily. The fog enveloped it, so swiftly that The Shadow knew t he
brakes weren't producing results. Starting on the run, The Shadow heard t he
sounds that he antici pated.

There was a crash fromthe night-blacked fog, as the sedan smashed flinsy
boards that formed a barrier at the dock end. Wth the echoes of that
splintering noise cane a titanic splash, that choked off the snorts of the
retarded notor.

Al and Dobey had found a refuge deeper than the thick fog. They had
pl unged to the bottom of the Sound!

IT was a long way to the dock, on foot; another lengthy stretch to the
pier's outer end, though the car had covered that |ast distance in a few
seconds. The Shadow hoped that he m ght observe the car's light filtering up
t hrough the water; but they were not in sight.

Dobey must have nade a crazy grab for the ignition key and knocked the
light switch in his haste. There wasn't a clue to the vani shed sedan, when The
Shadow stared at the Sound's bl ackened waters.

How far the car had hurtled; in what direction the skid had sped it, were
problems in thensel ves. The mnutes that The Shadow had required to get here,
pl us those needed for a blind search, would prove too many for a rescue. A
and
Dobey woul d be drowned by that tine.

Those killers had taken a one-way ride, to their own destruction

Retracing his way up the slope, The Shadow net Harry and Roger. He gave
instructions to his agent, then started the pair on a two-mle wal k that woul d
bring themto the ternminus of an elevated |ine. Roger had begun to realize his
error in trying to outdo The Shadow. From now on, he would listen to whatever
Harry told him

The Shadow s instructions were for both to lie |low, so that news of their
| atest rescue would not reach Itch Fendel



That given, The Shadow t ook his own course through the night.

LATER, two di sconnected incidents showed how t horoughly The Shadow
gat hered up | oose threads.

The first was a police raid on a dingy East Side garage, notorious as a
pl ace that handl ed "hot" cars. In the conmotion, sone of the crooks managed to
drive away in stolen nachines.

One car taken was Harry Vincent's coupe. lItch was inforned later that it
had managed to get clear, and was gone for parts unknown. What the infornmants
didn't tell - because they didn't know - was that the driver of the coupe had
been a bl ack-cl oaked stranger. The Shadow had arrived unseen, just prior to
t he
advent of the police, who cane on The Shadow s own tip-off.

The ot her incident was a | ong-di stance phone call that Itch received. He
t hought it came from Massachusetts, for he heard coins plunk into a pay-box.

He didn't guess that they were dropped into a faked mechani sm by the deft
fingers of The Shadow.

The connection was purposely a poor one; so the grow ing speaker who
announced hinself as Al passed nuster with Itch. The false A reported that he
and Dobey had finished the job, then | amed.

The Shadow had made that call from his hidden sanctum through a
connection with Burbank. \When the call was finished, a strange |augh crept
t hrough the bl ack-walled roomthat fornmed The Shadow s secret headquarters.

The waves of Long |sland Sound woul d hide the fate of Itch's murderous
henchnen, for a few days at |east. That period would be | ong enough. Before it
ended, The Shadow i ntended to reveal facts, in part.

Facts that would bring a rift between Itch and Marcus, making each
di strust the other. That could produce the break that The Shadow wanted. Such
a
nmove, however, was dependent upon anot her el enent that The Shadow i ntended to
i nvesti gate.

That was the progress of the treasure search in which Hugh d ayner was
engaged.

CHAPTER XI 'V
SOPHI A SEES A GHOST

THE next afternoon, Marcus Beld arrived at Hugh O ayner's old mansion
Two
men with police badges were on duty at the portico. Wen they | earned that
Marcus was Hugh's cousin, they admtted him

Mar cus had a perplexed | ook on his fishy face when he arrived in Hugh's
study, where stacks of books and sheaves of papers were piled on a |arge
drawi ng tabl e.

Hugh greeted Marcus with a dry, tired snile

"Treasure stuff," he remarked, referring to the books and papers. "It
takes ten pounds of effort to glean an ounce of fact. R ght now, we're
cl earing
out the cellar in the hope that the trail may start fromthere."

Mar cus nodded indifferently. Then

"What's the idea of the | ocal constabulary?" he asked. "The fellows with
t he badges - who are they?"

"A coupl e of deputy sheriffs," replied Hugh. "W had sone trouble here
| ast night. One of ny servants was wounded, and others bruised, by unknown
prow ers."

"You seemto have plenty of hired help," remarked Marcus, |ooking out

into



the hallway. "Can't they take care of thensel ves?"

"Yes. But such attacks are matters for the law to handle. | feel nore
secure, having ny men act under sheriff's orders."

"How many nmen do you have here?"

"About a dozen. Half of them are servants; the rest, sone husky trucknen
that | hired to clear the cellar and hel p out generally."

Marcus had | earned facts that Itch Fendel wanted. That was the purpose of
this visit. But an estimate of the household's strength was only part of the
i nformati on that Marcus had to get. There would be plenty nore to | earn; and
sone other duties, in addition

Marcus's next step canme inmredi ately.

He heard Eunice's voice fromthe hall. She had heard that a visitor had
arrived and thought it night be Roger. Her face was agl ow when she reached the
study. Her eyes lost their dance when she saw Marcus.

"Hell o, Marcus," said Eunice. Then, with an enbarrassed stamer: "I - |
t hought -"

"That Roger had arrived?" queried Marcus, testily. "Not yet, Eunice. He
won't be here before tomorrow, at the earliest.”

"You' ve seen hinP"

Euni ce' s questi on was eager; she dropped all hostility to Marcus. That
gave hima doubl e opportunity. Marcus indul ged in neanness, while he bl uffed
hi s next statenent.

"I saw himlast night," he told Eunice. "He canme to the Trafal gar C ub
with a chap nanmed Vincent. That's where | was, fromthe time | left you."

"And he said he'd cone here for the weekend?"

"He said he mght. But that was before he net a girl fromBaltinore, who
was there with a party. Roger knew sone of the crowd. They invited himto
Balti more, and he said he mght go."

Euni ce's eyes showed a flash. There was very little jealousy in her
nature; but Marcus had been shrewd enough to stir it, while covering his own
where about of the night before. Eunice calnmed a bit, then asked:

"Who was the girl?"

"I don't know," replied Marcus. "Some dizzy bl onde."

The jab was a neat one. Marcus had | earned one axi omregardi ng wonen;
nanely, that brunettes - particularly those of Eunice's reserved type - were
m strustful of all blondes, when nen were concerned.

After Eunice had gone, Marcus knew that he had settled matters as he
want ed them Eunice was convinced that Roger had escaped the crooks who sought
his life, and though she might feel hurt, she would not be al armed when Roger
failed to arrive for his prom sed weekend visit.

Marcus decided to take a stroll outside, making it plain that he regarded
hinsel f as an invited guest. Hugh's gray eyes were cold when he saw his cousin
wal k away. After a short while, Hugh called a servant and told himto sumon
Peasl er.

VWHEN t he di nner hour came, the descendants of the Beld fanmly forned a
gl um group. Hugh was tired fromworking all afternoon and said so. Eunice
spoke
but little; she was evidently uncertain about Roger. Aunt Sophia conpl ai ned
t hat
she had been unable to sleep the night before.

Marcus was secretly satisfied with everything, but did not showit. He
covered the eagerness with which he watched for any new itemthat m ght be
useful .

One chance incident built itself to large proportions. During dinner
t hey
heard wrangling voices fromthe hallway. Hugh popped fromhis chair and
shout ed
angrily, to learn the cause of the trouble. Peasler entered.



"It's those truckmen, sir," he snapped. "They tranp all over the place. |
told themthat if they gave any nore trouble, |I'd disniss them"

"You said that you would dism ss then?" denmanded Hugh. "Wen did | give
you that authority, Peasler?"

"Last night you put me in charge, sir."

"Because of an emergency. Wth the deputy sheriffs on hand, that need is
past. Renenber it, Peasler!"

Peasl er grunbled to hinmself. Marcus saw the fellow s fists clench

"Enough of that!" rebuked Hugh. "You're overestimating your inportance,
Peasl er. If anyone deserves a reprinand, that person is yourself! | gave you a
task this afternoon. You failed to performit."

Peasl er nuttered a protest. Hugh cut himshort.

"I'f I decide to discharge any servants," announced Hugh, "you w |
probably be the first! Go about your work, Peasler. Let ne hear no nore from
you!"

After dinner, Hugh went back to his study, declaring curtly that he did
not care to be disturbed. Aunt Sophia was sleepy; she retired early. Eunice
found a book, pretended to be engrossed in it, so she would not have to talk
with Marcus.

VWil e Marcus was lounging in the big living room he saw Peasl er go past
t he doorway. The fell ow went outside; Marcus heard a notor throb. Peasler was
putting one of Hugh's cars into the big barn that served as garage.

Marcus strolled to the veranda. He was snoking a cigarette when Peasler
returned. The servant saw the glowing tip; he stopped suspiciously. Marcus
spoke a greeting; Peasler joined himon the veranda.

In shrewd fashion, Marcus sympathized with Peasler over the incident at
di nner. He was smart enough not to criticize Hugh; he sinmply suggested that
hi s
cousi n was probably overw ought.

Peasl er was noncommittal, gruff, at first. Gadually, he responded. He
gave Marcus a tale of woe regarding the trials that he had suffered, w thout
reward, while working in Hugh's service

"After last night, M. Mrcus," insisted Peasler, "when | stood by M.
Hugh so loyally, you'd think he would value nme. Instead, he gave me work that
was beneath ne."

Marcus tried to soothe the servant. As he expected, it roused Peasl er
further.

"I"d resign ny job tonight, sir," expressed Peasler, "if it wasn't" - he
halted - "if it wasn't for others besides M. Hugh."

"Qt hers?" queried Marcus. "Wat others?"

"Yoursel f, for one, M. Marcus," returned Peasler, bluntly. "The task
t hat
M. Hugh gave ne this afternoon was to spy upon you. |'m no snooper! That's
why
| didn't doit."

Mar cus | aughed, as though he doubted the statement. Peasler swore that it
was the truth. By the tine they had finished their conference, Marcus had nmade
snoot h prom ses of his own. When he went indoors, he was positive that he had
weaned Peasler's loyalty from Hugh to hinsel f.

MARCUS was t hi nki ng of ways that he might put Peasler to use in the
future, when a shriek came fromthe floor above. Eunice hurried fromthe
l'iving
room She and Marcus dashed up the stairs, to find their Aunt Sophia clinging
agai nst the bani ster, npaning.

"The ghost!" wailed the old lady. "I saw it in this very hallway! It
vani shed! Toward the west w ng, Eunice! It's gone to your room"

Marcus started to | augh, then silenced hinself. He wasn't the man to
treat



hauntings too lightly. Maybe the ghost was Roger's, returned to rebuke the nman
who had decreed his death.

"You know the room Eunice," said Marcus, weakly. "You had better |ook
there. 1'll take Aunt Sophia back to her own room"

Euni ce went to the roomin the west wing. She was sniling at the idea of
a
ghost hunt, but she decided to inspect the place, to satisfy Aunt Sophi a.
There
was moonlight at the wi ndows, but it was paler than | ast night, for the noon
was higher at this early hour. Eunice had to funble along the wall to find the
single light that projected there.

Bef ore she could press the switch, Eunice choked out a half-gasped cry. A
hand had settled on her forearmin a firminpressive clasp!

A chill swept the girl. The whisper that she heard was ghostlike. It kept
her fromtrying to give a |louder cry. Eunice felt herself drawn toward the
wi ndow; as she wal ked nechani cally, she realized that the tone was friendly,
human. So was the pressure of that thin-gloved hand. It had no chill of its
own. It was solid substance.

"I have cone from Roger,
be here tonorrow "

They were at the wi ndow. Eunice saw a cl oaked shape beside her. Totally
bl ack, that formwas spectral. The moonlight suddenly reflected the gl ow of
hypnoti c eyes that peered from beneath a slouch hat. Oddly, that strange gaze
[ull ed Eunice.

"Who are you?" queried Eunice in an undertone.

"They call me The Shadow," spoke the stranger, calmy. "Watever may
happen in this house - and nmuch will happen - you can rely upon ny
protection.”

Softly, Eunice spoke thanks that she felt. She was realizing that she had
been fighting off uncertainty and fear. The presence of The Shadow lifted that
burden conpl etely.

The Shadow wanted Eunice's inpressions of all that had happened since her
arrival at the mansion. Eunice gave her version of last night's battle, which
consi sted chiefly of hearing gunshots fromthe | ower [awn. The Shadow asked
what had preceded the fray. Eunice told himof her aunt's belief that she had
heard the fam |y ghost.

"Hugh tal ked about the ghost," she explained, "and Aunt Sophia took him
seriously. I'mthe person who shoul d have been unnerved, because this is
supposed to be the ghost's room But | felt very calmhere, until | thought I
saw soneone in the garden

"Of course, no one could have crossed fromthose corner plots of
shrubbery. So I knew it was imagination; particularly when | saw the servants
go on watch duty. There's really no place in the garden where anyone could
hi de. "

"Except by the shrubs in the center,’
shelter fromthis angle.”

Euni ce stared fromthe wi ndow She saw the center circle that The Shadow
had mentioned, with its thick clunmp of shrubbery.

"That shows how nmy nmenory tricked ne," declared Eunice, solemly. "I was
sure that the whol e square was open; just one |arge block of moonlight. | mnust
have been so suspicious of the corners, that | forgot all about the center!™

The Shadow made no comment. Rueful ly, Eunice added:

"I hope | wasn't all wong on the other details. I'msure | heard rats in
Aunt Sophia's room and saw those |ights down past the woods. And |'ve told
you
what Marcus said, when he talked to me this afternoon -

spoke the low voice. "To tell you that he wll

corrected The Shadow. "They give

EUNI CE st opped. The Shadow s hand had | eft her arms; Eunice realized that
it had rel axed sonme while before. But she was no | onger conscious of a



presence
besi de her. Eunice blinked, npbre amazed than she had first been. The Shadow
was

gone!

Soneone was rapping at the door of the room Eunice heard Hugh's anxi ous
call. She responded. Hugh entered, Marcus with him They seened al arned
because

she was in darkness.

"There wasn't any ghost,
admre
the nmoonlight. Wait, Hugh!" Eunice becane excited. "W don't need the light!"

She was too | ate. Hugh had pressed the light switch. As the gl ow cane,
Euni ce gave an al arned | ook around the room Her worry faded instantly. The
Shadow had done nore than nerely glide away fromthe wi ndow. He had |left the
room conpl etel y.

Aunt Sophia was in the hallway, insisting that Eunice again stay with

| aughed Eunice. "So | just stayed here to

her .

VWen they reached the roons in the east swing, the old | ady spoke with a
trenor:

"I saw that ghost, Eunice! They don't believe it, Hugh and Marcus, but |
swear -"

"I sawit too," interposed Eunice. "I talked with it!"

Aunt Sophi a's eyes popped.

"Did you tell Hugh? O Marcus?"

"No." Euni ce becanme sol emm. "Because the ghost demanded sil ence. He said
that ill will comes only to those who di sobey his decree.”

Aunt Sophi a conpressed her |lips and went into the other room She did not
see the snmle that Eunice gave. The girl knew that her words had worked. Her
aunt woul d tal k no nmore about the ghost.

Hugh C aymer, Marcus Beld, all the servants in the house, together wth
the sheriff's nen, would disniss tonight's episode as a fabric of Sophia's
i magi nation

There woul d be no suspicion of a nysterious intruder who had introduced
hi msel f to Euni ce as The Shadow

CHAPTER XV
CRI ME' S EM SSARY

W TH nor ni ng, Euni ce had reasoned out the purpose of The Shadow s visit.
H's cryptic promise that there would be coming trouble, certainly referred to
the finish of Hugh's treasure quest. That woul d be when Marcus woul d sunmon
crooks to gain the wealth.

Sonehow, The Shadow had cal cul ated that Hugh woul d soon get a lead to the
hi dden fortune. All night, Hugh had been working feverishly, gleaning
everything he could fromthe material in his possession. Perhaps he could
succeed, even without the data that Roger had sought at the Brevoort Library.

By noon, Hugh had rested a few hours. Wen he finished a |late Iunch, he
did not go back to the study. He merely smled when Euni ce questioned him
about
hi s | abors.

"There's nore to do," he adnmitted. "This evening, | can probably give
somne
answer, Eunice."”

Euni ce noted that Marcus was |istening at the tine. Hugh napped during
t he
afternoon, and Marcus stayed in the living room It was evident that each had
the other in mind, and Eunice felt convinced that toni ght would bring the
duel .



She coul d foresee that Roger mght enter that fray, backed by The Shadow.
If so, Roger would be thrust into it as a deciding factor. The thought
thrilled

Euni ce.

Just after sunset, while daylight still streaked the weed-grown | awns,
Euni ce heard a car roll up to the portico. Hugh had cone downstairs; he
st opped

at the door of the study. Marcus rose froma chair in a corner of the living
room

"Maybe it's Roger," he suggested, with a glance toward Eunice. "It should
be, unless he's gone to Baltinore."

Euni ce hurried to the front door. Marcus heard her give a wel coming cry.
H s fishy mouth went wi de; he sank back into his chair. Hugh didn't notice it,
for he was on the way to the door. Marcus heard himcall Roger by nane.

Marcus Beld was slunped in astoni shnment when he saw Roger walk into the
room to add to his anmazenent, Roger was acconpani ed by Harry Vincent. There
was a bleary look in Marcus's eyes as Roger approached. He could hardly thrust
his clammy hand forward for a shake.

Soon, Roger was blandly introducing Marcus to Harry. Neither of the nen
showed aninmosity toward him Marcus knew he couldn't be dream ng. He began to
wonder if last night had been a nightmare.

During the next hour, Marcus nmanaged to recuperate. He finally found a
theory that suited film He decided that neither Harry nor Roger had seen him
in the group at the shack. Therefore, they woul dn't know that he had ordered
their deaths.

Itch certainly hadn't changed the order. Marcus put the blanme on Al and
Dobey. They'd collected fromlItch, and had probably figured they could make an
additional deal with the victims, to spare their lives. That could account for
thi s sequel .

Al and Dobey were on the lam away fromltch's wath. Harry and Roger had
figured that this house would be safe enough, since it was guarded and Itch
wasn't | ooking for them

VWhen they sat down to dinner, Marcus pictured hinmself in a key position
Free from suspicion, as he thought he was, he could bide his time. Later, he
woul d i nclude news of Harry and Roger in his report to Itch.

HUGH went to the study directly after dinner. An hour had passed when he
rejoined the group. He was carrying a large roll of tracing paper; he spread
it
out triunphantly.

"I"ve found it!" he exclained. "The starting point! Here's a plan of the
house; this cellar corner, in the west wing, is where we begin operations.

"I'f I"'mright - and I've worked over the figures a dozen times - thirty
feet through soft soil will bring us to the treasure. The job will be done by
m dni ght. Listen!"

They listened. Fromthe depths of the house came nuffled strokes of
pi cks.

Hugh expl ai ned that he had al ready put the servants to work.

"That's why |'ve been clearing the cellar;" he declared. "Look at this
pl an again. It doesn't show the house as it is today. This is the way it was a
hundred years ago. The docunents that | searched gave directions fromthe
center of the house; it was hazy about distances."

Euni ce was studying the house plan

"The center is right beneath the old watch tower!" she exclainmed. "That's
between the main portion of the house and the west w ng!"

"Precisely!" returned Hugh. "The right wing wasn't built until eighty
years ago: Neither was the rear extension. That's why the place spreads out so
nmuch.

"I'f I'd only shown sense" - Hugh gave a |l augh at his own expense - "I'd



have realized that the mansi on nmust have | ooked better in Colonial days. The
watch tower is the |ogical center, when you think of it.

"Well" - Hugh stretched hinself and tossed the old chart into the study -
"we've nothing to do but anmuse ourselves for the next few hours, then go down
to the cellar and see the finishing touches."

FROM t hen on, Marcus was wat ching for his chance. He wanted an excuse to
go outside. Wth all of Hugh's nen busy in the cellar, there wouldn't be much
trouble getting down to the road. Marcus knew that a car woul d be waiting near
the station, to take word over to Itch's headquarters.

Marcus had figured that he could bluff Hugh easily, and it seened that he
was right. Hugh was bringi ng papers and books fromthe study, to show the
ot hers how he had conducted his research. Standing in the background, Marcus
found it easy to shift away.

He was strolling toward the hallway, when a voice halted him Marcus
turned to see Harry Vincent.

"Eunice tells nme you play chess,"
pass a few hours. How about a gane?"

Bef ore Marcus could object, Harry drew himto a corner where chessnen

remarked Harry. "That's a good way to

wer e
set up upon the board. Marcus didn't have a chance to slide out of the
invitation.

VWil e they played, Roger cane over to watch. Marcus tossed two quick
ganes
to Harry, then arose.

"It's obvious I'mnot in your class, Vincent,'
Roger for a couple of ganes.”

Roger didn't play chess. The upshot was anot her game, wherein Marcus
fared
better. It ended in a stalemate. Marcus conpl ained that so nuch play tired
hi m

he said. "Better take on

"I"'mgoing out for a stroll,"” he said. "Fresh air will help me. Listen to
Hugh's treasure talk, Vincent, and I'l|l be ready to give you a good gane when
I
get back."

It was Roger who took over the task of watching Marcus. He had stepped
away; he returned, bringing Marcus's hat and his own.

"I"1l take a walk with you," volunteered Roger. "I had counted on a
stroll
nmysel f, but | wanted conpany. Since you're in the nmood, let's go."

The wal k wasn't a | ong one. Marcus didn't suggest going toward the
station. They circled the house a few tinmes, then he conplained that his foot
hurt him He and Roger returned indoors.

More than an hour had been lost, and all the while, Marcus could hear the
bl ows of pickaxes fromthe cellar. He began to wonder just how rmuch Harry and
Roger knew. Sullenly, he decided that he wanted no nore chess. He began to
f ake
an interest in Hugh's discourse, which had turned to the history of the Beld
famly

Harry was at the chess table giving Roger pointers on the game. He
undertoned a warni ng across the board.

"He's going to try to slip us," said Harry. "You take another stroll, to
flag himif he cones outside. I'lIl work on himin here."

Roger went out. Harry joined the others. Soon, Marcus wal ked out to the
hal | way. Harry gave himthat nuch | eeway; he thought that he and Roger had
everyt hi ng under control

Harry hadn't noticed a man who passed the doorway. Marcus had. Qut in the
hall, he was in tine to over-take Peasler away fromHarry's view.

Smoot hly, Marcus rem nded Peasler of their talk the night before. Wile



he
spoke, he scrawl ed a nessage on a sheet of paper, thrust it into Peasler's
hand.
Wth the note went a pair of fifty-dollar bills.

"That's just a starter," whispered Marcus. "You' ve got to get that note
to
a friend of mne. His nane is Itch Fendel. You'll find a car down near the
station. Tell the driver that | sent you

Peasl er agreed. He rem nded Marcus, though, that he had to account for
hi s
own whereabouts, to some degree, at |east. He thought he could get away inside
an hour, if that would do. It wasn't quite ten o' clock, so Marcus agreed.

BACK in the living room Marcus decided upon anot her ganme of chess. He
and
Harry were deep in the game when Peasler entered bringing a tray | oad of
cof f ee.

That pl eased Hugh.

"Thought ful of you, Peasler,"” he said. "W shall want nore coffee before
m dni ght, and sandwi ches with it. By the way; before you go, tidy the study a
bit."

The servant went into the study, where Hugh supervised his task. Marcus
tried to control his fidgets. He hoped that Peasler wouldn't be held up too
long. As it devel oped, he took no nore than fifteen m nutes.

Meanwhi | e, Roger had conme in from outside. Peasler, passing Mrcus, shot
a
triunphant |ook. Marcus did not return it, but he teemed with secret
sati sfaction. He knew that his em ssary to Itch was starting on his journey.

Peasler found little difficulty reaching the |ower road; less, in fact,
than Marcus ni ght have encountered. The deputies were close to the house and
easily dodged by anyone goi ng out. Wen he reached the woods, Peasler used a
flashlight in cautious fashion.

At times, he slackened along the road. The suspicious gl ances that
Peasl er
gave were proof that he hadn't forgotten last night's experience with The
Shadow. There were tinmes when his rugged face showed a tense expression, above
the flashlight's gl ow.

Peasl er had the inpression that he was being foll owed, but he satisfied
hi nsel f that he was not, by turning the flashlight back along his trail

The car was waiting, as Marcus had prom sed. There were two nen in it;

t hey took Peasl er aboard. As soon as the car had passed a side road, another
machi ne cane into sight, to followit. Tonight, in keeping with his usua
policy, Itch Fendel had deputed a second car to shake off trailers.

Both cars, however, were distant, when a figure shifted fromthe
r oadsi de.

There was a | ow |l augh in the darkness; soon, the soft throb cane fromthe

not or

of a hidden car. The Shadow had foll owed Peasler fromthe mansion; recognizing
that the fell ow had been sent by Marcus, The Shadow was taking a route that he
al ready knew.

Last ni ght, The Shadow had fol |l owed cl ose behind a car ahead, but that
aut onobi l e had been alone. It was the coupe that had brought Marcus fromthe
night club to the shack above the | edge. That one car had not been guarded
from
behi nd; but Itch had forgotten it.

Therefore, Itch was due for a greater surprise than Marcus, when he
| earned that Harry and Roger had returned fromthe dead. That al one woul d
force
himinto action; coupled with the news that Hugh was near the end of the



treasure hunt, Itch would be pressed to a nove by mni dni ght.

Just as Itch was to learn of events in Hugh's canp, so was The Shadow to
get facts concerning Itch. Fromthem he could formhis own plans. As Eunice
had supposed, The Shadow intended to turn the balance fromcrime to right.
That
task, however, presented hazards that Eunice had not guessed. Beneath the
surface of the coming struggle |ay hidden factors that needed settl enent,
before justice could be served.

The Shadow knew

CHAPTER XVI
DEATH REVERSED

| TCH FENDEL was seated in the inner roomof the hillside shack readi ng
t he
note that Marcus Beld had sent him Beside Itch was a squatty trigger-nan
whose
gun hand rested on his hip. That guard was scar-faced; his ugly eyes were
wat chi ng Peasl er, who stood stolidly within the doorway.

There was a sudden thrust of lItch's lower lip; his voice |acked its purr
as when he rasped sharp oaths. He beckoned to the trigger-man, pointed out
witten lines in the message from Marcus.

"What do you make of that, Spike?" quizzed Itch. "The two |lugs are back -
young Hasting and that guy Vincent! Marcus says they weren't croaked | ast
ni ght."

"Spi ke" grunted his doubt. Itch was inclined to agree that the case was
phony.

"I got a call fromAl ," stated Itch. "He said he and Dobey went through
with it. Marcus, however, figures they were bought over."

"Yeah?" snorted Spi ke. "W by?"

"By the boobs they were supposed to croak. That don't make sense. Say -
do
you figure it could have been two other guys using Vincent's car?"

Spi ke shook his head negatively. Itch turned to Peasler, asked the
em ssary to describe Roger and Harry. Peasler did so, in precise fashion. The
description tallied.

"I f anybody bought out Al and Dobey," sneered Itch, "it was Marcus! Maybe
they shot off their nouths while they were bringing himout here. Wth all
t hat
dough Marcus owes ne, he may be figuring a double cross."

Spi ke grunted that the whole | ayout was screwy. ltch read the note again;
he gave a snort of contenpt.

"Maybe Marcus figured 1'd fall for this,"” he said, "because he wote it
in
a hurry. But the way it sounds, the cards are stacked agai nst us. He says
he' I |
do a sneak up into the watch tower, to blink us a signal when they've found
t he
treasure.

"Then we're to barge in through the front door, knock off a couple of
deputies, and crash the cellar. By that time, this guy Caymer and his whol e
crew are going to be set for us. Marcus is boob enough to dope out an idea
li ke
that; but he's smart, sometines, except when he plays poker

"Maybe he's smart this time. It's a bad setup, Spike. | don't like it!"

Crunpling the note, Itch | ooked at Peasler. He was about to address the
stolid servant, when he observed a slight nmotion of the door behind Peasler's
back. Itch hopped to his feet.



"Who's that?"

As Itch voiced the question, Spike yanked his gun and nade a junp for the
door. He whipped it open, to show nothing but the enpty outer room dimin the
di ngy lamplight. Spike gave a loud grow ; an outside guard thrust his head in
the front door.

Questioning proved that no one had been seen passing the cordon. ltch's
outfit was on close watch tonight. Nevertheless, Itch told Spike to scour the
outer room

The trigger-man canme to a dark corner where sone old tires were propped
Spi ke didn't like the thick blackness in the corner depth. He shoved his
revolver toward it; he couldn't make the full reach

"Make a move, guy," snarled Spike, "and I'Il blast you!" Then, when no
stir occurred, he tightened his finger on its trigger: "Here's one for |uck
anyway -"

"Lay off, Spike!" The interruption came fromltch, who was peering from
the inner door. "There's nobody in that corner.”

"Maybe there ain't," retorted Spike. "But I'"'mgiving the trigger, just in
case."

Itch sprang over to haul the fellow away.

"W don't want a lot of noise up here," rem nded lItch. "You can hear
things a mile away, if you aren't careful. Conme on back, while we talk to this
fell ow Peasler."

THE two went into the inner room The outside man cl osed the front door
It was then that darkness stirred fromthe very corner that Spike had covered.
The cl oaked figure of The Shadow seened to shake itself from shroudi ng
dar kness.

During those tense nonents, The Shadow had been ready to spring upon
Spi ke; to open battle in the mdst of Itch's headquarters. He had held off to
the imt, hoping that Itch would intervene. The nob | eader hadn't
di sappoi nt ed
hi m

This time, The Shadow was nmore careful with the connecting door. He had
not held it when he listened before; thus a breeze through the w ndow had
stirred it. During this new observation, The Shadow kept a tight hold on it
when he eased the door open a half inch

The Shadow woul d have preferred the slat that Itch had used as a w cket,
| ast night; but that |oose chunk of wood had been nailed tight in place.

Pursuing his theory that Marcus was engaged in a double cross, Itch began
to quiz Peasler. The servant gave a precise story. He told of his own quarre
with Hugh Cd ayner, and insisted that he was through with his forner master

He described how he had sold out to Marcus Beld, and he declared that the
facts concerning the treasure hunt were entirely correct. But Peasler admitted
amazement of his own over the return of Harry and Roger. Marcus hadn't told
hi m
that the pair were supposed to be dead.

From hi s wat chi ng post, The Shadow saw a peculiar | ook conme over ltch's
face. He analyzed it, though Peasler didn't. In Peasler, Itch saw a useful
i nformant, who had shifted |oyalty because of a grievance.

There was a question in Itch Fendel's mind: How far woul d Peasl er go?

The nob | eader was positive it wouldn't be as far as he wanted. After

all,

Peasl er hadn't been told that he was bargaining with nmurderers. The fell ow
seened willing enough to help Itch's cause; but that might be due to his
desire

for self-preservation.

Itch, however, was smoothly covering up his inpressions.

"You're a right guy,"” he told Peasler. "You say Marcus handed you a
hundred bucks for a starter. That shows himfor a cheap skate, as well as a



doubl e-crosser. Imagine it, Spike" - Itch turned to his lieutenant - "slipping
a fellow a lousy century for work like this!"

Spi ke gruffed his own contenpt for Marcus. ltch shoved his hand in his
pocket, brought out a fat roll of bills.

"Here's the way | pay," he said to Peasler. "Ten bucks for every one that
Marcus hands out. Here's a whole grand for your trouble, and there'll be

pl enty
nore, later."

PEASLER accepted the thousand dollars that Itch peeled fromthe roll. The
ganbl er stood cl ose beside the servant, purred smooth questions in his ear
"What about this treasure?" he asked. "WII| they have it dug up by
m dni ght ?"
"I"d say so, sir,’

replied Peasler. "But | would allow until half past

twelve. If M. Caynmer finds the noney. The will be busy counting it."
"That makes sense. W'll nove in easy, right after midnight. But this
signal that Marcus wants to hand us - is it necessary?"
"Not at all, sir. | would have told M. Marcus so. If | may say it, |

think his plan of a signal proves that he intends to doubl e-cross you."

"And what about coning through the front way? Is that going to get us
into
troubl e?"

"Decidedly, sir. That is where the deputies are stationed.”

"You can show us a better way?"

Itch squeezed the big wad of bills he had kept in his hand, as he put the
guestion. Peasler gave an eager nod. He runmaged in his pockets, found a
pencil. Itch snmoothed out Marcus's note; Peasler drew a di agramon back of it.

"Down through this cellar entrance," he stated. "At the rear of the

house.

But don't try to open the big door that |leads into the main portion of the
cellar. They would hear you, surely. Instead" - Peasler drew a dotted line -
"follow this little passage. It will bring you directly into the west w ng,

right where they are digging for the treasure.”

Itch folded the diagramclunsily, because the wad of noney hindered him
He suddenly shoved the whole roll into Peasler's hand, while thrusting the
folded floor plan into his hip pocket. Peasler's face showed an open-nout hed
expression, when he realized how highly Itch valued his schene of entry.

"Count that mazumm," suggested Itch, smoothly. "Make sure it's enough
Fel lows that work with nme al ways get everything that's coning to them"

Peasler's eyes were tilting downward as Itch spoke. Shifting slightly,
Itch interrupted his own words by whipping his hand fromhis hip pocket. The
obj ect that he brought out wasn't the precious diagram Itch's hand gripped a
bl ackj ack.

Wth a short flip, Itch tapped the | eather-covered weapon agai nst the
back
of Peasler's head. The fellow fol ded; his |oosening fingers let the noney
scatter on the floor. Itch ordered Spike to pick up the cash.

"Boy, that was neat!" approved Spi ke, as he gathered the bank notes. "I
never saw nobody use a sap as clean as that."

"Don't forget the grand | gave the guy," rem nded Itch, coolly, "and the
century he brought with him Add that dough to the roll, Spike."

VWen Itch had pocketed the noney, he had Spike help himw th Peasler
They
propped the servant's linp formon a box in the corner. Itch surveyed the
white
face by the |anplight.

"Here's your chance for easy trigger work," he told Spike. "After we're
started; you'll still be here. Gve hima bullet right through the heart; and
muffle it. 1'll still be close enough to hear it, so nake sure you do a neat



j ob.
"Stick a nickel in his duke, to show himup for a squealer. That will
bluff the bulls when they find him Then tail our caravan in your own buggy,
Spike. If it's all clear, keep on into town: The nob's big enough; | won't
need
you.

| TCH strode out. Spike heard the outer door slam There were sounds of
starting notors, then throbs that told the cars were idling. Spike pressed the
muzzl e of his .38 against Peasler's heart.

There was a notion fromthe door. Blackness stretched i nward. Like an
avengi ng form The Shadow entered the lanmplight, to reach his gl oved hands for
Spi ke' s neck. The Shadow i ntended to keep his presence unknown to those
outside. To do so neant a gunless attack on Spike.

A flicker of blackness nmust have passed Spike's shoulder, to settle on
Peasl er's face. Either that, or Spi ke had phenonmenal skill at spotting
i ntruders. The trigger-man whi pped suddenly away from Peasl er, came about with
a snarl.

Wth one quick clutch, The Shadow caught Spike's throat. Hi s other hand
clanped the fist that held the revolver. The two figures |ashed in a powerful
grappl e. Spike's squatty bul k made hima tough nman to handl e. Wien The Shadow
finally threw him he spilled also. The two writhed upon the fl oor

The struggle was narked only by a series of slight thuds, for the room

was
sparsely furnished and the battlers found not hi ng agai nst which to crash.
Partly

choked, Spi ke couldn't how for aid fromoutside. He knew, though, if he kept
up

the fight, Itch would wonder about the delay. That would bring Itch back

The Shadow, too, foresaw that outconme. He had to handl e Spike swiftly,
before the reserves arrived. Stubbornly, Spike was taxing The Shadow s har dest
efforts. A risk was necessary. The Shadow took it.

Deli berately, he relaxed his grip on Spike's gun hand, hoping to
encour age
his foeman into | ess guarded tactics. The ruse worked. Spike tw sted partly
free, brought his right hand upward. He tried to bludgeon a blow for The
Shadow s head.

That was when The Shadow rose with him Getting Spi ke of f bal ance, he
curbed the crook's sl edging nove. He flung Spi ke backward, sprawiing himto
t he
floor, hoping to stun him That done, The Shadow coul d supply the gunshot
si gnal
hi nmsel f.

That signal cane earlier than The Shadow i ntended. It was Spi ke who
supplied it, with startling consequences.

The trigger-man managed to slide his .38 between hinself and The Shadow.
As he tried to poke the nuzzle upward, it slid against The Shadow s ri bs.

Thrusting his own hand agai nst his chest, The Shadow found the gun
nuzzl e,
gave it a hard push just as Spike pulled the trigger. The shot was nuffl ed,
but
dul l'y audi bl e outside. A car whined fromthe parking space outside the shack
O hers foll owed; no crooks remained to come as wi tnesses upon the strange
scene
in that room of death.

The Shadow had risen from Spi ke's body. The trigger-nman was staring
upward. Hi s eyes were glassy; a dying gurgle came fromhis foam streaked |ips.
Spi ke had given the shot that Itch had ordered, but he had taken the bull et
hi nmsel f.



The next few mi nutes brought conplete silence; it was broken by a weird
| ow | augh intoned by The Shadow. Itch and his band were gone. Spike was dead.
The way was clear for The Shadow to conplete his plans agai nst com ng crine.

Lifting the stunned form of Peasler, The Shadow stretched the Iinp nman
across his shoulder. Carrying his human burden fromthe shack, The Shadow
nmerged into the night.

CHAPTER XVI |
DEATH I N THE TONER

M DNI GHT was near. Harry Vincent and Roger Hasting were in the living
room
of the old mansion; Marcus Beld was with them They were awaiting word from
Hugh, who had gone down to the cellar. Eunice was upstairs with her Aunt
Sophi a, who had decided to rest until mdnight.

It was plain to both Harry and Roger that Marcus had given up all idea of
getting to ltch Fendel. They didn't know that he had sent Peasler instead;
t hey
t hought that Marcus nust be conform ng with some energency plan. Apparently,
he
i ntended no nove of his own; hence his watchers had relaxed their vigil

Marcus knew that, and it suited him Shrewdly, he kept an indifferent
attitude, awaiting an opportunity that he wanted.

The chance canme. Marcus | ooked toward the hall; he began to nutter that
Hugh shoul d have returned. He wal ked into the hall, stepped out of sight. But
he didn't go in the direction of the front door

"Where do you think he's headed?" whi spered Roger. "Down to the cellar?"

Harry nodded; but he remained alert. He didn't intend to give Marcus too
much | eewnay.

A door slammed; there were footsteps conming in fromthe hall. Hugh
appeared; his tone was enthusiastic.

"We've nearly finished the tunnel,"” he said. "Come on, you chaps. You'l
want to see it." Then, with a glance around the room Hugh questi oned:

"Where's Marcus?"

"He said he was going down to the cellar,’
him Hugh?"

Hugh shook his head. Then

"I did hear sonebody," he renenbered. "Of by the other stairway. |
t hought it was one of the deputies; | invited themto come down, too. But it
nmust have been Marcus."

That seened to settle the Marcus question. Wien Harry and Roger reached
t he hal | way, Hugh pointed them along the proper route to the west wing of the
cellar. He had renmenbered Euni ce and Aunt Sophia. He had promi sed to sumon
t hem when the end of the hunt neared.

Harry and Roger went downstairs, while Hugh ascended to the second fl oor

replied Roger. "Didn't you see

QUTSIDE the old mansion, all was silent except for the whisper of the
wi nd.

The front of the building was dark; the portico seemed deserted.
Nevert hel ess, creeping nmen were giving it a wide berth. Itch Fendel and his
tribe wanted to avoid any early battle with the deputy sheriffs.

There was another figure in that darkness - one that noved toward the
portico itself. Uncannily, The Shadow had divined that the place was actually
deserted. The front route would give himthe best access to the house.

There was a chance on which The Shadow had figured: that Itch, despite
Peasl er' s warni ng, mght nove through the house, to scout the prenises before
maki ng an attack. If Itch did that, he would probably travel al one.



Itch had a score to settle with Marcus; one that he regarded as a
per sonal
matter. It would supply himwith a definite urge for a lone and early entry.
Though Itch nmight |et some persons escape death when the raid came, there was
one man who would not be allowed to live. That man was Marcus Bel d.

Just short of the portico, The Shadow halted. Fromthe corner of his eye,
he had detected a blink of Iight as elusive as a shooting star. He | ooked
upward; the blink was repeated. It cane fromthe old watch tower that lifted
above the third floor of the ancient nansion

Mar cus had found his chance to flash the signal that Itch intended to
i gnhor e.

Entering the front door, The Shadow nmade a quick trip through the dining
room which was totally dark. He took a back stairway that he had used before
it brought himto the third floor of the west wing. There, he heard creaky
sounds, barely definable in the darkness.

They sounded |ike footsteps fromthe tower. But whether the prow er had
halted or gone al ong, The Shadow coul d not be sure. There was a front stairway
fromthe third floor to the second; hence Marcus wouldn't have to cone in The
Shadow s direction

Lack of nore sounds made everything doubtful. It was |ikely that Marcus
had descended farther; but the slight chance that he was still on the tower
steps was sufficient for The Shadow. Miuch woul d be gained if he could
encount er
Marcus. The fellow had becone a factor that might interfere with The Shadow s
own pl ans.

THE SHADOW reached the tower stairs. They were bl ack. Pushing upward, The
Shadow del i berately let the steps creak under foot. That was for Mrcus's
benefit, if he happened to be above. The Shadow knew exactly what course
Mar cus
woul d take. Yellow at heart, he would retreat from danger

VWhet her or not Marcus was actually backi ng upward, The Shadow coul d not
tell, for he was nmaking too nuch noise of his own. He preferred to | et Marcus
think that some blunderer was on the way. The clinmax would come in the tower
itself; by that tine, The Shadow woul d again be a creature of stealth

The narrow stairs turned. Pale, cloud-strained nmoonlight showed fromthe
wi ndows of the watch tower itself. The Shadow s process changed. He took those
| ast steps in such absolute silence that no straining ears could have detected
hi s approach. Probing with his hands, The Shadow raised his head above the
| evel of the top step.

The space below the [ evel of the wi ndows was dark. |If Marcus crouched
there, he would have to be on hands and knees. It was possible that he was
hi dden, but he would have to breathe. No matter how cautiously he drew his
breath, The Shadow woul d hear it.

Two minutes passed. There was no sound fromthat |ow | ayer of darkness.
The Shadow raised hinself into the tower. He | ooked fromthe w ndows, on
chance
of observing Itch's nen below. The ground was too dark, close by the house.
The
Shadow turned to descend the steps.

Sonething clattered as The Shadow s foot struck it. Dropping quickly, he
grasped the object. Hs hand encircled the netal case of a pocket flashlight
that someone had left on the floor. Cbviously, the torch bel onged to Marcus.

Why had he left it here?

To answer that question, The Shadow | owered himsel f on the stairway,
muf fling the flashlight, he turned it at floor level. The nmoment that The
Shadow blinked the light, it reveal ed a huddl ed shape bel ow the far w ndow.
Creepi ng across the fl oor, The Shadow focused the flashlight upon a man's
face.



The beam showed the features of Marcus Beld. The sallow face had taken on
a final pallor, one that only death could produce. Turning the light |ower,
The
Shadow saw the gore of a bullet wound. Marcus had taken a cl ose-range shot
t hrough the heart.

The Shadow renenbered Itch's adnmonition to Spike: to keep shots nuffl ed.
That policy had certainly worked in the nmurder of Marcus Beld. The Shadow
hadn't heard the gunshot while on his way to the tower.

But the creeping footsteps were explained. They had marked the departure
of the nurderer who had so neatly di sposed of Marcus, after he had reveal ed
hi nsel f by the signal flashes.

THE SHADOW descended fromthe tower. He went to the front of the third
floor; for he had caught the tones of voices, one flight below Continuing to
t he second floor, he saw Hugh and Euni ce chatting together

Hugh was starting for the ground floor; Eunice had turned toward the east
Wi ng.

"Thanks for calling us,"
Aunt Sophi a."

"Don't waste any tinme," pleaded Hugh. "Roger and Vincent |left a couple of
m nutes ago. They're probably in the cellar by now "

Hugh was gone, and before Eunice could nove away, a whispered voice
stopped her. Eunice turned to see The Shadow energing fromthe stairway above.
H s words carried warning. Eunice was to stay upstairs with her aunt. Her
absence woul d not be noted, The Shadow told her, for reasons that she soon
woul d learn. Fromthat, Eunice realized that grimevents would soon occur
bel ow. She agreed to stay in this conparative safety, and persuade Aunt Sophi a
to remain with her.

Reachi ng the deserted ground fl oor, The Shadow nmoved out beneath the
portico. Close to the house, he blinked a signal - a guarded token of his own
to sone distant observer in the darkness. That done, The Shadow rounded the
bi g
mansi on. Nearing the rear entrance to the cellar, he heard the | ow buzz of
VOi ces.

Pronounced anong those tones was that of Itch Fendel

"I gave the lay the once-over," purred Itch. "The flunky was right. W
want to stay away fromthat center door. The little passage is the bet for us.

"They' ve got us out nunbered, but that don't matter. Because we're goi ng
through in a bunch, see? W'll give 'emthe works and half of us will head up
t hrough the house, while the rest bring the swag.

"Those tin-star deputies will be a cinch! W'Il knock them of f when they
pile into find what started the fireworks. | know the way those hicks act.
They' Il come right intoit, chin first."

There was a creak of an old door noving on its rusty hinges. The hush of
the big cellar swallowed Itch and his invading throng. They were noving on a
guest that they thought would bring themrich, though ill-gained, profits.
They
wer e w ong.

The Shadow knew the reward that Itch and his crew woul d reap. Men of
crime
were advancing to their own di saster

said Eunice. "W'll be right down. I'Il hurry

CHAPTER XVI 1 |
TREASURE RECLAI MED

SWEATI NG men were shoveling the last piles of dirt fromthe narrow tunne



that they had dug. The long, |owvaulted cellar was heaped with soft, clayish
soi |, which accounted for the speed of the work

Fromthe depths of the level shaft cane the clank of picks striking
agai nst metal . Hoarse voices passed the news. Hugh O ayner gave an order. Men
stunbled fromthe tunnel dragging a rusted nmetal coffer

"There's nore there!" a servant panted. "Half a dozen of 'em"

"Drag themout!" ordered Hugh. To another servant, he added: "Crack open
this one!"

Harry Vincent forgot the treasure | ong enough to | ook about the cellar
Thi s chanmber |ay beneath the west wing; it was reached fromthe center of the
cellar. Hugh evidently thought that guards were necessary, for he had posted
hal f his men out in the cellar proper

Just where they were located, Harry did not know. He wondered, though, if
Hugh had thought to place some watchers near the rear of this very room
Ther e,

Harry coul d see a corner; beyond it, what appeared to be a passage.

Maybe Hugh had expected the deputies to watch that spot; but they hadn't.
They were nore interested in the arrival of the treasure. They night be useful
in a pinch, for they had revolvers. But those weapons were deep in their
hol sters.

Harry figured that if trouble cane, he could grab one of the shotguns
stacked along the wall, by the tine a deputy could pull a revol ver.

Three nen had finished in the tunnel

One was a husky servant; the other two were the truckmen that Hugh had
hired for this heavy work. They brought out the rest of the coffers; by that
time, the first had been opened.

The cellar lights glinted upon silver coins. Hugh dug eagerly into the
pile, held up fistfuls of cointo the light. Hs thin face had a mserly
expression; his dullish eyes showed a triunphant glint.

"Found!" he shouted. "After all these years! The wealth | knew was here!™

Anot her coffer was ripped open. Hugh dived for it, at the sight of gold.
The coins were British sovereigns and Spani sh doubl oons. Hugh passed sanpl es
to
Harry and Roger, then | ooked toward the next chest.

"This one's light," said the servant who opened it. "Not worth much,
guess. "

That chest was stuffed with paper nmoney that Hugh recogni zed as
Continental currency. He nuttered ruefully that it had little value, although
some items mght interest collectors.

The ot her chests contained no noney at all, but their contents were of
hi gh worth. There were stacks of silver plate and gold ornanents. In one
conpartnent, Hugh found a whole collection of antique jewelry, heavy with
gens.

"We' || appraise it all right here," he declared with enthusiasm "Those
coins alone ought to total a hundred thousand dollars on their face val ue!
Sone

will sell for alot nmore than their ordinary worth."

"The plate and the gens will double the total. No, they may triple it! |
t hi nk" - Hugh spoke with a conservative tone - "that | should realize half a
mllion fromthis venture. Too bad that our grandfather didn't dig this up
hinsel f. Then all the fanmly would have shared it. But | gave you all a chance
to come in on the hunt. | hope none of you envy ny good fortune -"

HUGH st opped, | ooking about blankly. H's words were nmeant for the others
who had shared in the di sappointing Beld estate; but none was present.
"Where's Euni ce?" demanded Hugh. "And Aunt Sophia? They said they would
be
here." Hi s gaze suddenly narrowed; his next question was a suspici ous one:
"Where's Marcus?"



"That's what |'ve wanted to know," replied Roger. "He was supposed to be
down here. Harry and | have been expecting himto show up any mnute."

"I don't like it!" declared Hugh. His face was tense. He put his hand to
his pocket to grip the revolver that Peasler had carried previously. "W'd
better look for him"

Harry noted that the servants and the truckmen had caught sonme of Hugh's
alarm They were standing, four in nunber, with the shotguns. The deputies
weren't to be outdone. They placed their hands on their revol vers.

"Go out through the cellar,"” Hugh told a servant. "See if any of the nen
have information regarding Marcus. If he -"

A shout froma servant interrupted. The fell ow was staring straight
toward
t he back passage. He had seen a face poke out fromthere. Hugh swung around;
SO
did the others. There was a harsh rasp fromthe passage; thugs shouldered into
sight, Itch Fendel with them

"Stick "emup!" shouted Itch. "There's plenty nore guys with nel"

Hugh had yanked out his revolver. He fired as he dropped behind the
coffers. Shotguns spoke, as Itch and his vanguard opened their own quick fire.
Harry was hurling Roger behind a dirt pile; he was pulling out an automatic as
he took his own dive.

Before Harry could turn to snap a single shot, the battle cane to a
startling end.

From the depths of the passage that Itch and his crew had used, a roaring
fusillade scorched through, to wither the invading crooks. Itch's nmen caved as
they tried to fire. They were under the nmerciless muzzles of half a dozen
raki ng guns!

Itch and two pals withed free fromtheir fellow thugs. They took the
only
route that offered safety; they cane straight toward Hugh and the aim ng
servants. ltch was flinging his gun away as announcenent of surrender; but it
didn't save him

The deputies were in action. They were belated in their aim and Itch's
conpanions were tardy in letting their own guns drop. Revolvers barked. Itch's
stunbling pals fell by the wayside. Itch staggered on al one.

Harry saw that Itch was hel pl ess; he gave a shout as he sprang forward,
hoping to aid in the nob | eader's capture. That was too |ate. Hugh, his pale
face strained, was jabbing revolver shots as he backed away fromthe gun's
recoil.

Itch took a long topple to the floor. He cane up on one el bow to nouth
savage curses. The effort was his last. The | eader of the crimnal crew rolled
dead. But, fromhis lips, Hugh had caught a nane.

Dying, Itch Fendel had pronounced Marcus Beld to be the doubl e-crosser
who
had produced this destruction.

THROUGH from the rear passage cane the rest of Hugh's stolid servants.
Guffly, they told their story. They had heard sounds fromthe rear cellar;
they had |listened at the intervening door. Suspecting that intruders were in
t he passage, they had noved through to investigate.

Just intime to insert a flank attack, they had practically w ped out the
i nvadi ng crew without a single casualty of their own. Moreover, their thrust
had saved Hugh and the men with him O all those who had begun a point- bl ank
fire, only two were hurt. One had a bullet in the shoul der; the other was
scorched by a nere flesh wound.

Hugh was talking with the sheriff's men. Those representatives of the | aw
agreed that the slaughter had been justified by self-defense. They promn sed
testinmony that would bring congratul ati ons, instead of condemmation. The
wi pi ng



out of Itch and his nob woul d be accl ained a public service.

Hugh |istened solemly to the |aw s approval. He was recalling ltch's
| ast
words. They inspired a new statenent.

"Marcus was the man behind this attack," said Hugh, soberly. "He knew
about the treasure. How he doubl e-crossed his partners, only he can tell us.
But the fact that he was not with them may nmean that they di sposed of him
bef or ehand. "

There was logic in Hugh's statenment. It brought nods from sil ent
listeners. Then stillness ended. The sound that broke it was a weird, hollow
[ augh, like ghostly nockery froma buried tonb.

Al who heard it turned toward the central cellar. Beneath the connecting
archway stood a figure clad in black. Burning eyes nmet the startled stares of
men who stood above the corpses of Itch and his bullet-riddled crew.

Though men of crine had met with final settlenment, The Shadow had stepped
into the scene. Fromhis |ips, masked by an upturned cl oak collar, cane a
sepul chral , sinister |augh.

That tone told that evil still existed. The Shadow had arrived to finish
it!

CHAPTER XI X
UNBURI ED EVI DENCE

AN om nous hush foll owed the echoes of The Shadow s | augh. Slowy, the
bl ack-cl oaked figure advanced into the vaulted roomwhere the treasure coffers
stood. Men drew back, as they net the searching gaze of The Shadow s eyes.

Sone faces were puzzled; others, sullen. Some strange aftermath was due,
and there were persons present who recogni zed what it m ght be.

Hugh C aynmer waited, just past the treasure coffers. Behind himstood
Harry and Roger. To Harry, The Shadow s entrance neant that nore devel opnents
woul d cone; what they were, he would but dimy guess. To Roger, all was
bew | der ment .

Reaching the coffers that contained the coins, The Shadow di pped in one
gloved fist. Atrickle of silver dripped fromhis hand. Hugh started an angry
protest, as if his wealth had again becone endangered. He started his hand to
his gun; then hesitated.

None of his own nen was anxious for a nove. Sone of them had enpty
shot guns; the others | ooked worried. The deputies merely watched. Sonehow, The
Shadow s actions intrigued them and they could see no nenace froma | one
i ntruder who had not produced a gun

"Lost treasure" - The Shadow s tone was sibilant; his words were directed
toward Hugh - "deep in the soil for nore than a century! Strange that you
shoul d have so easily discovered it."

There was a taunt to The Shadow s tone, sardonic, biting, that brought a
cl enching of Hugh's fists.

"I found old records!" he declared, defiantly. "Fromthem | traced the
treasure"

Hugh halted, as The Shadow produced a sheaf of papers from beneath his
cl oak. He handed themto Harry and Roger. They began to read them

"Those were fromny study!" began Hugh, hotly. "By bringing them here,
you
are guilty of theft!™

The Shadow s | augh was a nockery of Hugh's charge. The gl oved hand was
di pping deep into the coffer of gold coins, stirring them reaching farther

Roger turned to Hugh with a sudden excl amati on

"These claimthat the treasure was buried el sewhere,” said Roger. "If you
knew that, why did you dig here?"

"Those records are wong," objected Hugh. "I had to disregard them™



"Where are the ones you did use?"

"Upstairs in the study, | suppose. Unless they, too, have been stolen."
Agai n, The Shadow | aughed. Hi s tone made Hugh's protest hollow The
Shadow s gaze turned to a handful of coins that he had drawn fromthe coffer's
depths. He nmade a notion to Harry, who reached out to receive them Harry

heard
The Shadow s whi sper:
"The dates!"

HARRY examni ned the coins. They were old, but the earliest was dated only
1800. These coins could not belong to the Revolutionary treasure that this
purported to be. Harry began to see the truth. He spoke for The Shadow.

"You faked it!" he flung at Hugh. "You needed old coins, and plenty of
them to nake this stuff pass for the treasure. But you couldn't buy enough of
them You figured you could slide sone past w thout suspicion; that's why you
added these."

Hugh gri maced, as though he regarded the idea ridicul ous.

"Why should |I fake buried treasure?" he denmanded. "Wy put myself to al
this troubl e?"

Agai n, The Shadow spoke pronpting words; this tinme, it was Roger who
caught them

"H s grandfather's estate!"

That was all Roger needed.

"That was your gane!" he shouted, turning to Hugh. "You were close to old
Titus Beld. You lived with him and he trusted you. That gave you a chance to
enbezzl e nost of his nmoney, and to fake records that showed | osses through bad
i nvest ments.

"No wonder that estate had dropped fromhalf a mllion to only fifty
t housand! You were swindling the other heirs out of their noney! But you had
to

have some way to account for your own wealth" - Roger seemed to catch the
facts
fromthe flash of The Shadow s gaze - "so you put it all in phony treasure and

pretended to dig it up!"

The Shadow had stepped away fromthe coffers. Hugh's clenched fists were
shaky, but he nmanaged to tighten them Boldly, he deternmined to bluff further
He nudged a hand toward the tunnel carved in the wall behind him

"You saw the treasure cone out of there," he insisted. "You know that the
men dug for it through solid soil. If the treasure isn't the original one, how
did it get there?"

Roger couldn't answer. He | ooked to The Shadow. Beyond, he saw a new
arrival, who had cone in tine to hear the accusations. Eunice Kerlen was on
t he
threshold. It was she who, neeting The Shadow s gaze, under stood.

"You buried it in the garden!" exclainmed Eunice. "The first night | was
here! That's why you didn't want me to sleep in the west wing! You tried to
frighten ne with your talk of ghosts. | wasn't worried but Aunt Sophia was, so
it worked just as well.

"Those sounds she heard must have cone from your study. They frightened
her so much that | was forced to stay with her. But | saw the garden that
ni ght, Hugh, before | left. | |ooked at that garden the next night.

"At last, | know why there was a center circle of shrubs. You and your
nen
put themthere, after you had buried this pretended treasure. O course, the
tunnel you dug tonight is genuine. But we can still find the shaft that you
filled, if we look for it."

HUGH was too enraged to speak. His trenmbles portrayed anger, not fear



Desperately, he stared about, to receive accusing glances fromall except his
own nen. They stared stolidly, awaiting Hugh's command. That know edge
stiffened him

"I fought one set of crooks tonight,"’

announced Hugh, bluffly. He gave a

| ook toward the bodies of Itch and the other dead invaders. "I suppose | can
handl e anot her. These charges that you nmake are fal se! They prove not hi ng!
can find ways to neet them | have ways -"

"Murder is one!"

That solemm interruption came from The Shadow. Hugh's eyes shifted,
col orl ess.

"At the Brevoort Library -"

Hugh shrank back when he heard that accusation. Roger stared dunbly. But
Harry understood, and so did Eunice. They realized that Hugh, not Marcus, had
been responsible for the library raid.

Harry's thoughts went further. It wasn't Itch who had snagged the
docunent
t hat Roger found. It was Hugh! He had thugs at his command; as many as Itch
had
owned! These servants of Hugh's were sanpl es.

Facts that The Shadow had steadily pieced came to Harry in quick
successi on, once the chain had started.

If the real location of the treasure had been | ong ago di scovered, it
nust
have been dug up in the past. It had probably been far |ess than Hugh
pr et ended,
and the 1887 docunent had given all the facts of its recovery.

Hugh was the only person who couldn't afford to |l et such data be found.
It
hadn't mattered to Itch. On the contrary, Itch had wanted the treasure to be
unburied and didn't care who acconplished it.

Escapi ng The Shadow during the fight at the library, Hugh had headed to
t he mansion, bringing his thugs to pose as servants. Conming by cars, they had
arrived ahead of Eunice. Expecting Roger, Hugh had set themin anmbush down the
driveway, knowi ng that he could explain away any deaths on his own prenises as
sel f - def ense

On the cellar floor lay proof of Hugh's murderous tactics. He had | earned
that Itch and his nmob were com ng. Hugh had | aid another anmbush in this very
cellar, to wel come the crooks who were | eagued with Marcus.

Meanwhi |l e, he had | et Roger live, solely because he thought that Roger
had
becone harn ess.

What of Marcus?

Bef ore Harry coul d speak that question, The Shadow answered it in tones
addressed to Hugh.

"Murder is your method," spoke The Shadow. "The proof is in the watch
tower. Marcus Beld still lies there, where you slew him You, alone, had that
opportunity!"”

HUGH chewed his lips. He wanted that crine blamed on Itch. That was one
reason for the recent massacre - so lItch could not deny the rmurder. But The
Shadow - Hugh cursed him nentally - knew that Itch hadn't reached the nansion
when Marcus di ed.

The tinme had cone for nore than bluff. Maybe The Shadow coul dn't prove
Hugh's crimes; but the chances were that he coul d. Hugh was the sort who
woul dn't take odds unless they were all in his favor

The Shadow had charged Hugh with nurder. Al right, he would show The
Shadow t hat he was capable of it.

Hugh C aynmer had a dozen men behind him The Shadow, with Roger, Harry
and



three hick deputies, had | ess than half that nunber. If Hugh's followers each
took a man, that woul d | eave The Shadow seven to handle. That would be too
many, even for The Shadow.
Besi des, Hugh had a cute trick up his sleeve. Eunice, her eyes abl aze,
had
cone closer to accuse him She was between Hugh and The Shadow. One grab, and
Hugh's | ovely cousin would be a hel pl ess shield against The Shadow s bullets.
Those were Hugh's thoughts, as his hand hitched toward his gun. He was
ready to give the nerciless command that woul d produce anot her massacre, when
a
chill laugh from The Shadow restrained him The Shadow, too, had a trunmp to
pl ay.
Hi s new | augh was a signal that brought another entrant to this buried
room A stocky figure stepped to view, above his broad shoul ders was a
pug- nosed face that Hugh and his whole tribe recogni zed. The nan was Peasl er
Voi cel ess, Hugh d aymer could only stare at the servant he thought was
dead.
Agai n, The Shadow | aughed; this time, his tone was a whi sper. That
subdued
nockery was The Shadow s prophecy of triunph.

CHAPTER XX
THE BROKEN HORDE

PEASLER S entry was tinmed to perfection. The Shadow had forestalled it
until the vital nonent. Keen eyes, watching Hugh O ayner, had observed when
t he
plotter was ready to order slaughter. The Shadow had deftly inserted an
interruption, in the form of Peasler

Hugh was still on the brink. He could w thhold his conmand as easily as
he
could give it. Peasler's arrival had aroused the sudden attention of Hugh's
nen.

Peasl er was one of them he had something to tell them Hugh had to wait.

I n pausi ng, Hugh saw opportunity to strengthen his own position. He
grinned toward Peasler, gave hi mencouragi ng words.

"Tell them about it, Peasler," insisted Hugh. "How | had you help ne -
t he
way we rmade Marcus show his hand. He thought he'd bought you, didn't he?"

Peasl er nodded, sol emmly.

"And he gave you a nessage," added Hugh, "to a fellow named Itch Fendel
just like I told you he would. Telling himto polish off the deputies and then
cone down here. But you told them sonething better, didn't you?"

"I did," replied Peasler. "I suggested that they come through the rear of
the cellar, knowi ng that you would be prepared for them M. Hugh."

"Hear that?" Hugh turned to the deputies. "Wat if it was an anbush; it
wor ked, didn't it? They were crooks, weren't they?"

Odinarily, the deputies mght have agreed; but they renenbered The
Shadow s statements. If it came to action, they would be with The Shadow.
Their
expressions nmade that plain. As yet, they didn't guess the move that Hugh
i ntended. They wanted nore of the debate that had gone before. A bit nore

proof, and they would be willing to arrest Hugh on The Shadow s say-so.
Hugh turned to Peasler with the snmug question: "Anything el se?"
"Yes," replied Peasler, coldly. "I did all that you asked ne: worked

nmysel f into Marcus Bel d's confidence, made himthink |I was doubl e-crossing
you.
But you overl ooked one angle."



Hugh rai sed his eyebrows in feigned surprise.

"You didn't tell me what to expect fromltch," declared Peasler. "He
listened to all | told him because he thought he needed what | knew But he
didn't need ne."

Hugh's lifted eyebrows formed a sudden frown.

"That's why he ordered ny nurder," asserted Peasler, stepping forward.
"He
left a man behind to kill ne!"

"But he didn't," objected Hugh, quickly. "You' re back here with us,
Peasl er. "

"No thanks to you!" Peasler turned, shoved his thunb toward The Shadow.
"He's the fellow that pulled ne out of it.

The Shadow s | owtoned | augh came suddenly, as if in recollection of the
epi sode.

"I"ve done ny dirty work!" snapped Peasler. "I'll take what's comng to
me! So will the rest of you" - he swung to the other servants - "if you' ve got
any sense. What's a rap nmean, compared to working for a doubl e-crossing rat?

"That's what you are" - Peasler was back again at Hugh - "a |ousier guy

than Marcus Bel d! That cousin of yours wasn't the doubl e-crosser that you are.
You knew what | was going into when you sent nme to ltch Fendel. But what did
you care?

"Any one of us - what do we nean to you? Nothing! - as soon as you figure
you don't need us. I'mfor you no longer. |I'mfor The Shadow - and every guy
that's got brains will be with ne!"

THOSE | ast words were the ones that Hugh couldn't stomach. Peasler was no
| onger the dupe that Hugh supposed. In gaining him The Shadow had under ni ned
Hugh's strength. That was why Hugh drowned Peasler's voice with a wild cry for
nassacre.

"CGet them " he shouted. "Get The Shadow - Peasler - the rest -"

Wth that cry, Hugh sprang for Eunice. He caught the girl with one arm
whi | e he whi pped out his revolver with his other hand. The rest of his shout
was |l ost in a sudden roar of guns; above that fusillade came the fierce
nockery
of The Shadow s | augh.

Hugh was ainming for The Shadow. He never fired the shot he wanted. A
shot gun, swung by the barrel, whistled toward Hugh's head. The heavy butt
gl anced fromhis skull. Eunice was gone fromhis grasp, as he staggered away.

Harry and Roger were springing for him Not know ng what had struck him
Hugh pushed away. He still had his gun; he raised it groggily toward nuzzl es
that awaited him Those nmuzzl es spoke. Two shotguns delivered the first honest
bl asts that had been their privilege.

Hugh C aymer toppled dead across the coffers of gold and silver. His
bl ood
trickled amid the noney that he had bought from many sources, with the cash
t hat
he had pilfered through the years. Those coins no | onger covered Hugh's secret
thefts fromhis grandfather's estate.

The weal th that had been secretly buried and falsely reclaimed within the
space of a few nights, would go to the three survivors of the Beld estate:

Euni ce Kerlen and her aunts.

Chaos had ended within a few short seconds. The gun bl asts had been for
the benefit of three fool hardy servants who had stupidly sided with Hugh. The
rest, inspired by Peasler's logic, had joined The Shadow s cause.

Fromthe flank, they had been the first to reach Hugh C aymer. Steeped in
crime, trained to kill, they had used the tactics that Hugh hinsel f had taught
them to nake reparation for their former evil

No jury, though, would ever call their action nurder. They had done a
deed



t hat The Shadow, hinself, had been ready to perform The elimnation of Hugh
Gl ayner was necessary, to save the lives of Eunice and others.

Shotguns clattered to the stone floor. Stolidly, the men who had once
served Hugh C aymer surrendered to the sheriff's nen. Peasler was the first to
of fer that exanple. The Shadow s tone supplied approval. It came as he stepped
to the darkness of the central cellar, fading into that thick gl oom

Fromthat tone, the self-made prisoners realized that they could hope for
| eni ency. The Shadow, hinself, had bl ocked the early thrusts of nurder that
they had directed agai nst Roger Hasting and Harry Vincent. Their w ping out of
Itch Fendel and his nob still had a mark of nmerit.

The real nurderer was dead. On Hugh Cl aymer and those who perished with
himrested the blane of crimnal deeds. The others, deserters of Hugh's evil
cause, had paid a partial atonenent.

WHEN t he deputies returned, they brought the sheriff with them Harry and
Roger gave himtheir testinmony while Eunice was upstairs preparing for
departure.

Aunt Sophia, so easily alarned by inmaginary happeni ngs, had sl ept through
all the actual trouble when it cane. Hearing the details, she was quite ready
to | eave with Eunice.

In the hallway, Eunice told her aunt to wait while she called for someone
to come for the bags. The real reason was that Eunice had glinpsed a
processi on
descending fromthe watch tower. Deputies were bringi ng down the body of
Mar cus
Bel d.

The cousin who had failed at nurder was due for a final ride with the one
who had succeeded. The corpse of Hugh Caynmer was in a truck outside the
portico, awaiting its grisly conmpanion. Evil-doers who had sought each others
lives were joined in the death that neither wanted.

Roger Hasting met Eunice in the lower hallway. He was free to | eave; his
story was given.

Harry Vincent had been deputed to appraise the pretended treasure, a
third
of whi ch had becone Eunice's legitimte heritage. Deep ampbng Hugh's files were
coded records that were unquestionably the correct accounts of the Beld
estate.

Once unravel ed, they would give full tally of the fortune.

VWho could performthat intricate work, in the seclusion of the mansion
st udy?

Euni ce guessed the answer, as they rode along the rutted driveway away
fromthat house of doom

Vague, untraceable in the darkness of the night, cane a weird tone of
| aughter. It was mirthless, solemm in its utterance, so evasive that it seened
a part of the darkness itself. It might have cone fromthe high watch tower,
or
fromthe space beneath the massive portico.

It m ght have cone fromthe enshrouding trees, for the w nd that
whi spered
fromthose bl ackened boughs gathered the chill tone and blended with its
echoes.

Such was The Shadow s, farewell to those whose |ives he had rescued;
whose
cause he had so powerfully served!

THE END






